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THE SUCCUBUS



Aaron, a real estate agent in Toronto, has spent man tedious months dealing with an old woman, Ms. Volkov, from rural Ukraine about a decrepit mansion in a rundown part of town. She’s unable to travel from Europe to see the property, but wants to know absolutely everything about it before making an offer. She has no phone, no internet, so communication is tedious—with penned letters.

He is just about ready to give up on selling the old house to the old woman—and then she sends Aaron a huge wad of cash, to thank him for his time. With the cash is an invitation, for Aaron to travel to rural Ukraine to meet Ms. Volkov, and perhaps to sign off on the deal.

He makes the trip, taking along photos and videos of the mansion and the surrounding area. It’s a multi-day trip to get to Ms. Volkov’s small castle in the middle of nowhere, to discover that Ms. Volkov is not an old woman at all, but a stunningly beautiful young woman with millions of dollars and a very mysterious lifestyle.

The stay issn’t supposed to be for more than a night, but Ms. Volkov insists that Aaron stay for longer. Just how long? Well, that quickly becomes an answer that Aaron wants when he realizes he’s trapped inside of that castle.
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Ms. Elgiva Volkov was certainly a little old lady because she wrote to our agency in the form of a written letter about her interest in one of the properties we were selling. She was inquiring about pictures of the old mansion, which had been on the market for thirteen years with no bites.

When we wrote back and told her that all of the pictures could be seen on the internet, she replied a week later by saying, “I don’t understand this internet and would prefer to have pictures mailed to me.”

[image: Writing a letter]



This went on for a great deal of time, back and forth, one letter per week, as mail took a long time to get to her very rural address in the south-eastern part of war-torn Ukraine. We sent her pictures, and then she would request additional information on random details—like the date the wainscotting was installed, the proximity of the house to the nearest orphanage—and when we asked why the information was relevant, she was quite vague, though that could have been a consequence of her English as a secondary language. Though her English was quite remarkable. In every sentence, she used words that we, at the agency, had to look up—English words, many of which hadn’t been used normally in over one-hundred years.

She was a curious old woman, and my boss, Mr. Gregor, said, “We get old farts like this from time to time. Sometimes, I just think they’re bored and lonely and this is an excuse to talk to someone. If you ask me, she’s wasting our time. And, if you ask me, it may be wise to politely send her a letter telling her that we can’t do anything more for her unless she wants to come to Toronto to see the old house—or if she’s willing to get onto FaceTime—or at the very least on the phone. Does this lady not even own a phone? Can she not go to a neighbour who owns a phone?”

[image: Mr. Gregor]


Mr. Gregor was right—at least he spoke with conviction and experience, so I penned the letter to Ms. Elgiva Volkov and politely told her that speaking in this manner wasn’t reasonable. “We, unfortunately, have many clients who we have to prioritize,” to which Ms. Elgiva Volkov replied a week later, “I’m happy to pay you for your time, and I apologize greatly for wasting your time. Please accept this money as an edifice of gratitude.” Contained in that letter was cash: ten-thousand dollars in cash. Mr. Gregor and I simply stared in awe at the cash.

“Maybe we can entertain the old lady…” said Mr. Gregor, his voice quiet.

So we continued the correspondence, answering Ms. Elgiva Volkov’s many questions—and she truly had a great many questions. She wanted additional pictures that we didn’t have, so I found myself travelling with keys to the old house, snapping more photos of small details. I filled multiple envelopes with photos—but she wasn’t just interested in the house. She wanted photos of the neighbourhood, of nearby facilities, of the sidewalks, of the streets.

“If we could only send her a video…” I said, feeling exhausted after a few months of corresponding with Ms. Elgiva Volkov. Then, Mr. Gregor said, “You could bring her a video, answer her questions in person, and then just be done with her.” It wasn’t a terrible idea. “Bring the papers with you and try to convince her to purchase. If she’s got a spare ten grand laying around, then it shouldn’t be hard to convince her to put in an offer.” The house was only being sold for $230,000, down from $590,000 when it was first listed.

I laughed at the idea, and then I received a letter from Ms. Volkov a day later. “Mr. Dennison, why don’t you pay me a visit? We can discuss the details in person, and perhaps I can file a former offer.”

I had to think it over. She was asking me to travel into war-torn Ukraine. It was a dangerous place, of course, and not exactly an easy place to get to. There were no planes that would take me to the region—or even close to it. Trains weren’t operating into that part of the world.

But Mr. Gregor’s interest was piqued—mainly because Ms. Volkov had included in her letter a great deal of cash, which she insisted should cover the cost of travel: another ten grand, which was more than enough to get there.

“When you go there,” Mr. Gregor said to me, “tell her that, under the international circumstances, we have to increase our fee from six-percent to fifteen-percent.” It seemed like a scuzzy thing to do, given her generosity, but I was terrified of travelling to her part of the world, and maybe the pay bump would be more enticing.

A few days later, I found myself packing bags. Mr. Gregor had arranged my travel plans, and it would take three days to get to Ms. Elgiva Volkov, the little old lady who wanted to buy the crumbling old mansion on the far end of town (which was, by the way, right next to the town’s only orphanage).
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I would fly into Poland, and then I would be taking a series of hired cabs from the Ukraine border to Ms. Volkov’s property, which was on the far eastern end of Ukraine, in the heart of the fighting.

It was near Kyiv that I was given a bullet-proof vest to wear, and a helmet. “I’m afraid,” said the cabbie who provided me with the equipment, “that in case of bomb, this will do very little—and bomb is most likely case.”

I will admit that my heart froze in my chest for a moment. My skin felt cold. And it was only an hour later that I heard the first explosion: a deep boom that shook the ground; it was many kilometres away. The pop-pop-pop-pop of gunfire was also audible in multiple directions. “They aren’t shoot at us,” said the cabbie. “Don’t worry yet.” Yet—as if to say that I would soon have to worry.

[image: Ukraine]


And it was true: the worst came that night, when we arrived in a small town. “You go no further with me,” he said. “My friend, Yuri, meet you at barn, midnight. With Yuri, you walk—across farm. Try not get shot, okay? Keep head low. He take you to his friend, Dima. Dima take you in cab to Zaporozhia. Yes?”

I was cold, sweating, heart pounding. But I followed the men, trusting them as they smoked cigarette after cigarette. Yuri gave me a bottle of vodka before we made our trek. “You will need the confidence,” he told me as he scratched his coarse beard. Yuri was holding a rifle that made my stomach churn. I swear it had blood stains on it, and I wondered if we were going to end up in some firefight, life or death battle or another.

He told me it was good that there was no moon. “If they can’t see us, they can’t shoot us.” I was admittedly drunk when he hurried me across that farm field, into Russian-occupied territory, which was being violently contended.

We heard the pop-pop-pop-pop-pop of gunfire, and the occasional distant boom, which made the ground tremble. “I think I saw meteor,” said Yuri. It was a one-hour hustle through the darkness to get to Dima, who was waiting by a small car, which was dented and blackened on one side as if it had survived an IED.

It hummed loudly as we drove away from the battlefront. Every time it hit a pothole (and it hit many), it sounded like a piece of the undercarriage had fallen off. A terrible metallic grinding sound brought us to a stop. Dima got out of the car, screamed swear words in Russian, kicked the car, poured something all over the engine block, and then he managed to get it started again so we continued on our way.

[image: Ukraine at night]



I have to say that I was completely regretting this. Even if Ms. Volkov agreed to buy the house at asking price, with our fifteen-percent commission—it still wasn’t enough money to make any of this worth it…

And I had no idea just how horrible it was going to be…
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We slept from 7:00 AM until around 3:00 PM. Then, we sat around inside of an old shelled-out barn, drinking coffee and vodka and eating rice with onions and a little bit of fried ground beef.
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Dima must have smoked forty cigarettes from the time we woke up, until 7:00 PM, when he said, “It’s dark enough, I think. We can keep moving.” So we got into his little car and continued our sputtering journey.

It was 10:00 PM when he finally said, “This part of Ukraine—it’s dangerous, you know.”

“Oh, I know,” I said.

“No, I don’t mean war,” he said. “I mean something else. Something much worse than war. You see, Mr. Dennison—I know that out in the west where you come from, these things… you don’t believe in them. Your beliefs are narrow. You trust science but don’t really know what is science.” His English was curious—sometimes just fine, and sometimes broken. “Science, as we see it—we consider what we see, what we experience. These things aren’t brushed aside so easily, Mr. Dennison. We don’t experience something totally unbelievable, so impossible, and then say that it must be a mistake because our science doesn’t explain. Instead, we say that our science must be wrong—and maybe, Mr. Dennison, that is something that makes us slavs more naive—maybe that’s true. But here, you may see things that are impossible, and I will tell you a warning, Mr. Dennison: if you see something that, to you, is impossible, do not discount it as a mistake of the eye; this is something you must be very, very careful with, Mr. Dennison.”
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“Care to explain what you’re talking about?” I asked, a bit frustrated by his vague rant.

“I’ve seen things around this part of Ukraine… I can’t explain these things. I’ve heard stories that I can’t explain, but nonetheless I believe these stories. And there are people here… though I don’t think that ‘people’ is the correct word. There are creatures here that masquerade as people, and I don’t just mean Russians, Mr. Dennison.” He grinned, and now I was half-sure that he was just making jokes.

“Well, I’m just here to get some papers signed,” I said. “And then I’m leaving.” At least I thought that would be the extent of my trip.

We arrived in the small town near Ms. Volkov’s address. The town was so quiet, and seemingly abandoned. It was night, and I was just about to step out from the parked car when Dima shouted, “Stop!” He looked around and then said, “We need to find somewhere to stay until morning.”

[image: Town]


Then, he eyed a group of women, who I hadn’t noticed before. They were wearing minidresses, all with long blonde hair: wavy, framing their dolled-up faces. They were eyeing us—and now, they were moving towards us.

“No,” he said. “I don’t want to stay here tonight.”

[image: Women]



But I knew we were close to Ms. Volkov. “Can’t you bring me to the address?” I asked. He quickly put the car in reverse and jolted us back, spun us around, and sped off, out of the town.

“In morning,” he said, and then he made me sleep in the back of his car for four hours, until the sun was up. Then, he took me back to the town, which was now truly desolate and silent. He drove slowly, looking left and right, possibly expecting an attack. Maybe this was a contested town. Maybe this was a vicious battleground and those women were going to attack us. I had no idea what was going on.

Dima kept checking the address as we went along the streets. I couldn’t read the street names, so I had no idea where we were, or if we were close; I just had to trust him. Finally, he slowed at a driveway, which went into a dense wood. “Here,” he said. “I’ll drive you up, and then I will return for you tomorrow, as per our deal. Okay?”

“Sure,” I said.

Slowly, he crept into the woods. It was a long, long, long driveway: winding, rising in elevation: up, up, up. Sometimes the trees were so dense that the car hardly fit between them on that overgrown drive.
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“We must be getting close,” he said. Then, through the trees materialized what appeared to be a castle; it wasn’t really a castle, but the old resident of some serf-owning Russian nobleman. It was four-stories, and easily 34,000 square feet. The whole building was made from huge stones, save for the doors, which were made from dense oak beams, stained with some ancient black stain. The windows were warped, reflecting the sun in unusual ways.

Dima stopped suddenly, refusing to drive closer. “This is the property?” he asked.

“It must be,” I said. It was an expensive estate of some 1800s aristocrat—but worn down, as if it hadn’t been maintained whatsoever—not one overgrown weed removed in 150 years.
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“You can’t go in there,” he said. “You must not.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “She’s a nice old woman.”

“She’s the devil,” he hissed. “And she will eat your soul, Mr. Dennison. Of this, I promise you. If you venture into that… pit! A demon will eat your soul—your eternal soul.”

“You’re kidding around,” I said, but there was a trembling now in my heart.

“I don’t kid,” he said. “Let me take you back west. I will do it now, no extra cost, Mr. Dennison. Don’t enter into that pit, or you won’t ever leave.”

“I’ll take my chances,” I said, and then I grabbed my small suitcase, which contained all of the papers needed for Ms. Volkov to make a formal offer on the dilapidated Toronto mansion.

I let myself out of the car as Dima crossed himself. “Please do not do this, Mr. Dennison,” he said.

I smiled at him and then made the long walk to that enormous front oak door. There was an old knocker made of heavy brass—so heavy that it was hard to lift it up (maybe because of the rust), but it was a simple matter of releasing it to make it fall and strike the metal plate, knocking on the door. I knocked three times before the door opened. Then, I looked back and saw that Dima was gone.

[image: Spooky]



“Come in,” said a voice, but the voice didn’t show her face. I was nervous, remembering Dima’s warning—and considering it one last time as I peered through the slightly-opened door, into the blackness of the house.

I pushed the door open, hoping to spill some light into the space, but the walls inside were painted black, so the light seemed to do little to brighten the space. In front of me was a figure, clad in black, with a black scarf over her head: the old woman, Ms. Volkov.

“Ms. Volkov,” I said with a small bow. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you in person. I’m very eager to get started with our business.”

Then, she removed her head scarf with a gentle, elegant motion, and revealed that she was not old whatsoever—but instead, she must have been twenty-two at most! “Oh, I’m sorry,” I said. “You must be the help. Is Ms. Volkov in at the moment?”

“I am she,” said the young woman, her voice as youthful as her appearance.

Her skin glowed: pale in contrast to her dark hair. She was smiling, with a slight reddened shade in her cheeks. She was, I must admit, stunningly beautiful. And as my eyes adjusted to the light, I saw that she was wearing a small dress, showing her legs, which were long and smooth and youthful.

I stuttered—and I must admit that I was taken aback, completely shocked by her appearance. “I must say, Ms. Volkov, I did expect someone much older than yourself, just based on the fact that your correspondences were completely hand-written—and your calligraphy was so neat and… well, only something I’ve ever seen from someone from another generation.”
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“Well, maybe I’m not quite as young as you think,” she smiled. “People often tell me that I look young for my age.”

“I know it’s rude to ask—but I’m fascinated to know: how old are you?” I was now blushing—maybe because of how low-cut her red dress was, showing off her perky, full cleavage.

I was expecting her to tell me that she was twenty-five, though a small part of me was half-expecting for her to tell me that she was 4,000 years old, like some vampire, brooding in her castle, unable to age.

“Thirty-two,” she said. “And here in Ukraine, such a question isn’t rude to ask, it’s merely a fact of a person. Imagine thinking that it’s rude to ask of one’s age!” She laughed, covering her lips with the palm of her hand. “You westerners are a curious lot. I’ve done so much reading on your country and your people; at times I feel like I know you so personally, but then to meet you face-to-face, and to have you insinuate that I may be insulted to reveal my age… Are westerners really so insecure of such things? Why—It’s just your age!”

“It’s generally rude to ask a woman her age,” I blushed. “It’s not so rude with men, though men might find it offensive in some places.”

“In some places?” she said. “Please—explain what that means.”

“Well, it depends,” I said. “There are different kinds of people in Canada. Perhaps you could split them politically, left and right, thought that wouldn’t be terribly accurate. I mean, it’s complex really, especially these days. I feel as though I’m already starting to rant and move off the topic, but it’s not so simple to classify people.” I was flustered, which was unusual for me. I’d always been perfectly confident around women, even beautiful women. In fact, Mr. Gregor called me Mr. Charming, and would send me to meet with female clients, because he believed that I could woo them into buying properties better than any of our other agents.

“Maybe I have much to learn before moving out that way,” she said.

“It’s nothing you won’t figure out while you’re there,” I smiled. “And this house you’re considering is close to the heart of everything: Toronto, Canada. There’s no bigger city in the country.”

“Tell me more about it—I want to know everything. I suddenly feel as though I know nothing. It’s not like me to show up somewhere and simply figuring it all out as I go along; the thought of doing so fills me with a terror that I’m not sure I can verbalize coherently. So many dreadful thoughts.”

I was noticing now that she hardly spoke with an accent. You had to really focus to hear that slight Ukrainian tinge to her voice.

“I think you would be just fine, Ms. Volkov,” I said.

“Please, call me Elle,” she said with a soft smile. “We’re friends now, Mr. Dennison.”

“Well, in that case, you can call me Aaron. Now—would you be interested in seeing the property? I’ve brought my computer with many videos that I’ve taken of the many rooms of the house, as well as the neighbourhood. I’ve brought everything I could think of, from flyers of the nearby facilities, to restaurant menus. In fact, I have so much material here, it may take the whole day to go through it all—so it’s best that we get started right away.”

“Why do it in a day? I’ve had a room prepared for you, Aaron. You mustn’t leave so soon.”

“Well, I do plan to stay until tomorrow, as we agreed in our correspondence.”

“No, no,” she said, shaking her head. “Stay with me at least a week. I can’t process this much information in such a short period of time; it’s too big of a decision to make so abruptly. Plus, I would be thrilled if you could stay here a while and help me to learn more of your culture: the nuances that you just can’t ascertain from literature.” She smiled, and my stomach flipped. I didn’t want to stay there any longer than I had to.

“I really do promise you that you would have no issue fitting in,” I said. “You’re far more advanced than you realize.”

“Nonsense,” she said. “You’re just being kind. Aaron—I understand you’ve got important work to do back home, but I assure you that I will make it worth your while to stay with me for a while, to help me to make the correct decision.” Then, she walked over to an old oak lamp stand, which was coated in a quarter inch of dust, like everything in the room. There, she picked up an envelope, which she walked to me. I peered inside and saw a thick stack of cash, in Canadian currency.
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I embarrassingly let out a gasp when I saw that I was looking at hundred-dollar bills. “I’m not sure I can accept this,” I said softly.

“It’s fifteen-thousand dollars, for you—not your agency. Consider it a tip, which I believe is quite common in your country: fifteen-percent, correct? And, my current plan is to obtain this house for around $200,000, therefore that is half of the total tip; the other half I will give to you at the end of the week.”

“Tipping is customary… in bars and restaurants, but not with massive purchases like real estate, Ms. Volkov—I mean, Elle.”

“Is that so? Well, silly me. But I want you to take it either way; it isn’t much to me. I have little use for it. Take it and do with it as you will. Just please stay with me a week and help me to make a proper decision—and help me to feel comfortable with the idea of moving to your country, which is so far away, and the people and customs are so different from what I’m used to.”

I cleared my throat, eyed the cash, and then I made a very quick decision. I nodded my head, smiled, and said, “Okay. One week.”

“So it shall be!” she said, squirming with excitement. “Let me show you to your room, where you will stay. And I’ll show you the library, which you can access freely.” As she led me up the dusty stairs, she began pointing at doors. “You can go into any room you please, as long as that room is unlocked. If it’s locked, then it’s locked for a reason, and I would prefer you stay out.”

“Of course,” I said.

We went up another flight of dusty stairs, leaving footprints as we went in that thick dust. I wondered if she even lived in this house, or if she’d just showed up before I arrived.

She opened my bedroom door with ease, as if the heavy oak door was weightless. I thought nothing of it in the moment. She motioned towards my bed, which, thankfully was not coated in dust. It was a massive bed—much bigger even than a king-size. It had a canopy of black lace, and the wainscotted walls were a matte black that reflected none of the light that bled through the window, glazed by age like the cataract on the eye of an old dog.
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“I hope it meets your satisfaction,” she said.

“And beyond,” I smiled.

“Fine. Well, I will leave you here for a short while while I tend to some business. I hope you’re comfortable. If you need anything, simply call for the help, and they will make sure you’re taken care of.”

I was a bit surprised to hear her mention ‘the help’, since the house was not cleaned whatsoever, and I hadn’t seen a single living soul besides her in the house.

I smiled, nodded, and was left alone. I spent the next hour unpacking, now knowing that the plan was to stay for a week. I would have to figure out how to convince Dima to come back for me in one week, as he was sleeping in his car outside of town, waiting for me to be finished with my business. I was sure that he would happily accept a few hundred dollars as payment: a tiny piece of what Ms. Volkov was giving to me.
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Ispent another hour or so preparing a presentation for Ms. Volkov in the library, which was across the hallway from my bedroom. There were many large tables in that library, surrounded by walls of old books. There were no windows in that library, but I believe it was inside of one of the turrets, as the room was circular; I wasn’t yet oriented with the layout, inside or out. I’d only briefly seen the house from the outside.
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I’d gone looking for Ms. Volkov, but wasn’t able to find her in the house, so I simply sat and waited, documents spread out, tabbed, organized, labeled. I had my computer out, but had realized that there was no power in that house: not one single outlet. So I couldn’t figure out how the lights worked, because there were sconces with old bulbs glowing orange in the hallways and in that library.

I planned to ask Ms. Volkov where one might find power, but when she finally showed up, at nearly 9:00 PM, she told me that the house had no power. When I asked about the lights, she told me that was a different system altogether, though I didn’t understand what that meant. It was almost as if she was insinuating that those lights weren’t powered with electricity. But I could tell from the strangeness of her answer that she likely didn’t know how any of it worked. It had been built by someone long ago, and for her, it simply worked. It was likely something she didn’t stop to think about. This woman lived in a very peculiar way, and her focuses and priorities were set on more important matters—at least I would assume that they were more important, as they were a complete mystery to me, and I didn’t even get a sensible response when I asked her, “Elle, would you mind if I asked you—what is that you do?”
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“What is it that I do?” she asked, eyes narrowed, as if totally confused by the question. “Well, I suppose I do similar actives as others. I eat, sleep, drink—I meet with friends and acquaintances and the occasional entrepreneur on business matters. I read books. I’ve dabbled in poetry.”

“Right, but what I mean to ask is, what is that you do for work—to be able to afford the lifestyle that you have?”

“Ah, I see,” she said. “Well, that’s a complicated question. Here in this part of the world, it’s not a simple matter of doing this or that.”

“Well, I don’t mean to pry, but would it be safe to say that you have many different enterprises? I mean—you clearly have a great deal of wealth, Ms. Volkov—I mean, Elle. Your house alone is… well, a house like this in Toronto would cost you millions—even outside of Toronto and into rural Ontario, you would be spending millions. And that’s not even considering the land! Looking out your windows, I can’t help but think that you have many, many acres here.”

“Oh, yes. I would think thousands—maybe ten-thousand or so.”

I was speechless for a moment. “Ten thousand!? That’s a whole city!”

“Well, it’s mostly trees, Aaron, not a city.” She smiled and then let out a giggle.

“Well, no, of course. I just mean in comparison. The house you’re looking to purchase in Toronto is on a much smaller piece of land—not quite half of an acre, which is actually, relatively speaking, a massive plot of land in the city for the price you’re getting. In fact, there have been many inquiries into this particular property: buyers interested simply in the land, wishing to have the house torn down so they can erect a new build. The issue there—and I hope you don’t mind me shifting the conversation back to the Toronto property—is that the house you’re considering is quite old. In fact, it’s old enough that it’s protected by the Ontario Heritage Committee, and cannot, by law, be torn down. Whoever purchases the property—and this is something we’ve already discussed in our correspondences, but I should reiterate because it’s a vital piece of information concerning the property—whoever purchases the property mustn’t renovate it outside the spirit of its historical integrity. All renovations must be approved by the Ontario Heritage Committee, and I won’t lie to you Ms—I mean, Elle—I won’t lie to you and tell you that this isn’t a problem; the Heritage Committee has been known to be very difficult to deal with; there’s a great deal of red tape involved with getting approvals to even replace a broken door knob in a heritage home. And, of course, you may be thinking that you could just quietly contract tradespeople to do work without the knowledge of the Committee, and some people do this at their own risk… The fines can be hefty, and technically, the provincial government can choose to reassume the house, from you, and then the government will have retroactive work done at your expense, in the form of fines; it’s quite a serious matter, and one that you really do need to consider.”

“I have no interest in renovations of any kind, so it won’t be an issue.”

“Right—you mentioned that in your letters, but perhaps I’m not speaking with the utmost clarity… Let’s say that one of the toilets is broken. Well, in a normal house, you call a plumber, they bring a new toilet, and it’s installed within the hour. That isn’t a luxury in a heritage-preserved property. You can’t simply drop by a hardware store and pick up a toilet. It must be approved by the committee, so a formal request has to be put in, and that request requires a certain amount of… homework, on your part. You have to present the issue and your plan to have it fixed. You need to prove that this new toilet you plan to instal is in the spirit of the house’s historical integrity. I’m sure you can understand just how frustrating this process might be.”

“Well, it won’t be an issue, as I won’t be replacing anything,” she said with a casual smile.

I paused for a moment, getting a bit frustrated by her nonchalant reaction to the serious matter. “You do plan on living in the house, do you not, Elle?” I asked, trying not to sound condescending. “I mean, legally, you must live in the house. The Canadian government requires foreign buyers to live in the properties that they purchase now, lest they’re willing to pay a hefty premium to the government in the form of a tax. It’s one of the newer measures to aid in our housing crisis.”

“Of course I will live in it. It will be my new home.”

“Okay,” I said, smiling gently. “Well, the reason I ask… I’ve been in the home, Elle, and it is, in many ways, in a state of great disrepair. Now, I say that respectfully, as it really is a beautiful home with much potential. But there are broken windows. There are old crystal doorknobs, which have been shattered—rooms I couldn’t access to photograph for you, because the doors have settled on their hinges and become stuck in their frames. The roof is leaving in many places, Ms. Volkov, and that’s created a great deal of mould. The mould has destroyed a number of walls—rot and water damage, which could potentially be a harm to your health. So, these are issues which you would certainly want to address for your own wellbeing, Ms. Volkov, and so I might find myself, over the next few days, reiterating the severity of this particular detail. I can assure you, with one-hundred-percent certainty, that this is the single reason this property has gone unsold for as long as it has.”

“Issues, such as the ones you’ve presented, do not bother me. I find they give the home character and charm.”

I bit my tongue and tried not to reply in a condescending manner. “I understand character and charm, but I’m talking about broken windows and mould and rot—rot, which creates a very intense smell in a number of the rooms—and potential harm to your lungs.”

“Yes,” she said, nodding slowly. “It’s very charming to me.”

I thought at first that she was kidding, but now she was smiling politely and sitting quite still, unfazed, and that made me wonder if she understood me, or if there was information being lost in translation. “Mould, Ms. Volkov, is very dangerous for your health.”

“Oh, it doesn’t bother me.” And maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised, based on the state of her current residence, which was quite in shambles—but most of this home was made from stone, and stone doesn’t rot. There was certainly mould in that massive mansion; I hadn’t seen it yet, but I could smell it: that musty, sharp odour that stings deep in your nostrils.

I decided it wasn’t a matter that I would keep pushing. After all, my job was to get her to buy the house, not to talk her out of buying it. “Should I show you the videos, Elle? I’m afraid my laptop will die very soon, and I’d like to show you as much as possible before that happens—unless you know of a way I could charge it.”
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I opened the laptop and began showing her the videos. I couldn’t help but point out some of the issues that I’d just been talking about, but she just waved her hand at me and shook her head. “It’s of no consequence,” she said. “Isn’t it beautiful?” And now, she was speaking of the home’s old basement, with its crumbling stone foundation, looking more like a dungeon than a basement, with bars on the fogged windows, and intimidating streaks of blackness down the walls: water leaks from the old copper pipes, no doubt, but in the video, it almost looked like blood. “It’s so charming,” she said.

“You really like it, huh?” I said, stunned as I watched her glowing eyes.

“It’s perfect. Tell me, Aaron: does you have video of the nearby orphanage?”

“I do,” I said, having anticipated that very request based on her interest in the orphanage in our letters. While she was watching the video, I asked her, “Why are you so fascinated with the orphanage? If you don’t mind me asking…”

It made more sense when I thought that she was an old lady—but I suppose it’s just the same: a young woman who wants to help orphans instead of an old woman. I can’t quite say why I found it more difficult to believe a young woman helping orphans more than an old woman.

“I just find them so… full of spirit,” she said, and her eyes flashed.

I spent another hour presenting her more material. My laptop died on me, but luckily I had some videos on my phone, which took the videos—but my phone died after another hour of presenting videos.

Now, it was late. I yawned and rubbed my eyes, and she smiled. “You should sleep, Aaron.”

“I might have to,” I said. “Is there no way for me to charge my phone? I need my alarm to go off in the morning.”

“Why?” she asked.

“My ride will be here at 6:30 AM to pick me up, and I have to tell him that I plan to stay longer.”

“Don’t worry about that,” she said, waving me off.

“Well, he’s my only ride out of here, so I need to ensure it’s all arranged.”

“I’ll arrange you transport. Just go to sleep and don’t let anything disturb you. Sleep as long as you would like.” She smiled and then she stood up and left, and I realized that I’d meant to ask her where she kept towels, and if I could use a shower, as I was quite ripe after a long journey through a tense war zone. But when I went to find her, she was nowhere. I walked down hallways, calling for her. I checked room after room, and couldn’t even find a sign of her existence. Those rooms were huge, with dust covering ancient furniture. “Ms. Volkov?” I called out.

I didn’t find any towels, but there was an old bathtub in one bathroom, and a bucket that was near a sink. The sink gargled and coughed as I cranked it. The water was ice cold—and then it was boiling hot. It took me nearly an hour to make a bath, and I felt strange slipping into that bath in that massive stone bathroom, which only had a burning candle as a light source. Everything about it just felt so… gothic.

So I made quick work of cleaning myself, and then I found my bed and tried to get some sleep. After tossing and turning for some time, I dozed. I managed to wake up before Dima was due to arrive. I waited by the window until I saw his car pull up to the edge of the woods, then, I went to the door. I grabbed the handle and pulled, but the door was locked. It was an ancient door, with a keyhole on both sides—but now, there was no key in the door. I tried tugging and pushed and even checking it with my side.

Then, I went looking for another door, but there was none. I checked the whole main floor, even checking windows, but every window on the house was sealed shut. I tried to call for Ms. Volkov, but she didn’t answer. I went searching for her, like the night before, but the house was like a maze. I checked every room, starting to panic. I called out for her. I tried upstairs windows, thinking I could call to Dima from upstairs, but they were all sealed shut.

I will admit that, in my state of panic, I considered breaking a window, just so I could call to Dima, but I didn’t want to cause trouble by breaking Ms. Volkov’s property—so I kept looking for her, or for a key, or for an open door or window.

But I found nothing that helped—and soon, Dima left, probably assuming that I’d been swallowed up by his made-up demons.
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Ms. Volkov was gone all day—nowhere to be found for the next twelve hours. And I must say that it wasn’t long before I felt like a prisoner, unable to leave that old house, unless I was willing to break a window—but even then, it wasn’t quite that simple.

The windows on the first floor were all barred, so if I wanted to escape through a broken window, I would have to scale down from the second floor, which was much higher than the usual second floor. The walls were without adornment or ornaments, so there wasn’t anything to even ‘scale’—I would have to jump, and that would surely mean broken legs at best.

I was in the library, trying not to panic, when Ms. Volkov stepped in, casually smiling. “How has your day been, Aaron?” she asked.
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“I have to say that it wasn’t ideal, Ms. Volkov,” I said. I had some pent-up frustration boiling inside of me. I didn’t want to snap on her, because I did not believe she meant any wrongdoing, but the whole situation was a tremendous oversight on her part. “You’ve asked me to stay with you for a week, to help you to understand Canadian culture, and to show you the property—but you weren’t even home, and I had no way of getting out.”

“No way of getting out?” she said. “Did you try the door?”

“It was locked.”

“It was?” she said. “That’s unusual. I don’t often lock the door.”

“Were you at work?” I asked.

“I was tending to some business,” she smiled.

“Well, we really must tend to this business, as it’s rather pressing.” And then, I decided to invent a small lie, as us realtors do from time to time, to put a little bit of pressure on her. She was too comfortable in the process; she was taking advantage of my availability. “I didn’t want to tell you this, but there’s another party interested in the property. I was worried to tell you—afraid that fact may frighten you away from making a deal. Sometimes these situations end in bidding wars.”

“Another interested party?” she said.

“I’m afraid so. They haven’t put in an offer, and the agency has agreed to wait for your offer before making a final decision, but they could put in an offer today… or may have already since I left—and we can only pause an offer for so long, legally.”

“I see,” she said, nodding her head.

“I want you to make an informed choice, Ms. Volkov. I wanted you to make a decision without the pressure of the ticking clock, so to speak. But I’m worried that you’ve been rather slow with proceedings, and you’ve been interested for so long in this property… we would really prefer that you be the one to get the place.”

“This is something I must sleep on,” she said. And then I bit hard on my tongue, realizing that my little plan had backfired.

“Maybe we can just go over some more of the materials,” I said. “Right now—while you’re here.”

“Aren’t you hungry, Aaron?” she asked.

Of course I was hungry; I hadn’t eaten since Kyiv: three days, and my stomach was groaning in revolt. “I suppose I am,” I said. “I’ve been so swept up.” I had eaten some odds and ends: a couple of granola bars and a small bag of mixed nuts that I got on my plane to Poland.

“I’ll have the help make you some dinner immediately,” she said, and then she stood up.

And where was this help? Did they even exist? Ms. Volkov left for a couple of minutes and returned, then she left again ten minutes later, returning five minutes after that to tell me dinner was ready in the dining room downstairs. And there, on the table, was a fantastic spread of the most delicious foods from across Eastern Europe. Russian ‘Shuba’, Ukrainian cabbage rolls, polish ‘vareniki’. Steamed beets, fried beets—and lots of sour cream. The food was calorie-dense, leaving me feeling swollen and heavy. I couldn’t help but notice that she hadn’t eaten a bite. “Aren’t you hungry, Elle?” I asked.

“Not at the moment,” she smiled. “I’m just happy to see you eating.”

“The food was delicious,” I said. “I would love to meet your chef, and thank him for the meal.”

“Oh—that’s not necessary,” she said, waving me off. “He does as he’s told, and he’s thanked in the form of payment for the job. Sweet Aaron, you’re such a kind soul. The agency really couldn’t have sent a more perfect agent to assist me.”

I blushed and then I asked if she was interested in going over more material.

“But you’re so tired,” she said. “You really should sleep, Aaron.” As she said it, I really did feel tired—hardly able to keep my eyes open. My arms felt heavy and I couldn’t stop my posture from slouching. I tried to shake it off, and then she insisted I go to my room. “We can deal with the other materials in the morning. For now, it’s probably best that I process what you’ve told me about this other party.”

“O—Okay,” I said. She led me to my bedroom—and it was a good thing, because somehow, I’d gotten turned around. It seemed like a brand new set of hallways to get me to my room: hallways I hadn’t seen before, through doorways that I hadn’t passed through before.

Once I hit the bed, I was asleep. I think the stress of the day had just caught up with me, worrying that I’d become some sort of prisoner.

When I woke up, I found a breakfast spread waiting for me in the dining room. I ate, but Ms. Volkov wasn’t there. I went to look for the help, to thank them for feeding me, but could find nobody. I found a kitchen, but ti was covered in dust and looked like it hadn’t been used in at least a few decades. So where were they cooking this food?

I checked more rooms—rooms I hadn’t found the day before. I found a locked door that separated the main side of the mansion from an entire wing, which probably contained another dozen rooms.

I called for Ms. Volkov, but she wasn’t answering. I even tried knocking on locked doors. She was gone.

And again, the front door was locked, making me a prisoner in that house. I spent more time trying to track down a key, but there were none to be found. I was at my wit’s end—and ready to tell Ms. Volkov that our business was through if she wasn’t going to make an offer.

You see—we came across people like this often in the real estate business—usually older people, surely. People get lonely, especially living in these remote areas, and then they decide that we, real estate agents, are their friends simply because we are willing to talk to them without accepting payment (until a sale is completed). People—often older people—will sometimes come to the agency and pretend to be interested in buying property, but really, they just want to chat and have people to hang out with them.

Now, I was starting to wonder if Ms. Volkov really was interested in buying this house. There was nothing else I could tell her about it; she knew the place inside and out. She knew the neighbourhood. She knew the menus of the nearby restaurants, and she knew each and every flaw of the old place. She simply needed to make a decision, yet somehow it seemed like she was no closer. Maybe she was just enjoying my company… when it was convenient for her. Maybe she just wanted to keep me around like a sort of pet that she could play with when the mood struck.

But I wouldn’t accept it any longer—so that evening, when she finally appeared to me in the library, I told her: “Ms. Volkov, I’ve remembered that I have some pressing business to tend to. Without my phone, I really can’t do anything—and that wasn’t something I considered when I agreed to stay here for an extended period of time. So, I’m sad to tell you that I really must be going first thing in the morning. I’m hoping that, tonight, we can come to some sort of agreement on this property.”
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She had wide eyes, looking stunned. She opened her mouth, took a breath in, and then thought for a moment. “You… are leaving me?”

“I’m afraid I must,” I told her.

“But we haven’t gone over all of the materials.”

“We can do that now. I think it shouldn’t take more than an hour.”

“And you were going to help me understand the culture of your people.”

“I’ve ascertained, in the time that I’ve been here, that you have quite a decent grip on it yourself, minus a very insignificant few intricacies.”

“I can’t say that I agree,” she said, sounding upset—almost heartbroken.

“Well it’s really true,” I said. “It seems to me that it’s just a confidence that you’re lacking, which you would gain almost instantly upon arriving in my country. But nevertheless, Mr. Gregor is certainly waiting to hear back from me on this matter and others, so I really need to leave in the morning. You mentioned that you could arrange a transport for me, to get me back towards Kyiv.”

“I can,” she said solemnly. “If that’s truly what you want.”

“It’s just a consequence of the work, Ms. Volkov.”

She stared into my eyes. I thought for a moment about the big tip she gave me… and now, I was wondering if I was expected to return it. I wanted to give it back, to avoid awkwardness, but also… I went through hell to get there, and I would have to go through hell to get home—and if she wasn’t actually planning to buy the house in Toronto, some form of payment for all of this only seemed fair. So I said nothing, and she said nothing, almost looking as though she was expecting me to offer the money back. I could already sense that the second payment was no longer on the table: a fifteen-thousand dollar payday that I was forgoing, just so that I could taste freedom again.

“Well, if that’s it, then that’s it,” she said, seemingly annoyed to her limit. She stood up and spun around, and then left the room, saying nothing. And when I went to find her, to get details about my arranged exit from her property—and from that part of Ukraine—she was nowhere to be found. I searched for two hours, becoming increasingly frustrated, especially when I found that the house’s only entrance and exit was, once again, locked. In an act of frustration, I pounded on the door. “I want out!” I yelled, and I wondered if I’d ever been stuck inside for this long. It had only been a few days—but it was a few days without a breath of fresh air—not even an opened window! I was breathing in the same recycled air, over and over, in that stone-sealed house.
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Iretired to my room around midnight after spending a few hours in the library, hoping Ms. Volkov would return with details of my transport to Kyiv. She never came, so I went to bed in a rage—and then I woke up in the middle of the moonless night to the sound of footsteps in my bedroom.

I sat up quickly and scanned the black room. “Who’s there!?” I called out, but nobody answered. Nobody answered… but I could hear someone breathing, sounding almost nervous, like some murderer who was trying to build up the confidence to plunge a knife into the middle of my chest. “Who is it!?”

I managed to break free from my paralysis to reach for a pack of matches. I grabbed one, struck it, and held it out, seeing a figure standing by the doorway, but it was still too dark to see them.

“My God!” I shrieked. Somehow, I managed to grab a cable, which I lit, and then I jumped up to my feet, next to my bed.

Now, in the flickering candlelight, I could see that figure, unmoved. It wasn’t Ms. Volkov; this individual was shorter. I was tense all over, ready to fight. “What is it? Speak now!”

“Mr. Dennison?” she said softly, her voice hardly a whisper.

“Well? What do you want?”

“Ms. Volkov sent me to see you,” she said.
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Now, my eyes were adjusting. I could see more details of her—and the details were very peculiar. She had long blonde hair, all done up as if she was going out on the town: curled into loose waves. She was wearing a very tight dress, which was strappy, and adorned with lace, making it see-thru in most spots. It was cut deep, showing off the cleavage of her small breasts. The skirt of the dress was ruthlessly short—hardly a frill. And now, I could see that she was wearing black stockings… perhaps even fishnets!

The woman looked like a damned prostitute. And now, she was stepping towards me.

“What is it that you want?” I asked.

“I would just ask that you try to be calm—and open—and together we can make Ms. Volkov happy.” It was a very peculiar thing to say. Now, she was close enough that I could see that she was very pretty. She had large eyes and plump lips. Her high cheekbones made her face appear youthful, and her blushing cheeks made her appear vibrant. She reached out and gently put her hands on my shoulders, now peering up into my eyes.

I was stunned. Had Ms. Volkov sent one of her maids to come and… sleep with me? Was this some sort of bribe, to get me to stay longer? “I’m sorry, miss, but this is hardly appropriate.”

“I promise you’ll enjoy it,” she whispered.

“I’m sure I would—but that doesn’t make it any more appropriate.”

“We’re both consenting adults,” she said. “I want to be with you.”

“You don’t know me!” I snapped, keeping my voice low—considering the fact that Ms. Volkov was listening to me. And now, I was considering other possibilities; maybe Ms. Volkov was setting me up; maybe she was going to use this as leverage—maybe to make me stay, or maybe to get some sort of deal on that house that she was mulling over.

She reached down and gently slid her fragile fingers over my crotch. I gasped, but I didn’t move. She began to massage me through my cotton night-pants. I would have pushed her back… had it not been so long since I’d been with a woman—and almost as long since I’d been with myself, so to speak. It had been weeks since I’d had the time to relieve myself. I will admit that there were moments in Ms. Volkov’s house that I considered sneaking into a bathroom to do the deed, especially when Ms. Volkov was wearing one of her very low-cut dresses, showing off her supple breasts to nearly the fullest extent—and then her long, smooth legs, which were always on display.
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And now, there was a willing woman before me, clad in seductive apparel, touching me in the most sensitive places… Her fingers mashed my tip, making it harder and harder to muster up a ‘no’. I looked down and watched those fingers. I hated how easily I was being won over. I hated how much power Ms. Volkov was earning over me.

Finally, I managed to muster up the strength to gently push her away. I was already hard, and blushing, but I had enough power to say, “We can’t do this. Where is Ms. Volkov now?”

“She’s out.”

“Out where?”

“I can’t say,” she said.

“You can’t say, as in, you won’t say? Or you don’t know?”

She blinked a few times: a clueless look on her face. Maybe she really didn’t know. “What did she say to you?” I asked. “What did she tell you? Is she paying you to do this?”

She blinked a few times again, looking absolutely hopeless. Then, she said, “I just want you to fuck me, Mr. Dennison.”

My heart skipped a beat. Now, she was approaching me again, putting her hands on my shoulders, sliding up to me, wrapping her thighs around me. She jumped and I instinctively caught her, and she hugged me with her thighs. Now, we were kissing—and I suppose I really couldn’t help myself.

But I did make a point of saying, “If this is some sort of bribe—I’m leaving in the morning one way or another. This won’t be used against me.”

“Okay,” she said. She managed to grind her ass against my erect cock as I held her in the air: an impressive move, which felt amazing. She cradled my tip between her butt cheeks and rocked her hips in a circular motion.

Her anus was magical—and pre-lubricated for the occasion. She wiggled herself until my tip penetrated her, and then she left herself slide slightly, forcing my cock into her asshole.

My God! She was so tight!

She let out a soft moan and I held her tight, working hard not to drop her. She was smaller—maybe 120 pounds at most—but heavy enough that I needed to rest my arms, so I walked her to the bed and fell upon her. Now, with my cock inside of her, I began to thrust. She threw her head back and moaned. I grabbed her breasts and squeezed. I pulled away her lace top, ripping the delicate fabric. My masculine energy was pulsing now. I grabbed her hands and pinned them to the mattress. I drove my cock deeper into her. I pumped. She moaned.

Then, I reached down to rip the fabric covering her pussy, and that’s when I discovered that the young woman beneath me was actually a young man.

I gasped, froze—and probably should have pulled out, but the shock had me paralyzed. I was staring at a small, flaccid penis, slumped to the side, foreskin pulled over the tip.

“What on earth…” I muttered.

“You don’t have to play with it if you don’t want,” she said.

I stuttered—and then finally, I pulled out. I watched her asshole as it puckered, gaped, and then slowly sealed itself closed.

“Is that it? Are you finished?” she asked.

“You’re… a male.”

“Were you not enjoying yourself?” she asked. “Would you prefer I suck you off?”

“I’d prefer you left!” I roared, heart pounding. I was in a state of utter shock. I’d been having sex with a young man… or maybe a trans woman. I suppose the latter, as she had breasts, which were undoubtedly real. They didn’t even seem like implants, the way they wobbled and bounced so delicately.

“You must leave,” I said again, this time in a lower tone. She looked afraid, which made me feel bad, but it had to be said. She stepped away from me and recoiled into the darkness of the room. I hardly saw the door opening and shutting, and then I was alone again.

I fell back onto the bed, my mind racing. A myriad of emotions swirled within me—shock, anger, confusion, regret. I felt both deceived and somehow complicit in the events that had just transpired. But more than anything else, I felt a keen sense of vulnerability.

I pulled my disheveled clothes around me, trying to regain some semblance of control over the situation. I tried to piece together the evening's events. Why did Ms. Volkov send this woman—or man, or trans woman—to my room? What could she possibly gain from it?

As the initial shock subsided, another thought gripped me: How would I confront Ms. Volkov? She was still responsible for my transport to Kyiv. I wasn't sure how this incident would affect our arrangement. And more importantly, why did she feel it was necessary to send someone to my room in the middle of the night?

Feeling uneasy, I got up and locked the door. I realized I was trembling slightly. I paced back and forth in the room for what felt like hours, turning over every detail of the evening in my mind, and struggling to make sense of it all.

When morning finally came, I knew I had to face Ms. Volkov and get some answers. I put on fresh clothes, gathered my belongings, and headed downstairs, determined to confront her about the previous night's events.
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The hallway outside my room was eerily quiet. A sense of foreboding hung in the air as I made my way downstairs, every footstep echoing in the vast emptiness. The sun pierced through the grand windows, casting long shadows across the polished wooden floor. I took each step with caution, half-expecting to come face-to-face with Ms. Volkov or the mysterious stranger from the previous night. But there was no sign of life.

Reaching the ground floor, I looked around, trying to spot any hint of movement or any clue about where they might be. The living room, where I'd first met Ms. Volkov, was now shrouded in a cold, unsettling stillness. The furniture was untouched, the curtains still drawn. Every other room I ventured into had the same oppressive silence.
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Confused, I finally headed to the main entrance. Just as I remembered, the door was locked, its grandeur now feeling more like a prison gate than a welcoming threshold. I tried with all my might to force it open, but it wouldn’t budge. The sense of isolation intensified as the realization hit me: I was trapped.

Desperate, I rushed to the back of the house, hoping to find another exit. A garden, overgrown and wild, greeted me—but it was just a courtyard, surrounded by walls of that terrible house. The other doors to the garden were locked—but at least I got to breathe in some fresh air for just a few minutes.

Panicking, I searched for anything that could aid my escape—a rock or heavy object to break a window, perhaps. But as I scoured the grounds, a chilling thought dawned upon me: how could such a massive house, one that clearly echoed with voices and footsteps just the night before, be so deserted now?

Determined, I made my way back inside, this time to search for clues. I checked doors, finding myself in hallways that weren’t familiar, as if they’d materialized into existence overnight. It seemed like the layout of that house was different every day—but that could have just been a trick of the changing light, or just my tired, frightened brain.

The dread of being trapped became all the more palpable when I returned to my room to find my belongings gone. The bag I had set beside the bed, the few clothes I’d draped over a chair, the pocketbook containing important documents—all had vanished without a trace.

This was not just an eerie mansion with shifting hallways; this was a malevolent force at play. The sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach intensified, and a voice inside me whispered that I needed to be extremely cautious. My instinct was to shout, to call for Ms. Volkov or anyone else who would listen, but an underlying sense of danger told me to remain silent.

Hours passed, night fell, and shadows spread their veil across the mansion. With only the soft glow of candlelight to guide me, I wandered into the library once more. The stillness was interrupted by the rustling of pages. There, engrossed in a book, was Ms. Volkov. She looked up, seemingly surprised to see me, and for a moment, the tension was palpable.

"Aaron," she started, her voice dripping with faux sweetness, "I had completely forgotten about arranging your transport. My sincerest apologies."

"You've taken my belongings," I shot back, trying to mask the tremor in my voice.

She looked taken aback. "Oh, that? One of the maids must have thought it best to have them cleaned. This house can be rather dusty."

My intuition screamed at me that she was lying, but there was something about her—the way her eyes bore into mine, the subtle air of dominance—that made me hold back my accusations. Instead, a dull anger simmered beneath my surface. "I want them back. And I want to leave in the morning."

She eyed me with a mix of curiosity and amusement, as if she were studying a peculiar specimen. "Very well," she said, finally breaking our locked gaze. "I'll ensure a ride is ready for you come dawn. And your belongings will be returned."

Despite her words of assurance, I felt an icy dread wrapping itself around my heart. What was her game? What was this house? But more than anything, I couldn't shake off the fear that emanated from her, rendering me silent and submissive.

Taking a deep breath to steady my voice, I looked Ms. Volkov directly in the eyes. “Ms. Volkov, last night, after our conversation in the library, someone came to my room. Who was it you sent?”

Her eyes widened, a shadow of confusion crossing her face. “Sent to your room? What are you talking about, Aaron?”

As I addressed Ms. Volkov, my attention was momentarily diverted by her attire. She wore a sleek, dark dress that clung to her form, the fabric shimmering subtly in the dim light of the library. The plunging neckline and the high slit running up the side of her leg seemed more suited for a lavish soirée in a metropolitan setting rather than a quiet evening in a remote countryside mansion. Delicate lace embellishments adorned the cuffs and collar, adding a touch of sophistication to the otherwise risqué ensemble. Her choice of wardrobe seemed out of place, an odd juxtaposition given the isolation of the house. It was as if she were expecting, or perhaps enticing, someone— or maybe it was all part of the games she played.

Determined not to let her derail the conversation, I pressed on. “A blonde individual, dressed quite provocatively. Whether they were a woman or trans-woman, I don’t know. But someone was there.”

The atmosphere in the room grew thick with tension. Ms. Volkov seemed genuinely startled. She leaned forward, the warm glow from a nearby lamp casting shadows on her features. “Aaron, I swear to you, I sent no one. I have no knowledge of this individual you speak of. Perhaps this house, with its eerie atmosphere, played tricks on your mind. Maybe it was a dream? I’ve been told fantastic stories by guests in the past—and yours is indeed fantastic in its own right… I suppose there’s something about these old walls that produce curious dreams.”

I felt a surge of anger, the words threatening to spill from my lips. “This was no dream! I’m certain of what transpired, and your trying to convince me otherwise only makes me doubt your intentions more.” I bit my tongue, knowing I’d released more anger than intended.

She took a deep breath, her poise unshaken. “Whether dream or reality, I assure you I had no hand in it. And honestly, I have no knowledge of anyone in this household matching that description.”

We stared at each other for a moment, both assessing the other's sincerity. Despite the mounting distrust, something in her gaze told me she might genuinely be unaware of the mysterious visitor. Maybe it was a dream… a very, very realistic dream.
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With the initial confrontation addressed, I decided to pivot to the real reason for my visit. “The Toronto property, Ms. Volkov. That’s why I’m here. I’d like to think that you’ve had enough time to consider the details and conditions of the deal. I will not try to sway your mind in one way or another, as it is, without a doubt, a very serious decision to make. Will you sign the papers or not?”

Her gaze shifted from my eyes to the window, contemplating. After what felt like an eternity, she stood and walked towards a nearby cabinet. Extracting a folder, she said, “I've been looking through the documents you gave me. They appear to be in order, but now I’m beginning to lose my trust in you, Mr. Dennison, for you accuse me of stealing from you, and you accuse me of sending strangers into your room. If you don’t trust me, how can I trust you? How can I assume you aren’t just projecting your own terrible agenda upon my actions?”

“I’ve upheld my end,” I said, trying to keep the desperation out of my voice. “I came here as requested. All I ask is for you to finalize the agreement, if the house is what you want. If not, please tell me now so that we can be done with this. Our agency generally deals with properties worth one, two, or even three-million dollars. I’ve come across the world to discuss a property worth a mere two-hundred-thousand, which was acquired by our agency through a foreclosure auction. Properties such as this one are, generally speaking, given to interns to sell—but now, you have me, a junior partner with the agency, and you’ve taken a great deal of my time between written correspondences and this very dangerous visit that I’ve made to you. I’m only asking that you make a decision now, Ms. Volkov, as it’s been long enough for you to know your options to the fullest extent possible.”

She looked me over, her eyes piercing, assessing. There was an uncomfortable silence. “You've endured much in this short time, haven’t you, Aaron? This house has a way of... drawing out one’s deepest fears.”

I shifted uncomfortably, holding her gaze. “Indeed, this house makes me rather uncomfortable—and I don’t mean any offence in that. Maybe it’s simply conditioning from our western entertainment. If this house existed in Canada, Ms. Volkov, it would surely be rented to the film industry to produce horror movies—and I say that respectfully, of course. All the more reason to conclude our business.”

I caught her grinning—and blushing—as if my comparison of her house to a house from a horror film was the grandest compliment.

After a few more tense moments, she took a pen, signing the papers with a flourish. “I hope this ensures your time here wasn’t a complete waste.” She reached for a purse, fished out a thick envelope, and placed it with the signed papers.

“You can count the cash,” she told me. It was Canadian currency: the entire amount of the asking price.

Taking the documents, and the cash, their weight symbolic of the ordeal I’d undergone, I nodded curtly. “I’ll be leaving at first light.”

She simply smiled, a knowing glint in her eye. “Good night, Aaron. Sleep well, for tomorrow brings a new day.”

The weight of the day pressed heavily on me, urging a desire for some semblance of relaxation. The eastern wing of the mansion, where I'd been staying, had an expansive bathroom that I hadn’t noticed before—much nicer than where I took a bath the other night. In its centre was a stunning clawfoot bathtub, grand in scale. I turned the taps, watching as steaming water flowed, the room filling with a misty warmth.

My gaze caught the array of scented oils and bath salts on a nearby shelf. Selecting lavender oil, I poured it into the water. The room quickly filled with its calming scent, wrapping me in its embrace.
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Sliding into the bath, I felt the day's tensions begin to fade. The warmth of the water, combined with the soothing aroma, lulled my anxieties, if only for a while. Time seemed to stretch, and my mind wandered.

But the peace was short-lived. Once I emerged, wrapping a towel around me, I noticed my clothes had vanished. Even my shoes, set neatly by the door, were gone. "Not again," I whispered in exasperation. The thought of confronting Ms. Volkov crossed my mind, but considering the vastness of the mansion and the late hour, it seemed unlikely I'd find her.

Returning to my room in only a towel, I spotted a note on my bed. Ms. Volkov's elegant handwriting read: "Apologies for the inconvenience. Fresh clothes will be delivered to you in the morning. Sleep well, Mr. Dennison."
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Despite the situation, exhaustion overcame me. I slipped between the cool sheets, hoping that tomorrow would bring the clarity I so desperately sought.
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The morning sun filtered gently through the gaps in the heavy curtains, illuminating the vast room in a soft, golden glow—or maybe I should call it a gloom. As I slowly roused from sleep, the comforting haze of a dream began to fade, and the peculiar predicament I found myself in rapidly took center stage in my mind. Not only was I still unclothed, but the sole towel I had used as a makeshift cover the previous night had vanished. The sense of vulnerability was profound.

My initial reaction was to call for assistance. Clearing my throat, I mustered up as much confidence as my current state would allow and called out, "Hello? Ms. Volkov? Is there anyone there?" The silence was deafening, my voice echoing emptily back at me, amplifying my isolation.

Desperation led me to scan the room, and my eyes settled on the bedsheet. It was thin, almost gauzy. A sinking feeling settled in my stomach as I realized it was slightly sheer, not offering much in terms of coverage. I hesitated momentarily, then, without many options, wrapped it around me, hoping it would conceal enough for a quick dash through the corridors. The duvet would've been a more comforting shield, but its bulkiness made it impractical; off the bed, it weighed damn-near fifty pounds, so I opted for the sheer sheet.

With a deep breath, I carefully ventured out of the sanctuary of my room. The hallway seemed longer, its grandeur now mocking my disheveled appearance. I moved swiftly, trying to blend into the shadows, praying no one would stumble upon me in this state.

To my relief, I spotted a door with a brass plaque labeled "Wardrobe". Hope swelled in my chest, and I hurriedly pushed it open, anticipating finding my missing clothes.

[image: Clothes]


However, what greeted me was a vast array of women's clothing, their delicate fabrics and intricate designs mocking my predicament further. Rows upon rows of elegant gowns, day dresses, and skirts spread before me. My heart sank. The universe seemed to be playing a cruel joke.

Each garment I looked at seemed to amplify my humiliation. The thought of wearing women's attire felt mortifying. I lingered, hoping to find something, anything that could be deemed unisex, but it seemed Ms. Volkov had quite the feminine taste. After what felt like an eternity, I hesitantly selected a plain black dress. It was a bit shorter than knee-length and looked to be the least ornate of the lot.

Dressing was a trial. The foreignness of the attire, the feel of the smooth fabric against my skin, the rustle as it settled around me — each sensation was a fresh reminder of my dire situation. Once it was on, I caught a glimpse of my reflection in a full-length mirror in the room. I nearly scared myself, thinking that I was seeing a woman.

Once calm, I took a closer look. I was suddenly captivated by my figure, which was almost unfamiliar. My hips were much wider than my waist. My legs seemed longer. My shoulders seemed less broad. Maybe it was one of those mirrors they put in fun-houses—or maybe it was simply the dress. Of course—it must be the dress, cut to shape a woman in a certain way.

But still, I stood, eyeing myself, feeling awkward as I looked up and down my body. That dress fit too well for my liking.

With every ounce of my being screaming to hide, to retreat, I forced myself to leave the wardrobe room. My stride, usually confident, was now hesitant. My mind raced with every possible scenario — what if someone saw me? How would I ever explain this? But the pressing need to find my belongings and, more importantly, my dignity, propelled me forward. I had to face the mansion and its potential onlookers, dreading the next turn of events.

The mansion’s corridors twisted and turned like a bewildering labyrinth. Wearing the dress seemed to enhance the unsettling silence, making every creak, every soft whisper of the breeze, and every rustle of the fabric sound like mocking laughter. The grandeur of the place only intensified my feelings of humiliation. Paintings of regal figures lined the walls, each one seeming to peer down at me, judgment evident in their painted eyes.

My search was fruitless. I encountered empty room after empty room, with no hint of my belongings or the mysterious Ms. Volkov—or her help. The weight of the situation and the garment I wore weighed heavily on me. With each step, the dress seemed to hold me, reminding me of my compromised state. My face warmed with every brush of silk against my skin. It was as though the house itself was revelling in my discomfort.

However, as I rounded another corner, I was met with the welcoming aroma of fresh coffee and sizzling bacon. It wafted from a grand dining hall where a solitary table was set, a sumptuous breakfast laid out, as if awaiting my arrival. A simple note was placed by the plate: "Enjoy, Aaron."

As much as I wanted to resist, hunger gnawed at me. The comfort of food was too tempting. Cautiously, I took a seat, the silk dress rustling beneath me, creating an odd sensation. With each bite, a bit of my anxiety seemed to melt away, but the feeling of the dress against my skin remained a stark reminder of my peculiar situation.

It was while savouring a particularly delicious bite of scrambled egg that a drop of the creamy mixture landed on the dress, creating a conspicuous stain on the black fabric. Panic set in. This was not my garment to soil. I scanned the room and spotted a laundry chute.

Without a second thought, I shed the dress and dropped it into the chute, hoping Ms. Volkov wouldn't notice the minor accident. Clad only in my vulnerability, I hastened back to the wardrobe room.

Upon my return, a strange sensation gripped me. The wardrobe, filled with its feminine allure, beckoned. There was an odd magnetism to the garments, a curiosity that I hadn’t felt before. I found myself touching the soft lace, marvelling at the intricate embroideries, and getting lost in the myriad of colours. Each piece seemed to tell a story, enticing me, inviting me to try. I suppose it was simply that I was noticing those intricacies for the first time. As a man, I’d never put any thought into what a woman has on her body. I’d only ever thought of women’s clothes as either conservative or revealing, or somewhere in-between. Now, I was seeing that there was much more to consider as I tried to pick something to cover myself up.

After much contemplation, I selected a deep blue dress, its fabric shimmering in the room's dim light. As I slipped it on, there was a strange feeling of both comfort and foreignness. It was as if the dress was a puzzle piece that oddly fit, even if it wasn’t my usual attire.

The dim room was full of surprises, and as I continued to explore the space, I noticed a stand holding a collection of wigs on pristine mannequin heads. There were several wigs, each varying in length, style, and colour—from long, cascading curls to short, chic bobs. My gaze lingered, a mixture of confusion, intrigue, and a growing sense of curiosity bubbling within me.

I approached the stand hesitantly. The soft light from the room caught the strands of the wigs, making them shine enticingly. A peculiar urge overcame me. Maybe it was the heightened atmosphere of the room or the spellbinding allure of Ms. Volkov's possessions, but I found my hands reaching for one of the wigs—a shoulder-length, wavy brunette one. Holding it in my hands, it felt surprisingly real—soft, glossy, and meticulously cared for.

After a few moments of internal debate, I decided to try it on. Carefully, I adjusted it onto my head, ensuring it sat just right. I could feel the strands brushing against my neck and shoulders, a new sensation that was both ticklish and oddly comforting.

Turning to face the full-length mirror once more, the reflection staring back at me was almost unrecognizable. With the dress and the wig, the transformation was uncanny. The soft waves framed my face, complementing the deep blue of the dress and accentuating features I'd never taken much notice of before—like the shape of my eyebrows or the curve of my lips. My jaw dropped; I truly looked like a different person, someone I had never met yet felt eerily familiar.

The wig somehow accentuated the dress's effect, molding my appearance into something that was undeniably feminine. I tried on a few more wigs—a short, sassy blonde one and a long, straight jet-black one. Each time I changed the wig, I felt a shift in the atmosphere and in my own perception of self.

But as I continued to experiment, a growing sense of unease bubbled beneath the surface. There was a thrill in this disguise, in stepping into an entirely different version of oneself. But with each wig change, I also felt an increasing disconnect, a surreal feeling that I was drifting further away from the Aaron I knew.
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Shaking my head, I carefully removed the wig and placed it back on its stand. I needed answers. Ms. Volkov and her mansion held secrets, and I was determined to uncover them. But first, I needed to come to terms with the strange allure of these garments and the person I was slowly becoming within these walls.

Every echo of my footsteps, every rustle of the dress fabric, mocked my trapped predicament. The day had been long, and every moment in Ms. Volkov's mansion seemed to tighten the invisible noose around my neck. The weight of the dress became more than just cloth—it was the embodiment of my helplessness.

My pulse raced as I tried downstairs windows, again, but each was barred, dense and unyielding. The plush curtains and golden lattices that once spoke of a long-ago-luxury now felt like prison bars. The realization was suffocating.

With a growing desperation, I charged upstairs, praying that one of those grand windows would be my salvation. Their magnificent size and intricate designs promised a glimpse of the outside world: a chance for freedom.

Picking up a heavy statue, with all my might, I hurled it through the closest window. The glass shattered, creating a mosaic of broken promises. Cold air rushed in, but my heart sank. Thirty feet of open air separated me from the ground below. It was a cruel joke, freedom tantalizingly close but just out of reach. I was sure that once I was able to lean out the window, I would see some ledge, or even some jagged stones in the wall that could act like a rock-climbing wall. But the wall was smooth, and the drop was far.

I wracked my brain, the tension gnawing at me. Every room I'd been in, every curtain, every bedsheet—it all flashed before my eyes. In a frenzied haste, I began gathering what I could: drapes, linens, even those silk scarves from the wardrobe room. Tying them together in a desperate bid for freedom, I secured one end to a sturdy bedpost and let the makeshift rope dangle out of the window. But it was still short—damnably short. And the moment I gave the makeshift rope a swift tug, the bedpost cracked, as if it suddenly decided that it was hundreds of years old. The leg broke off of the bed and the whole thing collapsed violently into a heap.

So I tried tying my makeshift rope to the door, but that just turned the door into a decaying relic: one swift tug and the hinges cracked and the door groaned and fell to the floor.

Exhausted, with the cold air whipping around me, I sank to the floor, the pressure mounting. The room seemed to close in on me, the walls pressing against my very soul. My breaths came fast and shallow. This couldn’t be the end. There had to be another way out, a passage or something I'd overlooked. Panic threatened to cloud my judgment, but I clung to the one thing I had left: hope, if it was even there at all.

I found Ms. Volkov in the library, after 9:00 PM. She smiled and asked me how my day was, and then she noticed the dress and her eyes lit up. “Is that my dress, Aaron?”

“My clothes were never returned to me,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Oh—I meant to tell you, Aaron, and I’m terribly sorry. The help encountered an incident in town, with your clothes. They were going to the laundromat and were attacked. I spent the whole day dealing with the authorities, and I completely forgot that you were also a victim in this incident.”

The weight of exhaustion and frustration settled in my bones as I faced Ms. Volkov. The vast library, its walls lined with heavy tomes and leather-bound manuscripts, seemed to bear witness to this standoff. Her gaze lingered on the dress, the glint in her eyes reminiscent of a child who had just opened an unexpected present.

"It's really quite lovely on you," she continued, her voice teasingly light. But behind her playful tone, I detected a hint of genuine surprise. "The colour brings out your eyes."

Ignoring the observation, I felt my grip tighten on the back of a nearby chair. "An incident in town? Attacked? And you're only telling me now?"

She sighed, her demeanour shifting from playful to apologetic. "I truly am sorry, Aaron. It's been a chaotic day. After the police questioned my staff, it was one thing after another. It slipped my mind to let you know. In all honesty, I didn't even think you'd still be here."

"So you just assumed I'd go traipsing about the countryside in your attire?" My voice was sharper than I intended, but I couldn’t help it. The day’s events had been too much.

Ms. Volkov raised an eyebrow, looking momentarily taken aback. "No, of course not. It's just..." She paused, as if choosing her words carefully. "This mansion is a place of many secrets, many rooms. I assumed you'd find something suitable. But I must admit, that dress was a surprise choice."

I glared at her. The implication stung. "It was either that or nothing."

She studied me for a moment, her eyes appraising. "You know, Aaron, there's no shame in it. Vulnerability comes in many forms. Sometimes it's the clothes we wear, sometimes it's the emotions we feel."

"That's a nice sentiment," I retorted, "but it doesn’t help my current situation."

She approached me, her heels clicking softly on the floor. "Look, let me make it up to you. Stay the night. Tomorrow, I promise, first thing, we’ll get you proper attire. I’ll send my help to town—to the big city, and I’ll have them buy you a complete wardrobe to replace what was lost.”

“It wasn’t just my wardrobe! It was my passport, my visa... everything. It was even the cash you gave to me, Ms. Volkov.”

She waved me off. “I’ll replace the cash; don’t fret that. Just spent the night, I’ll have clothes for you tomorrow, and replacement cash. You can always go to the embassy in Kyiv for a new passport. We will arrange all of that. Just try to enjoy your time while you’re here. My father always told me something to remember: there’s no here there.”

The thought of spending another night in this peculiar mansion sent a shiver down my spine. But looking out at the darkness through the grand windows, the prospect of navigating the sprawling estate at night wasn't any more inviting.

I sighed, feeling the weight of my situation. "Fine, but I want my own clothes. And I want to know what really happened."

Ms. Volkov nodded. "I'll have your clothes replaced, and I promise full transparency about today's events. I’ll have a police report given to you, translated into English, of course.” She paused, studying me with a peculiar intensity. "But I ask you for one favor in return."

My eyes narrowed suspiciously. "What?"
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She pointed to the dress I wore. "Before you change out of that tomorrow, I'd like to sketch you. That dress, the way it falls on you, the juxtaposition of your inherent masculinity with its inherent femininity... it's inspiring."

I blinked in disbelief. The request was absurd. Yet, deep down, a part of me was intrigued. My time in the dress had been a series of conflicting emotions. "Sketch me?"

She nodded. "Art has a way of capturing moments, emotions, things that words often fail to express. I think this could be a way for both of us to understand today."

I hesitated, weighing my options. Finally, I agreed, "One sketch.” I felt so stupid agreeing to her, but I hadn’t forgotten that she’d originally promised me an additional fifteen-thousand, and maybe agreeing to this sketch would put that money back on the table.

Ms. Volkov smiled, extending her hand. "Deal."

As we shook on it, I wondered what other surprises awaited me in this enigmatic mansion. The day had been a whirlwind, but something told me the revelations were just beginning.
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The dawn's light was a pale blue, casting the mansion in a soft glow. The morning was serene, but my heartbeat was anything but. Each step I took was filled with trepidation as the unfamiliar fabric of the white dress, which clung tighter than I would've liked, grazed against my skin.

Ms. Volkov sat at the head of the long, ornate dining table. Her poised silhouette seemed almost surreal against the morning haze, with a newspaper (written in Russian) spread before her. This was the first time she had joined me for breakfast, and I wasn't sure if that was a good or bad sign.

“Good morning, Aaron,” she remarked, her tone neutral. She didn’t even raise her eyes, but I could sense the playful edge to her voice.

I swallowed, “Good morning, Ms. Volkov," I hesitated, taking a breath to brace myself, "About this...dress."

She finally looked up, her piercing gaze examining me. "It's the best I could find on short notice that might fit you," she responded, her tone light but with a hint of amusement. "You wear it well."

I shifted uncomfortably. "It's not exactly my style."

Before I could say more, the double doors opened, revealing a slender young woman with a cascade of auburn hair. She stepped in hesitantly, clutching a leather-bound sketchbook to her chest. Her appearance was striking, almost otherworldly in her delicate beauty. Her clear blue eyes darted around, seeming unsure.

“This, Aaron, is Clara,” Ms. Volkov introduced, waving a hand dismissively towards the newcomer. "She will help with preparations. Clara, ensure Aaron is ready for our session."
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Clara hesitated, her mouth opening and closing as she searched for the right words. "Pleasure... meet, Aaron," she murmured, her English laced with a heavy slavic accent.

I nodded, attempting a friendly smile despite my growing unease. "It's nice to meet you too, Clara."

Throughout breakfast, conversation was sparse. The silence was only punctuated by the clinking of silverware and the occasional strained attempt at small talk. Clara's attempts at English were endearing but only added to the surreal atmosphere.

Once the meal was over, Clara hesitantly motioned for me to follow her. We walked in silence, winding through the mansion's numerous hallways. I was growing more anxious with every step, the weight of the situation pressing on me.

Finally, she led me to a grand chamber, its walls covered in ornate mirrors, each reflecting the other in a dizzying array. The air smelled of lavender and jasmine, and at the center was a basin filled with hot water, steam rising lazily. The display looked more suited for a royal bath than a mere shave.

Clara, biting her lower lip, pointed toward the basin, then to my legs. She seemed to struggle with the right words. "For...sketch," she began haltingly. "Ms. Volkov... she wants... clean? No hair?"

I blinked in disbelief, processing her fragmented English. "She wants me to shave my legs? Is that what you're saying?"

Clara nodded, her eyes wide and pleading. "Da, da, shave. Important for... art. Make right."

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "Look, I'm all for artistic expression, but this is a bit... extreme, don't you think?"

She hesitated, wringing her hands. "Art is... pushing? Yes, pushing limits. Ms. Volkov sees... something special in you. Please, try?"

It took me a moment. I was torn between the sheer absurdity of the situation and a strange, growing curiosity. Could I even go through with this? But seeing Clara's sincere eyes, I finally relented.

"Okay, Clara. Okay. Let's do it.”

Her smile was a mix of gratitude and relief. "Thank you, Aaron. It will be... good. You see."

Still skeptical, I prepared myself for this new experience, hoping that, in the end, it would all be worth it.

I pulled up that short white dress and dipped my legs into the basin. I took the razor, and, with a groan, started to shave away my leg hair for the first time ever. Each swipe left a strip of glistening pale skin, which seemed so unnatural—and that unnaturalness became even more intense as more hair was removed. “Higher,” said Clara.

“Higher?” I asked.

She nodded. “Da. Around… you know. Penis.”

I was stunned. “She wants me to shave my crotch?”

“It’s just best. Just shave all.”

I was offended and shocked. I stuttered, and then, without putting up a fight, I turned my body away from her and I carefully shaved around my cock. I was capitulating because I just wanted this to be over and done with, without a fight. If Ms. Volkov wanted to draw me… fine—as long as I was going to leave there with that thirty-thousand dollars. At this point, with my passport and clothes gone, it actually was starting to seem like a fair price.

I shaved everything, even my chest, even my armpits.

Clara watched with a gentle, sympathetic gaze as I finished the process. As I turned to face her, the vulnerability I felt was reflected back at me in her eyes. I was stripped bare in more ways than one. The cold air of the room prickled against my freshly shaved skin, sending shivers down my spine.

Clara, sensing my discomfort, stepped closer. "You okay?" she asked, her English still broken, but her concern genuine.

"Just get it over with," I mumbled, forcing a weak smile, trying to mask the unease and irritation. There was a part of me that wanted to shout, to rebel against this entire ridiculous situation, but the allure of the money and my desperation to get out of this place held me back.

She nodded and began laying out a variety of makeup products on a table beside us, clearly preparing for the next step. "Sit," she gestured to the cushioned chair before the main mirror.

Reluctantly, I sat, the cold leather of the chair a harsh contrast to my exposed skin. In the reflection, I saw a version of myself I didn't recognize. But Clara, with a determined expression and a deftness that spoke of expertise, started her work.

She began with a gentle moisturizer, her fingers cold but gentle against my face. "For... smooth," she explained softly. Next, a light foundation was carefully applied, evening out my complexion, followed by a hint of blush on my cheeks to bring out a youthful rosiness.

While Clara was mostly silent, focusing on her task, I could sense her trying to make the process as comfortable for me as possible. She moved to my eyes, applying a soft eyeshadow that made them pop and look bigger. The mascara elongated my lashes, and when she gently pulled my lid down to apply kohl, I could feel her warm breath on my face, oddly comforting in the cold, strange room.

Lipstick came next, a shade that was soft and muted, but just pink enough to be noticeable. It was bizarre, feeling the stickiness of it, the unfamiliar weight of makeup on my face.

Finally, she gently brushed my hair, my blonde wig, setting it in a way that softened my features, making them look more androgynous. When she was done, she stepped back, surveying her work with a hint of pride.

"You look... beautiful," she murmured, her eyes wide with a mix of admiration and surprise.

I stared into the mirror, taken aback. The person staring back was someone I didn't recognize: delicate, youthful, with a haunting kind of beauty. The transformation was jarring. I was rendered speechless.

Seeing my shock, Clara whispered, "Sorry if too much. But for Ms. Volkov's vision, yes?"

I swallowed hard. "It's... it's fine, Clara. Let's just get this over with."

She gave me a comforting pat on the shoulder, her smile faint but sincere. "Almost done, Aaron. Stay strong."

I nodded, taking a deep breath. Whatever Ms. Volkov had in store, I was as ready as I'd ever be.

As I sat, trying to reconcile with my reflection, the door to the makeup chamber opened and Ms. Volkov entered, her tall silhouette framed by the dim hallway light. She was carrying a hanger draped with a sheer piece of black lace that seemed more suited for the bedroom than for any artistic sketch.

"Ah, Aaron, you look divine," she praised, her eyes scrutinizing my transformed appearance.

But as her gaze lowered to the white dress I wore, her expression shifted from delight to annoyance. "This is not what I had in mind," she muttered, shaking her head—even though it was what she had picked earlier that morning.

With a flourish, she displayed the lace lingerie before me. My heart sank. The material was scant and delicate, adorned with intricate patterns, and it was painfully clear how revealing it would be. Alongside it were strappy black heels that seemed impossibly high and a choker that promised to be snug. But what truly mortified me was the pair of false pads meant to give the illusion of a bust—of breasts. They were silicone, with false nipples like the tips of thumbs.

"You expect me to wear that?" I whispered, my voice quaking. The very idea of presenting myself in such a manner, especially after everything else, was unimaginable.

Ms. Volkov's eyes met mine, her gaze steely. "I do. For the vision I have in mind, this is essential."

I felt cornered, trapped in a situation that spiralled far out of my control. I looked to Clara, searching for an ally, but she was focused on organizing some brushes, carefully avoiding my gaze.

The weight of my situation pressed down on me, the humiliation, the exposure, the sheer absurdity of it all. But behind that lurked the stark reality: I wanted that money, and I wanted to go home. The desperation that had driven me here hadn't changed, and if anything, it had intensified.

Taking a shaky breath, I spoke, "Can Clara at least help me change?"

Ms. Volkov considered it for a moment before nodding. "Very well, but be quick about it."

Clara, her cheeks flushed, gently took the garments from Ms. Volkov and led me to a changing screen in the corner. As I undressed, the weight of the situation pressed down on me even harder. Clara's attempts to help were hesitant, her touch delicate as if she were handling a fragile doll. I could hear her muttering soft apologies in Russian.

Slipping into the lingerie was a torment. The fabric was tight against my skin, each lace pattern pressing into my flesh. The pads, once placed, felt foreign and heavy on my chest, a reminder of the vulnerability I was being forced into. The heels were a nightmare, forcing me to stand in a way that felt both awkward and precarious. And the choker, it felt like a leash, a final touch to the degradation.

Emerging from behind the screen, Ms. Volkov's eyes lit up. "Perfect," she exclaimed, seemingly oblivious to the turmoil raging within me. I was dress like a whore, like I was about to be marched onto the set of a porno, to be fucked by strange men.

I avoided looking into any of the many mirrors in the room. I didn't want to see myself like this. Every step, every movement was a harsh reminder of how far I'd been pushed.

But beneath the humiliation, a fire was kindling. A determination to endure this, to claim the money, and to ensure I never found myself in such a position again.

"Let's get this over with," I murmured, chin raised, unwilling to let Ms. Volkov see just how deep her claws had sunk.

The grandeur of the art room was overwhelming. High ceilings adorned with intricate mouldings, paintings from different eras gazing down, and at the center of it all, a luxurious leather couch that gleamed under the soft lighting. A solitary spotlight was focused on it, creating a stage for what was to come.

Ms. Volkov stood by an easel, her long fingers caressing the bristles of her paintbrush. Her gaze, cold and evaluative, settled on me. "Come, Aaron. Take your place."

The leather felt cool against my skin as I gingerly stepped towards the couch. Every move I made felt amplified, from the soft rustle of the lace to the echoing clack of the heels on the polished floor.

"Now," Ms. Volkov began, her voice dripping with authority, "I want you to recline. Left elbow supporting your upper body, right leg bent at the knee, foot on the floor. Arch your back, tilt your head just so," she instructed, motioning with her hands to demonstrate.

Trying to follow her directions, I positioned myself. The pose felt unnatural, exposing, and deeply provocative. The arch of my back pushed the fabric tight against my chest, accentuating the false pads, and the bent knee raised the hem of the lingerie precariously high. The choker seemed to tighten, every swallow reminding me of my vulnerable position. And now, my bulge was on full-display, possibly not even fully concealed in the tight, inappropriate lingerie.
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There was a palpable tension in the air. Each second stretched into an eternity as Ms. Volkov's eyes moved over me, making minute adjustments. "Drop your right hand down, let your fingers dangle off the edge," she directed.

The discomfort was intense. Muscles I didn't even know I had started to ache, and the leather beneath me felt increasingly slippery with sweat. But more than the physical unease, it was the emotional stripping that was excruciating. With each adjustment, each tilt of my head or repositioning of my leg, I felt more exposed, more feminine, more vulnerable.

Clara stood by, wringing her hands, her eyes darting between Ms. Volkov and me. She seemed to want to say something but held her tongue, torn between her duty and the evident empathy she felt for my predicament.

After what felt like hours, Ms. Volkov seemed satisfied. She stepped back, admiring her living artwork. "Perfect," she murmured, more to herself than anyone else.

As her brush started to move, capturing the scene on canvas, the room fell silent except for the soft scratch of bristles and my laboured breathing. Each stroke, each dab of colour, felt like another layer of my dignity being stripped away. Every time our eyes met, I felt a fresh wave of humiliation. But beneath it all, a quiet resilience was growing. This was a means to an end: a trial I had to endure.

The session dragged on, the atmosphere thick with tension.

Finally, it was finished. She told me to relax, and then she waved me over to see her work.

The weight of the room seemed to press down on me, the air heavy with anticipation. Ms. Volkov stepped back gracefully from her canvas, her posture impeccable. Her gaze pierced me. "Come, Aaron. See."

Taking a deep breath, I cautiously approached the easel, my heels making a soft clicking sound on the hardwood beneath.

[image: Painting]



The painting that greeted me was both breathtaking and unnerving. The canvas was expansive, showcasing every inch of me as I had reclined on that leather couch. A brilliant, otherworldly light bathed the figure, causing the skin to gleam almost supernaturally. The inky black of the lace lingerie stood in stark contrast, highlighting the gentle curves, the arch of the back, and the suggestive parting of the lips.

The eyes in the painting, my eyes, were deep wells of emotion: a fusion of vulnerability and allure. The choker was a bold statement, a shadow against the light skin of the neck. The backdrop was an artful blur, ensuring that the central figure demanded attention. Every tiny detail was captured: the droplets of sweat, the tension in the fingers, the delicate hairs on the arm.

Ms. Volkov had transformed me into an embodiment of feminine allure. Though stunning, the sensual nature of the portrayal sent a rush of embarrassment flooding through me.

I faced her, trying to decipher the intent in her eyes. "It's... beautiful," I murmured, the admission tasting bitter on my lips.

Her eyebrow arched in challenge. "But?"

I hesitated, the words tangling in my throat. "But it's not me. Not who I truly am. This... this is some kind of dream."

Her lips curved into a slight smile. "Art captures moments, feelings. Not always reality. Sometimes, it showcases possibility."

I glanced back at the painting, torn between awe and discomfort. There I was, captured in vivid colour, a blend of vulnerability and sensuality, forever immortalized on canvas.

“I’d like to change into proper attire, Ms. Volkov,” I said.

“The help is still out; they may not be back until late,” she said. “The city is far—and finding appropriate clothes that will suit your preference may take some time. Clara will fetch you something from my wardrobe—something comfortable. And don’t worry, dear Aaron, for the eyes in this house of mine are not judging eyes. Nobody here will mock your situation. In fact, I think that you’ve a very brave man, and the confidence you’ve displayed here is admirable.”

“Thanks,” I said without much enthusiasm. And when Clara brought me the soft black satin dress, another little bit of my pride was stripped away. I wanted to protest, but there was nothing else; that house contained no male clothes, and my only other option was nakedness.

After giving me the dress, Clara vanished, down into another wing of the house where I couldn’t see or hear her. Ms. Volkov told me that she was leaving to do some work, but I stopped her.

I reached out, stopping Ms. Volkov with a gentle grip on her wrist. She turned to look at me, her expression unreadable. "Ms. Volkov," I began, my voice catching in my throat. "Please, just let me out for a while. I promise I won't leave the grounds. I just... I need some fresh air."

She hesitated, her eyes searching mine for a moment before she sighed. "Aaron, the outside world can be unforgiving. My home, for all its quirks, is a sanctuary. I worry about what might await you beyond these walls."

"It's suffocating in here," I whispered desperately. "You've promised me a ride multiple times, but it's never come. I just... I feel trapped."

"You are not a prisoner here, Aaron," she said softly, but her reluctance was palpable. "I've told you time and again that I will arrange your transportation in the morning."

"But you've been saying that for days!" I exclaimed, frustration spilling over. "All I want is a moment outside, a chance to breathe. I promise, I won't leave. I just... I need a break."

She studied me for a long moment, weighing my words. I could see the conflict playing out in her eyes. "Very well," she finally relented, her voice betraying a hint of concern. "But only for a few minutes. And please, stay within my line of sight. I cannot afford any more complications."

I nodded vigorously, relief washing over me. "Thank you, Ms. Volkov."

She led me to the massive front door, its old lock resisting momentarily before yielding with a loud click. The door creaked open, revealing the cool night beyond. I took a deep breath, the cold, crisp air filling my lungs. It was liberating.

As I stepped outside, I could feel Ms. Volkov's watchful gaze on me. The moonlit garden stretched out before me, casting long, intricate shadows. But for the moment, I didn't care about the mysteries of the house, the strange wardrobe, or even the hauntingly provocative painting. All that mattered was the chance to breathe freely again.

A part of me contemplated breaking my promise and running, but I couldn't risk it. The expansive mansion grounds seemed to stretch endlessly, and who knew what dangers lurked in the darkness? For now, this brief moment of freedom would have to suffice.

After taking a few moments to collect myself, I turned back, nodding at Ms. Volkov, silently conveying my gratitude and my intention to keep my word. She nodded back, a mix of approval and caution in her eyes.

With one last deep breath of the outside world, I stepped back into the confines of the mansion, the heavy door sealing shut behind me. “Does it truly need to stay locked?” I asked

She nodded her head. “We’re at war, you know,” she said to me.

“Of course I know, but your property is so remote… Perhaps the key could just be left in the door, just for my own comfort, so I don’t feel like a prisoner here.”

She paused, her icy blue eyes studying me intently. "It's not just the war outside," she said, her voice a soft whisper. "There are... other concerns. Things you may not understand. Dangers you aren't aware of."

I gulped, taken aback by the gravity of her tone. "All I'm asking is for some semblance of freedom. I'm already wearing dresses and posing for provocative paintings. The least you can do is trust me with a door key."

She sighed deeply, the weight of a thousand unsaid words pressing on her shoulders. "I've been through so much, Aaron, and this house... it's not just a house. It's my fortress, my refuge. It's the one place where I can control the narrative."

I nodded slowly. "I get that. And I'm not asking you to compromise your safety. But being constantly locked in, it plays tricks on one's mind."

She looked away for a moment, clearly conflicted. "I've had... experiences," she murmured, more to herself than to me. "People, unexpected visitors, who found their way here. I can't risk it."

"It's just for my peace of mind," I insisted gently, trying not to push her too hard. "You don't have to worry about me. Just... let me feel a little less trapped."

She bit her lip, weighing her options. After a moment that felt like an eternity, she nodded slowly. "Alright," she conceded. "I'll leave the key in the door. But Aaron," her voice grew stern, "you must promise me. Promise me that if you ever step outside, even just for a moment, you'll ensure the door is locked when you come back in."

I nodded eagerly, relief washing over me. "I promise, Ms. Volkov. I won't let you down."

She gave a faint smile, one that didn't quite reach her eyes. "I hope not," she whispered, and with that, she turned and walked away, leaving me standing in the vast hallway with the weight of my new responsibility hanging heavily on my shoulders.
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As I half-expected, there was no ride for me in the morning, and Ms. Volkov was nowhere to be found in the house. I spent a long, tedious hour calling for her, searching rooms, knocking upon locked doors—but she was gone, and the help was gone too.

But she’d kept her word in one way: there was a key in the door. I had to turn it to see that it was real—and it truly unlocked the massive oak door. I pushed it open and felt air: fresh air, and morning humidity. Fog obscured the tree-line. I stepped out and took a deep breath. Still, I was wearing a dress: a soft-blue satin nightgown, as the help had not yet returned from the ‘big city’ with my new wardrobe.

“I guess I’m not leaving today,” I muttered to myself.

The breakfast table, though set for only one, was filled with what looked like a traditional Ukrainian spread. A selection of cured meats and pickled vegetables lay next to a basket of black bread. There were small dishes filled with salo, thinly sliced cured pork fat, paired with garlic and onion. Nearby, there were bowls of tvorog, a type of farmer's cheese, topped with fresh berries and honey. A pot of hot zavarka, a strong Russian tea, steamed next to a container of sweetened condensed milk. Even though the surroundings were unfamiliar and eerie, the hearty food brought a fleeting comfort.
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Pushing aside the strangeness of the situation, I indulged in the meal. Each bite tasted like a journey into the heart of Slavic cuisine. I allowed the rich flavours to distract me momentarily from the unease I felt, trying to relish this unexpected moment of pleasure.

Finishing my meal, I felt a pull to explore this vast residence. As I meandered through the hallways, the mansion began to reveal its true nature. An architectural masterpiece of Gothic design, it stood as a testament to time, showcasing an opulent blend of antiquity and the newer additions. Vaulted ceilings loomed overhead, their gothic arches casting intricate shadows along the corridors. Large stained-glass windows painted colourful narratives with sunlight, their stories perhaps chronicling the house's history or maybe events of some distant past.

The mansion seemed endless, with grand rooms leading to even grander chambers. Some were adorned with portraits, stern-faced ancestors, I presumed, of Ms. Volkov, watching with an intensity that sent shivers down my spine. Marble statues stood sentinel in alcoves, their cold, chiseled features contrasting with the warmth of the heavy velvet drapes that adorned the windows. The dark mahogany woodwork, intricate moldings, and lavish tapestries hinted at the residence's past grandeur.

Stepping outside, the mansion's exterior was equally, if not more, awe-inspiring. Built of dark stone, it towered imperiously over the grounds. Ivy, seemingly ancient, climbed the sides, intertwining with the ornate stonework and gargoyles that seemed to sneer from above. The grounds were vast, with overgrown gardens giving an almost wild feel to the surroundings. Yet, amidst the wilderness, the flowerbeds were meticulously manicured, bursting with colours that contrasted the mansion's dark demeanour.

The fog from the morning had now lifted, revealing a dense forest that bordered the estate, its trees standing tall and silent, like guardians of a long-forgotten world. There was a pond not too far off, its waters reflecting the mansion's imposing facade, making it appear as though it existed in two realms simultaneously.

Despite the house's looming presence, there was an undeniable beauty to it all—a haunting elegance that seemed to hold within its walls and grounds countless secrets, just waiting to be uncovered.

I looked towards the driveway: the last place I saw Dima. I was clad in a woman’s nightgown now, and would surely look absolutely demented if I ran from the house and into town… but maybe it was worth considering—or remain a prison of Ms. Volkov for God-knows how much longer! I stared at the driveway for a long time, and then turned my attention to the mansion. I considered my options.

Just to satisfy my curiosity, I moved to the tree line. I stopped at the driveway where Dima let me out. It was a long driveway: at least two or three kilometres until the rural highway, and then another ten kilometres until town. I could hike it, barefoot, praying not to become a casualty of war.

The fresh air of the outdoors gave me a renewed sense of determination. Even as I hesitated, staring down the long path that stretched out before me, the idea of escape took root. I took a hesitant step, then another, each footfall echoing my growing resolve. Maybe it was possible. Maybe I could just...leave.

I was only a few yards down when a lone, distant howl pierced the silence. I froze, the chilling sound resonating through the very marrow of my bones. It seemed to come from deep within the forest to my left. I strained my ears, hoping it was a one-time occurrence, but my hopes were dashed when another howl responded, this time from the right.
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Before I could fully process the implications, the air was filled with an eerie chorus of howls, surrounding me. It seemed as though the woods were alive, echoing with the haunting call of a wolf pack. The sound was unsettling, echoing from all directions, suggesting they were everywhere, watching, waiting.

I could feel my heart racing, its frantic pace in sharp contrast to the paralyzing fear that rendered me motionless. The nightgown I was wearing felt even more absurd now, offering no protection against the elements or any lurking predators. My mind raced, playing out a myriad of horrifying scenarios. Would I become their next prey? Was this another one of Ms. Volkov's twisted games?

My instincts screamed at me to turn back to the house, yet the eerie symphony of the wolves gave me pause. Retracing my steps with haste, I made my way back to the edge of the driveway, ensuring I stayed well away from the treeline.

Casting one last glance towards the imposing mansion, I realized I was trapped in a twisted paradox: the very house that felt like a prison was also my sanctuary against the looming threats of the outside world. The weight of the decision, whether to venture out and risk the unknown or endure the certainty of Ms. Volkov's whims, pressed heavily on me.

The eerie howling slowly faded, but its memory lingered, an unsettling reminder of the ever-present dangers lurking just beyond the mansion's borders.

That night, as soon as I saw her, I snapped. “I want to leave!” I said to her when I saw her in the library, casually reading a book. “You’ve kept me here for long enough.”

“But my assistants haven’t yet returned with clothes for you,” she said.

“But why?” I asked, my head spinning. “It’s been days! I’m trapped here. My friends and family are probably worried sick; they, like me, were under the impression that I would be returning within a week. My mother is surely sick! Imagine, your son venturing into a war zone and then vanishing. There must be some way that I can leave, tonight.”

“Tonight?” she said. “But it’s dark.”

“I travelled here in the night, I can travel out in the night,” I said, biting hard on my tongue, clenching my hands into tight fists. I pushed my fingernails into the palms of my hands. I wanted to fully unload on her, but I knew that I was still stuck with her. “I’m a prisoner here.”

“Aaron, I’m terribly sorry about your clothes, but you aren’t a prisoner here. I’ve left the key in the door, just like you asked. You’re free to leave if you’d like. I’m not stopping you.”

“There must be a pair of pants and a shirt somewhere,” I said.

“Not in this house,” she said, shaking her head. She closed her book and set it aside, her gaze fixed intently on me. There was a long, eerie silence, punctuated only by the gentle rustling of the curtains and the soft crackling of the fireplace. She leaned back in her chair, her expression somber.

“Do you know what this house represents, Aaron?” she began, her voice soft and even. “It's more than bricks and mortar. It is a haven, a refuge from the world outside. And believe me, the world outside has more terrors than you can imagine.”

I frowned, confused and irritated. “Just let me go.”

“You see, the house, with its winding corridors and endless rooms, reflects the labyrinth of life. The choices we make, the paths we take. Venturing out, especially unprepared, especially now, is not just a physical journey, Aaron, but a metaphysical one."

She leaned forward, her eyes unblinking, “Have you ever heard the legend of the Vodyanoy? In Slavic folklore, they are water spirits associated with bodies of water like ponds, pools, or lakes. They may appear as a handsome man, but they can also drag you down, into their aquatic realm, from which there is no escape. The world out there is teeming with such entities, waiting for a stray soul to ensnare."

I gulped, not sure if she was trying to scare me or if she genuinely believed in these tales. “What does that have to do with anything?”

She continued, ignoring my interruption. “The wolves you heard, the thick woods that surround this place, they aren’t just physical barriers. They are protectors, gatekeepers, if you will, keeping the unspeakable at bay. The howling you heard earlier wasn't a warning to you, but a warning about you, signalling the spirits that fresh prey might be venturing out.”

My heart raced, and I took a step back, suddenly feeling trapped between two nightmares. "You're trying to scare me into staying."

She sighed, "I am trying to protect you, Aaron. The lines between our world and theirs have blurred, especially in places as old and rich in history as this. My ancestors built this mansion to be a bulwark against those very forces, and it has done its duty for centuries. But every so often, someone like you stumbles in, challenging the balance.”

I took a deep breath, trying to steady my racing heart. “So, you’re saying if I leave, I’ll be...what? Taken by spirits?”

She nodded slowly. “Or worse. Some who left were never found. Others returned, but they were...changed. Their eyes devoid of life, their souls missing, as if they’d seen the very fabric of reality unravel before them. These ancients woods have a way of possessing a person.”

I swallowed hard, memories of the eerie howling filling my mind. “You’re speaking to me like a man telling a fantastic story to a child, to try to scare some kid out of eating cookies from the cookie jar. It’s not going to work, Ms. Volkov. I’m not as gullible as you assume us westerners are.”

She stood up, walking over to a window, staring out into the dark expanse. “I don’t have all the answers, Aaron. But I do know that some threads of fate are intertwined, tangled in ways we can't comprehend. You being here, at this time, might be one of those knots in the tapestry of existence. Leaving now might just pull that thread, unravelling more than just your own destiny.”

I wanted to call her insane, because she was speaking like a nut in an asylum. But I bit my tongue and said, “If you would arrange a ride for me, I would take my chances.”

“I will write to a transport service, if you would like.”

“Write?” I said. “Can’t you call? Do you really have no phone?” I remembered suddenly how frustrating the process of speaking with her was using written letters. “There must be a way to access a phone!”

“Not in this house,” she said.

“A short hike to a neighbour’s house,” I suggested.

“There are none,” she said with a somber tone.

“And where is that you go every day!?” I said. “You’re gone for hours and hours—do you not have a car that takes you to your appointments?”

“I have no car.”

“So where do you go!?”
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“There are places beyond this house, and yet within its grounds, that I retreat to,” she responded, her voice even, but her eyes darting away momentarily. “Places where I can tend to my business.” Another vague answer that made my blood rise in temperature.

“That doesn’t make any sense,” I shot back, exasperation creeping into my voice. “You're talking in riddles. You go somewhere; you disappear! You can’t just vanish into thin air.”

She smiled faintly, "Many things in life don’t make sense, Aaron. Especially here. Some things are better left unexplored, for the sake of one's sanity."

“You’re talking in circles,” I said, frustrated. “Fine, let’s just focus on the transport. I want to see you write to this so-called transport service.”

She nodded. Without a word, she retrieved a delicate stationery from a nearby desk and began to pen a message. The gentle scratch of her pen was the only sound in the room. I watched intently, ensuring each word corresponded to my request.

When she finished, she sealed the letter in an envelope and placed a stamp on it. Handing it over to me momentarily, she said, "See? I have done as you wished.”

“And the mailbox?” I inquired.

“The postman comes once a week to collect our mail,” she responded.

“Once a week?!” I nearly shouted in exasperation. “You mean to tell me that I might have to wait a week just for this letter to be sent?”

“Yes,” she replied calmly. “I’m afraid that’s how it has always been. The postman arrives every Thursday.”

"And today is?"

"Monday."

I let out a groan of frustration. “You really live in a different era, don’t you? Is there no other way?”

“The world outside is constantly changing, but here, time has a different pace,” she answered cryptically.

I was done with riddles. “Fine. I’ll wait for the postman. But I insist on handing him the letter myself.”

“As you wish,” she replied. She stood gracefully, her eerie calmness contrasting starkly with my growing impatience. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have matters to attend to.”

I was left standing, clutching the envelope, with more questions than answers, and a mounting sense of being trapped in a place where time and logic seemed to warp and twist into something unrecognizable. And it was in that moment that I realized the house had no clocks; how I hadn’t noticed it before… I’m not sure.

I wanted to scream, and I’m not quite sure how I stopped myself from screaming. I was unable to sleep, so I wandered the house. Usually, I would lay awake in my bedroom, but I was now sick of staring at the same bedroom walls in my insomniac nights.
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In the heart of night, the mansion seemed to undergo a metamorphosis. It no longer felt like the grand structure it was in daylight but rather, a creature of shadow and whispers, alive with stories from eras long past. Tapestries transformed into sentinels of old tales, the dim lights rendered the hallways into shifting labyrinths, and every creak of the timeworn wooden floors resonated like a hushed scream, as if echoing the footsteps of those who had wandered here centuries before.

Each step I took felt heavy, almost reverberating, the weight of the atmosphere pressing down on me. There was a palpable tension in the air; the stillness was oppressive, punctuated only by the soft rustling of unseen things behind heavy drapery and the occasional distant murmur that felt less like the house settling and more like hushed conversations from another time.

Turning a dimly lit corner, my breath caught in my throat as the soft glow of a distant sconce illuminated a hauntingly beautiful figure. A cascade of raven-black hair framed a face of porcelain perfection, her pale skin contrasting dramatically with the dark, glossy waves that tumbled down her back. Her large, luminescent eyes, the colour of stormy seas, held secrets, a depth of sadness, and a touch of defiance. They stared back at me, wide with surprise and a hint of caution. The sheer gothic nightgown she wore clung to her svelte figure, the lace detailing catching the faint light, making her look like a spectral vision from a bygone era.

For a breathless moment, we both stood still, two statues in a house of memories. My heart raced, but before I could react, she raised a delicate finger to her perfectly shaped lips, her plea silent yet emphatic.

“Hush,” she breathed, her voice a melodic whisper, drawing me into her enigma. “Any sound could be our undoing.”

[image: Woman]


Swallowing hard, I whispered back, “Who are you?”

Her gaze softened slightly. “Lilia,” she replied, the name rolling off her lips like a melody long forgotten. "And you're Aaron, aren’t you?”

“How do you know me?” I questioned, my voice barely above a murmur.

“I’ve seen you around, though I’ve been told not to talk to you,” she replied, her voice imbued with sadness. “We must find a safer place to speak. This hall holds too many echoes.”

She took my hand, her skin cool to the touch, yet her grip was firm, guiding. We traversed through mazes of corridors, the mansion seemingly expanding, until we found ourselves in a secluded alcove. Lit by the soft glow of a single candle, the room held an array of faded portraits and old books, their pages yellowed with time.

“We don’t have long,” Lilia began, her stormy eyes locking onto mine. “Ms. Volkov cannot know of our meeting.”

“I don’t understand. What’s happening?” I pressed.

“I’ve been strictly told not to speak with you, but… I can’t seem to help myself.”

“Are you one of her assistants?” I asked.

“That’s a word you could use, though it insinuates some level of voluntarism.” Her English was perfect; I was sure that she was Canadian or American.

“Voluntarism? Are you saying you’re… a slave?”

“It’s complicated,” she whispered. “I’ve decided to stay here on my own freewill, but there are consequences of such a decision.”

“But why?” I said. “Why would you want to stay here?” I shook my head, feeling more frustrated than ever by this whole thing.

“She provides me with… what I need to be… satisfied.”

“So you like to speak in riddles as well.”

“It’s not a riddle,” she told me. “It’s just that I’m embarrassed to admit to you why I’m here.”

“Just say it, damnit!” I growled.

“She provides me with sexual satisfaction,” she said bluntly, turning red. “She provides food, lodging as well—and she doesn’t ask for much in return, other than loyalty.”

“And are you allowed to leave?” I asked, stunned.

“Allowed? It’s complicated,” she said. “I’m allowed, but it’s not practical, and she knows that, and keeps it that way.”

“So you’ve given up your God-given freedom in return for sexual satisfaction?” I asked, shaking my head. “You sound… possessed.”

“It’s not something that I’m particularly proud of,” she said with rosy cheeks. “And it’s something that she did to me. Like you, she kept me here, getting into my mind slowly, creeping in… She’s a mater of hypnotism, you know. She knows how to plant seeds, and how to make them grow and grow. If you stay here, you will be just like me. A part of me wants that for you—for my own sake. A part of me wants this family to grow.” That word: family; it made my skin crawl.

“Family?” I said, my lips suddenly feeling dry.

“It’s true—we have a lot of fun. Pleasure, which lasts for days instead of mere minutes—pleasure that you can’t begin to understand until it’s something you’ve experienced first-hand—and even then, you can’t quite understand it, because you know that it’s impossible. It’s not so easy to walk away from, Aaron. It’s like a drug, except it only gets better, unlike a drug. With drugs, people develop a tolerance for it, and they need more and more to reach that same high, until that high is just unobtainable—but this isn’t like that. With this, you’re always discovering more and more, and it just gets better and better and better.” Now, her eyes were wide, beaming, and her whole face was red. She put her hands on me. She slid her fingers down and then let out a soft whimper. Now, she was staring at my body.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Exactly what I was told not to do,” she said. She let out another soft whimper. “Oh God, Aaron. Would you fuck me—right here? Please. I just can’t help myself any longer. I need it.”

“You’re insane,” I said, stunned. But now, she was reaching down, sliding her fingers over my crotch. She gently fondled me, letting out a moan. And my head was now spinning; it had been a long, long time since I’d had any relief.

“I know that I’m insane. Ms. Volkov made me this way,” she explained. “And it’s what I don’t want to happen to you. So it’s so, so very important that you get out of here.”

“I can’t,” I said, frozen, watching as her fingers rubbed between my legs. I should have stopped her, but it felt nice and I wanted it to continue for just a minute. “I went out there, and I heard wolves, all around.”

“Because you went out while she was watching you,” the young woman said. “You have to leave when she’s not watching, and she won’t be able to use her demonic powers to stop you.”

“Demonic powers?” I said.

“She’s a demon, Aaron,” she said. Then, she lifted up the nightgown that I was embarrassingly wearing. I’d been wearing it for so long, that I’d half-forgotten it was on my body. But this woman didn’t seem to mind. In fact, I think it was turning her on.

She pushed down the panties that I was embarrassingly wearing. She slipped her fingers around my half-erect penis. She gripped firmly and began to massage, pulling back my foreskin.

“H—How can you say she’s a demon?” I asked. “That’s… superstition.”

“It’s hard to believe, but it’s just a fact,” she said. “And there are doors in this house which lead to staircases, which go down, down, down… into the underworld, where she sleeps, when she sleeps. I’m sorry, Aaron, but I’m unable to help myself. I must suck your cock.”

She dropped to her knees and plunged my shaft into her mouth. I was instantly taken aback as her warm mouth enveloped my penis. She sucked and moaned and used her hand to massage my ball sack. It felt amazing. I let out a moan, and then I clutched a nearby desk for stability.

I was hard almost instantly. She slurped loudly and moaned even louder. And then, while she was sucking me, I noticed that she was jerking something between her legs. I blinked a few times before seeing that she was massaging her erect penis, which was out from her little gothic nightgown.

“You!” I gasped. “You—You’re a man!”

“I was,” she said. “But Ms. Volkov changed that. Now I live as a woman, and I receive pleasure as a woman—and it’s so much better.” She went to suck me again, but I jumped back.

“I prefer women,” I said, trying to be polite.

“Am I not feminine enough?” she asked. “Ms. Volkov gave me these breasts.” She let her gown fall down, revealing a perfect set of C-cup breasts. She cupped them, lifted them, squeezed them, and then pulled until she was pinching her nipples. Her body was smooth. “These hips too, were a gift from Ms. Volkov.” She ran her hands down her perfect hips; her frame was unbelievable.

I was stunned, silenced—unable to think of anything to say. I knew that it was wrong... or was it? Was it really so bad? If I fooled around with her, just for a few minutes, would I really regret it?

She was standing now, looking shy, rejected, nervous.
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She was naked, standing before me, looking just like a woman… except for that erect penis, the tip of which was hovering around her navel. I don’t know why, but I decided to reach out, to feel her breasts, to feel how real these implants felt, as if it would help me to make up my mind. I gently squeezed them—and was stunned; they felt completely real. There weren’t even any scars to be seen. How was this possible? I gently squeezed and she moaned. Then, her cock twitched, almost as if it was about to spray cum into the air.

“Please fuck me, Mr. Dennison,” she whispered. “I could get into so much trouble for this—but I need it.”

She hopped up on the desk and spread her legs apart, rocking her body gently back to show me her asshole. It puckered, pulsing, opening and closing gently. And now, staring at her perfect body, that penis seemed inconsequential. Maybe this was some sort of trap… but I needed to satisfy my cravings.

So I did it; I stepped in, grabbed her thighs, pushed them wide open, and then she spat into the palm of her hand and reached down, rubbing that spit all over her anus. “Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me as hard as you possibly can.”

I pushed into her, feeling her tight anal walls squeezing every inch of my shaft. Spit gushed out from her. She moaned. I pumped her, watching her supple breasts jiggling on her chest—and her erect penis pulsing, until she came (and she came quite fast, as if she’d been holding it in for months). Cum splashed her tummy, and then she threw her head back.

And I, sadly, didn’t last very long. I don’t think I thrusted into her more than thirty times before I was unloading warm cum into her. “Fuck,” I groaned, wishing I would have lasted longer.

And then, she perked up, jumping up to her feet. Cum gushed out from her bum and she turned to the door. “Did you hear that?” she asked.

“Hear what?” I asked.

“She’s awake,” she whispered. “I—I need to go.”

And without saying another word, she rushed away, leaving me feeling confused, heart pounding. I was afraid now that Ms. Volkov would find me and think that I was up to something, conniving behind her back. So I quickly moved into the hallway and started back towards my bedroom.
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The cold, milky light of dawn crept into my room, casting long, foreboding shadows on the floor. Stirring from an uneasy sleep, my memories of the previous night's encounter came flooding back, disorienting me momentarily. Lilia’s face, the urgency in her voice, her sudden disappearance, it all felt like an eerie dream. But the unsettling feeling deep within my gut told me it was all too real.

Swinging my feet onto the cold stone floor, I hurriedly put on the satin nightgown. With its soft blue hue and delicate lace, it was a sharp contrast to the gloomy ambiance of the mansion. A quick scan of the room confirmed what I had already guessed: my clothes had not been returned. Ms. Volkov surely had no intention to bring my clothes; it was one more tactic to keep me within those old stone walls.

Exiting the room, I felt the oppressive emptiness of the house once more. Doors shut tight, rooms bathed in dim light, and that maddening silence that threatened to drown any lingering hope. “Hello?” I called out tentatively. But my voice only echoed back, amplifying my solitude.

As I wandered, each room seemed to taunt me with its luxurious furnishings, pristine and untouched. No signs of Lilia. No signs of Ms. Volkov. No signs of life at all. It was as if the house had swallowed them whole.

Torn between curiosity and a rising sense of panic, I found myself drawn towards the back of the mansion. The grand French doors beckoned, offering a glimpse of the outside world. As I pushed them open, the scent of morning dew and forest greenery filled my nostrils. It was a brief respite, but enough to bolster my courage.

There, before me, lay the vast expanse of Ms. Volkov's estate. The dense forest loomed menacingly in the distance, its trees towering and ancient, their branches swaying gently in the wind, whispering the secrets of eons. But today, they seemed to beckon me, promising refuge.

I thought of Lilia's haunting beauty and the palpable danger that seemed to surround her. The grim reality settled heavily on my chest: Ms. Volkov had no intentions of letting me leave. And every passing moment in that mansion increased the likelihood of me becoming just another lost soul within its walls.
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With a deep breath, I made my choice. The forest, with all its uncertainty, was my best chance. But as I went to the end of the driveway, I began to hear the howling of wolves, as if summoned by Ms. Volkov herself, as if she was watching me from one of those windows—and maybe she was. If I was going to escape, I needed to figure out a way to do it when she wasn’t expecting it.

I spent the day trying to invent a plan, but I didn’t know where she was or how (or even if) she was watching me. I was helpless, feeling like there were hidden cameras in all the rooms of that house.

And then, she finally appeared, as usual, around 9:00 PM. “I’m afraid my help returned today without clothes,” she explained .”While they were in town, shelling began and they were forced to hide for two terrible nights, and they were finally able to escape and return to the house this afternoon.”

“I didn’t see anyone,” I told her. “And I spent much of the day out in the garden.”

“Well you must have just missed them, as they came in a few hours ago.”

“And where were you?” I asked.

“I was tending to business. And speaking of business, Aaron, I know this will sound a bit… strange, but I had an acquaintance come by today, and she was in my office and noticed the painting I did of you, against my wall. She was taken by your beauty and she’s offered me a great sum of money for one just like it. I was going to ask—while we wait for the mailman to come—perhaps we could have another session together: me drawing you.”

“I don’t know if that would be so appropriate,” I said.

“Oh, but it would be a fine way to pass the time—and you can have all of the commission money. She’s offered ten thousand dollars; that’s not a bad chunk of money for a couple of hours on a couch, is it?”

Then, I realized that it was an opportunity. This was my chance to catch her distracted. “When?”

“Perhaps tonight. I can have one of my assistants aid you with your makeup.”

“Actually,” I said. “I wouldn’t mind trying my hand at it myself.” I managed to keep a straight face. I watched as her eyes widened and her body perked up, as if I was saying something very, very exciting to her.

“Is that so?”

“If it would be okay,” I said.

“It would be more than okay. I’m actually quite excited to see what you’re able to do.”

“I was watching your other assistant the other day, and I took note of her techniques.”

“Wonderful. So you know how to access the makeup chamber?”

I nodded my head, and she stood up.

“I will go and prepare my supplies. It will take me thirty minutes or so to prepare, but I’m sure you will take as long, if not longer. We will meet, together, in my studio.” She smiled. “I think this will be a wonderful project, Aaron, and a fantastic way to spend some time together.”

She looked into my eyes for a moment, pausing, almost as if she knew that I was up to something. Then, she took off.

The makeup chamber, a room I had visited once under Ms. Volkov's keen eye, was a haven of cosmetics. Shelves filled with various shades of foundation, lipstick, and eye shadow, and an assortment of brushes. But I had no intention of using any of it. I wasted no time, swiftly making my way to Ms. Volkov's office. I had only seen it once, but I remembered the location of the land transfer papers.

Rummaging through the drawers as silently as possible, my fingers brushed the cool surface of the envelope. Elation surged through me as I recognized the familiar texture of the papers and the envelope with the cash for the Toronto property. The documents and money in hand, I made my way to the back exit. Every creak of the floorboards and rustle of the curtains made my heart race, fearing that Ms. Volkov or her assistants would discover my escape.

But the house remained quiet, its eerie silence now a blessing. Slipping through the house’s only exit—that front door—I entered the expansive gardens, the dark canopy of trees from the forest beckoning me. Taking a deep breath, I plunged into the woods.

The underbrush was thick and the night was dark, making navigation treacherous. My satin nightgown snagged on branches and thorns, but the adrenaline pumping through my veins pushed me forward. The cold night air stung my bare legs and arms, but the promise of freedom kept me moving.

Just when I thought I might make a clean escape, a distant howl sent shivers down my spine. It was soon joined by another, then another. The harmony of the howling grew louder and the unmistakable sound of pattering paws echoed through the trees. Panic surged through me.

The path ahead became more difficult, with roots threatening to trip me at every step. But the distant shimmer of the road ahead gave me hope. With each stride, I willed myself to run faster, to outpace the wolves hot on my trail. The road grew closer, its asphalt gleaming under the moonlight.

[image: Running]


Reaching the edge of the woods, I burst onto the road, lungs burning and heart pounding. In the distance, I saw the headlights of a car approaching. I frantically waved my arms, praying they'd stop.

The car slowed, and to my immense relief, halted beside me. The driver looked at me with wide eyes, my appearance - disheveled and clad in a woman’s nightgown… surely a strange sight. I tried to communicate my distress, my need to escape, but he just shook his head, not understanding my English. Despite the language barrier, he gestured for me to get in.

I didn’t need any more prompting. I quickly climbed into the car, glancing behind to see the glinting eyes of the wolves at the forest's edge, their howls now a lament.

The car sped off, leaving behind the menacing forest, the haunting mansion, and the mysteries of Ms. Volkov.

I knew no Russian, and he knew no English, so we didn’t bother trying to speak; he understood that I just needed to get far away, so he took me as far as he was going—almost two hours west, about a quarter of the way to Kyiv. The town we stopped in, around midnight, was familiar; it was one of the towns we passed through between Kyiv and Ms. Volkov’s house. I gestured a thanks to the man who gave me the ride, and then I found a hotel: ХОТЕЛ was on the sign, and I knew the Cyrillic alphabet just enough to read that it said HOTEL.

Inside, the man at the desk spoke a bit of English. He looked at me, up and down, before saying, “What has happened to you?”

The dim lighting in the hotel lobby did little to hide the wide-eyed surprise on the clerk's face. He stared, taking in my windblown hair, the smeared traces of dirt on my face, and the satin nightgown that barely covered my legs.

"I... I was kept there," I started, voice shaking, pointing in the general direction of Ms. Volkov's mansion. "By a woman. I'm not... This isn't what it looks like. She kept me there and I had to wear this to escape."

The clerk's eyebrows furrowed in confusion. "Kept? Like prisoner?"

I nodded frantically. "Yes! She has my clothes. She has my passport. I had to get out of there." I could feel my breaths coming in short, panicky bursts. The reality of my escape was beginning to hit me. "I need clothes. Proper clothes. Do you have anything I can wear?"

The man stared for a moment longer, then his face softened. He held up a finger, signalling me to wait. Moments later, he returned from a back room with a pair of trousers and a slightly worn shirt. "It's not much," he began, "but it should fit you."

Relief washed over me. "Thank you," I whispered, my voice choked with emotion. I took out the envelope from Ms. Volkov and pulled out some notes.

"No, no," the man protested, pushing the money back.

"I insist," I replied. "I'll repay this when I get home. This is the least I can do for your kindness."

He reluctantly accepted the money, giving me a sympathetic nod. "You rest now. Room 208. Breakfast is at 7."

Climbing the creaky wooden stairs, I felt the weight of the last few days beginning to press down on me. When I finally reached my room and locked the door behind me, a sense of safety washed over me for the first time in days.

Changing into the borrowed clothes, I looked at myself in the mirror. The reflection staring back was one of a tired, scared man, but also one that had escaped the clutches of a demon.

I collapsed onto the bed, and for the first time in what felt like forever, I slept soundly, free from the watchful, predatory eyes of Ms. Volkov. The darkness that had clung to me in her mansion seemed to dissipate, replaced by hope and the promise of a new dawn.

I used the room’s phone to dial Canada. I got Mr. Gregor on the phone and he shouted with excitement after saying, “Is it really you, Aaron!?” He promised to call my family members, to tell them that I was safe. I didn’t tell him what had transpired—just that I was stuck because of logistics. I didn’t want to embarrassingly admit to him that I’d been forced to dress like a woman and pose for a psychotic demon-woman. I also told him the good news; that Ms. Volkov had purchased the house, and I had her cash with me. I also told him that I’d lost my passport, so getting home was probably going to be delayed. I mentioned my lost clothes, but didn’t tell him that I’d been forced to wear Ms. Volkov’s intimate attire.

I was too tired to make more calls, so I put the phone down and hoped Mr. Gregor would make the important calls for me.

I thought that whole chapter was over… and then, in the middle of the night, I heard a tapping on the window. I opened my eyes and spent a moment listening, letting my brain wake up. Maybe it was in my mind, but—no! There it was again! Something was tapping at the window, behind the curtains.

Terrified, I stood up and pulled the curtains open. There, at the window (of that second floor), was nothing. My heart skipped a beat before calming down. I went back to my bed, and then, before dozing back off, I heard something at the door: like someone tinkering with the door handle. I rushed over quietly and pressed my eye to the peephole, seeing someone in a hotel outfit. I threw the door open and snapped. “What are you doing!?”

It was a young woman, looking absolutely terrified now. She stared at me for a moment and then said, “This was sent to you.”

It was a box. “What is it?” I asked, eyeing the clock. It was 5:00 AM. Who was sending me packages at 5?

“Someone sent,” she said, with terrible English.
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I took the box, which was about the size of a small moving box, and I took it into my room. In the box was a copy of my passport, send fresh from the Canadian embassy. Mr. Gregor must have pulled some strings, somehow; I suppose that it was daytime over in Canada. Also in the box was some cash: enough to pay for flights and hotels and meals. He’d also included a pair of jeans, and three white T-shirt, some boxer briefs, and socks. My God! I wanted to kiss him on the face!

But at the bottom of the box was something else: a tiny little lace minidress. I don’t know how it ended up in that box. It was surely a mistake. I lifted it out and shook my head. I put it aside, planning to leave it in that hotel room. I didn’t think much else of it. Then, I saw in the box another feminine garment: a woman’s satin nightgown, which was amazingly soft to the touch. I remembered sleeping in one just like it a few nights before: embarrassing to wear, no doubt, but also unquestionably comfortable.

I put it aside and rolled over to go to sleep.

After lying in bed for a while, unable to sleep, I began to feel a cold draft permeating the room. The chill seemed to get right into my bones. I tugged at the thin hotel blanket, but it provided little warmth.

I turned my gaze to the woman's satin nightgown, lying casually across the room. I felt my cheeks heat up at the mere thought of wearing it again, especially after everything I’d been through. The memories of Ms. Volkov’s house were still vivid, making the humiliation fresh in my mind.

But the nightgown’s alluring softness was tempting. The room felt colder by the minute, and I was reminded of its undeniable comfort when I'd worn one just like it in the mansion. I thought, "Just one night, just for comfort, no one will know."

I hesitated for a few moments longer, arguing internally with myself. The rational side reminded me of the shame I felt when Ms. Volkov forced me into one. But another voice, a calmer, quieter one, argued that it was just a piece of fabric; and if it could grant me a comfortable night's sleep, then why not?

With a resigned sigh, I finally got out of bed and slipped into the nightgown. It felt as soft as I remembered, wrapping around me in a gentle embrace. The cold draft was immediately replaced with warmth and comfort.

I walked past the mirror and couldn’t help but chuckle. Despite my initial reservations, I felt surprisingly... good. Lighter, even. I realized that wearing the nightgown of my own volition took away some of the sting from my earlier experience. This time, it was my choice, not one forced upon me by a deranged demon-woman.

Allowing myself a small grin, I got back into bed. The cozy feeling of the satin enveloping my skin brought a sense of relief. And, soon enough, lulled by its soft touch, I drifted off into a deep, restful sleep.

And I had a dream… at least I think it was a dream. A woman came into my room, dressed in lingerie, putting her finger to her lips before climbing onto my bed. She pulled back the covers and fell upon me, lips pressing against mine. We fondled each other while we kissed, and then, she walked over me, on her knees, until her crotch was at my face. Gently, she pulled her panties aside and let her long, erect cock flip out. She pulled my mouth open with her gentle fingers and plunged her shaft onto my tongue, forcing me to suck her. I did it, feeling strange, feeling out of my element… but I still somehow felt excited by the strangeness of it all.

Dripping with spit, she took her cock and slid back down. She spread out my legs and pushed into me, penetrating me, stripping me of my anal virginity as she began to pump. We kissed again, her cock exploring inside of me. Each thrust was harder than the one before it. She sunk her tongue into my mouth while her penis plunged my anus: two parts of her inside of me at once…

And then she came, pulsing gushes of hot, thick fluid into me. She shushed me again as she snuck out of the room, giggling. I was in a strange state of euphoria. I remained in that state of euphoria until I dozed off again.

Was it a dream? It must have been. It was too surreal—and I was no acting like myself. There was no way that I would allow some stranger into my bed in the middle of the night! There was no way I would allow anyone—never mind a stranger—to penetrate me.

But somehow, it seemed so real.
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The morning sun flooded the room, the sounds of the bustling town below rousing me from sleep. Groggily sitting up, it took me a moment to reconcile the soft sensation of the nightgown against my skin with the haunting memories of Ms. Volkov's mansion.

With a chuckle, I decided it was high time to leave that chapter behind. I quickly changed into the jeans and t-shirt Mr. Gregor had thoughtfully sent over.

In the hotel lobby, I checked out, catching a knowing smile from the clerk who'd assisted me the night before. My face flushed, hoping he hadn’t glimpsed my odd choice of sleepwear. After murmuring a thank you in my broken Russian, I left the hotel, laser-focused on the next stage of my journey.

The local train station was my first stop. With little difficulty, I managed to snag a ticket to the nearest Polish border town. As the train sped on, I was lost in the vast landscapes outside, mulling over all I'd experienced. Time seemed to fly, and soon enough, I was stepping into Poland.

The familiar European feel and pace of the border town invigorated me. The entire ordeal with Ms. Volkov felt like a distant nightmare, even if it had only been a few days ago. In a bustling cafe, after securing a WiFi connection, I booked a direct flight from Warsaw to Toronto using the funds from Mr. Gregor.

Making my way to the Warsaw Chopin Airport, everything felt simple and ordinary. Such a stark contrast to the unnerving luxury and danger of Ms. Volkov's residence.

At the airport, the standard security checks felt reassuringly mundane. Though the officer inspected my new passport a bit longer than I would've liked, the familiarity of an international airport was pure comfort.

Finally, I settled into my seat on the plane. The familiar hum of the engines and the soft chatter around me felt almost dreamlike. As we took off, Europe disappeared beneath the clouds, taking with it the memories of Ms. Volkov and her mysterious mansion.

Canada was on the horizon, and all I could think about was the comfort of my own bed and the familiarity of home. The harrowing chapter was over. As we soared through the skies, a weight lifted from my shoulders. I was heading home.

Mr. Gregor met me at the airport. He hugged me like a man hugging his son, and then he patted me on the back. “We thought we’d lost you, Aaron,” he said. “This isn’t something we will do again. And I take full responsibility for allowing this to happen; I should have said no. I should have put my foot down and prioritized your safety and wellbeing over selling some… slum! What was I thinking!? Why did I do that to you, Aaron? I’m so sorry—but so happy to see that you’re fine—and you look just fine! There’s not a scratch on you, and considering you just travelled from one end of a war-zone to the other!”

I showed him the money from Ms. Volkov. “The full amount is here, so we can process the transfer—and take the fifteen-percent commission.”

He gave me another pat on the shoulder. “Aaron, I want you to take the full commission.”
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“I couldn’t.”

“You must,” he said. “I can’t possibly sleep in good conscience, knowing that I took a dime of this from you. This was your work—and I don’t think any agent has ever put so much work into the sale of a house. You deserve every dime, Dennison. Take it, spend it, save it, invest it—whatever you want; the money is yours.”

I tried again to get him to take a piece of the money, but he wouldn’t take it. He wanted me to have it—and after leaving without Ms. Volkov’s tip, maybe I felt like I deserved it.

“I had to top it up with the cash you sent me,” I told him. “And by the way, thank you so much for doing that—and facilitating the new passport; you saved me days—maybe even weeks of being stuck in Poland, at the embassy. And can you imagine how tricky it would have been to explain the whole situation?”

He stared at me strangely for a moment before saying, “I didn’t send you money or a passport.”

“You did—yesterday morning. You sent a passport, clothes, and cash.”

“I didn’t,” he said.

“You… You didn’t?” I asked.

He shook his head.

“Someone else from the agency, surely.”

“I didn’t pass along your update until the next day, Aaron. Maybe your parents? I called them right away. Maybe they told one of your relatives.”

“But how would they get me a passport?”

“How would I?” he said with a laugh. He stared at me for a long moment as my stomach churned. If not him—then who?

My heart sank, and an unsettling feeling washed over me. If it wasn't Mr. Gregor or someone from my family, then who could it possibly be? The insidious thought crept into my mind—had it been Ms. Volkov? No, it couldn't be; she'd have no reason to help me escape.

But if not her, then who? Was I still being watched? I felt a sudden chill despite being inside the warm airport terminal.

Mr. Gregor seemed to sense my disquiet. "Look, Aaron, let's not think about that for now. What matters is that you're safe and you're back home. We can figure out this mystery later."

I nodded, doing my best to push my unsettled thoughts aside. Mr. Gregor was right; I was safe now, back in familiar territory.

"Let's go get some Tim Hortons," Mr. Gregor said, a smile returning to his face. "You must be missing it after all that time in Eastern Europe."

The thought of a warm cup of coffee and a Timbit did bring a genuine smile to my face. "You have no idea," I responded.

As we walked out of the terminal, the mystery still weighed on my mind, but it was overshadowed by the relief of being home. Perhaps some questions are better left unanswered—at least for now. Still, as we stepped outside, I couldn't shake the feeling that this chapter of my life was not completely closed.
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The duffel bag sat on my bed like an unopened time capsule, holding fragments of an experience I was not eager to revisit. A few days had gone by since my return to Canada. I knew it wouldn’t take more than ten minutes to unpack those few items and sort them away, but there was just something terrible about the idea of revisiting that awful trip… it took a strange amount of courage to get around to it.

Finally, I decided it was the day—I needed to unpack. Reluctantly, I unzipped the bag and started pulling out its contents: the underwear, the shirts, and the rest of that haul that had been gifted to me by a mysterious sender. I’d been so sure that Mr. Gregor was the responsible party, but he was so certain that he had nothing to do with it. And I understood that whoever it was—maybe a coworker or a friend or a family member—didn’t want to boast or brag, and they just wanted to help me quietly and without the expectation of recognition or compensation, but really, they were doing more harm than good; the unknowing was driving me mental. I kept wondering if it was Ms. Volkov who orchestrated this whole thing—and if so, did that mean that she was okay with me leaving? And if that was true, then why?

And if it was she, then why not take the credit? Was it meant to be some sort of peace offering?

I kept unpacking, trying not to dwell on those topics that had been all I’d thought of for the past few days.

There it was, nestled at the bottom: the lace minidress. It was a hypnotic shade of royal blue, the kind of colour that captivates and holds the gaze, drawing you into its depths. The lacework was intricate, a labyrinth of delicate floral patterns that looked like they were woven by an artist rather than made by a machine. It was almost painfully beautiful.

As my fingertips made contact, an unusual warmth tingled up my arms and flooded my body. I felt an unexpected compulsion to try it on. The very thought jolted me. It felt like a betrayal to my own identity, to the masculinity I had always taken for granted. I couldn't—shouldn't—want to put it on. But why did part of me argue otherwise?

The dress stirred memories of that haunting time at Ms. Volkov's house. The very thought of revisiting that experience, of reentering the feminine attire I'd been forced into, filled me with dread and humiliation. I'd hated every moment of that degradation, hadn't I?
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And yet, and yet... something in the soft whisper of the lace seemed to say otherwise. What was this inexplicable pull? The dress, this object of feminine allure, beckoned to me, relentless, and I resented it even as a part of me was shamefully tempted.

"No," I muttered, my voice tinged with bitterness and confusion. I angrily folded the dress and shoved it back into the bag, zipping it up as though I could lock away the disquieting feelings it had provoked.

Who had sent me this package? Why had they included this... this thing? I shook my head. It was all part of a puzzle whose pieces I was not eager to touch, let alone assemble.

“A cursed thing, for a cursed person,” I said to myself. But this time the words felt like a self-imposed curse.

I put the bag away, averting my eyes as if the fabric could see me, could sense my unsettling mix of apprehension and temptation.

But the small voice that had whispered at the edge of my consciousness was not so easily silenced. It told me this was a chapter still waiting to be written, a door waiting to be opened.

A week went by. Each day was better than the last. Memories of being a prisoner in that gothic mansion were beginning to fade—still dreadful, still stealing away hours of sleep—but becoming something more tolerable. I was starting to make sense of some of the more ‘mystical’ events that I’d witnessed within those stone walls. There were explanations for them all, I was sure of it. Ms. Volkov was an evil woman, but she was not some sort of magical demon.

I sat at my desk at the real estate agency, flipping through property listings and preparing for the next round of client meetings. It was a typical day, in many respects, one that I was trying to keep as uneventful as possible given recent events.

Mid-morning, I felt the need to use the restroom, as one does. I got up from my desk, straightening my tie and walking past the maze of cubicles, exchanging casual nods with coworkers. As I closed the restroom door behind me and stepped up to the urinal, something felt… off.

When I unbuckled my belt, I felt an unfamiliar texture around my waist. Startled, I looked down and froze.

I was wearing women’s panties.

They were black lace, the material both foreign and strangely familiar. My mind raced, frantically sifting through the morning's foggy memories. I'd been running on fumes, my coffee maker had broken down, and I’d been up late working on a property listing. Dressing had been an automated blur.

Had I put these on by accident? No, that was impossible, wasn't it? And yet, here they were. Where could they have come from? A cold sweat formed on my brow as a series of uninvited thoughts invaded my mind: Had someone broken into my house? Was this some kind of prank?

Perhaps it was that cursed duffel bag, I thought, suddenly seeing a connection. But why would I have mixed them up with my regular underwear? I’d never bought or owned anything like this before. I couldn't have.

My God, I needed to dispose of that bag. Some terrible energy must have rubbed off on it, passing from the hands of the terrible Ms. Volkov, to me.

Quickly, I took the panties off, balling them up and shoving them deep into the pocket of my coat hanging on the restroom door. I pulled up my pants, my face flushed with embarrassment and confusion, and hurriedly washed my hands. As I stared into the mirror, my reflection seemed to taunt me, eyes almost asking, "Who are you?"

My hands were shaking as I exited the restroom. I tried to regain my composure, aware that I couldn’t afford to appear unsettled in the middle of the office.

I returned to my desk, sitting down gingerly as though the chair might betray me next. I couldn’t focus. My eyes scanned the documents in front of me, but the words blurred into incomprehensible squiggles.

The tingling sensation I felt when I touched the lace dress a few days ago returned, but this time, it felt like an electric shock coursing through my veins. Something was happening—something I didn't understand and couldn't control.

The small voice that whispered at the edge of my consciousness grew louder, yet more enigmatic. It was as though some unknown chapter in my life had started writing itself, a chapter filled with questions, each one more unsettling than the last.

I found myself gripping my desk to steady my shaking hands. I knew that I couldn't ignore this much longer, that these odd occurrences were fragments of a larger puzzle that demanded to be solved. But did I even want to know the answers? And what would those answers say about me?

Days of dread followed. Every morning, as I dressed, I was on edge, constantly checking myself to make sure I was putting on the clothes that I meant to put on; I felt like a senior suffering from a terrible dementia, unable to trust my own actions, worried that any automatic movement would betray me.

It didn’t happen again—until it did, this time after a long, long day of showing homes to a new client. They had me driving from one end of the city to the other, and then back again, as they considered all of their options down to tiny details. We went from house to house, late into the night. They were interested in one particular house, which was near the airport. They wanted to see what it was like inside of the house, at night, when airplanes were landing at the airport. I entertained them—even though I’d been up since 4:00 AM, working on listings that had fast-approaching deadlines.

I hardly remembered stumbling into my home, heading straight for the bed. I changed into my night clothes and slipped under the covers, and it wasn’t until morning, when I was rousing, that I realized that I wasn’t wearing my proper night clothes—but that lacy nightgown.

My eyes snapped open and for a moment, I felt disoriented. The fabric that clung to me felt too soft, too silky to be my typical sleepwear. I glanced down and my heart sank.

I was wearing the lacy nightgown. The royal blue hue was the same as the dress I'd discovered earlier; intricate lace designs etched its surface, delicate as cobwebs yet resilient, like the creeping questions that tangled my thoughts. It felt weightless and yet heavy with significance.

How did I end up in this? My last memory of the night was staggering through my front door, mind foggy from the day's exhaustion. I thought I’d pulled on my usual cotton pyjamas. I'd thought— but could I trust my thoughts anymore? My memories?

My hands began to tremble as they often did these days. I stood up, intending to change, but then I caught a glimpse of myself in the full-length mirror. A strange man stared back at me, a man veiled in feminine fabric, a contradiction woven in threads of unsettling reality.
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The absurdity and confusion of it all made my head spin. Why did the garment feel both repellent and oddly comforting? I felt humiliated, emasculated, and yet... why didn't I want to tear it off immediately?

I didn’t look bad in the outfit. I’d seen men wearing women’s clothing before—on TV, online, in the news, and so on—and often, they looked silly, but that was not the case now. Now, the little garment actually framed me in a sweet sort of way. It made me look delicate. It made me look… cute. I stood for a moment, catching myself grinning, catching myself blushing. I turned left and right, and then I caught myself posing.

I bit my lip. I was enjoying this—but that realization just led to dread.

As I peeled off the nightgown, still staring at my reflection, it felt like I was shedding a second skin, one that I never knew I had, or one that was newly growing—either way, a part of me.

I folded the nightgown, handling it like evidence at a crime scene, and placed it back into the drawer. And that’s when I saw them—the black lace panties from the office mishap—right there, folded neatly as though they belonged among my regular clothes. I didn’t remember putting them there, but then again, there was a lot I didn’t remember or understand these days.

Shaking my head, I dressed in my usual work attire—slacks, shirt, tie—and tried to push the morning’s events into the recesses of my mind. I had another busy day ahead, clients to meet, homes to show. No time to mull over the inexplicable.

But as I sat in traffic later, my mind wandered again to the uninvited garments that had infiltrated my life, the disquieting questions they raised, and the indefinable emotions they evoked.

Who was I becoming? Or had I always been this person, buried under layers of societal expectation and self-denial? The more I tried to ignore these questions, the more persistent they became.
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At 3:15 PM two days later, I was on my way to meet with a new client at a cafe. We were going to talk about their wish-list and their expectations. I already had a good idea of what they wanted, and their budget, and the two were quite far off from one another, so really, the talk was going to be more along the lines of ‘unfortunately, this is actually what you can afford.’ Talks like these were always tricky, and somewhat dreadful; I never enjoyed watched the job drain from the faces of a young couple.

I was just a few blocks away when it dawned on me that I was passing the house that had been purchased by Ms. Volkov—whether she properly understood that she bought it or not. The papers had been processed and the agency had accepted the money—and the deed had been made out in her name. But she was so unimaginably rich, there was a chance that she’d forgotten all about the purchase, and it would default back to the county once she missed a share of tax payments—or failed to register with the property tax department altogether.

But, to my great shock, there were lights on within the house as I passed. The lockbox had been removed, suggesting that she’d gotten her keys and taken it. The SOLD sign was also gone—possibly stolen, but it was just as possible that Ms. Volkov was inside of that house, now residing in Canada.

A shiver ran down my spine as I rolled by. I swear I could suddenly feel her familiar gaze, watching me, scrutinizing me. And a moment later, I swear to you on my mother’s grave that I heard howling. All of the neighbourhood dogs, seemingly in unison, began to howl as if at a full moon, though it was the middle of the day. And I wasn’t the only to notice the phenomenon; I saw strangers in the streets stopping and peering around, stunned by the canine chorus. I knew—though I didn’t know how—that Ms. Volkov could somehow command wolves, and perhaps dogs as well. Was this her way of letting me know that she could see me?
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There was more still. A block away, I saw a young woman emerging from a clothing store. She looked frightening familiar—maybe an old client or… No! She was one of Ms. Volkov’s assistants: the girl who put my makeup on for that horrible painting session!

I nearly crashed my car trying to look back at her. Was it really her, or was my brain playing tricks on me?

My God! The dread that was now churning in my gut was unbearable. I reached the cafe and met with the young couple, but my mind was scattered. I kept stumbling and stuttering as I tried to speak, and they seemed confused. “So is it something we can afford or not?” asked the man, and my answer was just as vague and confusing to myself as it must have been to them; they just stared at me, probably considering changing agencies.

“Would you excuse me?” I said. “I just need to use the bathroom.”

My plan was to splash water on my face. I got into the bathroom, locked the door, and I splashed the water: cold and sobering. Then, I reached high for a fresh roll of paper towel, as the one on the holder was spent. As I reached, my shirt pulled out from my trousers, and then I saw the panties peeking out.

I gasped. I unzipped my fly, and sure enough, I was wearing panties: red panties—and there was more! I was shaved! My crotch was hairless and so were my legs.

Now, I knew that I couldn’t have possibly done it automatically without knowing. Putting on panties was already inconceivable enough.

I felt sick. I paced the bathroom, and then finally returned to the couple and told them, “Let’s resume this talk another day. I’m afraid I’m not feeling so well.” They looked at me as if looking at a man with rotting boils and festering cysts on his face. I hurried out of the cafe, humiliated, and went straight home to change. Then, I began to tear up my bedroom, looking to find hidden garments—and I found them: some under the bed, some in the closet, some right in my dresser, underneath dress shirts and slacks. There was lingerie, minidresses, skirts, panties, stockings, fishnets, and accessories like chokers and necklaces. “It’s impossible!” I shouted. Someone must have been fooling with me, breaking into my home… and possibly even drugging me. And if they were drugging me and changing me, what else were they doing to me? Oh God, I felt so vulnerable, and so… helpless.

I knew that it was Ms. Volkov—or one of her servants. Like a vampire, coming into the room in a mist, using hypnotism. God only knows what she’d been whispering into my ear! And then her familiars, her servants: those girls who were once boys. And how many of them were there? I tried to remember them; I was sure, positively, that I’d seen four different young women, not including Ms. Volkov. And I knew, for sure, that three of them had been males. And the things the one young woman had told me, begging me to leave before I became like one of them. Was that her plan? Was the whole scheme just to lure me into her mansion so that she could chip away at my sanity and my masculinity. And was she just continuing her scheme now, with me out of her grasp?

Was I really out from her grasp?

It was that very night that I woke up to the sound of footsteps within my own home. I was frozen with terror, naturally. I dreadfully turned away from my bedroom door and shut my eyes, like a child, sure that if I couldn’t see the beast, it wouldn’t see me.

I heard something enter my room. I wanted to cry—but then, suddenly, I had the courage to jump out of bed, ready to fight. “Who’s there!?” I roared. But nobody was there. I flew through the house, sure that I would find someone—or a sign that someone had been there, but the doors were locked, windows shut—and nothing disturbed.

Was she in my home, spying on me? Or was it just a nightmare?

It was the very next day that I received a package from Amazon. It was a wrong delivery, to the wrong address, but I didn’t catch the wrong-name on the label until it was too late and the package had been opened: a small minidress with a pleated skirt and a low cut top.

My heart fluttered. I put it back into the box and walked five houses down to the correct house. I knocked, and planned to leave the box on the step, where it belonged, and then a woman stepped out. “Can I help you?”

“This came to me; I didn’t realize it wasn’t for me until I opened it. I’m terribly sorry.”

She picked it up, looked in the box, and then shook her head. “I didn’t order this.” Then, she eyed the label. “Oh dear.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“Well, the woman who ordered this… my gosh, I’m not sure how this happened…”

“What is it?” I asked again.”

“Well, she passed away almost a year ago. She used to rent a room in the basement. She found out she had cancer and died just a few months later—a terrible tragedy, as she was only 33. Well—she must have ordered this and it must have just taken this long to finally arrive. Maybe it got wrapped up at customs. Anyway—she’s gone.”

“What should I do with it then?” I asked.

“I suppose take it to a donation bin,” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

“Couldn’t you just wear it? Maybe that would have made her happy.”

She smiled and blushed. “It’s too small for me, I’m afraid. Maybe if I lost… forty pounds! Ha!” She shook her head, and then she went back inside, leaving that box with me. So I took it home, and then it sat on my table, seeming to stare at me wherever I went.

The terrible presence of the dress put ideas into my head. It was only an hour before I had the idea to satisfy the curiosities, and to get this whole thing out from my system. I would wear the dress one time, feel it against my skin—and maybe wear it for a few minutes until I’d demystified whatever it was that was nagging at me—and then I would fold up the dress and take it to a donation bin.

And I thought I would look at myself in the dress and simply roll my eyes, though that wasn’t the case. I saw myself and paused, jaw slacking as I stared upon myself. It was almost as though the dress had changed the shape of me entirely. It was like my torso had shortened and my legs and stretched out. It was as if my waist had sucked in and my hips had bulged out. It even looked like I had small breasts while the dress was on—like my nipples were larger and perkier, almost like the nipples of a woman.

The sight of myself was fascinating at first, and then, as the time passed, the fascination turned to captivation. I kept staring at myself, in awe of what a simple dress could do to me. I hadn’t forgotten Ms. Volkov’s painting, seeing the feminine beauty that she apparently saw when looking at me. Maybe her painting wasn’t quite as exaggerated as I originally thought; maybe she saw something in me that I was only just noticing now, thousands of miles away from her terrible mansion.

So out of curiosity, I found one of those mysterious garments that had found its way into my house. I tried it on: another little dress with a flared skirt. I spun around in front of the mirror, and then I caught myself blushing.

Then, finally, I managed to force myself to take it all off—for a few hours at least. But when it was time to retire to my bed, I noticed the little satin nightgown that had felt so comfortable in the past. Its allure was strong—simply because it was more comfortable than any sleeping attire I owned. I figured that wearing it to sleep wouldn’t be too much of an assault on my masculinity, so I wore it to sleep.

But maybe that was a mistake. Maybe I was allowing this feminine spirit into my soul, and getting it out wouldn’t be nearly as simple as it was to let it in.

At noon the next day, Mr. Gregor phoned me and asked me to meet with one of his clients. He had to run to the hospital, to meet with a sick uncle, and this client was very important to him. So I cleared my schedule and headed to the marked address, which was a wig store. I didn’t think much of it, until I was inside and we began talking about a new commercial space that they were interested in.

They were new clients; they hadn’t even met Mr. Gregor, but had only reached out via email to him the day before. They wanted to expand their wig shop into a downtown space, which was three-times the size, capable of holding a great deal of stock, which would make them the country’s biggest wig store. Now, they’d already sold their current space and were on a tight timeline to move. We discussed their options—and then, I made them a personal offer, to ensure we would keep their business (they were hoping to buy a 3-million dollar property, with cash); I told them that they could store their stock at our agency’s storage facility until they relocated. We kept a large storage locker for special clients.

That very afternoon, we had a moving truck sent to their place, to pick up all of those boxed and bagged wigs. But only about 90% of the stock would fit in that storage locker. They had a great many wigs. “What are we going to do here?” asked Mr. Gregor when he arrived, from the hospital, and saw the huge stack of wigs that still needed a temporary home.
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“Keep them at my place. I have a spare room that would fit them, and it hardly gets any use.”

“Are you sure, Aaron?” he asked. “It could be months.”

“I’m happy to help.”

He gave me a pat on the back. “And that’s why I made you junior partner.”

So that evening, the truck took the remaining stock to my house and unloaded about three thousand wigs into my spare bedroom.

And that night, overwhelmed with curiosity, I snuck into that room and picked out a blonde wig. I put it on, along with the little white dress from the day before. I found myself in front of the mirror for an hour… and then two hours. I tried on different outfits. I lost track of time. I kept catching myself blushing, grinning—and even giggling. I put on the panties. I tried on the lingerie. I did this until well into the night, and then I finally noticed that it was 3:00 AM, and I realized that this had gotten way out of control, so I stuffed everything back into a box and went to sleep.

And the strangeness came the next day when Mr. Gregor sent me a message asking me to meet with another client, this time a woman who did bridal makeup out of her home. She was recently told that she needed to own a commercial space to continue her work, legally, so she was interested in looking at cheap commercial properties. We spoke for two hours, and then she handed me a makeup kit. “What is this for?” I asked.

“It’s a gift—for your wife, or girlfriend, or sister. It’s a thank you for meeting with me.”

I smiled and nodded and accepted the gift. Then, I went home and practised my own makeup, with a wig, with a dress—and it wasn’t until the next day, when I saw Mr. Gregor, that I was told that I’d missed my meeting the previous day. “What are you on about?” I said. “I spoke with her for over an hour!”

“She said you never showed up.”

“The makeup woman!?” I said.

“Makeup woman? What are you on about?” he said. “You were supposed to meet with Ms. Andrews about a willed property transfer!”

And I was stunned. I checked my phone, but now, the old messages from Ms. Gregor weren’t there. “So who did I speak with?” I asked. “Who did I spend over an hour with, talking about commercial spaces?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “You’ve been quite spaced out lately, Dennison,” he said. “Maybe you need to take a leave, for a week or two. I’m worried about your… mental health. I’m sure it has to do with your time in Ukraine; that was certainly traumatic.”

My cheeks flushed hot and red as Mr. Gregor stared at me, his eyes softening from irritation to concern.

"I assure you, Mr. Gregor, I'm absolutely fine. Just a bit stressed from all the recent changes, I suppose. I don't need any leave; I can handle everything." The words tumbled out of my mouth in a hurried stream, desperate to put an end to this bizarre and disorienting conversation.

Mr. Gregor looked at me for a long moment before finally breaking the silence. "Aaron, are you... wearing makeup?"

My heart sank. "Makeup? What are you talking about?"

He leaned a little closer, scrutinizing my face. "Your eyes, Aaron. There's something around them. It looks like... smeared eyeliner?"

My mind raced. I had been so careful last night, so meticulous about removing every trace of the makeup I'd experimented with. At least, I thought I had been. How could I have missed it?

"Mental health leave might not be such a bad idea after all," Mr. Gregor added softly, but the suggestion felt like a heavy blow, underlining the humiliation and vulnerability I felt.

The room started to feel unbearably warm, my shirt collar constricting. I pressed my lips together, fighting back a wave of emotion. "I think you're mistaken," I stammered, barely recognizing my own voice. "Must be the lighting in here."

Mr. Gregor sighed, his face lined with a mix of confusion and worry. "Aaron, I've seen a lot of things in my time, but I've never seen an employee go through... whatever it is you're going through. If you need to talk, my door is always open. But if you need to take some time off to sort yourself out, consider it authorized."

"I appreciate that, sir," I said, mustering as much dignity as I could. "But I'm really fine. I can manage."

He nodded slowly, his eyes still filled with concern, then walked away. As I stood there alone, I felt like the ground had been pulled out from beneath me. What was happening to me? The lines between my personal experiments and my professional life, the very boundaries of my identity, seemed to blur and shift until they were unrecognizable.

Before going home that evening, I took one last look in the bathroom mirror at work, rubbing away the last smudge of eyeliner that had apparently managed to escape my earlier clean-up. I was not going to let this define me.

But as I pulled into my driveway, the boxes of wigs in my spare room, the lace garments, and the now partially-used makeup kit filled my thoughts. Each of these things was a thread in a tapestry I didn't understand, a story that seemed to be writing itself whether I wanted it to or not.

As I walked into my home, I made a promise to myself: no more. No more trying on clothes or wigs, no more makeup, no more delving into whatever this was. I was Aaron Dennison, junior partner, responsible, reliable, and completely in control of my life. And I was going to prove it, to Mr. Gregor, and more importantly, to myself.

But even as I made that promise, I knew it was one that would be exceedingly difficult to keep. Because a part of me didn't want to keep it, a part that was growing more persistent, more compelling, with each passing day.

And so, as night fell, I found myself standing once more before the mirror, my reflection a question mark, a riddle, a mystery that was simultaneously terrifying and, I had to admit, exhilarating to explore.
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Iwoke up the next morning in full feminine attire, which I know that I did not put on before bed: a nighttime camisole (satin), and a pair of soft satin panties, warm cotton stockings, and a wing, which was cross-pinned to my hair, making it very hard to remove: a technique that I’d never even learned.

It was clear that another force was at work. Maybe it was hypnotism, or maybe it was full-blown possession. Some other entity was manipulating me: my brain, and my environment. It was also clear that it was only going to get worse.

This terrible affliction was growing.

As I stepped out of the shower, wrapping a towel around my waist, I found my eyes drawn towards the satin camisole and panties I'd found myself in this morning. They were folded neatly on the edge of the bathroom sink, almost as if taunting me. My fingers itched to touch the soft fabric again, to experience the thrilling and confusing feelings they evoked in me.

No, I shook my head fiercely. I had to stay focused. I had to get to the bottom of this before it spiralled completely out of control. Ms. Volkov was my best lead, the one person who might have answers. Quickly, I got dressed in my usual attire: slacks, a button-up shirt, tie, and blazer: a suit of armour against the inexplicable urges that seemed to be growing stronger every day.

I grabbed my briefcase and keys, heading towards the door. But as I moved through my home, I couldn't help but glance back towards the spare room, where boxes of wigs and delicate pieces of clothing were hidden away. I gritted my teeth and stepped out of the house, locking the door behind me.

The drive to Ms. Volkov's place was both illuminating and maddening. I found myself turning my head almost unconsciously every time I passed a women's clothing store. The glimmering window displays of high heels, skirts, and flowery blouses were pulling at me like magnets.

What was happening? Why was it so hard to resist these urges?

At one point, I even found myself pulling into a parking space in front of a boutique. I sat there gripping the steering wheel as if it were a lifeline. "No," I whispered to myself, "I need answers. I can't give in." With great effort, I pulled out of the parking spot and continued my drive.

Finally, I arrived at Ms. Volkov's residence. My palms were sweaty as I gripped the steering wheel. I was suddenly an anxious mess, struggling to control my own breathing. My mouth was dry.

I could feel her presence, as if she was looming over my shoulders. I could feel her fingertips against the sides of my skull, as if she was trying to burrow her fingers into my brain. “It’s impossible…” I whispered.

I could feel her watching me; I knew she was watching me—maybe from a window, or maybe from some crystal ball in her hellish pit where she dwelled during the days.

I went to the door, starting to tremble—sweat forming on the back of my neck.

I stood at the edge of her front yard, staring at the door as if it were a gateway to some unfathomable abyss. My hand hovered in the air, unable to complete the final movement needed to knock. It was as though an invisible force was stopping me, or perhaps it was the crippling weight of my own doubts and fears.

"What are you doing?" I muttered under my breath, scolding myself. "You need answers, Aaron. You can't keep running from this."

I could feel an invisible tug-of-war happening within me. Part of me was inexplicably drawn to Ms. Volkov's house, as if some spectral hand were pulling me towards it. Another part, the rational part, wanted to turn back, to get as far away as possible.

I glanced back at my car. It was just a few steps away, offering a retreat from all this madness. But could I really run away? Even if I did, would it end? Would I ever be free?

My heart pounded in my chest, each beat echoing loudly in my ears. I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with air, as if trying to inhale courage itself.

"This is it," I thought. "Just lift your hand and knock."

With a surge of newfound determination, I lifted my hand and knocked sharply on the door. And then I waited. The seconds stretched into minutes, but no one came to the door.

As I was about to knock again, a voice called out from next door. "You looking for someone?"

I turned to find a middle-aged man, eyeing me with a mix of curiosity and caution.

"Ah, yes," I stuttered. "I was looking for Ms. Volkov. Is she home?"

The man looked perplexed, then let out a slow chuckle. "Ms. Volkov? This house has been abandoned for almost two decades. No one lives here I’m afraid you have the wrong house.”

I felt my knees weaken, as if the ground beneath me had suddenly turned into quicksand. “I think you’re mistaken. She purchased the home three weeks ago. I saw the lights on just the other day.”

He stared at me strangely. “I work from home. I’m here all day. I’ve never seen a soul go in or out of that house, and I’ve certainly never seen any lights on. Are you sure you’ve got the right place?”

“Am I sure? I know it. I was the one who sold the house. I’ve been inside. I’ve taken pictures of every room. I’m sure that Ms. Volkov lives here.” I turned away from the neighbour and knocked again. “Ms. Volkov!” I called out, suddenly feeling frustrated, and desperate for answers.

The neighbour just stood there, watching me.

But I remembered that Ms. Volkov wasn’t active during the day; she would vanish for long periods of time and the appear casually as if never gone. So I left for twelve hours, and then returned, at night.

Now, there were lights on upstairs in the house! I wanted to go to the neighbour and grab him and force him to look at the house so I could say, “See!? I was right and you were wrong!”

But instead, I went straight for the door and knocked, standing tall, ready to confront the alleged demon-woman—and demand that she free me from whatever spell she’d put on me.

My knuckles rapped against the door with a sense of urgency, the sound reverberating through the silent night air. I listened intently for any signs of life from within the house, but nothing came. The lights that had been on upstairs seemed to mock me, adding to my mounting frustration.

"Ms. Volkov!" I called out again, louder this time, my voice tinged with desperation. Still, no answer came.
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Torn between my need for answers and the understanding that entering someone's house uninvited crossed boundaries—especially as a real estate agent (such an act could put my license to work in jeopardy)—I hesitated for just a moment. But the temptation was too strong; something inside me compelled me to reach out. With a trembling hand, I turned the doorknob, and much to my surprise, it yielded. The door creaked open as if inviting me into the belly of some malevolent beast.

I stepped inside, the air around me suddenly feeling colder, as if the house itself were inhaling, drawing me into its depths. "Ms. Volkov, are you here? It's Aaron, from the real estate agency. We need to talk."

My words seemed to be swallowed up by the dark walls, absorbed into the uncanny stillness of the house. I looked around the entrance hall; it was just as I remembered it, only more oppressive, as if the walls had closed in since my last visit.

Summoning every ounce of courage, I ventured deeper into the house. My footsteps echoed through the hallway, a haunting melody that only heightened my sense of dread. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being watched, that some unseen eyes were tracking my every move. The light from my phone’s flashlight danced around the room, casting eerie shadows that seemed to writhe and move as if possessed.

I paused, noticing a soft light: pinkish in hue, coming from underneath a doorway at the end of the hall. “Ms. Volkov?” I called out. “I’m not trying to be intrusive, but we do need to talk.”

No answer.

I moved towards the door. I knocked, and waited, and then I pushed it open.

The room had been renovated: fixed up from floor to ceiling. The walls were covered in a cute soft pink wallpaper with white pinstripes.

There was a bed, and on the bed were outfit: small slips, nightgowns, lingerie teddies, a lace minidress, a blouse, a skirt, and accessories like bracelets, necklaces, and earrings.

“What is this?” I asked, heart beginning to race. There was an allure to the spread, but I wouldn’t allow myself to touch it. I knew that this was part of her horrible trap. She knew I was going to come into her house, and she set this up—but I wasn’t going to fall for it. “Ms. Volkov!” I shouted. “Come out, now! No more of this!”

There was no answer, so I continued through the house. I spotted another lit room behind a closed door: light seeping across the uneven floorboards like a mist. “Ms. Volkov!” I shouted.

I grabbed the handle and threw the door open. There was another room, recently renovated (against code, surely, as there was no way she had that wallpaper approved by the Heritage Committee, and in such a short period of time), and with a bed, covered in racy little feminine outfits. I felt that pull again: that urge to just give in and be at her mercy.

My heart pounded in my chest as I surveyed the second room, fighting the visceral urge that gripped me. I could feel a tempest raging inside me, a complex tangle of emotions I couldn't begin to understand. With every fibre of my being, I wanted to escape, but I also knew I had to find Ms. Volkov. Answers were within my reach; I could feel it.

With a deep breath, I stepped back into the hallway. I needed to find her, to put an end to this spiralling nightmare. My flashlight beam swept the staircase leading to the upper floor, the treads swallowed in dark shadow.

With each step, the creaks of the wooden stairs seemed to grow louder, as if amplifying my fear, stretching my nerves to their breaking point. I reached the landing and paused, catching my breath, my hand clenched tightly around the flashlight.

I scanned the darkened hall, and my light fell on the door to the study, partially ajar and emanating a soft glow. I approached cautiously, pushing the door open with one tentative hand.

"Ms. Volkov?"

Ms. Volkov sat behind an intricately carved wooden desk, a relic from another era, adorned with vintage curiosities that seemed to resonate with her elusive aura. Her eyes met mine, icy yet inviting, like twin pools of moonlight. She was wrapped in a black, form-fitting velvet dress—exposing most of her bursting, natural breasts—one that plunged at the neckline and stopped just above the knee. The fabric clung to her as if it were a part of her, accentuating each curve with a keen and sexual insistence. Ornate lace lined the hem and the cuffs, imbuing an air of mystique and tempting fornication. A slit ran up the side of the dress, revealing a sliver of her leg, just enough to captivate the raunchiest imagination. Her skin seemed to almost glow in the dim light of the room, contrasting sharply against her dark attire. A silver necklace lay around her neck, its pendant disappearing into the shadows of her décolletage.

She wore dark lipstick that matched the velvety shade of her dress, her makeup impeccably applied to highlight her striking features. Her raven hair was swept up in an elaborate chignon, tendrils escaping here and there to frame her face. She exuded an air of dangerous elegance, a siren cloaked in an aura of enigma. Everything about her seemed carefully considered, yet effortlessly mesmerizing.

Her face broke into a smile of seeming surprise and pleasure.

"Aaron, what a pleasant surprise. To what do I owe this late-night visit?" Her voice was smooth, almost melodious, and clashed horribly with the raw tension eating at me.

"You know why I'm here," I said, my voice steadier than I felt. "This has to stop, whatever this is."

Her eyes narrowed slightly, but her smile didn't wane. "Whatever do you mean?"

I wanted to shout, to demand she stop playing games, but instead, I took a deep, grounding breath. "You've done something to me, Ms. Volkov. I've been experiencing...changes. I wake up in clothes I never put on, feeling urges I don't understand. It's as if someone else is controlling my life, and I think you have something to do with it. No—I know for certain that it’s something to do with you, because these changes occurred originally within your walls. There’s simply no denying it, Ms. Volkov; you’ve cast some sort of spell, and now I’m demanding that you put an end to it.”

For the first time, her smile seemed to falter, but just a little. "That sounds quite alarming. But why would you think I'm responsible?"

"Because ever since I sold this house to you, ever since I entered into your mansion in Zaporozhia, my life has become a maze of unexplainable phenomena. I need it to stop. Now—no more playing games, as I’m truly finished with the games.”

She leaned back in her chair, her eyes sizing me up. "You're quite the enigma, Aaron. But I must confess, I have something of yours. Your clothes were returned to me, the ones you left here during the final walk-through, remember?"

I did remember, but I also knew that she was steering the conversation away, subtly manipulating the narrative. "I want them back. But that's not the main issue here, and you know it."

She sighed, an elegant motion that seemed rehearsed. "Alright. Wait here, and I'll fetch your belongings."

She stood up and moved past me, her presence almost magnetic, impossible to ignore. As she walked out, I felt my muscles tense. Was this another trick? Another layer of the enigma she was wrapping around my life? I felt an almost irresistible urge to follow her but fought it back, suspecting it might be what she wanted.

Instead, I quickly glanced at her desk. There were old books, manuscripts, and—wait—was that a photo? A picture of a man who looked eerily similar to me, dressed in clothes from another era but with the same confused, haunted look I'd seen in my own mirror. I touched the photo, then quickly drew back my hand as if it were a live ember.

Time stretched out horribly while I waited, each tick of the clock amplifying my unease. Finally, I heard footsteps approaching, but it was not Ms. Volkov to come into the room—nor my bag.

The door swung open with an almost theatrical creak, and in sauntered a young woman who seemed to have walked straight out of a provocative fantasy. She wore a body-hugging, crimson dress made of a shimmery, almost liquid fabric that caught the ambient light and threw it back in glimmers. The dress, daringly cut, showcased ample cleavage and plunged down in a low V-neck, ending barely mid-thigh. A jagged slit cut up the side offered tantalizing flashes of her leg with each step she took. She wore stiletto heels that seemed impossibly high, yet she moved with the grace of a cat—elegant and dangerous.

Her makeup was bold, smoky eyes framed with lush eyelashes, and lips so red they looked as if they'd been dipped in wine. Her hair was a cascading waterfall of curls, golden and free-flowing, caressing her shoulders and framing her face like a halo of sensuality.
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Golden bracelets clanged softly at her wrists, and a delicate choker with a single ruby accent lay elegantly against her neck, drawing attention to the graceful curve of her collarbones. Her entire presence was a heady blend of allure and peril, making it difficult to look away despite every fibre of my being screaming that I should.

As my eyes met hers, I felt a fluttering disquiet. They sparkled with mischief and unspoken promises, making my thoughts scramble and my words stutter, and in that moment, I knew I was entering dangerous territory.

"Uh, who—what—are you doing here?" I managed to ask.

She blushed and smiled, a disconcerting expression that oozed with a certain predatory confidence. "Ms. Volkov told me to keep you company while she fetches what you came for."

Her eyes trailed up and down my body in a way that made my skin tingle uncomfortably. "I have questions, important questions. Where's Ms. Volkov? What is going on?"

She took a step closer, her gaze locked onto mine. "Maybe the answers aren't as important as you think. Maybe you should just relax and enjoy the moment."

My mind screamed at me to leave, to escape this house and its growing labyrinth of surreal experiences and unanswered questions. But I needed answers, and my best chance at getting them was Ms. Volkov.

"Look, I don't know who you are or what you're trying to do, but I need to speak to Ms. Volkov. Now," I insisted, struggling to maintain a semblance of control.

“She mentioned that you might be interested in staying with us. I really do hope that’s true,” she said in a hushed tone, as if she was about to start singing ‘Santa Baby’.

“Are you trying to seduce me? For what end?” I asked, trying to keep my composure.

Then, she reached down and pulled up the skirt of her dress, showing me an erect penis: thick, veiny, and dense. Its small opening pointed right at me, like an eye staring into my soul. And I was suddenly overwhelmed with new desires that were even harder to push away.

She waited a moment for me to cave, and then she grabbed her cock and tipped it down, touching the skin on the back of my hand with her warm tip. “Play with me while we wait. It could be a while. She’s gone to dig through storage.”

“Maybe I should help her,” I said.

“It would be more fun to wait,” she said. Then, she gripped her cock and began to slowly stroke it. “Play with me, Aaron.”

“I don’t know you,” I said through clenched teeth.

“That makes it more fun, no?” She giggled.

“I think it makes it inappropriate.”

“I can tell that you want it; it’s all over your face. And if you’re too shy to admit it, we don’t have to talk at all. You can even pretend you don’t like it, if that would preserve whatever sense of dignity you’re clinging onto.” She took my shoulders and gently spun me around. I was too weak to fight with her, even when she bent me forward. Her hands came around and found my belt, and a moment later, I was bottomless.

“This is—This is far from appropriate,” I said. Then I felt her warm tip sliding between my ass cheeks. I heard her spit, and I felt the warm wetness trickling down my crack. She used her tip to mash it against my hole. “You really should live with us, Aaron. We have a lot of fun here.”

She began to push into me, and my heart raced. Why wasn’t I fighting back?

“I like your panties,” she said.

I looked down and saw that I was wearing panties. Had they always been under my trousers, or were they magically placed there by Ms. Volkov?

Now, I was frozen with a mix of terror and excitement. She was pushing into me—and it already felt good. I moaned. I shuddered. I let my head fall down, and I unclenched my anus, allowing her into me.

Her hands found my hips and she began to thrust.

And maybe it wasn’t such a bad proposal: to live in that house, with infinite access to sexual satisfaction. Now, Ms. Volkov was in Toronto, away from the war, and near my friends, my family members, my work… Perhaps I could just live there: spend my nights within those walls and my days at work.

This was too good to pass up! The pleasure was intense. And now, I heard footsteps. I assumed it was Ms. Volkov returning, but I looked back to see a new girl, giggling, rushing into the room with her penis erect and out from her lace teddy. She was stroking lubricant on herself as she rushed up next to her friend: another stranger. The original girl pulled out so the newcomer could penetrate me. Now, they were taking turns, giggling with excitement.

And I was feeling pleasure that I didn’t know was possible. I moaned. I clutched the edge of Ms. Volkov’s desk. My own cock was hard now, pushing out from my panties.

A third girl came in, holding an outfit: a small dress with a ruffled skirt. The girls all giggled and agreed that I would look good in it, so between penetrations, they dressed me up. It was a whirlwind of confusion and terror and pleasure and excitement.

Suddenly, I was on top of a girl, who was on her back, on that desk. I was bouncing, with a long blonde wig on my head, with lingerie on my body, with a cock in my left hand and another in my right. I was jerking the girls off, and they were moaning.

And then they took turns ejaculating into me: one at a time, stuffing me before the previous load could spill out. I screamed out with pleasure, feeling that heavy gushing inside of me: warm and thick and gooey.

Finally, finished with me, they helped me down from the desk, and held me up until my legs found strength, and then the giggled and begged me like a pack of sirens to stay with them—and turning them down wasn’t so simple.

I stuttered. I bit my tongue. They looked at me with warm, glowing eyes.

Each of the women who had entered seemed to exude a unique charisma, a different shade of femininity that together made up a beguiling tapestry of womanhood. As they fussed over me—adjusting a scarf here, adding a touch of blush there—I couldn't deny the burgeoning sense of freedom and, dare I say, rightness that washed over me. I felt alive in a way I never had, as if I were finally tuning into a frequency of myself that had always been there but had never found the right channel.

Their laughter was infectious, their acceptance unconditional. I found myself giggling along, letting my guard down, perhaps for the first time in my life. When they asked me to stay, their voices blending together in a chorus of tempting enchantment, every cell in my body seemed to scream 'Yes! This is where you belong!'

My mouth opened, words teetering on the tip of my tongue, when the door swung open once more. In walked Ms. Volkov. She stood there, taking in the sight before her—a smile creeping onto her lips, a sparkle in her eyes.

"You're more than welcome to stay, Aaron," she said, her voice dripping with both invitation and understanding. "Here, you can be free. Here, you can be yourself—without judgment, without responsibilities."

Her words wrapped around me like velvet, a seductive blend of promise and possibility. I glanced at the mirror, seeing myself dolled up, radiant, and oddly complete. It was a crossroads, a moment that could redefine everything. My heart pounded with indecision and longing, torn between two worlds—one that I had always known but never fully fit into, and another that promised a future both glorious and unfathomable.

Ms. Volkov stepped closer, her presence magnetic as ever. "Make a choice, Aaron. But know that some doors, once closed, can never be reopened."

Her words weighed heavily on me, and I felt myself on the brink of capitulation.

They all stared at me—and my God, it was a tempting offer… but I simply stepped away. In that moment, I gathered the strength to look at the situation objectively, to see that it was toxic and crazy and absolutely terrible what Ms. Volkov had done to these young women. Perhaps they felt that they were sexually liberated—and perhaps I would enjoy that as well—but it came at the cost of their freedom. They were like slaves with a veil pulled over their heads, and I didn’t want to be one of them.

For a fraction of a second, my eyes met Ms. Volkov's, and in that fleeting instant, something shifted. It was as if the veil had lifted, revealing not just her vulnerabilities but also my own newfound strength; the balance of power had been altered.

"Thank you for the offer, Ms. Volkov," I said, my voice surprisingly steady. "But I have to decline. You offer a compelling illusion of freedom, but it's just that—an illusion. Perhaps there’s a certain amount of safety in what you’re willing to give to me—and maybe I’ll look back and feel foolish for declining. Maybe there will be days that I’ll wake up and wish that I hadn’t declined—but ultimately, I know that I must value my freedom, to be able to live freely without your influence—or anybody’s influence, for that matter. These ideas—feminization, crossdressing—they’re ideas that I can explore on my own.”

She seemed to waver for a moment, her poised façade giving way to something far more human: a flicker of uncertainty, perhaps even a touch of fear. The magnetic field she had built around herself seemed to ripple, disoriented by my resistance.

"I see," she murmured, her eyes narrowing ever so slightly, as if she were recalculating the dynamics of the game we were both playing. "Very well. You're free to go."

I nodded at the women around me, who looked at me with a mixture of disappointment and respect. I could see in their eyes a glimmer of something—recognition, maybe, or the distant echo of a choice they had once had the chance to make. Maybe it wasn’t too late for them to change their minds.

My steps were weighted but determined as I walked out of the room, out of the mansion, into the crisp night air. The door closed behind me with a resounding thud, as if marking the finality of the choice I'd just made.

I took a deep breath, feeling the night air fill my lungs, cleansing me of the intoxicating atmosphere I'd left behind. I felt empowered, not just by my decision, but also by the realization that in standing up to Ms. Volkov, I had punctured the aura of invincibility that she wore like a cloak. For the first time, I had glimpsed her humanity—and her fallibility.


PROLOGUE



Isit in front of my vanity mirror, carefully applying the finishing touches to my makeup. The soft hues of eyeshadow and a dash of mascara complement my features in a way that feels genuinely me, echoing the reflection staring back.

The door to my room is locked, but for the first time, I feel like I wouldn't mind too much if someone were to walk in. This part of me isn't really a secret anymore. I’ve been out as a girl, many times—on my own accord. I’d met others like me: trans-girls who weren’t being forced or coerced or hypnotized or manipulated; they were just excited and happy to be girls. I’d slept with a few of them: intense nights of passion and sexual exploration. It didn’t take me long to discover that I was a ‘bottom’, that I loved it when someone spread me out, on my stomach, and then mounted me and plunged me and pumped me and filled me with warm, gooey cum. One of the most memorable nights of my life came one night when I met a pair of trans girls who spit-roasted me on my own bed: one girl mounting me from behind, the other thrusting her smooth cock in and out of my mouth. In moments like those, you feel vulnerable (as you might imagine), and when you’re feeling your most vulnerable, that’s when you can finally let go of aspects of yourself that you’ve desperately been clinging onto for reasons that you don’t understand, that are so far gone and so irrelevant. After that night, I no longer put any value into my masculinity.

I've come a long way from the entanglement of mystery and allure that was Ms. Volkov's mansion. Her haunting promises and unsettling manipulations now seem like fragments of another lifetime. While the questions about identity and self had initially led me to her door, I've found my own way to explore them—on my own terms, at my own pace.

Life has continued, seemingly free from Ms. Volkov's influence. Friends and family have been surprisingly supportive as I've started to open up about this part of myself, and for that, I'm grateful. And every day I discover something new, something empowering, that draws me closer to a self I'm happy to be.

So I put the finishing touches on my makeup, slip into an outfit that represents this newfound liberation, and step out the door. There's a whole world out there, and I'm finally ready to meet it as myself—no veils, no manipulation, just me.

As for Ms. Volkov, she's become something of an enigma, even more so than before. Her decrepit mansion in Toronto is back on the market, a place that now only ghosts might call home. I got a call from Mr. Gregor a few weeks ago… The house was back in his portfolio because, curiously enough, Ms. Volkov never finalized the sale. It's as if she never moved to Toronto at all.

According to Mr. Gregor, the paperwork had never been completed on her end, and there was no record of her registering with the county. Even more mysterious was that the agency had lost all contact with her. Attempts to send mail to her last-known address (that Ukrainian gothic mansion) resulted in the letters being returned. The address, it seemed, didn't exist—as if it never had existed.

Feeling a mix of relief and unease, I asked Mr. Gregor what would happen with the money that we couldn't return to her. He paused, then sighed, "Look, Aaron, you've been through a lot. I think the only right thing to do here is to give you the cash. Consider it recompense for whatever it was you endured when you were in Ukraine.”

The money helped, sure, but the real reward was knowing that, even if just for a moment, I'd managed to shake Ms. Volkov's seemingly unshakeable composure. The last time I saw her, when I refused her offer and walked away, I could swear her once steadfast gaze wavered, that her usually smooth voice hitched. In that moment, it felt like I was the one with the power, and I've carried that feeling with me ever since.

I was in a bar late at night recently, and I heard some men telling stories. One of the men was from the northern part of Romania, and he was telling his friend about a creature that lives in the woods: a sort of pied-piper who lures young men away and sends them out as different creatures: dogs, cats, birds, and so on. Well, maybe Ms. Volkov was one of these things: a demon who lures in men and sends them out as women… and maybe it actually worked with me, though I liked to think that I reached this conclusion on my own accord.

The Romanian man called the creature a ‘succubus’, and maybe that’s what Ms. Volkov was…

THE END
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BAD BULLIES



Kenny has a bully problem: a bad bully problem. Every day is torment, until a new girl arrives at the school.

Alex is tall, athletic, and beautiful—and she doesn’t take crap from anyone. When she sees Kenny being targeted by the school’s meanest bullies, she puts her foot down—right into the face of the meanest of them all. And just like that, the bad boys are too afraid to pester Kenny.

Now, school life for Kenny isn’t looking so grim. It seems like he’s in the clear, until Alex reveals to him that there is something she wants from the young, petite-framed man.
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Tenth grade was rough. The same group of boys found me every day, at lunch. It sounds so cliche and fictional—but they would push me against my locker and demand I hand over my lunch money. At first, I tried protesting, and even fighting back a little bit… but I soon learned to submit. They were all bigger than me and nobody ever came to my rescue.

I got pretty good at being hungry. I would eat a bigger breakfast and expect nothing until the late-afternoon, when school was over. At the beginning to lunchtime, I would wait at my locker for them, and then I would meekly hand the boys the five bucks that my dad would give me to buy myself lunch in the cafeteria.

Eleventh grade was worse. The bully group grew, twofold. Emily Higgins High School shut down, and over the summer the school board had built an extension on our school to accommodate the students who were forced to transfer: 300 newcomers, spilling into our classrooms.

My three usual tormentors gained three new pals, and now five-dollars just wasn’t enough to satisfy their daily budget. “Get more, loser,” growled the biggest of them all, Timothy, as he bashed me into my locker.

“I—I don’t have more. That’s all I get.”

They locked me in my locker one day. They dunked my head into a toilet the next day (not yet flushed by the previous user). They stripped me naked before the school bell and ran off with my clothes the day after that. So finally, I caved. At night, I would steal from my dad. I would take cash from his wallet to give to the bullies, to save me from their wrath. I would bring them my old video games, consoles, electronics. I had to steal from my dad’s liquor cabinet. A bottle of whiskey bought me three full days of peace. A case of beer was my saving grace the next week.

And when my dad finally caught me stealing, I finally told him what was happening. He just rolled his eyes and shook his head. “You’ve always had an exaggerating problem—and now it sounds like you might have a lying problem too.”

He just didn’t believe me, no matter how hard I pleaded with him to take my word for it. The teachers didn’t do anything to help either… it didn’t help that Timothy was the principal’s kid, and my homeroom teacher, Ms. Reid, was the mother of Derrick, who was maybe the most ruthless of them all.

Derrick wore his hair in a mohawk, dyed green, and he wore a heavy leather jacket studded with little metal spikes, and adorned punk-rock patches. He looked like he’d fallen out of some cheesy 90s movie—and he had the rage of some archetypical bad guy from one of those flicks. When he didn’t get what he wanted, he would fly into a violent rage—and not just with me. He was suspended for three weeks after he punched Mr. Kennedy in the face, breaking his nose, because Mr. Kennedy wouldn’t let Derrick partner up with Andy, and insisted that he be partners with Mary Mae instead. He told Vice Principal Morris that he was planning to kill him while he slept, and he even brought the knife to school to show the vice principal, to prove how serious he was. That only got him a one-week suspension, because Derrick was a tenured teacher’s son—and the best friend of the principal’s son.

Timothy and Derrick together were scary, to say the least. I shuddered every time I saw them.

When I told the the school’s counsellor about my torment, she turned a shade of white and put on a strange false smile before saying, “I was bullied a little as a kid too—and honestly, it made me grow into a better person. Just keep your head up, Kenny.” It was not a helpful talk.

Now, you must be thinking that I’m exaggerating, because apparently I have a history of exaggerating. Well, I’m not—but I suppose you just have to take my word for it. I have literal scars to prove it, though you might think that the two inch scar on my stomach was actually from something else, and not from Timothy holding a broken piece of glass against my abdomen until I gave him my headphones. The crooked bone of my ring finger (which ended any hopes I ever had of being a guitar player) really was from Derrick grabbing me by the hand and twisting my digits until I promised that I would go into the nearby 7-11 (which he was banned from) to steal a pack of cigarettes from behind the counter.

High-school was hell—and I really didn’t think it could get any worse.

“It’s your first day of your senior year, Kenny!” my dad sang as he flicked on my bedroom lights. “Time to get dressed! How exciting!”

I shuddered all over. For two months, I’d been free from that torment. I didn’t even like summer: the heat, the allergies, the humidity, the sunburns, the bugs… but all of that beat the hell out of being ruthlessly bullied day after day.

194 days—I counted. That’s how many school days were left until graduation. My God, it seemed like an eternity, like a life sentence.

“C’mon, sleepyhead,” my dad said. “Get your ass out of bed and get ready.”

Dread consumed me. I’d spent the summer trying to put on some muscle mass. I’d gone to the gym almost every day. I’d consumed a few tubs of horrible-tasting protein powder. I’d been pushing weights… but I’d somehow managed to lose two pounds instead of gaining anything. I was just as short and scrawny as ever: a perfect target for bullies.

I prayed that some poor little man would take my place. I’d heard that twenty-five students were being transferred to our school for the year from Horton High, where they were doing some renovations. Maybe one would be a bit shorter than me, and a bit thinner. Maybe he would even have glasses and a stutter that would make the bullies roar with laughter.

No—knowing my luck, the new kids were all going to be jocks, and they were all going to be full of fury and the potential to cause great harm.

And I was right. I was hardly through the door when one of them grabbed me by the wrist. “Hey fucker,” he said to me with a big smile. “Lunch prices went up this year; you hear?” He stared into my eyes. I swear his irises were red, like some sort of vampire. His grin was stretched wide across his pale face.

I tried to speak, but only let out a small stutter. I was eighteen now—but just as submissive as ever before. My efforts to improve my stature achieved nothing. I’d watched so many videos that were meant to improve my confidence, telling me to speak positively to myself in the mirror—but now, I was in the same place, with bullies closing in around me.

“Pay up, loser,” said Derrick, stepping through that crowd. I gave him my lunch money. Then, they took my backpack, emptied it out on the ground, picked out the school supplies that they liked, and left me helpless and robbed.

Yep—It was going to be another year of this… at least that’s what I thought.

“Give that guy his stuff back,” a voice rang out in the hallway, and then a peculiar silence fell over that whole part of the school. It was a feminine voice—and not quite mature enough to belong to a teacher. “His money too.”
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She was a good-looking girl—surely one of the newcomers, because I didn’t recognize her. She had her long hair tied into a ponytail, her body clad in a sporty Adidas tracksuit, as if she’d just come to school from some training session or another.

She was tall—nearly six-feet tall—with striking features: big eyes, crisp brows, high cheekbones. She looked a bit like a super-model, but somehow more intimidating… maybe he was her posture. As the bullies moved in on her, she was unmoved, not flinching. She stared them down, looking like some feminine Clint Eastwood.

The boys started laughing—and I say boys because in front of her, they really did look like boys and not men, despite all being eighteen. “What are you going to do if we don’t give poor Kenny his stuff back?” Derrick asked. He made his voice sound like that of a whining baby.

“I’ll punch you in the face,” she said bluntly.

“I’d love to see that,” Derrick asked.

And then she punched him in the face, breaking his nose, making him fall to the ground. He screamed as blood poured all over his clothes. One of the bullies tried to grab the girl, to hold her back so that Derrick could scramble up to his feet and get some revenge—and then the woman threw back an elbow and broke his nose as well: more blood, and another man down on his knees.

“Give the stuff back,” the girl hissed.

And then the bullies came back to me, pale in the face, stunned—not knowing what to do. I saw Timothy’s hands shaking as he handed me my things back. He scowled at me and then, whispering through clenched teeth, he said, “We’re coming back for this later—just so you know.”

They weren’t afraid of the girl, despite the damage she’d done in a very short period of time. They were afraid of her femaleness, so to speak. They couldn’t fight back… because she was a girl.

At least that’s what I thought.

Derrick was humiliated and wanted revenge. He went to get that revenge later that day, during lunch. He found the girl and yanked her by the ponytail while she was sitting and eating lunch. He tried to pull her to the ground, but struggled, as if unable to find the strength. “I’m going to bash in those teeth,” he barked at her. “You think you can humiliate me like that? You won’t be so pretty for the rest of your life, you stupid cunt.”

He tried to throw her to the ground—but he was used to fighting with smaller targets: guys like me, who weighed fifty pounds less than him. But this girl wasn’t tiny. She was tall and apparently quite strong. She wouldn’t go down, and now Derrick was in a brawl… with a girl.

And the girl was winning; she took his wrist and twisted it, eliciting a sharp scream (later, we learned that she broke his wrist). He tried to bite her arm when she put him into a stranglehold, so she jerked her elbow and knocked out four of Derrick’s teeth—and re-broke his nose.

He tried clawing at her with his nails, so she pushed him to the floor and stepped hard on his fingers with her boot, breaking those fingers. It took two teachers to pull her away from him. There were enough witnesses to establish that Derrick had started the brawl. Derrick was expelled from the school, despite his connections. The whole ordeal was a great shock to everyone—myself especially.

This girl was like… an angel: a fierce, badass angel, saving me from torment that had become part of my life.

The next day, the bullies didn’t approach me; they eyed me from across the cafeteria, but they didn’t approach me.

And the next day was the same: no attacks. For two days in a row, I got to keep my lunch money; I was too afraid to spend it, worried they were going to come for me and expect the money from the missed days.

But a whole week went by—and the boys didn’t come for me. I had thirty bucks, in my wallet, ready to give to them… but they never came for it. So when Friday came around, I decided that I would spend the money on myself. I bought myself a sweater, and as I put it on, I tried to remember the last time I got something for myself.

I’d always been so afraid that whatever I bought would be taken from me. Now, it was starting to seem like I was going to get to live a life free from fear.

Then, before the end of that school day on Friday, Timothy quietly approached me. “Your free ride is coming to an end soon, twerp,” he whispered. “Your girlfriend won’t save you forever.”

I was frozen. I wanted to explain to him that the girl wasn’t my girlfriend—or even anyone that I knew. I felt a strange urge to apologize on her behalf, hoping that it would somehow buy me some credit with Timothy and his gang. Deep down, I knew that apologizing would do nothing. I knew that there was no way to buy safety from that gang. So I just stood there, silent, trying not to tremble too much so I wouldn’t look so pathetic.

He flicked my forehead, which came with a surprising twang of pain, and then he marched off. Later that day, the girl approached me. “That red mark on your forehead… Did one of those guys do that to you?”

I hadn’t even realized that his flick against the middle of my forehead had left a mark. I panicked suddenly, worried that if I told her the truth, Timothy would find out, and then I would be in deep trouble. “No,” I said sharply.

“You’re lying,” she said.

Her eyes were sharp, analytical. It was as though she could see right through me, making every bit of me vulnerable to her scrutiny. She stepped closer, casting a shadow over me. The corridor, buzzing with students only a moment ago, suddenly felt still and silent. Now, I was worried that she was just going to be a new bully: a more humiliating bully than the ones before her, because she was a girl, and now the whole school would be there to watch me getting my ass whooped by a girl.

"Why would you lie to me?" Her voice was calm but held a hint of authority, of command.

I gulped, feeling the pressure of her stare. "I... I don’t want any more trouble."

"Is that what you think? That telling me will bring more trouble?" She crossed her arms, waiting for a response. Her height towered over me, making me feel even smaller than I already did.

"It's... not just about me," I stammered. "What if they take it out on you?"

She chuckled softly, but there wasn’t much humour in it. "Do I look like I can’t handle them?"

“I—I don’t know. I don’t know you. They’re really mean. They’re cruel. They’ve been torturing me for years, and… Look—I’m, like, nine months and change away from graduation, and I’ll never have to deal with them again. I just want to crawl to the finish line without being killed, okay?”

She gave a slight smile. "Then trust me. I'm trying to help."

She paused for a second, looking around to make sure no one was in earshot. "My name’s Alex," she whispered. "And I know how guys like Timothy work. I've seen it before."

I hesitated, feeling the weight of the day pressing on me. "I just... don't want things to get worse. For either of us."

Alex leaned down slightly, ensuring we were eye to eye. "I've got your back. Whether you like it or not."

For some reason, that gave me a sliver of hope. “Why?” I asked.

Alex took a deep breath, her eyes drifting away momentarily. When she spoke, her voice was softer, carrying an emotional weight. "Let's just say I've seen what guys like them can do. And I've been where you are."

I watched her closely, noting the distant look in her eyes. "Someone you knew? At your old school?”

She hesitated, her fingers tapping nervously on her arm. "It's not... It's complicated."

I pressed on, curiosity getting the better of me. "Why me? You're new here. Why not just keep your head down and graduate?"

She sighed, looking conflicted. "It's not in my nature to stand by and watch someone get hurt. Especially when I see so much of... someone I once knew... in you."

I narrowed my eyes, trying to decipher what she was getting at. "Who?"

Alex seemed to fight with herself, deciding how much to divulge. "It's a long story," she finally whispered, her voice almost breaking. "Someone... close to me. Forget it, okay? Just don’t worry about those guys. They won’t touch you again; I promise. As long as you’re on my side. You’re on my side, right?”

“Sure. I—I guess so.” I didn’t actually think she could protect me forever; I knew that she was making a promise she couldn’t keep, because she didn’t know just how cruel those men were capable of being.

"Promise me something, Kenny," she said intently.

"Anything."

"If I help you, if I have your back, promise me you'll help me with something when I need you.”

“What?”

“It’s nothing big. Just promise, okay?”

I swallowed hard, feeling the weight of her words. "I promise," I whispered back.

Alex nodded, her intense gaze finally softening. "Good. Remember, you're stronger than you think. And now, you're not alone." She winked at me.

As the school day came to a close, I made my way to the exit. As I walked out, I felt a cold sensation prickle at the back of my neck. I looked over to find Timothy, leaning against a locker, eyes fixed on me. The dagger-stare he sent made me shiver, but this time, I wasn't alone. Beside him, out of his line of sight, Alex watched him back, her gaze just as piercing.
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The next few days were surreal. I would get looks between periods: Timothy and his henchmen staring me down in the hallways, but making no moves—even when they could have gotten away with it; I even found myself alone in a bathroom with Timothy around lunchtime, which would have usually meant my face being plunged into the toilet… but he did nothing, and he said nothing: just a scowl and then he shuffled along.

He was afraid of Alex—probably afraid that being beaten up by her would be downright humiliating, like it was for his bestie, who was now attending a special school for delinquent children who had accumulated one too many expulsions.

And when I saw Alex, she would smile at me, wink at me, and sometimes, she would look me up and down, as if she was examining me. It was a Friday afternoon when I noticed that she was really staring at me—more than the usual glance. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was interested in me romantically; maybe she wanted me to be her boyfriend… though that was hard to believe, seeing as she was far out of my league, and I knew it.

I was a realist; I knew that I could never get a girl like Alex. She was quite beautiful, with big glossy eyes, high cheekbones, and a perfect figure. Alex had a mesmerizing presence that went beyond her strong demeanour. Standing at almost six feet tall, she had an athletic build, sculpted from years of being sporty and active, playing with the boys—and maybe some weight-lifting as well. It was clear she wasn't just a casual gym-goer—her body had the definition of someone who took physical fitness seriously, and maybe even played some kind of sport semi-professionally. She had muscle definition that most of the guys in school didn’t have. She had shoulders that were bigger than most of the guys, but somehow that didn’t make her look less feminine.

Her skin had a sun-kissed glow, suggesting she spent plenty of time outdoors. Her hair, a rich shade of auburn, often shimmered with hints of gold when the sunlight caught it just right. While usually tied back in a practical ponytail, every now and then when it was let down, it cascaded in waves down to the middle of her back.

The boys stared at her, especially when she was wearing her skintight athletic tights, which were so tight that they were translucent in places.

But it was her eyes that truly caught one's attention. They were a deep shade of emerald green, framed by thick, dark lashes. They sparkled with an intelligence and intensity that was almost intimidating, yet when she spoke to you directly, there was a warmth to them. They were eyes that seemed to see right through you.

Her nose was straight and well-defined, leading down to full lips that often curved into a mysterious half-smile. When she spoke, her lips moved with a certain precision.

Despite her strong physique, there was a certain grace to her movements. Every step was purposeful, every gesture precise. It was a contrast that made her all the more captivating: the balance of strength and elegance.

She often wore minimal makeup, letting her natural beauty shine. But even without makeup, there was an undeniable attractiveness about her. I wasn’t the only one who noticed; guys were constantly staring, constantly whispering—and then, one afternoon, Erick Peterson walked up to me and asked, “Have you been fucking her?”

“What?” I said, stunned, turning dark red.

“Ain’t you two dating?” he asked with a big grin. “I mean—she’s always talking with you.”

“We’re just friends,” I said, flushed. I don’t know why I was so suddenly embarrassed. It was the closest thing to a compliment that I’d ever received, quite honestly. He was insinuating that there was a universe in which I could have a beautiful auburn-haired girlfriend. “We’re just friends,” I said again.

“Really? Is she dating anyone?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“And you’re not going to ask her out?”

“No.”

“Mind if I ask her out?” he asked with bright, flashing eyes.

“Go for it.”

And he did… and she said no, which was surprising, because Erick was one of the more sought-after guys in the school. The whole previous year (eleventh grade), Sandra Carol had been desperately in love with Erick, and the whole school was shocked that Erick wasn’t going for her, as she was considered (at the time) to be the hottest girl in the school. Erick was on the football team and the hockey team. He was tall and handsome and weighing in around 180, mostly muscle and a good head of hair.

But apparently, Alex wanted more.

And people seemed to think that I would know why Alex passed Erick by. “What did she say to you?” Greg Ellis asked me.

“I don’t know; she didn’t tell me anything. We don’t really talk that much.”

“I thought you two were, like, best friends,” he said.

“Not really,” I said.

He looked at me strangely, as if I was lying to him, as if I was saying things that simply didn’t add up.

And I suppose I understood where the confusion came from; Alex was often approaching me: during lunch, during period breaks, and during our shared spare. She would sit with me and ask me how I was doing. She often asked if Timothy had approached me, but sometimes she was just asking about usual stuff, like my weekend, or homework. She would sit with me during spares, sometimes totally in silence. She would stretch her legs out and rest her shoeless feet on the edge of my chair, wiggling her painted toes. “You don’t mind, do you?”

And it was hard to ignore the possibility that she was into me… but I just couldn’t wrap my head around why she would be. I know that you’re thinking that I must have remarkably low self-esteem, and maybe that’s true—but I was hardly taller than five feet. I was hardly 110 pounds. I wasn’t exactly fashionable, wearing the same clothes I’d been wearing since the 7th grade. I didn’t exactly have very masculine features…

But still, day after day, Alex would find me, and sit with me, and smile at me, and she would tell me about her day and ask me about mine.

The surreal pattern continued for a few more weeks, the ambiguous line between friendship and something more growing hazier by the day. Each time our eyes met, or she gave me a smile, I couldn’t help but wonder what her real intentions were. With every casual touch, like her hand brushing against mine as we shared notes, my heartbeat quickened just a bit.

One day, while we were sat on our usual bench during our shared spare, she turned to me, her deep green eyes searching mine. "Hey, Kenny," she began hesitantly, "Do you maybe want to come over to my place this weekend? Just to hang out or something."

I blinked, taken aback. The invitation was so casual, but its implications weighed heavy. "Your... your house?" I stammered. Nobody had invited me to their house in years. My brain was running a mile a minute. Was this a date? A friendly gesture? Or something else entirely?

"Yeah," she replied, a hint of vulnerability creeping into her voice, a side of Alex I hadn’t seen before. "I just thought... we could hang out. Maybe watch a movie or listen to some music?"

My throat felt dry, and I swallowed hard. "I'd like that," I said, my voice betraying the nerves I felt. "But why? I mean, why me?"

She looked down for a moment, playing with a strand of her auburn hair. "I just... enjoy our talks, you know? It's nice to have someone to chat with, who doesn’t expect anything in return."

It was a candid response, but it only deepened the mystery. She had many admirers, countless potential friends and more. Yet, she chose to spend her time with me.

Over the next few days, anticipation built within me. Every time I thought of the upcoming weekend, my stomach churned with a mix of excitement and dread. Questions swirled in my mind. Should I bring something? Would it be weird if I did? What do people even do in situations like this? I knew that I was overthinking it, but I just couldn’t help it; everything about the ‘date’ seemed so bizarre and surreal. A terrible part of me wondered if it was some sort of setup, some sort of trap into some sort of humiliation.

On Friday afternoon, I asked her, “Are you sure you want me to come over tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” she said bluntly.

“And… like… should I bring anything?”

“Just yourself.”

I paused for a moment, still not believing that she really wanted to just spend time with me. “Are you hoping to work on that English assignment? Because I actually finished it last night—but I can help you with yours if you want.”

“No, I’m done that,” she smiled.

I blinked a few times; English was our only class together.

“O—Okay,” I said. “I’ll, uh, be there.”

When Saturday came, I found myself standing in front of her house, a modest but lovely-looking residence with a garden that looked like it had been cared for. Taking a deep breath, I rang the bell.

She opened the door with that familiar half-smile of hers, wearing a comfortable t-shirt and jeans, her hair tied back in a loose bun. "Hey, Kenny," she greeted, her eyes sparkling with mischief, "You made it."

“Hey, Alex,” I replied, taking in the scene behind her. Her living room was cozy, filled with books, CDs, and comfortable furniture. Her parents weren’t home; the house was quiet. Birds were chirping. A small dog was asleep on a small dog bed.

As we sat down, the weight of the situation seemed to settle around us, the room filled with a palpable awkwardness. For the first time since I met her, Alex seemed unsure of herself, fidgeting with the remote and asking me my movie preferences.

“I don’t really want to watch a movie,” she said, after a few minutes of searching through options.

And then the house was silent. And I wondered what on Earth I was doing there. Did she just want company? Did she not have any other friends? She was new to our school, but not new to town. In fact, this was the town where she’d always lived—and this was, according to her, the house that she’d grown up in. She seemed popular at school; she was always talking to other students. People liked her; it’s not like she was some loner kid who dwelled around the back stairwell.

I checked my phone and shifted awkwardly in my seat. “Well,” I said. It had been almost three hours since I’d arrived, and now I was ready to get the hell out of there. “I should be getting home. I told my dad that I would help him with some projects around the house.”

“Wait,” she said, perking up. Her skin turned a shade of red and she was smiling: a strange, out-of-place smile.

“What is it?” I said.

She blinked a few times, pressing her lips thin.

“I—” she hesitated, taking a deep breath as if she was gathering her courage. "There's this project I’ve been working on, and I could use your help."

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued but still wary. "A project?"

She nodded, looking down at her hands for a moment, before finally meeting my gaze. "It's... a fashion project," she admitted, a hint of embarrassment in her voice.

"Fashion project?" I echoed, genuinely surprised. She hadn't struck me as the fashion type. Her style was unique, sure, but it was also practical and sporty. She seemed like too much of a jock to care whatsoever about fashion.

She laughed, the tension easing a bit. "I know, I know. It's not something I usually share with people, but... well, fashion design has always been a passion of mine. My mom used to be a designer, and I've inherited some of her talents, I guess. At least, I’d like to think that I have. Anyway—I made this outfit, but, it’s…”

“What?”

“Forget that for now.”

“I’m confused,” I said.

Seeing my skeptical look, she hastened to add, “There's a twist to it all. I’ve been experimenting with this new dress design, made from reclaimed clothes—recycled fashion.”

"And where do I come in?" I asked, genuinely curious now.

Alex bit her lip, her cheeks turning a shade redder. "I... um, I've made something. An outfit. And I need someone to try it on for me. I’m far too tall to fit it properly.”

I frowned. "Why me?"

She hesitated, "You have this... unique build. Slim, but not skinny. It's perfect for the look I'm trying to achieve. I kind of want to do this whole petite line, but I don’t have any petite friends… except, well… for you.” Her face reddened more.

My mind raced. On one hand, the thought of being a guinea pig for someone's fashion experiment, especially one that sounded as unconventional as this, was unnerving. But on the other hand, I couldn't ignore the undercurrent of power dynamics at play. Alex had been my protector at school. Was this her way of evening the scales? Of extracting a price for her guardianship? Or was this a genuine request, a display of trust? If I turned her down, would she continue to keep Timothy and his goons away from me?

For weeks, I’d experienced peace at school—unlike any peace I’d experienced in my high-school years. I couldn’t lose it. What was worse? Putting on some little outfit, or having my face pushed into a dirty toilet every day for a whole year?

Reading my apprehension, she quickly added, "I promise I won't tell anyone. This stays between us. But I really believe in this project, Kenny. I think it could be big.” Her smile was big now, and I could see her genuine enthusiasm, which made me think that she was serious about this—therefor it wasn’t just some prank.

She led me to her room, which was a mix of organized chaos. Sketches littered her desk, mannequins stood in various states of dress, and fabrics of different colours and textures were spread out. It was a legitimate passion of hers—unless she staged this whole scene with expensive fabric rolls and sewing machines and half-made outfits. No—such a setup was far too intricate for some high-school student. And now, she was talking about fashion, rattling off like some encyclopedia. Maybe she really was serious.

What caught my attention was the outfit she held out for me: a delicate dress, ethereal in its appearance, a blend of soft pastels, with intricate embroidery and a hem that looked like it would fall mid-thigh on me. It was, undoubtedly, feminine, but there was an edge to it, a boldness in its design that made it intriguing… for a girl.

But on me. Oh God—it was so humiliating to think about. I would look like some short little gremlin. She was going to laugh, and then she would never be able to un-see the sight of me dressed like a girl—and I would probably never un-see it either.

Seeing the shock on my face, Alex quickly said, "Look, I know it's a lot to ask. And I promise, no pressure. But if you're willing to give it a try, it'd mean the world to me."

The weight of the situation, the vulnerability she displayed, and the internal conflict within me all mingled in that single moment. Would trying on this dress somehow diminish me? Or would it be an act of courage, of trust, a step outside the norm? The idea of being dressed like a chick was intimidating—but I wanted to buy her security.

“You really promise not to tell anyone?”

Finally, I sighed, my decision made. "Alright," I said, surprising even myself. "But no pictures. And this stays between us."

She grinned, relief evident in her eyes. "Deal."

So I picked up the dress, and then she suddenly snatched it from me. “You should shave first.”

“Shave?” I said. I didn’t grow any facial hair yet, so it was a shock of an order.

“Your legs,” she said.

“I can’t shave my legs!” I gasped.

“It won’t look right though, if you keep your hair. Please, Kenny? Just shave quickly… for me.”

I was stunned. My head was spinning. Now, I was asking those same internal questions: Was this some sort of prank? Was she just trying to emasculate me for a laugh? I stood there, staring at her, staring into her pleading eyes. And once again, I thought of her security. “Okay,” I said. I’ll… uh… shave.”

She led me to the bathroom and showed me her razor. She ran the shower for me and placed the dress on the edge of the vanity. “Take your time,” she said, and then she left me alone.

There was shaving cream there, but it was women’s shaving cream, with moisturizer built in, and it was scented like flowers: a girly smell that stayed on me. I tried to wash that smell away with soap, but her soap was even girlier. I stepped out from the shower and peered into the mirror, seeing my newly shaved body. I hardly had any body hair before, but now—now I just looked pathetic. The small bit of masculinity that I had was now gone. I closed my eyes and drew in a deep breath, and then I wriggled into the little dress.

It was short—insanely short. It wouldn’t have passed the school code. It hardly even covered my bum. It didn’t cover my boxers. When I stepped out, she looked down and looked suddenly disappointed, which I suppose was better than the laughter I’d expected. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Why are you wearing boy shorts?”

“They’re my underwear,” I said.

“I know,” she said. “Why would you wear them under the dress.”

I blushed. “Because the dress wouldn’t cover me…”

“I’ll grab you some clean panties.”

A minute later, she was hanging me her panties: undies that had hugged her pussy before, undies that smelled like her—and even had a slight cream-tinted stain where her slit would usually rest: probably some feminine discharge or another that I would know about had I paid any attention during sex-ed.

I felt weird putting them on, wrestling my small penis to stay in the small strip of fabric. I pulled them high on my hips and blushed, and then emerged once more, hoping she could see me in the dress so that I could change back and be done with this.

Now, she had big, wide eyes. She was looking me up and down. “It fits you so well!” she said.

I shuffled my feet uncomfortably, pulling at the hem of the dress to ensure it covered as much as possible. "Really?" I mumbled, trying not to meet her gaze.

"Yes!" she exclaimed, circling around me, her hands flitting to adjust the drape of the fabric or smooth a wrinkle. "The way the material sits on you, the way it drapes... it's exactly what I had in mind!"

Despite my embarrassment, a part of me felt a bit pleased. It was nice to be praised, even if it was for something as strange as this. It was also nice to help her with her little project. If she was happy with me, she would probably be more keen to protect me when I really needed her protection.

"But," she hesitated, a glint in her eye, "we're not quite done. Wait here."

She disappeared into a corner of her room and came back holding a wig: long, chestnut-coloured, with gentle waves. "Put this on. I think it'll really elevate the look."

I hesitated, looking at the wig and then back at her. "Isn't this enough?"

"Just trust me," she said, her voice soothing. Reluctantly, I took the wig from her and adjusted it on my head, tucking my own hair underneath. She helped to get it just right. I couldn’t see a mirror, so I had no idea how idiotic I looked, but I presumed that I looked quite foolish. I bit hard on my tongue and tried to hide my humiliation. I knew this was almost over—and then I wouldn’t have to ever think about it again.

She gasped softly, "It's perfect. But just one more thing."

Before I could protest, she was in front of me with a small makeup kit. "Just a touch," she promised, "to enhance the look."

She gently applied some foundation, mascara, and a soft shade of lipstick. It was strangely intimate, the way she focused on my face, her touch feather-light as she worked. I could smell her perfume, and I realized it was probably the closest I’d ever been to a woman who wasn’t my own mother. There was something strangely intimate about the whole thing. Her touch was so strangely sensual. There were moments where I was half-convinced she was going to lean in and plant a kiss on my lips.

When she finished, she took a step back and regarded me critically. Then, she handed me a mirror.

I looked at the reflection and was taken aback. I still saw myself, but there was an undeniable transformation. It was... captivating in a way I hadn’t expected. I didn’t look quite as silly as I assumed. In fact… I kind of looked like a girl… which was probably the worst possible scenario.

Alex's face was alight with excitement. "You look incredible, Kenny. I can't thank you enough for this."

I was about to respond when she hesitated, biting her lip, clearly trying to form the right words. "There's just one more thing."

I sighed, already guessing what she might ask. "The picture?"

She nodded. "I know I promised no pictures, but Kenny, this... this is groundbreaking. It’s exactly what my portfolio needs. It's just for the fashion school. No names, nothing. Just the outfit. I’ll even frame the photo so you can’t see your eyes. I promise. Please?”

I thought about it. I had come this far, hadn't I? And as uncomfortable and unfamiliar as this all was, I trusted she was telling me the truth. I was trusting that she wouldn’t use this photo against me. It was only going to buy me more favours from her—and I suppose I owed her for standing up for me.

"Alright," I finally said, trying to mask the nervousness in my voice, "one picture. But it doesn’t go anywhere else."

Alex beamed, her gratitude evident. "You won't regret this, Kenny. I promise."

And as she adjusted the lighting and readied her camera, I tried to push my apprehensions aside and strike a pose, hoping that this leap of faith would be worth it. I felt so vulnerable as I stood in that tiny dress. I planted my hands on my hips and she commanded me to pucker my lips, so I did. “Push out your hip. Give it a bit of sass. Just like that! You’re a natural.”

And then she snapped the photo.


4



The school's bell rang with its customary shrillness, announcing the start of another mundane Monday. I trudged through the hallways, my backpack slightly heavier than usual. A part of me was weighed down by the memories of Saturday's escapade, but as I neared my locker, I felt the weight shift. As per routine, I caught Timothy's cold glare from the far end of the hallway. It was a look that had become both familiar and revolting, but it lacked any of the direct confrontation that had once made my life miserable. He just stared me down, looking angry—angry that he couldn’t approach me and have his way with me. He almost look pathetic, like some dog on a chain, tied to a post: intimidating but helpless.

A couple of lockers down, I saw Alex busy pulling out her books. Her casual demeanour made it seem like we had spent our weekend like any other pair of classmates—distant, unconnected. It was almost as if the unforgettable (at least for me) episode at her house had never transpired. I briefly entertained the idea of bringing it up, maybe squeezing out a joke or two to ease the awkwardness, but decided against it.

"Morning," she greeted nonchalantly, brushing her auburn locks behind her ear. There wasn't a hint of Saturday's excitement in her voice.

"Hey," I replied, still a bit hesitant, "How was the rest of your weekend?"

"Good. Spent most of Sunday working on my project." She didn't specify which project, but her ambiguity told me everything I needed to know.

"That's nice," I said, reaching into my locker for my textbooks. Our conversation had quickly turned into a series of generic exchanges. There was comfort in the mundane, I realized. It was almost reassuring to know that whatever had happened on Saturday could be neatly tucked away in a box, never to be opened again. I really didn’t want to revisit it; in fact, I just wanted to forget it happened. There were even moments, already, where I wondered if it had all been some weird dream. Maybe it never happened at all…

Well, then how did my legs end up shaved and smooth? Stubble still hadn’t started to grow back. I had a feeling I was going to have hairless legs for months. But that was okay, because it was fall now, and it was only getting colder outside; nobody would see my smooth legs—not even my gym-mates, since we were now allowed to wear sweatpants in gym instead of shorts.

The day continued in its familiar, predictable rhythm. Classes, lunch breaks, the intermittent scowl from Timothy, and the ever-present hum of school gossip. But as the hours rolled on, a nagging feeling persisted. Was this whole safety net going to fail me soon? Could it really last the whole year? There was sure to be a sick day in Alex’s future—and then what? Would Timothy strike when Alex was away? Or would he stay away, knowing Alex would exact revenge on my behalf?

It was during lunch when I finally mustered the courage to address the silent question that lingered between us.

"Hey, Alex," I began, hesitating, "About Saturday..."

She looked up, her deep emerald eyes meeting mine. There was no judgment, no humour, just a silent understanding.

"We don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to," she said, her tone gentle.

"No, it's just... I'm trying to understand…”

She smiled, placing her fork down and leaning in closer. "Saturday was about my project and my passion. It wasn’t about making you uncomfortable or turning it into some school gossip. It's in the past unless you want it to be something more."

I considered her words, mulling over the event and its potential ramifications. "I just want things to be... normal."

She grinned, a playful sparkle returning to her eyes. "Normal's overrated. But I get it. As far as I'm concerned, Saturday was just two friends helping each other out."

And with that, the weight I'd been feeling since the weekend began to lift.

I began to think about what she’d said to me a couple of weeks earlier: telling me that she was going to need help with something as repayment for her scaring the bullies away. Now, I was wondering if dressing up for her was the favour she’d previously referred to… or if there was something more that she would want from me.
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I spent another two days in bliss: the bliss of being able to go to school without being tormented by Timothy or his goons, or anyone for that matter. An entire day passed without me looking over my shoulder once, because I’d finally become convinced that I was in the clear, that Timothy wasn’t going to attack me again. Of course, I wasn’t about to go and test my limits; I wasn’t going to purposely find myself alone with him outside of the school walls; I wasn’t going to mock him or tease him.

I’d never slept so well in my whole life! I was so used to going to sleep with a looming dread over my head. I was so used to absolutely dreading the coming day: a sickness churning in my gut. But now, I felt like I had nothing at all to worry about. And it wasn’t just the freedom from bullying that was bringing a smile to my face.

More and more students were talking to me now, on a regular basis, as if I wasn’t such a loner anymore. I guess they saw me chatting with Alex often, and because she was cool, I no longer seemed so uncool.

It was Wednesday, mid-week, and the sun shone brilliantly down on the school courtyard. The day’s lunch was served alfresco style, and groups of students sat chatting, laughing, and sharing food on the lawn. As I made my way out of the cafeteria, lunch tray in hand, the familiar scents of freshly cut grass and grilled cheese wafted through the air.

A group of students from my social studies class waved me over. At first, I thought they were signalling to someone else, but when one of them, Jennifer, yelled, "Hey, Kenny! Over here!" I realized they meant me. These were the same students who, a month ago, might have ignored me or at best given a perfunctory nod. Now, they were inviting me to sit with them.

Feeling a bit hesitant, but also curious, I made my way over. As I sat down, Jennifer beamed, "We were just talking about that social studies assignment. Alex said you were already finished.”

I nodded my head, still a bit nervous.

“Did you finish the written part too?”

“Not quite,” I said.

She smiled. “Want to work on it with us?”

I wasn’t sure if she just assumed I was smart and would help her finish her homework, or if she actually wanted me to sit with them. Reluctantly, I sat, and then she started asking me questions—at first about social studies, and then about life.

The conversation flowed effortlessly. We talked about school, hobbies, the latest blockbuster movies, and even weekend plans. It felt surreal. Just a few weeks back, I had been the invisible student, always blending into the background. Now, I was right at the center.

It wasn’t just that day either. As the days rolled on, more people started to recognize me, nod at me in the corridors, even pull me into their conversations. While Alex's camaraderie was likely the spark, I felt my newfound confidence also played a part. I began answering more questions in class, participating in group activities, and even cracking the occasional joke. Mike Torrens invited me to a party at his house. “My parents are going to be in Florida for the weekend. You should come.” Though a part of me wondered if he was just hoping that I would bring Alex along with me.

The final bell rang and as I walked down the steps of the school building, I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Alex, her hair cascading over her shoulders, and that signature half-smile gracing her lips.

"Seems like you've got quite the fan club now," she teased.

I blushed. “What do you mean?”

“I went to find you at lunch, but you were sitting at a packed table.”

“You could have sat with us.”

“There wasn’t any room. Besides, you looked like you were chatting up a storm, and I didn’t want to interrupt. It’s not a big deal.”

I don’t know why, but I kept blushing.

“Want to walk me home?” she asked with a cute smile. I was still in a state of wondering what Alex’s intentions were with me. It still seemed impossible to believe that she might have any romantic interest in me. Over the past week, I’d started wondering if I was more valuable than I originally assessed—but I was still a realist, and knew that a short, skinny guy with almost no friends would never be a match for a beautiful, tall, popular girl like Alex.

“Okay,” I said, and we started towards her house, which was about thirty minutes from school (and then I would have to walk another thirty minutes to get to my house, but I didn’t mind).

The conversation was typical on the way to her house. We talked movies, class assignments and homework, and then I told her about the party. She’d been invited as well, but wasn’t sure if she would go. “Are you going to go? I’ll go if you go,” she said. And that one comment made me almost-positive that I’d only been invited to lure Alex in.

“Maybe,” I said. “I have to think about it.”

It wasn’t until we arrived at her house that she sprung her blushing request on me: “I have another dress that I want to get into my portfolio.”

As we stood outside her house, there was a brief moment of silence that hung heavily between us. The sounds of chirping birds and distant traffic filled the void. I felt a sudden rush of anxiety, my mind racing to find an escape route.

Seeing the hesitation in my eyes, Alex quickly added, “It’s the last piece for my application. I promise it's the last time I'll ask."

She looked sincere, her blue eyes glistening with a mix of hope and desperation. There was a vulnerability in her voice that I hadn’t noticed before. She bit her lower lip, an evident sign of her nervousness.

"Alex... I..." I began, my words stalling in my throat. The internal tug-of-war commenced. On one hand, I wanted to help her. She'd done so much for me, in more ways than one. On the other, the previous encounter still lingered in my mind: the awkwardness, the vulnerability, the strange feeling of seeing my reflection garbed in her creations.

"Why me? There are dozens of people who'd probably love to help you out with this," I questioned, hoping for some clarity that might help me decide. “Dozens of girls. Instagram is filled with wannabe models. Can’t you go ask one of them?”

She took a deep breath. "I've considered the options... Believe me! You're unlike anyone I've ever met. You have this… look. It’s just so perfect. You’re petite, but not in an emaciated way. You’ve got this perfect frame, like a sort of… blank canvas. Plus, you’re a guy—and, well… I guess I just love the challenge. Just think about it; if my designs can look hot on a guy, then they have to be perfect.” The way I heard this was, ‘If it looks good on you, it will look good on anyone.’ And in a way, that was a sort of compliment to my masculinity (or whatever was left of it).

"But... what if someone finds out? What if the pictures get leaked?" The fear was evident in my voice. “I get that you have your ideal fantasy in your head, but for me… it’s just weird.”

She looked earnestly into my eyes. "I'd never let that happen, Kenny. And besides, no one will see them except the school panel."

I took a deep breath, weighing the pros and cons. The cons were my insecurities, my fear of ridicule. The pros were a chance to help a friend, to be a part of something groundbreaking and, deep down, a desire to be close to Alex.

After what felt like an eternity, I finally spoke, "Okay. One last time. But this stays between us."

She beamed, her face lighting up. "Thank you, Kenny. I promise you won’t regret it."

Then, I saw the dress, ready on her bed. It was short, tight, looking like it was made for a six-year-old. “I don’t think that will fit,” I said, feeling my skin turning white.

“It’s stretchy,” she smiled.

But this time, she had more for me: a wig, ready, makeup, ready, and a bra with silicone breast pad insets, ready. She’d prepared everything that morning, long before she even asked if I would put on the dress for her. She’d lured me into this trap, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

My heart pounded loudly, the sound echoing in my ears as I took in the ensemble laid out before me. The dress, if it could even be called that, was more revealing than I had ever imagined. It was a shimmering silver, with delicate lace trimmings, hugging the curves of an imagined body. The fabric glimmered under the soft lighting of her room.

"You okay?" Alex asked, sensing my trepidation.

I tried to muster a weak smile, but my anxiety was clear. "It's a lot. But it’s fine…” I wanted to keep cool.

She moved closer, her eyes searching mine for understanding. "Trust me. I know it's asking a lot, but this is the culmination of everything I've been working on. It's meant to be bold and provocative."

I ran my fingers over the smooth fabric of the dress, thinking about what wearing it would signify. There was the undeniable discomfort of putting on something so risqué, but it was more than that: it was a huge risk, trusting her with a photo. I mean—how could I really trust her? I’d only known her for a month. Relationships change. Sometimes perfect friendships end in brutal ways. How could I predict that wouldn’t happen between us?

Taking a deep breath, I finally nodded. "Okay, let's do it."

Alex's face lit up with gratitude. She handed me the dress and turned around to give me some privacy. The stretchy fabric, as she had said, fit snugly around my frame, highlighting my slender physique. Next came the wig: long, raven-black strands that cascaded down my back, transforming my appearance even further. The bra with the silicone insets felt strange against my chest, adding to the surreal nature of the moment—but the added curves made my body undeniably feminine.

"Sit," she instructed, pointing to a chair by her vanity.

I did as she asked, watching in the mirror as she started applying the makeup. She worked meticulously, her fingers dancing over my face, applying foundation, eyeshadow, mascara, and finally, a bold shade of red lipstick. With every brush stroke, the boyish features of Kenny faded, replaced by a sultry, feminine look that was both striking and unnerving. And seeing that face, I wondered if my features were ever boyish to begin with.

Once she was done, she stepped back, examining her work. "You look stunning," she whispered, a hint of awe in her voice.

Looking at my reflection, I felt a mix of emotions. The person staring back was unfamiliar, yet there was a strange beauty in the transformation. But the weight of vulnerability and exposure was undeniable. My attire was something more suited for a boudoir shoot than a fashion portfolio.

I looked like an escort, and with the camera and lights out and ready for a photoshoot, it almost seemed like Alex was about to create my escort website.

As Alex set up her camera, I tried to mentally prepare myself. With every click of the shutter, I felt more exposed, more on display. Regret churned in my stomach, mixing with the heady cocktail of emotions the transformation had stirred up.

I posed for her, but I was stiff. She had the idea to try some of her dad’s liquor, so she fetched a bottle of clear vodka. I’d never tasted vodka before, so I nearly spat it out, which made her giggle. “It will help. Trust me.” We did a few more poses, and then came another shot of vodka. Was she trying to loosen me up for something?

We posed more. Maybe I was loosening up. Maybe I was striking better poses. Maybe some of the shots were even kind of cute (Alex kept showing me her favourites as she snapped them). Maybe I even looked like a girl in some of those pictures.

After what felt like hours, Alex finally said, "We're done."

“So I can get cleaned up?” I asked.

“You might need help with that wig; I pinned it on pretty good.” She motioned towards her bed and told me to sit so that she could work on getting the wig loose. She took a seat next to me, with a smile on her face. “Thank you so much for this, Kenny,” she said.

“Don’t mention it,” I said, glad that it was all over—and, if she was telling me the truth, it was something I wouldn’t have to do again.

She leaned in, reaching over my ears for the first couple of concealed bobby pins that were holding the wig to my head. Then, without warning, her lips were against mine. It took me a few seconds to realize that she hadn’t fallen forward—that it was actually a kiss. It took a few more seconds for me to shake off the paralysis and kiss back. Her hands were suddenly on me, caressing my sides, feeling that tight dress on my body, and then feeling my smooth hairless thighs. One of her hands slithered up between my legs, up my skirt, and onto the bulge in my panties. Gently, she rubbed my cock and made me moan.

The kiss lasted about forty seconds, and then she leaned back, red in the face, and said, “I’m sorry. I should tell you something.”

“What is it?”

“I’m a lesbian,” she said, now the darkest shade of red achievable for Caucasian skin.

“Really?”

She nodded. “I really like girls. And… well, I guess I just thought you looked really… hot. I hope that doesn’t ruin our friendship. I like hanging out with you.”

“What? Of course not—I mean—of course we can still be friends. That didn’t mean anything. I… uh, I—I just assumed it was, like, a friendly thing.” Now I was blushing, stumbling over my own words.

“You’re not going to act weird about it?” she asked.

“Of course not. Let’s just act like it never happened. I’m sure we’ll both have forgotten about it by the morning.” But really, I wanted to seize the moment and resume the kiss. I wanted to roll around with her on the bed, lips locks. I wanted to see where it would go. I would never get to be intimate with a woman like her; she was so far out of my league.

A moment later, we were kissing again: another forty-second kiss that seemed like only a second, and a lifetime at the same time. We stared into each others eyes, and she shook her head. “We really need to stop.”

“I know,” I said. “You’re right; that was a mistake.”

“Totally,” she said. “It’s nothing against you, Kenny. I just… I like girls.” She blushed. “And right now, you look like a girl. But you’re not a girl. So… I’m sorry, you have me all confused.” She laughed nervously.

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s not your fault.”

A moment later, the room was silent—horribly silent. The silence persisted for a long, long, long time. I slipped my phone out from my pocket, pretended that I had a message from my mom, and then I went into the bathroom to change. I got the wig off myself, and I washed the makeup away. Once in my clothes, I got out of there. I hardly said goodbye before scuttling off. My heart was racing the whole way home; I just had my first kiss, and the circumstances were very, very strange.

And things were about to become much stranger.
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The booming music echoed down the street, even before I rounded the corner. Bright, shifting lights streamed through the windows of Mike Torrens' two-story suburban home. Cars lined the curb, and knots of teenagers hung around outside, laughing, drinking, or in deep conversation. The atmosphere was thick with the scent of excitement, beer, and cheap cologne.

As I approached, I could feel my heart rate picking up, not with excitement, but with a budding anxiety. Why did I come? Every instinct told me this wasn't my scene. I didn't know half the faces, and the ones I did recognize were from fleeting moments in school hallways. And then there was Timothy.

He was there, unmistakable even in the dim evening light. Leaning against a car with his gang, a can of beer in hand, his posture exuded a sense of ownership over the scene. Our eyes locked for a split second, and that malevolent scowl I had grown so accustomed to flashed across his face. He said something to his friends, and they all burst out laughing, glancing my way. I felt a sick churn in my gut. Maybe I should just turn around and leave. I wasn’t safe here, like I was at school. Timothy wouldn’t end up with a detention for socking me in the head. He wasn’t going to end up being suspended from Mike Torren’s house.

But as I considered retreating, the front door of the house swung open and out walked Alex. She looked radiant.

Alex ambled in, no fanfare, but she didn't need it. The dress she wore clung to her like a second skin, a piece of black night that had decided to wrap around her just for the fun of it. It stopped a bit above the knees, showcasing legs that had seen their share of runs and stumbles. The neckline was a dangerous plunge, showcasing a whole lot more of her than most would expect. There was a shimmer somewhere: maybe those sleeves with their sequins trying to outshine the dim lights of the party. Her hair, usually tied in a ponytail, tonight had the careless grace of waves after a storm, held back only by some jewelled contraption on one side. That one ear exposed boasted a silver earring, long and slightly menacing. The makeup? Dark around the eyes like she'd been in a brawl and lived to tell the tale, and her lips, stained with the blood-red of life's many battles. She looked like trouble, the best kind.

She was chatting animatedly with a couple of her friends, but as she descended the steps, her eyes met mine. For a moment, there was recognition and then a flash of surprise.

"Kenny!" she exclaimed, her voice only slightly raised to be heard over the music. She waved me over, and I felt the weight of Timothy's gaze and the heat of the crowd melt away. I headed straight for her.

"Hey, Alex," I managed, feeling a little more grounded now that she was there. I felt so much safer near her, even though putting my safety in her hands meant sacrificing the small bit of masculinity I was convinced that I had.

"What are you doing standing out here? Come on in!" she said, her tone warm and inviting.

"I was... considering leaving," I admitted, stealing another glance in Timothy's direction.

Alex followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing slightly. "Ignore him," she whispered, leaning closer. "We're here to have fun, and if he tries anything, well... he knows better now." She winked.

With that, she grabbed my hand and led me into the whirlwind of Mike Torrens' house party. The bass of the music thrummed through the floorboards and the air was thick with chatter, laughter, and the occasional raised voice. But with Alex by my side, the overwhelming scene felt slightly less intimidating.

Perhaps, just perhaps, the night wouldn't be as dreadful as I'd imagined.

The party was in full swing when I found myself wedged on a dilapidated couch between Alex and a fellow classmate, each of us nursing some suspicious concoction that was handed to us upon entry. The bass from the speakers vibrated through the floors, and the dim lighting lent the room an ethereal feel, occasionally interrupted by the pulsing strobe lights.

With every sip, my apprehension faded, slightly, replaced by a growing warmth and ease. I’d never been drunk before, but now, I was finding myself full of giggles and my vision was slightly blurred, like watching footage filmed with the wrong shutter speed. Alex seemed to be in a similar state, her laughter frequent and carefree. We found ourselves diving into the kind of absurd conversations only fostered by parties or late-night diner runs: would you rather fight a horse-sized duck or a hundred duck-sized horses? If you could travel back in time, where would you go? Alex said that she would have gone to the year 1135, but didn’t have a reason as to why.

As the night progressed, a small group started gathering around our little corner of the room. Perhaps it was Alex's allure, or maybe the comfort of our nonsensical debates. Either way, we became a sort of epicentre of chatter, the focal point in a sea of dancing bodies.

Jared, a guy from our English class, leaning over with a sly grin asked, "So, Kenny, got any inside scoop on Alex here? Anyone she's got her eye on? Asking for a...friend."

I glanced at Alex, catching her arched eyebrow and smirk, clearly enjoying the attention. I was about to blurt out what she had told me, her truth, but something held me back. Maybe it was the fleeting look of uncertainty I saw flash across her face. Maybe it was the promise of trust she'd extended to me. I didn’t know if her status as a ‘lesbian’ was open information; it wasn’t my place to tell people.

"Honestly," I began, pausing just long enough for the weight of the moment to sink in, "I think she's just enjoying the party. You know, taking it all in. Can't blame anyone for that."

“Oh, c’mon,” he whispered. “Everyone here is looking to hook up, deep down. It’s senior year, man. You can’t tell me that you aren’t half-hoping some girl invites you up to a bedroom…”

I blushed and shrugged my shoulders.

“So is she dating anyone, or is she free game?”

“I guess you’d have to ask her,” I said. “She doesn’t tell me that stuff.”

When I looked back at Alex, she was gone. I assumed she’d gone to use the washroom—but she didn’t come back for a long time. For a while, I thought she’d left, and then I considered the possibility that she snuck away with a girl—another lesbian—and was having some fun upstairs. Or maybe one of the more confident men had persuaded her to sneak away. Maybe she wasn’t as much as a lesbian as she thought… or maybe the whole lesbian comment was just to let me down easy.

The night flowed on, with other classmates prodding for more details about Alex's interests, but I deflected each inquiry, keeping her secret safe.

Then, around midnight, I felt a tap on my shoulder. It was Alex. “You won’t believe what I found,” she whispered.

Her eyes twinkling with mischief and excitement, Alex led me upstairs, weaving through dancing couples and small groups congregated on the stairwell. She guided me to a slightly ajar door at the end of the hallway. She pushed it open, and I was greeted with a sight I could never have imagined in Mike Torrens' house.

The room looked like the backstage of a vintage fashion show. Rails of dresses from different eras were neatly aligned against one wall, shoes of every conceivable design were carefully arranged on racks, and an impressive collection of hats, gloves, and scarves adorned another corner. The soft glow from a single table lamp gave the room a dreamlike ambiance, the golden light illuminating the sequins, lace, and silk of the clothing.

Alex's eyes widened as she roamed over the room, taking in every piece. "Look at this, Kenny!" She held up a flapper-style dress from the 1920s, the beading and fringe shimmering as she moved it. "And this!" she exclaimed, picking up a mod mini dress from the 60s. "This stuff isn't just thrift store gold; it's a treasure trove! Do you have any idea what some of these pieces are worth? And look here! These are custom pieces; no tags, no labels—no idea who made them or who they made them for, but the stitch-work is just… masterful.”

“Is this Mike’s sister’s room?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know Mike. Does he have a sister? Then, I guess it is. She has insane taste though. I mean—just look at some of these pieces!”

I was still absorbing the magnitude of what was in front of us when Alex suddenly turned to me with a pleading look in her eyes. "Kenny, please, can we do a little fashion show? Just us? I'm dying to see how some of these look, but they're all too small for me."

I hesitated, glancing around the room. The alcohol made me consider her request. “I thought we were done with that. Besides—it’s not like you can include these in your portfolio; you didn’t make them.”

“It’s not about the portfolio; I just want to see how they look. I mean—look at this. It’s a real 20s flapper dress. How many people get to try on a legitimate flapper dress in their lifetime!?”

“How many people want to?”

“You wouldn’t believe…”

I wrestled with the idea, seeing that excited gleam in her eye. I didn’t want to be the one to extinguish that flame.

I bit down hard on my tongue. “Fine," I conceded, "but the door stays locked. And no photos!"

She squealed in delight and began choosing outfits for me.

There were wigs: just a couple on mannequin heads. For me, Alex chose a short blonde bob, which looked very retro, but was actually kind of cute with my features.

We started the ‘fashion show’ with a sleek, black, 70s jumpsuit paired with some block heels. As I changed, Alex offered commentary and historical context, clearly in her element. She was rattling off like an encyclopedia of fashion knowledge. It was still a surprise to me that someone so sporty and jock-ish could be so interested in feminine fashion. She rarely dressed like a fashionista herself—though she was dressed the part now.

Next was a 50s poodle skirt with a matching top and some kitten heels. Then came a psychedelic print dress from the 60s. It was cute, but short, leaving my thin legs vulnerable to the cool air in the room.

Every so often, we'd erupt into fits of giggles, the ridiculousness of the situation not lost on us. Here we were, in the middle of a raging party, holding our own private vintage fashion showcase. The evening took a turn neither of us could have predicted.

As the hours passed, and the last outfit was tried, we both fell onto the bed, now ripe with drunken laughter. She looked into my eyes, and for a moment, I thought for sure that we were going to kiss again—and I had a feeling that this time, things would go further. And maybe we would have kissed, had the lights not gone out.

No—I’m not talking about the literal lights. Apparently, I’d consumed more alcohol than I realized. And I had absolutely no tolerance for booze, so I was knocked out cold. And when I finally came to, the room was dark. I blinked a few times, seeing the dark silhouettes of clothing racks. I was still spinning, still a bit drunk, but I was conscious—and I knew, somehow, that a good hour had gone by since the end of our little fashion show. I was still in the wig and dress.

I sat up and rubbed my eyes. I blinked a few times. I could still hear music downstairs. The party was ongoing. But when I scanned the ground, I couldn’t see my clothes. Had they been taken away, or had I just forgotten where I’d put them?

“Alex?” I called out softly, not actually expecting a response. I assumed that she’d gone—but then she stood up from a chair.

“You’re up!” she said, startling me, her silhouette dark against the dim wall.

“What happened?”

“You blacked out. I’ve been waiting for you to wake up. I tried to change you, but I didn’t want to be too invasive—but I also didn’t want to just leave you here for someone to find you.”

I blushed. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I hope I didn’t waste your night.”

“Not at all. It hasn’t been that long.” She came closer to me. Even in the darkness, I could see that she was blushing. “Okay, so… I have an offer to make you.”

“An offer?” I said, feeling the drunkenness returning. Now that my blood was flowing, the alcohol was flowing too.

“You’re a virgin, right?” she asked.

I was silent, too embarrassed to answer.

“Well, I thought maybe you would… give that up—as you are now.”

“W—What?” I said, stunned by her strange proposal—whatever it may have been.

“Just hear me out. You stay in that super-cute dress and wig. We leave the lights off. I was talking to a guy downstairs, and he want to get off.”

“Get off? What are you on about!?” I gasped.

“I won’t tell anyone, and he won’t know who you are. The lights stay off. And you get to experience… well—the best sex imaginable.”

“I’m not having sex with a man,” I said, feeling my face turning pale.

“Kenny!” she said. “Don’t be so dismissive. This is a golden opportunity. I can tell that you’ve enjoyed modelling for me, deep down. It’s okay to enjoy it—especially when you look as cute as you do. And I’m sure you’ve heard it before: the most intense male orgasm you can have is a prostate orgasm. Well, I’ll be here with you. It will be fun. I’ll even hold your hand. It will be totally… platonic. No one talks, everything is clean. The act is carried out, you get to experience an unimaginable orgasm—and, remember, he has no idea who you are.”

“Who’s he?” I asked, my voice hardly a whisper.

“He’s nobody. If I told you, that would defeat the point. I would just take him up here, facilitate the deal, and the two of you get intense pleasure out of it. The only person who knows anything is me—and you can trust me!”

“Can I?” I said, and I didn’t even mean to say it out loud. I bit hard on my tongue, worried that those two little words would threaten our relationship.

She was silent for a moment before saying, “You can trust me with your life, just like you have been.” And there was a tone in her voice that just made me believe her. And now, I was considering the insane proposition. I was actually considering letting a man have his way with me! Because I was curious. Because she had planted a seed in my head. Maybe she was right: maybe I did enjoy the little fashion shows, just a bit. Maybe I was curious to experience this intense orgasm that she was talking about.

Like most guys (presumably), I’d experimented with masturbation before. I’d pushed small objects into my bum, trying to feel the so-called pleasure that could be achieved anally. Even thinking about it now makes me red—so you can imagine how red I was in that dark fashion room.

“Should I get him?” she asked. “Just be sure that when we come in, you’re turned away. I don’t want to compromise your identity.”

I wanted to tell her ‘absolutely no way!’ but I couldn’t muster up any words. She left, leaving me alone with a pounding heart. I stood up and thought about running. I looked for my clothes, but they weren’t there. Then, I heard footsteps. How had she arranged all of this while I slept?

I scrambled back onto the bed, getting onto my knees and turning my back to the door. I struggled to breathe. Then, I heard the door opening. I felt the light against my back, casting my shadow against the headboard. Then, the door closed, two figures entering behind me. “There she is,” Alex’s voice said softly. “Remember—no words, and the light stays off.”

Was she doing this for me, for this man, or for herself? She made it sound like it was some idea to bring satisfaction to all parties, but I had a hard time believing that.

Now, the man was behind me, climbing onto the bed. I saw his shirt hit the ground next to the bed. I smelled his cheap cologne. Then, I felt his hands on my arms. I gasped, but then silenced myself, worried even a gasp would compromise my identity.

His hands moved up and down, then he came closer, pressing his naked chest against my back. His warm breath tickled the back of my neck.

“Be gentle with her,” Alex commanded the man. “If you hurt her, I won’t do this for you again.”

And those words sat strangely with me. Again? Was this something she often facilitated? Was she… whoring me out? Had she groomed me into this strange role? And hearing those words, why was I not moving from that position?

He was caressing me all over, even reaching around to cup my chest, as if I had breasts. Did he know that I was a man?

He leaned in and kissed my neck. He sucked gently, making my hairs stand up.

This was insane. I was letting a man handle me. I was turning submissive in the hands of some male classmate. And now, he had his hands on my bare skin. He was pulling the skirt of my dress up, and wriggling down my panties. And for some strange reason, I was rising up on my knees to allow him to undress me. I tried to cover my cock and balls with my hand, but he moved my hand away. He took my shaft and gently tugged it, massaging it, apparently not caring that I was male.

Alex stood like a shadow against the wall, watching every minute. I was too scared to look over at her, but I felt her presence constantly.

I was bent over. A mouth pressed between my ass cheeks, and I felt tongue slithering into my hole. I gasped. Then came a finger, teasing me, penetrating me, warming me up. I clenched and bit hard on my tongue. Was this really happening?

I was spinning. I wondered if I was dreaming. He kept eating me out. It felt strange… not bad… just strange. He was able to push his tongue deep—fingers deeper. He kept playing with my cock, with my balls. Was this man gay? Did Alex think that I was gay?

I had too many questions. But I wasn’t allowed to speak up to ask them. And even if I could, I wouldn’t dare open my mouth and reveal my identity. The darkness of the room was my only comfort.

He rose up behind me. He grabbed me by the blonde wig and pulled my head back.

“Easy,” said Alex from the shadows.

The wig was safe, secured with half a dozen concealed bobby pins—but I didn’t want to risk it.

He released my head, and then I felt the tip: warm, bulbous, and hard, pushing between my cheeks. It was happening: I was being penetrated.

He pushed into me before I could clench him back. I gasped loudly. He used his hand to mash his cock into my hole, seemingly relentless. He groaned loudly. I felt him pulsing. I felt his thick veins throbbing against my anal walls.

“Don’t clench,” Alex instructed me from the sidelines.

I tried hard to hold him back, but then I caved to Alex’s advice, letting him in—and he slid deep, suddenly. I gasped again.

But the man didn’t wait for me to become climatized; he got right to thrusting.

He thrusted hard and deep, gripping me by the hips, hands under my skirt. I felt every inch of his long, thick shaft. My hole gushed as he pounded: his own spit spilling out of me.

Now, my penis was erect, the tip touching my abdomen. I don’t know why I was so erect, but that erection wouldn’t go away.

I could hear his pelvis slapping my ass. I groaned. He used every inch. He didn’t hold back. He fucked me like a horny animal, desperate to get off. There was no thought into my pleasure—only his own. But still… it felt good. I started to feel the tingling against that sweet spot—the one I could never find on my own.

He was pushing me towards an orgasm.

I moaned. I clenched. I trembled. He fucked as hard as he could… but he couldn’t hold on. He ejaculated inside of me, and then he pulled out, leaving me slightly satisfied, but not quite there. I never got that special orgasm—not with him.

But after he left a moment later, Alex came onto the bed. “You did good, Kenny,” she whispered. “That was so hot.” A moment later, we were kissing. She straddled me. We shared spit, tongues twisting together. Her pussy was wet, sliding on my erection for a moment, and then I penetrated her. She bounced on my lap before folding over me, head nestled into my shoulder.

She reached down with her long arms—far down my petite frame. Her fingers found my gaping asshole. She pushed two fingers into me, feeling the man’s cum. She began fingering me while slowly gyrating on me. She knew what she was reaching for, and she was determined to ensure I got the full experience. Using her fingers, she made me have a prostate orgasm. I ejaculated with a scream, deep in her unprotected pussy.

We kissed again. She pulled her cum-covered fingers out from my asshole and pushed them into my mouth, and I sucked, submissive. She giggled, and then rolled off of me. “I told you it would be fun.”

My head was spinning, wondering still if this was a dream. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”
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The weight of Monday morning bore down on me as I walked into the school. Everything felt off—the echoing corridors, the vibrant colours of the lockers that now appeared muted, the laughter of my classmates that seemed distant. Every step I took felt heavier than the last, and the gazes from passing students sent chills down my spine. Did they know? Could they tell? I couldn't shake off the memories from Saturday night.

There was a chance that people knew what I did in that darkened bedroom. There was a chance that rumours had already spread like wildfire. I couldn’t help but feel gazes tickling my back, but whenever I looked back, nobody was looking… Had they looked away quickly? Or was I just being paranoid?

I could still feel the strong hands of the stranger in that dark room, and the lingering touch of Alex's mouth pressed against mine. It was exhilarating, yet guilt-inducing, a whirlwind of emotions I'd never felt before. And now, I was left to navigate the aftermath.

A stranger had his way with me… No—not a stranger; it was likely someone I knew—maybe even someone in front of me now. Maybe it was best that I had no idea… Did they have an idea?

Reaching my locker, I tried to remember my combination, but my fingers just wouldn’t cooperate. Every whisper I overheard felt directed at me. I tried to reassure myself—how could anyone know? But the seeds of doubt continued to sprout in my mind.

And then there was that weird comment that Alex had made—something about restricting the man’s access to future encounters if he was too rough with me. Was I some sort of prostitute? Did Alex groom me? Did she get paid for what I did?

That got me to thinking about our second photoshoot together, which had been planned out before I even agreed to it—before I even knew it was a twinkle in her mind.

Suddenly, I caught a glimpse of Alex. She was surrounded by a group of her friends, her laughter light and easy, but when her eyes met mine, the atmosphere changed. She excused herself from the group and approached me, her pace slow, deliberate.

"Hey," she said, her voice softer than usual.

"Hey," I replied, the word sticking in my throat. The tension between us was palpable. We had never experienced an awkward moment before, but now, there was a gulf of unsaid words and emotions between us.

Alex hesitated, her eyes darting away for a moment. "About Saturday..."

I quickly cut her off, not ready to dive into that conversation in the middle of a crowded hallway. "It's fine, Alex. Let's just... talk later?"

She nodded, her lips forming a thin line. "Yeah, sure. Later."

I could tell she had more to say, but I wasn't ready to hear it—not here, not now. We went our separate ways, but as the morning wore on, a burning question remained in my mind: who was the mystery person I'd kissed that night? And how would I ever find out?

The final bell rang, signalling the end of the school day. I'd spent the better part of the day in a daze, still trying to piece together the fragments of Saturday night and mulling over that lingering tension with Alex. Most of my classmates hurried out, eager to shake off the school-day gloom. But not Alex.

She approached me just as I was packing up my stuff. "Can we talk? Outside?"

I nodded, my stomach knotted. She led the way, and we found ourselves seated on a secluded bench behind the school, away from prying eyes and curious ears.

For a moment, neither of us spoke. Alex played with the fringes of her scarf, a nervous habit of hers I’d noticed before. The silence seemed to stretch infinitely, the weight of unspoken words growing heavier.

Finally, she took a deep breath. "Kenny... what happened on Saturday, it... it changed things for me."

"How do you mean?" I asked cautiously.

She looked up, her blue eyes searching mine. "It made me realize something... something I hadn't really allowed myself to consider before."

My heart raced, waiting for her to continue.

"I know it sounds crazy, and it's not conventional," she began, her voice shaky, "but Kenny... would you... would you consider being my girlfriend?"

My mind went blank. I blinked a few times, trying to process what she’d just asked. "Your what?"

Alex's face turned a shade redder. "I know how it sounds. But seeing you the other night, dressed up, the way you looked, the way you felt when we kissed... I can't shake it off. It's like, with you, I can have the best of both worlds. Like—maybe during the day, you’re just… you, like this. We can be friends—best-friends. But when school ends, you can come over, dress up, and we can be… more than friends. And then, after that, we can see where things go.”

“Where things go?”

She shrugged her shoulders, blushing. “Maybe you’ll really start to like dressing up. Maybe it’s something that you’ll do… outside of my bedroom.”

I tried to form words, but nothing coherent came out. The shock, the surprise, the flood of emotions was too much.

"You don’t have to give me an answer right now," she continued quickly, her voice desperate. "Just... think about it. I really like you, Kenny, in a way I never thought I could. Maybe you could even take the idea for a… test run. Come over, and I’ll show you what I have in mind.” Her eyes flashed, and a small grin was now plastered on her face.

I swallowed, my throat dry. "I... I need some time. This is... a lot."

She nodded, her eyes moist. "I understand. Just... promise me you'll think about it?"

"I promise," I replied, even though I had no idea where to even begin.

The next day, the subject wasn’t brought up. She smiled at me in the halls and then sat with me during lunch, asking off-topic questions about assignments and weekend plans. My heart raced whenever she came close. Occasionally, my male peers would approach me and ask if we were a couple—and then they would ask if she was available. I heard rumours of guys asking her out. I never asked her what she thought about being asked out, and subsequently having to reject so many men; I knew that the conversation would lead to our own relationship, which was in a state of ‘pending’.

At home, the proposal consumed me. It still seemed so strange, so unusual. How could I be her lesbian girlfriend if I wasn’t even a girl? Our school had a population of lesbians—at least three that were out, and two of them were cute; in fact, Jessica Morley was my middle-school crush, and in the tenth grade she revealed that she only liked chicks, breaking my hopes into pieces. Maybe Jessica would be a better fit for Alex.

Another day went by: no mention of the proposal, as if it never happened. Maybe it never did happen; maybe it was just in my head.

The next day was the same: smiles in the hallways, and then a long discussion about a new Netflix movie. We came up with theories to explain the ending… but never talked about the looming and unanswered question.

Finally, when Friday came, she said to me, “I’ll be home alone all night. Want to come by?”

My skin turned cold. My heart fluttered before plunging down into my gut. I shrugged my shoulders. “Sure,” I said. The uncertainty was destroying me, filling me with unwavering anxiety; I needed this to come to a close, whether it meant us parting ways as friends, or the other option…

I arrived at her house and she skipped over to her computer. She wanted to show me some new game that she was into. Nothing was out of the ordinary—except for one detail: a short skirt that was on her bed, next to a tank top, next to a blonde bob wig. She didn’t point it out to me, but I’m sure she knew that I saw it. It was probably there for a reason, to plant the seed in my head, to warm me up to the idea, to ensure that I was considering her proposal.

Hours went by. We watched a film. She made no mention of the outfit. We went to her room and worked on an assignment for an hour—still no mention of the outfit that was right there, teasing me.

Then, finally, she said something that made me turn rigid. “Don’t judge me,” she said, “but I’m, like, super horny right now.” She blushed and giggled. “I started this new birth control, and it’s making my hormones super wacky.”

“Oh yeah?” I said, feeling pale.

She eyed the outfit for a quick second, as if to say, ‘We can fool around if you put it on.’ Then, the room became silent.

Suddenly, I mentioned Jessica. “She likes girls,” I told her. “And she’s really pretty… at least I think so.”

“I don’t think I know her,” said Alex, and then she eyed the wig again.

My skin was tingling all over. I remembered losing my virginity with her: the amazing euphoria that was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

Finally, she turned red and said, “I’m curious, Kenny.”

“What?”

“Did you like it?” She peered into my eyes, and I knew that she was talking about the encounter with the stranger at the party.

I must have been a shade of crimson when I finally answered her. “It felt good, I guess.”

“You know…” she said. “We could do it again.”

I was now probably as white as clean bone. “A—Again?” I stuttered.

“Not with me,” she said quickly. Then, she cleared her throat. “I mean—it could be with me, if you were my girlfriend. But I just mean, I know a guy—a good friend of mine. He really likes sissies and crossdressers, and he lives close by.”

“I—I think I’ll pass,” I said. I enjoyed the euphoria of the previous homoerotic encounter, but the anxiety of being with a stranger was far too much to handle.

“Pass on what? Me or my friend?” She let a nervous giggle slip. Then, the room became silent for a moment before she said, “I’m still open to letting you have a sort of… test run.”

I eyed the outfit. I wasn’t drunk this time. I had full control of my sensibilities. I cleared my throat, shrugged my shoulders, and then I said, “I’m open to trying it again—with you, I mean. I—I still don’t really know what it would mean to be a ‘girlfriend’.”

I hadn’t forgotten about my bully problem; it was still a problem. No, I wasn’t being harassed anymore, but Timothy still existed within the school walls, and was waiting for a moment of vulnerability to strike. Alex gave me protection, and I valued that protection.

“I’ll try it out, but I’m not committing to anything.”

She smiled, beaming, and then she jumped to her feet. “Let’s get started.”

The coolness of the room contrasted with the warmth of anticipation between us. Alex had an array of cosmetics sprawled out on her bedroom table, each product chosen with a specific intent in mind.

She began with foundation, applying it delicately on my face with a makeup sponge. The touch of the sponge was gentle, soft, almost like a caress. My skin absorbed the foundation, feeling even-toned and smooth.

Next, she dusted my eyelids with a shade of soft peach eyeshadow, followed by eyeliner. The application of the eyeliner required utmost precision. I could feel the tip of the pencil gently grazing my lash line, making my eyes pop.

The lipstick was a shade of soft pink. As she swiped it onto my lips, the creamy texture felt indulgent and surprisingly comforting. It had a faint fragrance, reminding me of a pretty girl who used to sit next to me in the 10th grade… Andrea Perkins. She would wear tiny short skirts and long white stockings—and the sight of her legs would always make me erect under my desk, so I always prayed that I wouldn’t be called upon to answer a question at the front of the class.

With my face done, Alex moved on to dressing me. The panties were silk, cool to the touch, sliding smoothly over my hips, making me aware of every inch of my body. The bra, padded lightly, felt snug yet not constricting. It was strange, feeling the weightlessness of the cups—and then looking down to see the bust, which almost looked… real.

Then came the skirt. The fabric was a soft blend of cotton and polyester. As I slipped it on, it grazed my thighs, eliciting a shiver down my spine. The skirt swayed with every move, making me hyper-aware of my body’s rhythm. The tank top was next, its fabric thin and soft, hugging my torso like a second skin.

As I stood there, I couldn't help but marvel at the sensations. The soft caress of the clothes, the gentleness of the makeup, the way each item felt like an extension of myself. There was something undeniably comforting about the entire experience. These clothes fit so well; they were so soft… and, in a weird way, felt so right.

But with the comfort came a series of questions. What did this mean for me? Did I actually like this? What would it change about the way I saw myself or the way others saw me? There were no immediate answers, only the quiet hum of uncertainty.

Alex seemed to notice my internal struggle. “You look beautiful,” she whispered, cupping my face with her hands.

“I don’t know what to feel,” I admitted with a nervous laugh.

“Just feel,” she said softly. “No judgments. No labels. Just let yourself be in the moment.”

The way she looked at me now was different: fascinated, intoxicated. She was looking at me with desire: a look that I wasn’t used to getting from anyone. I felt so wanted, and that was a nice feeling. It was even nicer when she moved in for the kiss.

I was hardly dressed up for five minutes before we were on her bed, straddling each other, tongues deep in the mouth of the other. I squeezed her breasts, lifted her shirt, and even sucked her nipples. She felt me all over, even gripping my erection and tugging it. The fact that I had a penis didn’t seem to distract her from her feminine desires. I couldn’t help but wonder if maybe she was more bisexual than she realized; she enjoyed my penis, particularly once it was inside of her. She moaned and quivered and leaked. I didn’t do much in the way of thrusting—she was the one who led, like the male in a traditional dance. She gyrated and bounced and enjoyed every inch of my cock.

And then, without much warning, she was wearing a strap-on: smaller than my own cock, but rigid and intimidating nonetheless. She penetrated me and I found myself doing the work: gyrating, grinding, bouncing—lips still locked with hers.

I went down on her, she went down on me.

When I whimpered, the sounds that came out were feminine, as if I was becoming possessed by the clothing on my body. Even my movements were strangely feminine and delicate.

I ejaculated inside of her, unprotected. She pushed me down to eat her out, to taste my own product as it oozed out from her tight, eighteen-year-old cunt.

And then, when it was all over, we changed into clean clothes (free of sweat and cum and saliva), snuggled together on her bed in soft lingerie. She gently played with my blonde hair as I playfully fingered around with her soft pubic hair, which only existed in a small rectangle above her clitoris. It was nice—and if this was being a girlfriend, maybe it was something that I wanted.

“My parents will be out again tomorrow night,” she told me.

So the next night, I was back, this time being dolled up in a black lace minidress, which had lace sleeves and a fit-and-flare sort of gothic lower half. We managed to keep out of her bed for an hour—but then we caved and went at it like jack rabbits.

Then, through the next week, I went to her house each afternoon, for the few hours between the end of school and when her parents returned from work.

I could safely say that I was no longer a virgin. We’d fucked countless times in a span of seven days: countless positions, swapping top and bottom. Then, on Friday, she said something that made my blood turn cold. “I’m so glad you’re my girlfriend,” she said, kissing me on the lips after we made love.

I was frozen. I didn’t realize that I’d committed to the girlfriend role. I’d assumed that we were still in the test-run phase—but maybe I’d given her the wrong impression.

I liked her, but the relationship couldn’t possibly work out longterm, because I wasn’t a woman, and she wanted me to be a woman. I thought that it was something that I could just entertain until the end of the school year (it was almost December now, with about six months of schooling left before graduation)—but then she dropped a bomb on me. “Maybe next week, you can be my girlfriend outside of the house too.” She peered into my eyes. There was an expectant look that was quickly fading into disappointment as she gauged my reaction.

“W—What does that mean, exactly?” I asked.

“We can go on a date. Dinner and a movie,” she smiled.

“Can’t we just do this?” I asked. “This is working—no?”

She looked devastated now, as if I’d crushed her spirits. “Oh,” she said. “Okay…”

I bit hard on my tongue. “Would we go somewhere… maybe on the other side of town?”

Her eyes widened. Her face beamed. “Sure!” she said.

My gut filled with nausea as I realized what I’d just agreed to. The weekend was filled with dread, knowing that Monday was our first ‘date’ as girlfriends, outside of the house, in front of strangers.
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The air was filled with a mix of excitement and trepidation. I sat in front of Alex's vanity, glancing at my reflection every so often, trying to come to terms with the person staring back at me. She had laid out an assortment of makeup products, her hands skillfully moving between each one as she transformed me into her girlfriend for the evening. The delicate brush of mascara on my lashes, the feel of the soft lip gloss on my lips, and the way the foundation smoothed out my complexion was mesmerizing, yet unnerving. The contouring was possibly the most frightening: the way she changed the shape and structure of my face by blending in a few darker lines, giving me feminine cheekbones, a feminine nose, and a feminine jawline… or maybe I already had them, and she’d just brought them forward…

“Just relax,” Alex whispered, sensing my unease. But her voice was more of an afterthought, lost in her world of transforming me.

Once she was satisfied, she helped me into a lovely dress, a shade of maroon that complemented my complexion. The feel of the fabric, cool and silky, gliding over my skin, sending shivers down my spine. My heart raced as I looked at my reflection. Was I really ready for this?

We walked downstairs and out the front door, the evening breeze cool against my exposed skin. Every step seemed to magnify the gravity of what we were about to do. As we reached Alex’s car, my palms were clammy, and I felt light-headed. I hesitated for a moment, my anxiety peaking.

Alex, perhaps too engrossed in the thrill of our adventure, didn’t seem to notice my hesitation. She cheerfully said, “Hop in!” and started the engine.

Driving to the restaurant, I was swallowed in a whirlpool of emotions. The ambient lights outside the car felt brighter, the sounds of the city louder, as if my senses were amplified. Several times during the drive, my breathing became erratic, and a cold sweat formed on my forehead: telltale signs of my mini panic attacks.

We arrived at a quaint little bistro, the kind where soft jazz played in the background and patrons spoke in low, intimate tones. As we walked in, I felt the weight of curious eyes on me. Was I passing? Did they know? Of course they knew… I looked half-decent, but I wasn’t a dead-ringer.

We were seated at a dimly lit corner, providing me with some semblance of privacy. But the comfort was short-lived. Throughout dinner, every bite, every sip of water felt like a monumental task. Each time the waiter came over, my heart would race, fearing discovery. The food was probably good, but the sight of it made me ill. I awkwardly forced down a few bites, and then, when she was in the bathroom, I had the waiter box my food up for me.

After what felt like an eternity, dinner was over. I silently thanked the heavens, but the evening was not done. We headed to the movies next. The darkness of the theatre was comforting, but the close proximity of strangers made me hyper-aware of my appearance and mannerisms. It was a new-release: a packed theatre.

The movie played, but my mind was miles away, tangled in a web of anxiety and self-consciousness. Every so often, Alex would lean over, whispering sweet nothings or sharing a quick kiss. I played along, but every gesture only reminded me of the complexity of our situation.

She leaned into me, and then she gently turned her face to me and I knew she wanted to kiss, so I kissed her. It was a relief from the anxiety—and then the lights came on and the movie was over, and I could feel people staring. I blinked a few times and wondered how many in that theatre were schoolmates. It was one of two theatres in town, playing a movie targeted at our age group.

I tried to keep my face hidden, but still, I could feel people looking at us.

“That was so fun,” she said as we made our way to a hotel that she’d booked. Her parents were home, but she wanted to spend the night with me. She’d told her parents that she was spending the night with some schoolmates, to pound out a project—but really, she wanted to have a night of unrestricted fucking. I will admit that I quite enjoyed that part of the night, once we were passed the concierge.

She wanted to go on another day. “Friday,” she said. “We’ll go to the fair—opening night. You like rides, right?”

“I actually get queasy,” I said.

“Then we’ll play games. I’ll win you a stuffy.” She giggled.

On Friday, we went to the fair: another night of terror as people looked our way, maybe because they were curious to see lesbians in the flesh—or maybe curious to see a woman with a man who was dressed like a woman.

Maybe some recognized me. Half the town was there, after all. It was a breeding ground of rumours and whispers.

The night was anxiety-ridden, but again, it had a happy ending, at her house, with her parents away on a mini-vacation. We played with a new toy: a larger strap-on, which I was now ready for.

But the next morning, as I woke up in her arms, she whispered to me, “I want you to be my girlfriend at school.”

“At school?” I said, turning white.

She nodded her head. “It would mean so much to me.”

“I—I can’t be a girl there. People would make fun of me.”

“So what? They won’t hurt you. Not with me there.”

“You won’t always be there,” I said. “And it’s more than that… the teachers… my parents.”

“Who cares about what they think? You can’t just live a lie to make them happy.” She stared into my eyes.

I didn’t answer her, but I wanted to. I wanted to tell her that I wasn’t living a lie—not until now. Before she came along, there were no lies. Now, I was constantly telling my parents that I was going out to work on homework with a study group—that was a lie. Now, while outside of the house with Alex, I was telling strangers that my name was Kendra; that was a lie.

Or was it? Now, I was so confused. When I was out with Alex, as Kendra, there we so many highs and lows. The lows were terrible… but the highs were so great, unlike anything I’d ever experienced out as a male. And that got me wondering if maybe the maleness was part of the problem; maybe I was meant to be out as a female.

Why were these ideas infiltrating my mind?

Why weren’t they going away?

They were only becoming stronger and stronger.

On our next date, I felt less anxious. I was getting used to being out as a girl, more confident that my feminine guise concealed my true identity, giving me more freedom to do as I wished in public. I held hands with Alex. It also helped that my ‘look’ was getting better; I was far more convincing each time I did my makeup. Looking in the mirror, I thought that I was perfectly convincing, though I knew that some would see minor flaws that could expose me. But those flaws were becoming fewer.

Who was I? What had Alex done to me?

I still hadn’t forgotten about the strange thing she said at that party, when the stranger was having his way with me. There were unanswered questions, and those questions were brought back into the spotlight when Alex said to me, “I have a friend, and… it would really turn me on to watch him fuck your brains out. I get it if that’s totally uncomfortable for you, but if you do it, I’ll be there with you. I’ll even hold your hand—and I promise you’ll like it—just like last time.”

I felt sick. Now, I was wondering if I was some sort of trans-prostitute and Alex was some mastermind pimp.
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Itold Alex I would consider the proposal. I was trying to buy myself time while I processed everything.

At school, I was getting looks—different looks than usual, though maybe they were in my head. It seemed impossible to think that my outings as a woman were totally secret. Surely, during one of our dates, a schoolmate had spotted us and started the whispering.

But at school, people were afraid of Alex; she was tough, and she’d already proved that she could get big names expelled.

Timothy was still throwing the odd glance my way. I couldn’t help but think he was just waiting for his moment, to get his revenge. And if I had a falling out with Alex, I would end up being vulnerable again.

And was that why I was with Alex? Was that the only reason I was entertaining this relationship? Was I just buying myself protection? That’s certainly how it started… and maybe it was still that way.

The high school bathroom was never a place of solitude, but today it felt particularly stifling. I was tucked away in one of the stalls, processing everything, when the door swung open, and in walked Timothy, laughing, his voice echoing off the tiles. Another voice, one of his close friends, joined the chorus.

"Dude, you remember that party at Mike's place a few weeks back?" Timothy's voice, filled with mischief, echoed.

"Which one? The one where you downed that entire bottle of tequila?" the friend chortled.

"Nah, the other one," Timothy continued, his voice lowered but still audible. "I hooked up with some chick in a dark room. Couldn’t see her face, but man, she was something."

A chill ran down my spine. Memories of that night flooded back, and realization hit me like a ton of bricks. It was me. He didn't know it was me, but it was. I suddenly felt the walls of the stall closing in on me.

"Dude, she had these soft lips and smelled all sweet. Her hole was… fuck—it was so tight. I fucked her brains out and she took it. I’m telling you—I’m dying to figure out who she was. She might even be the one.”

His friend laughed, "You should go for it! Find out who the mystery girl is. But you said you didn’t see her face; she’s probably some hideous boar.”

“Man, I wouldn’t even care if she was a total ogre; with a body like that… I would still take her to prom.” He laughed loudly.

As their laughter echoed in the bathroom, my heart raced. The weight of our secret became even heavier. If Timothy ever found out, the consequences would be catastrophic.

But Alex… she was the one who orchestrated the whole thing. She led Timothy into that room and presented me to him—and she insinuated that Timothy was some sort of client of hers.

What the hell was going on? Did Timothy pay money to fuck me at that party?

I felt sick. I nearly puked into the toilet. I took a minute to gather myself, then I went looking for Alex; I needed answers, and I was going to demand them, even if it meant ruining our relationship, even if it meant sacrificing my security for the next six months.

I stammered through the hallways, my legs feeling like they were going to give out. My vision was blurring as my heart rate increased. I was probably close to passing out. I went down hallway after hallway, desperate to find her. She wasn’t at her locker. She wasn’t in the spare lounge. She wasn’t outside where she often hung out. She wasn’t in the cafeteria. “Where’s Alex?” I said to a random student. They shrugged their shoulders, so I went to another, then another. People were looking at me, becoming quiet as they stared at me, as if I was a psychotic having a breakdown—and maybe I was.

“Where is she!?” I muttered under my breath, but it was probably loud enough for many to hear.

Finally, I spotted her, about to walk into a classroom. I rushed over to her and gripped her by the wrist, stopping her. “What is it?” she asked.

“I need to talk to you,” I said through clenched teeth. I could feel beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck.

I pulled her into an empty classroom and slammed the door behind us. The dim sunlight cutting through the blinds seemed to separate the room into zones of light and darkness.

"What's happening? You look like you're about to explode," Alex said, her eyes a puzzle.

"You orchestrated this whole thing, didn't you?" I almost shouted, my emotions bubbling over.

"What are you accusing me of?" She tried to maintain her facade, but I could see the crack in her armour: a guilty gleam in her eye.

"Timothy. You set me up to be with him at the party," I breathed, forcing each word out.

For a moment, her eyes widened, but then she regained her composure. "Why would I do such a thing? That's absurd."

"I heard him, Alex. I heard him talking about the 'girl' he fucked in the dark room. It was me, and you know it! You set me and Timothy up, in some… twisted, fucked up drunken, dark-room arrangement. You did it! Don’t lie anymore!”

She sighed deeply and finally met my eyes. "Okay, yes, I did."

The room went quiet, save for the sound of my ragged breathing. "But why, Alex? Why?"

"Because," she paused, choosing her words carefully, "I thought it would solve your bullying problem for good. I’ve been talking with Timothy since I started here at this school, and he made some revelations about his… sexual preferences. He opened up to the idea of being with someone different. And you've been exploring your feminine side. I thought maybe, just maybe, if I could get the two of you together… it might change things between you. And now, once he realizes the truth, like you have, you can bet that your problems with him will be done. Every time I talk to him, he fawns over you—the girl you, I mean. You took his virginity, after all.”

I stood there, dumbfounded. "You've been grooming both of us for your little social experiment?"

"It's not like that, Kenny," she said softly, "I genuinely care for you, and I thought this could work. I thought it could make your life better, make his life better, maybe even bring some peace to this chaotic school. I created a solution. You should be grateful.”

"But you deceived us, Alex. You played God with our lives. What if this backfires? What then?"

Her face turned somber. "I've been asking myself that question. I'm sorry, Kenny, really, I am."

I took a step back, my mind racing. "I need time to think, Alex. This is too much."

I left her there, bathed in the fragmented sunlight filtering through the blinds. As I walked through the hallways, a heavy cloud of contemplation settled over me. Was Alex's wild plan a betrayal, or a misguided attempt at creating a strange sort of harmony? And what would happen now that this Pandora's box of secrets and identities had been flung wide open?

As I wandered the hallways aimlessly, the weight of what Alex had done, what she'd orchestrated, settled into the pit of my stomach. I felt betrayed. I was a chess piece in her grand plan. But then, another thought crept into my mind. Despite the manipulation and the deceit, could it be that her twisted plan actually held the seed of a solution?

I had spent years under Timothy's thumb, the constant torment making my life unbearable. And what had changed? Nothing, until Alex came into the picture. She was the first person who'd ever thrown me a lifeline, even if it was entangled in webs of lies and schemes and social experiments that could be downright illegal. As much as I wanted to be furious with her, as much as I was furious with her, the back of my mind kept pulling me to the realization that she might have altered the course of my life for the better.

That's what made me stop in my tracks. I was angry, yes, but was my anger really only about the betrayal? Or was part of it because she had forced me to confront aspects of myself I wasn't ready to face? As I was navigating this complex swirl of emotions, I found myself standing in front of the school’s trophy case, its glass reflecting a distorted image of me… It felt fitting.

The end-of-day bell rang, jolting me out of my thoughts. Students began pouring out of classrooms, a wave of laughter and conversations filling the air.

I knew that I had a choice to make.

I could confront Alex, hold her accountable for what she did. And she deserved that; what she'd done was manipulative and wrong. Or I could take this unusual, uncomfortable lifeline she'd thrown me and see where it led. Could I find it in myself to consider her intentions, separate from her actions? To see this as an opportunity wrapped in a violation?

My phone buzzed in my pocket. A text from Alex: "Can we talk?"

I took a deep breath.
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Ihad been pacing around the soccer field for what felt like an eternity, my eyes darting around to spot Alex. Finally, I saw her approach, her figure casting long shadows as she moved across the grass. She looked apprehensive, maybe even a little bit nervous, and I wondered how she was processing all of this. Her eyes met mine as she neared, and for a moment, we stood there in a silent standoff.

"So, I've been doing a lot of thinking," I started, my voice tinged with caution. "And it's given me a clearer perspective on a lot of things."

She nodded, but remained silent, as if she was bracing for impact. "Go on," she finally said, her voice softer than usual.

"I can't be your girlfriend," I said, the words coming out with more certainty than I felt. "The way you manipulated the situation between Timothy and me was unacceptable. I get that you might have thought you were helping, but you really can't play puppeteer with people's lives. It's not right. But that’s not why I can’t be your girlfriend; I can’t be your girlfriend because I’m not a girl, and I don’t want to pretend to be something that I’m not. It wouldn’t be fair to me—and I don’t think that would be fair to you.”

She lowered her gaze, unable to meet my eyes. "You're right. I can't defend what I did. I messed up. I really messed up. And I'm truly sorry for that."

My eyes narrowed as I looked at her. "I believe you're sorry. But you have to understand, it's going to take me some time to fully trust you again."

"I know," she admitted, her voice filled with a sincerity I hadn't seen before. "And I'll wait. I want to make this right."

"So that's the first thing," I continued, "we can be friends, but with clear boundaries. And no more manipulating situations, even if you think you're helping."

She nodded eagerly. "Absolutely, I promise."

I took a deep breath before going on. "The second thing is a little more complicated. In all this craziness, I think that I… maybe discovered something about myself in this process. I don't want to stop exploring my feminine side."

Her eyes widened a bit, surprised but clearly interested. "Really?"

"Yes, but on my terms," I emphasized. "Not as part of a grand plan to thwart a bully, not as someone's girlfriend, but because it's something I feel the need to explore for myself. I want to understand this part of me."

A smile broke across Alex's face, one that looked genuine and relieved. “Aw, Kenny. I would be so honoured to help you. Whenever you're ready, and however you want to proceed, I'll be there to support you.”

She hugged me, and in that moment, I felt her genuine support: support as a friend, and not as someone who had some motive—whether it was a motive of good or bad intention. She just wanted to be there for me, because she was my friend.

“You’re going to make the best girl,” she said with a giggle.

“Just don’t put too much pressure on me,” I said. “And for now, it stays between us… until I’m ready.”

As we began to walk away from the soccer field, a sense of relief washed over me. It was complicated, still a tangle of emotions and new understandings to navigate, but it felt like a beginning—a fresh start. I didn't have all the answers and I wasn't even fully sure of all the questions, but for the first time, it felt like I was steering my own ship. I had taken charge of my own narrative, messy and confusing as it might be. I was embarking on a journey of self-discovery, identity, and possibly even friendship—the real kind, not one predicated on schemes or manipulations. And as uncertain as it all was, it felt right.

It felt like a start.

THE END
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THE BULGE



A quiet evening turns interesting when a young trans woman enters the bar where Ian is having a few drinks with his friends, Josh and Lee. Josh, the only child in a wealthy family, decides to have some fun with his friends, so he makes a bet, pitting Ian and Lee against each other.

The first one to go on three dates with the young trans woman will win eight-thousand dollars.

What starts out as a joke gets complicated when both men start to develop feelings for the mysterious young trans girl, who isn’t afraid of showing off all of her assets.
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She was blonde, with freckles, and a petite frame that was undeniably feminine with narrow shoulders and a nearly-pencil-thin waist… but she wasn’t a girl.

At least, she wasn’t a girl in the biological sense. She was born a man, and the only reason that I knew that was because Josh knew her back when she was a male, when they were in elementary school together. There were a few other giveaways too, like her voice, which we could now hear from a few tables away at that bar. It sounded a tiny-bit feminine, but more like the voice of an effeminate gay male than a biological woman—and I don’t say that disparagingly; it was just an observation.

And then there was her face; don’t get me wrong, it was remarkably feminine, and maybe even more feminine than the girls she now sat with—but there was just something about the shape of her jaw that simply couldn’t escape her past masculinity. Again, I don’t say this disparagingly; it was simply a fact.

“Under the circumstances, she doesn’t look half-bad,” said Lee, eyeing her for a moment before turning his blushing face away. He took a sip from his drink and then clarified, “I mean—among the trans girls I’ve seen, she’s probably the closest to looking like a girl.”

Josh rolled his eyes. “I don’t see it,” he insisted. “I just see Brett.”

Brett was her name before she transitioned. Now, her name was Brie. I knew this, because Josh told us when she walked into that bar. “Look,” Josh said, “I’m not saying she can do what she wants; it’s her body and she’s not hurting anyone. It’s just my opinion that she doesn’t pass.”

“I don’t think you’re allowed to say that,” Lee interjected.

“Say what? What can’t I say?” Josh asked with a narrowed gaze.

“Pass—Passing in an offensive term.”

Josh waved the young asian man off. “Fuck off with that, man. It’s just an observation. I just said that I don’t give a shit what she does. I’ll even happily call her a girl; makes no difference to me or anyone. But I’m not going to pretend that I see a biological girl when I look at her. I just don’t.”

“Whatever,” I said, seeing a flame in Lee’s eyes. I knew that he was getting heated. He was, after all, a very progressive guy, often wearing his orange NDP shirt while out—and occasionally even a hammer-and-sickle communism shirt, which offended some people. Josh was more apolitical, like me, but he was more ‘fiercely apolitical’ than me. The two men would often engage in endless debates that went nowhere and failed to change any opinions. I knew this was turning into one of those.

“All I said was that I just don’t see her as being very convincing, but I don’t care one way or another.”

“She’s convincing as long as she identifies as a girl,” Lee said; they were ignoring my plea to deescalate.

“What if she had a beard?” Josh said, rolling his eyes.

“Women can have beards.”

“What are you talking about now?”

“There’s a condition in which women can grow bears, and it’s more common than you think,” Lee said.

“That doesn’t make beard-wearing a feminine trait!” Josh snapped.

“Who are you to decide what’s a feminine trait and what’s not!?” Lee snapped back.

“Guys!” I said, finally getting their attention. “She’s going to hear you.” They were getting louder and louder. And now, they were both looking at Brie from across the pub.

“I think she looks good,” Lee said.

“If you think she looks so good, go ask her on a date,” Josh grinned.

Lee turned red, and then he looked away quickly. “She’s not my type, otherwise I would. I have no problem with trans girls.”

“Why isn’t she your type?” Josh asked with a grin.

“She just isn’t.”

“Why?”

“Why does it matter?”

Josh’s grin grew bigger. He seemed to think that he had Lee exposed as being a hypocrite, though I don’t think that was necessarily true. “Just lay off it, okay?” I said to Josh. I didn’t like the fighting, and this was just turning into a fight. We’d only been at the pub for about forty minutes. “I want this to be a fun night. I hardly get time off like this anymore—and when I do, I don’t get to drink because I’m on call. For once, I’m not on call, and I don’t want to spend my first free night in God-knows how long arguing about the semantics of some trans girl that Josh used to know fifteen years ago.”

The men looked at me, looking a bit sullen and guilty now. There was a long silence, and then Josh grinned and said, “What about you, Ian? Would you?”

“Would I what?” I asked. “Take Brie out on a date? I—I don’t know. I don’t know her.” I was lying, slightly. The truth, which I knew but would never admit, especially around Lee, was that I would never take a trans girl out on a date, and it wasn’t a matter of transphobia; I had nothing against trans people. But my parents were quite conservative, and most of my friends were fairly conservative. We lived in a relatively small town, where gossip spread fast, and everyone knew just about everyone. Logistically, it was just a poor decision, at least for me.

Plus, I just preferred biological women. Is that so horrible to say? Biological women come with a certain type of comfort: a safety and certainty. I wanted to have kids one day, for starters—and yes, I know that adoption is an option, as well as surrogates and whatnot. Look—I’m not trying to make this into some defence of my position; I don’t feel like I have to defend my position. I’m allowed to have my preferences.

With Brie, the fact of the matter was: she just wasn’t quite convincing enough for me. She’d only been a woman for eighteen months (according to Josh). Her voice wasn’t much more feminine than my own when I was trying to put on a girl voice as a joke. Her frame was feminine—there was no doubt about it. But there was the jawline to consider; I’ve always liked my girls with soft features: rounded jawlines and small noses. Her freckles were cute, but that wasn’t enough to lure me in.

“Would you take out a trans girl or no?” Josh asked.

“Which trans girl?” I asked.

“Any of them?”

“Sure. Let’s say that blonde over by the bar was trans. Would you date her?”

“I—I don’t know her,” I said, trying to remain in my comfortable milieu.

“Let’s say she’s super-awesome and fun to hang out with—but she’s got a dick.”

“Not all trans women have dicks,” Lee interjected.

“Well, let’s say that girl does have a dick.”

The men were looking at me now. I turned red. “I don’t know. Probably not. I don’t like dicks.”

“That’s a sane response,” Josh said.

“It’s a transphobic response,” Lee growled.

And then the men started their fight again; I won’t bore you with the details. They went back and forth, getting more and more heated, until I begged them to stop.

They both had that guilty look again, knowing that they’d drifted off into another fight, threatening to ruin my evening.

“I get two nights each month when I’m not working or on-call,” I said. “Please don’t make this night miserable.”

“Fine, fine, fine,” said Lee, waving me off. “So what would you prefer to talk about, Ian?”

I was suddenly silent. They’re constant bickering had drained my mental capacity, and now I couldn’t think of any half-decent topics of conversation. But honestly, the silence was better than chatting—if chatting meant bickering.

I eyed the time. It was only 10:00 PM.

After a few minutes of silence, Josh looked over and noticed Brie drinking a pint of beer. “That’s not very feminine,” he said.

“What?” Lee said, narrowing his gaze. “Girls can’t drink beer now? They have to drink mixed cocktails?”

“I didn’t say that!”

And just like that, the men were back at it, and I realized they weren’t going to drop it until we were away from Brie. “Let’s get out of here,” I said.

“What? That’s it? Your night off, and you’re done?” Josh asked.

“No—I just want to go somewhere else. There’s that new club down the street. Let’s go there.”

Lee laughed. “The nightclub? What? You want to go dancing?”

“Sure. Why not?”

The men looked perplexed, but then Josh perked up. “There will be so many girls there.” He slapped down forty dollars to cover our drinks. “Let’s go.”

A couple minutes later, we were in line to get into the club. The blue neon and booming bass made me feel a bit old; it had been a long time since I’d been in a place like that. Nightclubs meant heavy drinking, drugs, and groggy mornings. These days, I didn’t have it in me to suffer through groggy mornings, especially when I knew that I would be on-call the next day… but I wasn’t on call until Sunday. I could cut loose, at least a little bit…

It was a fifteen minute wait in line. They let a few girls in who were waiting behind us—pumping up their female numbers before letting more men in; we weren’t bitter about it. Once inside, it was a feast for the eyes: hundreds of scantily-clad young women, bouncing, partying, laughing. We slipped right in, and got right to partying. I danced for the first time in ages—probably looking like a fool. Lee danced with a young asian woman, who was all over him, and then she vanished from he club, making Lee sink into a depression. “She probably just went to the bathroom to puke,” Josh laughed when we convened at a table.

It was hard to talk. The place was loud. But maybe that was for the best. Lee and Josh didn’t need to get back into it with each other.

“This is better,” I smiled. “This is how I want to spend my night off.”

“Drinks on me,” Josh shouted. He was living his best life, gazing around a room filled with women who were practically dressed in nothing but lingerie. He bought stiff shots, and then we danced again.

This time, I danced with a young blonde woman. She was quick to turn her butt to me, pushing it into my lap. She ‘twerked’ hard, making me blush all over. Looking over her shoulder, she grinned.

She wasn’t beautiful—quite average, even with makeup and a skintight minidress. I had no plans of taking her home; I was just there to have fun. And I was having fun--careless fun. I had another drink and went back to the dance floor.

A new blonde had arrived and was dancing with her arms in the air. She turned to me and I moved in, feeling confident with whiskey in my bloodstream. It took a moment, but I recognized her: Brie, from the pub.


2



Iwill admit that I stumbled a bit. I considered slipping away. I considered politely excusing myself, knowing her truth—though, in that dim, neon-flickering light, I don’t think I would have known had Josh not told me. She was smiling at me, shaking her hips in a shockingly feminine way. “Hey!” she called out. “Want to dance?”

“O—Okay,” I said, rigid.

She rested her wrists on my shoulders and led, shaking left and right, throwing her hair this way and that way. Her freckles were more pronounced now, up close, somehow brought out by that flashing neon.

I snuck a glance down her chest. Her camisole top was a bit loose and she was wearing no bra underneath, so I could see her small breasts jiggling—her perky nipples occasionally showing themselves for split-second intervals. I looked away quickly, turning red.

She got closer to me, pushing herself against me—and I swear I felt the bulge of a penis in her skirt. It grazed my leg a few times—but it was confusing, because she smelled like roses and pachouli.

It was a whole song before I decided not to let it bother me. We danced for three songs, and it was fun. She looked up into my eyes during that third song, and said, “You’re cute!”

“Thanks!” I called back. I felt blood rushing to my cheeks. I don’t know if I meant it, but I replied by saying, “You too.”

She smiled and blushed.

We finished that song, and then we parted ways. I went to find my friends at our table. Lee was looking on the verge of passing out; he’d had one too many Jagger-bombs. Josh was in his element, arms stretched across the booth bench. “We should do this more often!” he called out.

“Sure,” I said, seeing that there was a new shot awaiting me. “After this, I’m switching to beer!”

“Same,” said Josh. “We may need to put Lee in a cab.”

We both looked at him. His pale complexion was turning to green. So Josh went out back to call him a cab, but Lee didn’t make to the cab; he darted for the bathroom and we didn’t seem him again—when we went to find him thirty minutes later, he wasn’t there (we found out later that he did make it to a cab, just not the one we called).

Then, around 1:00 AM, we started talking about taking off. Josh had a grin on his face.

“What is it?” I asked.

“I saw you dancing with Brie,” I said into my ear. “How was that?”

I blushed. “Oh—yeah, well, she danced with me. I don’t know; I didn’t really think one way or another about it.”

“You two were pretty close,” he said, his grin growing. He was watching my face as it turned redder and redder.

“Not any closer than I was with anyone else,” I said, biting my tongue.

“You want to fuck her?” he asked.

“What? No!”

He roared with laughter. “I’m just screwing with you, Ian!” he said. “I love watching you squirm like that. I’m just fucking with you—relax!”

He kept laughing, making me feel even more uncomfortable about the whole thing.

Then, as if on cue, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around to see Brie there, blush on her freckled cheeks. She was reaching out a piece of paper. On the paper, her phone number was written. She pressed her lips thin, and I carefully took the number. “What’s this?” I said—and I wasn’t playing dumb; I was just in a state of shock.

“My number,” she said. Then she turned to Josh and said, “Hi Josh.” After that, she took off. Once she was gone, Josh erupted again, almost falling tot he floor with laughter.

“Oh, get over it,” I growled.

“You going to call her?” he asked with a crooked smile.

“Of course not. Why do you have to be such a dick about it?”

“Oh, don’t turn into Lee on me. I’m just messing around.” He shook his head. “Let’s get out of here. All of the cute girls left an hour ago.”

We made our way outside, and then I asked him if he’d gotten any decent action.

“A few hot dances, and one girl gave me her number, but I’m pretty sure it’s fake; I probably won’t embarrass myself by trying to call it. Want to split a cab?”

“We’re going in different directions,” I said.

“We’ll drop you off first.”

“I’m not paying for half your ride across town from my place to yours.”

“Fine. I’ll just pay for it,” he groaned. “I just want the company.” So he paid for a cab to take me home, and he went for the ride before turning around and going home himself.

At this point, it’s probably vital for me to tell you a little bit more about Josh. You wouldn’t know it from looking at him, but Josh was quite wealthy. Actually, that’s a big understatement. Josh’s dad owned Pewter Power. Josh was in line to inherit the company after his father (the way his father inherited it before him). Pewter Power, as I’m sure you know, is one of Canada’s biggest power suppliers. They power millions of homes, and they own close to a million acres of land in the Maritimes. Pewter Power also owns Pewter Foods (the grocery store chain), Pewter Sanitation, and Pewter Co, which owns all of the museums and recreation centres, including the big new stadium where the Elk Heads play.

Josh didn’t like to tell anyone about his huge family fortune, and I was one of very few people who knew that his father gave him a ten-thousand-dollar-per-month allowance. Most of that allowance, Josh stashed into a savings account, though I can’t quite understand why. If he was going to be inheriting hundreds of millions of dollars, why wasn’t he just spending that cash? Well—I guess he was smarter than me when it came to money.

I was damn-near broke, and Josh had swooped in to help me many times, paying my rent, paying my bills, and even giving me a week’s worth of pay so that I could take off work and go on a trip with him (paid for by him, of course). He was often going on big trips, sometimes to other provinces, sometimes to other continents—but he was quiet about it. He never posted pictures of his trips or advertised them on social media. He didn’t want people to know that he was jetting around the globe. He didn’t want anyone thinking that he was privileged, because he knew better than anyone that the general public wasn’t so fond of the wealthy in the current social climate.

Even Lee didn’t know about Josh’s wealth or who his father was. Or maybe I should say, especially Lee didn’t know, because it would have likely been a great source of tension for Lee.
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The next morning was the sort of groggy Sunday that only nights of heavy drinking can create. My phone buzzed on the coffee table, displaying a message from Josh: "How's the hangover, buddy?"

"Alive, but barely," I replied, popping a couple of aspirin and gulping down a tall glass of water.

A minute later, Josh texted back: "Want to grab some greasy breakfast? My treat."

I hesitated for a moment, thinking about the number scribbled on a piece of paper that was sitting on my kitchen counter. Brie's number. "Sure, where at?"

"The usual spot. 30 mins?"

I agreed and hopped in the shower, letting the warm water wash away the remnants of last night. Josh and I had a usual breakfast spot, a cozy, old-fashioned diner that served food loaded with all the cholesterol you could ask for. It was the kind of place that'd become an extension of your living room if you let it, which we sort of had.

As I slid into the vinyl booth opposite Josh, I could see he was already halfway through a stack of pancakes.

"You’re late," he grinned, syrup coating the corners of his mouth.

"Sorry, had to make myself presentable," I said, flagging down the waitress for a coffee and an omelette.

The waitress was new: a pretty, young woman who was working hard for tips with her blouse buttoned low, exposing the bulge of her breasts and the red lace pushing them up to make them look bigger. She leaned down more than necessary when filling my mug. “Out partying last night?” she asked with a sultry sort of voice. We both knew that she wasn’t interested in seducing us, but she knew how to make a few extra bucks in tips.

Josh was eyeing her with thoughts in his head. His face was beaming. He flushed red every time she came by. And then he finally leaned in and said, “The rack on her!”

“I like eating here,” I said. “Please don’t get us kicked out of this place.”

“I think she likes me,” he insisted.

“I think she wants your money.”

“She can have it,” he said, lost in some dazed daydream. He was now watching her from across the bad. Then he let out a sigh: a sound that didn’t quite strike the mood. He was disappointed.

“If you like her so much, ask her out,” I said.

“I can’t.” Then he turned to me with a deserted look in his eyes. “I’m…. Taken.”

“Taken?” I said, stunned. I assumed that I was misunderstanding him. “What does that mean—taken?”

“It means what you think it means. I’m in… a relationship.” It pained him to let those words out from his mouth.

“What? Why am I just hearing about this now? With who?”

“I didn’t want to tell you. It’s just so… embarrassing.”

“Why?”

He looked so defeated. “I started seeing this girl three months ago. Nice girl. She asked me to move in. She asked me to… stop seeing other women. I guess it’s just that time for me.”

“Who is she?” I asked, still completely shocked.

“Her name is Kristine. Never mind that. You’ll meet her in time. I’m just… I’m not totally thrilled about the whole thing.”

“So why did you agree to be her partner?”

“Because the other option was losing her. She doesn’t want a man who won’t commit, so I committed to her. I’m…” He took a breath. “Engaged.”

“What!?” I gasped. My jaw nearly hit the table. Now, the beautiful waitress was back, pouring coffees. Josh turned his head away from her, as if too guilty to look at her and appreciate her seductive charm. It was silent while she was there, then, I broke the silence with a whisper, as if we were talking about something totally illegal and deplorable. “You’re engaged?”

He nodded his head. “For two weeks now,” he said.

“You’re lying.”

“I’m not.” He shook his head and took a breath.

The silence returned. A few minutes later, we both got a buzz: a message to our group chat from Lee. “Be there in five.”

“Look,” Josh said, straightening up. “Don’t say a word of this to Lee. I don’t need him interrogating me. This stays between us until I’m ready to reveal it.”

“Whatever,” I said.

“Oh, and before Lee gets here—there’s one other thing I want to talk to you about—something we don’t tell Lee about.”

“What is it?”

Suddenly, he placed a stack of money down on the table. “It’s a dare,” he said. “This money could be yours—and you definitely have the advantage.”

I stared at the wad of cash: easily ten-thousand dollars, assuming the bills were all as big as the one at the top of the stack. “What the hell is this?”

“It’s going to be a competition between you and Lee.”

“Why?”

“Boredom, mostly. Since I’ve been engaged, things haven’t been so… exciting. My fiancee just… she likes things a certain way, so I’ve had to reel in my lifestyle. But I need to liven things up a little bit. And… I really like to screw with Lee.”

“What is this about?” I said.

Lee walked in the door and scanned around, his attention almost finding us before he noticed the waitress with her top buttoned down. He ogled her for a moment before spying us. “Damn, it’s too late,” Josh said. “I guess you and Lee will find out together.”

He sat down with us and smiled. “I feel sick,” he said. “How much did I drink last night?”

“Like, three light beers,” I said, and then John burst into a fit of laughter, which ended when Lee noticed the wad of cash on the table.

“What’s this all about?”

“I got a bonus at work,” Josh said. “And I was just telling Ian that I want to offer it to one of you guys.”

“Why don’t you want it?” Lee said, looking perplexed.

Josh rattled off some nonsense excuse, about it being his second bonus in as many months, and he’s been in a giving mood, and this and that, and it seemed like such a lousy excuse, but the words really made no difference because Lee was frozen in a state of ogling that cash.

“So we can just split it?” Lee said, reaching out for it—but Josh snapped his hand out and grabbed it away from Lee. “I didn’t say that.”

Now, we were both staring, perplexed, and confused. Josh had a big grin on his face, which was getting bigger and bigger. “What is it already!?” snapped Lee.

“That trans girl from yesterday,” he said.

“Brie?” I said.

Josh smiled and nodded. “Whichever one of you can take her out on three dates—without telling her about this dare—gets the cash.”

We just sat there, dumbfounded. It sounded so crazy, so juvenile, so… offensive. “This is your idea of a joke?” I said.

“It’s not a joke. The money goes to whoever can take her out on three dates. But if you mention that this is a dare, you get nothing. You have to… woo her.”

“This is offensive,” growled Lee. “You’re treating this transitioning, vulnerable girl like some sort of joke!”

“Says who?” Josh said. “Look, Lee, if you don’t want the money, don’t join in on the action. Just let Josh win the cash.”

“Now wait!” Lee said, raising a finger into the air. “I didn’t say that I’m not interested… I just said that it’s offensive, what you’re doing. This is exploitation, and it’s cruel.”

“I disagree, but I doubt we’ll see eye to eye on that,” he groaned. “So Ian already has her phone number. It’s only fair that he shares it with you, Lee.”

“Wait!” Lee gasped. “He already got her number? So how is that fair?”

“I thought of that,” Josh said. “So you will get a three-day head start. Ian isn’t allowed to contact her until Tuesday. You can call her right now. Tell her that you saw her at the club and got her number from a friend, or something. You can even say you got the number from me—just don’t tell her about this dare.”

“That’s not fair,” I said. “Lee could theoretically go on three dates with her before I’m even allowed to call her.”

“It’s possible,” Josh said, nodding his head. “And I suppose it’s a risk you’d be willing to take if you go in on the action.”

“It’s not like you would be losing anything,” Lee said with a slight grin, enjoying this little advantage being handed to him. “It’s not like it’s your money on the table.”

There was some more discussion—some details that needed ironing out, which turned into fierce arguments as we tried to figure out what was fair. Lee liked his three-day advantage, but hated that I’d already had a successful encounter with Brie. I didn’t care much for Lee’s advantage, seeing as Josh never said anything about Brie choosing one over the other—it was just a race to three dates.

So really, Lee just had to stumble through the dates; she only had to be impressed enough to go out with him again. And we had to define a date. Is a quick meeting at a cafe before work a date? Lee, of course, thought it should count—but it hardly seemed fair that he could just meet with her three times before she had to go to work. Josh agreed that a date should last at least two full hours.

“And how can we know if the other person isn’t cheating—or lying?” Lee asked.

“At the end, I’ll ask Brie.”

“So you’ll tell her it was all a dare?” I asked, feeling nervous. I didn’t want to be exposed as using Brie as some sort of joke.

“No. I’ll just ask her. I know her from school.”

And, of course, there was more deliberation. There was a good amount of cash on the table (eight-thousand, which Josh confirmed); the details needed to be hammered out.

“So it’s a deal,” Lee said, eyeing me. “May the best man win.”
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The worst news of the weekend came the next morning, when Lee announced in the group message: “She’s agreed to meet me for coffee. Then we’re going to walk around the boardwalk. Ha!”

My heart swirled into my stomach. I still had two days before I was even allowed to contact her. And in that time, Lee could easily see her two more times—or, he could whisper nasty rumours into her ear. He could tell her that I was some filthy scoundrel. He could tell her that I was transphobic. He could make up horrible stories about me.

Of course, that was one of the details we discussed at the diner: no disparaging the other contestant—but if he said something, how could it really be proved?

It seemed like an eternity, once their date started, waiting for an update. Two hours went by… but there was no update. Then a third hour went by—still nothing.

I messaged Josh. “Hear anything from Lee?”

“Not yet,” he said.

Finally, after four hours, Lee messaged. “Just got home. Second date already planned. This is going to be too easy.”

My heart fluttered. Maybe I really stood no chance. Maybe I should have fought harder to take away Lee’s completely unfair advantage.

“When?” Josh asked.

“Wednesday,” Lee said, which was a bit of a relief; he wasn’t going to bash out every date before I even had a chance to play the game… but still, I was already a date behind. “She’s a pretty busy girl. Good luck even finding time to see her.”

It was Tuesday at 8:00 AM when I lifted my phone and punched that number in. The time had finally come for me to get into this game. I was playing from behind. I felt like a hockey team down 0-3 going into the second period… that’s a big deficit, but there was still a lot of hockey to play.

My thumb hovered over that green dial-button. I took a deep breath, and then a memory overcame me: the moment in the club that we were dancing together, and she moved in close, brushed against me, and I felt that… bulge. It just brushed me for a second, but in that second, I swear I could feel every inch of it, every little detail. I could even feel the contour of her bulbous tip, foreskin stretched back, maybe even slightly aroused from grinding with me.

I tried to push that thought away. I didn’t have to think about… that. Her penis wasn’t going to be relevant in these three dates. I was going to take her out for coffee. I was going to ask if she wanted to see a movie sometime. Then, we could get some drinks at a bar—maybe go dancing—and then this bet would be over and done with.

Still, I hesitated. I kept thinking about that… bulge. I kept thinking about the feeling of that lump against my body. That lump didn’t belong there. When I was dancing with her, she was so feminine: her moves, her smell, even her facial features. But that bulge…

I pressed dial. I was wasting time. I was behind in the game and I needed every hour I could get.

My palm was unusually sweaty. I’d asked many girls out before, but this was different. Maybe it was the guilt, that we were wasting this girl’s time for Josh’s entertainment… or maybe it was the thought of being out with a biological male.

I shuddered, the memory of that bulge brushing me returning once more.

She picked up the phone. “Hello?” she said.

I stammered. My face turned hot. I thought about hanging up the phone and conceding defeat to save my ego. But somehow, I managed to sputter out a word—just one: “C—Coffee?”

“Who is this?” she asked.

I cleared my throat. “Uh, Ian,” I said. I cleared my throat. “Josh’s friend, from—uh—the other night.”

“We danced,” she said, a smile in her voice.

“T—That’s right.” I couldn’t stop stammering and stuttering, like a young boy talking to a girl with boobs for the first time. My God, my confidence was left in ruins! I was normally a perfectly put-together guy. But now… What was happening to me?

“You want to get coffee?” she asked with a giggle, and that giggle was obviously directed at me: an acknowledgement of my self-humiliation, of my stuttering idiocy.

“Yes,” I said. “That would be cool.”

“I’m pretty busy this week. What about… Sunday?”

I tensed up. I knew that Lee already had his second date planned long, long before Sunday. By Sunday, there was a chance the game would already be over. “I was hoping… today.”

“I’ve got a busy day at work,” she said with that smile in her voice.

“We should make it work—no pressure. But, uh… I can just meet you where you work. We can just… get coffee nearby.”

She giggled again. “You’re eager,” she said.

“I’ve never been a very patient person,” I said, forcing out a laugh.

“Well,” she said, and then there was a silence. “Sure. Meet me after work and we can get a coffee—I can probably give you twenty minutes, and then I have to get ready for a function.”

“Sure,” I said, but my body remained tense. Fifteen minutes wouldn’t cut it; it wouldn’t count towards a proper ‘date’, as defined in our rule-making session. I would have to find a way to stretch that coffee out, even if it meant making her miss this function of hers. That was a problem for later…

“Gotta go,” she said. “I’ll text you my office address. I get off work at six.”

“Six. Got it,” I said. “I’ll be there. See you later, Brie.”

I hung up and then threw my phone onto the bed. I pumped my fist; I was a step closer to winning that cash.
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Ihad a rough planned worked out in my head. I did a bit of sleuthing and found her work online: she was a marketing assistant at a marketing firm called Nova Promoting. I found their Facebook page, which had the function of the night listed: an open party at a hotel ballroom, for various promoters to meet and discuss ideas. The party was set to start at nine, according to that Facebook page, which meant she had three full hours between finishing up work and needing to be at the party. Assuming she needed an hour to doll herself up, that gave me two proper hours to court her…

Well, there was also the issue of transit; I didn’t know how close she lived to this venue, or to her office… but I just needed to convince her to let me tag along to her place after coffee. As far as I was concerned, hanging out in her pad while she put on makeup counted as a date.

And there was also the hope that she could get off work early, so I showed up at her building around 5:00 PM. I sent her a message to apply a bit of pressure. “I got through my chores super early, so I’m in the area early. No pressure—but if you get off early, I’m here!” I knew that I was probably risking sounding desperate… but I didn’t really care. I didn’t care if I came across as weird, neurotic, desperate—as long as I wasn’t insufferable enough to make her turn down date-two.

She messaged at 5:15 PM. “I can sneak out in a minute!”

I pumped my fist again. Stars were aligning for me. Within the next couple of hours, Lee’s big advantage would be evaporated, and now it was just a matter of wooing her enough to make her prioritize me over Lee.

I was on a bench when she came out from the office. Her gaze immediately found me, and I sprung to my feet. I smiled. She was wearing a cute white blouse-ish top that flared out like a skirt, but above her pelvis. The off-the-shoulder top framed her feminine body in a cute and eye-catching way—and it was almost enough to make me miss the bulge.

She was wearing leggings: black, skintight, and thin, almost translucent in places. And there, in her leggings, was a sausage.

I can only describe it as a sausage, and I apologize if that sounds vulgar, but that’s exactly how it looked: like a large kolbassa curved and stretched against her thigh. The pants were so tight around it that the details of the member were clear—the tip, and maybe even the veins (though that could have been an illusion of the mind); how could she be so unaware of such a sight! Did that flared blouse block her view of her own bulging appendage?

“Hi Ian,” she said with a blushing smile. “You look so nice! I like your shirt.”

“T—Thanks,” I said. She came up and opened her arms as if to initiate a hug. I reluctantly opened myself, and then she pressed herself against me, just for a few seconds, but it was long enough for me to feel the warm ‘squish’ of that bulge.

It was enough to leave me speechless. “Is there a coffee house around here that you like?” she asked.

And I just stood there, quiet—probably looking like a complete fool. I gaze struggled to stay up, but even through my peripheral vision, I could see that… thing. It was all I could see! And it was only a moment later that I noticed a passerby taking a glance down, proving that it’s obviousness wasn’t just my own affliction.

She giggled. “Are you okay?”

“J—Just a bit shy,” I said. And now, I was wondering if this was the exact entertainment that Josh was looking for. Maybe my discomfort was exactly what he wanted. Maybe he knew Brie better than he let on; maybe he knew that she liked to flaunt her past-masculinity, and he knew that an outing with Brie would be a complete assault on my masculinity. He was probably at home laughing his ass off, knowing exactly how this was going without seeing anything.

“Shy is cute,” she said. “I had fun dancing with you the other night. You’re a good dancer.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I—I don’t really know the area, but if you know a good cafe, let’s go and grab a coffee or tea or something.”

She smiled and off we went. I was next to her now, unable to see that bulge thanks to her flared blouse, but others saw it; I saw the odd glance—and it wasn’t just the bulge between her legs; the bulge of her Adam’s apple had suddenly become obvious. The more I saw her in the clarity of daylight, the more I saw the ‘flaws’ of her femininity, so to speak. It was now very evident that I was on a date with a trans woman, and not just a woman who used to be a man. Before that moment, such a distinction would have seemed so silly and pointless, but now it was a major difference.

I was rushed with relief when we got to the cafe, got our drinks, and sat at a table where I could no longer see the bulge—and it was also hidden from the view of strangers, though the ones who had already seen it were now throwing the odd glance our way, and whispering together, presumably talking about what sort of man might be interested in dating such a woman.

“Tell me about yourself, Ian,” she said, staring into my eyes.

“Myself?” I said, trying to contact my own conscious. “Well, uh… I…” I couldn’t remember a damned detail about myself. “I’m twenty-five,” I said, and after I said it, I began to wonder if it was even true. My God! I couldn’t remember a damned thing. I just kept thinking about that bulge.

And how could I not? It wasn’t an average bulge by any means; it was long, and thick. It was defined and her tip was bulbous, even when she was flaccid. She had what some might call a ‘porn star’s cock’, but I would hate to be so vulgar… though it was true. I didn’t watch a lot of porn, but shafts like that only existed in the realm of pornography.

She giggled. “Do you like music?”

“Music?” I said. “Uh, yeah, sure.”

And now, I was realizing that Josh’s cash was slipping out from my fingertips. I was losing this bet. Lee wooed her; Lee turned a two-hour date into four hours, which left him feeling excited and optimistic. Now, Brie was eyeing the time on her phone, as if she was already planning to leave. There would be no second date at this rate; and this first date wouldn’t count if I couldn’t stretch it to last another ninety minutes. “Do, uh, you like music?” I asked.

She giggled again. “Yeah,” she said. “Anything I can dance too. I don’t have a favourite genre. As long as it’s not too weird. Do you play music?”

“Play it? No,” I said. “I’m not coordinated enough for that.”

“What bands do you like?” she asked.

“Bands?” I thought for a moment. Then, I rattled a few bands off. She smiled and nodded and told me that she liked the same bands, among others. And soon enough, she was steering the conversation into a new realm: movies—the usual stuff. It occurred to me quickly that she was dominating the conversation, which wasn’t something that I was used to. She was completely in control, and I was quickly finding myself submissive, like the woman in a dance, being led this way and that. And no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t snap myself back into the leading position.

“You know what would be fun?” she asked.

“What’s that?”

“Going dancing again,” she said with beaming eyes.

I nodded my head slowly, processing the opportunity to turn this into a second date. “Are you free tomorrow night?”

“I meant now,” she smiled.

I eyed the time. It was only 5:45 PM. “I don’t think the clubs will open for a few more hours. But, uh, maybe we can just chat for another hour… and fifteen minutes—and then after your function, we can meet up and go dancing? We’ll just call it… a second date.” I smiled.

She shook her head. “Let’s go now,” she said. “I know a place we can go.”

My heart fluttered. “W—What about your function?”

She waved her hand. “Never mind that—I wasn’t really wanting to go anyway. This is a perfect excuse out of it.” She hopped to her feet. Now, we were on our way to her ‘spot’—a place where you could dance, apparently, at 6:00 PM on a Tuesday.

It wasn’t far. It was a pub, two blocks away. There was an area where the tables were cleared. Now, some older couples were filtering in to eat dinner. “Here?” I asked.

“I’ll just ask them to turn the music up a bit,” she said.

I eyed the bar after catching another glimpse of her sausage, packed tightly in her pants, unabashedly exposed as if it was just hanging out in the open. The hostess noticed it instantly and paused, turning dark red. “We want a table by the dance floor,” Brie said with a warm smile.

“O—Okay,” said the hostess, and she got a couple of menus.

On the bright side, I was going to complete the first date. I could easily stretch this dance idea into an hour. I would be ‘tied’ with Lee. But that’s where the good news ended. Now, as I went to the bar to order a couple of drinks, Brie was asking the manager to turn up the music. It was a minute before the music was cranked up 25%.

I placed the drinks on our table and then she grabbed my wrist and took me to the dance floor. She giggled. She spun me, as if I was the woman. She was leading, without question, without hesitation. I gasped when she pulled me in. The music was fast, and her moves were good; she did this a lot. And it wasn’t long until we were pressed hard together, her arms up in the air, smile on her face. She wasn’t ashamed of any part of her, and that much was obvious, because her cock was rubbing against me; she surely knew it. She could surely feel it. Hell, I bet she thought it felt good, because it almost seemed like she was making a point of grinding it against me, and I was sure that I could feel it throbbing, and maybe even hardening slightly.

My God, she was humping me like a filthy dog! And I was just taking it. I was accepting it, pretending like this was just normal dancing.

I could feel the gazes of the bar regulars watching, curious, and maybe even mocking slightly. I tried to keep Brie close to me, so they wouldn’t see what she was pushing against me.

Two songs, three songs, four songs. We were starting to sweat. Her skin was getting slippery.

I was out of breath. I took a step back from her, and saw that her bulge was indeed enlarged. It had shifted in her tights. Now, it was more obvious than ever, even in that dim light. And a thought occurred to me: she was probably ensuring that I was aware of it. She was probably doing her best to make sure I knew it was there, so she could skip a topic that was probably very awkward on first dates: ‘By the way, I need to tell you that I’m trans’; I could only assume that trans girls were tasked with that topic.

Now, we were at a table: another relief, as I couldn’t see the bulge, but I knew it was there. I couldn’t stop seeing in my mind—and I swear that there was a spot of warmth left where it had touched against my thigh so much while we danced.

She was beaming, smiling, tickled with beads of sweat that make her skin glow. “That was so much fun,” she said. “You’re really fun to dance with.”

“Thanks,” I said. “You, uh, are too.” I tried to force a smile. Under any other circumstance, she would have been good to dance with… but there wasn’t a moment that her cock wasn’t touching me, and it was hard to focus on anything else. “We should do it again sometime… Maybe even tomorrow.” I perked up, trying hard to persuade her to give me that second date—and to bump Lee from her roster.”

“Tomorrow?” she asked with a giggle. “I’m a bit busy tomorrow. Maybe… Friday?”

“Oh, come on. Whatever you have tomorrow can be moved, no?”

She paused, staring into my eyes. She had a smile that seemed… guilty. She was considering, but didn’t want to crush Lee’s heart. “We’ll go dancing. We’ll get drinks. Oh—and there’s this band playing at the Vogue; they’re really cool. Blastronaught. Have you heard of them? I’ll get us tickets.”

She squirmed. She bit her lip. I had her on the hook; now, I just had to reel her in.

“I really can’t,” she said. “I made a promise. What about… Thursday? After work again.”

I bit hard on my tongue. I thought about pushing harder, to push Lee out of the equation entirely. But I had to play fair—and I didn’t want to seem to aggressive.

“Thursday is fine,” I said.

“Let’s dance again,” she said, and she took my hand again. Now, the pub was busy, and getting busier by the minute. She led me to the dance floor and we got right back to it. I tried to ignore the bulge rubbing against me. I tried to ignore that throbbing warmth, but it was impossible to ignore.

During one song, which was a slower song, I swear to you that she was hard: erect against my thigh and abdomen, grinding up and down. And I worried at times that she was going to burst in those tight leggings.
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The date went for four hours, just as it supposedly had with Lee. I felt good about my chances. I smiled at her as we left the bar. I’d had a few drinks, but the liquor wasn’t enough to blur the bulge. It was still on my mind, still clouding my thoughts in my head.

And behind the mental ‘bulge’ was the image of that money. The combination of the two made natural conversation a near-impossibility.

We arrived at the front of her apartment. She smiled at me, grasping her hands together behind her back, as if she was waiting for something. I knew what it was, but I wasn’t planning to give it. I could stretch three dates without a kiss. I could deny that kiss, and maybe even use that denial to tease her and make her crave me even more.

But she had other plans…

“I can’t wait until Thursday,” I said. “Tonight was fun.”

She blinked a few times, still waiting.

“Goodnight, Brie.” I nodded, smiled, awkwardly gave her a hug, and then turned to head in the other direction.

“Ian…” she said.

I turned to face her. “What is it?”

“I, uh… I don’t want to sound, like, rude, or… awkward. But I don’t know about Thursday.”

I froze up. What happened? What did I miss? Was she seriously backing out?

“What’s wrong?”

“I just think that maybe… Maybe it’s not a great idea.”

“Yes it is,” I said, tensed, heart-racing.

She blinked a few times. “Honestly… I have a sort of… rule.”

“Rule?”

She nodded her head. “I don’t really go on second dates with guys who… don’t kiss at the end of the first date.”

Fuck. Fucking fuck. I felt my heart plunge into my stomach.

Alright, I could feel the pressure building up, the city’s noise looming around us, punctuating this standoff of desires and rules. I was in a jam, torn between the ludicrous bet and my own dread towards being with this girl. Giving her a kiss was a full-blown assault on my masculinity, and its damages would be lasting.

“Rules, huh?” I managed to spit out, my brain in overdrive. “We all got them, I guess.” Everything was in overdrive, the lights glaring too much, the city sounds too abrasive.

She’s there, looking at me with eyes full of some silent demand, her hair moving slightly with the night wind. We were in a silent battle, her expectations versus my planned restraint.

“I—” The words stuck in my throat. The gamble was a tough one, a bet against my own emotions, which seemed even more confusing.

I went in. I planted my lips against hers: betraying myself entirely for that short moment… but it wasn’t such a short moment.

She slipped her hand behind my head and gently took the lead away from me. Her lips parted. Her tongue teased my lips, asking me to open, to embrace her tongue… which I did, worried an unsatisfactory kiss would eliminate me from the game.

Our tongue swirled together, and I tried not to wince as she snuggled up tight, her body against mine—her cock pushing right against my own cock. Her fingers explored my hair. The kiss continued, seemingly never-ending. She gently bit my bottom lip an pulled back before moving in again. I tried to match her energy, desperately trying to maintain the same enthusiasm.

Finally, it ended with her gently leaning back. She was biting her lip, red in the cheeks. She had a sultry look in her eyes. She looked into my eyes for a short moment before saying, “Thursday… I can’t wait.” She let out a blushing smile. I nodded my head, and then said nothing as I slipped away.

The date was over. The game was tied, 1-1. But Lee still had the slight advantage of having the ball, so to speak.

[image: ]


Let’s talk about the kiss—because it plagued me ruthlessly for the next twenty-four hours. First, I kept replaying it in my mind. The taste of her lips refused to leave my mouth—but it wasn’t a bad taste. What really threw my brain into a loop of confusion was how soft her lips were; it seemed so unnatural that lips could be that soft when belonging to a biological male. I tried to rationalize the dread looming inside of me by saying, ‘Maybe the lips of men and women aren’t really that different’, but I wasn’t so sure that gave me any peace of mind.

Her tongue had been in my mouth—and it wasn’t long before I began to wrestle with that particular dread: to think that the tongue of a biological man had been inside of my mouth. No part of any man had ever been inside of me, unless you count the gloved dentist’s fingers inspecting my molars—and even that sometimes feels like harassment. I kept reassuring myself that she was a woman; she took feminine hormones, wore feminine clothes, used feminine products… Her tongue was probably just as feminine as any other girl’s tongue that had been in my mouth. I mean—what’s really the difference?

Maybe there was no difference, but the dread wouldn’t go away. I couldn’t sleep.

Then came another issue that was possibly worse than the aforementioned: I kept revisiting the kiss with rose-tinted glasses, so to speak. I enjoyed the kiss more than I would like to admit. She was a great kisser. If a biological woman kissed me like that, I would probably have proposed to her on the spot!

But Brie was not a biological woman. In fact, Josh told me that Brie had only been ‘Brie’ for a matter of a few years. Her schooling experience was as a male—and even the first part of her adulthood was male. So just how ‘female’ was she really? It wasn’t such a simple concept to reconcile.

Oh—and there came another issue that hit me like a wall of bricks. Brie had a rule: no second dates unless the first date ended with a kiss. Lee had booked his second date long before I went on my first… so did Lee kiss Brie? Did they share the same passion that exuded our kiss? Did Lee put his tongue into Brie’s mouth? Did the tongue that explored my mouth previously explore Lee’s mouth? Sure, the kisses would have been many days apart… but still, it seemed like an assault. I felt strangely violated. Was that fair?

I had no idea if any of my thoughts or hesitations were fair; but does it really matter if they’re fair? Do feelings need to be ‘fair’ in order to be valid? I couldn’t change how I felt.

I had to keep my mind on the money. I had two dates to go, and then this was all over with.
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Iwas not a ‘smoker’, but I did smoke the occasional cigarette when I needed to calm down. The other option was to take prescription anxiety pills; I hated that idea. Anyway—Lee knew that I smoked from time to time, and he had a hunch that I would go out for a smoke the morning after my date with Brie, because he was there, outside of my building, hands in his pockets. “Finally,” he said. “I thought you were never coming out.”

“Were you just waiting for me?” I asked, keeping my distance, sensing danger in a strange way. There was a tension in the way that he held himself, like a crook about to pull out a weapon.

“I haven’t been here long,” he said. “I wanted to talk to you, and I figured it would be better to talk in person, and not through the group chat.”

“You could have called me, or messaged me outside of the group chat.”

“In-person is better,” he said. “You going on a second date?”

I nodded.

“When?”

“Thursday,” I said. I considered not telling him, but I didn’t want to send him into a panic. I didn’t want him to put in any more effort than he was already expending.

He smirked. “So you kissed her then?”

“I did what I had to do.”

“I talked to her this morning,” he said. “We spoke on the phone for about thirty minutes.” He had a big smirk now, as if he was rubbing this detail in my face.

“That’s cool,” I said.

He had a pale look on his face, as if he hadn’t slept. His eyes were dark. He looked… angry, though I wasn’t sure why.

“I have a proposal,” he said after a long moment of brooding.

“What is it?” I asked, still keeping my distance.

“We finish our dates—in whatever order, it’s irrelevant. Then, we just share the money. We put an end to this… battle.” His eyes were intense now.

And now I was the one grinning. Why would he propose such a deal if he thought that he had such an advantage?

“I like the bet,” I said. “I’m having fun. Aren’t you?”

Somehow, his body became even more tense. He pressed his lips then, and then he forced a smile. “I was trying to be nice. I was just trying to share a bit of money with you. I should have mentioned first that I already have our third date lined up; breakfast tomorrow morning. And, if I’m not mistaken, that’s… before your second date.” His grin grew large.

“Breakfast, huh?”

He smiled. “A breakfast date,” he said. “Who doesn’t love a breakfast date?”

“Well if that’s true, I guess you’re going to win,” I said. “So why would you even want to share the cash?”

“I was trying to be kind,” he said—but I wasn’t buying it. I think the breakfast date was a lie. I think he was scrambling for an advantage, and now, he’d shown his cards. And on top of that, he’d given me an idea. I could ask her to go for breakfast with me in the morning after our second date. This whole thing would be over in the next forty-eight hours.

I puffed my smoke and then tossed it. “It was nice seeing you this morning, Lee,” I smiled.

He stared at me, eyes still dark. He watched me go, but his dark, brooding eyes left me with a discomfort that I can’t quite explain. I can only describe those eyes as eyes that knew the end was near, like a man who had seen some angel bringing terrible news of future catastrophe. A part of me was even worried that Lee was considering horrible things. No—I wasn’t expecting him to attempt to kill me… but playing dirty was likely his next move.

And it didn’t take much thinking before I came to the conclusion that he was possibly going to make a big risk, outing me to my family and friends, telling the world that I’d kissed a trans woman, that I’d wrapped my tongue around the tongue of a biological man, and I was going on a second date with that same questionable character.

I had another fear; that Lee had been there. Now, I couldn’t help but feel that his eyes had been watching me last night… maybe even filming me. Maybe he had a spy there to make sure that I was playing by the rules. Maybe his spy heard me trying to convince her to skip her date with Lee to go out with me. I didn’t break any rules; I didn’t disparage Lee… but Lee was clearly furious about something. He was nervous about something.

I knew that, now, I had to play it safe moving forward. I had to watch my every move.

And I had to consider the possibility that Lee was telling me the truth: that my second date was totally pointless; maybe he really did have a breakfast date after his dinner date, and I was embarrassing myself for nothing.

Maybe I should have taken his offer to split the cash. I had another opportunity too, when he called a couple of hours later. “Let’s talk this out again,” he said. “I don’t think we came to a good agreement. I don’t mind splitting the cash.”

“I don’t want to split the cash,” I told him, and maybe it was a stubborn response, because I would have happily split the cash—especially if I properly had considered the offer he was now making. “I talked to Brie for a while earlier… If I told her to just lie to Josh about seeing us, she would do it.”

“You asked her?” I said, thinking that he’d broken the rules.

“No,” he said. “I just get that vibe from her. Maybe I would even give her a small piece of the cash.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea. As far as we know, she’s already in on this with Josh.” I didn’t think that it was true, but I figured it was worth giving him a scare. He was silent for a moment.

“I’m just trying to help you,” he said to me, though I could hear him pushing those words past clenched teeth.

“Alright, Lee,” I said. “I have to get to work.” And I hung up on him.
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The plan was to meet at a newer club in town. I chose the place based on one detail: the place was notoriously dimly lit. It wouldn’t matter what she was wearing; it would be too dim in the club for anyone to see her package—and that small detail would get me through the night.

I went into that date with a great deal of anxiety for two reasons: one, because this ‘bet’ was still ongoing and I still had to make a good enough impression to woo her into a third date—and that date needed to be sooner than Lee’s date. But the big looming uncertainty was that we hadn’t received any update from Lee regarding his second date, which had supposedly taken place the night before.

Josh had asked in the group chat: “How was the night?”

But Lee didn’t respond—which could have meant many things. Maybe the date didn’t happen; maybe Brie cancelled on Lee and the date had been postponed. Maybe she outright cancelled and told him that she wasn’t into him. Or maybe the date had gone so well, Lee and Brie were indisposed all night and into the morning. Maybe that third date had already happened, and now, Lee was just teasing me by allowing me to go on that date with Brie, even though the bet was technically over.

My plan, of course, was to get some clues from Brie, so shortly after we met up and got into line, I posed the question: “How was your night?”

“Fine,” she smiled.

“Get up to anything?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Nothing much.” But I couldn’t help but notice that her cheeks were now a shade of pink. I started reading into the blushing reaction, now terrified that she was insinuating the worst: that she’d had such a grand time with Lee that she took him home, slept with him, and then subsequently gone on that dreaded breakfast date.

“Do anything this morning?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Breakfast, and then work,” she said.

“Get anything good for breakfast?” I asked.

She giggled, and then her cheeks flushed red again. Why was she blushing? Had Lee already won?

“Why are you so interested in what I ate for breakfast?” she asked, looking away swiftly, just as the bouncer waved us forward. Before we slipped into the nightclub, I noticed the bulge in her minidress: that unmissable bulge, which was curved like a banana against her thigh. The tip of that long snake was awfully close to the edge of that short minidress; if she would have so much as raised her arms into the air, it would have been enough to let that heavy piece of meat fall out into the open.

But the dimness of the club brought the relief I wanted; once the lights were dimmed, I couldn’t see it… but knew it was there, especially once we started dancing: that thick sausage rubbing against me. I swear I could even feel her foreskin peeling back when we really got into it.

“I’m having fun,” she told me after a couple of dances. We were starting to get sweaty.

“Same,” I smiled. And honestly, it was fun, once I managed to get over the cock that kept pushing against me. Maybe, in a weird way, I was starting to get used to it; it no longer took me by surprise. I went into each dance anticipating it, and with each dance, it lost a little bit more of that ‘shockingness’.

We had a few drinks. I found myself loosening up, and conversing with her the way I wanted to on our first date. I opened up with her about personal details—family stuff, school stuff. We talked about our childhoods. She opened up for the first time about being male as a child; we talked a bit about it. “I never felt like a boy,” she said. “I was like a girl in boy clothes.” She showed me some pictures on her phone, and those pictures were totally strange; I almost wished I hadn’t seen them. The image of her as a sixteen-year-old boy with a bit of dark facial fuzz stuck in my head. And when I looked at her at the right angle, I could almost see that boyish face.

She’d had a bit of work done; her nose was different: slimmer, softer. Her jawline had been modified slightly; was that hormones or an operation? There was something else about her face that had changed, though I couldn’t quite put my finger on it—maybe it was her cheekbones, or her forehead…

She asked me, “What do you think of dating a trans girl?”

I froze up. It was a question I was hoping to avoid. “It’s fine.”

She laughed. “Fine?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I—I haven’t really thought much about it, to be honest.”

“But you know that I’m trans, right?” she asked.

I stuttered, worried about saying the wrong thing. Then, she started laughing. “I know you know,” she said. “I’m just toying with you.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a wave of relief as well as an awkward jolt.

“What would your parents think?” she asked, now leaning closer.

The conversation was getting deeper. But to be fair, these are the questions that need to be asked before going any further. She would use these answers to determine compatibility—and to determine whether it was worth a third date. So I answered carefully. “My parents are a bit old-school, but they aren’t crazy. I don’t think they would necessarily feel one way or another about it.”

She smiled.

“And what about kids? Obviously, I can’t have kids…”

“There are alternatives,” I said.

“So you want kids?”

I saw her eyes gleam, and I had to think hard: what answer was she looking for? I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath in. What would a politician say?

I thought for a moment, but ultimately decided to just tell her the truth; my truth had just as much chance at being her desired answer as any lie—and I didn’t want to sound uncertain with an answer like, ‘I don’t know yet’. “I want kids one day,” I said.

“Me too,” she said with a soft smile.

My heart skipped a beat. It was another point in my column.

“How many?” she asked.

Again—I thought about lying to sound as universally appealing as possible… but ultimately chose to just tell her the truth. “I’ve always wanted a big family. Like, at least four kids.”

“Me too,” she said with flashing eyes.

I asked her what her parents thought of her transition. “They aren’t happy about it, so they don’t really talk to me anymore,” she said. “But I think they’ll come around one day, when they see that I’m happier.”

“I hope so,” I said. “You do seem very happy.”

She giggled. “Thanks.”

We danced more. We had another drink. Then, we made more ‘compatibility’ discussion. “Where would you live, if you could live anywhere?”

“A small farm house,” I said truthfully. “Outside of the city.”

“That would be so cute,” she said. Again, her eyes flashed.

We went back to the dance floor, we talked more, we drank more, we danced more. It was getting later and later. Then, in the middle of a dance, I looked into her eyes, knew there would be no third date without a good kiss—so I saw my opportunity and took it. I leaned in and our lips locked. This time, I knew more-or-less what to expect. Our tongues played together. She playfully bit my lip. She grinded up against me, almost as if to show me that she was erect, aroused. “We should get out of here,” she said with batting lashes, and I knew she meant sex.

I paused for a moment. “What do you think, uh, about taking it slow?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she asked, turning slightly pale.

“You know… With sex. Let’s not rush into it.”

“We can just go back to my place and see where things go,” she said. She bit her lip; she wanted to fuck. And that was a line I wasn’t willing to cross. I’d been on the dance floor with her, and she liked to lead. In conversation, she liked to lead. I could only assume that in the bedroom, she was going to ‘lead’.

“I’m just…” I stuttered. “I don’t believe in sex until the fifth date. I’ve moved too quickly in the past, and I don’t want to make the same mistakes.”

She batted those long lashes. “You can make a little exception for me, no?”

“We all have our rules,” I blushed, looking down in that dim room and seeing her erection stretching through her minidress.

“My rule is that I don’t do third dates unless there was sex on the second,” she said, staring right into my eyes with a dead-seriousness; she wasn’t kidding about the rule. Would she really discard me if I didn’t put out? Was it worth taking the risk? I’d come this far…

Was the bet even still on? I hadn’t forgotten about Lee and his silence in the group-chat. There was a chance this was all for nothing.

“Come on,” she said, taking me by the hand. “Let’s get out of here.”

She had a cute look on her face. She batted those lashes again, and I knew that I had to do it if I wanted to have any chances.

Leaving the club, I was sure that I could think of some out. I could put a plug in it before it got too far—and then I could delay—just for one more date. The third date didn’t need to end with a kiss or with fucking; it just had to last two hours. I was so close to the finish line. I just had to secure another date as soon as possible.

But there was a chance she wouldn’t let that happen without fucking first. “Are you busy tomorrow morning?” I asked as we flagged down a cab.

“A bit,” she said. “Why?”

“Maybe we could get an early breakfast before you have to go to work, or whatever.” I blushed and smiled.

“Stay the night and it’s a date,” she said with a wink.

How badly did I want that cash? Would I go through with a night with Brie? What would I tell Lee and Josh? Would I lie if they asked? I couldn’t possibly admit that I slept with a trans girl. They would come up with assumptions that would never leave their minds, no matter what I told them. They would assume that I took it from her—and they all knew how big she was; she didn’t hide her size.

“It’s right here,” Brie said to the cabbie, and a moment later, we were getting out of the cab. I was running out of time. I needed to come up with some sort of excuse. How could I stay the night and win that breakfast date, without putting out?

We got into the elevator and she turned to me, throwing herself at me. There was no avoiding the kiss. Our lips locked. She pushed her lips against my neck and began to suck, making me whimper. Her hands were under my shirt, feeling my torso.

Suddenly, I had my hands on her chest, possibly just to satisfy a curiosity, to see how those breasts felt, as if it would make some sort of difference in my decision. They were a bit firm; I wouldn’t say ‘obviously’ fake, but they were fake. The size suited her. Her nipples were hard against the palms of my hands.

I let out a soft breath as she grabbed the bottom of her dress and pulled it up, so that I could see everything. She wasn’t wearing panties. Her cock was erect and her breasts were perky, nipples erect.

The elevator door opened and an old lady gasped at the sight of us. Brie just blushed, giggled, and took my hand, pulling me away from the shocked old woman.

We rushed to Brie’s apartment door. A quick key-entry got us inside. We both started laughing, and then we kept kissing. I have to admit that I enjoyed her carefree spirit. And I still had to admit that she was a great kisser. We must have kissed in her entryway for ten minutes, clothes falling to the floor. And at the end of that entryway session, she took my hand and brought it down to her shaft, curling my fingers around its warmth.

I paused. I stuttered. I looked down and saw her veiny, throbbing penis in my grip. It wasn’t nearly as shocking as I would have expected; maybe she’d just desensitized me to the thought of it over the past few days, rubbing it against me constantly, showing it off like some prized buck kill.

“Bedroom?” she asked with a whisper.

“Bedroom?” I asked, stunned, still holding her cock.

She giggled. She grabbed my hand. Now, we were heading to the bedroom. I was really running out of time now. I had to say something. I had to get out of this before I did something irreversible.

We entered her very-pink bedroom and she playfully pushed me onto her bed. Then, as I lay on my back, staring at her, she began to dance: sensually, slowly, to no music. She looked like a mysterious stripped in some Mexican dive bar. She moved her hips in an Arabic bellydancer sort of way. She remained erect the whole time. Part of her dance involved her gripping her cock and gently stroking it up and down, proving it was real by making it twitch and throb, pulling her foreskin back.

Then, she got onto the bed, standing on the mattress, looking down at me. She looked so intimidating from this angle. She winked, giggled, and then dropped to her knees, straddling my chest. She pushed her shaft down, tip against my lips, and a moment later, I was sucking. I didn’t want to do it, but I hadn’t thought of an out, and now, there was no time to think. I just closed my eyes.

It wasn’t as bad as I would have expected. It wasn’t gross in any way, other than mentally. The longer my eyes were closed, the more I began to conjure the dreadful image of a man in my mind, pushing his hairy cock into my mouth. So I opened my eyes and relaxed when I saw a beautiful young woman: perky tits, long blonde hair, adorable freckles. Now, I was watching her as she gently thrusted her cock in and out of my mouth.

Saliva ran down my chin. I felt her fat tip pushing against the roof of my mouth. The smell of her perfume made everything better; it erased all of the terrible ideas in my head that were trying to erase my masculinity. The sight of her feminine body and the smell of that perfume made me realize that I was indeed with a woman.

Though questions came into my head again a moment later when she slid down and fell upon me, kissing me while gently grinding her cock against mine. I was erect, which took me by surprise.

She spat on her hand and reached down, massaging my cock with her slicked hand for a minute before guiding my tip to her anus. She sat and moaned, letting me penetrate her. We kissed more. She threw her head back and then took my hand, making me jerk her off; I didn’t mind, though I must admit it was a bit strange.

I thought that would be it; I thought I would make it through the next few minutes and then that would be that—but this, to her, was still foreplay.

“Are you ready?” she asked, which I thought was a strange question to ask once I’d already penetrated her.

“Yeah,” I said.

She smiled. She rose up, letting my shaft slip out from her anus. Then, she spat on her hand and performed a familiar ritual, this time on her own cock. Slicked, she pushed it between my butt cheeks. She commanded me to spread my legs out—and for some reason, I did it.

I must have been pale. I must have looked absolutely stunned. I was frozen as she pushed into me. I closed my eyes and gasped, but opened my eyes quickly for the same reason as before.

I looked at her pretty titties. I looked at her cute freckles. I took a deep breath of her intoxicating perfume, because I needed those feminine reminders in that moment—more than I ever needed them before.

“You’re so tight,” she moaned.

“You’re so hot,” I whispered.

She smiled and then she giggled, and then she was thrusting into me—soft at first, but her cock was so big that it wasn’t easy to take. I clenched and strained and moaned. She pumped me a bit harder after a moment—and then harder, and then harder. She reached my arms out and pinned them to the mattress. “I want to make you cum,” she told me.

“It’s so tight,” I groaned, throwing my head left and right.

“Stop clenching,” she said. “Just enjoy it.”

It took a lot of focus, but I managed to take her advice. I relaxed my anus, and suddenly it didn’t feel so bad. I took a deep breath. Now, she was thrusting hard and fast. “Fuck!” I cried out.

A drop of her sweat fell onto my chin. I moaned louder. She was moaning.

She fucked me for twenty straight minutes without slowing down for a moment. By the end, we were both drenched in sweat, blankets scrunched up in piles around our damp bodies. The nearby window was literally steamed up. Then, she came—and when I looked down to see the sight of her deep inside of me, I saw that my stomach was already spewed with cum. Her thrusting had made me cum, and now I was just stunned as my asshole filled with gushes of her warm ejaculation.

She fell on me and we both remained limp for another ten minutes until we had the energy to kiss again.

More sex, more panting, more sweat, more cum. It was 4:00 AM when we finally agreed a shower was a good idea. We showered together. We kissed in the shower.

Then, I remembered how we defined a date with Lee and Josh. Spending four hours together did not count as a a pair of two-hour dates. We had agreed that a date needed to have at least eight hours of rest before the next, otherwise it was just one date.

A panic crept in. It was late now. Breakfast was about eight hours away. I needed to leave and come back so that I wouldn’t get dinged by a detail in the rules that I’d stupidly overlooked while planning my scheme.

“Brie?” I called out from the bedroom. She was still finishing up in the shower.

“Yeah?”

“I just remembered that I need to get home,” I said, biting my tongue.

“Oh,” she said, poking her head out. “Is, uh, everything okay?”

“I was supposed to send these files to my boss. I totally forgot. They’re on a hard drive next to my computer. I’ll just fire them off tonight, and then I’ll come back here tomorrow and pick you up for breakfast. Or, let’s say brunch—12:00 PM?”

“Um, okay,” she said. “I guess that’s fine.” She looked upset. She wanted to spend the night with me, but I couldn’t lose the bet over some small detail.

I slipped my pants on. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”
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The night air was chilly, almost frigid. I was a block away when I stopped to look back at her building.

I hated that I was leaving her alone. A weird nagging inside of me was telling me to go back—screw the bet, screw the details… But I couldn’t just give up eight-thousand dollars.

I kept staring at the building. Maybe I could tell her to just tell Josh, if he asked, that I left that night; but I didn’t want to tell her that we were just using her for our own entertainment

Though now, I was starting to wonder if that was what I was doing. Was I just using her? Was this really just about that money? I was fairly sure that Lee had already beat me to that third date, yet I was still going back to her, and I was still planning to get brunch with her at noon the next day.

There were thoughts in my head that were new: images of her in a different light. I started brewing up fantasies that hadn’t existed before. Why did I want to go back to her so badly? Did I really enjoy the sex that much?

It was more than sex. I liked Brie beyond the bedroom. The only reason I went into her bedroom was because I found myself fancying her. She was fun to hang out with. The night at the club was one of the more fun nights I could remember.

I kept staring at that building.

There was a nagging inside of me. If Lee had already crossed the finish line before me, did that mean… that he already had a night like this with Brie? Was I getting Lee’s sloppy seconds? Was my passionate night with Brie not as personal as I’d assumed?

A sick feeling crept into my stomach. Did Brie just do this with all of the guys who took her out? I mean—she did say that she didn’t see a guy for a third date unless they were intimate on the second, so maybe this wasn’t as special as I originally thought.

No—I couldn’t believe it; I saw that look in her eyes. I saw the way her face beamed in that elevator. This was special. This meant something.

I decided to go back to her—and I had no plans of getting her to lie to Josh. Brunch just wouldn’t be our third date; maybe we would meet again to go dancing, or to see a show. And if Lee beat me to the finish line—so be it, but I was sure that if I went back to her and spent the night with her, she wouldn’t want to spend time with any other man.

Maybe Lee had already beaten me for the money, but I was going to win the real prize.

I made my way back into her building; I didn’t even have to buzz up, because the door had been left propped open with a small piece of wood—it must have been there when I left, and I hadn’t noticed it.

I got into the elevator, now with Brie in my mind in a new light: a rose-colored haze, beautiful, inviting, fun, carefree. I wanted to be with her, even if it meant losing out on the cash.

Down the hall, her door was slightly ajar. Had I left it that way? My heart skipped a beat. Suddenly, I considered a horrible idea: that she invited some neighbour to fool around with her in my absence. Maybe I hadn’t left her fully satisfied…

I gently pushed the door open, and I was about to call out for her, but I suddenly sensed a terrible tension: a silent distress that made my skin turn cold.

I couldn’t even muster up a sound. I instantly considered calling the police—but what could I say? ‘I have a bad feeling here!’ They would laugh me off.

So I crept forward. I saw her opened bedroom door, and a shifting shadow inside. I felt a cold sweat on the back of my neck. I detoured to a closet that had a curtain for a door. Carefully, I slipped in and found something I could use in an emergency battle: a baseball bat, signed by a couple of the Toronto Blue Jays. I clenched it firmly and continued towards the bedroom.

Then, I saw a figure, looming over Brie’s bed. It wasn’t Brie. It was a dark figure, in a menacing pose, holding what appeared to be a large knife.

I didn’t hesitate; I took my opportunity before I was spotted. Brie was within slashing distance, and I couldn’t let her get slashed or stabbed. The bat struck the side of the man’s head, and he went down, dropping the knife. I kicked that knife away as the man squirmed, not quite able to regain himself. He was half knocked-out, probably with a decent concussion. “Call the cops!” I said to Brie, and I tossed her my phone.

Then, I looked down, prepared to hold the man captive until the police arrive—and that’s when I saw that I was looking at Lee. He had blood on the corner of hip lip. He coughed and stuttered before saying, “It’s not fair.”

“What’s not fair? What are you doing here? Why are you holding a knife to Brie’s throat!?”

“I love her and you don’t!” he snapped. “And she… she doesn’t give two fucks about me!”

He coughed more blood, making me realize that I’d hit him a lot harder than I realized. He tried to reach for the knife, but his hand was trembling. He couldn’t have wielded a knife now if he wanted to; he needed a doctor.

“So what were you going to do, Lee?” I said.

“I—I was going to kill her,” he admitted, though I think it was an admission made half-unconsciously. I don’t think he knew what he was saying, and I don’t think that admission could be used in a court of law under the circumstances. “I can’t live in a world that isn’t fair. I—I was going to kill her, and I was going to kill myself!”

Maybe it was the truth; maybe I returned at the right moment. I could smell a tinge of booze: whiskey, which Brie and I hadn’t consumed that night.

“Wait… Lee?” Brie said, after putting the phone down (the police already on their way).

“You led me on,” Lee growled.

“We met for twenty minutes!” Brie said. “You hardly said a word, and then we parted ways. What on earth are you talking about!?”

“The way you looked at me,” he growled, squirming. “You made me think you loved me.”

“That was in your head. There’s a reason I told you no to a second date, Lee!”

I looked at Lee, watching his face redden as his lies were exposed. He said nothing more, blacking out—maybe from booze, maybe from blood loss. We scrambled to put pressure on the wound on his head, which I’d created with the bat. I felt bad about it, but it was necessary.

The police arrived and paramedics came shortly after. It was a long night of giving statements. Police even reached out to Josh after I gave them the whole story.

Brie heard the whole story, and turned pale when I revealed that it started as a bet. Then, police took her away from me, to speak with her in private, to ensure that the stories matched up. I didn’t see Brie again that night, but I assumed the worst: I assumed the revelation meant the end of our relationship.
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Iwon’t bog you down with the details of the rest of that night. I didn’t see Brie again. Once the police released me, satisfied with my statement, Brie had already been taken home. The police didn’t offer me the same gratuity, making me walk. I needed the walk. I needed the time to process everything.

It was 7:00 AM and sunny by the time I got home. I was tired, but couldn’t sleep. I put my head on the pillow and tossed. I couldn’t sleep, but I knew I had to.

Finally, I dozed, until my phone buzzed. I blinked a few times, half-expecting to see a message from Josh… but it was Brie.

Before reading the message, I saw the time. It was noon.

“What happened to our brunch date?” she asked.

“Are we still doing that?” I said.

“Not if you don’t want to.”

“I do. I’m on my way now.”

I jumped out of bed. I was stunned, half-expecting to walk into a trap, expecting her to rip into me for using her for our bet. But when I pulled up to her building, she was smiling, looking cute in a small dress, with skin-toned leggings. She got into my car and said, “Nice to see you. Sorry last night was such a rough ride.”

“No, I’m sorry,” I said. “I want to clear this whole thing up. It started out as a bet—but that’s not how I feel about you.”

“I know,” she said.

“You do?”

She smiled and nodded. “Of course. I can tell that you like me, Ian. You don’t exactly hide your emotions.” She giggled.

“You’re not upset?”

“Maybe a little… but bets like that… it’s stuff I’m used to. People sometimes use me as a joke. I just take it in stride. You have to.”

“Well, I want to say sorry regardless.”

She smiled. “Thanks, Ian. Now let’s get some brunch.”

“Deal.”

“We’re meeting with some friends of mine. Is that okay? You don’t mind meeting my friends, do you?”

“Not at all,” I smiled, though I was a bit nervous, blushing as I looked towards the road.

The diner was five minutes up the road. We parked and walked in holding hands. Then, there at the table, Brie’s friends waved to us. I knew one of them well: Josh.

He was holding a girl’s hand—a ring on her finger: Josh’s fiancee. And I could see that she was trans—not to say that it was obvious, but there were some telltale signs: her Adam’s apple, for one, and her brow-line. When she introduced herself, the voice was also a giveaway, but that’s not to say that she wasn’t beautiful. She was quite pretty.

Josh was blushing, still getting used to the fact that he was now engaged to a trans woman. As I sat down, I realized that his intent with this whole bet wasn’t just for his own entertainment; it was his way of warming me up to the idea of being comfortable with a trans woman. Maybe, deep down, he knew that I would connect with Brie.

I can only speculate the intent, but I can assure you that the intent was good. Josh’s cheeky grin suggested that he possibly got kick out of the whole thing—but he did it for me, and he did it for Brie, and maybe he did it so that he would have some support in this whole thing.

I couldn’t blame him.

And Brie had a cheeky sort of smile as well; maybe she was complicit in some of this as well—or maybe Josh had just been giving her updates. Oh well—I wasn’t mad at them; I was just thrilled that it turned into what it had turned into: a bright future with a beautiful young woman, who liked me just as much as I liked her.

THE END
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GOOD GRADES



Max keeps getting into trouble, manipulating his female classmates (he calls it ‘charming’ them). Finally, the school principal can’t take any more, kicking Max out and leaving him with only one option: an all-boys boarding school with strict rules, and no access to women whatsoever. Even the internet at the boarding school has been programmed to block images of women.

The students in the school all seem lobotomized in the absence of the fairer gender—and many of the staff members too. And right off the bat, Max finds himself butting heads with the principal.

A strict threat is posed: either Max fixes his bad grades, or his school days are finished. Well, Max might just have a solution to his bad grades—one that will take a lot less work that spending endless nights with his nose in books.


1



Iwas transferred to an all-boys school after being caught two fingers deep in Marty Korby’s girlfriend. It was the vice-principal who caught us together, in the school’s boiler room. He told me that it was the ‘last straw’, though I can’t be too sure what the previous straws were. I was often getting into trouble for small things…

I guess one of the bigger incidents was when I was caught showing some friends some pictures that a girl sent me. Yes, her breasts were out in the photo, and I probably wasn’t supposed to share those photos, but I felt like my friends just had to see that immaculate body.

Okay, okay—don’t stop reading. That was the worst crime that I committed, and yes it was bad, but I was underage and stupid and I apologized to everyone and those photos never ended up being posted anywhere. But apologies don’t erase wrongdoings.

The school I was sent off to was in Quebec. It was deep in French-speaking territory, where most people didn’t speak a lick of English, but the school was an English school. I think they did that on purpose, to make it harder for the students to wander off. When you don’t speak the language of the land, it’s hard to get very far.

Plus, the school property was vast, with a two-kilometre-long private road from the highway to the compound—and I use the term ‘compound’ because the place felt very much prison-like, with huge chainlink fences beyond the woods that surrounded the property. The barbed wire on the top of the fences was supposedly to keep intruders and pesky animals away, but I was fairly sure it was really there to keep us in.

It was a boarding-school, of course. My parents dropped me off and then said, “See you in four months, Max.”

“Don’t do this,” I pleaded, but it was no use; the other option, supposedly, was that I wouldn’t graduate.

I should point out that I’d been expelled twice before, for stupid reasons that were hardly my fault—all involving young women—nothing illegal, but apparently nothing appropriate.

Look—that’s all in the past. Let’s not dwell on the past, alright? I apologized for the things I’d done, but like I said, apologies don’t erase wrongdoings (or perceived wrongdoings). Now, I was being given what the principal of that school called, ‘The last chance’.

The setting: a three-hundred-year old compound, with stone buildings and a huge courtyard. The library had its own building, and it was bigger than any of the other buildings. There was a sports complex with a swimming pool and an ice rink and an indoor running track, but those facilities were off-limits to anyone who wanted to use them casually; they were only for ‘training’ purposes, so they were mostly unused, save for a few hours each week.

It would have been a nice place to be, if not for one fact: there were no girls—not one chick to be seen. Even the school staff, who lived on the campus, were all men. This fact was quickly obvious. Within a few days of being there, I went through a sort of detox. The school’s internet was heavily censored, so that only a few websites could be accessed. I spent hours trying to find a picture of a girl! Even a clothed girl would do—but we were cut off from all of that.

Guys were constantly masturbating. We slept four to a room—two bunk beds on opposing walls—and once the lights were off, there was a chorus of fap-fap-fap-fap.

The other students disgusted me. They were all guys who belonged in a compound like that: bruisers, brain-dead, drooling, all with anger issues; one wrong remark and they would fly off the handle. So I quickly learned to keep to myself. I was better off keeping to myself; I didn’t want to be like them: brooding, angry—and horny.

I only had ten months until graduation; I could keep to my own solitude for ten months…

But I missed the whores.

I never reduced myself to being like my schoolmates; I never pulled my dick out and jerked myself off like some desperate CHUD. I masturbated a few times back when I was fifteen, but I always felt pathetic afterwards; I just preferred the real thing. And when I had access to women, I rarely had any issues getting the real thing; I could easily charm women. I liked women. In fact, I preferred the company of women to the company of men.

I don’t want to run off on too much of a tangent here, but I’d always struggled to relate to men; they would act like slobs, like dogs, like perverts. They were always desperate, even when they pretended not to be. Very few men can hide their pathetic desperation. And there’s nothing worse than ‘guy talk’, when guys gather around and talk about ‘tits’, or ‘who’s hotter’, or ‘imagine getting a blowjob from that chick!’. It was all so juvenile…

I preferred to just hang out with the girls; they offered better conversation, and hanging out with them helped me to learn what it was that they liked—and I also picked up a few other little tidbits of useful information, like how to figure out if a girl likes a guy; they taught me about their mannerisms and their subtle little tactics, which most drooling men were totally oblivious to.

Women are often accused of manipulating men with their emotions, and with their sex appeal, but who can blame them when it’s so easy?

I should admit, though it won’t paint me in such savoury light, that in spending so much time with women, and figuring out how women manipulate men, I was able to figuring out how to flip the table and manipulate women. It was something that I was quite proficient at, and I’d even abused that ‘power’ beyond sex; I’d played with the feelings of women to get better grades, too. In fact, had I not done that, I probably would have been a drop out long before this tale even started.

Back to the school…

Classes were different without girls there. The subject matter was the same, but the atmosphere was just so… different. The teachers all seemed so lifeless, like talking corpses. The students were always in a sort of daze, often gazing around the room with their stupid eyes, trying to figure out what was missing. I’m sure Carl Jung would have some things to say about the state of the place, missing feminine energy entirely. I could feel myself inching towards being like them.

I could feel the life being sucked out of me, no matter how hard I tried to push those demonic forces away.

My first month at the boarding school ended with me trying to escape.


2



Ispent three days hatching out my plan to get away. I even knew where I was going to go: west, to Alberta, and then I would get a job on the rigs. I was eighteen, after all, they couldn’t drag me back without consent… at least, that’s what I thought, but apparently it was more complicated than I realized.

I was going to hitchhike at the highway, but never quite made it that far. I managed to get the key to the storage shed from the groundskeeper. I got the garden sheers out and hid them nearby in a bush. Then, I waited until the middle of the night and created a distraction (to get the patrolling staff away from the exit). I lit a fire in the student kitchen and then ran back to my room. Once the staff ran to the fire, I rushed out and made a quick exit. I retrieved the garden sheers and ran into the woods. I sprinted, and then reached the fence. I began to cut through the chain link, but it wasn’t as easy as I expected. In fact, it was downright impossible. I grunted and groaned, forcing all of my strength into chopping through the wire. It took ten minutes before I cut the first… fifteen to go.

I only got through about four before the spotlight found me. Four staff members were there, holding flashlights—and I was quickly apprehended and taken to the principal’s office. They locked me in an empty room with no windows, and then they went back to bed, returning eight hours later to deal with me.

“I don’t think you know what last chance means,” the principal said to me with a low growl.

“Am I being kicked out?” I asked, half-hoping the answer would be yes.

“No.”

“Then I don’t think you know what last chance means,” I said, trying not to grin.

“You can’t break the rules again,” he said. “A life without a high-school degree isn’t as fun as you might think.”

“I can get one online,” I said, waving him off.

“With your academic history?” he said. “Probably not. Unless you’re familiar with online courses that I’m not.”

I hadn’t looked into it, but I had a feeling he was bluffing. “I don’t belong here,” I said. “I want to go somewhere else. I want to go home. I hate being locked up here. It’s like a prison—and everyone here is so… braindead.”

The principal cleared his throat and pulled out a folder. He took a single sheet of paper from the folder and then put on his glasses, inspecting the sheet. “Bad grades,” he said.

“In what?”

“Pretty much everything.”

“I don’t have bad grades in everything!” I snapped. “I’m doing fine in some classes.”

“Which?” he said with an inquisitive look.

I paused for a moment. “Gym,” I said softly.

“62%,” he read, “is hardly fine. In fact, until the federal government changed the education standards six years ago, that would have been a fail here at this school.”

“Well, it’s not a fail now,” I said, folding my arms. “Now, it’s a solid C.”

“It’s a D+,” he groaned.

“Then it’s a D+. What’s the big difference?”

“Three percentage points.”

“So what?” I was getting frustrated. Was this just a meeting to belittle me? Was he trying to make me feel stupid? And if I was stupid, whose fault was that? Aren’t the teachers the ones who are supposed to be educating the students? If the students aren’t educated, it’s the teachers’ fault, as far as I’m concerned.

Now, the principal was pulling out another file: a thick document that he placed on his desk. He slid it to me. “Do you know what this is?”

I looked at it. “Nah,” I said. It was in legal jargon.

“See the signatures here? This one is the chair of the school board, Herman Kraut. Here is the police commissioner, signing the agreement.”

“What agreement?”

“An agreement to not press charges, because if charges are pressed, then you will be forced to register as a sex offender.”

“What!?” I gasped.

“This is a document from three years ago—an incident involving photographs you shared without consent.”

“That was dealt with!” I snapped.

“Your parents and the parents of the victim came up with a list of conditions, which was reviewed by the police commissioner. It’s my understanding that they wanted to press charges on you as if you were an adult, which would make you a sex offender. The agreement was put in place between your family, the victim’s family, the police commissioner—and your principal. Now, I’m your principal. I can rescind the signature on this document.”

“You weren’t my principal then.” I wanted to spit in his face. I hated this blackmail.

“Well, unfortunately for you, this legal document just says, ‘Active principal’, and the filing date has ten months before expiring. So tell me, Max, do you want to be a sex offender for the rest of your life?”

He was staring into my eyes. He had a smug look, enjoying this moment of feeling powerful—or maybe he was just enjoying belittling me, cutting me down, putting young guys like me in my place.

“You’re blackmailing me,” I said.

“I’m just telling you the situation, Max,” he said bluntly. “It’s not blackmail. When the police say don’t speed or you’ll get a ticket—that’s not blackmail.”

“I apologized for all of this already,” I said, feeling like I was close to shedding a tear.

“The solution is simple, Max,” he said. “Don’t be a reoffender. Stay at the school, finish your education. Nine months of obedience. Change your grades from bad to good. It’s simple.”

I bit hard on my tongue. I felt like I wasn’t being given a choice; I was being forced to submit. A chill crawled down my spine. I was sent back to my room and told not to attend class for the day. I was ‘grounded’ at boarding school.

When my bunkmates returned for the evening, they all glared at me with pitiful looks in their eyes. They’d heard what I’d done, and maybe they heard that I’d been completely dehumanized by the principal—my freedom stripped from me.

I scowled at them, tempted to remind them that they were in the same boat as me; they didn’t have any freedoms that I didn’t, despite what they wanted to think.
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They thought they’d broken me… and I thought for a while that I’d been broken, but after processing things for a few nights, I became more stubborn than before. I was determined to win this ‘battle’ with the principal, whether or not he knew we were engaged in a battle.

I hated to think that he thought he could impose his will on me, using threats as ammunition. I wasn’t going to let that happen…

But I had no idea how I was going to win—or what winning even meant. I had to spend a lot of time processing these thoughts of mine. If I left that school without a degree—that was losing. So ‘winning’ meant leaving with a degree, or at the very least, leaving without being a registered sex offender. A true win would be to leave with both a degree and a clean record—and, somehow, with some sense of revenge for being humiliated and degraded the way I was.

And you may be wondering: what was so terrible about the way that I was treated by the principal? How was that any different than the way teachers had treated me in the past? Well, teachers and principals had threatened suspension and expulsion before, but being expelled doesn’t strip you of your humanity. If you get expelled from school, you aren’t barred from working a job; you aren’t barred from being near schools; you don’t have to declare a police record when you try to rent an apartment. This principal wasn’t just threatening to give me the boot—which I was used to—he was threatening to strip me entirely of my humanity.

And maybe it wouldn’t have made me so furious if there wasn’t something about the principal that just rubbed me the wrong way. He had this darkness about him—a sort of evil gleam in his eye that made me feel like he was a sort of hypocrite. He had his closet of skeletons… and it showed on his face.

I was going to prove it to the whole school.

First, I just needed to watch him. I needed to observe him. I already told you this, but I’ll remind you: spending so much time with women gave me a special sort of ability to see men in a different light, to see them the way women saw them. Men, unlike women, are predictable; they often think that they’re smarter than they are—and this principal was no different from other men.

I watched him for days. I watched him whenever I could. He always seemed to be up to something. He would smile at his peers and scowl at the students. He would pace around the hallways, and then he would slip into random rooms—sometimes not even classroom that were being used. After a few days, I began to suspect that he was doing something morally wrong, though I had no idea what.

I went into one old, abandoned classroom after I saw him leave it. The room was filled with dust, and his shoe prints were visible in the dust on the floor. I saw that he’d been to the back closet, so that’s where I went, seeing nothing but old school supplies. Was I missing something? Maybe the school just used that old classroom closet for extra storage.

No—He was up to something. I kept digging through the school supplies. But I found nothing unusual.

I gritted my teeth in frustration, frustration teeming from every pore, anger crawling up my spine. “Think Max, think,” I whispered to myself. His presence in this dusty, abandoned space was not casual. There must be something more, something beneath the surface. I surveyed the room again, my eyes narrowing, observing each nook and corner of the room, scrutinizing every inch.

I went back to the closet, pulling out boxes and rummaging through them more desperately, a sense of urgency driving my actions, a passion to uncover his hidden secrets burning within me. It was when I reached the far corner of the closet, almost ready to give up, that my fingers touched something cold and metallic. My heart raced, and I pulled out a small metal box from behind a stack of old textbooks. It was locked.

My mind spun in circles. This was it. This had to be it. This was his secret. My hands tremored as I held the box. I needed to get into this box. I needed to know what he was hiding. I needed to unveil his darkness. I had the sensation of standing at the precipice of revelation.

A plan crystallized in my mind: I had to find a way to open it, find a way to unveil its contents without him knowing. I hid the box under my shirt and left the room, scanning the hallway before exiting, ensuring that I was alone. I made my way to my room and started to work on it, using every method I knew to unlock it, but the lock was sturdy.

But I was relentless. I couldn’t back down. The answer to exposing the principal’s real face lay within this metal box. My determination was ironclad. The fear of being caught intensified the thrill, the pulse of my heartbeat a constant drum in my ears.

Time blurred as I worked tirelessly on the box, the image of the principal’s smug face driving me, pushing me, fuelling my resolve to unlock the secrets within.

The box wouldn’t open, and now, I was starting to scuff the lock with my repeated attempts. If I damaged the box, he might know that I’d been snooping around—and if he knew that I was spying on him, that might be enough for him to rescind that signature.

So I took the box quietly back to that empty classroom and put it where I found it. Then, on my way out of the room, I messed up the dust on the ground so that my shoe prints weren’t too clear.

Now, I knew that I needed to find the key to that box—and I could only assume that it was in his office. Getting it would be tricky, and it wouldn’t be quick. It would take days to hatch a plan to get it.

So for days, I kept watching the principal, hoping that I would catch on to some sort of pattern of behaviour. Maybe I would find that his office was unattended at the same time every day, but that didn’t seem to be the case. I thought about making a trip to his office in the night, but knew it would be locked—and then there was the matter of the cameras in a few key hallways. I’d spent a whole day trying to map the school out, figuring out which hallways to avoid to stay away from cameras.

I felt like I was making headway, while losing it at the same time. “You failed,” my teacher said to me, thrusting my quiz into my face, marked with a red F. “You’re average is hovering around 50%.” He had a large frown on his grey-bearded face.

“I’ll do better next time,” I said.

“I’m guessing you didn’t study for one minute,” he said. I was true; I hadn’t studied—or even thought about studying. My mind had been occupied with thoughts of revenge.

Now, the teacher was shaking his head. “There’s a quiz next week. Fail it, and this goes to the principal.”

I nodded, acting submissive… or maybe I was really submitting. I felt like a puppy being scolded for chewing on a shoe. After that class, I took a look at the class material that I’d been neglecting, and was totally overwhelmed; it had piled up high without me noticing. If I was going to pass the coming quiz, I needed to spend that whole week studying… which meant putting my revenge plot on hold.

But stopping to study… didn’t that mean that I was giving the principal what he wanted? I know that you’re thinking, ‘What’s so bad about him wanting me to succeed?’ No—that’s not what he wanted. He wanted me to submit; this was about confirming his power, not about helping a struggling student succeed. If he cared for my success, he would have never resorted to using blackmail to get me to cooperate.

I struggled to focus on my studies. A terrible conflict nagged at me like a tick latched to the back of my neck.

Every day was a fight, a constant tussle between staying on track with my studies and acting on the urge to expose the principal. Every hour spent hitting the books felt like I was giving in, playing right into his hands. But there was also this voice in my head, telling me that focusing on my grades was what I really needed to do, that I could beat him at his own game by just succeeding. Maybe he secretly wanted me to fail so that he could laugh and say, ‘I told you so.’

The textbooks in front of me seemed like a mountain, and all I could think about was that smug face of the principal, but each time I tried to study, there was this whisper in my head telling me that this, studying, getting good grades, was the real victory.

It was tough; every time I tried to study, the principal’s face would appear in my mind, his hidden activities like shadows whispering to me, telling me to act, to expose him. It felt like a betrayal, like I was losing myself in the process, just becoming another cog in the machine.

Maybe he had no secrets; maybe I was just projecting my own problems onto him. Maybe he was just another faculty member who was sick of my insurrection.

I was on the precipice of a realization that if I wanted to get out of this place with a clean record and a degree, I needed to study, needed to get my grades up. It was this internal battle every day; part of me wanted to throw the books away and focus entirely on bringing him down, but the other part knew the importance of securing my future.

It was like a daily internal war, studying while plotting, trying to manage both my academic life and my secret mission of exposing the principal’s true colours.

But every time I tried to find some dirt on him, I came up with nothing. I was becoming more convinced that he was clean, and that I was delusional, and maybe even suffering from some paranoid neurosis.

And every time I went on the hunt for evidence to prove to myself that my hunch was correct, I lost a little more time. I’d hardly scraped the surface of the material that I needed to study.

Every day was a new challenge, balancing my desires and my responsibilities, it was exhausting, but there was something within me, some stubborn spark that refused to die, that kept me going, kept me fighting.

The battle was internal but the effects were real. I was walking on a thin line, balancing my acts of rebellion with my responsibilities. And all I knew was that I wasn’t going to let him win, wasn’t going to let him have control over my life.

The principal thought he had me figured out, thought he could control me with his threats, but what he didn’t know was that I was playing the long game. I was willing to do whatever it took to ensure I came out of this mess on top, whether that meant burying my nose in the textbooks or sneaking around to expose his secrets.

I could do both… I thought that I could do both. Then, I realized the quiz was just a day away and I hadn’t even covered half of the material that needed covered.


4



Ishould have spent that last night studying, but after dinner, it came to the attention of the students that most of the faculty had gone to another building on the campus for an annual staff Halloween party. Only a few teachers were left behind to keep watch over the vast number of students who resided in that massive brick heritage building.

How could I miss this opportunity?

Out my window, I saw a few cars pull up. I saw grown women in seductive costumes sneak into that party building. The other students saw what I saw, and became excited. The sight of scantily-clad women (even middle-aged ones) made them remember their rebellious spirit that had been crushed by the school. Some of my peers got together and began hatching plans to go and spy on the party. One of my bunkmates even openly said that he wanted to watch the girls through the window while masturbating.

Animals—all of them. They were like hungry dogs seeing bleeding meat. One my bunkmates was even trying to conceal an erection as he stared at the glowing building across from our bedroom window.

A few students snuck out, and a the teachers caught on fast. The few patrolling faculty members were overwhelmed, and it was the perfect distraction. I decided to take that opportunity to try to break into the principal’s office.

I made my way down the dark hallways and up darkened stairwells. His office was, as expected, locked. I tried to pick the lock, but was no expert on the subject. I thought about using force to get in—breaking the little window… but couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I kept my hunt going, not letting that locked door stop me completely. I decided to look in other offices. Maybe I could find something on one of the teachers, which I could use against the principal. I spent hours going through closets and desks, sure that I would find something.

I knew that I losing my studying time. I knew that I was doomed to fail that quiz at this rate… and we were only an hour away from ‘lights out’ time, which meant no more time to study.

“Shit,” I mumbled.

Then, I found something, in the office of the grey-bearded teacher. I froze as I lifted the lid from that box, which was supposed to contain staples. No—there were no staples inside; just pictures of young men, my age, dressed in lingerie, posed in provocative poses. Some of the pictures were downright pornographic: young men on their backs, erections in their hands—some even being sodomized by larger, hairier men.

“Jesus,” I whispered.

The pictures—I think—were legal. The young men looked of legal age, but barely. I don’t think the teacher took the photos himself. They weren’t Polaroids; they were printed.

“Holy crap,” I said. And it was just what I needed; now, I didn’t need to take that stupid quiz; I could just blackmail my way to good grades.

I thought about how I would do it. Would I take the photos and slap them onto his desk, and say ‘Ha!” That could work… or it could fail. Technically, the teacher hadn’t broken any laws—and maybe not even any rules. This was his private office, and those photos were legal, even if they weren’t in good taste. Maybe he would be embarrassed enough to give me a pass… or maybe I would just piss him off. Maybe I would make him want to rat me out to the principal: a failed quiz (technically two) and a failed attempt at blackmail.

But maybe there was something else I could do to convince him to give me good grades… because the ship had already sailed on being able to study my way to good grades.

I peered out the window and saw that staff Halloween party. There were girls there, in skimpy outfits. Now, I just had to figure out how to get my hands on one of those outfits.

I risked everything by sneaking out of the building, even though I knew the patrolling staff were on high-alert. I went to the party and peered through the windows. I watched, even seeing the principal, dressed like Dracula, flirting with some middle-aged woman dressed as a nurse, complete with fishnet stockings.

If I could somehow get that outfit… or any of the other feminine costumes. There was a girl in the room, younger than the teachers, dressed like Tinkerbell, if Tinkerbell started working the streets.

Then, a stroke of luck: one of the teachers, drunk, spilled his drink on the chest of a woman dressed as Alice. The woman looked to be close to fifty, and the costume was too small for her body. She recoiled, gasping at the new stain. Then, after much apologizing, she left, going to her car to retrieve a change of clothes. I watched from the bush as she changed, getting naked in the back seat of her car: the first tits I’d seen in ages. She put on an unflattering pantsuit and retuned to the party.

“Please be unlocked,” I whispered. I tried the door. “Bingo!” The door was unlocked, and there was the little blue, frilly Alice costume. She even discarded the blonde wig in the back of the car. I scrunched it all into a ball and ran off, back to my room, avoiding being caught. My heart was racing and sweat was tickling the back of my neck—but I had the costume.

My bunkmates were asleep—except for one, who was too busy masturbating to realize I’d entered. I crawled into my bunk and puled my covers over myself before using the flashlight on my school-supplied tablet to light my little tent. Now, reality was catching up with me. What exactly was I planning on doing with this? When I hatched the plan to steal it, it seemed so obvious and so clear, but now… it just seemed outrageous!

But what other choice had I given myself? It was too late to cram for the test. My eyes were heavy and that test was coming up, first period. I knew that the teacher had a soft spot for boys dressed up like girls—and it really did seem like my only saving grace.
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Iwoke up before the others, before the crack of the first morning light. The hallways were quiet—not even faculty members awake and roaming the hallways. I went down the hall, skipping the big bathroom that most of us used, and opting for the small bathroom at the far, far end of the hallway, where I knew I would have some privacy.

I had the dress with me—and the white stockings, and the wig. First order of business: cleaning the beer stain. I ran the sink hot and then used hand soap to scrub. There was a clunky old air dryer on the wall, which I used to dry out the spot for about fifteen minutes before it was adequately dry. The stain was still very much there, but at least it no longer stank like beer.

I pulled up the stockings. I put on the dress. I got that wig onto my head. I looked into the mirror and groaned. The outfit fit—yes—but that didn’t mean that it looked good on me.

I tried to force a smile. I tried to adjust my posture. My whole scheme was crashing and burning before my eyes. But I had to make myself look good. I had to be ‘cute’ for the teacher, knowing that he had a thing for petite guys in dresses.

And just what was I planning to do? Would I strut around his classroom and try to seduce him? What if he took the bait? What if he wanted to touch me? What if he wanted to put his mouth on me… or worse—what if he wanted me to put my mouth on him?

I pushed those thoughts away. Now, I was taking it one step at a time. I couldn’t worry about the grand scheme right now; I was in panic mode. Class would begin in two hours. In one hour, the teachers would arrive for work, to get things ready for class. I had to get into that classroom before anybody saw me in the halls, which meant I now had about 50 minutes to figure this out.

I tried different poses in front of the mirror, planting my hands on my hips, spreading out my legs, arching my back further back. I heaved out my chest and tried on a few different sultry faces.

I needed makeup, but I had none. What could I use instead?

In a nearby closet was some school supplies. There, I found a box of markers: washable markers, but maybe that would work. First, I drew some black on my fingertips. Then, I rubbed that black smudginess around my eyes, creating a sort of poor-woman’s eyeshadow. Okay, it didn’t look half-bad, under the circumstances. Next, I used that same black marker to try to darken my lashes: a poor woman’s mascara—and honestly, the effect wasn’t so bad. I remembered girls doing the same thing in junior-high school, after the school banned makeup.

Next, I used a similar technique with the red marker on my fingertips before transferring it to my cheekbones, to give me that e-girl blushing look.

Maybe I wasn’t looking quite so bad. What else could I do to make myself look somewhat convincing?

I took a deep breath, trying to quell the rising panic within me. Time was ticking down, every passing second bringing closer the moment of revelation. I needed to look convincing, believable, yet I was running out of options.

I rummaged through the supplies, looking for anything that could aid my makeshift transformation.

I continued my hasty transformation, using a brown marker to draw thin, delicate lines around my eyes, mimicking eyeliner. It wasn’t perfect, but under the dim light, it was passable.

Then, my eyes fell on a high lighter. Could it add some shimmer to my face, to mimic a highlighter that girls use? With hesitation, I swiped it over my cheekbones, hoping to add a hint of glow. It was subtle but somewhat effective.

My heart was racing as I evaluated my reflection in the mirror, analyzing every detail, adjusting every makeshift accessory. I was nowhere near convincing, but it was the best I could manage with school supplies and less than an hour.

I added the final touches, adjusting my posture, practicing my walk, trying to mimic the feminine sway I’d observed over the years. I’d heard girls talking about mannerisms; they were always conscious of how they held themselves, unlike guys. Now, I had to be conscious of every little detail. Every step, every move had to be calculated, had to be convincing. I practiced a softer, higher pitched voice, repeated phrases, trying to get the intonation right.

Sweat beaded on my forehead, my heart pounding in my chest as the minutes ticked away. It was almost time, almost the moment of truth. I looked at my reflection one last time, the boyish face staring back at me, now adorned with makeshift makeup and accessories. Maybe it wasn’t as boyish as I thought. Maybe this was going to work…

What did that even mean? What did success even look like? How far was I willing to go.

I didn’t have time to think about it.
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Iwas in his classroom before any teachers were stirring in the hallways. I paced around, heart racing. I knew that I was taking a massive risk—maybe the biggest gamble of my life.

I still had no fucking clue what I was doing there.

I hopped up onto a desk, crossing my stocking-clad legs. I gripped the edge of the desk firmly with pale knuckles. I took a deep breath. I could feel my heart rate increasing; soon, I would be fighting away cardiac arrest.

This would all be over quickly, I kept telling myself.

Every noise made me perk up. Every time a figure passed the door window, I thought about jumping to my feet and running to hide.

I was a bundle of nerves, the tension in the room palpable. The atmosphere was charged, every second stretching into eternity. My body was taut, like a string pulled too tight, ready to snap at the slightest provocation.

The silence was deafening, every sound magnified, every breath echoing. My thoughts were racing, mind in overdrive, anticipating the impending confrontation. What was I even hoping to accomplish? My entire being was on edge, a mix of fear, anticipation, and adrenaline.

The shadows outside the door seemed to dance, each movement making my heart jump. Every flicker of light, every shadow passing the window was a precursor to the showdown. I felt like a prey animal, senses heightened, alert to every potential danger.

I could barely breathe, every inhale sharp, every exhale shaky. I was walking on a razor’s edge, the smallest misstep threatening to send me plummeting into the abyss. The ticking clock seemed to mock me, each tick a reminder of the impending collision course I was on.

Then, the moment arrived, the doorknob turned, and the door creaked open. It was him, my teacher, his eyes locking onto mine immediately. A mix of surprise, confusion, and realization crossed his face. The air in the room became even more stifling, the tension ratcheting up to an almost unbearable level.

He kept staring, at first likely trying to figure out if I was some figment of his imagination, then, once he realized I was real, he spent a moment trying to figure out who I was. It finally clicked.

“Max… what… what are you doing here?” His voice was a mixture of disbelief and caution, his gaze never leaving mine.

I had to maintain composure, had to keep control. My voice, shaky but determined, filled the charged silence, “Oh, just thought I'd surprise you,” I forced a sultry smile, my mind screaming at the absurdity of it all.

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him, his movements deliberate, his eyes analyzing, probing. “This… this isn’t appropriate, Max. You need to leave, now,” he uttered firmly, but I could see the flicker of doubt, the shadow of temptation in his eyes.

I pushed down the rising wave of fear, the choking sensation of panic. “Oh come on,” I purred, pushing the boundaries, playing my part in this dangerous game, “I thought you might like a little surprise,” I teased, my voice betraying a hint of fear masked as coyness.

He was struggling, I could see it in his eyes, the battle between morality and desire, between duty and temptation. He took a step closer, his resolve waning, his defences crumbling. “Max… you… you don’t know what you’re doing…” he stuttered, the internal struggle evident in his voice.

Every fibre of my being was screaming to run, to get out, but I was committed, trapped in this high-stakes game of cat and mouse. “Maybe I do… maybe I know exactly what I’m doing,” I countered, my voice a whisper, my body tense, ready to spring. “Maybe I just really… want you.” It was hard to push those words out, but I had to say them, otherwise this was all a waste of my time and my dignity.

We were on a collision course, the tension reaching a boiling point, the air thick with unsaid words, unacknowledged desires. The silence was broken by our uneven breaths, the room shrinking, the walls closing in.

My heart was pounding in my chest. “So?” I said. “Let’s party.”

“What do you want, Max?” he growled through clenched teeth.

“I just want you—to take me however you want me.”

“What do you really want?” he hissed.

I was silent for a moment. “I wouldn’t say no to a pass on the quiz,” I grinned; I knew it was a risk, exposing my intentions—but I was sure that they were obvious from the start.

He stood there, staring at me. He was considering it. I had him where I wanted him… though maybe I didn’t actually want to go through with whatever it was that I was offering to him.

Suddenly, he began unbuttoning his shirt. I felt my skin turning pale. The room turned silent. He was red, beginning to perspire. I stuttered but was unable to say anything. His shirt hit the desk. His eyes locked on my body. He took a deep breath. “D—Down off the desk,” he said quietly. He eyed the door behind him. He straightened his neck. “On your knees.”

“O—Okay,” I said. My mind was failing me—unable to process what was happening. I went down to my knees. The thin white stockings did little to protect my knees from the cold floor. Why was I submitting to his demands? Was I this desperate for a passing grade? Well, if he was willing to undress before me and request some sort of sexual favour, then he was probably willing to give in to my demands too.

But was this what I wanted? Was this really so much better than having spent the time studying? Hell no—but what else could I do now? If he went to the principal with a pair of failed quizzes, that would probably leave me on a sex offenders list for the rest of my life.

I watched him as he unzipped his fly. Out came his semi-erect cock: fat, veiny, curved. It glistened, possibly sweaty, as his foreskin pulled back. He was ready to put his whole life on the line for his dark desires. He was willing to risk losing his teaching job, just for a couple minutes of pleasure.

Now, I was weighing my options. How could I flip this around? How could I come out on top of this? Was submitting my only option?

I opened my mouth and closed my eyes. My subconscious was running the show now, and my subconscious apparently thought a few uncomfortable minutes was worth it if it meant living another day at that school.

I felt it: warm, thick, pulsing—salty as it was tinged with his sweat. I groaned; he pushed into my mouth. I heard him groan: a loud, deep sound. His fat fingers pushed into my hair. He pulled me into his pelvis, his tip pushing against the back of my throat. My God! I was sucking his cock!

No—this couldn’t be happening! I wasn’t gay. I didn’t want to have this experience… but what could I do now? I’d come this far. I’d already lost my dignity; there was no getting that back. My masculinity was long gone. My self-worth had been crushed under the weight of his fat, throbbing dick.

He began to thrust. “Suck it, baby,” he whispered.

It was a minute before I was able to bob my head, keeping my eyes closed. He groaned. “You’re so fucking hot,” he growled. I hoped that was just pillow talk and not the truth. I didn’t want to be ‘hot’.

He kept thrusting. The taste didn’t get better. It was still salty. I was tempted to bite his ugly cock, but I knew that I was so close to being free from this horror. I kept sucking. Then, I knew that if I gave him a few good pumps, I could speed things along, so I reached up and gripped his shaft, pumping it while I sucked.

He trembled all over. He groaned louder. His cock twitched. I knew he wouldn’t last long. I just had to hold on… one more minute.

Dirty talk! That would get him off faster! I looked up, into his eyes. “You want to cum in my mouth, baby?” I asked in by best young-girl voice.

He quivered. He stuttered. And that turned out to be enough—though I wasn’t prepared for it; he erupted, on my tongue, spewing thick, white, salty cum into my mouth.

I gagged, but he held me still, filling my mouth. It was awful… but also, in a weird way, strangely satisfying; I knew that I had the good grades that I needed. I knew that I wouldn’t have to face the principal—for at least one day.

I rushed over to his waste bin and spat out his load as he zipped up. “Nobody knows about this,” he growled at me.

“And my grades?” I asked.

He turned red. “You’ll get an A on this one.”

I smiled, still tasting his cum on my lips. “Thanks, baby,” I whispered, and then I rushed over to the closet where I’d stashed my school uniform and some wet-wipes to clean my face. Once I was cleaned up, I rushed through the classroom and joined my peers in the hallways as they got ready for class.
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The teacher was red in the face through class, occasionally stuttering, occasionally losing track of his thoughts. The brain-dead students didn’t notice anything awry—and maybe it wasn’t unusual behaviour for him—maybe it was just something that I was now noticing because I was hyper-aware of the tension.

He handed back the quizzes. Mine was marked with an A+, which was much more generous than I was expecting. He didn’t look me in the eye as he handed it to me.

In the hallway, I stared at that quiz. My hands were trembling. I’d never seen a grade like that: A+. I tried to think of the best grade I ever got (that wasn’t in gym class). Maybe a C+?

I knew the answers on the page were wrong, and the grade wasn’t deserved… but that didn’t mean that I didn’t work for it. I sacrificed more than I’d ever sacrificed before for that grade—so in my opinion, I deserved it. I risked everything for that quiz grade…

I want to say that I quickly bounced back from the whole experience, but the awkwardness loomed over me for the next week. Whenever I was near that teacher, there was a terrible silence, red faces, gazes turned towards the floor.

Then came another quiz—a pop quiz, which I was not prepared for. The questions may as well have been in Japanese. It wasn’t multiple choice, so I just jotted down nonsense and prayed for mercy. Then, he marked all the tests and handed them back.

Another A+.

I was stunned. How long was this going to go on for? How many quizzes were going to come with good grades despite a complete lack of effort?

Another week passed, another quiz—and another A+. As the teacher handed it to me, he said through clenched teeth: “You need to start studying the material.”

“Okay,” I said.

The next week, the grade slipped. A-.

“Max. Start studying,” he growled at me.

But I was so far behind; I was struggling to focus on the coursework. I would start studying, and then my focus would be derailed by the faculty of that boarding school. I would see teachers in the hallways, acting strange, acting aloof. It was December 1st when I walked in on the school’s math teacher having a private moment in the bathroom.

It was the staff bathroom, and I wasn’t supposed to be using it, but I hated using the student bathroom (which was rarely cleaned), so I usually just let myself into the staff bathroom (which was never locked). There he was, erection in hand, pumping as fast and as hard as he could, cheeks dark red, with a laptop in front of him, showing images of dangerously young women.

I rushed away quickly, overwhelmed with an embarrassment that was probably ten-times worse for him. When I saw him next, two periods later, he was quiet, awkward, hardly looking up from his desk. I didn’t say anything. I just pretended like it never happened. Then, two days later, a curious thing happened: the results of our math test came in, and my grade was much better than it should have been: an A.

I knew the grade was not accurate. I knew that he’d fudged the numbers—maybe to keep me from blabbing about the embarrassment, or maybe to thank me for staying quiet for as long as I had.

I would have told people about what I’d seen—but I didn’t have any friends within that compound. I didn’t want to be friends with any of these brain-dead losers; I just wanted to survive for seven more months.

I didn’t mind the good grades that I was getting, between the two classes. December report cards came in on December 8th, and I was stunned to see that my average had gone from a D to a C+. It was, by far, the best report card I’d ever gotten.

I must have stared at it for an hour, sitting in the student lounge. Every time I blinked, I half-expected my vision to correct itself and reveal a D where that C was. Then, the principal ruined the moment by stepping up behind me and saying, “A C+ isn’t going to cut it.”

I turned to look at him. He had a small smirk on his face, as if he got a kick out of ruining my moment. He was worse than the bullies I dealt with through middle school. “What’s wrong with a C+?” I asked.

“We expect more from our students here,” he said. “You were expelled from multiple schools. That’s going to be reflected on your academic record. If you’re going to make up for it, you need better grades.”

He just had to ruin my moment. Before I could say anything, he walked off, leaving me frustrated and steaming.

Maybe his goal was to get me to study harder, but now, I was just re-motivated to find dirt on him. I hadn’t forgotten about that mysterious box that he kept hidden in that spare classroom. I knew that he was up to something.

Another part of me just wanted to study my ass off, get good grades, and then shove them into his face…

But I didn’t necessarily have to study hard to get good grades. There was another way...
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On December 18th, we were (for the first time since September) taken outside of that compound. There was a Christmas parade, and we were supposed to be part of it, walking behind the local mechanic’s float, and in front of the local leader of the conservative riding. “Smile and wave at people,” the principal told us. It was a boring two hours of walking through cold streets, and then we were given an hour to ‘enjoy the festivities’. They had a few booths selling knickknacks and hot chocolate and whatnot. We had no cash, so there wasn’t much for us to do.

But as we all stood around, I noticed a nearby clothing store; it was a shop for young women—the type of shop no dad wants his daughter shopping at, but not quite a lingerie store: short skirts, fishnet stockings, low-cut tops, and so on. While nobody was paying attention, I walked over and slipped inside. The shop owner smiled at me and I smiled back.

I eyed some of the outfits that were on mannequins. There were some very sexual, suggestive outfits—and the mannequins had wigs too. The outfits and wigs were much better than the Alice costume that I stole at the Halloween party.

Now, I was wandering through the shop. “Looking for something?” the owner asked.

“Something for my girlfriend,” I lied.

My original plan was to steal—I’d done it before, many times. It would have been so easy; the shop was cluttered and there were two exits. I could easily slip some items into my coat without the owner seeing… but a strange guilt washed over me: a feeling that I wasn’t quite used to. I just couldn’t bring myself to steal from the shop. The owner just seemed so… innocent.

I growled under my breath, disappointed in my inability to break the law.

So I came up with a different plan. I went back outside and spotted the principal, talking to a couple of young women who ran the new yoga studio in town. He was captivated with them—probably wishing he could fuck them—so I sauntered over and ‘bumped’ into him. The moron kept his wallet in his back pocket, so getting it was no problem. I didn’t feel so guilty stealing from him.

I took the wallet back into the shop, and then I bought myself some clothes: a full outfit containing a skirt, fishnet stockings, a lace crop top, a black choker necklace, and then yes, I had to steal a wig.

Then, I stuffed the outfit into the inner pockets of my jacket, went back out, bumped back into the principal, slipping that wallet in his pocket again, and I went to catch up with my peers. “Learn to walk,” he sneered at me.

“Sorry, sir,” I said, putting on a sad-puppy face, trying not to grin after spending $220 of his money. I had a feeling he wouldn’t even notice.

That night, once everyone was asleep, I snuck out from my room and went into the bathroom, into a stall. I got dressed up in my new attire. I used some of the same old techniques: washable marker to create eyeshadow, and then highlighter to create a sort of contouring effect. Then, I crept out from the stall to judge my work in the mirror.

The light in the bathroom was far from flattering. I stood there for a few minutes, turning left, turning right—and then the door opened and I gasped as one of the teachers stepped in. I didn’t have him in any of my classes. Now, he was just staring at me, looking like he was seconds away from hitting some red button that would sound an alarm.

“What are you doing in here?” he asked with a strange intensity in his eyes.

“I—I’m just… Using the bathroom.”

“It’s past curfew, and this isn’t just… a bathroom break!”

I could see trouble in his eyes. I could tell he was about to escalate this with the principal, so I acted on a sudden instinct. “Want to play with me?” I asked, turning my chin down and batting my lashes.

HIs face flushed red. He stuttered and then looked around, to see if there were other students in the bathroom. “Y—You should be in your room, sleeping,” he said.

“Maybe we could just do the sleeping here… together,” I said.

His lips parted, and now, he looked afraid. I knew that I was possibly making my situation much worse… but I felt I needed to take the risk.

And then he turned around and locked the door—which we weren’t allowed to do. He came towards me and put his trembling, sweaty palms on my arms. “You—You look just like a girl,” he muttered. Beads of sweat formed on his forehead. “You’re so… feminine.”

“I can be feminine,” I whispered, and then I dropped to my knees. I was acting on instinct. My mind was spinning, but I was able to capture a thought: maybe this could be to my advantage. Maybe I needed to have more men on my side. He wasn’t my teacher (this term), but maybe he would be next term. If he ended up being one of my six teachers next term, I could guarantee myself a slight bump to my grades.

So I took his cock out from his slacks and I began to suck, and he offered up no resistance. He allowed me to bob my head back and forth on his shaft, sliding his veiny member on my tongue. “How does that feel?” I asked.

“G—Good,” he whispered, constantly looking back at the locked door.

“Want me to go deeper?” I asked. I had no idea where those impulses were coming from, but I assumed it was from some sense of self-preservation.

“Okay,” he said.

I leaned in far, pushing his tip down my throat, making myself gag slightly. I sucked harder and faster. I had him erected in no time. Then I gripped his cock and began beating it. “Want to come on my face?”

“Yeah,” he said.

“Then do it,” I said.

“I—I’d rather come in your ass though.”

My heart stuttered and I felt a coldness consume me. “O—Okay,” I said. Then I spat on his cock and stood up, turning around flipping up my skirt. “Don’t ruin my outfit,” I said.

He pushed his tip into my hole, making me gasp. He was thick, and I was tight. Why was I doing this? Why was I reducing myself to being some crossdressing slut? Was this really the solution to my problems?

He pushed deeper. I screamed. Then, his sweaty palm reached around and pushed against my lips, muffling me. His other hand reached and grabbed my throat, clenching almost enough that I couldn’t breathe—but I was able to wheeze air into my lungs. Maybe it was a sort of threat… Maybe it was just his way of getting off.

He began to thrust, gripping my throat and muffling my mouth. He pumped hard, and then harder. I tried to scream, but it was hard—and I was losing air. I could feel myself turning red, feeling dizzy—and I could feel every inch of his veiny member sliding back and forth.

I groaned.

He didn’t last long. After a minute, he bellowed a deep noise and then gushed into me. His thick cream spilled in my asshole—and that’s where it stayed all night.

After he scurried out of the bathroom, I tried to sit on the toilet to ‘expel’ his seed, but it wasn’t coming. I just had to wait until lunch the next day when it finally decided to ooze out of me; I guess it took that long for my muscles to relax post-sex.

Then, as fate would have it, we had a big exam, which I wasn’t prepared for. I fumbled through it—and then that same teacher walked into the room. “Mr. Gamble will be helping me to score the exams,” said our teacher, and then Mr. Gamble, who had fucked me in the bathroom the night before, just happened to get my exam, which he gave an A+.

I was very quickly learning that being a whore was paying off. The more I sacrificed my body to the depraved men, the better my grades were. So a few evenings later, when I saw one of my teachers crossing the courtyard to go into the library late at night, I decided to follow, slipping into a bathroom along the way to get myself dolled up.

My heart raced the whole time, and I knew that I was playing a dangerous game. I knew that I was bound to run into one teacher who had a molecule of morality at some point. I knew that I would eventually encounter a teacher who would say no to me and then report me to the principal.

But I had a good instinct with this particular teacher, Mr. Monroe. Just two days earlier, in class, I saw his computer screen reflection on the window behind him, and I could make out a few of his browser tabs: not quite porn, but as close to it as the school’s internet would allow. He was just as depraved and deprived as the other teachers. So when I found him alone on the second floor of the library, I was hardly surprised to find him masturbating (the teachers all had shared rooms—two to a room). He looked at me, pale, and then I walked over and climbed onto his lap. I sat down on his erection and began grinding him between my butt cheeks. I said nothing, and he said nothing. He just put his hands on me and then leaned into my chest and began kissing, licking, and sucking. I allowed him into my anus; his cock wasn’t very big, so it wasn’t much of a shock. I bounced on his lap, and he came very, very fast. Then I planted a little kiss on his cheek and said, “Thanks for the A, Mr. Monroe.”

And I got that A just a few days later, on the year-end exam.

On the last day of school (before the winter break, which we would spend on campus), Mr. Turner (the first teacher I fooled around with), came to me and whispered in my ear, “Library, tonight, dressed up.”

And it was his way of saying, ‘Put out again or the free grades stop.’ So that night, I showed up, hair in pigtails, skirt hiked up high to leave little to the imagination. And then he feasted on me. He wanted to suck my cock. He made me suck his. He rolled me onto my stomach on a desk and he pumped me ruthlessly, drops of sweat falling onto my back. He pumped me until I had no energy, and then he left me limp on a desk, cleaning himself up and then leaving me alone. It took a few minutes to get up to my feet.
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For Christmas break, most of the teachers left to be with their families, but that wasn’t an option for most of us. They shipped in a few staff members to help to watch the students for that two-week break, but the new staff were not terribly strict or very interested in staying up late to work night shifts. I heard a couple of the new staff members bitching about terrible pay, and considering walking away.

At night, many of us slipped out from our rooms and took over the common rooms, even turning on the TVs without anyone coming to stop us.

The principal left a few days before Christmas, and sent a message to all of the students, letting us all know that he would be back a few days after Boxing Day.

I knew that I wasn’t going to get a better opportunity. His office was locked, but I was determined to get in, to get the key to that mysterious box. Of course, I also spent some time trying to carefully pick the lock of that box, thinking it would be easier than picking his office lock—but that wasn’t the case.

It was Christmas Day when, using a pair of pins, I managed to pop his lock open. I nearly screamed for joy after two long days of fiddling with that lock. Now, I was in his office, looking for a key that would fit that box. And I was sure that I was going to find it. I went through drawers, and then heard staff coming, so I snuck off and gave up for the day. Later that night, I returned, sure that I would find that key, with all the time in the world to search.

Though I knew there was a chance that key was on the same ring as his car-keys. There was a good chance that key didn’t exist in that office.

Oh, and did I mention how big his office was? Maybe you’re imagining a small room with a desk, but that wasn’t the case. The principal’s office was the school’s old library, which had been converted into a luxury office/smoke room after a new library building was commissioned in 1932. His office had about ten-thousand books on about one-hundred shelves. There were multiple desks, multiple oak cabinets, and a whole corner of the room was being used as extra storage for the school’s old computer systems.

It would take more than an hour to search the whole thing.

But I didn’t get an hour. I was digging through a drawer when I looked up and saw one of the new faculty members standing before me. “What is this?” he said. “Stand up—right now!”

“I—It’s not what it looks like,” I whispered. My voice was hardly functional.

“What is it then?”

I paused for a moment, trying to invent an excuse. “He has one of my workbooks. He was supposed to give it back before he left for vacation, but he forgot, and now I need it to study.”

“Sounds like bullshit to me,” he said. “Come on.”

He led me to a room and made me sit down. It was a cold, dark room. Now, he was staring at me. “Wait here while I get an incident report to fill out.”

“Please don’t report this,” I said, knowing the principal would just love to hear what I’d done. This would be the end of me; this would officially make me a ‘sex offender’.

“I have to,” he said. He filled out the report while I sat there, on the verge of tears. I tried pleading and begging, but he wouldn’t budge. He was going to get me in shit.

But the incident report system was outdated—not on the computer. He kept the report and told me he would hand it off in two days, when the principal was back.

I had two days to figure out how to convince him to spare me. It didn’t take long to come up with the idea of digging into my little bag of feminine clothes.

That next night, I put on the sultry little outfit, the wig, the choker, and the fishnets (I’d made a point of shaving my legs a few days earlier). Then, with a pounding heart, I went out to find the patrolling staff member. I found him up near the principal’s office. He stared at me with a white complexion. I winked at him and then turned and ran into an empty classroom. He came in a minute later, carefully stepping, and trembling. I was sitting up on a desk, playfully swinging my legs back and forth. “Want to play with me?” I asked in that feminine voice that I’d been practising.

I climbed up onto my hands and knees and lifted the skirt before spreading my ass cheeks wide to show him my puckering hole.

Of course he took the bait.

I was quickly learning that I could seduce any man in that complex. The complete absence of women seemed to drop their standards down to some absolute low—or maybe I was just more cute and convincing than I realized.

His hands were all over me. His lips were on mine, his tongue pushing into my mouth. He laid me out and felt me everywhere, appreciating every inch of my body. He squeezed me and caressed me. He had his way with me for the next hour, fingering me, stroking me, pulling my hair, licking me all over. Finally, he had me bent over, my hair in his clenched fist. He pulled my hair back hard as he drove into me with his thick, erect cock—but once inside of me and thrusting, he didn’t last long. He unloaded inside of me, and then said nothing as he stumbled away. Not one word was said as he awkwardly left the room, but I knew that incident report wouldn’t make it through.
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Before the beginning of class in January, I had one more encounter with one of my teachers-to-be, Mr. Carlson, who taught senior history. I sought him out late one night when I discovered that he would often go for long walks down the forest trails on mild nights.

I nearly regretted the decision to find him, dolled up in that miniskirt and wig, after seeing his reaction. At first, he was angry and flabbergasted. He went on a rant about how he was going to get me kicked out of the school… but like the men before him, he had cravings that he just couldn’t hold back. He got what he wanted, pinning me against a tree, with snow falling into my little booties. He rammed me from behind for nearly forty minutes. I was weak and sore by the end of it—and he didn’t leave without making me an agreement. “Once a week,” he said. “Got it?”

I nodded like a good, submissive puppy, and then we parted ways.

I’d fucked four out of five of my teachers by the end of the second week of the new term. The only teacher I didn’t bother with was our biology teacher, because, as it turned out, I wasn’t half-bad at biology and was fine with a B. In fact, it was almost better to have a B in the mix so that the flurry of As that I was getting wouldn’t look quite so suspicious.

But the principal was still suspicious. I couldn’t help but notice that he was watching more more than usual. He would walk by my classes and his gaze would lock onto mine. He always looked angry, though it was hard to believe that he was still salty about my escape attempt, which was almost four months behind us. I’d been a good little puppy since then—as far as he was aware.

But maybe I’d been too good; maybe I’d turned the script a little too hard. By the end of January, when all of the initial term grades were logged, my average came out to an A-, which made me the top of the graduating class.

I felt strangely proud of myself, as if it was some sort of accomplishment—even though I knew that it wasn’t like I earned those grades through hard studying and intense focus in class. I earned those grades my own way, and seeing the frustrated face on the principal just made it so much more satisfying. He wouldn’t even look at me now, just fuming as if I’d ruined his entire week.

The very next night, I slipped out of my room, about to head to the bathroom to get dolled up to see Mr. Monroe for our scheduled ‘meeting.’ I’d already done some preparation under my covers: fingering myself gently with one finger, then two, then three—so it wouldn’t hurt too much when he penetrated me. But I didn’t make it to the bathroom, because there was the principal, standing in the hallway. I gasped and froze.

“Where are you going, Max?” he asked.

“What are you doing here?”

“I’m taking over the odd night shift,” he said—and I had a feeling that he was on night shift specifically to get to me. Thankfully, I didn’t have the outfit with me. I’d found a place in the bathroom to stash it: behind a loose baseboard that was behind one of the toilets—up in the wall between a pair of studs. I’d only found that spot a couple days earlier—and thank God for that, or I would have been caught now.

“I’m just going pee,” I said. “I’m allowed to go pee, right?”

He stared at me, looking frustrated as he tried to think of a way to call me out—but there was nothing he could say. I went to the bathroom and then returned to my room, missing my ‘date’ with Mr. Monroe. I would have to find another opportunity to see the teacher, to ensure that I kept my grades up.

Thankfully, one missed meeting wasn’t enough for him to tank my grades. He had to play it careful, not wanting to frustrate me to the pint that I felt the need to expose him or to cut him off from the closest thing to a woman he could get in that compound.

The principal was there again the next night, and the night after. He was depriving himself of sleep because he knew that I was up to something, and he was determined to catch me. It was like a game of cat and mouse—sometimes he was the cat, and sometimes he was the mouse. I knew he was hiding something; I knew that it was dark… but he knew that I was up to something. One of us was going to end up caught; I had to make sure that it was him and not me.
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The principal was beginning to look pale, with sunken eyes, collecting sleepless nights and apparently finding no time to catch up on sleep. I wondered if he’d been eating. I couldn’t understand why he was so determined to uncover me—unless he’d somehow found some evidence of what I’d been doing. Had someone squealed on me?

I thought about canning my whole operation, but I had five months and change left before graduation, and I hadn’t bought myself five months of good grades. After missing a week of ‘meetings’, I was already noticing a change in the attitude of the teachers. They wanted their fill; as their horniness crept back into them, so did their frustrations. Now, they were looking at me like someone depriving them of something that belonged to them.

And I was quickly realizing that I’d probably taken on a big task that was far above my head. The pressure was getting to me now. And the worst part of it all was: I wanted to go to those meetings. I’d started to… enjoy them. I’d started to like the way the men handled me, using me, lusting over me; it was strangely satisfying. It was also strangely satisfying making the men moan and groan with pleasure. They were obsessed with me—and I’d never had that before.

But now, I couldn’t go to get that little fill. The principal was constantly watching me.

My own horniness was growing inside of me. Two weeks went by without any sexual stimulation, and I was starting to tingle all over. I was beginning to have vivid, intense dreams: dreams of men (and sometimes women with strap-ons) bending me over and ramming me. I had an intense dream one night where three men were taking turns with me, and even penetrating me at the same time. Maybe it was a premonition, because exactly that happened a week later, when I finally found Mr. Monroe alone. I changed quickly in front of him and then he started to fuck me.

While he had me bent over a desk, another teacher walked in: another ‘client’ of mine. There was an awkward silence. Nothing was said as the newcomer stripped down and joined in, plugging my mouth while his coworker kept working on my ass. They switched sides. Then, they sat me down on one man while the other nestled in: two cocks in my ass at the same time. They pumped me, groaning, sweating, and screaming, until they were filling me with their thick cream.

My God, it was so satisfying—so intense that my own shaft became erected and spewed across my own chest and stomach. I was trembling all over when the men pulled out of me. Again, nothing was said as they cleaned themselves up, dressed, and left me alone. I scrambled to get changed, knowing that the principal was probably patrolling the hallways, looking for me.

My next report card came in late-February: an A-average. It was the best report card I’d ever gotten. One teacher had even gone into the system and changed my grades from the previous term—apparently a little thank-you nod to me, though it only made the principal more furiously suspicious. I woke up one night and he was in my room. I didn’t catch him going through my bags, but I knew that he had been; I could just sense it. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Routine check-ins,” he growled.

His intense suspicion was making me scared. Maybe he really did know what I’d been doing. Maybe he was looking for a dress or a wig so he could prove it. Now, I had to act with caution; it was just a matter of time before he caught me.

But being cautious was easier said than done, once the urges started returning. Now, it wasn’t even an urge to receive sexual satisfaction necessarily. I found myself just longing to wear that little feminine outfit. I’d rejected the last three haircuts that the school had offered (they had a hair dresser in every couple of weeks). My hair was getting long—almost feminine.

I’d taken it a step further, which I failed to mention earlier. The teachers put on a sort of ‘Chinese New Years’ themed party. Wives and girlfriends of the staff were invited after the students had gone to their rooms. I was desperate to get some makeup or maybe a new outfit, so I snuck over to the car park and searched cars for items to pillage. I found a nice perfume vial (a little sampler-size) in a purse. I also found a bottle of birth control pills, which I understood could give a man more feminine features if taken regularly, so I stole the whole bottle. For weeks, I’d been taking a few pills, and the changes were coming on quickly. My nipples had grown wider, and were getting puffy. I swear there was a bit of breast mass on my chest too. The little bit of facial hair that grew in patches was suddenly not returning—possibly from the hormone pills.

One night, I just snuck into the bathroom to get dolled up. I stayed in the bathroom, too afraid to be caught in the hallways. I just enjoyed feeling like a girl. Then, I put my male pyjamas on over my slip and then went back to my bed. Under the covers, I took the pyjamas off and slept daringly like a woman, feeling the soft satin and the tight lace.

I was changing; I knew that my body and mind were starting to drift into feminine territory. I knew that there was no looking back, but I wasn’t upset about it. In fact, I found myself feeling increasingly excited about it—so excited that I would sneak around when I had free time, looking for any material I could get on the subject of feminization. Most websites were blocked, but even just magazines were helpful. I found a book of famous Vogue pictures and spent hours flipping through the pages, feeling inspired by all the beautiful women and their femininity. My God, I knew that my brain was really changing now.

It was a Sunday night when I decided to put on my skirt, my crop top, my fishnets—and then I just wandered around the school. It was empty; teachers were mostly off for the day, and the other students had retired for the night, as we were supposed to wake up very early for a rare field trip to town. I took the opportunity to just… be a girl, even if it meant being a girl alone. I went up and down hallways, feeling the crisp late-winter air of those unheated wings on my skin—skin that I wasn’t used to keeping exposed when I wore male clothes.

I knew it was a risk, but I was being driven by some powerful inner desires. I don’t know why, but being in the hallways as a girl just felt so… liberating.

I knew it was a bad idea, but couldn’t help it. My better sensibilities were screaming at me to stop. I should have probably listened. “Stop!” yelled a deep male voice behind me.

I turned to see him: the principal, looking shocked and red in the face.

“Who let you in here?” he barked, apparently not quite close enough to see who he was talking too—surprisingly, because I wasn’t wearing a wig.

I just stood there.

“Well?” he asked.

Then, after about ten seconds, he figured it out. His eyes widened. For a moment, his face brightened up, trying not to smile. He knew that he finally had me, and he was going to pounce on the opportunity. He beat me: exposing me before I could expose him. “Did I do something wrong?” I asked. “I thought we didn’t have to abide to dress code on Sundays.”

He paused for a moment. “You know damn well what you’ve done wrong.”

Was he bluffing? Did he actually know what I’d been up to? Could he prove it? Did he have footage of me in the act? Did he have a confession from a staff member?

I just stood there, until he said, “Your dirty games end now,” he growled. He threw open the door to the old classroom where he kept his secret box. “Sit at the desk.” He pointed with ferocity. “Now.”

So I went in and sat. I caught my own reflection in the dusty window, and then caught myself grinning. The reason I let a grin slip: when I saw my reflection at first, I made myself jump because I thought there was actually a girl there. And when I realized it was me, I realized that I actually passed as a girl.

He caught me grinning and snapped. “Is this some joke to you?”

“I’m still not quite sure what I’ve done wrong,” I said. Don’t get me wrong; I felt embarrassed. I’d been caught by the worst-possible person, and I knew there was going to be a price to pay. He didn’t technically need a reason to rescind his signature from that document; he had the power to make me into a sex offender, and now he was angry enough to go through with it.

“You’ve picked the wrong day to do this,” he hissed.

“Do what?”

“You know what you’ve done.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Don’t make me say it,” he said, and then I saw that look in his eye that suggested that maybe, in fact, he did know what I’d been doing.

I just stared at him. I had to choose my next move carefully. If he did know what I’d been doing, could he prove it? Did he need to prove it? Was I doomed? Could I try seducing him? Seduction worked on the other members of the faculty, and he had that same depraved look in his eye… maybe it would work, but I didn’t want to give him that satisfaction. He didn’t deserve me. He didn’t deserve the pleasure that I could give him…

But what was my other option?

Now, he was silent, staring at me, almost as if he was waiting for me to give him something, to offer him something. Maybe he was waiting for me to hop up on that desk, to spread my legs, and to say, ‘Have fun.’ No—I wouldn’t give him that satisfaction, even if it meant getting thrown out of the school, even if it meant that tarnish on my record for the rest of my life.

“That’s it?” he asked. “You—You don’t have anything to say?”

“Nothing,” I said

“I’m giving you a chance,” he said.

“A chance?”

“If you want to stop me from going to the dean, who showed up on the campus just two hours ago. He’s in his room. I swear to you that I will go and get him.”

I just sat, unmoved. Now I was sure of it: he wanted me to offer myself to him sexually. He wanted a piece of my body, but he wouldn’t be getting any.

“I guess you can go and get him,” I said, half-defeated, half-empowered. I had no idea what would come next, but I knew that cheating my way through school wasn’t what I was meant to be doing.

His face turned dark red, like a man facing rejection—and for him, rejection was the final straw. He was finished with me, and now, he was ready to do away with me: a moment he’d been waiting for for a long time. “I’m getting the dean now. Don’t move. I’ll be back in five minutes.”

“Fine,” I said. I felt strangely fine with the consequences of my actions. I suppose I saw it coming for weeks already.

He stood still for a minute, and then finally left the room. Once he was gone, I decided to get that box out from the closet. I placed it down on the desk and stared at it. I’d spent so long trying to delicately pick that lock. Now, there was no need to be delicate. I Took the box in both hands and slammed it hard into the desk, repeatedly. After about five whacks, it broke open, and the contents fell out.

All of the principals dirty secrets fell upon the desk and spilled onto the floor, and the shock was intense.

I cannot describe in this manuscript, legally, what I saw. I saw students, dressed (partially) in school attire: young men, of an age that I’ll let you guess, being coerced into positions for the pleasure of that horrible man. Some were even dressed as women, though by the looks of it, it wasn’t by their own choosing.

I won’t go into great detail, but I will say that there was a great deal of photos, including of students I knew: young men desperate for decent grades, and he was the only one offering them.

And maybe this whole thing had been a set up to get me to capitulate, to join in on his evil deeds—to be one of those photos. Now, I was sure that his career was over.

The dean came in first, looking frustrated. He saw me, and then he saw the photos as the principal entered behind him. When the principal saw that box, he flew forward, scrambling to pick up the evidence—but it was too late. One picture had slipped to the dean’s feet, and now, the dean was holding it in his hands. “What the fuck is this?” he growled. The photo was damning, with the principal, naked, in the background—a mirror reflection… erect.

“This is…” the dean went on. The principal snatched that photo from his hands.

“It’s a setup!” he hissed.

“As of this moment, you’re officially relieved of your duties.”

“No,” the principal said. He was pale now. He scrambled to pick up more photos. The dean looked at me and motioned towards the phone. “The police, young man.”

I sprung to my feet and dialled the police. The dean managed to call for help, and when the teachers who came saw the photos, they quickly detained the hissing, spitting demon, holding him until police arrived to deal with him appropriately.

Of course, he was arrested and taken straight to jail. The police deemed him too dangerous to be released on bail, until more investigation was complete. It’s my understanding that they also put him on suicide watch, so it was even more vital to keep him in custody.

The dean apologized to me, thinking that the principal had been abusing me. I didn’t correct him; technically, I was being abused by the principal, just not the way that he’d been abusing others. As an act of kindness, he ripped apart that terrible contract.

The teachers came to me privately after the whole ordeal and quietly told me that they didn’t think it would be appropriate to continue seeing me outside of class. After seeing what happened to the principal, they were all frightened. And despite my struggled to catch up with the coursework, I still got straight-As. I guess I held a power over them for the rest of that year.

My parents were stunned when I returned in June with a transcript filled with As. “You… You have good grades,” my mom said. “You can go to university now!” She was shocked.

“I don’t think I want to,” I said. I knew that it wasn’t for me. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to live up to those grades if I went into university with an honest approach.

“So what are you going to do then?” asked my mom.

I didn’t have an answer for her. I didn’t know where to go next; I just knew that it would take some time to think about it. I had to process my year at the boarding school. I had to really think about everything that happened, and everything that I did.

It was a full two months before I snuck out of the house and found somewhere private to get changed, into that old girly outfit. I had no goals—no destination in mind; I just wanted to be out, in the real world. I wanted to feel those feelings again, but in a real place (and I say ‘real’ because that compound, somehow, never felt totally real, like it was a strange fantasy land where left and right were mixed up). This time, I had a bit of makeup that I snatched from my mother’s vanity. I carefully put on eye shadow, eyeliner, blush, highlight, and some contouring. Then, I went down to the town’s main strip. I walked quietly and carefully, feeling the late-summer breeze tickling up my legs, up my skirt.

I felt strange… but it was a pleasant feeling: a feeling of newness, with a foggy future. Being completely blind to the future isn’t always a bad thing.

Being excited about what’s coming—it was something that was new to me, and I couldn’t wait to find out where life would take me from here.

THE END
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THE GIRL ROLE



Dan has always let his childhood bestie, Xander, live in his house. Xander has always dreamed of being an actor, and Dan’s always wanted to support that dream… even though Xander has always been a lousy actor. After all, what are friends for?

After a blunt director tells Xander that he’s absolute trash, Xander decides to sign up for acting lessons. The course: an introduction to method acting.

A few months later, Xander is booking plenty of gigs. Dan even catches him on an episode of his favourite TV show, and Xander has really improved. The only downside: every time Xander starts a new role, he becomes that character for the duration of the production. That gets complicated when Xander is cast as a transitioning male-to-female transgender.
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My roommate, Xander, was an actor. You would probably recognize him if you saw him—but you would stare at him (like most people) and say, ‘I know I’ve seen him somewhere, but where?’ And the answer to that question was: Bridgewater Insurance commercials. He was the guy in the ads who answers the phone.

That ad was six years old (when this story begins). Each year, Xander got a cheque in the mail from his agent: a few thousand dollars; I guess they had to pay him every year that they renewed the ad, instead of simply filming a new ad. The ad apparently worked for them, so they kept renewing it, and they kept paying Xander his residuals.

Xander grew up in a poor part of the country, in a trailer park, so he was just fine making a few thousand bucks stretch out over an entire year. He would spend less than five dollars each day on food, and he only paid me one-hundred dollars each month to sleep on my couch.

Sure, he’d had plenty of opportunities to work real jobs; his uncle offered him a position at his landscaping company, where he would have made about ten-times what he was used to living off of. That very same insurance company that he did the ad for (Bridgewater Insurance) offered him a position as a spokesperson, but he turned that down too, for the same reason, because he wanted to be an actor, and he wanted to focus on pursuing his acting dreams.

He auditioned for everything in town—and I really do mean everything. He would lie about his age so he could audition for roles in kids shows (he once told a casting agent that he was thirteen; he was thirty-one). He even tried out for a role as a senior citizen, claiming he was actually fifty-eight; he got a friend of ours to help him with his makeup.

He lied on his resume and said he knew how to play piano and how to ride horses. Once he was cast in a commercial where he had to do both, and then he was sent home two hours into the gig, without pay, when it was revealed that he’d never touched a piano and he was allergic to horses.

I don’t want you to think that Xander was a bad person or some chronic liar; he was just desperate to act—and it wasn’t even about the pay. He auditioned for every student film, every unpaid short film, and he even joined some cringe theatre-group that did weird modern-art performances where they wouldn’t speak, and the whole story was told with facial expressions and hand movements… it wasn’t my thing, but Xander seemed to like it.

There was just one thing--one little problem that I never dared to mention to Xander. I didn’t want to break his heart. I didn’t want to see him crushed, so I never told him… But he was a terrible actor.

He would get copies of the student films he starred in and would sit me down to watch them, and for ten-to-fifteen minutes, I would bite my tongue and force a smile. “It’s really good, Xander,” I would say, and in that moment I was certainly the better actor.

He was just… awful. The overacting, the dramatic facial expressions. And look—it wasn’t just me who thought so. He made my friends watch an ‘action’ movie that he did, which involved some stunt fighting. Trying not to laugh was a serious challenge. One of my buddies reached over and dug his fingernails into my thigh in his attempt not to laugh—or maybe he was trying to help stop me from laughing.

I’m not trying to be mean to Xander; I wanted the best for him. I mean—I was technically supporting his acting dreams; I could have charged him three-times as much to be a bum in my house, but I chose not to. I wanted him to chase his dreams, even if his dreams were… unlikely.

Xander got the bad news one day, on set. I was there; Xander had invited me to set to see how films were made. While he was showing me his small area in a trailer, the director came in. “Xander, I have to send you home.”

“What?” Xander said, taken aback.

“It’s not working out. We’re bringing someone else in. But thanks for coming down.”

I was awkwardly in the corner of the room, witnessing the whole thing. I had nothing to say.

“What do you mean?” Xander asked. “Am I being fired?”

“Yes.”

“Why?” He looked like he was on the verge of tears.

“You’re just not good,” the director said bluntly. “You can’t act.”

Xander was pale. “W—What do you mean?”

“Thanks for coming out.”

“I can try the scene in different ways,” Xander said.

“No,” the director said. “We tried it different ways. You can’t act, mate. Just don’t quit your day job.”

“I don’t have a day job,” said Xander.

“Yikes,” said the director, and then he walked to the door. “Have the trailer cleared out in the next fifteen minutes; your replacement is on his way by shuttle now.”

I drove Xander home; he said nothing on the way. When we got to the house, he finally said, “Do I really suck?” His eyes were red.

“Suck?” I said. I paused. I didn’t want to lie to him… but the truth seemed too mean. “You don’t suck. You could just… maybe use a class.”

“A class?”

I nodded my head. That was the end of the conversation. I was worried that I’d helped to crush his spirits. I thought he was going to pack his things and leave town and enter into a void of emptiness.

Instead, he signed up for a class.
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Iwas surprised to see his face when he returned from the first day of that class. He didn’t look happy, or sad, or even neutral. He just looked… stunned. He looked like he’d experienced some sort of inner-revelation. His eyes were wide and he was moving slowly.

“Everything okay?” I asked. I wondered if he’d witnessed some deadly car wreck.

“Okay?” he asked. Then he looked at me. “Have you ever heard of… method acting?”

“Sure,” I said. “It’s like what Al Pacino and those guys do, right?”

He nodded slowly. “I mean—you’ve heard of it, and I’d heard of it. But I never really knew fully what it was.”

“What is it?”

“It’s…” He paused, and then a smile came onto his face. “Acting.” He walked off, and I was left confused—and even a bit worried that something had snapped in his brain. Now, it had been a month since the director told him that he couldn’t act; he’d had plenty of time to process those cruel but truthful words.

He went into the back office, where I’d moved his couch (so I suppose it was kind of his room), and he didn’t emerge until the next day, when it was time to leave for his class again.

It was a three-week course. I paid for it for him (fifteen-hundred dollars) and he promised to pay me back within the year. After the course was finished, he got right back to auditioning for roles. But now, things were different. He wouldn’t sit me down to watch his audition tapes. He wouldn’t show me the ‘dailies’ of what he shot on the sets he was cast on. He was suddenly very private about his acting life, and I assumed it was because he was embarrassed that I’d recommended an acting class to him.

I assumed that he was still terrible.

And then, a few months later, I was sitting down to watch TV: a show that I really liked and had been watching for years. Suddenly, there was Xander, before my eyes. He had a few scenes with the main character. I was completely stunned. The scenes were… good.

Xander had seemingly figured out—at least for one show—how to act. He’d even managed to land a role in a decently big production… but never bothered to mention it to me.

I was proud of him. I took a photo of my screen and sent it to him. “You never told me you were cast onto Night Drift!”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “I forgot I did that a few weeks ago. Has it already aired?”

“I’m watching it now.”

“Neat,” he said, and then he didn’t mention it again, as if it wasn’t a big deal to him, even though this would have been a huge deal to him just a couple months earlier. There would have been a viewing party, and then he would have been on the couch rewatching his scenes over and over and over for days. Now, he couldn’t even be bothered to come and take a look.

Xander had become like a different person. He just didn’t care about his sudden success—and the success kept coming. He was cast in another big commercial, which paid him two-thousand dollars for two days of work—and if the ad was renewed after a year, he would be paid again. The only reason I knew about it was because he left the letter he received on the couch with the details. The old Xander would have told me every little detail within minutes of learning it himself. Now, he wasn’t in a sharing mood, apparently.

He was leaving almost every day for some gig or another. “Land anything lately?” I asked him one evening, when he came home tired.

“Oh, a few things,” he said.

All seemed good. He suddenly had money coming in, and I had a feeling that it was just a matter of time before he moved out. I thought he was on the up. I thought it was going well for him… and then one day, he just didn’t come home.

I didn’t think much of it. Then another day went by, and he wasn’t there. Now, I was starting to wonder if something had happened to him. I tried messaging him, but he didn’t reply. Then, it occurred to me that he’d possibly gotten some role that was filming out of town. His phone didn’t work outside of our area-code jurisdiction; it was the cheapest plan he could find.

So I didn’t think too much about it after that—even after a week went by and he still hadn’t returned. Then, two weeks went by. I tried messaging him again, but I assumed he was fine. I assumed that someone had tabs on him, and if something bad had happened, I would have heard.

It was three weeks after his disappearance that I stumbled onto him. He was sitting on a street corner, wearing dirty clothes, holding out a cup and begging for money. His patchy facial hair had sprouted, and he hadn’t bathed himself in weeks. He hardly even looked at me when I approached him. “Xander! What the hell happened to you!?” I was terrified that he’d gotten into some sort of drug addiction.

“Spare some change?” he asked, as if he didn’t even recognize me.

I dropped to my knee. “I want to help you, Xander. Come with me. I’ll get you help. We’ll get you clean and then you can stay with me. I hate to see you like this. Please.”

He stared into my eyes, looking like a man without a soul. “Spare some change?” he asked.

I almost broke down. I thought I’d lost him to drugs. I went to find him the next day, but couldn’t. It was eating at me. I couldn’t understand what went wrong. I thought a lot about it. I figured that the blunt rejection from that director had sparked a drug addiction—a way to hide from the pain of rejection—and it had spiralled into this.

Then, the next Saturday, he strolled back into my house while I was watching TV. He was cleaned up, perky, whistling. “Hey Dan,” he said, nodding at me.

I stuttered. “You—You’re clean!”

He stared at me strange. “Yes. Of course.”

“But… You were on the street. You looked so… horrible.” Even now, he was thin, as if he’d lost twenty pounds, as if he hadn’t eaten more than crumbs on the concrete for three straight weeks.

“Oh, that was just for a role,” he said with a smirk. “We filmed and wrapped yesterday. Just a few scenes, one line.”

“One line?!” I gasped. I wasn’t sure what was happening. Was this some sort of prank? “Xander—look at you! You’re so thin. Do you even weigh 120?”

“A bit less,” he said. “I had to nail that role. It was really important to get it right. Cool project.” He smiled and sauntered off as if nothing had happened, as if he hadn’t just spent a month living on the street.

And he truly had been living on the street. His elbows were cut up from sleeping on concrete. He had permanent damage on his toes from sleeping in the frigid cold. He had to go to the hospital to be treated for tetanus. He’d sacrificed his body and a month of his life… for one line in a short film. “Spare some change?”

But to him, it wasn’t that big of a deal. This new Xander had a different outlook—or maybe it really wasn’t so different than before. He still put acting before anything else. In fact, now, it was even more intense than before.

It was a few weekends later when he snapped at me suddenly when we were in the kitchen. He asked for the pepper shaker and, not thinking, I passed the salt. He threw the shaker so hard it exploded against the wall. “Can you get one fucking thing right!?” he barked. “It’s the same fucking problem, over and over!”

He punched a hole in my wall, breaking two fingers. I was stunned, and considered kicking him out of my house. He snapped again the next day when he saw that I’d left a plate on the table from breakfast. “What good are you?” he yelled.

“Sort out your anger or get out of my house.”

“Oh, so it’s your house now?”

We were getting into fights every day—twice a day. And then, after a week of torture, I found a post by the agency that represented him, congratulating him on booking a gig where he played the bad guy in some family drama. He was cast as the angry young father who beats his wife. And it was scary; there were moments where he was damn-close to laying his hands on me. He broke his hand again the next week, punching another hole in the wall. And it wasn’t until the shoot was finished that he apologized for the damages. He bought new plates, a new salt shaker, and he had the holes in the walls fixed.

I was still angry. “That can’t happen again,” I said. “I don’t give a shit how important the role is. Understand?”

“Yeah, yeah,” he said, smiling with a surprising amount of charm. “It won’t happen again. Promise.”

I was hesitant to believe him. Especially after the next week, when I woke up in the middle of the night to the sound of chanting. It was a low sound. I thought he was watching some horror film. I listened, and then I recognized his voice.

I went out into the living room and saw that there was what looked like blood on my floor. I gasped. There he was, in a black cloak, holding an old book, reading latin spells. “What the hell are you doing now?” I asked.

He ignored me—no matter what I said. I gave up after a few minutes and went back to bed; this was just part of some weird role. And it went on for hours, until about 6 in the morning. And then it went on all night the next night too, and the one after that. It went on for three weeks. He was completely devoted to this crazy role—and it wasn’t even a role in which he had lines in the film! I saw the finished film a month later, and he was just an extra in a few scenes. ‘Cult member #3’.

Xander had officially taken this method acting thing too far.
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Isuppose I got used to Xander’s new lifestyle. I was no longer surprised when he came home dressed in animals furs, as if he’d been out hunting with the tribe all day. It no longer surprised me when he brought in amplifiers and guitars and played loud music for two straight weeks because he’d been cast as a rockstar in some student film…

I shouldn’t say student films—those were becoming less frequent. Xander had found himself a new agent with a better agency. Now, he was booking more regular gigs: episodes on somewhat well-known shows. He booked a role on a real movie, staring Dennis Walker. He had two scenes with Dennis. He booked a scene in a Tom Cruise film—no scene with Tom, but he did have a scene with Michelle Curry.

He was booking commercials monthly. He was making good money. He started paying more for rent: a fair amount, even though I never asked for it. I appreciated the sentiment, though I was still thinking of booting him out of my house, especially because I’d just started seeing a girl named Elise.

I met Elise at Starbucks. She was working as a barista when I went in to pick up a coffee. I wish I could say our meeting story was more profound than that, but that was it; she was cute, so I asked her if she had a boyfriend. “Nothing serious,” she told me. “Why do you ask?”

So I asked her to get a beer with me, and she accepted.

Elise had long blonde hair and wore small pink dresses and skirts and blouses. Her whole wardrobe seemed to be pink, because each time I met with her, she was pink. She wore lots and lots of makeup: blush, lip gloss, and dark mascara on her already dark fake lashes.

After our beer date, I took her to the movies. After the movies, we had our first kiss. Before the end of the date, she invited me to a weekend party she was heading to in a couple of days.

“Sounds like fun,” I said. But it turned out to be more stressful than fun. Until that moment, I’d assumed that Elise liked me—and then I got to the party and saw that she was getting close with another man. She saw me and waved me over. “What’s up?” I asked, apprehensively.

“This is Derrick,” she said.

He gave me his hand. His other hand was around her back. “Derrick?” I said, my voice cracking slightly. I was a bit embarrassed.

“Who are you?” he asked.

“This is Dan,” she said. “The other guy I’ve been seeing. I told you about him.”

The man looked suddenly tense. He looked at me the way a dog looks when he’s guarding a piece of meat from other dogs. And now, I was confused. Why did she bring us together?

I went to the kitchen to get a drink. While in the kitchen, I saw Dennis storming out of the party, looking furious. I found Elise a few minutes later, and she had a frustrated look on her face. “What’s going on?” I asked, putting on a small laugh.

“I was trying to see if he would fight for me,” she said, rolling her eyes. “But instead, he just gave up. I guess I’m not worth fighting for.”

“He’s an idiot,” I said, seeing my opportunity to take the lead in a game I didn’t even know that I was playing. “You’re better off with me.” That night, we made love, upstairs, on the bed of some older couple who was out of town and probably unaware that their house was being used for a party. We had sex four times on that bed, and I learned that Elise was a squirter, so we were unable to sleep on that bed once we were finished.

I don’t want to be too graphic, but that detail is somewhat important, because the wet bed made us decide to call a cab and head back to my place. We both got into my bed, and then, two hours later, we woke up to the sound of yelling.

Xander was in the kitchen, screaming about something crazy. “Birds! The locusts! The birds!”

“What’s going on?” Elise asked, springing up and clutching the duvet against her naked chest.

“It’s my roommate,” I groaned. I got up to see if I could convince Xander to go back to bed.

Xander was in some crazed state, pacing around the kitchen, throwing up his arms, shouting about everything from diseased birds to rocks that could speak German. “You need to calm down,” I hissed. “I have a girl over, and you’re freaking her out.”

“The dreams won’t go away!” he said. And I must say that he had become a good enough actor that I couldn’t quite tell if he was serious. Was he actually having terrible dreams, or was this just for some role? I knew he wouldn’t tell me if I asked, so I just tried to calm him down, as if it was real. I led him to his room. “Try to sleep, man. Get some rest. The dreams will go away, okay?

Then, I went back to Elise and explained my roommate to her. I told her about the method acting class. I told her about the strange month where he was voluntarily homeless.

She giggled, thinking it was funny. “I’ve always been curious about method acting,” she said. “You know, I’m an amateur actress myself.”

“Really?”

She nodded her head. “I do the odd student film—just for fun.”

“Anything I can watch?”

“Maybe in the morning,” she said. “Some of it is better than others.”

“I want to see,” I laughed.

“Let’s just sleep.”

“Sleep?” I asked.

We kissed, but the kiss was interrupted by more yelling. This time, Elise came out with me, because she wanted to see my roommate’s intense devotion to acting. I was embarrassed, but she seemed to think it was hilariously entertaining. “He’s good!” she said to me.

“He’s better,” I said. “But it’s getting annoying.”

“It’s sweet that you support him,” she said.

“Sometimes I don’t feel like he’s giving me a chance.”

I kissed her and the moment became sweet and romantic for all of five minutes. Once I rolled on top of her, the screaming started again.

The next day, after Elise had gone home, I tried to persuade Xander to cut out the antics. “At least when I have girls over. Got it?”

“I don’t even know what you’re talking about,” he said with perfect conviction.

“Please,” I said. “Don’t do this now. This is important.”

He put a hand on my shoulder. “Dan... I really don’t know what you’re talking about.”

I was getting frustrated. “Were you cast in a movie as some schizophrenic or something, by any chance?”

He stared into my eyes and shook his head. “No.”

I groaned. “Please, Xander,” I said. “I don’t want to have to kick you out over this. I’m being lenient. I don’t care if you practise your acting here, however you want to practise it—but when I have a date over… It needs to stop.”

“Dan,” he said, taking a deep breath. “I honestly have no idea what you’re talking about.”

I will admit that a small part of me was worried that Xander had ‘snapped’. Maybe all of this method acting had damaged his brain. He did, after all, starve himself while being voluntarily homeless for an entire month. I’d seen him take drugs that were probably illegal, just to get in the right headspace for a role. There was a very good chance he’d damaged his brain. Maybe he was really suffering from some psychosis. Maybe I needed to be worried.

I woke up to screaming again the next night.

Then, Elise messaged, asking if we could do a movie night. “Maybe at your place,” she said. But I knew that Xander would find some way to ruin it, so I asked if we could do it at her place.

She giggled. “I live with my parents. That would just be… awkward. We’ll do it at your place; it will be fun.”

I tried to get Xander out of the house. I tried to convince him to go out on the town. I even offered to give him some money to get some dinner and some drinks, but he refused the offer. “I had an audition yesterday and got the part. Now, I need to do scene analysis.”

I groaned, feeling a dread inside of me: a new role meant an incoming surprise. It was just a matter of time before he manifested the characteristics of this new role. And what was this new role? What if he was cast as some murderer or rapist? What if he was cast, again, as some wannabe rockstar who played loud music at every hour of the day.

I was nervous. Xander was in his room when Elise showed up. We chatted for a bit, had a couple drinks, and then we fired up the film. She snuggled up to me on the couch. The mood was nice, calm. We got through the whole movie, ordered some Chinese takeout, had another drink, ate the food when it came, and then loaded up another film.

Still, Xander hadn’t made an appearance, but his room was glowing: that strip of space under his door was the one light source whenever the movie was dark. I was still waiting for some shrill cry, some intense dramatic entrance, some crazy character to emerge.

But he didn’t come out.

Halfway through the film, I kissed Elise. That turned into a make-out session until the film was over, and then we migrated to my bedroom and made love. I was prepared for this, with a special tarp that I’d purchased: fleece on one side, and a waterproof tarp on the other. I had it down over my bed for when she ‘splashed’ and gushed, which happened a few times. Then, we pulled the tarp off the bed and snugged up under the covers and fell asleep while chatting. It was all very romantic—until the screaming started.

“This again?” I said, groggy, sitting up.

“Are you sure that this is for a role?” Elise asked. “It actually sounds like he’s going crazy!”

“I’m sure it’s for a role. It’s something new every week.” I let out a sigh. “Should I go calm him down, or let him get it out of his system?”

“I want to listen,” she said, seemingly intrigued. But I wasn’t intrigued; I was just annoyed. Xander had ignored my one request, and now, I was legitimately considering booting him out. I’d had enough: the damage to me property, the interruptions, the rude, inconsiderate behaviour. Yes, I wanted to support my friend, but at this point, he was just being downright selfish.

He screamed nonsense for two hours. I apologized profusely to Elise, but she was more intrigued than anything. “If he’s doing this for a role,” she said, “that’s some serious commitment.”

“That’s an understatement,” I growled.

Xander had ruined my night for the last time. I fully planned to kick him out.
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When I woke up, Elise wasn’t in bed with me. I heard chatter in the kitchen, and I realized my new girlfriend was talking with my soon-to-be-ex-roommate. I put on some clothes and slipped out quietly, curious to hear what they were talking about without them knowing I was there, in case it was a conversation about me.

It wasn’t about me; they were chatting about acting. Elise was telling him all about her acting aspirations, and now, Xander was telling Elise to look into the method acting class that he took. “It was, honestly, life changing. I feel like I wasn’t even acting before.”

My heart tightened up like a clenched fist and I sprung into the room. “Good morning,” I said. I didn’t want Elise to go to that damned class and end up just like Xander. Xander annoyed the hell out of me.

“Xander got a lot out of that class,” I said before they could pick up their conversation. “But I don’t think it’s for everyone.”

They both stared at me. I was biting my tongue, still annoyed, still feeling like my date was ruined (again) by my annoying roommate. And I say annoying with hesitation, because I still liked Xander; he was still my friend and I still wanted to support his aspirations—but if he couldn’t respect me by following my one request, then there was no space for him in my house.

I wasn’t going to kick him out in front of Elise, but I was going to kick him out.

“Want to go for breakfast?” I asked Elise. “Then I can drive you home.”

“Maybe we can all go,” she said, looking at Xander. “I want to hear more about this method acting thing.”

I bit hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. “I think he’s got a big role to prepare for.”

“I can come,” Xander said.

I was frustrated—but didn’t protest. Off we went to a diner, the three of us, to get some breakfast. They kept talking about acting—and worse, Xander offered to teach Elise a couple ‘techniques’ to improve her scenes. “Come by one afternoon and I’ll run you through some exercises that will totally open up your mind.”

I don’t think I’ve ever bitten my tongue harder. I hardly got a word in. Elise was seemingly captivated. When Xander went to the bathroom, I let out a small laugh. “You’re not really going to take him up on those lessons, are you?”

“It’s just so fascinating,” she said. “I just want to get a glimpse into his mind. He’s a good actor.”

“He sacrifices a lot,” I said. “His life is acting.”

“Is there something wrong with that?” she asked.

“Well…” I said. “He’s in his thirties. He’s never had a real job. He’s never had a long-term relationship. Most of his childhood friends have careers and families. And—I mean, I’m not trying to be mean—but what does he have to show for it? He’s been in a few shows, a few movies—a few lines here and there, but for what?”

“You have a lot of judgements about him,” she said, glaring into my eyes.

“I’ve lived with him for a long time, and I’ve known him for a longer time. He’s gone through a lot of turmoil and suffering to achieve… what?”

“He seems happy.”

“Does he? I took him to the hospital last month because he broke four bones in his hand. The doctor told him he would probably never have the same range of motion with his fingers. He’s been having manic episodes every night for the past week—and I’m starting to think that those have nothing to do with his acting gigs.”

She rolled her eyes. “I think you’re projecting.”

Now, I was starting to feel frustrated. She was brushing me off as some sort of maniac, some sort of evildoer, some sort of pessimist. I wasn’t a fan of being brushed off. Now, looking at Elise, I was wondering if we were experiencing our first serious rift. Maybe we weren’t quite so compatible. I wanted to tell her how disrespected I felt by Xander, and now her defending him felt like another pile of disrespect.

Xander came back, and we dropped the conversation. “I just got a call from my agent,” Xander said. “I’ve been called in for a callback.”

Elise perked up and clapped her hands quickly. “That’s so exciting!”

“It’s a pretty big role. A lead role,” Xander went on.

“Can I come to the audition?” Elise asked.

And now, I was beginning to wonder if she was more attracted to him than me. The whole situation was quickly turning into a turn-off. My romantic interest in Elise was waning. Did she have the hots for Xander, or was she just fascinated in him and his ambitions to an intense degree? Either way, I wasn’t loving any of it.

I was going to drive Elise home, but she went with Xander to the audition. I was invited to come along, but chose not to go. Instead, I went to the park, to walk, to get some fresh air. I was out for a couple of hours, trying to wrestle with my two problems: was Elise right for me? And was it time to do away with Xander?

Maybe it was time for a fresh slate: no girlfriend, no roommate. I could meet new people. I could put out an ad to find a new roommate, meet new people, find new social circles… Or was that just throwing the baby out with the bathwater?

When I got back to the house, there was Elise, and there was Xander. Together, they were at the table, looking at a screenplay. There were papers around with jotted notes, pens, highlighters. Apparently, Xander landed the role, and now, Elise had apparently been chosen to be his helper.

My frustration was mounting. Elise hardly even acknowledged me as I walked in. I wondered if I was just being salty and jealous, or if my frustrations were unjustified. I went to my room and got out my computer. I surfed the internet and half-expected Elise to come in and ask if I would spend time with her, but she didn’t. She didn’t even say goodbye before she left, and now I was just mad.

That night, I approached Xander, who was still deep in his script study. I looked down at the many pages scattered around the table. I saw all the highlighted lines, which I assumed were his. There were tons of pages with yellowed lines. “Big role?” I asked.

“Huge,” he said.

“Congrats,” I said. “So, uh, what do I have to look forward to now? What’s the part?”

“I’m playing a transitioning male-to-female,” he said.

“Oh boy,” I said with a laugh. “So you’re going to be a trans girl for a while?”

“I may include some method techniques in preparing for the role,” he said.

“And this role… this trans girl isn’t some crazy person, is she? She’s not some crazy nocturnal metal guitar player or something, right?”

He laughed. “No. It’s nothing like that.”

“And Elise…” I said.

“She’s going to help me with mannerisms. She’s actually been super helpful so far. I’ve really learned a lot.”

I paused. I thought about throwing him out. In that moment, I was over Elise; we had our few dates and we had our fun, but the spark seemed to have faded. The thought of seeing her every day was now dreadful—especially once I send her the message of, ‘Sorry, it’s not working out.’ Now, Xander was bringing more frustration into my life, this time in the form of a soon-to-be-ex.
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Ididn’t see Xander the next day. He’d gone to the mall with Elise, and was out all day. I didn’t see him the next day either; he was with Elise in the morning, and then I worked that afternoon and into the evening.

I suspected that Elise and Xander were forming a romantic bond. I hadn’t broken it off with her yet, and now I was wondering if it was even necessary to do so; she hadn’t made an effort to contact me, so I was operating on the assumption that we were over.

I made a point of avoiding the house, so that I could avoid any awkward encounter with Elise. I knew that there was a good chance that she was there, helping Xander while gaining some acting tips.

I suppose I’ve never been a very creative person. My goals in life have always been practical: get a good job, make money, find a good girl. Creative pursuits, like acting, have always seemed so… selfish. I don’t want to go down that rabbit hole for thousands of words; I could understand Xander spending his twenties pursuing his dreams, but now, it seemed pointless—even if he did manage to break through and achieve his dreams. Maybe he would become some famous actor… but even still, the ‘job’ of acting seemed so juvenile and artsy and indulgent.

I went straight to my room whenever I came home. One evening, I heard Elise in his room. I don’t think they were making love (at least not loud enough for me to hear), but her being alone in his bedroom, with him, without bothering to emerge to greet me, was the last piece of evidence that I needed to know that our relationship was over with.

I didn’t lose sleep over it. We were hardly an item for a week.

When I woke up, I saw her in the kitchen and realized she’d spent the night. Now, I knew that Xander was fucking Elise. Even though I had broken up with her mentally, I still felt betrayed that she would do such a thing in my own home, under my own nose, and then act all nonchalant about it: making herself a coffee with my espresso maker.

“Alright,” I said, approaching her from behind. “I don’t mind you and Xander seeing each other, but this is just disrespectful—” I hardly finished that sentence. She turned around and I realized that it wasn’t Elise at all.

Standing before me was a blonde: loose curls, pink bow tied in her hair, pink frilly dress on her petite body. “Who are you?” I asked, and as those words came out, I realized I was staring at Xander.

She giggled. “You can call me Zara,” she said softly with a feminine inflection, which wasn’t quite convincing but good enough that it was surprising.

I stood there silently, staring at her. It was hard to believe what I was seeing. She looked shocking convincing from behind. Staring at her front—also a shock. She had feminine curves and a bust on her chest that looked realistic. She seemed smaller than Xander.

Why am I saying she? She was a he! To say ‘she’ was just disrespectful to actual women—and even to trans women. “You freaked me out,” I said.

“Do you like my dress?” he asked, clutching his skirt and spinning around with a feminine twirl.

“Is it Elise’s?”

“She’s letting me borrow it.” He batted his eyelashes.

It wasn’t just the wig; it wasn’t just the outfit; it was the smell that really knocked my brain into a spin. He was wearing a soft, girly perfume that… well, it should have been illegal for a man to have that on.

Xander had shaved his legs to raw-hotdog smoothness—armpits too, and maybe even arm hair. There were small red dots on the sides of his face, which at first I thought were pimples, but then I noticed they were in a pattern. “What is that?” I asked.

“I had laser hair removal done yesterday—the first of ten treatments.”

“My God!” I gasped. “Xander, smack some sense into yourself. This is your body. That isn’t reversible!”

“My name is Zara,” he said with a small grin. “And it’s just part of my transition.”

“Next month there will be an audition for some grizzled wild man. What are you going to do if you can’t grow facial hair?”

“Why would I audition for a man’s role? I’m a girl. I’m only going to try out for girl parts—obviously.”

I reached out and grabbed him by the arms, giving him a shake, hoping to shake some sense into him. “You keep destroying your body with these roles; there won’t be anything left in a few years, man!”

“Don’t call me man,” he gasped. “Seriously. I get that this is new, but it’s just… it’s mean.”

“But you are a man. You’re a man pretending to be a woman for a movie. I know you’re into this whole method acting thing, but c’mon!”

He rolled his eyes and turned away from me. He went to the espresso maker, and that’s when I noticed the pumpkin-spice oak milk. I noticed something else too: an orange bottle of pills, next to another one. “What is that?” I asked.

“Medicine,” he said.

“What medicine? Since when do you take medicine?”

“I got it from a doctor,” he said without looking at me.

“When?”

“Yesterday.” He looked at me for a brief moment, with a guilty look on his dolled-up face. I did have to admit that he’d done a pretty damn-good job at making himself look like a girl. I’m not sure what he used as a reference, but the rosy cheeks, the glossy lips, and the big, dark lashes… it made him look so feminine; it made his features appear feminine in a way that I hadn’t noticed before: the small nose, the high cheekbones, the soft brow.

I thought about bringing up that awkward topic that I’d been meaning to bring up: his eviction. But now, it just seemed cruel; I wanted to kick him out, but he seemed so vulnerable, dressed up the way that he was. I could sense a nervousness in him—and maybe it was a sense of embarrassment that he was trying to hide. He was probably feeling somewhat humiliated, standing before me with shaved legs, wearing that wig, wearing that dress.

I decided to stick to the more important discussion, which was the topic of his self-destruction. “You can be a girl all you want for the next few weeks,” I said. “But the pills, the lasers—that’s serious stuff. You need to take this seriously.”

“I’ve thought about this—for years,” he said. He reached out and grabbed my hands in a girly sort of way, clutching them down near her pelvis as he stared into my eyes. Those long lashes were distracting—and a part of me wanted to giggle at the sight of him. “I’ve thought about this for years, and I’m tired of hiding my true self.”

I sighed. I had no idea how to handle this. He hadn’t had those ‘night terror’ episodes in a while. It seemed like those had gone away—and their disappearance just happened to coincide with him wrapping up a short film that had filmed a couple of days earlier.

“Xander…” I said.

“Zara.”

I paused. I noticed the script on the table nearby, so I sauntered over and saw that the highlighted character name just happened to be Zara. “Okay, Zara,” I said. “When is this film wrapping up?”

“In three months. Why?”

“Three months?” I said. “You can do a lot of permanent damage to your body in three months.”

“It’s going to take years to complete my transition,” she said.

“Those pills… They can leave you infertile!”

“It’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make,” she said. “If I want to be a mother, I can always adopt.”

“Or, you can keep your hormones properly in check, and stop taking those pills! Just take sugar pills and pretend. Just act like you’re taking the real thing.”

She sighed. “You’re being transphobic.”

“Transphobic!?” Now, my blood was heating up. I was getting nowhere with this conversation. She was getting under my skin.

She—there it was again. Why was I suddenly thinking she? Sure, he looked feminine, and had many of the mannerisms down. At a glance, most people would assume that Xander was really a woman. Maybe they would even assume that he was a woman after a minute of confrontation; I don’t think that it would be immediately clear to a stranger that Xander wasn’t actually Zara. The details of that disguise were carefully planned and executed and practised. I could see, on Xander’s neck, a slight seam, and it was a moment before I realized that it was the top of a larger piece: some sort of latex or silicone that went over the torso to create breasts—and those breasts were quite convincing. Maybe he even had pads on his hips to create curves—and maybe a corset to pull in his waist. Surely his feet were crammed into shoes that were a size and a half too small, to make his feet appear more petite (which, by the way, was another way that he was permanently damaging himself).

Then, of course, there were the pills. I looked closely at the pills in the bottle and then looked online to see if the pills resembled the real thing. I wanted to think that Xander was smart enough to dump the pills out and replace them with Tic-Tacs, but that wasn’t the case. Those pills were, indeed, hormone blockers and estrogen replacements. My God! Xander was truly destroying himself for this part.

But there was nothing I could say. Changing the pills for sugar pills would be an assault on his ‘process’. He had to believe that he was a woman, and substituting falsehoods would just take away from that illusion.

Over the next twenty-four hours, I watched as Xander destroyed himself in more ways than just physically. He went out that night, in a skintight minidress, to a club, alone. He was taking a real risk, exposing himself, potentially, to homophobes and transphobes.

He came home late—around 4:00 AM, showered, and then went to bed. It was 11:00 AM when he awoke the next morning, emerging from his room groggy, tired, wearing a satin slip and a wig. I stared at him for a moment, putting together the facts: he must have put the slip and the wig on after the shower, even though he was exhausted and probably drunk.

And I wondered what else he’d gotten up to; he’d been out so late—beyond the hours of the club. So did he go home with someone? Did he have sex with a man? How dangerous was this game he was playing? What if he tried to seduce a man who had no idea that he was ‘trans’? What he was doing was downright dangerous.

I tried once more to talk some sense into him, but the attempt to smarten him up quickly turned into accusations. “You’re being transphobic,” he said to me in that girly tone of voice, which I think had improved since the day before.

“It’s not transphobia,” I growled. “It’s your life, Xander, and you’re not taking it seriously.”

“Just when I need your support the most,” he said, starting to tear up. I realized that this was absolutely hopeless. He was so devoted to this new role. And worse—he had those female hormones surging in his system—and they would be surging in his system for months, making him more and more irrational.

The emotions were certainly getting stronger. He would cry a few times each day. I decided there was nothing I could do. I was still considering kicking him out of the house. But now, he was so vulnerable, and I knew that he had nowhere to go—at least, nowhere he would choose to go that would be good for him. I felt stuck—stuck with him, and stuck with these insane ideas that were plaguing his brain.

It was two weeks later when I realized that this was much more serious than I originally thought. It was the middle of the night and I was thirsty, so I got out of bed to fetch a glass of water. I stepped out from my room and tiptoed down the hallway, and then I paused when I saw him, in the bathroom, standing before the mirror. He was topless, chest heaved, hands clasped behind his back.

And now, I could see the power of nearly a month of hormone replacement. His nipples were wide and puffy. I could make out the development of mass that wasn’t muscle. He had what I would describe as A-cup breasts. And I knew that they were real, because the silicone breast form was there, on the vanity. Now, Xander was cupping his chest and gently lifting those small breasts, playing with that newly acquired mass. He blushed and bit his lip before pinching his nipples and pulling gently, eliciting a moan from his own lips.

I tiptoed back to my room, abandoning the idea of getting water. I slipped back into my bed, mouth dry, head spinning. Then, I grabbed my phone and did a bit of research, and I learned that the only way Xander would ever be able to rid himself of his new breast mass was through a double-mastectomy. And they were only going to get bigger; this was just the start.

When I was in the kitchen the next morning, I saw Xander swallowing another pair of pills. Once again, I tried to explain to him the dangers of what he was doing, but he couldn’t be bothered to listen. “You don’t understand,” he said. “This is who I’ve always wanted to be.”

An hour later, Elise came over, while I was cleaning dishes. There was an awkward silence as she stepped in—not bothering to knock. She smiled awkwardly, looked around, and then asked, “Is Zara home?”

“You mean Xander?”

“Her name is Zara now.”

“Don’t feed into this shit, Elise,” I said. “You don’t understand what you’re doing to him. The amount of damage he’s suffered over the past few months; you’re basically helping him commit suicide.”

“That’s so narrow-minded,” she said, waving me off. “To just assume that being trans is a phase…”

“It’s not a phase—it’s a job! And it’s a job that will be over in two months!”

“It makes her happy.”

“Him,” I said. “Do you know that he’s been taking pills? He’s been going out alone, dressed up as a girl. This is dangerous shit.”

“I think that’s why we never worked out,” she said to me, addressing our ‘split’ for the first time. “You just can’t see life with an open-mind. You’re so… stuck in your ways.”

I was baffled—but more certain than ever than I made the right decision by stopping my pursuit of Elise; we weren’t compatible. She went off to Xander’s room, and together they read lines. And the whole mystery became less mysterious later that night, when I saw the script on the table and noticed that there were more lines highlighted: a character named Florence.

“So are you playing Zara or Florence?” I asked, half-trying to take an interest in Xander’s ‘craft’, and half-trying to wrap my head around this whole mess that he’d created.

“That’s Elise’s part. When we met with the director, he really liked her look and gave her the part.”

“She’s in the movie!?” I said.

He nodded his head. “So we’ve been running lines together.”

“Of course,” I said, shaking my head. “And let me guess; you got her into that method acting class, didn’t you?”

“I think she started it,” he said in that girly tone. “Why does it bother you so much? It’s her lifelong dream, and she’s finally pursuing it.”

“It’s all a big scam,” I said, feeling like I couldn’t hold back my frustrations any longer. “You’re scamming yourself, she’s scamming herself, and you’re being scammed by these filmmakers.”

“What are you even talking about?” she asked.

“Xander, I’m sorry, but I think I need you to move out.”

Now, she was pale, standing still like a statue as she stared into my eyes. “M—Move out?”

I nodded my head. “It’s just… I can’t take this disrespect anymore. I’ve been letting you live with me for nearly a decade—almost for free, with no expectations. And in the past few months, you’ve just completely ignored me and used me in your little method acting games. I begged you to be quiet during the night when you had that schizophrenic role. I put up with you punching holes in my walls and breaking my dishes. And now, you’re forcing me to watch a you destroy my yourself, and I just can’t do it; I feel like I’ve become an enabler, and I just won’t sit around an enable you.”

He stuttered. He was completely white. “I don’t have anywhere to go.”

“Well, you should have thought of that when you decided to ignore me over and over and over. I can’t just accept this constant disrespect. At some point, I need to make you realize that I’m serious.”

“I—I’ll need a few weeks to find a place,” he said.

“Fine. You can stay until the end of the month, but then you need to leave. I’m really sorry, Xander; this isn’t what I wanted to do, but I think you’ve just gotten too used to my support that you not only took it for granted, but maybe you exploited it to some degree.”

She tried to insist, unsurprisingly, that she wasn’t exploiting anything—and that this wasn’t just some act. She kept telling me that this was who she was, deep down, but I was just tired of hearing it; it was a reminder of why I was giving her the boot.

Her—there it was again. I kept falling into that way of thinking. I had to keep reminding myself that Xander was still a male, even though he was female-presenting day in and day out; this was just part of his method acting.

“Do, uh, I need to have something written up for you to sign?” I asked awkwardly. “Or can we just agree that you’ll be out by the end of the month.”

“I’ll be out,” he said softly. He was devastated, filling me with guilt and even some shame, like I had done something inexcusable. But still, even in his moment of devastation, he was still committed to that feminine act. Nothing could shake him to his senses. I could have put a gun against his head, and he would have stayed in that character until I pulled the trigger.
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Ifell into a stroke of luck the next day: a call from work, asking if I could fill in on an out-of-town trip, all expenses paid. I usually avoided those gigs because I usually hated being away from home. But with the awkward tension between Xander and myself—and with Elise constantly coming to the house—I was thrilled to have the opportunity to get away, so I took the opportunity and left that afternoon: a short ferry ride and a four-hour drive to the hotel where they were putting me up.

During my time off, I did some research into ‘method acting’. I wanted to see if there was some sort of ‘safe word’ that method actors used—some magical sentence that would pull him out of his nonsense. When I made a post on Reddit asking for help, some of the replies were concerning. “Your friend needs to stop. That is not method acting; that’s just self-destruction.”

“Your friend didn’t understand their method acting class. They’re just being edgy.”

Was it true? Was Xander into something that wasn’t exactly method acting?

I was worried about Xander. Then, I read a potentially more worrisome post. “Did you ever think that maybe this role has given your friend an opportunity to come out? Maybe they really are trans.” No—I’d never considered such a proposal. I’d considered it before, with past roles. Before, I thought, maybe Xander really has turned schizophrenic. Maybe Xander really has turned into a psychopath who needs anger management. I’d been burned too many times, and now I just refused to buy into it again. I’d been manipulated too many times.

But, in the off-chance that this random guy was right—I couldn’t help but feel some potential guilt rolling in; I’d possibly kicked my roommate and best-friend out during the most vulnerable time of his life…

Her life.

Maybe I needed to assume the possibility, or risk hurting her.

After that week away, I was quiet coming into the house. I was hoping to be ‘invisible’. I wanted to get ‘Zara’ in her own element so that I could make a better judgement call. I wanted to see if this was acting or if this was real.

She wasn’t home when I got there. I was in my room a few hours later when she got home. I didn’t make any noise. I just kept silent and walked to my door. I put my ear to the door. I listened as she went around the house, doing her things. She made a couple phone calls; I could hear her inquiring about possible rentals. “It’s already been taken?” she asked, still talking like a girl (and more convincing than ever). “Okay, thank you.”

Then, I heard her fixing herself a meal. Then, I heard her at the table, talking through her lines. Production had apparently started for this movie about the trans girl. Now, she was memorizing tomorrow’s lines.

I kept listening. My heart was in my stomach. The guilt was strong. I kept considered that possibility: what if she really was trans?

I heard her head off to bed a couple hours later. She had a phone call with Elise when she was in her room. It was hard to know what they were talking about; she laughed a few times, and then they talked a bit about the set they were working on. “Want to come over? Oh really? Oh well, I’ll see you in the morning. Good night.”

There was a long silence—about fifteen, twenty minutes. I assumed she’d gone to sleep. Then, I heard something else: a soft moan. There was a five minute silence, and then another moan—this one louder than before. Then, the moans became more frequent: every minute, and then every ten seconds. Then, I could hear something else: a wetness. It sounded lubricated and moving. “Oh God,” she whimpered. Now, I had my ear against her door. I was listening to her… masturbating?

“Fuck,” she moaned. The wet sloshing sound was louder now, but I wasn’t sure what it was. I tried not to think too much into it. Red-faced, I went back to my room and closed the door. Then, in the morning, she was gone. Just to satisfy a curiosity, I crept into her room, and there was the evidence, right on her bed: a dildo, and a bottle of lubricant. There were discarded tissues on the floor—probably filled with cum.

“Ew,” I whispered. I didn’t think more into it… until I started wondering if it was part of her ‘role’. Maybe exploring her trans sexuality was part of this gig she was working through.

I went to make breakfast. I got a text message. “Hey Dan,” she said. She was, of course, still in my phone as Xander. “Did I leave my iPad at the house? I’m looking for it in my bag, and it’s not here.”

I looked over and saw that it was on the counter. “It’s here,” I replied.

“I’ll come grab it at lunch,” she said.

“I can take it to you. I have the morning off. Where are you?”

“Really?” she said. “That would be so awesome.”

“Don’t worry about it.” I felt like I was trying to repay her for being so cruel to her—whether or not I was truly cruel to her, or if my frustrations were justified.

I grabbed the iPad, and the I noticed that she’d changed her background picture to a photo of herself, on the beach, in a bikini. In the photo, she wasn’t wearing that breast form—instead, she had a properly-sized bikini top over her small breasts. I stared for a moment, surprised by the striking feminineness that she’d managed to muster up in just a few weeks of being a girl. Some trans girls spend years trying to achieve that much girliness, but Zara had pulled it off in seemingly record time… and that made me wonder if she’d been taking those pills for many months, long before this whole gig. Maybe she’d been working on these mannerisms for longer than I knew.

I unlocked the iPad and clicked on her photos, just to see… I scrolled through many screenshots of acting quotes, pulled from the net. Then, I came upon a series of photos: selfies, taken in lingerie, makeup—and some, she had her cock out, erect, sometimes gripped in her hand. There was even one picture of her, gripping her shaft, with thick white ooze running over her knuckles.

I blushed and put the iPad away. I ate breakfast quickly and then I took it to her set.

I had to call her at the gate of the studio, so she could tell the AD to tell the guard to let me through. I was finally, after five minutes, permitted onto the grounds. “Studio C,” I was told, so I walked across the quiet compound to the doors of Studio C.

A PA asked me where I was headed, and I told him that I needed to speak with Xander. He had a blank, confused expression, so I corrected myself: “Zara.”

“Down the hall, on the left. Her name is on the door.” So I went down the hall and found her name, knocked, and was told to enter.

Then, I saw her in the makeup chair, alone, script in hand, and skintight lingerie on her body. The lingerie was sheer. I could see through her sheer top: her pink nipples, the small amount of mass, which probably was more like a B-cup now. “Thank you so much, Dan,” she said.

“It’s all good,” I said.

“Can I show you around my room?” she asked. “Or are you in a rush?”

“Not at all,” I said, hurrying my hands in my pockets. I was trying not to look at her chest—or her bottom half. Her sheer bottoms squished her cock between her thighs, but hid nothing. I could see the whole package mashed into a tight fist-sized ball, clad in a lace pattern. I was suddenly sweating; she didn’t seem to care.

She showed me around the place: the makeup mirror, the couch, the little bed for naps, the eating area, the desk where she could study her lines. Then, she took me out into the hallway and led me down to the set, where the crew was working on lighting. As she led me, I got a clear view of her backside, which was more-or-less naked, unless you could the thin strip of her bra-top and the thin strip of her thong panties.

Her butt was surprisingly plump and round and firm. It bounced ever-so-slightly, and I wondered if it was a consequence of the pills, or maybe even some other operation. I felt like I would have noticed an ass like that before, even if it was on a man, simply because it was so symmetrically perfect and so… feminine.

And the more time I spent with her at that studio, the bigger her breasts seemed to look. I think it was an illusion, fostered in my subconscious in some capacity; the more I saw her looking like a woman, the more womanly her feminine features became. Was such a thing even possible?

“Want to stay to watch a scene? We’re about fifteen minutes away from filming.”

“Um,” I said, and then I saw Elise. Elise was talking to a guy (maybe the director). She, too, was wearing lingerie, and I wondered if the scene was some sort of hot-and-heavy love-making scene. “What are you filming?”

“Just a little kiss scene. A couple lines.”

I felt my face turning red. “I—I don’t know. I might have to go.”

“Five-minute warning!” yelled the assistant director.

Zara let out a little gasp. “I didn’t realize we were that close. You can wait here. I have to run and get ready.”

She zipped off before I could react. I wasn’t sure what to do. I backed up, into the darkness behind the stage lights. I watched as a flurry of men and women rushed to get the set ready. Then the director was ushered in, brought before a series of monitors, and a minute later, they were filming.

Elise was on a bed, lingerie-clad. Then, Zara walked in. They had an awkward silence between them. “Should we talk about what happened?” Zara asked.

“Probably,” said Elise.

Zara sat with Elise. Before she could say anything, Elise leaned over, and they were kissing. It was a slow, passionate kiss—not just a little kiss. The girls fell together onto the bed. Elise rolled over Zara, and I suddenly wondered if I was on the set of a porno.

Zara reached up and pulled away Elise’s bra, making her breasts fall out. I caught a glimpse of the monitor; the way the scene was lit, Elise’s breasts were obscured in a silhouette—but from where I was standing, I could see it all.

The scene ended, and I scurried off, leaving the set. I felt like I’d seen too much. This movie was much more erotic than I realized. And now, I was wondering how much of that eroticism had become a part of her ‘character’ that she’d adopted—assuming this was a character that she’d adopted. Maybe her masturbation with that dildo the night before was in preparation for this scene…
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Clearing my mind wasn’t so easy; my home was still very much filled with her footprint, even with half of her belongings in boxes. It seemed like her belongings had multiplied since she turned into a ‘girl’. Now, the bathroom was completely overtaken: makeup supplies on every surface, hygiene products, and lots of skincare products. The kitchen was constantly filled with shopping bags from the mall. There were outfits with tags on them stacked here and there. The front door was a mess of shoes: maybe a dozen pairs of girl shoes, from flats to heels.

The smell of perfume had slowly engulfed the whole space, making it feel like a girl’s house. And more—she’d done some feminine redecorating; though I can’t say that I hated all the changes. She’d brought in a few lamps and thrifted a new sofa chair that really ‘brought the space together’, so to speak.

On the living room table were bottles of nail polish, along with the remnants of her nail painting session (presumably with Elise). Little cotton balls were still there—from between her toes while the polish dried.

And you may be thinking: she sounds like a pig, but the opposite was strangely true, despite the pockets of clutter that suddenly sprang into existence. When she was Xander, dishes would pile up, but now, the kitchen counters were clear and clean. Dishes were always done—and she would even do my dishes, wearing an apron and elbow-length dishwashing gloves to protect her manicure and to keep her skin from drying out from the dish soap (these were little details that women seemed to care about, and they weren’t overlooked by Zara).

Laundry was always done, every second day, and she cleaned my laundry as well: pressing and folding it, and even hanging it in my closet, which I was generally too lazy to do. The carpet was always vacuumed. The tile landing was always scrubbed. I was actually very impressed.

The baseboards had been cleaned. She’d gotten behind the vanity and cleaned the silicone along the tub. These small details were often overlooked, but now, I was… impressed. It was a lot like when I was twenty and my girlfriend at the time moved in with me, and lived with me for a year. I forgot about some of the luxuries of living with a woman—and they’re the kinds of luxuries that a man tends to take for granted when he has them.

Of course, there were downsides too: the classic issues. For instance, the very next morning, when I got up for work, she was in the bathroom: the one bathroom And she never vacated it. I peed outside. I knocked and told her that I had to brush my teeth. She opened the door a crack and passed out my toothbrush and my toothpaste, and that was the closest I got to using the bathroom that morning.

She was still on set when I got home, so I decided to sneak into her room to look for clues, to see if this ‘phase’ was just an act or a real thing. I had no idea what, exactly, I was looking for. Maybe I would find a page from her script: a line she used on me that was actually a line in the movie.

The room was cluttered, but clean. In my hunt, I found a couple different sex toys, a bottle of lubricant, and lots of lingerie. The whole room had a strong perfume smell—and I could see bottles of perfume on the dresser. I also found her pills, and considered dumping them out and replacing them with sugar pills, but I knew that she would be able to tell that I’d done it.

One of her phones was on her dresser (she had two, one for personal use, and one that was provided by her agency, which she took to set with her). I picked up the phone and looked for new clues. There, I found a video that she’d recorded, and I watched it from start to finish in a state of shock.

She was on her back, on her bed, in lingerie. The video started with her fingering herself: one long lubricated finger sliding in and out of her butthole. Then, she grabbed a dildo and gently teased the tip into her hole, twisting it. She moaned and turned dark red. I had no idea if it was a genuine moment of ecstasy or a fabricated act. She was rolling her head from side to side as she pushed the toy deeper into herself.

At first, I was sure that it was just an act. I knew I needed to put the phone down but I just couldn’t look away. She got the whole dildo into her and began pumping herself. This went on for many minutes. She pulled up her lacy camisole and grabbed one of her breasts. She squeezed hard and then pulled on her nipple. “Oh God! I’m coming!” she moaned—and then it happened; her cock sprayed her soft, smooth tummy with thick, long strands of white.

I flushed red all over. Then, I did something I wasn’t proud of: I AirDropped that video onto my own phone. Then, I noticed there was a pair of discarded pink panties on the ground. I lifted them up gently and caught a smell (without having to lean my face in) of that sweet perfume. I don’t know why, but I felt that I had to keep the panties, so I stashed them in my pocket.

My heart was racing. Strange thoughts were in my head; I tried to expel them. I felt sick after a minute. My sudden and unexpected perversion didn’t end there. I found that same camisole and I smelled it. Now, I was erect—pants tight. My heart was pounding hard and fast.

I went back to her phone and looked to see if there were more pictures or videos; there was one: a video of her bouncing on a dildo in the bathroom (suctioned to the tile floor). In her right hand was a pocket pussy and she was using it to jerk herself off. I watched as she moaned in pleasure. Then, I found that pocket pussy, in her sock drawer. It still had the smell of recent use. It was still slicked with lubricant. It even felt warm, as if used that morning. I used my fingers to pry open the silicone pussy lips and saw a gooey whiteness. It wasn’t warm… but it was cum: her cum. And the sight of cum would have normally left me revolted, but now, I had bad ideas in my head. I unzipped my pants and let my hard erection out.

I pushed my cock into the lubricated pocket cunt and then felt the gooey coldness of her ejaculation. I began to pump it, and soon, that old cum was warm again.

I could feel my body darkening, reddening. I was already ashamed of myself, but couldn’t stop. I pumped hard and fast, and then I suddenly came to my senses and pulled the toy off of my erect cock. Now, my penis was slicked with gooey white streaks.

My God, the shame I was now feeling was strong… but I was still horny. I still wanted to grab that toy and finish myself off.

I pulled myself away from that room. What was happening in my brain? Why was I fantasizing about my friend? Why had I put that toy on my erect penis? Now, I was rushing into the shower, determined to wash that cum off of me. But the erection wouldn’t go away; it was throbbing, begging for a release.

I did what I had to do to make those feelings go away, but they didn’t stay away. When Zara came home, she was still in costume: a black lace minidress and thigh high latex boots. She was radiant, smiling, in her element. She went to the kitchen and started to whip herself up something to eat, which involved bending over, showing her fleshy bum, black panties (and testicle bulge)—and then she would reach up high, highlighting her curves and her amazing body.

Why did she have that body? It didn’t seem natural. Had it always been like that? Or did the hormones make it that way? Was she cinching her waistline in? Was she playing some cheap visual trick on me?

I sat on the couch and tried to mind my business, but now, she was like a new entity. I found myself suddenly perplexed by her, unable to look away from her as she graced around the kitchen. My God, she was so striking! She looked over at me and giggled. I looked away, but apparently not fast enough; “Why are you staring at me?” she asked.

“I—I’m not,” I said.

“Okay. If you say so,” she said, rolling her eyes. My face turned dark red.

After she ate, she went to the bathroom to shower. It was a minute later when she called me to the door. “What is it?” I asked.

“This clip; I can’t get it undone,” she said. She was standing in a skirt and a bra, and nothing else. The strap of her bra did indeed look complicated. I carefully grabbed it and began to mess with it, trying to get the little clasps loose. I looked down her smooth body. Her short skirt wasn’t quite long enough to hide her perky ass.

I couldn’t help myself; I reached down and lifted up her skirt. She let out a little whimper, looking back at me. Then, I unzipped my fly and stepped in, pulling my cock out. She was on the same page, reaching back and gripping my cock firmly and massaging it before stepping back so that her ass was pressed into my lap.

The moment happened so fast, but I’ll try to describe it in detail. From start to finish, it couldn’t have been more than three minutes. She massaged my cock until I was hard, which couldn’t have taken more than fifteen seconds (I was already quite aroused before I even touched that bra clip). Then, she said, “Spit on you cock.” I did what she said. She took my saliva and smeared it up and down my shaft, and then she pulled my tip into her asshole, as if she just couldn’t wait to feel it inside of her—or maybe she didn’t want to wait to give me a chance to come to my senses.

Her hole was warm and tight. She puckered, clenching my tip, making me realize that I wasn’t going to last long at all, even though I’d masturbated just a couple of hours earlier. “Fuck me,” she said. “Push the whole fucking thing into me.”

I pushed and she moaned and became weak, folding forward, her muscles ceasing functionality. I gripped her and spun her to the bathroom vanity. I folded over her and grabbed her breasts in the palms of my hands. I squeezed her cute B-cups hard, making her moan. Then, I began to rail her hard and fast, like a filthy animal, caring only about getting myself off. My energy was intense. I could feel my blood reaching a boil as my vision blurred. Sexual energy was the only thing in my brain.

I fucked her senselessly until I came, rattling her against the vanity. When I pulled out, she fell to the ground, onto her knees before slowly slumping forward. And in that moment, I panicked; I thought that I’d broken her. Maybe I was too hard. Maybe, in my sexual frenzy, I’d failed to hear her begging me to stop, or I hadn’t noticed the signs that she was in pain. “Are you okay!?” I asked, dropping down next to her.

“I’m coming,” she whispered. And then I noticed the little puddle forming on the ground; her flaccid cock was spilling out thick white cum—and my own cum was dribbling out of her backdoor at the same time.

I helped her to get cleaned up. I helped her to her feet and saw that she was blushing and smiling, which came with a huge relief. “You’re okay then?” I asked.

She nodded. “That was amazing,” she said. “Whenever you feel like doing that again—I’m game.”

“O—Okay,” I said, but now, I was embarrassed. I felt that familiar shame and humiliation. I knew the truth: that I’d just fucked my best friend: a man dressed as a woman. I’d technically just had a gay experience, which is something no straight man ever wants to face.

I retreated to my room, to be alone. I thought this episode of my psyche was over, but it was just starting.
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Iheard her masturbating before leaving for set. It was 7:00 AM and I was hardly awake, but right away, I felt a bit frustrated that she didn’t come to me after what happened the night before. I knew that it was for the best—that we needed to pretend like nothing happened.

I heard her moan loudly—presumably her coming—and then, thirty seconds later, she was putting on her heels and running out to get into the shuttle that was parked on the street, to take her to set.

A minute later, I was in her room. I saw the pocket pussy on her bed, with a fresh, warm creampie inside of it. I put my cock in it and gently mashed it up and down the length of my erection for the next fifteen blissful minutes—until my creampie joined hers.

I was embarrassed, but satisfied at the same time. It was 11:00 AM when she messaged and told me that she was off for a few hours. “Want to get lunch?” she asked. I was relieved that she was seeming to act like nothing had happened between us—and then I went to lunch and realized that it was quite the opposite. Now, she was seeming to act as though we were a couple, and that made me think that this was about to get a lot more complicated than it ever was before.

But there were perks. During lunch, she winked at me and then motioned towards the bathroom. “I’m going to slip in for a moment; I don’t know if, uh, you have to relieve yourself as well…” She stood up and went into the restaurant’s little bathroom. Before entering, she looked back at me and winked again. I jumped to my feet and went in, and then I railed her against the wall. When I pulled her away from the wall, I saw the thick cum dripping down; she must have climaxed while I was pumping her asshole.

And then again came the shame, along with the realization of what I’d done: another homoerotic experience. Why couldn’t I stop myself? Where were these urges coming from?

I told myself they wouldn’t continue, but now, I’d revealed a weak part of myself to Zara, and she was determined to exploit it for every ounce of its worth. It was the next day when I got home from work that she was on the couch, dressed in a skimpy lace bikini-style piece of lingerie, lips red with lipstick, cheeks pink with blush. As she saw me, she opened up her thighs to show me that her cock was out of her panties—and that the panties had a hole for anal access. “Come play with me,” she said in a purring feminine voice.

And the sight of her like that just made me weak. I wasn’t strong enough to control myself in her presence. She was just so inviting, so… accessible. And what she was offering was, in that moment, exactly what my body wanted, so I went to her. We kissed, and then she pushed me down to my knees and pushed her cock into my mouth. She made me suck her, which was weird at first, but soon, it didn’t seem so strange at all. She gently thrusted in and out of my mouth while I sucked; time must have been flying by. She ended up ejaculating onto my tongue, with a loud moan, and I swallowed every drop. She repaid me by sucking me off for thirty minutes, until I was ejaculating in her mouth.

As I crawled into bed that night, she came into my room and crawled into my bed with me. “Come to set with me tomorrow,” she purred.

“I have to work.”

“Take it off,” she said. “I want you there with me.”

I had to think about it, but I caved. I messaged my boss while in bd and told him that I was feeling ill. He messaged back and told me to take the day off—and I was excited, but that excitement was doomed to failure.

When we got to set, I saw Elise. I’d forgotten about Elise. Suddenly, I dropped Zara’s hand. My body turned cold, and it seemed like in an instant, I remembered that Zara was a man, pretending to be a woman for that movie.

I quickly regretted going to that set. And it only got worse. The first scene was another kissing scene, but not with Elise; this scene was between Zara and a man. He was tall and fit and handsome, and I couldn’t help but notice that his bulge was bigger after the kiss than before it. They filmed that scene over and over, getting it from different angles, getting different takes, and so on.

I had to sit there and watch as Zara made out with this guy. Then, they filmed a few different scenes over the course of the day. I don’t know why I stayed. I guess I just didn’t want to make it awkward with Zara, so I hung around.

At the end of the day, they filmed the sex scene. When Zara told me about it, I was furious. “Don’t worry,” she said. “It’s not real sex. It’s just movie sex.” Then she kissed me on the cheek and said, “It’s cute seeing you jealous. You must really like me.”

Was I just being jealous? Maybe… but what I saw was more than just ‘movie sex’. The man was naked; Zara was naked—penis flaccid and breasts exposed. The man began the scene by grabbing her tits and squeezing them. He even sucked one of her nipples. Then, she started bouncing on his lap.

And from my angle, I saw what the camera couldn’t: he was inside of her. He was erect and he must have slipped it in, and Zara seemed fine with it. When the director called cut, Zara stood up, and if I had blinked, I would have missed it—but I saw his erect cock slip out from her asshole before he pulled up the blanket on that bed. When I asked her if that was real, she blushed and said no—but I saw what I saw. I knew she would deny it; I knew that she’d just fucked that actor with a blanket pulled over them.

And it was even more obvious later, when we were back at the house and she bent over in the kitchen and waved me over. “You’ve been so moody today. Why don’t you get a bit of frustration out on me, baby?” She lifted her skirt and showed me her puckering hole. I don’t know why I caved, knowing that she’d just ‘cheated’ on me—assuming we were the budding of a couple. I put my cock inside of her, and I could feel a warm wetness, and I knew it was the actor’s cum. I knew that I was thrusting into a used hole, enjoying some man’s sloppy seconds.

But I couldn’t stop myself. I fucked her until I was coming and spilling my seed into the same gushing hole the actor used. Of course I felt a sense of shame, but once again, I also felt a certain sense of satisfaction. When she crawled into bed with me a couple of hours later, I was still holding onto those frustrated feelings, but that didn’t stop us from going at it again.

As she dozed off next to me, I thought hard about what the hell was happening to my brain. I enjoyed the feeling of her soft, warm body, snuggled up against me. I was tempted to even wrap myself around her, to hold her close to me—but after seeing her on set, with another man’s appendage inside of her body, as if it meant nothing…

Did intimacy really mean nothing to her? Was she, for lack of a better term, a total whore? Did she care about me at all, or was she just using me for convenient sex?
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Ihated the thought that I was being used, especially when I knew that she was seeing other men on the side. It was late the next night when I saw a message on her phone from the assistant director of the show she was working on. “Your scenes were moved to Friday. No work tomorrow. Enjoy your day off.”

But in the morning, she told me she was off to set. I didn’t question her; instead, I followed her. She went to the mall. She spent a few hours shopping, going from store to store, spending all of her paycheque on expensive skirts and dresses and lingerie. Then, she met with a man around lunchtime. They laughed as they shared a meal in the cafeteria.

I felt insane as I followed them to the park, four blocks away. They walked and talked, and then they slipped away into a wooded area near the park. I went in quietly and carefully and found them ten minutes later. She was on her back, legs spread left and right, and he was driving his shaft into her asshole. “Cum in me,” she said. “Please fucking cum in me.”

He gave her what she wanted.

He left the park. I kept following her, from an unseen distance. Next, an hour later, she met with another man at a bar. They had drinks and then went to a motel across the street. I saw them close the curtains, and then I crept up and looked through the slit between the curtains and saw her bouncing on his lap, taking all nine inches of his impressive shaft. He came in her, and then she showered up and left.

Next, I followed her home. It was 8:00 PM when she walked in the door. I entered ten minutes later. “Where have you been?” she asked.

“I got called into work.”

“I’ve been here waiting for you, for hours,” she lied. I hated that she was lying to me. She bit her lip and then winked. “I’m just going to change into something more comfy.” She left and then returned in a latex outfit: two pieces, with tight straps and little metal hoops. Her cock was hanging out of a hole, and there was another hole for anal access. “Want to fuck?” she asked, biting her lip.

I hated her in that moment: her whorish, deceptive nature. I hated that she could lie to my face. I hated that she was willing to put me at risk; I saw that she wasn’t using condoms with those men. And now, I was wondering how many men she’d been with just hours before being with me.

What I hated more than anything was my inability to resist her. I was furious with her, but I couldn’t turn her down. I hated that I wanted to have her, even just for a few minutes, even if she was going to run off to another man right after.

I took her to her own bedroom and began fucking her on her bed. She grabbed her pocket pussy and slid it onto her erect cock and began pumping it while I thrusted into her asshole. “Fuck,” she groaned. “I just—I just want to be inside of you.”

“What?” I said, pausing for a moment.

She pulled that toy off of her cock, which was now glossy with lube. Then, she motioned for me to pull out, so I pulled out. She reached out and grabbed my hips and led me onto her lap. I was in a state of hypnotized shock, so I just went along with it. I let her penetrate me, which hurt at first. I let her hard rod push into my body, and I groaned. She giggled and slipped that pocket pussy onto my cock. She began to pump me as I lowered slowly onto her cock. “I want to make you cum like you’ve never cum before,” she said.

And she accomplished her goal. Once I was bouncing on her lap, and that toy was sliding up and down my shaft, I fell into something like a trance. I was screaming, moaning, squirming, sweating, and trembling—and then she pulled the toy away just as I began to spray gooey cum high into the air. It came down with loud splats, all over her developing chest. She used the palms of her hands to spread it around her skin, moaning until she unloaded inside of me.

Her cum wouldn’t come out; I sat on the toilet for nearly an hour, hoping it would push out easily, but it was so deep and refusing to move. So I ended up sleeping with an ass filled with warm trans-cum.

In the morning, she was gone; it was Thursday and I knew that she wasn’t working until the next day. But the message on my phone said, “Sorry I missed you this morning; have to be on set. See you tonight!” I knew the truth; I knew she was seeing other men.

Was I angry? Had she promised me something monogamous? No—but it still stung. I still felt like an idiot; I gave up a lot to hook up with her… my dignity especially.

I felt so, so foolish. I let her stay in my apartment after everything that happened, because I felt bad for her, because I felt like I was being the bad guy—and now, she was going around behind my back, seeing men, and then lying to me. She was using me all over again, and I knew that it would never stop until I stopped it.

So that night, when she was back, I said, “We need to talk.”

“Can we talk after I get cleaned up?” she asked.

I paused. “Fine,” I said. Then, she slipped into her room and came out in a Playboy bunny outfit, complete with ears and wrist cuffs. “Want to bounce with me?” she asked with a wink. Then, she giggled.

That playful enthusiasm was contagious. I cracked a grin and even considered the offer. I wanted to roll around with her; I wanted to have one last go at her surprisingly perfect body. And maybe I wanted to feel her inside of me one more time, before I cut her out of my life.

It was so, so tempting. It took all of my strength, all of my willpower, to say, “This isn’t working. I—I think you need to move out.”

She froze. “What?” she said.

“It’s just not working. I can’t live like this.”

“I can pay you more.”

“No,” I said. “I just... I need you to be out.”

“Give me until the end of the month.”

It was only the 5th of the month. “No. Like—tomorrow. I’m sorry. But you made me a promise, and then you broke it. I have to hold you accountable. This… This can’t go on any longer.”

“Two more days,” she said. “Tomorrow is my wrap day. Then the day after that I can find somewhere else. But—I have to work tomorrow.”

“Fine,” I said, shaking my head.

“I can’t believe you’re doing this,” she said, shedding tears—and those tears seemed so, so real. Maybe they were real. “I’m going through so much right now, with my transition. I’m in a really… vulnerable place.”

“Maybe,” I said. “But that’s no excuse.” It was hard to say. I had no idea what to believe’ maybe I was kicking her out at her most vulnerable moment. Maybe she hadn’t broken any of the rules that I’d made… maybe—I guess it’s a matter of interpretation. My big rule was: no more disrespect. I felt like her going around and seeing other men, and then lying to me, was the height of disrespect.

“What did I do?”

“You lied,” I said, and then I told her that I knew about the men. I told her that I knew she was lying when she told me that she’d been at work.

She stood there, white, looking guilty, and that look of guilt should have made me feel dignified in my decision, but instead, I just felt worse.

But I held to my guns. I stuck to my principles, which wasn’t easy.

That night, when I was in my room, I heard the door creak open. I sat up and saw her, crawling onto my bed. “What are you doing?”

“I think I can change your mind,” she said, going under the covers. I slept naked, and now, she was grabbing my penis. She brought it to her lips and began to lick. And I have to say that my whole moral mindset nearly collapsed in that moment—but I managed to push her away. “Don’t,” I said.

“I’ll suck your cock every night,” she said. “You can cum down my throat every single night that I’m here.”

“N—No,” I said. It wasn’t easy. “You can’t do this anymore. It has to end.”

“You can cum in my asshole then. Cum on my tits. Choke me. Spank me. Fuck—you can fist me; I’ll take it.”

“No, Zara,” I said.

“I’ll fuck you. Is that what you want? I’ll go balls-deep every fucking night.”

“No,” I said.

She was red now, looking furious as she struggled to accept rejection.

“So you really just want me… gone?”

I nodded.

She began to cry, and then she ran away.

The next day, I didn’t see her; she was at work, finishing that movie. I used that time to pack her things for her; it was a courtesy more than an act of passive-aggressiveness. I didn’t want to be mean, but I wanted her out. I got everything in boxes, furniture disassembled and piled by the door. I even called a U-Haul and had it waiting at the house, keys on the counter for her to use when she was ready.

I was in bed when she came home. I heard her cussing, I heard a plate smash. But I didn’t emerge from my room.
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Iheard her hauling her things in the morning. I was nervous to go out; I thought about hiding in my room until she was gone. I could hear her grunting as she tried to pick up heavy boxes. It didn’t sound like she had any help.

So, biting my tongue, I decided to go and help her. I still felt guilty that I was kicking her out. I felt like helping her move a few heavy boxes was probably the least I could do. After all, she’d been consuming hormone pills for months for this role, and that was surely enough to erode much of her muscle mass and maybe even some of her bone density.

I went into the kitchen; she was out, in the U-Haul. I put on some gloves and got ready to help out. I peeked in her room, which was now emptied totally; the carpet still needed vacuumed, but otherwise, it was vacated.

Then, I heard her coming. I turned to face her, and knew it could be awkward. It turned out to be much more awkward than I could have realized.

Standing before me was Xander, and not Zara. Zara was gone—as gone as he could send her. Now, Xander’s hair was short, cut crudely with scissors. He was wearing a t-shirt and a pair of loose jeans. There was no makeup, but there was still a feminineness on his face that was possibly the permanentness of him taking those pills.

“Z—I mean, Xander,” I said. “What… What are you doing?”

“I’m moving out,” he said, now with a male voice.

“What happened… What happened to Zara?”

“Zara?” he said, looking genuinely confused. “What about her?”

“Why aren’t you… her?”

“We wrapped last night,” he said. “That’s done. Why?”

“But you—you told me you were really transitioning! You were taking pills!”

He stared at me for a long moment. “Dan… That was just some method acting. Obviously…”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “That was… months! You took pills. You—You have breasts.”

“What are you talking about?”

His attitude was suddenly enraging me—so much so that I reached out and grabbed his shirt and wrestled it off of him while he gasped and tried to fight back. Then, he quickly cupped his breasts, which were still real. “What are you doing!?”

“Look!” I said. “Those are permanent!”

“I can get them removed! Give me my shirt back!”

“You’ve lost your fucking mind! Maybe you can surgically remove those… but they’re real! And there’s so, so much more than that. You… You were with men! You’re probably sterile!”

“You’re overreacting,” he said, snatching his shirt from me. For a moment, I saw that feminine body: those perfect breasts, that amazing waistline—and then he covered up. “It’s just acting. Actors sometimes have to make changes to their bodies for a part. Quit making a big deal!”

“I won’t!” I said. “This is craziness! You’re destroying yourself.”

“Mind your own business!” he snapped back.

I sighed. In that moment, I realized something: you can’t save other people; people have to save themselves. Sure, you can help someone; you can be honest with them.

I stood there, in awe, as I watched Xander load that U-Haul. Then, without saying a word, he left, taking the U-Haul and his things—and I never heard from him again. He was gone.

Now, my house was more empty than ever. I felt strangely lonely. I felt strangely heart-broken. Over the past few weeks, I’d started having real feelings for Zara, but Zara was never real. I felt like one of those people who gets scammed by people in India online: romance scams, or whatever they’re called. Xander only ever used me to help with his acting role.

It all seemed like everything happened for no reason at all. It just seemed like Xander’s weird method acting stage was some stupid, pointless episode in my life, and now I would have to live with a lifetime of repressed shame over what I did with him, under the covers (and elsewhere). Those memories wouldn’t be so easily washed away.

But fate is an interesting enigma. Everything happens for a reason—and now, I believe that more than ever before. It was four days after Xander moved out when I got around to putting up a ‘roommate wanted’ posting. I figured it would take a few weeks to find someone suitable—and I had a feeling that I would never get along with them in quite the same way that I jived with Xander—before he became crazy, that is.

But the first person to come and see the place was a girl name Emma. She was adorable: short, freckles, wearing a little white and pink sundress. She was shy as she sauntered around the place. “It’s nice,” she said.

“I like it,” I replied.

“And we would share the bathroom, and the kitchen. You’re okay with that?”

“Of course,” I said.

“I should let you know…” she said, then she blushed. “I’m trans. I started transitioning about eight months ago.”

My heart skipped a beat. “That’s fine,” I said.

“Really?”

“Of course.”

She smiled. “When could I move in?”

“Whenever you want,” I said.

“Maybe this afternoon?”

“Sure.”

And it was only ten days later that she came to sleep in my bed with me. And no—I didn’t seduce her; it just happened naturally. Every day we talked a bit more than the day before, until we were spending all of our free time together. I would have never considered the possibility of being with a girl like her—a girl who grew up male—but I guess Zara changed my mind in a lot of ways; maybe she made me more open-minded, and thanks to that, I now had Emma.

THE END
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CHEERLEADER



Ainsley let a joke go too far one afternoon, while hanging out with his best friend, Parker, in the cheerleaders’ changing room. Parker was supposed to meet his girlfriend, one of the cheerleaders, for a date, but one thing led to another, and the whole school ended up catching Parker bending Ainsley over, with Ainsley in a cheer outfit.

It was just a joke—a silly dare—that quickly spiralled out of control. The whole thing happened in a matter of minutes, but it only takes a matter of minutes for a life to be turned upside down. Worse, a video taken by one of the cheerleaders, before Ainsley and Parker realized they’d been caught, has been posted on every adult website.

After a few months of torturous bullying, Ainsley leaves town and moves to the other side of the country. He changes his name and spends all of his time in hiding, horrified he will end up being recognized. After four years living with a different name, in a different town, Ainsley learns the hard way that you can’t run from your past forever.
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It all happened so fast and so suddenly—and more than anything, unexpectedly. I just thought he was kidding around when he dared me to put on the cheerleader outfit, and I was just messing around when I actually did it.

I’ll back up just a touch; we were in the change room, inside of the football stadium, waiting for the game to end. Parker was waiting for his girlfriend, Hannah, who was out on the field, cheering. Parker asked me to wait with him; he was going to take Hannah out on a date once the game was over—and the only reason we weren’t watching the game with everyone else was because they wouldn’t let us in without buying a ticket, even though Parker was dating the leader of the cheer squad.

Okay, you’re caught up now; let’s get on with it.

He pointed to a spare outfit and laughed and told me that I was too much of a chicken to put it on. So, naturally, to prove him wrong, I got naked, slipped into the cheer outfit, and, as a joke, pranced around the room shaking pom-poms in the air. It wasn’t radically different from the way we goofed around together in the past.

Parker was red, but laughing. He was sitting on a bench. He patted his lap and said, “Come over here and give me a lap dance, baby,” in a deep, Elvis-esque tone, so I did it, just kidding around. He put his hands on my hips as I danced foolishly on his lap. “Think I should run out on the field and start cheering?” I asked, about to take the outfit off.

“I dare you to,” he said with a grin.

No—that was too far. I was all for a good joke (and I might have accepted the dare had he pushed a little bit harder), but I didn’t feel like humiliating myself that day.

I walked over to the cubby where I found the outfit. I got the pom-poms off of my wrists, and then I was about to pull off the tight crop-top when he came up behind me. He put his hands around me, cupping my chest where my breasts would be. “Oh, Parker,” I moaned jokingly, “are you going to take me here in the locker room?” I was trying to do my best porno-girl voice.

Then, I felt something: a hard warmth against my bum. He pulled up my skirt.

“Seriously though, Parker. What are you doing?”

“Shh,” he said. “Just keep looking forward, and don’t talk.”

I froze. He pulled up my miniskirt (I was wearing nothing under it) and he slid a slippery, wet cock in; he’d already spat on it. Now, he was pushing his tip against my asshole.

“Parker!” I gasped.

“Shh!” he said.

My heart was pounding. This wasn’t right; this was gross and inappropriate and potentially friendship-destroying. Everything about this was wrong—particularly the fact that I didn’t want to be fucked by a man!

But, like I said before, it all happened so fast—too fast to process. I felt him penetrate me, despite my clenching. I felt him sliding deep. He took my hands and pinned them against the wall. “Parker,” I muttered, but my voice was shaking now. I couldn’t hardly muster up a whimper. “P—Parker…” I wanted to tell him to stop, but couldn’t figure out how to in the moment.

He started thrusting. He was grunting with each thrust, pinning my wrists harder against that concrete wall. My legs trembled. Tears formed in my eyes. I didn’t quite know what was happening. I could feel every inch of him: every vein, every rigid contour. I could feel him sliding it back and forth, stretching me wide.

Then, there was a pulse of a curious euphoria, which led these words to slip out from my mouth: “Don’t stop.” It was just a whisper, but he heard me, and he kept going. He pumped me harder and harder, thrusting deep into me, rattling me against the wall.

Now, I was erect. I reached down and grabbed my cock and began to jerk myself off—and it only took about ten seconds to make myself cum. I moaned and sprayed the wall, and then he bellowed before filling me, unprotected. I felt the pulsing, deep, warm, gooey. I clenched and moaned, and then I looked back to see four girls standing by the door, hands covering their mouths. Their cheeks were red. One of them held a phone: she was recording a video.

Parker looked back, saw the crowd, which had grown to six girls. He pulled out of me, making me gasp (it hurt more coming out than going in). I felt his seed gushing out of me, down my legs. I scrambled to find my clothes. The girls were taking pictures of us—me in particular. I got my clothes and then rushed out of the room, still wearing that outfit. I found a closet to change in further down the hallway
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The incident in the cheerleading locker room ruined my life. The videos and pictures were seen by pretty much everyone, long before the teachers forced everyone to delete the content off of their devices; of course, many kept the content circulating at my expense.

My teachers seemed to think that my parents should know what happened, to help with the fallout. My father was destroyed mentally; he stopped talking to me. My mother was devastated, but she wouldn’t let me leave the school (even though I was eighteen and it should have been my decision).

I don’t want to get too much into what happened at home; it was quite awful, being borderline disowned, and having your loved ones unable to look at you the same, even after months had gone by. To them, I was like a disgusting mistake that they were trying hard to sweep under the rug. They would tell their friends that I’d been on drugs; they even told my aunt (when she caught wind of the story) that I’d been slipped drugs and raped.

My parents and teachers agreed that I needed to see a therapist. There was a police investigation to determine whether or not I’d been raped, and Parker was suspended for a full month; it took two months to decide his ultimate fate.

But for Parker, it wasn’t quite the life-ending fallout. I was even in the hallway when I saw a guy walk up to him and pat him on the back before saying, “It ain’t homo if that’s how he looked from behind.” And Parker laughed along. For Parker, it was just like an embarrassing mistake that could be brushed off as an inappropriate joke. But for me, it was something that I now had to live with.

My other friends stopped talking to me. People were constantly calling me ‘gay’, and the expected slurs that go along with it.

Maybe the worst part of it all was the porn websites that kept hosting the video. I tried to get it taken off of them all, but it just kept resurfacing, attracting thousands of views. ‘Sissy boy takes it hard in the ass,’ was the title of one iteration. ‘Femboy takes nine-inch cock,’ was another. ‘Huge creampie in femboy ass—REAL!’ was another.

It seemed like that had become my identity almost overnight. At school, people would call me ‘Cheer Boy’, and then giggle. When the school announced the prom date, I was asked out by one of the school’s actual gay students. I politely declined, because I wasn’t gay. Of course, the whole school found out and teased me endlessly because of it.

You get the idea: school became a torment of teasing and bullying. Home life was painfully quiet and awkward.

But the worst part of it all was the therapy. I never wanted to go to those therapy sessions. The therapist would force me to relive the whole episode, over and over. She was determined, it seemed, to get me to admit that I was either trans or gay, and she refused to accept that the whole catastrophe simply unfolded, quickly, and before I could do anything about it.

I never understood why Parker didn’t have to take therapy. When I brought it up with my therapist, she said, “Why would he need therapy?”

“He was there too,” I said. “He was the one who initiated it!”

“Initiated,” she said, nodding slowly. “As in, he forced himself on you?”

“No,” I said. “I mean—not exactly. It’s not like he… forced himself. He just came in, and I… I didn’t reject him.”

“Maybe because you invited him in, and it was really you who initiated it.” She said with raised brows. She was convinced that I was just lying when I said that I was a victim—not of Parker’s advances, but of my own inability to put an end to the act before it started.

To her, there were only two possibilities: that I’d been raped, or that I’d invited Parker to fuck me in the ass; she couldn’t grasp the idea that it was more complicated than that. “The simple answer is usually the right answer,” she would tell me with a smug smile.

“Usually,” I would fire back. “But not always—and not in this case.”

“Tell me, Ainsley,” she would go on. “When you were a child, did you have sexual fantasies about men?”

It was quickly obvious that she was determined to believe what she wanted to believe.

And the worst part about the ‘therapy’ was that the therapist would speak with the teachers after each session, discussing everything that I said; I didn’t know this until after the tenth session. When she finally admitted that fact to me, I realized that my teachers knew a whole lot about me that I didn’t want anyone knowing—like when I started masturbating, and what kind of material I used to masturbate. They knew my sexual fantasies—for what reason? I have no idea…

And the way that I found out went a bit like this…

My teacher was handing out pop-quizzes to everyone in the class. She didn’t put one on my desk, and I asked why. She said, “I understand you’re dealing with a lot of issues, so you are getting a pass today.”

“Just give me the quiz,” I said.

“You need a break,” she insisted.

“Give me the fucking quiz!” I snapped, so I was sent to the principal’s office. And in the office, he said, “Mrs. Tenant is just concerned about the issues you’ve been dealing with.”

“What issues?” I asked, dreading to be reminded of the cheerleading-costume incident.

But that’s not what he said. Instead, he said, “Well, your issues at home, with your father. I understand your father made some comments about you, to your mother, when he didn’t realize you were within earshot.”

I turned white; it was something I told my therapist, but nobody else. That night, I asked my therapist about it, and she revealed that she’d been communicating with my teachers and principal.

Look—you get it it; it was a total shit-show. I wanted it to end. I don’t want to get too dark, but I did consider the worst; I thought about taking one of my dad’s guns and ending it all, so I wouldn’t have to deal with any of this…

But I kept reminding myself that school would be over in a few months… just a few more months. Graduation was just around the corner, and then I could move away—far away. I could relocate to the other end of the country. I could even change my name legally. The thought of leaving my family stung, but it was seeming more and more necessary by the day; I just couldn’t live with this tension. My father was so ashamed of me, and that shame hadn’t waned in months, and I could tell that it never would wane. I fully planned to move, for my sake, and maybe even for his sake.
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The month leading up to graduation was strangely calm. The people who most-often mocked me were now strangely quiet. They wouldn’t even look at me in the hallways, and for a while, it seemed as though the worst of it was over. I never would have suspected that they were planning to do something truly horrible.

It was prom night, and I wasn’t going to go… and then one of the girls in my biology class begged me. She even offered to be my date, which came as a complete shock. She was cute, short, and blonde, and I was sure that she was planning to go with Darrin, one of the running backs on the football team. “No—we’re not that serious,” she told me. “I want to go with you. Why is that so weird to you?”

So I agreed to go. I rented a nice tux and I picked her up, borrowing my mom’s car. She looked beautiful and smelled nice. She kept looking at me with her bright eyes, and in that moment, I wondered if the horrors of the past were finally where they belonged: in the past.

Then, we got to the venue. She asked me to walk her to the bathroom so she could fix her bra. I didn’t think much of it, so I accompanied her. She took me to a bathroom on the other side of the venue, across the whole hall, which was bustling with people. Then, when she went into the bathroom, four guys grabbed me; they muffled me and wrestled me into the bathroom. Then, in the bathroom, they stripped me down and forced me into a cheerleading costume. They laughed the whole time—and I cried.

Then, they took my clothes and left me in that bathroom, alone, wearing a cheer skirt and a crop top, even with pom-poms around my wrists. I ditched the pom-poms, and then I considered ditching the rest of the outfit. I had to decide what was worse: running naked across the prom floor, and then home, or running in the cheer costume.

Well, I was eighteen and extremely insecure, so the thought of being ‘naked’ seemed worse than the cheer outfit, though in retrospect, I would probably choose the nudity. I ran as fast as I could. I tried covering my face, as if it would make a difference. I heard the whole place turn quiet as everyone stopped to watch. Then, I heard the laughing, growing louder and louder.

I ran out of the venue and I kept running. Strangers whistled at my from their cars—maybe jokingly, or maybe thinking that I was really a girl. My face was covered in tears. I considered that terrible option again: my father’s firearm. I knew that he kept the gun locker key right on top of the gun locker—maybe because he wanted me to do it.

I really, really thought about it… but chickened out when I finally found myself in that room, staring at my options. Maybe I would have been better off dead—but there was one glimmer of hope: school was over. I was officially graduated.

So instead of shooting myself in the head, I grabbed a duffle bag. I filled the bag with clothes, a toothbrush, my wallet, my laptop, and then I left. I left without saying goodbye to my parents. I left without saying goodbye to anyone. I just left, stealing some cash from my mom’s purse to pay for the bus ticket. I slept at the bus station, until 6:30 AM the next morning, when the bus to Vancouver pulled in. Then, without hesitating, I boarded the bus and I didn’t look back as we left town.
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I’ll briefly describe the next four years. I settled in Vancouver, living on the street for two weeks while I managed to find a job washing dishes (for a Chinese food restaurant). Then, once I had a paycheque, I found a man who was looking for a roommate. It was a small room with a small bed and access to a shared bathroom and a shared kitchenette. That’s where I lived for the next four years while I saved money. I worked my way up from dishwasher to line-cook, and then I managed to use that experience to get a better job at a decent restaurant, where I eventually was promoted again.

In those four years, I managed to bank enough money to pay for my first year of college. Though I almost considered forgetting about college entirely, strictly because it meant contacting the school board of my hometown to receive a transcript. It took a few days to build up the courage to do it, but I did it; then I had to awkwardly try to invent a lie when the college administrator asked me why my name had changed. “I found out I shared the same name as a well-known racist in town, so I changed it,” I said.

“So you go by Samuel now?”

“That’s correct,” I said.

“Okay, Samuel. I’ll be sure to put that in your application notes.”

They were fine with the excuse and my college application was approved and accepted, and I started classes the very next September.

I was still working that job, five nights a week, with Tuesdays and Wednesdays off. When the head chef was sick or unavailable, I would sub in. Sometimes that meant missing class, but it was easy enough to catch up on missed classes, because I had no friends.

In four years living in Vancouver, I managed to not make a single friend. Even when I was living with a roommate, I would hardly ever talk to him; I tried to be a ghost in the house, never speaking unless spoken to, and never complaining about his loud music or trashy girlfriend who often smoked crack on the living room couch.

I refused to make any friends. I was even hesitant to tell people my name—my new name (I would never mention my old name under any circumstances). I was afraid that if someone got my new name, they would figure out a way to trace it back to my old name, and then somehow find out about what happened—maybe even find that video.

I would wear sunglasses out, even on muggy days. I was afraid of showing my face in public, worried someone would recognize me from that video. I would still regularly go online and issue DMCA complaints to get copies of that video taken down, but they would always resurface, getting thousands of views—and it was disgusting to think that these weren’t people watching as a gag; they were getting off to the video. The video quality was so unfortunately clear and high-quality; you could see the cum gushing out of me the moment Parker pulled out. And there was a good twenty-five seconds of fucking before we noticed we were being filmed.

And in that video, my face was clear: a terribly unfortunate closeup in perfect detail. I would have grown a beard if my genetics allowed for it; my dad once told me that he didn’t get his first facial hair until he was thirty—and they say you get your facial hair genetics from your father.

Sometimes, during class, I would notice people looking my way. Every so often, I would notice people whispering, and I would wonder if they knew. No—if they recognized me from the video, they surely wouldn’t tell their mates… right? That would be admitting to watching twisted ‘crossdressing’ porn. But maybe they didn’t care.

In case you haven’t figured it out; I was suffering from a severe anxiety problem. It was safe to say that it was affecting my quality of life; it was holding me back.

I knew that I probably needed therapy, but I was more horrified of seeing a therapist than anything, after my initial therapy experience. My trust in therapy was nonexistent; my trust in people in general was pretty much gone.

“It’s Sam, right?” asked a man about my age as I was leaving a physics class one afternoon. I froze. I always froze around strangers.

“Why?” I asked, keeping my distance.

“We were paired together for the group assignment,” he said, looking confused as he stared at my surely-pale face.

I let out a breath. “Right. Of course. Sorry.”

“I, uh, was just going to let you know that there’s a party this weekend, at my place. You should come.”

And then, I froze up all over again. “I’m busy,” I lied.

“Oh. Okay. Well… In case anything changes, can I add you on Facebook, and I’ll send you the details? My friend’s band is playing a show to promote their EP and I told him I would get as many people out as possible.”

“I don’t have Facebook,” I said, now feeling like I was on the verge of a panic attack.

“Okay. Well, I’ll just write down the date and time and location here on a piece of paper, and you can do with it what you want; bring friends—whatever. My friend’s band is called Hemingway’s Nutsack. Yeah—I know; not a great name, but that’s what it is. You can look them up.”

When I got home, I looked up the band. They weren’t bad; I liked that kind of stoner-doom-rock music. I hadn’t seen a live band before; that was way out of my comfort zone. I hadn’t been to a party before either—another experience that was held from me because of the whole ‘incident’.

But now, I was feeling a pang of jealousy. It hardly seemed fair that people my age were out having these fun experiences, and I was missing out. I’d never been much of a FOMO-type, but suddenly, I was realizing just how much had passed me by.

And that train of thought led me into a spiral of frustration. I would find myself in similar spirals often, feeling frustrated, and then angry, and then I would mentally list the people to blame for my situation: Parker, my parents, my teachers, those girls who filmed the whole thing… and then, inevitably, myself.

This time, that self-anger led me to something new: a website with self-therapy tips and techniques.

I wanted to live my life. I wanted to have the same experiences that my peers were out having. I wanted to go to that party and I wanted to see that shitty doom-rock band. And, at some point, I wanted to be with a woman intimately.

I was just struggling to trust anyone. What if this party was a setup like prom? What if they found out who I was, and now they were planning some big prank to humiliate me? Would they send me running in a cheerleading costume across the whole party floor?

‘Exposure therapy’ was, supposedly, the most effective form of therapy: facing your fears head-on. Living through panic attacks without retreating. According to the internet, they would go away over time with enough exposure.

Maybe that’s what I needed to do: just face my anxiety head-on. Maybe this party was the perfect opportunity. Maybe I could just go, and be prepared to leave at a moment’s notice. At least I now understood that I could just pack up my things and leave town if the humiliation was bad enough.

So on Saturday evening, I started getting ready. I showered, ironed a shirt, put on a small spritz of cologne. I slipped a pocket knife into my left pocket—just in case anyone tried to ‘jump’ me, and force me into a cheerleading outfit.

I felt as prepared as I was going to get.

The party started at 10:00 PM. I showed up at 11:00 PM, making no announcement of my arrival. I slipped into the house, which was booming with live music—so loud that it was hard to distinguish the notes.

I kept to the wall, entering the room where the band was playing. Some people were thrashing around, others were just bobbing their heads. A few girls were covering their ears, because the music was deafening. I strained, as if it might save my ears. The music wasn’t great; the band members were drunk, maybe even on drugs—but nobody cared. There were flashing lights around the makeshift ‘stage’, but the room was otherwise dark. I stood there for twenty minutes, letting my anxiety settle.

Then, the band took a break. “We’ll be back in twenty!” the singer shouted.

The lights were turned on. I tensed up, waiting to be recognized, but nobody cared.

There were girls there: lots of them. Some were dressed rather provocatively. One girl was dancing in front of me in nothing but a bra and a miniskirt. It was very much like the hypothetical party that I imagined in my head.

I kept to dark corners, remaining invisible. The odd person noticed me, smiled, and went on with their night. I let each little panic attack settle, fighting the urge to bail on the party entirely. I managed to survive one hour at the party, and then two hours. The panic attacks were weakening… maybe there really was something to this whole exposure therapy thing. Maybe I could survive this party and leave with some newfound ability to face my fears. Maybe this was the start of a new life—of an actual life, that wasn’t just spending my time in hiding. Maybe there was hope for me after all.

A girl was looking at me. She was smiling. I caught her gaze once and looked away fast. Then I caught her gaze again, and looked away again. At first, my worst anxieties filled my mind: was she some conspirator? Was she going to try to humiliate me?

Then, as my panic settled again, I considered another possibility: that she was interested in me romantically.

I caught her gaze a third time; this time, I forced myself not to look away. I returned her smile, and then she began to approach. My heart was sent racing. I tried to remember the last time I talked to a woman—a woman who wasn’t the 48-year-old Mei Leung who worked in the kitchen with me at my last job.

“Hi,” this girl said.

“Hey,” I said as a new panic attack began. But I knew that it was just a panic attack; I knew that I wasn’t actually suffering a heart attack. I took a deep breath and tried to keep my composure.

“I haven’t seen you around the school before,” she said.

I looked around to see if there were people watching us, to see if there were snickering faces. I was having flashbacks to my senior year of high-school.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’m there,” I said with a smile. I’m sure my face was dark red.

“You look a bit familiar,” she said. “Maybe you’re in one of my classes. What’s your major?”

We talked for a few minutes—maybe ten minutes, and then her friend found her and asked her to dance with her; they went off, and I let my body relax. Now, I was giddy. A new excitement was bubbling into me. Ten minutes later, I saw her, dancing, with her friends. She was attractive; she had bouncy blonde hair, and she was wearing a satin top with no bra under, so I could see her perky tits bouncing and jiggling, her pokey nipples moving around in her top.

And her legs were exposed, from ankle to the cusp of her bum. The sight of so much skin was a reminder of my own virginity (I should say, virginity with a woman); I’d never felt a woman’s body before. I’d never caressed smooth legs like those.

My heart was racing. She found me thirty minutes later, as I was about to leave for the night. “You’re not going, are you?” she asked.

“I have to be up early for work,” I said to her.

“Aw,” she said. “Come on. Stay for a bit. Dance with me.”

And again came those familiar anxieties. I was terrified that this was some sort of prank, that everyone was in on it. I was used to being the target of abuse. I wasn’t used to being… normal.

I stayed. I danced with her. She laughed and shook her head. “You look like you’ve never danced before.”

“I haven’t,” I said.

She giggled. “Well, it shows. But that’s okay—just follow what I’m doing.” We danced for a while. On the second song, she got closer to me Giggling, she pushed her body up against me. She rubbed herself for a while, and then spun around, mashing her bum into my lap. The stimulation made me hard. I tried to hide it by twisting away from her, but she kept pushing herself against me—and then she noticed. “Wait—are you hard?”

“It’s my phone,” I said, feeling myself turning white.

She blushed and giggled. “It’s okay. I’ve never made a guy hard like that, dancing.”

I felt embarrassed, but now, she had a glowing look in her eye. “Want to go back to my place? It’s not far from here.”

“Your place?” I must have been bone-white.

“It would be nice to talk somewhere quieter, don’t you think?”

So we went to her house. I was probably shaking the whole way. I can’t even tell you how many mini-panic attacks I suffered along the way, constantly thinking that I was on my way to some sort of humiliation. It was so strangely hard to believe that this woman wanted to be with me when there were so many handsome, outgoing men at the party.

She lived in a small house. There was a lamp on in the living room. The moment we had our coats off, she turned to me, fell into my arms, and we kissed. We made out: my first ‘kiss’. She put her tongue in my mouth and I got to taste her sweet lip gloss. She took off her shirt and placed my palm against her breast. I made her moan by squeezing. She asked me to suck her nipples, so I did.

I felt like a new man. I felt like I was getting a whole new lease on life. I even wondered for a moment if I was dreaming. It almost seemed too good to be true.

“What are your fantasies, Sam?” she asked.

“Fantasies?”

“Do you have fantasies?” she asked. “Every guy has fantasies. I want to make one of your fantasies come true, so you never forget this.”

“Um,” I said. “I—I don’t know. I guess I don’t have any crazy fantasies.”

She giggled. “Okay. Let me try to guess.” She stared into my eyes, narrowing her eyes, as if she was trying to read my mind. Then, she giggled and said, “Give me something to work with!”

“I guess I’m pretty vanilla like that,” I said, heart racing. I was worried that I was going to ruin the moment by being too ‘boring’.

“Vanilla, huh?” she said. “Vanilla is fine. I can work with vanilla. Okay, let me go get changed.”

She giggled as she pranced off. Then, I sauntered around her little home. It was a cute spot: clean, minimalist, with some modern art on the walls. I tried to calm my racing heart. Now, I had performance anxiety, and that was turning into a panic attack.

I suddenly realized that the last time I was intimate, it was with Parker, in the cheerleaders’ changing room. The last time that I was with a sexual partner, it was with a man, while dressed as a woman.

Now, I wasn’t erect. My arousal had gone, replaced with terror. What if I couldn’t get hard with her? What if she laughed at me for being unable to get it up? What if I couldn’t get off? What if she thought that I was gay? What if she told all of her friends that I was gay? Oh God—now I was remembering those final months of high-school as if they were yesterday.

Then, she emerged from her room, glowing, sensual, seductive, biting her lip… and wearing a cheerleading costume with a super-mini-skirt. She reached an arm into the air and rustled a pom-pom. “Give me a D!” she said, and then she laughed.

I just froze. My tongue was suddenly dry. She was beautiful… but why the cheerleading costume? My legs suddenly felt weak. My head was spinning. Was I about to pass out?

Then, everything went black. I felt a thud against the back of my head, and I heard her yelp, and the next thing I knew, I was opening my eyes with her looking down at me. “You’re awake!” she said.

“What happened?” I asked, groggily.

“You passed out,” she said. “I didn’t think you were really drunk… but you just fell to the floor.”

“I’m not drunk,” I said. “I—I think I just… fainted.”

“Wait… you saw me dressed up and you fainted? Aw! That’s, like, so cute! But seriously—are you okay? I was just about to call 911.”

“I’m fine,” I said.

“How fine?”

“I—I’m totally fine. I just… fainted.”

Then, she climbed onto me. “Fine enough to…” A grin came on her face, and then she started grinding her soft bum against my lap. She bent forward and we kissed. Then, she went down on me. She sucked my cock there on the floor, slurping up and down my length. And I was quite pleased to see that I was erect in a matter of seconds.

I was worried for a moment that I was going to ejaculate pre-maturely in her mouth, before getting a chance to lose my virginity properly, inside of a woman’s body. Then, she sat up and giggled. “You just shot pre-cum into my mouth.”

“Sorry.”

“Why are you sorry? It was hot.” She licked her lips and then she climbed onto my lap, nestling her crotch onto mine. She wriggled and lowered herself down until my whole shaft had penetrated her cunt. Then, she started bouncing.

I stared up at her cheerleader-outfit-clad body. I watched as her tits bounced up and down. I felt warm fluid trickling down, leaking from her. She had a fast orgasm, and then another. I didn’t last long, but it didn’t matter. We got cleaned up, migrated to her bedroom, and then we went at it again twenty minutes later. This time, I lasted a good thirty minutes, thrusting inside of her, enjoying, for the first time, the intimate pleasure of a woman. My fears were gone. My anxiety didn’t return. It was around midnight when I got a text-message from my boss: “Restaurant will be closed tomorrow. The guys installing the floors have to come in and rip the old floors out. Enjoy your day off.”

“I guess I can stay up later,” I said.

“I’ll have to leave around nine for work,” she said. “But you’re welcome to sleep in and then leave whenever you get up.”

I saw her phone. “Can I put my number in your phone?” I asked.

She looked suddenly disconcerted. “Um,” she said. “I don’t want you to think that this is… going to be more than this.”

“Oh,” I said. “Okay.”

“Like… this can just be… for fun.”

“Of course,” I said.

So we fucked again before finally falling asleep.
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She was gone when I woke up. The sunlight was pouring in through every window. Her curtains were all sheer—diffusion curtains at best, which weren’t ideal for dealing with a hangover. The bright light quickly gave me a throbbing headache, making me realize that I drank more than I realized.

Then, I reached back to feel the pain in my head and felt the bump, and realized that the headache was probably from passing out and slamming my head into her hardwood floors. When I looked at my fingertips, I saw bits of dried blood. Maybe I hit my head harder than I realized.

I groggily sat up and eyed a glass of water. It was probably hers, but I was thirsty and didn’t yet have the energy to pull myself up and head to her kitchen. I drank her water and spent the next twenty minutes getting up. I showered in her small, pink bathroom. I towelled myself with a pink towel. Then, I went back to the bedroom and found my clothes, but quickly found that they were wet—very wet, from my one-night-stand’s leaky pussy. I probably should have gotten naked before that first romp.

So I found her washer and dryer. I figured she wouldn’t mind if I ran a load. I threw her bed sheets in as well, to fill the machine up—and because the sheets had many wet spots from our subsequent romps.

I felt a bit weird, being naked in someone else’s house. But at the same time, I felt proud of myself—even though I was sort of rejected by her at the end of the night, when she told me she had no interest in me outside of a one-night stand. Being naked in a random woman’s house after a one-night-stand was one of those little fantasies that I’d always assumed I would never get to experience. Now, I was ass-naked in a pink kitchen, looking for something to eat for breakfast.

I ate a piece of toast, which helped settle my stomach. I made a pot of coffee and had a mug as I stood naked in her house. Then, I went to check the laundry. 30 minutes remained on the wash, and then I still had to dry my clothes.

I groaned; I was going to be there all morning.

I wandered around her small house, trying to stay away from windows; the sheer curtains weren’t going to hide my naked body from the street, so I couldn’t roam too freely. Her bedroom was the only room that wasn’t, in some way, exposed to street, so it was the safest place to seek refuge while naked.

In her bedroom, I saw that costume, discarded on the floor: the cheerleading costume she wore the night before. And upon closer inspection, it wasn’t a hell of a lot different than the one that ruined my life half a decade earlier.

I lifted it up. Panic overwhelmed me. Memories, as clear as my memories of the night before, came back—but now, I was remembering those horrible months as I finished high-school. I remembered graduation. I remembered the mocking, teasing, and relentless cruelty.

And then, I remembered what I’d read online about exposure therapy. My skin tingled, and I began to wonder if I could use this as an opportunity, to overcome my horrible anxieties that had been ruining my life for so many years.

I thought of a story I read, of a girl who had a horrible phobia of puking. The therapist brought a product used to induce vomiting, and every session, he would give it to her to make her puke, until she realized that puking wasn’t something so horrible. I didn’t really understand how that worked, but I read that she was cured after a few months. Maybe I just needed to… put the costume on, feel it on my skin, confront those awkward, embarrassing memories, and then I could put them behind me.

My heart was racing fast now. I grabbed the edge of the bed frame, worried I was going to black out again. I was so afraid—the same fear that I felt that day, when I looked back, cock in my ass, and saw those girls standing there, filming. The terror was the same now.

I needed to confront it; I couldn’t just run from it. I had to deal with this.

So I closed and locked the bedroom door (it was an older house, with brass deadbolts on the interior doors). I moved away from the windows and I wriggled into the cheerleading costume: skirt first, and then the stretchy athletic crop-top. The outfit was black and gold—an orangey gold, which glittered, and even left some glitter on my skin. I stood up straight and turned to face the mirror.

The panic swelled. A nausea filled my gut. I reminded myself that I was alone… or was I? What if she had a nanny-cam? What if she was watching me through some app? Maybe that’s why she was so comfortable with me being in her house without her there.

In a terrible panic, I tore the clothes off and began searching the room for a hidden camera. I was like a schizophrenic, leaving no possibilities unturned. Then, I cleaned up the room, took a moment to settle myself down, and then I eyed the outfit again.

Okay, maybe I overreacted. Maybe nothing bad came from putting it on. Maybe there was still an opportunity to practise some ‘exposure’ therapy. I took a deep breath, and then I put the outfit back on. This time, I stood, stiff, but kept calm. I looked in the mirror. I stared at myself. I forced myself to stare, knowing that some good would come out of it—though I wasn’t quite sure how; I was just trusting the ‘science’ that I’d read about online.

Okay—maybe this wasn’t so bad. Maybe I wasn’t going to die. I was remembering that day now, and anxiety was swelling, ebbing. But I was just allowing it to happen. These emotions were so… raw. So familiar.

I stood there for a long time, just trying to accept what I was seeing—whatever that meant. I felt like I was making progress in some weird way. The night before—going to that party—I made huge progress with my problems. Now, I was pushing that progress even further. I took a moment to calm myself. I forced myself to relax. Then, I waited until I was ‘bored’ with being dressed up like a cheerleader. That’s what the people online said: expose yourself until you’re bored, and then do it again another day.

And now, I was wondering how I would do it again another day… unless I stole the outfit.

I heard the washer ring, so I undressed and went to start the dryer. Then, I returned to the bedroom with a small bag that I got from under the kitchen sink. I put the cheerleading costume in the bag, put it by my shoes at the front door, and then I took it home with me after my clothes were dry.
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Iput the cheer costume on a hanger and put that hanger on a nail that was sticking out of my bedroom wall. The idea was to see it every morning and every night, hoping that it would eventually get ‘boring’. Now, it still filled me with a terrible dread, every time I looked at it.

When I woke up the next morning, before work, and saw it there, I almost stopped breathing. My skin turned cold and I froze, as if I was suffering from sleep paralysis. Then, I began to calm down. I took a deep breath. The anxiety began to settle. I went on with my morning. I got dressed and went to work.

I was at work for one hour when Phil, the head chef, said to me, “You’re a lot chattier than usual today.” He was looking at me.

I’d been talking, but was it more than normal? “Really?” I said.

“Well,” he went on, “normally you show up for your shift and you don’t speak until you say goodbye on your way out the door. But you’ve been talking pretty much non-stop since you got here.”

I was stunned for a moment, realizing that it was true: I had been ‘shooting the shit’ with him since arriving.

One of the other cooks laughed. “Maybe he got laid.”

I tingled all over. I caught myself grinning—and the others must have noticed, because they started laughing. “Good for you,” said Phil. I must have been blushing for the rest of the day. I wondered if losing my virginity (properly) had changed my brain; people say that happens.

Or… maybe it was all of the ‘exposure therapy’ that I’d endured over the past forty-eight hours. Maybe I’d managed to overcome a small piece of my anxiety.

I almost screamed that evening when I walked into my bedroom and saw the cheerleading outfit again. I don’t want to bore you with repetitious details, but I endured another series of small panic attacks, and then, feeling courageous, I put the outfit on and forced myself to stand in front of the mirror. I endured those painful memories again. Then, wearing the cheerleading costume, I went to my laptop to do some more research on exposure therapy.

I decided to just ‘live’ in the cheer costume, until it was so mundane that it was hardly a blip on my radar. I wore it all evening—with the curtains closed, of course. I read many articles on exposure therapy, now convinced that this was going to be my gateway to living a life without fear and anxiety.

I found some people online talking about similar ‘PTSD’ experiences, and one therapist suggested that the soldier posting online start sleeping in his old uniform. So that’s what I tried. I slept in the cheerleading costume. I woke up in a fright, but soon calmed down.

The next day, at school, I caught myself chatting with another student: a totally normal conversation that started about schoolwork and turned into a conversation about new movies.

And later that day, I saw a girl in the cafeteria eating a slice of pizza, and I just decided to ask her, “Is the pizza good today?”

Now, that may seem like anything but a big deal to you, but to me, it was life-changing. I’d never casually approached a woman and spoken like that before—not without being overwhelmed with dread and terror, worrying that she would look at me and say, ‘Aren’t you the guy from that sissy porno video?’

I felt so renewed, like nothing could stop me.

When I got home, I put the costume on again. But now, I wanted to take this further. I wanted to know what it would be like to rid myself completely of half a decade of dread and anxiety. Maybe it was possible.

So I thought about all of the ‘symbols’ that I associated with that fateful day, four years earlier. The cheerleading costume was one. What else? I closed my eyes, and the first thing that came to mind was a feeling, not a sight: the feeling of being penetrated.

My throat suddenly had a fist-sized lump in it. It was like all of the progress I’d made in the past few days was dissolving in a matter of seconds, just from one single thought. I was realizing that my problems weren’t as far behind me as I thought.

But maybe… maybe… just maybe, I could confront those fears just as I had been. What did that mean? Was I thinking of… penetrating myself?

I took a deep breath. I let the anxiety settle. Then, I considered the thought. Was it something that I could actually do? I looked around my place; maybe I could just try it with something small, something safe. Lots of men masturbate with toys… right? And I could remember when Parker was in me, thrusting; I could remember the pleasure.

Oh God—there was the dread again. My legs were weak. I had to sit down. I hadn’t been ‘sodomized’ since that day… but maybe it was time to try it again, to see that it wouldn’t kill me. It wasn’t something that I had to dread over. I got past the cheerleading costume, maybe I could get past this. Hell—maybe I could do ‘this’ in the cheerleading costume and stone two birds at once.

It took a good fifteen minutes before I calmed down. I went across the road, to the grocery store. I bought a cucumber: narrow but long, so that I didn’t have to worry about ‘losing’ it inside of me. It wasn’t thick enough to hurt.

After another bout of anxiety, I prepared the ‘operation’. I peeled the plastic off the cucumber. I used a peeler to smooth out the end, so it wouldn’t nick me or cut me. I held it under warm water, so it wouldn’t be shockingly cold. Then, I fetched some vaseline (after making sure that it was safe to use anally). I coated the cucumber thoroughly, allowed another panic attack to pass, and then, I got dressed up.

I was reliving that day—this time on purpose. I closed my eyes and allowed myself to remember all of those details, when Parker came up behind me, and I felt his erection against my rear. I reached around back and slid the cucumber up between my butt cheeks, underneath my skirt. My heart was racing, but I allowed myself to feel scared. I allowed myself to feel faint, filled with dread.

I gently began to push the tip against my hole. I clenched hard. My body was fighting me: my subconscious against my conscious. I don’t think I’d ever clenched so hard in my life. I tried twisting the cucumber. I tried different angles. It just wouldn’t go in with my intense clench.

I knew I had to keep trying. I tried with a finger: just the tip of my pinkie finger. It was hard, but I managed to push it in, making me gasp. Then, I slid it back and forth until my muscles relaxed slightly. Now, it was time for the cucumber again.

In it went with a good amount of pressure. I felt it sliding into my body, sloppy with vaseline. I groaned and bent forward. I remembered the day with Parker. I remembered feeling him throbbing inside of me. I remembered feeling his veins—and his tip, swollen and slippery. I remembered feeling his saliva gushing out as he pushed in.

I remembered all of those vivid details, including details that I’d completely forgotten, like the feeling of his fingertips digging into my chest, squeezing my ‘breasts’. I could suddenly remember his hot breath tickling the back of my neck—and the scratchy feeling of his pubic hair against my ass when he was deep inside of me.

And then, I suddenly remembered the gushing of his cum inside of me: that warm, gooey feeling.

I gasped. I pushed the cucumber deep into myself and then I looked down to see the little cheer skirt standing up: a tent, supported by my erection. I was hard. I kept sliding the cucumber in and out. The pleasure… I… I forgot the pleasure. I forgot those little pulses of warm ecstasy. I forgot how hard it was to keep myself from trembling. I forgot how his cock made me moan. I forgot… how good it felt.

Oh God… I was losing control of myself. I slid down to my knees. I turned my head and opened my eyes, and saw the mirror. I froze for a moment, seeing my blushing cheeks. I watched myself for a moment, and then I realized I was still pumping the cucumber in and out of me. Then I noticed the puddle dripping to the floor from under my skirt: a thick, white cream forming on the ground. I was making myself cum.

“Fuck,” I moaned. Then, I fell forward, into my own cum. I kept pumping the cucumber, in and out, in and out. Then, once the orgasm settled, I let go of the cucumber and pushed it out with my ass. It hit the ground with a thud. I remained still for a few minutes, letting those emotions and feelings settle.

For a moment, some dread came: the memory of those girls with those phones, giggling before ruining my life. But for some reason, those memories didn’t stay around long.

I managed to get up, still smiling. I cleaned myself up. I washed the costume (which was covered in my cum).

I put on my normal clothes. I put the cheer costume on the wall, where it would continue to stare at me, desensitizing myself to it.
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As I said before: I don’t want to bore you with repetitious details. For the next few weeks, I would practise that same ‘ritual’: putting on the outfit, buying a cucumber, sodomizing myself while confronting those bad memories. It was a long process of desensitizing myself. But there was more to it: there was also the social aspect, forcing myself to go to parties, forcing myself to talk to strangers without suspecting they planned to humiliate me.

Things were getting better. I was beginning to learn that my past was quite possibly in my past, and it wasn’t going to find me like like fox stalking around a hen house.

The chef at work even had me running dishes out occasionally, when we were getting backed up (and low on front of house staff). Normally, the thought of facing strangers in the restaurant would have been downright horrifying. Now, it was just a part of the job. In fact, I almost looked forward to conversing with complete strangers. I liked the opportunity to test my newfound confidence. And was it confidence? It sure felt like it…

The chef at work ended up inviting me to a party that he was throwing. He’d gotten his hands on a keg of beer that had been rejected by the restaurant because it was mislabelled and we couldn’t legally sell mislabelled liquor. “You like a good kegger, right?”

I’d never been to a kegger, but I was excited about the opportunity.

Of course I was nervous, as always. I still had that ‘PTSD’. I still dealt with panic attacks and terrible fluctuations of anxiety. But my situation was improving, and the fact that I’d seen it improve made me think that I could improve it even more.

I didn’t know anyone at the party except for Chef. He was busy talking to a group of close friends, so I decided to meander around, slowly. I’d found that I didn’t look awkward at parties as long as I was moving from room to room, and not staying in the same place for too long.

As the night dragged on, and the guests became increasingly intoxicated, a the music became louder, and the lights became dimmer, I started to relax. I was truly starting to believe that nobody at that party could hurt me, the way that people used to hurt me. I pounded back a shot of tequila and then I had a sudden revelation: my past was in my past.

It was a blissful realization, which lasted all of ten minutes.

A girl approached me with a big grin on her face. She was giggling. Her cheeks were red. “I’ve seen you before,” she said.

And for once, my first instinct wasn’t to assume that she’d seen that video, which had surely been seen by a few million people across the country. I assumed she’d been to the restaurant, or maybe she was a student at the same college as me. “Really?” I asked.

She looked me up and down, biting her lip. “I’m sure of it,” she said. “My name’s Talia. Want to dance?”

“Okay,” I said. I really didn’t think anything strange. She kept grinning, letting out the odd giggle. She was constantly blushing. Normally, I would have assumed the worst; I would have assumed that she knew my past and she was pranking me—but that just seemed so implausible now. We danced; we had fun. We didn’t talk much… we didn’t talk at all.

Then, around midnight, she looked up into my eyes and said, “Want to take me home?”

I wanted to—but that cheer costume was up on my wall. I knew I wouldn’t be able to hide it before I got her into my bedroom. “What about your place?” I asked.

She blinked a few times. “What’s wrong with your place? I’d love to see it.”

“It’s just a mess right now,” I said. “I would be embarrassed if you saw it.”

“I don’t care.”

“Well…” I said. “It’s also my roommate. He’s got his, uh… parents staying over, and they’re in my room, so I’m on the couch, and it’s all a big mess.”

“Okay, I get it. You don’t want to take me to your house.”

“No!” I said. “I do. I really do. It’s just…” I bit down on my tongue. Then, I thought, maybe I could tell her to wait while I ran in to clean the costume off of the wall. “Okay—I’m just being shy. We can go to my place.”

So we went to my place. At the front door, I asked her, “Wait two minutes while I just clean up.”

“Are you going to go and hide your Fleshlight?” she giggled.

“No, nothing like that. I just don’t want you thinking I’m a slob. Promise me you’ll wait until I come back. Two minutes at the very most.”

“Sure,” she said. So I ran into the house. I went straight to my room. I reached up to grab the cheer costume, and then I heard her laughing behind me. I spun around and saw her there. “I knew it! I knew it was you!”

“I told you to wait!”

She covered her mouth with both of her hands. “I totally recognized you.”

I felt my legs becoming weak. Blood was rushing out from my head, leaving me lightheaded. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. I was frozen.

Then, she lowered her hands down, clasped them behind her back, pouted her lips, and said, “Can I fuck you?”

“What?” I said.

“Like—with a dildo or a strap-on or something,” she said. “It’s, like… a big fantasy of mine. Put on the costume and let me fuck you.”

My heart was racing. I thought I was going to puke. She was skipping over to me. She grabbed my shirt and pushed my arms up into the air so she could pull it off. Then, without any warning, she went to her knees and made quick work of my trousers. Suddenly, she was sucking me off, and I was suck in a state of horrible confusion. This wasn’t the reaction that I was used to when people found out that I was the star of some terrible porno video.

I looked down and watched as she sucked, seemingly desperate to get me off. Spit was dripping off of my growing erection. She had her hands on my thighs, her nails digging gently into my skin. Then, she paused and looked at my body. “We need to shave you. Why aren’t you shaved?”

“Shaved?”

“Can I shave you?”

“Shave me?” I was stuck in a dumbfounded state, repeating her like an idiotic parrot.

She stood up and grabbed my wrist. She pulled me to the bathroom, and I just went along, stuttering, terrified. She took my razor and shaving cream and then giggled as she dropped to her knees. “I’m not going to lie. I’m kind of star-struck right now. That movie you did was so hot.”

“It wasn’t a movie,” I said. “It—It was just an accident.”

“You were so fucking hot in it,” she continued, as if she didn’t hear me.

She started shaving my hair away, rinsing it down my bathroom sink. I was just frozen, watching, stunned, thinking this was some sort of nightmare. For the past four years, I’d dreaded the moment that I would be recognized… but now, I was confused. She wasn’t making fun of me or filming me or hurting me; she was… excited. She seemed happy. My past seemed to bring her a strange amount of… joy.

I stood there for fifteen minutes. She shaved my legs, my crotch, my ass. Then she commanded me to lift up my arms. She giggled the whole time, squirming with excitement. She was also squirming because she had a lot to drink, and she was holding in her pee. “I just peed myself a little,” she kept saying—and then it turned out to be true when she reached down to pull off her skirt, and I saw the big wet spot on her panties. She just giggled, thinking it was funny.

She fetched the cheer costume and begged me to put it on. “I’ll find something to fuck you with,” she said, and then she darted off. And for some reason, I found myself slowly putting the costume on, unable to think of what else I could be doing instead.

Once I was dressed, she came back in. She paused for a moment. “We can do better,” she giggled. Then, she got naked, removing her bra, exposing her cute B-cup breasts. She went around behind me and put the bra on me. She grabbed some wads of tissue paper to fill it out, and then she fixed my cheer crop top over it. Now, I had a bust. But she still wasn’t satisfied. “Do you have a wig?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t… dress up like a girl.”

“Yeah—sure,” she said. “You just keep a cheerleading costume on your wall.” She giggled. “I think it’s cute. Don’t be embarrassed.”

“I really don’t.”

“Okay, your hair is pretty shaggy. I think I can work with it. What size are your feet? Oh my God—you might even fit my heels! Hold on.” She ran to the front door and returned with her heels. They fit, so she made me wear them. Then, she began playing with my hair, using a product from her purse; I think it was a styling gel of some sort. “Cute!” She cried. And then out came the makeup. She made me sit still while she put on eyeshadow, eyeliner, blush, and so on. It hurt when she plucked my eyebrow hairs. Then, she took off her own choker and wrapped it around my neck.

A moment later, she was down between my legs, with her face pressed into my ass, tongue digging into my asshole. I felt so strange, so lost… but it felt so good. I let out a moan. She giggled. “You have the cutest little moans!” she said. “By the way—I’m totally bi, and this is just checking every box for me.” She went back to work, eating me out. I turned my head and there was the mirror: myself, as a girl, unrecognizable. I had my hands on my ‘breasts’, legs spread wide. My cheeks were dark red—and not just with blush.

I let my head fall back. I tried to stop worrying; maybe this wouldn’t end badly. I kept checking to make sure she wasn’t filming this. I saw her phone on the floor; it wasn’t recording—but I had to keep checking. I kept eyeing windows, to make sure the curtains were closed. Then, my gaze would find the mirror and I would find myself staring at my reflection again.

I looked so… girly. I looked like the real thing. And I actually looked… hot.

I bit my lip, then I let my head fall back again. Now, she was fingering me, pushing in knuckle-deep, pumping faster and faster. I could hear her sweet giggling. Then, I felt a dull pressure. I squirmed a bit, and then I felt a tight penetration. I gasped and looked down at her. “W—What is that?”

She giggled. “It’s my dildo. I forgot I had it in my purse. Does it feel good?”

I was white now, staring at her as she pushed the toy deeper into me. I was just frozen, shocked, humiliated—but also in a familiar state of bliss as pulses of euphoria surged through me. “Shit,” I whispered.

“You’re getting hard!” she giggled, and then she grabbed my erection firmly and started pumping it. It was a minute later when she climbed onto it. She let it fall deep into her pussy and then she started bouncing, back to me, while still pushing that dildo in and out of me.

“Fuck!” I cried.

“Oh God,” she moaned. “It feels so fucking good. Look at your beautiful fucking asshole! It’s so fucking tight!” She kept pumping, but she used her other hand to tease around my rim, feeling it and tickling it with her fingertips.

I moaned. “I’m going to cum.”

“Don’t cum yet,” she begged. “Please, please, please! I’m not there yet. Don’t cum yet.”

“I—I can’t hold it,” I said.

“You have to. Oh God—your beautiful little asshole. It’s so fucking cute. You’re so fucking hot. I just want to bounce on your sexy little body all fucking night!”

I tried to hold back, but I couldn’t. I started coming.

“Fuck!” she screamed loudly. “I can fucking feel it! I can fucking feel you coming inside of me. Oh my fucking God, it’s so warm. It’s so fucking wet!” She jammed her dildo hard and deep, making me gasp—and it probably made my last few cum-shots blast harder into her cunt.

She moaned and convulsed, and then she peed all over me and my bed before slumping forward, falling onto me, nuzzling her face into my neck. “That was awesome,” she said. “We should do it again in, like, ten minutes.”

“Okay,” I said.

So we did. We did it until the sun was rising, and then we both passed out from exhaustion. In the morning, she was in a rush to leave. “I’m so late for work,” she told me. She dug into her purse and put some makeup supplies on my table. “You keep these. Practise through the week, and then I’ll come over on Friday—my night off—and we’ll party again.” She winked at me, and then left in a hurry.
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It was that night when I found myself staring at those makeup supplies. A part of me was overwhelmed with dread, knowing that there were people who still recognized me. I couldn’t help but wonder just how many people saw me, knew that I was in a depraved porno movie, but never said anything.

But another part of me was excited to know that—at least for Talia—it wasn’t necessarily a negative thing. And Talia came with another added bonus: she desperately wanted me to expose myself to those painful memories, for her own satisfaction. Of course, she didn’t know what I went through; she didn’t know that she was triggering intense PTSD. But maybe that’s just what I needed: the next step in my self-administered exposure therapy.

So I spent that evening putting on makeup. I don’t think I did a good job, so I washed it all off. My cheer costume was starting to get worn out from being worn constantly (I slept in it every night, and wore it most evenings in my attempt to desensitize myself to it). It was a cheap costume, which already had mileage when I stole it. So the next day, I went and bought a new one.

I considered it to be part of my therapy: going into the store, picking it out, and purchasing it at the cashier, accepting all of the weird looks that I was getting. I tried not to guess who recognized me. In fact, I came to a new conclusion: that anyone who recognized me was just as guilty in their deprivation. If they recognized me, then that meant that they were looking up ‘sissy porn’ online. In fact, the act of admitting to anyone that they recognized me was worse than my position; I could claim that I was just a dead-ringer and not the star of that short clip, but they couldn’t easily claim that they accidentally stumbled onto that porn clip through some unfortunate series of misclicks.

It was a revelation that lifted a lot of weight off of my shoulders. I felt freer than before. I’d been doing a lot of reading into psychology, trying harder to understand my own ‘PTSD’. I learned about projection, and I reflected deeply on the bullying that I’d endured in high school after the incident. Now, remembering some of the slander that was thrown at me, I couldn’t help but think that many of those mean high-schoolers were just projecting their own insecurities on me.

I was making big strides. Another big stride came that next Friday, when Talia came over again and begged me to put on my new cheerleading costume. At first, I was overwhelmed with nerves, but soon, I settled into the fun that we were having. Tension came again when she pulled out her phone and started filming. “What are you doing!?” I snapped. But we talked it through; she had a fetish for being filmed during sex—so with a bit of hesitation, I allowed it, as long as she let me delete it when we were done.

But when we were done (and watching the film together), she said, “Can I please keep it?”

“What are you going to do with it?”

“I’ll watch it when I finger myself at night,” she giggled.

I squirmed, uncomfortable, but allowed the film to survive. She kept that forty-minute recording, from her POV, of me being stuffed by her (wearing a strap-on). The video was graphic, with close-ups of my asshole gaping, and a closeup of the tip of my penis as cum burst out of it. There were even crystal-clear clasps of my face. I was dolled up, but still recognizable to anyone who knew my eyes and my face shape.

Then, the very next night, Talia sent me a message. “I won’t do it without your permission—but could I please upload this to a porn site?”

“No,” I replied. Then I phoned her, terrified she was just going to do it. “Talia—please. You can’t. You—You have to delete it. I can’t… I can’t live through that again!”

“I’ll send you what I’m thinking,” she said.

“No! It’s a no!”

A few minutes later, she sent me a version of the film, with a black bar over my eyes. My stomach churned; with the bar there, it was pretty much impossible to recognize me. I squirmed. I let the panic attack settle. “I have to think about it,” I told her.

And I did: I thought about it for days. I considered what she was suggesting. She wanted to post it because it was a big turn on for her to be posted on a porn site. She wanted guys jerking off to her. And for some reason, the thought of getting people off had me tingling all over in a similar sense of excitement.

But I remembered the horror that came with the last video…

The last video showed my face, and was shared with my classmates. Talia didn’t go to my school; she didn’t know my classmates. And that video had my eyes concealed, hiding my identity.

So I caved; I let her post the video. She sent me a link a few hours later: the video, quickly collecting views and comments and ‘likes’ on that perverted website.

I spent the next twenty-four hours in a state of dread. I was waiting for the horrible fallout. I couldn’t sleep. I started sweating, and that turned into a self-induced fever state. I was nauseous. I spent most of the night with my arms around a toilet bowl. I tossed and turned and went into deep states of regretting. I cried and I locked my doors and shut my curtains. It was one of my worst panic attacks in years.

Then, a few days later, I managed to go to work, and then school. I maneuvered carefully, still waiting for the repercussions, but they never came.

A week later, Talia asked if she could come over. She wanted to have sex—but there was more than that. She wanted to film another video. This time, she had me lay on top of my coffee table, which was glass, with my penis dangling over the edge. She put her phone on the ground, filming up, with my torso and cock taking up the frame. Then, she mounted me. She thrusted into me non-stop, until my cock became hard and began to drip cum down onto her phone’s camera. She wasn’t done with me until the camera could see nothing but white goo. While I was still slumped on the table, she posted the video onto that same site. “People loved the last video. We’re, like… famous!” She giggled.

I was falling into another panic attack, but I made sure she promised my face wasn’t visible in this new video. We fucked again later on, with her bouncing on top of me. While she was sliding her tight pussy up and down the length of my shaft, I realized something that made my skin crawl: I preferred her on top.

Getting off inside of her was nice—don’t get me wrong. But the orgasm wasn’t the same; it was so much… less. It was shorter and less intense. When she was thrusting into me (or when Parker was thrusting into me), the euphoria was intense, building constantly, and it lasted so wonderfully long!

When we were having sex the third time that night, I took her hand and brought it around behind me, and she got the idea: she put her finger in me, and that made it so much better.

She came over the next week. First, she wanted to film me being dominated by her. She had a new dildo: a large, black, veiny shaft, which stretched me wide. The pleasure was intense, making me moan and scream, and then I was unable to move for almost fifteen minutes afterwards, overwhelmed by that tingling. Later, we fucked properly, like a normal man and a woman, with me penetrating her… but it just wasn’t the same.

“You’re soft,” she said to me. “Pull out and make it hard.”

I pulled out and tried jerking it and massaging it, but my arousal just wasn’t there. She tried, taking my cock and sucking it, tasting her own thick vaginal excretions. “Why aren’t you getting hard?” she asked.

Now, I felt humiliated. She stared at me, and then she said, “I know. Roll over.” I did. She started fingering my asshole. It only took thirty seconds before I was rock-hard. Then, with a smile, she flopped onto her back and spread her legs. I continued fucking her—but two minutes later, we encountered the same issue. “You’re fucking soft again!”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“I get it,” she said, shaking her head. “You just want to take it. You’re not really into girls, are you?”

“What!?” I snapped. “I’m not gay!”

“Right…” she said. “Just prefer cock to pussy?”

“No,” I said. “It’s just… I don’t know! I’m just… going through some confusing times right now.” I felt like such a fool.

“Whatever,” she said, frustrated. “Just fuck me with the limp cock. I’m going to use a vibrator.” She held a vibrator to her clit while I fucked her—and I never got fully hard again. Once I came and pulled out, she continued masturbating with the vibrator, for another fifteen minutes or so, with cum falling out of her. She came, without me.

Then, she left, and I never saw her again.
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Iwas thinking a lot about my future. After moving across the country, I had a slight sense of where my life would go; it wasn’t a life with high expectations, but it was a path of relative certainty. I knew that I could get a college degree while working in kitchens. Then, I could pursue some semblance of a career while keeping to myself. I never saw myself with a woman, because I always assumed that women wouldn’t want anything to do with me.

But after being with a couple of women, intimately, the thought of being alone was just to terrible to handle. I wanted to find someone, and after being with a pair of girls, it seemed like it was somewhat possible… until they spent time with me, and then they seemed to lose interest.

I felt, in a lot of ways, like one of those Only Fans girls who are lusted over by many men, but none of the guys want to be in a relationship with them. Apparently, it’s not so different with women.

Or maybe I was just assuming all women were just like Talia. Maybe I needed to start meeting more women. Maybe there was a woman out there who just wanted to be normal with me.

But is that what I wanted? Did I just want normalcy? Now, after having experienced sex both ways, I wasn’t sure that I wanted to play out the typical male role in the bedroom for the rest of my life. And how could I find a woman who would want to be on top?

Thoughts like that were turning into new anxieties; I was no longer fearing my past, but now I was fearing my future. There was a wretched uncertainty ahead of me: loneliness and confusion. But the demons of my past were still chasing me down, threatening to ruin all of my progress.

I considered going to sleep in my regular pyjamas. I considered leaving my leg hair to grow in during my showers. I considered throwing out all of the makeup that Talia left at my house. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it; I kept putting on the costume and the makeup. I even went further, buying myself a blonde wig, buying myself a silicone breast form to wear under the costume. I purchased a product for my legs that was supposed to smooth the skin and shrink the hair follicles, so my legs would appear smoother and more feminine. But why was I doing these things? I felt like I’d lost my grasp on what the purpose of it all was.

I kept trying to remind myself that it had something to do with exposure therapy. And sometimes it did, for sure. Sometimes, I would battle a bout of sudden anxiety by putting on that costume and staring at myself in the mirror. Somehow, confronting that past part of myself made it easier to move forward… though I was no longer so sure that it was part of my past. Now, I was starting to think that my past had successfully infiltrated my present.

Maybe it was inevitable. Maybe there’s no escaping your past. Maybe this was just something that I would be dealing with for the rest of my life. Maybe I needed to accept it. Isn’t that what exposure therapy is all about? Accepting your past?

I just couldn’t do it; I couldn’t force myself to accept this as anything other than some sort of divine punishment… and I couldn’t stop putting on makeup, and that breast form; I couldn’t stop standing in front of the mirror, looking at myself, wondering where it all went wrong.

And I kept thinking back to that day, with Parker, in that changing room. I kept thinking about the moment that he asked me to put on the cheer costume, as a dare. I could see in his eye that it wasn’t just a dare… there was a glimmer: a blushing on his cheeks. And in me, there was something more than just the eagerness to prove that I wasn’t chicken⁠—

There was an excitement.

Just the week before that incident, there was a moment, which was just coming to me now: a repressed memory, suddenly surfacing. I was watching our home team taking on the Dieppe Warriors. The cheerleaders took to the field during the first quarter break. They had those cute outfits on. They threw their hair left and right. They looked so beautiful.

The men around me were watching them with beaming eyes and drooling mouths. When the girls jumped, their breasts bounced in their tight tops. Their smooth skim glimmered, sparkling in the waning evening sun. I knew the men around me were fantasizing about fucking them, but I had another thought in my head; I wanted to feel what those girls were feeling.

I wanted to feel that sexy outfit on my body. I wanted to feel those ogling eyes. I wanted to feel that feminine freedom, swinging my hair back and forth.

When Parker told me to put on the costume, I just couldn’t resist the temptation.

Now, I tried to reject that old memory. But it was too strong. I’d repressed it for so long; for months, I’d dreamed of being one of the cheerleaders—and not one of the male cheerleaders (there was one on the squad, but that wasn’t what I wanted). I wanted the skirt, the tight top, and the tickling pom-poms on my wrists. My God—I wanted it so badly! Why couldn’t I be like them? Why couldn’t I be a beautiful girl too?

My heart was racing now as I stared at the cheer costume on my wall, about to put it on my naked body. I felt suddenly sick. I wasn’t able to wrestle with this new information… old information that was brought back to light.

My God—what did this mean?

I put the costume back on. Then, a minute later, I got a text message from one of my classmates: a guy who had my number because we worked on a project together. “I’m throwing a Halloween party on Saturday. Feel free to come. Bring whoever you want. We’ve got two kegs.” He sent me a link to the Facebook page, but I couldn’t access it because I still refused to make a Facebook account. I didn’t need to see the Facebook page to know that hundreds of people planned on going; I heard them the next day at school, all discussing what they were going to wear.

And my mind was flashing with a golden opportunity; this was my chance to put on the cheerleader costume and be out in public. My brain was begging me not to do it, but the urges were so strong. I kept catching myself grinning, blushing at the thought of people seeing me how I’d seen myself, how Talia had seen me: dolled up, shaved legs. And since Talia, I’d come so far. I’d acquired the breast form. I’d learned so much about doing my makeup. I’d worked on little details, like mannerisms, speech. I could pull off a convincing female… as far as I knew.

And I was constantly looking at Talia’s porn page, seeing those climbing views, seeing the comments praising me, praising my body, talking about me like I was some sort of gorgeous cross-dressing goddess.

My mind was sick.

I tossed and turned for the next two days, sleeping very little, spending time in the bathroom with nausea that I was so used to from years of living with anxiety. Those flares of anxiety were there because, deep down, I knew that I was going to that Halloween party dressed like a cheerleader.
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Ifigured I could just laugh it off as a joke if anyone said anything. But my plan was to slip in, unnoticed. My plan was to stay in character and not let anyone know who I was. I made myself more unrecognizable than ever, using makeup and a new hairpiece with bangs. I put on false lashes, which totally changed the appearance of my eyes. I’d learned about contouring, and had practised the techniques.

My breast form blended perfectly, and the seam was hidden with a thin black choker.

I put on the outfit and stood before the mirror. This time, instead of suffering through a panic attack, I caught myself dancing like a cheerleader. I caught myself giggling and bouncing.

Of course, the anxiety came. When I had my hand on the door handle, I froze. I began to feel cold sweat on the back of my neck. I was sick, but I just let it pass. Then, I left my house.

Every step of the way was like another test, another test of exposure therapy. I was reliving that fateful day in so many ways. I caught the odd glance looking my way as I walked to the party (it was twelve blocks away, so I chose not to drive or cab or bus). With each step, I felt my tiny skirt bouncing, probably showing my bum to whoever was behind me.

It was Halloween night; lots of girls were out in skimpy outfits. I was just… one of them. The people looking at me were mostly men. I caught a few ‘buddies’ nudging each other, grinning, maybe talking about how slutty and hot I was—or maybe laughing at how ridiculous I looked.

I heard a few whistles, a couple of catcalls. One guy yelled at me from his car to shake my ass, and I did it. Maybe they were mocking me; the anxiety was there—but it was manageable, and that was so much of an improvement that I was feeling thrilled.

The party was bustling. People were streaming in from seemingly every direction. The house was shaking with loud music. I paused for a moment before entering; I considered going home, but knew, deep down, that nothing was going to stop me.

I went in. The place was warm and humid, and otherwise just like other parties I’d been to over the past ten weeks or so, since school started. I was initially overwhelmed, especially when heads started turning towards me and eyes started scanning me up and down. I knew that they believed I was female; some of them just couldn’t look away from certain assets: my breasts, my eyes…

I recognized the odd person; many were in my classes, but didn’t know me well enough to know me through my disguise. I smiled, kept my head down, and made my way to the dance floor.

I started dancing in the crowd of dancers. I was tense with anxiety, but I didn’t care; I knew this was possibly my only true chance to live out this repressed fantasy. This opportunity may never come again, so I let loose. I danced for five straight songs, until I could feel the perspiration under my clothes. I wiped my forehead and felt the gazes of interested men.

In some moments, I was high, experiencing a deep-seated fantasy, feeling sexy, feeling wanted, desired. In other moments, the thought of future repercussions weighed heavily on me, crushing me, sending me into spirals of terror. A few times, I ended up in the bathroom, door locked, curled up in a ball, whispering, “Why did you do this? What were you thinking?” I tried hard not to cry so I wouldn’t ruin my makeup.

And then the anxiety would settle and I would realize my one opportunity—to be a girl, to be in that cheerleading costume, to feel sexy and desired—was slipping away. I would go back out, I would dance my heart out. It was late when a man came up behind me while dancing; he started dancing with me: grinding, hands on my body. I turned to him and felt his large presence. He was dressed as a football player. He grinned. “Hey cutie,” he said.

“Hi,” I said softly.

We danced late into the night, and then we found ourselves in an upstairs bedroom. I was on my knees, sucking his throbbing erection. My heart was racing; he was drunk, but I wasn’t; I hadn’t had any liquor at all. I stroked him. I gripped him firmly and pumped. I made him squirm, and then I turned around, stood up, and guided his cock under my skirt. I made sure he never found my cock. I pushed his tip right into my asshole, moaned, and began to bounce against his lap. He thrusted hard into me, and I felt that sweet bliss one more time. His cock felt just like Parker’s: thick, throbbing, warm. He didn’t last long, but it was long enough to take me back to that fateful day…

No—not in the changing room. There was another incident, another repressed memory. It was a month before the cheerleading incident; Parker was over at my house. We were pulling an all-nighter for an English assignment. Parker brought a bottle of whiskey and we drank the whole thing. We were both loopy, drunk. He spilled a drink on his pants, and then, joking around, got naked in my bedroom. Then, I took off my pants and went down on him. I sucked him, and then I climbed onto his lap. “Put on your sister’s dress,” he told me, slurring.

I did it. It was a white lace dress with floral embroidery. I also pulled up some white stockings that my sister had left in the bin. Then, I sat on his cock and bounced on him until he came. After he came, he passed out. I sat there with an ass full of cum, masturbating, until I came on myself. I passed out in that dress, and then, when I woke up, Parker was gone. I quickly pulled the dress off and convinced myself it was a nightmare.

No—it wasn’t a nightmare; now I knew it for sure. And now, as the football player rammed my asshole, I remembered every detail of that homoerotic night. I was replaying it in my mind, in real-time, while experiencing the same thing again. It was a blissful, terrifying moment—and a moment full of revelation. I suddenly understood why I’d been so terrified over the past four years; it wasn’t just the terror of being caught; it was the terror of what was hiding inside of me—the terror that everyone teasing me was correct. When they mocked me and said, ‘Tranny boy!’ they knew something that I was refusing to accept.

I wanted to be a girl; I wanted to experience life as a girl, the way that the women around me did. When I saw those feminine cheerleaders, I saw what I wanted to be. When Parker offered me the cheerleading costume, he was offering me a glimpse into the life that I wanted. And now, I was living out my deepest fantasy.

In this moment, I was happy.

Now, I needed to accept my own reality.

The football player, whose name I didn’t know, finished with a loud groan, pulsing thick cum deep into my body. I turned my head to lock lips with him. His stubble was coarse and scratchy. I felt like I was betraying a part of me, while also accepting a part of me.

I didn’t think that I was gay. I wasn’t attracted to men—at least not outside of a sexual context. I liked being with them; I liked being dominated and I craved penetration, and my own submission. But I liked girls… didn’t I?

Now, I wasn’t so sure. I didn’t know anything anymore. It was like a bomb had gone off inside of my brain, and now the dust was settling, leaving a whole new landscape that I needed to explore. I had no idea what I was supposed to do now.

“Taste your asshole,” the man growled, and he pushed me to my knees and pressed his erection into my mouth. I sucked the last few drops of cum out of his shaft, and then he stuffed himself away. He asked for my phone number, but I told him what Talia told me: “I don’t want this to be anything more that what it was.” He looked a bit hurt, and in a weird way, that left me feeling empowered—to think that I had that kind of emotional control in my life, and over a man who was probably sought after.

Why was I smiling? Why was I blushing and grinning the whole walk home, as if I’d accomplished something? I felt so rosy, so light on my feet. A car buzzed by and the men inside whistled at me. I blew them a kiss without an ounce of anxiety.

There was an adult shop between the party and my house; it was open, so I slipped inside. I bought myself a set of satin-and-lace pyjamas. I took the pyjamas home, showered, changed, and then slipped into bed. As I fell asleep, I thought of all the ways that I could embrace my revelation. The next morning, my boss was knocking at my door; he’d never been to my house before, and now, I was dressed like a girl. I panicked slightly, but felt in control. I knew that I could decide my next step; he wasn’t going to barge in and see me like that.

But I wondered if it mattered; maybe he could see me like that and he wouldn’t care. Maybe it would only be a big deal if I made it seem like a big deal. So, in a moment of bravery, I answered the door, in female pyjamas. He smiled at me and asked, “Is Sam home?”

“I am Sam,” I said with a laugh. I wasn’t wearing makeup or a wig, but apparently my appearance was altered simply by my outfit and the way that I was carrying myself. He blushed, stuttered, and then blinked a few times before handing me an envelope. “The, uh, owner of the restaurant asked me to drop this off. It’s a bonus; we, uh, all got them.”

It was a thick envelope. “How much is it?”

“Fifteen-hundred,” he smiled. “I guess the accountant managed to move some numbers around and we qualified for some tax break. Anyway—spend it how you want to spend it.”

He looked me up and down, looking awkward, and then he zipped off. I felt a bit embarrassed, and a bit uncertain as to how this would all play out. I was sure that he would gossip about what he saw, and maybe even jump to some conclusions. Maybe this would somehow lead to my past being dug up, but now, I knew that I couldn’t just keep hiding from my past; I needed to accept that it happened and move on.

I used that cash to buy a few outfits, and to redecorate my living space. I bought myself a new couch: a soft tan couch, with white throw pillows. I bought a couple pieces of artwork for my walls, and a side table, and a couple of gentle lamps. I found a deal on a rug, shag and white, which stripped my floors of their blunt, rustic masculinity. I stopped at a consignment shop and picked up a little yellow dress, which was so amazingly soft and fit me so well.

It was three days before I realized that I hadn’t had a proper panic attack. Sure, there were little anxious moments, and the odd nausea that ebbed in my gut. But my crippling anxiety seemed to be gone.

For days, I would just way for the panic attacks to come back; I was expecting them to strike at any moment, but they weren’t coming back. I would put on the cheerleader costume, and nothing would happen. I would put on my yellow dress and go out into public, thinking that my sanity would kick in and stop me in the form of anxiety; it never happened.

At school, there was a costume contest, and I decided to go, dressed as a cheerleader. As I went up on stage, I half-expected laughter and mocking—but people cheered and clapped and some men even whistled. After I stepped down from the stage, a woman approached me and asked if I would be interested in being an actual cheerleader. “Our squad lost one of our flyers last week—she moved to Florida. It would take some practise, but you might be able to slip in.”

I blushed all over. I told her that I would think about it, and then the next day, I went to my ‘tryout’. They didn’t have me flying in the air just yet, but they all agreed that I had the potential; they liked my dance moves—and I can’t say that I know where those dance moves came from; maybe my unconscious brain had been ‘downloading’ them all those years ago, when I sat in the bleachers and watched the cheer squad down on that field.

I lost half a decade to what I thought was PTSD, but really, it was just a part of my being that was trying to emerge, but got chased into hiding.

THE END
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SUDDENLY A GIRL



Steven was a man… until one morning when he was suddenly a girl. He has no idea what happened; his 6’0” muscular frame is gone, and now he’s a petite 5’4” perky brunette. His wife thinks the woman in her bedroom is a psychopath and has her arrested. Police don’t know what to do with the mysterious girl, who has no identity, so they send her to a psych ward. None of the doctors believe this girl when she says she woke up in the wrong body.

And now Steven is left wondering if his life as a man was really just the psychotic dream of a psychotic woman. Regardless of the truth, now, this petite brunette needs to figure out how to navigate the world as a beautiful, young woman, starting with nothing—not even a name or a social security number.
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It was a Saturday morning. We had no plans for the weekend, unless you count ‘sleeping in’ as a plan. So I was surprised to open my eyes and see my wife, Kim, staring at me as if we’d slept in for some hugely important event. “What is it?” I asked, staring into her big, saucer-plate eyes.

Then, my heart sank; I assumed the worst. “My mom?” I asked. My mom’s health had never been good. She was constantly coughing, with low-energy. She refused to stop smoking; she refused to stop chugging Coca Cola like it was water—and refusing to drink water, because it ‘tasted bad’.

“Kim! What is it?” I asked, already feeling like I was starting to tear up; I just knew that it was my mother.

“Who are you!?” she gasped at me. “What the fuck are you doing in my bed!?”

[image: Shocked]



I paused for a moment, trying to understand what she was asking me. I blinked a few times, and then I considered the possibilities. I remembered my ex-girlfriend, Carol, who had reached out to me two months earlier, on Instagram. She’d recently broken up with her husband and told me that she’d always had feelings for me.

I didn’t tell Kim about it; I knew that Kim would be pissed, no matter how I handled the situation. I hadn’t seen Carol in a decade. I had no intention of leaving Kim to be with Carol—or even going to see Carol. I just sent Carol a few polite messages—though maybe I shouldn’t have even done that.

But a few days earlier, Carol had sent me a photo of her in lingerie, with the message, “Don’t you miss this?” Of course I didn’t tell Kim; Kim would have murdered me! So I just didn’t reply. I left that chat untouched and hoped that Carol would fade away and lose interest and my life could continue normally.

But Kim must have looked at my phone while I was sleeping; she must have seen the messages with Carol. Sure, she would have seen that I never sent any flirtations—but I hadn’t told Kim about it, and maybe that was bad enough. “She—She messaged me. I was just being polite, Kim,” I said.

“Who are you!?” Kim snapped at me.

“I can explain,” I said.

“Get out of my house! Where the fuck is my husband!?”

“It’s not that big of a deal,” I said. “Seriously. I told you about Carol. I told you that she was a weirdo. I was going to tell you, it just didn’t… come up.”

“What are you talking about?” Kim asked, shaking her head. “Do I need to call the police? How do you even know my name?”

“You’re being really dramatic about this,” I said. And then I noticed something hanging in my face: hair. I pushed it aside, but then it fell back—because it was my hair; it was attached to my head… which was strange, because I didn’t have long hair. I tried pulling on it. “Ouch!”

Now, Kim was taking out her phone.

I tried tugging on the hair again. Then, I sat up, and felt a strange cramp in my stomach. I looked down and saw a strange bulge in my shirt: an old Led Zeppelin shirt that I slept in. The bulge was on my chest. I grabbed it, thinking some pillow had gotten stuffed into my shirt, but then I felt my own chest—but soft.

“Yes, I’d like to report a break in. Some crazy woman,” Kim said into the phone.

I looked around. Was Carol in the room with us? Had she snuck in? Was she in the bed? No—I was alone in the bed. Had this mystery woman already left? Did Carol come in and then run out? What did she do? “Seriously, Kim,” I said. “Whatever this is, I’ve never cheated on you and I never will.”

Kim was staring at me, backing away as if I had some improvised bomb strapped to my chest.

“I don’t know who she is,” she said to the police dispatcher. “She’s some… lunatic woman—and she’s in my bed. She’s pulling on her hair and grabbing her breasts—and she knows my name. She won’t leave!”

“What the hell is going on!?” I asked. My confusion was maxing out. I was starting to feel sick. This was, surely, a nightmare. Now, I wanted to wake myself up. I pinched my arm. “Ouch,” I said.

“Okay, lady,” Kim said to me. “Police are on their way. You’d better get the fuck out of here—and out of my bed.”

“Kim. You need to calm down. I—I’m your husband. It’s me: Steven.”

I stood up and she shrieked before running into the hall. “Steven!” she cried. “Help! Steven, where are you!?”

“I’m right here!” I said, pursuing her. Then, I stopped when I caught my reflection in the mirror.
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I even let out a small shriek, thinking that someone was in our house. In the mirror was a woman, with long brunette hair, soft features, and a pale complexion. “What the hell!?” I gasped, and the reflection did the same thing.

I was… a woman. I reached up and touched my face with both hands. I felt my skin, which was smooth—no stubble. My skull felt… different: less rigid. I ran my fingers through my hair, and I saw that the bulge on my chest was the bust of breasts. “No…” I whispered. “W—What the hell is happening?”

“Get out,” my wife said to me. She really didn’t recognize me.

“Kim,” I said. “I—I don’t know what’s happening, but it’s me; I’m Steven; I swear to God.”

“Get out,” she said again.

“I don’t know what to tell you, but it’s really me. I—I don’t know why I’m a… girl. I really don’t know what’s going on here. But it’s me, okay? It’s really me.”

“Get out!”

I raised my hands, showing her my palms, as if I figured I could calm her down by showing her that I wasn’t armed.
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I was suddenly aware of my height: at least six inches shorter than I was used to. The room felt bigger. I was shorter than Kim. And being smaller just made me feel… like less. “It’s really me,” I said, and then I tried to think of how I could convince her it was true; sirens were becoming audible in the distance.

“Last night,” I said. “We had… steak and baked potatoes for dinner. We watched that new movie on the Disney app—the one with the aliens. I—I can’t remember what it was called. You hated it. You said that the writing was amateur and the actress couldn’t act her way out of a grocery bag.”

Kim’s face was pale now. She was trembling. Her legs appeared weak.

“Then… we had pie—that key-lime pie we got at that farmers’ market.
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“Why do you know that?” Kim asked, whimpering.

“Because it’s me,” I said. “Then you put on that new Arctic Monkeys album and we listened to it. You liked that one song, about the car, or whatever. We went to bed early. We—We had sex. We talked about… having a kid one day. Remember?”

“Why do you know all of this!?” she asked, beginning to tear up.

“Because it’s me!”

Then, there was a knock. “Police!” shouted an officer.

“Please,” I said. I could see the police through the frosted glass. “We just… we need to talk about this. I don’t know what’s happening. I have no idea. But don’t have me arrested.”

Kim stared at me, looking nervous. “I don’t know who you are,” she said softly, “or what you want… But you’re insane. You’re spying on me and my husband. You—You’re listening to our conversations. You’re a freak.”
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The officer knocked again. “Open up or we’re coming in!” he shouted.

“Kim… please,” I said.

And then, a tear rolled down Kim’s cheek. She opened the door. “There she is,” she said. “I don’t know who she is, but I woke up and she was sleeping in my bed, next to me.”

The police approached me. I tried to explain that I lived there, and that I had nothing to do with any crimes. I tried to tell them that I was a man, and I wasn’t sure why my body was suddenly different. Of course, they thought that I was crazy. I will admit that I became hysteric, overwhelmed as I realized this wasn’t a nightmare—at least not one that was coming to an end. I cried and begged the police to believe me. I was taken to a police station. I was put in a holding cell with eight women. I couldn’t stop crying. My heart was racing. I was genuinely worried that I’d lost my mind.

I kept expecting to ‘wake up’ from the nightmare, but it just seemed more and more real as the minutes ticked by. It was four hours before I was taken to a room, to speak to police officers. They told me to explain my side of the story, and, they assumed I was nuts when I told them that I woke up as a woman. They asked for ID. They asked me for my name, and rolled their eyes when I told them that I was Steven, and they groaned when I gave them my address, after being asked for my home address.

I was taken back to holding, where I spent the next two days.

It came to my attention that the police were struggling to figure out what to do with me, because they had no idea who I was. I heard one officer say, “It’s nearly impossible to press charges on a Jane Doe.”

I kept trying to tell them that I was Steven. I spent time coming up with ways to make them believe me.

I spent a total of five days behind bars, and I can tell you that those were the worst five days of my life. Not only was I being treated like a literal prisoner, unsure of what was going to be in my future, but I still had no idea what happened to my body.
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I had turned into a girl. My cock was gone. I was never alone, so I couldn’t ‘explore’ my body. Even when they took me to the shower room, there was a guard there, watching me undress, watching me shower. He stared at my naked body while I soaped myself. He grinned, glaring at my breasts. I felt so strange as I soaped those breasts, and then between my legs. I gasped when I soaped my clit for the first time.

I don’t want to bog you down too much with the details of my ‘incarceration’. It was a long week filled with horrible confusion, and, unless you’ve been magically transformed into the opposite gender before, it’s just simply impossible for me to explain to you the terror and confusion. I imagine a few people could relate in some ways… maybe someone who had been arrested without warning for a crime they didn’t commit—maybe they could relate to part of my situation. Or someone who fell and hit their head, and forgot the past twenty years of their life—maybe they could understand the confusion that swelled in me every time I looked in the mirror and saw a brunette woman staring back at me.

The more I looked at my reflection, the more I saw old bits of me: bits of my real self. I could see that my eyes were the same, even with the same little freckles in my irises. I had the same beauty mark on my cheek, and the same freckles on my arm, in the same pattern.

Bits of me were the same, but major details were different. It took me days to fully grasp the impossibility of it. At first, I kept telling myself that there was surely some rational explanation, but the ‘rational’ explanations were far more insane than assuming that it was just ‘magic’. For instance, I considered the possibility that I’d been drugged, taken to some operating room, worked on, and returned to my house… somehow without scars. No—of course that’s insane.

Another possibility: aliens abducted me and tested some technology on me. Maybe… but I don’t think that’s any easier to believe than ‘magic’.

I was taken out to a police cruiser. They drove me downtown, to the courthouse. I was taken to a small courtroom. There, a judge sat with a line of criminals awaiting conviction. I listened for an hour to the judge’s judgements. Some were sentenced to a few weeks, some a few months. One guy got five years for armed robbery. Another guy got five years for rape—which seemed light. Then, before me, a young woman got off with community service; she stabbed another woman with a steak knife in a restaurant, but it was a first offence.

Then, it was my turn. I was pale as I took the ‘stand’. I didn’t speak; the police spoke for me. “She insists that she was magically transformed into a woman.”

“She needs to see a psychologist for an evaluation,” said the judge. “But not on the city’s dime. She’ll have to figure that out on her own.” He turned to me. “I’m giving you a forty-thousand dollar fine for breaking and entering.”

One of the officers stepped forward. “Your honour,” he said, “are you not giving her jail time?”

“I don’t think it’s necessary.”
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“Your honour,” continued the cop. “I should mention that she’s currently a suspect in a disappearance case.”

And this was the first I was hearing of my status as a ‘suspect’. I gasped and turned to the cop.

“The man she keeps claiming to be has now been missing for a week.”

“Because I’m here!” I said suddenly.

They all looked at me. Even the other criminals stared at me, looking nervous. So the judge decided that my psychological evaluation would indeed be on the city’s dime, and I was taken to the office that afternoon, where I spent two hours talking to a psychologist. “I’m telling you: I don’t know what happened, but I’m Steven. I’m sure I can even prove it. Get Kim. Tell her to give me a list of ten questions that only I could know.”

The psychologist determined that I was a stalker who had actively been stalking Steven and Kim for a long period of time, with potentially dangerous delusions. So I was admitted to a psychological institute—aka, a mad house.

They kept me there for a month. It wasn’t quite as horrible as being in jail. I had my own little room in the madhouse. It was busy there. They made me take different pills every day, as they tried to figure out what was wrong with me. And honestly, I was happy to let them experiment. I wanted to know what was wrong with me too.
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Some days, I would wake up and think that my memories of being a man were false memories. Maybe I really was a woman who had some nervous breakdown. Other days, I was so sure that some magic had occurred. When I told the doctors that I was sure that I’d been magically transformed, they would groan, as if all of their efforts had been for nothing up until that point.

It was the middle of January when they decided that I was ‘safe’ to be released. The judge issued a restraining order, and told me that if I broke it, I would be spending at least a year behind bars.

I had nowhere to go.
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They gave me a jacket… that was it. I had an orange shirt from the jail, grey pants from the hospital, and a used winter jacket. I didn’t have a wallet or even a dollar-bill.

I thought about going to the bank and taking out some cash; of course, I knew my passwords.
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But I didn’t want to break the restraining order, and I’m sure that included accessing Steven and Kim’s things.

In fact, the restraining order included all communications with Kim, which made my situation rather difficult, because I figured I could somehow figure things out if I could just talk to Kim.

They called me ‘Jane Doe’. They had my fingerprints, and that was all. The officer who dropped me off on the street told me to go to one of the government buildings to get some ID made up. I spent two nights in a homeless shelter before going to that office, waiting in line, and then talking to a government worker. He stared at me in disbelief when I told him my situation (and I didn’t even tell him about the magical transformation). “So you… don’t know who you are?”

“That’s correct.”
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“And… Are you sure that you aren’t an illegal immigrant trying to get an easy citizenship?”

“I’m not,” I said. “I was born here.”

“Where’s your birth certificate.”

“I don’t have one. I don’t know.”

“You… don’t remember?”

This went on for a long, long time. I was sent from one person to another, until it was closing time. I waited in line after line. This went on for days, until I was finally given a form to fill out, to register myself as a new person. The paperwork had to go through the police who handled my ‘arrest’, and the judge who sent me to the psychologist, and then there was a week-long waiting period while they sent my form to Ottawa to be assessed and considered before a piece of ID was mailed to me (arriving at the homeless shelter). The letter with the ID was clear that it didn’t count as permanent citizenship, but was strictly a piece of temporary ID that would suffice for the next eighteen months while the feds investigated my situation.

My new name, according to the ID, was Jane Doe. The picture on the ID was my mugshot, which I wasn’t thrilled about, since I would be using it to find work.

Look—you get it; life was a mess, and landing on my feet wasn’t so easy, especially while dealing with a great amount of confusion and an even greater amount of loss. I no longer had a wife—the love of my life was taken from me. My family thought that I was dead (my wife too). Police would occasionally find me and take me into the station to ask me questions concerning the ‘disappearance’ of Steven.
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They’d made no progress with the disappearance case. It was February when Kim showed up at the homeless shelter. She asked the woman at the front to speak to me, and I became tense with terror, worried her approaching me would be a problem with my restraining order.

Then, one of the homeless shelter workers took us to a small area away from the noise of the shelter.

I stared into her eyes, feeling so many different emotions at once. I felt sick, confused; I had so much that I wanted to say, but I was afraid of saying anything and hurting her. “There are two possibilities,” she said softly, her voice broken, her face tired and pale, as if she’d spent the past three months or so crying. “Either you killed Steven and hid his body… or, you actually are Steven.”

I was silent. I just stared at her, knowing if I spoke up, she would assume that I was crazy. I knew that I wasn’t going to get an opportunity like this again, so I had to pick my words very, very carefully.

“If you killed him… how could you have done it? I was sleeping next to him. There were no signs of breaking and entering, no signs of distress. Maybe he was… cheating on me with you. Maybe he waited until I fell asleep, and then he left the house, then you killed him and came in, wearing his clothes, and took his spot in the bed.” Her eyes were turning a shade of red as she held back tears.

I took a deep breath. “Kim,” I said. “I don’t know what happened. I went to bed as myself—as Steven—and then I woke up as this. I don’t know—I just woke up in a different body.”

She stared at me. It was hard to know if she was listening; her eyes were glazed over and her jaw seemed to be trembling slightly.

“I just… I have all of my old memories. I remember everything: our first dates, those first vacations we went on together, like Salt Spring Island, when we went snorkelling in that ice water. I remember proposing in the woods, and you cried before calling your sister. I remember the wedding—the one we did in secret, in Osoyoos, and then the one we did for our families. I remember all of it—buying our first apartment together, and then selling it a year later because the people next door were aspiring DJs and seemed to only sleep during the day. I remember buying our first house—and then that first Christmas, where you wanted to go and get a Christmas tree from the mountains, and we drove all the way there and realized we didn’t have a saw, and then we spent two hours trying to chip the tree down with a rock. I remember all of it…”

“If it’s really you…” she said softly. “Then what happened?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “If I knew, I would tell you. But I don’t know. And now… I have nothing. I spent a week in jail, and then a month in a psychiatric institution, and now I’m living in a homeless shelter. I don’t even have a real name anymore.”

“How do you know all of that stuff? About the secret wedding… and the Christmas tree?”
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“All I can say is that I’m telling you the truth. Either you believe me… or you don’t.”

She took a deep breath. A tear rolled down her cheek. “A crazed stalked might know all of that stuff… but there’s one thing that a crazed stalker couldn’t possibly know.”
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“What?” I said.

“When you proposed to me, you said something to me, and I haven’t forgotten what you said. If you’re really Steven, then tell me what you said—and don’t paraphrase. I want to hear it exactly as you said it.”

I bit down on my tongue, suddenly feeling an immense pressure: my only chance to truly prove that I’d been telling the truth. “Your eyes,” I said. “I’ve never seen anything more beautiful than your eyes. I want to spend the rest of my life looking into those eyes.”

Now, she was crying. “No,” she said, shaking her head. “That’s not what you said.” She wiped the tears from her cheek and then let out a small laugh. “You said you wanted to spend the rest of your life looking into my green eyes.” She cracked a smile and I felt a glimmer of hope.

“That’s right.”

“So it is you,” she said, still looking apprehensive.

“It’s me.”

“I don’t get what happened.”

“Neither do I.

“Maybe… you can come to the house and we can… talk about it.”

My heart was soaring. I was getting another chance! Maybe there was still hope in my life after all… though there was still a glaring problem that had no solution: I was still in the body of a woman.
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The house was messy, which was unusual; Kim usually stayed on top of keeping it clean. But in my absence, she’d been working more: taking more shifts at work to cover the bills, which left her less and less time to deal with the chores around the house.

She’d been sleeping less—partially because of stress, partially because she was working way more.

[image: Messy]



I was used to seeing throw blankets folded, curtains opened, magazines neatly stacked in the magazine rack—but now, it was hard to tell if any of those details had been touched since I was pulled out by the police.

Kim kept her distance from me; she was watching me closely, as if she still wasn’t sure if I was really Steven. In her mind, there was a real possibility that she was letting a crazed stalker into her house—and maybe even the murderer of her husband. “Can I… get you anything?”

“I can get myself whatever,” I said. I went to the kitchen to get a glass of water.

The smell in the house was powerful: the many candles that I’d become so used to when I lived there; now, those smells were like new, and I was experiencing what guests would experience when they walked in.

She watched me drink the water.

Suddenly, surrounded by the various aromas, I was aware of my own odour: a terrible stench. I tried to shower every few days, but it was hard to find the time and money to get my clothes cleaned. “Mind if I shower and use the laundry?”

She nodded her head, still keeping her distance.

I showered for a long time, washing myself with my old body wash and my old shampoo. Then, I towelled off my feminine body; I still wasn’t used to having breasts—the way they jiggled around when rubbing myself with a towel. I still wasn’t used to the sensitivity of my feminine nipples, the way that they became hard, erect. And my vagina was still a mystery to me—something that I was too afraid to investigate. Whenever I went to clean it, I would close my eyes and work quickly, rubbing soap, and then scrubbing water around it to get the soap out. I didn’t want to get an infection, but I didn’t want to look at it—because it just didn’t seem right. The breasts seemed wrong as well—but not nearly as strange and off-putting as the vagina.

I hadn’t shaved since becoming a woman. When I woke up as a woman, my legs were smooth and hairless, but now, there were small soft hairs—nothing like what I had as a man, but the bit of body hair helped me to feel less like a girl and more like my old self.
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I went into my old bedroom and dug out some clothes. The jeans wouldn’t stay up, even with the belt tied to its tightest setting. I tried on a pair of shorts, but they just felt and looked ridiculous—and struggled to stay up, cinched tight. The boxer shorts were almost down to my knees, which seemed strange because I was only about ten inches shorter than my usual self.

I put on a plaid, but it was like a giant bag on me, almost enhancing my feminine features through contrast. I groaned, then I turned to see Kim poking her head into the room. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m not trying to be invasive. But, uh… you can wear something of mine if it would fit better.”

“It’s not invasive,” I said. “I’m your husband. You’ve seen me naked ten thousand times.”

“Not like this,” she said, shying her face away, turning red.

“Well,” I said. “I don’t care what you see now. And, uh… I might have to use your clothes.”
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I went to her closet. I felt so ridiculous grabbing a pair of her panties… but they just seemed so much more practical. I’d been wearing white cotton panties since being released from jail; they were given to me before they sent me onto the streets. They were surprisingly comfortable. Now, I slipped into a pair while Kim turned her back to me. They were plain and black. Next, I eyed her bras; I’d never worn a bra before, but now I was curious. My breasts weren’t big, but I’d been having issues with my breasts bouncing around under my clothes—and worse, men turning to stare at my chest because my nipples were always pushing out, no matter what I wore.

I took a black bra from Kim’s closet, and the support made me blush; this was far more practical than just letting the tits bounce all over the place—and it made them appear a bit smaller, which was ideal for me.

I put on a sweatshirt, which was a bit baggy (intentionally designed that way). Then, I went to put on a pair of baggy cargo-style pants, but Kim stopped me. “You can’t wear that,” she said.

“Why not?”

“You’ll look ridiculous. A baggy sweater and baggy pants? No woman would wear that.”

“Well, I’m not actually a woman.”

“You just can’t wear that; it’s too ridiculous. If you’re trying to draw attention away from yourself, then dress normally. Put on some leggings. The Lululemon tights on your right would fit you. They’re too small for me.”

“Tights?”

She nodded. “That’s what women wear.”

I’d never worn tight, form-fitting clothes. I’d made a point of avoiding anything ‘form fitting’ because I hated my ‘form’. I didn’t want to be a girl, so I wanted to hide my girliness as much as possible, whenever possible. Though Kim made a good point; maybe I was just drawing more attention to myself by trying to avoid it. Maybe I was better off just ‘blending in’, which meant… dressing like a girl.

“It’s weird,” I said.

“Why is it weird?”

“These clothes… smell like you. Now I smell like you.”

She cracked a small smile. She watched me wrestle my legs into her tights, and then she shook her head. “I’m really starting to believe you are Steven,” she said. “Because no woman would put on tights like that.”

I blushed. “They’re really tight.”

“That’s the idea,” she said.

But I had to admit that they were comfortable. The sweater was nice too, with a super-soft fabric lined on the inside. It felt strangely satisfying to be in clothes that actually fit. For months, I’d been wearing boy clothes that I bought from a thrift store; I wanted to buy men’s clothes, but even men’s smalls were too big on my petite frame, so I was forced to buy from the 12-14 section at Value Village.

This just felt so much better. I half-wished that I could have gone back in time and bought some neutral women’s clothes to begin with, instead of stubbornly trying to disguise myself as a man.
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“Are you going to cut off your hair?” she asked me, now staring at my hair.

“I’ve been wanting to,” I said. “But… I don’t know how much of a difference it will make.” Honestly, I’d thought a lot about trying to just be myself, but in this feminine shell. I thought about dressing in clothes that I would normally wear, scaled down to my petite size. I thought about binding my breasts hard and flat. I thought about cutting my hair as I would normally—and maybe I could even start taking hormones to get a bit of stubble.

But I knew that I wouldn’t look like a man, no matter how many adjustments I made. Sure, maybe I could look like a ‘trans man’, but that came with a lot of baggage. I mean—in a weird way, I was a ‘trans man’, in that, I was a man in the body of a woman. I suppose I was keeping the ‘trans man’ thing as a last resort, in terms of how I portrayed myself. My first-and-foremost goal was to become myself again: to find out how to get back into my actual body.

“Your hair is really pretty,” Kim said. “I like the way it just curls naturally. Some women spend hours trying to recreate that look with a curling iron.”

“Aren’t I lucky?” I said sarcastically.

“I’m sorry that I got you arrested.”

“It’s understandable,” I said. “I’m sorry that I magically changed into a woman.”

“That’s less understandable,” she said. “Are you hungry?”

She made us some lunch: a proper, warm lunch, and a pot of steaming coffee that wasn’t from the clunky, rusted coffee machine at the homeless shelter. Then, we ate and drank at the little breakfast nook, which was nice, because it was quiet; I couldn’t remember the last time I was able to sit and eat in absolute quiet like that. The homeless shelter was always buzzing with activity, and there were always a few mentally ill individuals who were screaming some profanities into the air.

“So,” Kim said. “I half-believed you that day that the police took you away.”

“You did?”

She nodded her head. “I mean—it made no sense, and still makes no sense—but your eyes… they’re still your eyes. And I remember, when the police were taking you out, seeing your big wide eyes, and thinking… man—she really does look like Steven.”

I smiled. “A few things are the same,” I said. “Like the freckles on my shoulders and arms.” I pulled up the white sleeve of my sweater to show her. She looked closely. “Remember when you used to take a pen to draw freckle constellations on my arms?”

She blushed and nodded her head. “Right. And look—Cassiopeia is still there.” She ran her fingertip gently along the five dark freckles that formed that W-shape. Then, her eyes became focussed and a serious look fell onto her face. “They don’t look like tattoos…” She whispered it, as if to herself. She was still considering the possibility that I was a psychopath who killed her husband and invented a batshit-crazy reality where her husband’s murdered became a feminized version of her husband.
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And if someone was hypothetically that crazy, then maybe it was just as rational for me to consider that I was a psychopath who had fallen into some sort of delusion after stalking someone for years and years. Maybe the memories in my head weren’t actually mine, but just fabricated by my mind after doing years and years of research into Steven’s life.

I tried not to think of that; it seemed so preposterous… almost as preposterous as waking up in the body of someone else.

I told Kim a bit about living in a homeless shelter, and I told her about my time in the mad house. She was intrigued, listening closely—and sometimes getting distracted as she looked at my body: at the small details that were the same when I was Steven.

We talked and talked, until it was dark. Then, Kim put a hand on her stomach and groaned. “I’m starving. It’s, like, past dinnertime and I haven’t started anything.”

“We can order food,” I said.

“There’s that delivery driver strike,” she said. I hadn’t heard about it—or any news in the past three months. When you’re going through a life-catastrophe, the news becomes a non-priority. “We can go pick something up—or just eat in a restaurant.”

I tensed up. Since becoming a woman, I didn’t love being out in public. I didn’t like people seeing me as a woman, even though I was technically a woman. I still felt like an imposter. And now, it was even weirder because I was actually wearing women’s clothes: that sweater and the form-fitting yoga pants, which gave me a slight camel-toe.

“We’ll just go to get some Vietnamese food, at that place you like.”

And in her eyes, I could see a glimmer of a curiosity: this was a test. There were a thousand Vietnamese restaurants in town, and we went to different ones all of the time. But I did have a favourite; would a crazed stalker know my favourite? Maybe… Maybe not. But the more she tested me, the more sure she could be that I was telling the truth.

She gave me the keys to our car. I smiled. I saw it as an opportunity. I drove her to Saigon Pho, which was about twelve minutes from the house. I even took my usual route, which went through the industrial part of town, to avoid having to turn left onto the highway, which sometimes took ten minutes (or was sometimes instant, it was just luck of the draw). I looked over at Kim and saw a beam of hope on her face; these small details were going to prove my innocence.

We got a table for two, in the back corner. The server recognized Kim and smiled. “No husband today?” she asked in her thick accent.

Kim blushed and returned the smile. She looked at me, as if she was half-expecting me to blurt out that I was the husband—but I didn’t want to make this strange and awkward for anyone. “Just friends,” I said. The server smiled and then took our orders.

“Let’s talk about your body,” Kim said. “How do we get it back?”

“If I knew that, I wouldn’t be like this.”

“Okay…” she said, thinking. “So maybe we need to figure out how you turned into this. The day before you changed, did you do anything out of the ordinary?”

“Not that I can think of,” I said. And I was sure of that, because I’d spent months thinking about it, trying to think of what I’d done differently.
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Kim thought for a while. “And, like—you didn’t make any weird prayers? You didn’t… go to see some fortune teller? You didn’t cut some witch off in traffic?”

I smiled. “I didn’t do anything. I just… woke up like this.”

“You must have done something.”

“I’m telling you: I did nothing.”

“What about the week before? The month before?”

I thought—and it was something I’d thought a lot about already. “Nothing unusual.”

“There must be some clue we can work off of,” she said. It was so relieving to hear that tone in her voice: a tone that suggested she was actually believing me. It took her three months of consideration, but she was finally considering my side of the story.

“I was really hoping they would figure it out in that psych ward,” I said. “But they were just convinced that I had a mental breakdown.”

We spent the rest of dinner chatting about it. As we were paying the bill, Kim’s eyes lit up and she perked right up. “At the pier, there’s that fortune teller. Maybe she can help us.”

“A fortune teller?” I said with a laugh. I thought she was kidding, but now she was staring at me with big, wide eyes.

“Georgia said that she went to see her, and the fortune teller knew things that she swore nobody could possibly know. What do we have to lose?”

“Well, fifty bucks or so,” I said, rolling my eyes.
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“C’mon!” She reached out and took me by the wrist, making my heart skip a beat. She hadn’t really touched me since this whole debacle. And now, I was starting to think that there was a chance she still loved me. She wanted to help me—and it was nice to feel less alone in all of this. In a matter of a day, I was no longer alone, and no longer homeless. There were still no guarantees, but finally, there was hope.
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The fortune teller than been there for decades, since I was a little kid—and maybe even before I was born. I’d never seen her before, but I’d passed her little shop a thousand times; I used to walk by it on my way to high-school.
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Now, it was dark, as if it was closed, but there was a wooden OPEN sign on the door. A chill crept up my spine as we stopped to discuss our plan. The fortune teller’s rates were right next to the door: fifty dollars for an individual, eighty for a couple. Each ‘session’ was only guaranteed to last ten minutes.

“Seems like a scam,” I said, more aware of my feminized voice than usual.

“It has potential.”

“She sells merch,” I groaned. “It’s just a scam. Besides—even if she can see someone’s future, that doesn’t mean she’ll know how I turned into a woman, or how to turn me back into a man.”

“I don’t hear you coming up with any ideas”

She grabbed me by the wrist, but I remained frozen, becoming overwhelmed by a terrible dread. I didn’t want to tell a stranger about my situation; I spent the first month of this catastrophe explaining my story, and most people laughed in my face, or assumed that I was mentally ill. The odd person would accuse me of being a lunatic crossdresser—as if I was a man who had undergone surgeries and hormone therapy for years before lying out of shame, or maybe regret.

“C’mon, Steven,” Kim said, looking into my eyes. I didn’t want to go in, but I wanted to entertain her. I wanted to keep her on my side, because that restraining order still existed; she could change her mind and send me away at any moment, leaving me alone and homeless again.

So we went inside. The shop was dark. I could hear sloshing water—and soon realized that it was coming from below my feet, underneath the old floor boards and under the old wooden pier.

The place was deserted. On shelves, little occult nicknacks were spread out, along with crystals and various boxes of tarot cards. The smell was strong: a combination of various incense sticks.

“I don’t like this place,” I said, my heart suddenly racing.

“It’s fine,” she said. “Just try to keep an open mind.” And I was beginning to wonder if she was more desperate to have me back than I was. I wanted, more than anything, to be Steven again—but she had a desperate eager energy that I just couldn’t match.

She was picking up things and looking at them, inspecting them closely, as if any of those items could have been a cure to my ailment.
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Finally, out came an older woman. She looked like a cliche, wearing the hooded robe, with a crystal necklace and big earrings, and wiry, crazy hair. “Welcome,” she said in a slavic accent, which I assumed was phoney.

“Hello,” Kim said, smiling. I felt like backing off. The woman’s energy was tense. She wasn’t smiling. She looked angry that we were there.

“Is it a fortune you seek?”

“Sort of,” Kim said, and then she cleared her throat. “We actually have a unique problem, and we need… guidance.”

I bit my tongue. I had a bad feeling about this—and that feeling was worsened when the old woman held out her hand and said, “Eighty dollars for couples. Cash only.”

I hated seeing Kim handing over the money. Maybe I wasn’t feeling quite the same desperateness as Kim because I’d spent three months accepting that I’d become a woman. No, I wasn’t happy that I was a woman and I really, really wanted to get back into my body… but I’d come to realize that I was probably going to be a woman forever.

Once paid, the old woman led us to a table. There, she had a glowing crystal, which appeared to be plastic with a small LED light inside. It was hard not to roll my eyes.

She got started by holding her hands over the little toy. She closed her eyes and turned her face up towards the ceiling, which appeared to have some mould on it.
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We waited. I was surprised when Kim reached down and grabbed my hand, squeezing it as if we were at a horror movie and the monster was about to jump out. She still felt some comfort in me. Maybe I was still her husband in her eyes.

“I see pink,” the woman said. “Maybe a baby girl, not too far in the future. I see… a woman at an agency… an adoption clinic.”

Why were we getting a fortune? We told her it’s not what we wanted.

“I see marriage,” she said. “But not until after the child. Now give me your hands.”

We gave her our hands. She studied the lines, using her fingertip to feel them before saying, “Divorce is not likely in your future. There will be hiccups—two major ones—but you will persevere, despite social stigma.”

“Social stigma?” I said.

“The world is becoming more accepting, but some populations will always be too stubborn to accept a lesbian relationship.”

I bit my tongue. I was annoyed. This woman was a fraud. She had no idea that we were already married—and her other ‘predictions’ were super vague and open to interpretation.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But we actually were hoping you could give us some advice—maybe you’ve heard of something like this before.”

“Shh,” she said, raising a finger. “Don’t disrupt the process.” Then, she became silent as she thought. “One of your hiccups—you’re going through it now,” she continued. “A stigma. A family member doesn’t approve of same-sex relationships.” She looked down, into our eyes, looking for some confirmation, but we both just stared dumbly back at her. “But they will come around when they see that you are truly in love.”

Finally, Kim broke and said, “Have you ever heard of a man waking up in the body of a woman?”

The old lady paused, narrowed her eyes, and said, “What does that mean?”

“This girl next to me,” Kim continued, “three months ago, she was a man. But one morning, he woke up as a girl. We don’t know what happened, and we’re trying to turn him back into a man.”

She stared at us. “Pluto just entered into Aquarius, which can create changes in sexual preferences.”

“No—he literally turned into a woman. He was a man, and then he woke up with a vagina and breasts and long hair. How is that possible?”

The woman just stared at us. “I’m not sure what you’re asking.”

“Do you have, like, a spell book?” Kim asked. “Can you do some incantation to turn her back into my husband?”

“Is this some kind of joke?” the fortune teller asked, suddenly looking frustrated. I just sat there, hands clasped on my lap, feeling awkward and vulnerable. I hated talking about being changed into a woman, talking openly about losing my penis and growing breasts. It was the ultimate emasculation, and I hadn’t quite gotten used to it. It stung every time.
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“Do you want a fortune, or not?” the woman growled.

“Have you never heard of anything like that? Do you know people who do… magic?”

We were asked to leave. The whole thing was a bust. When Kim asked for her money back, the woman pointed a rigid finger towards the sign: NO REFUNDS.

We ended up giggling about it on the way home, even though we were laughing at our own hopelessness. In a weird way, it was a fun experience that we would surely remember—and maybe it would be a crazy story to tell one day.

But the mood turned sombre a few minutes later when her phone dinged; it wasn’t a message, but instead a ‘memory’. It was a picture from three years earlier, when we were on our honeymoon, sharing a kiss on a beach.

Kim began to cry, and when I tried to comfort her, she pushed my arm away. She went into the house and went into the bedroom, so I waited in the living room. I still had no idea if I was supposed to stay or leave, or if any of this meant that we were going to resume the relationship.

It was late when she emerged from the room and said, “You can, uh, sleep on the couch.”

“Okay,” I said. It was a step in the right direction.
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The next few days were filled with fluctuating moods. Some moments seemed hopeful and lighthearted. Other moments were dreadful, as we were reminded of the painful reality we were trapped in. After a long crying session one night, Kim wiped her tears and said, “If we can’t get you can into your body… and we stay married…” She took a deep breath. “What are people going to think? Are people going to assume that I got into a relationship with my husband’s murderer? Are they going to think that we worked together to kill Steven? Are they going to think that we had some sort of secret lesbian love affair?” She shook her head and looked down. “I don’t think I could live with that.”

I wasn’t quite sure what she was saying. What exactly could she not live with? The gossip? Or with me? I was too afraid to ask—too afraid to hear her answer.
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“We’ll make it work somehow,” I said with an optimistic smile, but she didn’t look quite so optimistic.

“We need to get your body back,” she said softly—and it almost sounded like an ultimatum: get the body back, or the marriage is over. The pressure on my shoulders was intense. I could tell that she was getting frustrated, going off to work every day and then returning to find me in the house, having not done anything. But I couldn’t work; I didn’t even have a social insurance number while the feds sorted out my citizenship.

But she wasn’t frustrated because I wasn’t working; she was annoyed because I wasn’t actively trying to figure out how to get my body back. She didn’t seem to realize that I’d already exhausted every lead. I’d spent countless hours on Google, and posting on forums, sometimes being taken down long, exhausting rabbit holes by people LARPing as magicians and wizards. I’d panhandled for days to afford ‘magic books’ that were full of spells, bought at little boutique occult shops. I’d sat for hours reading latin, lighting candles, and smearing animal blood on the floors. I’d done it all—and nothing worked.
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I’d shifted my focus to acceptance. I didn’t want to be stuck as a girl, but there were no alternatives at the moment. So, if I was going to be a girl, maybe I could be somewhat appealing—for Kim’s sake.

I remembered early in our relationship, when we were going through a bit of a ‘sexual exploration’ phase—we would watch porn while making love. She said it would help her get into the mood, but after just a few times, I noticed that she was often putting on porn that had very little focus on the men—and sometimes she would even put on lesbian porn. She said that she just liked how over-the-top dolled up the girls were. She admitted that she thought a female orgasming was a ‘turn on’, but she insisted she wasn’t a lesbian or even bisexual. “Women can appreciate women—not like men with other men.”

Maybe that was true. But I’d always half-wondered if there was a bit of bisexuality hidden in her. Before, it was a dread, to think that she might wake up and realize she prefers women. But now, I was pretty much praying that she would wake up and want to be with a woman… because it seemed like I was going to be trapped in the body of a woman.

So, while she was out, I would practise certain things. I spent so many hours figuring out how to put on eyeliner and eyeshadow. Then, when I knew she was coming home, I would wash it all off as quickly as possible, terrified she would think that I was embracing my femininity. I didn’t want her to think that I liked being a girl, or that I wanted to stay a girl.
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I would also spend hours in her closet, trying on outfit after outfit, trying to see what was more flattering for my figure. I spent hours with straighteners and curling irons. I felt so silly, putting on skirts and dresses. I felt like an importer when I stepped back and saw my legs, bare, with only a short plaid skirt covering my crotch and a bit of my thighs.

But I had to admit that some of those outfits felt nice; the fabrics were so soft, so flowy. I loved the stretchy fabrics against my skin; there was something strangely comforting about a good pair of tights, or stockings.

I hated to admit it, but there was a lot of satisfaction when I got the makeup just right, or when I got my hair tied into a cute pony with the perfect little bow tying it in place.

I caught myself smiling.

Then, I caught myself smiling again when I put on a little pinafore dress, which was so adorable with my petite frame. I was almost tempted to take a picture, to send it to Kim.
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I almost got caught trying on her outfits. I got into a particularly fierce state of hyper focus when I started experimenting with her different bras, discovering that they would push my breasts into different positions, and that made certain outfits look completely different than before. The pushup bra made me look so… sexy.

I blushed when I saw myself in the mirror, with bursting boobs, in a tight dress. Then, I found Kim’s lingerie drawer, and found myself experimenting with fishnets. I played with different cuts of panties, including thongs.
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One awkward evening, I got carried away, and she walked in while I was pulling up a pair of intimate black lace stockings. She stopped and stared at me with big, frightened eyes.

“I—I was just trying them on.”

“Why?” she asked after a moment of silence.

“I—I don’t know,” I admitted. “I was just curious.”

“It’s just weird… seeing my husband in… lingerie. Is that my pushup bra?”

I blushed. I took it all off, and then we didn’t talk about it; it was too awkward. And the night got much more awkward later on, when Kim went to take a shower.

She’d left her phone in the kitchen, and I heard it buzz. I looked and saw that she had a notification in a messaging app I didn’t know she had. I opened it up, feeling a nervous sweat on the back of my neck.

In the app she was talking to a man, some guy named Ryan. “I miss you,” was the latest message from Ryan.

My heart sank into my stomach. I read more.

“Last night was fun,” Ryan said to my wife two weeks earlier.

“I had fun,” replied Kim.

“We should do it again. I can’t stop thinking about how you looked in that little negligee.”

I wanted to throw up. Did my wife cheat on me? She hadn’t come to me at the homeless shelter when the duo were messaging, so she thought that I was dead when the conversation took place. And was she really able to move on so fast?

“You’re making me blush,” Kim had replied.

“I just wished you would have stayed over,” he said.

“Maybe next time.”

“Definitely next time,” the man named Ryan said.

I had so many emotions swirling inside of me. I wasn’t sure if I was allowed to be angry with her—but I was. It’s not like we broke up, and it’s not like I chose to become a woman.

I heard Kim coming, so I put the phone back. I tried to control my racing heart. I had to press the palm of my hand against my chest.

Kim came into the room. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said.

She stared at me for a moment. Then, she went about her business of getting ready for bed. I started getting my couch bed ready, taking the blanket and pillow out from the closet. Now, those messages were all that I could think of.

Those little flirty messages spun around in my mind. Finally, as she was brushing her teeth, I just blurted it out: “Who’s Ryan?”

She turned and stared at me, eyes wide, looking guilty. “Ryan?” she said. “He’s… a guy from work.”

“Are you… dating him?”

She kept staring at me. “When you were gone, we went out on a date.” She said it clearly, bluntly; I wasn’t sure if it was an admission, or if she was just making it clear.

“So you’re… dating.”

“It wasn’t really a date,” she said, suddenly clamming up. “He asked me to dinner, to talk about a file at work. When I showed up, I realized that he thought it was a date. I told him that it was uncomfortable, but he was respectful.”

I didn’t want to say that I read her messages, but she surely knew it by now. I saw her eye the phone on the counter.

“Steven,” she said, “I thought that you were dead.”

“I wasn’t dead. But—it’s fine. I’m not mad. I—I get it. Life goes on.”

“Nothing happened.”

I assumed that was a lie, but said nothing.

“We went back to his house. He handed me an outfit. I—I put it on, but then felt stupid, so I left.”

My heart was racing. I had no idea whether or not to believe her. I knew that I would never know the truth, even if I interviewed both her and Ryan separately, and hooked them up to lie detectors—even if they were telling me the truth.

“It’s fine,” I said.

“Okay,” she said.

After a moment, I said, “Are you going to see him again?”

She took a moment before replying. “I haven’t decided yet,” she said.

It felt like her way of saying, ‘We’re probably done with.’

I wanted to cry, but I tried not to. I held it together until she went to bed. Then, in the dark living room, alone, on the couch, I wept for about twenty minutes, trying not to make any noise. Then, I began to doze an hour later, and that’s when Kim came out from her room and said, “Steven?”

“Yeah?” I tried not to sniffle as I replied.

“Can you come here for a minute?”

I took a deep breath and assumed that she wanted to continue the conversation—so I was shocked when I walked into her bedroom and saw her in lingerie, blushing. It was a little pink sheer nightgown with a fluffy skirt. She was sitting on her bed, knees together. As I looked down her beautiful figure, she opened up her knees and showed me that she wasn’t wearing panties. Her slit glistened, freshly shaved, aroused.

My heart leapt high in my chest. I walked over and climbed onto the bed. She tensed up. I froze. I stared into her eyes. “I just want to try it,” she whispered.

“Okay,” I said.

She slipped her fingers behind my head and pulled me in for a kiss. Her lips were soft. Her tongue was slick, moving in swiftly. She playfully bit my bottom lip. Then, her thighs wrapped around me. One of her hands, trembling, slid up my abdomen and landed on my breast. She squeezed before letting out a nervous whimper.

Her face turned dark red. She was shaking with nerves, like a young woman about to lose her virginity to a stranger.

“You okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. Then, with a surprising amount of authority, she rolled me over and pinned me to the bed as she sunk low, pulling up my top behind bending forward to suck my nipple. I gasped. The sensitivity was high—intense pulses of pleasure shocking my body.

Her hand slipped between my thighs. Her fingers grazed my pussy. She began to gently rub, which I hadn’t even done yet. I was terrified of my pussy; I didn’t even like looking at it, knowing it didn’t belong there. But now, the pleasure was shocking, almost too much to handle. I let out a loud groan—and then she pushed two fingers into me. “Oh my God,” I said, closing my eyes.
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She took my hand and brought it between her legs, so I began to rub her wet cunt. I felt fluid gushing from her. I’d fingered a thousand times before, as a man, but I couldn’t remember one time that she was this wet. I could feel her lips quivering. When I penetrated her with a finger, she clenched hard, squeezing my digit, as if trying to suck it into her body.

We locked lips and made out, fingering each other. Then, she began to reposition, one leg under mine, one over. Now, our pussies were pressed together, wet, dripping, sloppy; we began to grind against each other—harder and harder and harder. Suddenly, I felt a gush; it didn’t come from her. I looked and saw beads of fluid all over my wife’s abdomen and breasts.

I gasped; I’d squirted on her. And now, it was happening again: a surge of pleasure and then a squirt of clear fluid surging from my pussy and across her body.

Suddenly, she pounced on me, pinning me, reaching down and jamming her fingers into me. She began to thrust in and out, fingering me hard. I screamed out and more fluid sprayed from my body.

Seconds later, she was sitting on my face. “Eat me out!” she cried, so I did. She moaned and leaked and screamed.
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Then, she went down on me, tongue deep in my pussy. She had an intense sexual energy that took me totally by surprise; she wasn’t like this in bed—unless she was quite drunk. But now, she wasn’t drunk. She hadn’t been drinking at all.

After five minutes, our lips were locked again. She wanted me to taste my own pussy, or maybe she wanted to taste her own.

She looked into my eyes and took a deep breath. “You can, uh, sleep here with me if you want.”

“Really?”

She nodded her head.

She snuggled into me, and that night, I felt a renewed sense of hope that I might get to keep my wife… but there were shadows in the back of my mind, reminding me that I was stuck in this female body, reminding me that some guy named Ryan had his sights set on my wife, reminding me that Kim made it clear that our relationship wasn’t guaranteed under the circumstances.
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It was the next night when I had a chance to look at Kim’s phone again, while she was in the shower. I saw that she was planning to see Ryan again, and I felt like crap, knowing she was planning this behind my back. Before I could call her out, she said to me, “I got a message from Ryan this afternoon. He wants to see me again. I think I’ll see him again.”

“Why?”

She looked like she was going to cry. “I just don’t know what I want. I’m trying to be totally honest with you. I still love you, and I’ll always love you, but… we’re still young and we have a lot of life ahead of us, and I don’t know if I can be with a woman. It’s not that I don’t want to be with you—I do. But… I have my sexual preferences, and I can’t just deny them.”

“I understand,” I said. And I did understand. I couldn’t be mad at her for not wanting to be with me anymore; I couldn’t expect her to accept what I’d become; it would have been unfair of me to expect her to accept anything less than what she truly wanted.

But it killed me, watching her getting ready for her date, watching her pick out a nice, fitting dress, watching her doing her hair, her makeup. I should have just left the house and spared myself the horror. Before she left, she looked at me and said, “Nothing’s going to happen. No sex, no kiss—I’m just going… because I need to entertain the possibility.”

“I get it,” I said.

Before leaving, she kissed me on the lips, leaving me with a confused feeling. She was trying hard to be honest with me, even if honesty hurt. I appreciated it, but still had no idea if she really planned to do ‘nothing’ with Ryan.

They were out late, until about 1:00 AM. He dropped her off at the house, and she came in, blushing. I was pretending to be asleep on the couch. I cried after she went to bed.

Those female emotions were difficult to handle; they came in powerful waves. It was hard to see the situation rationally, objectively.

It was two days later when I managed to get myself a job at a small restaurant that was desperate for help, front of house. I went in and asked if I could be paid in cash. The owner had already hired a number of illegal immigrants, so he was familiar with the under-the-table process. “The wage is low, but you’ll make good tips,” he said to me.

And he had no idea that I wasn’t actually a woman—even though I was. I didn’t introduce myself as Steven and I didn’t tell him my situation. I just told him my name was Jane, and he accepted me as a woman. He gave me the outfit and told me to start work that afternoon.

The outfit was a bit much for me: small, skimpy, showing off my legs. I quickly realized that part of the restaurant’s draw was the front-of-house staff: all female, all skimpy, working hard for tips. Maybe I should have done more research, but I’d been going shop to shop for days, looking for work. I was willing to take what I could get, to help with the bills.

That afternoon, I made eighty dollars, working eight hours—far from a decent wage, but it felt good to have some money to bring home.
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When I arrived home, Kim gasped at the sight of me, and then started laughing. “Are you working as a waitress?”

I blushed.

“That outfit is actually really cute. Is that what they gave you?”

I just stood there, blushing. She giggled. Then, she served me dinner. After eating, I awkwardly asked about Ryan. “How was the… uh, date?”

“It was okay,” she said. “He’s really into me.”

“And you?”

“He’s handsome,” she said. “And he knows what to say to a woman. But… he’s not you. If you could just get your old body back.”

“I know,” I said. “I just… don’t know how.”

“I know.”

Then, it became silent. “He wants to see me again on Saturday,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, trying not to seem too heart broken. But my heart was shattered.

“And just a heads up. Tomorrow, I’m going to be out of town,” she said.

“Out of town?” I said. “For what?”

She was slow to come up with a reply. “A work thing.”

My heart skipped a beat. Did she have a secret date with Ryan? Was she going out to see him, overnight? She’d never left town for a work trip before. “Where are you going?”

“It’s a hotel convention in Shediac. It’s not a big deal. If you need something, just message me.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I decided not to press. I could see in her eyes that she was hiding something. “It’s too bad,” I said. “It’s Full Moon night at the drive-in.” Every full moon, the drive-in played an old horror film and had half-off snacks. “I was hoping we could go to that.”

“Sorry,” she said. “Another time.”

Two days later, as my boss was handing me my cut of my tips (the cooks took half), I had an idea. Awkwardly, on my way home, I slipped into an adult toy store. I quietly shuffled to the back of the store, where they kept the various dildos. I looked until I found a ‘strap on’ that looked realistic enough.
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The place made me nervous: glowing pink, smelling like lube, with porn playing on a wall-mounted TV in the corner. The owner of the store was an older man with a beard, and he was watching me closely. All around me were posters from sex films: women being sexually dominated, covered in bodily fluids—and completely objectified… something I never cared much about, but now those printed fantasies were making me realize that men were probably shaping me into their mental fantasies much in the same way.

I used all of the money I earned at work to buy the best strap-on cock that they had. It was flesh toned, with veins, and a fat tip. It had a special ‘warming feature’ that was supposed to make it feel like the real deal. The ‘foreskin’ was also designed to move slightly on the shaft.

The man at the register (presumably the owner of the store) grinned as I paid. “Have fun,” he said.

Then, once home, I went into the bedroom. I thought for a long moment: should I be naked? Should I wear women’s lingerie? Should I put on something ‘masculine’, and try to give Kim the most masculine possible experience?

I don’t know why, but I was drawn to the idea of putting on her lingerie. I knew that Kim ‘appreciated’ the beauty of a woman, but wanted to be with a man—so maybe I could stone both birds at once. I put on makeup: lots of mascara, lots of eyeliner. I put on a soft pink romper, with a skirt, and then I fastened the strap-on around my waist.
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She came home a minute later. I sat on the bed, waiting for her. My heart raced. I heard her in the kitchen, getting a glass of wine. I listened as she went to the bathroom. Then, finally, the bedroom door opened, and she gasped at the sight of me and my ‘erect cock’.

“Hi,” I said softly.

“Hi,” she replied.

Then, she reached down and took off her shirt, revealing her perky breasts. She came to me, and intimacy began. My heart soared with excitement and hopefulness. Maybe I could show her that I could still pleasure her, just like before. She was excited too, going down on the toy: sucking it like it was the real thing (making me wish more than ever that I still had my cock). She sucked for almost five minutes, until saliva was dripping down every inch of the toy. Then, she mounted it and began to bounce. She bent forward and gripped my breasts. She sucked my nipples.

After reaching orgasm, she stood up, expelled the dildo from her cunt, reached down and unbuckled the strap on with a careful motion. A moment later, she was pulling it off of me, saying nothing as I sat and waited.

She strapped it around herself, and then she took my legs and opened them wide. She teased the tip against my pussy and gently began to penetrate. I gushed some clear, natural lubricant onto the tip, which made her pause.

Now, she pulled the tip lower, to the other hole. She took a deep breath and I froze, wide-eyed, watching as she made her decision. A second later, she was pushing into me, stretching my anus with the fat tip of that dildo.

No—that’s not what was supposed to happen! This was supposed to be about her, having a feminine experience, knowing that I could still pleasure her as a ‘man’. But now, the script was being flipped; she was dominating me, making me feel like a woman.

I gasped, closed my eyes, and let out a soft whine. “Shit,” I said. She pushed deeper, making my body tense up.

But she kept pushing—deeper and deeper… Now, I felt full, groaning as I tried to calm my nerves.

She started thrusting. I felt like I couldn’t breathe, like a lump the size of a tennis ball had become lodged in my throat. No—this wasn’t supposed to be happening! How did she take the lead on me?

She reached down and began to finger my slit, pushing two fingers knuckle-deep. “Oh my God!” I cried.

She fingered harder, faster, still pumping my ass with the long, thick dildo.

I went limp, throwing my head back. I screamed. An intense euphoria had taken over. I was no longer in control whatsoever.
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She moaned, as if she was getting pleasure somehow, even though she wasn’t being rubbed or penetrated.

Now, Kim was bent over, sucking my nipple, still fingering, still fucking me in the ass. I felt the bed under me getting wet; I’d sprung a leak.

She pulled out of me slowly, and we kissed. It was a blissful euphoria, leaving us both blushing—but it wasn’t enough to stop her from going on that date with Ryan.


7



Their date snuck up fast. I wasn’t home this time as she got ready; I picked up a shift at work, voluntarily, so I wouldn’t have to be there. I didn’t message Kim—I didn’t want to know what she was doing.

I wanted the distraction. I wanted to focus on my work, on serving customers. Saturday night at the restaurant was busy—the busiest night of the week; on Saturdays, they opened up a dance floor and turned the place into a bar, sometimes with a live band.

That night, we were swamped. But still, running table to table, I kept thinking about my wife. I kept imagining her with another man… or, I should say, with a man—because I was no longer a man.

And it seemed like she was over me; she did her experimenting; she considered her options, but I hadn’t given her enough to make her choose me. Maybe there was hope for me… but probably not. If I’d truly impressed her, she wouldn’t be going on this date.

It was late when the intense dinner rush finally began to settle. Now, it was mostly a matter of serving drinks and the odd plate of nachos to drunks with the munchies.
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“Jane,” my boss said to me just before I went to take a ten minute break. “I know you need a break, but a customer just took the booth in the back corner—table nineteen... Could you take his order and then take your break?”

“Sure,” I said. I tried to force a smile; being happy should have been easy; I’d already made close to two-hundred and fifty dollars, which was as much as I usually made in a week. But knowing Kim was out with another man… it was just impossible to be happy.

I went to the back table, in the dark corner of that restaurant. There, sitting with a hood on, was a curious, dark figure. “Hello there! Welcome to Donovan’s. Are we waiting on anyone? What can I get you started with tonight?”

The man looked up at me. His face was strange: blank, pale, and almost… otherworldly. There was something uncanny about him, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. He stared into my eyes, and I suddenly felt weak, as if I was standing before the devil.

I tried to speak, but no words came out.

“Is something wrong?” he asked with a strangely androgynous voice.

“N—No,” I said.
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“Nothing at all?” he asked, now with a strangely unsettling grin on his face.

And I knew that he knew; I knew that he was some sort of evil force, and maybe he was behind my transformation. “You—You did this to me, didn’t you?” I said, worried I was about to sound like a schizophrenic lunatic to a complete stranger.

“It wasn’t me, per se,” he said, waving me off. “But I facilitated the request.”

“Turn me back,” I said.

“I can’t do that. Is the house lager any good, or is it just whatever’s about to go stale?”

“Who are you?” I asked, biting down on my tongue in an attempt to stop myself from lashing out at the man.

“It’s not relevant.”

“It is to me.”

“You aren’t being very kind,” he said with that grin. “I’m only doing my job.”

“And what job is that?” I asked. A part of me began to wonder if this was a dream that was about to end at any moment. I had that feeling a lot since this whole thing started—but the nightmare never seemed to come to an end.

“Well,” he said. “People make deals with me. A deal was made with me, and it involved you, and now, I’m just coming to check in and make sure that I’ve held up my end of the bargain, before I go ahead and collect the other end.”

“Someone did this to me,” I said, almost breathless. I felt betrayed—but by who?

“Like I said—I’m just here to check in,” he said. “And once you complete the deal, you’ll change back—just so you know. I was kind of hoping that you would figure that part out on your own, but it’s been a few months now and we don’t seem to be making that progress—so I’m stopping in to give you a little push. I’d really like to collect my prize, if you know what I mean.”

I didn’t really know what he meant at all. “What do I have to do?” I said, almost pleading.

“Give yourself to a man,” he said. “Let a man own you completely—sexually, of course. That was the deal.”

“What deal!?” I snapped. “Who made this deal!? Someone wanted me to be turned into a woman? Someone wanted me to be… dominated by a man? Is this a joke?”

“Maybe to them,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “I just facilitated the deal, love.”

“Turn me back!” I barked.

“What?” said a nervous looking young man with patchy facial hair. Now, he was sitting where the devil had been sitting a split-second earlier. He was staring at me like I was some psychotic. I looked around.

“Where did he go?” I asked, short on breath.

“Who?” the man said. “Is this some kind of joke?”

“You tell me,” I said, turning dark red.

“What?” he said. “Are you… okay?”
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I took a moment to compose myself. Was the whole thing just a hallucination? Did I really just engage with the devil? Were the devil’s words true? Had someone ‘cursed’ me? And… if I did what the devil said… would I change back?

I felt sick. I rushed away from the man and went out the back door. I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs, but it didn’t help quell the terror.

I was sure it was a real engagement. I was sure that I’d just spoken with the devil. Sure, it sounds impossible, but I was used to experiencing the impossible first-hand. If a man can magically change into a woman, then mysterious entities can manifest themselves in dim restaurants.

Maybe he was the devil, maybe something else. But now, I was sure that I needed to do what he said to have a chance at saving my relationship.
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When I got home around midnight, Kim was just getting home. I didn’t ask her how her date was. She was blushing. I was just happy to see her home, to see that she wasn’t spending the night with Ryan; though I had a terrible feeling that she’d—at the very least—kissed Ryan, and was developing real feelings for him: a real man who could take my place, now that I was no longer a man.

I was trying to build up the confidence to ask her, but she beat me to speaking when she said, “I have to ask you a question.”

“What?”

“Who’s Carol?” she said.
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I paused for a moment. That’s when it clicked: Carol. A few weeks before I changed into a woman, Carol came back into my life, almost begging me to leave Kim and take her back. I politely rejected her advances in my message inbox—and that probably set her off. Maybe she wanted revenge; maybe she just wanted to ruin my marriage: something she felt had been taken away from her.

Carol must have done this to me; I couldn’t think of any other suspects. Carol must have become frustrated by me rejecting her, and she lashed out in the worst way possible, making some terrible deal with the devil.
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It seemed a bit strange that she was asking about Carol, seeing as she was out seeing a man. How could she be concerned about me cheating when she was openly seeing other men?

“What about Carol?” I said.

“Who is she?”

“A girl I dated a long time ago,” I said. I wanted to be annoyed by Kim’s seeming double-standard. But right now, the only thing on my mind was the devil, and this ‘deal’ that he made with Carol—and that little comment he made, about how I could be turned back into a man. “Look, Kim—I had a weird encounter tonight at the restaurant. I—I think I can get my old body back.”

“I want to know who Carol is,” she said, looking tense.

“Why does it matter? I just told you—she’s some girl I dated before you. I’ve told you about her before. She’s nobody… but she may have had something to do with this. Wait—did you talk to him too?”

“Him?” she said, narrowing her gaze. Then, she shook her head and sighed. “That morning, when you woke up in this body, you went off about Carol. Why? Why were you talking about Carol, as if you were cheating on me with her?”

I tensed up. Now, I remembered that moment of panic, thinking that she’d seen those messages, including the provocative pictures she’d sent me.
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I stuttered. I felt myself turning red. “She started messaging me, a few weeks before. I—I tried to politely tell her to stop. She sent me some pictures.”

“Pictures of what?”

“Of her.”

“Naked pictures?” Kim asked.

I blushed, paused, and then nodded my head. “They were lewd.” And I should admit that a few of them were very sexual, with her breasts out, with her legs opened, with her fingers in her slit. “I was going to tell you, but… it just seemed awkward. I didn’t ask her to send any of it.”

“Why didn’t you just block her?”

Kim looked hurt. Now, I felt like defending myself by pointing out her double standard. “You were out late with Ryan tonight. What did you do together?”

“Why are you changing the subject?”

“Did you have sex?”

“You’re deflecting.”

“Yes or no?” I asked, raising my voice. Now, the feminine hormones were pulsing in, making me overly emotional. I felt on the verge of tears.

She had a blank look on her face: guilt. It was obvious that she’d allowed Ryan to fuck her. My wife had slept with another man. And now, I could see the gleam in her eyes: she was ready to move on; she’d made her decision.

“I—I can get my body back,” I said.

“Do you even want it back?” she asked, staring into my eyes. It was the strangest question she’d ever asked.

I paused. I was stunned. “What are you suggesting?”

“You don’t seem very interested in changing back,” she said bluntly.

“What makes you think that?”

She shrugged her shoulders. Now, I had to dig in. I didn’t want her to think that this transformation was something I initiated myself. But at the same time… she’d caught me in her lingerie. She’d seen me putting on her makeup. I’d gotten carried away many times in her closet, trying on outfits. But could I really be shamed for having moments of pleasure as a woman? Was I just supposed to suffer? Until a few hours ago, I thought that I would be a woman forever; why could I not make the most of it?

“Did you sleep with him or not?” I asked.

“No,” she said, but I didn’t believe her with that guilty look on her face.

“I just don’t believe you,” I said, shaking my head.

“Why don’t you ask him then?” she said, rolling her eyes. She stormed over to the kitchen, grabbed a pen, and wrote down a phone number, copying it from her phone. “There’s his number. Talk to him about it.”

I felt like an idiot, but still, I felt justified in questioning her. Why should I accept that my wife was out with another man?

I got into it with Kim; we fought, and it was one of those fights that went nowhere; she was frustrated with me, frustrated that I’d just accepted being a woman and had done nothing to try to change it. I fought back and insisted that I’d tried everything. She reminded me of the fortune teller and my reluctance to try it, and I reminded her that the fortune teller was a scam.

The fight ended with me telling her that I was fairly certain that I could get my male body back, and then I asked, “Would you take me back and leave Ryan if I became myself again?”

She just stared at me, the colour draining from her face. Then, she said, “I don’t know.”

I slept on the couch; she slept in the bed. I tossed and turned and cried and then I got up before she woke up and I left the house, walking around the dark, early-morning streets as I tried to figure out what I was going to do.
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I wanted my wife back; I hated to think that another man had taken her from me. I tried to convince myself that she was in the wrong, but the more I tried to put myself in her shoes, the more I just couldn’t make myself angry. I mean—imagine she’d turned into a man: tall, with big muscles, and a stubbly face. Imagine she had a deep voice, and short, boyish hair…

I wouldn’t want to be with a man. And if there was a young, beautiful woman making herself available to me… maybe I would weigh my options too. At least Kim was trying her best to be transparent about it, rather than doing it behind my back.

She did think that I was dead for months, after all.

A cold breeze made me shiver. I dug my hands into my pockets, and felt a slip of paper. I pulled it out; it was Ryan’s phone number. I stopped and stared at it. In a way, it seemed so pathetic to call him up and ask him. He would probably be confused, wondering why some woman was asking him if he fucked Kim; maybe he wouldn’t even tell the truth. How could I know?

I made the call, feeling idiotic before he even picked up. “Hello. Ryan speaking,” he said with a groggy voice.

I was silent, suddenly overwhelmed with a terror.

“Hello?” he said.

“Hi,” I said sheepishly.

“Who is this?”

“My, uh, name is… Jane,” I said. “I just have a question, about my… friend, Kim.” How was I going to ask this?

“You’re Jane?” he said, as if he knew the name. Maybe he knew the story; maybe Kim had filled him in on the details.

“Yes,” I said.

“I’ve been wanting to talk to you,” he said with his deep voice.

“You have?”
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“We should meet up and talk. Tonight,” he said.

“O—Okay,” I said. Maybe this was a good thing; maybe he could offer some advice. Maybe Kim had told him everything and he had a unique perspective into this. Or maybe he just wanted to tell me to take a hike to my face.

I was called into work an hour later, so I went home, changed into my waitress gear, and headed to work. It was a welcomed distraction, though I found myself in a state of terror every time I approached a new customer from behind, worried they would spin around and show themselves to be the devil; I didn’t want to see that horrible, androgynous face again.

But the devil never showed up, and I spent the day wondering if the interaction with the devil had been real—and if so, was it true that I could undo this ‘curse’ by sleeping with a man? And if that was true, where would I find a man to sleep with?

Well—maybe finding the man wouldn’t be hard; all day, I noticed men eyeing my legs, and my ass, which was barely covered by that short skirt. It was something I was becoming more and more aware of. I also began to notice that I would get better tips when I undid a couple buttons, showing some of my round, tight cleavage; men liked that.

That afternoon, while I was punching an order into the POS system, a man came up to me and put a hand on my lower back. “I was hoping we could get the bill, darling,” he said, and then his hand slyly slipped down to cup my ass for a moment. He had a grin on his face. His action seemed to say, ‘Let’s sneak away to fuck.’ And I considered his wordless offer. I considered letting him inside of my pussy with his hard, horny appendage. I would let him spray his thick goo into my body if it meant getting my body back…
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And as I considered his offer, a new terror overcame me. What if I let him fuck my brains out, and then the curse really did end, and my time as a woman came to an abrupt end? Is that really what I wanted? Was I ready to give this up? Had I done everything I wanted to do as a woman?

Where were these thoughts coming from? Of course I wanted to turn back into a man! Of course I wanted my life back…

But as a woman, things were different… some things were better. The attention I got as a woman, for instance, was nice. When I was a man, I always felt so invisible. I had to work so hard to get anyone to notice me, and even then, it was hardly an acknowledgement. But as a woman, I commanded a real attention; I could just walk into a room and guys would stare at me, as if I was some materialized goddess. People were nicer to me—and not just men. I knew that I was beautiful as a woman. As a man, I was just… average. Did I really want to give that up?

Yes—I had to. I had to give it up. I had to get my life back before the damage was irreversible. Ryan was going to demand Kim become his proper girlfriend, and then Kim would no longer be mine. I would be asked to leave the house. I would have to completely reinvent my life. I didn’t want to lose Kim, even if she had fallen out of love with me—I had to win her back…

That man kept looking at me, smiling, inviting me over to him. But I had to resist the urge—at least until I spoke with Ryan, to get a better understanding of what was happening with Kim.

After the man left, I began to think of another issue: the Carol issue. She was certainly behind all of this, and I couldn’t possibly let her get away with any of it.

I still had that ‘chat’ on my phone, still with those pictures she sent me. I looked at them during my break. She was an attractive woman—but now, as I looked at those pictures, I just saw a sort of demon: a succubus who took my life away from me.
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I would get back at her somehow—or maybe she was going to pay enough when she had to repay the devil her dues. I could only speculate as to what she gave away to pay for this torture and humiliation that I was going through… maybe her life, maybe her soul, maybe something else.

“Jane—your shift is up. I ain’t paying overtime,” said my manager, and I looked at the clock and realized I had to get ready to meet with Ryan.
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Ryan’s house was nice—nicer than my house (or, I should say, Kim’s house). It was in a very nice part of town, two stories high, with a huge yard and professional landscaping. The whole building glowed with amber lights: scones on the walls and pathway fixtures leading up to the grand entrance.

His car was parked in the driveway: a sleek black SUV with huge chrome rims. I carefully approached the door.

I was nervous… terrified. I had no idea what to expect.
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I was wearing a short dress; I didn’t want to show up looking too casual or bummy, and I was limited to what Kim had in her closet—and what fit. I was smaller than Kim now, so I could only really pull off a quarter of what she had in that closet; that dress looked good on me, though it showed off more leg than I would have liked (though I was getting used to showing my body off, working in that short skirt every day).

Ryan answered the door within seconds of me knocking.

I’d never seen Ryan before. I expected a normal-looking man, but now, I was looking at a tall, muscular man who could have been in the NFL. He smiled, making my body turn cold. He seemed nice and welcoming, but his huge stature was so intimidating.

And now, I felt hopeless; there was no way Kim was going to pick me over this guy. This man was a dream man to most women. How could I compete with this? Well—if I remained a woman, there was no way in hell that I could compete with him.

Staring up at the hulking man, my brain began to fog up; I forgot what I was doing there, or what I expected to accomplish by confronting him. I blinked a few times. A chill crept down my spine. Then, he smiled and moved aside. “Come in.”
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“Are… Are you Ryan?” I asked.

He laughed and nodded his head. “And you’re Jane, right?”

He stared into my eyes. He had a sort of oblivious look on his face, which made me think he had no idea what was going on; maybe Kim never did tell him about the whole conundrum.

He led me through his living room and into his large, state-of-the-art kitchen. He motioned towards a liquor cabinet. “Can I get you a drink?”

“Yes,” I said quickly. I needed something to help with this pulsing anxiety. He fixed me a strong drink, which I almost spat out when I had my first sip; it was pure alcohol.
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“So you want to tell me about Kim, huh?” he said with a grin.

“Um,” I said. “Sort of. I guess… I just want to…”

He took a step towards me. “Want to sit?” He motioned towards his beautiful furniture.

I looked around his expensive room. “I thought you worked with Kim.”

“I do,” he said. “Well—you could say that she works for me. I own the company.”

Another jolt of terror crept down my spine. Now, I understood this situation on another level. Kim never mentioned that Ryan owned the company, and probably for good reason; she knew that I would be jealous. And of course I was jealous: he was rich and successful, which was something I would probably never be. She’d made a point of hiding just how impressive Ryan was—maybe to leave me with a tiny bit of hope. But now, that hope was fading.

“Are you allowed to date your staff?” I asked sheepishly.

The question made him roar with laughter. “I make the rules,” he said. “And I haven’t made any rules against it.”

“So you’re dating then?” I asked, feeling my heart pulling apart into pieces.

“We’ve been out on dates,” he said with a grin.

“Is it serious?”

He just smiled. “You’re very curious about your friend. You know, she hasn’t told me much about you—but she did mention you. I find your relationship with Kim… interesting. I just have to say it; I’ve never come across anything like it.”

He was speaking vaguely, but I don’t think it was intentional; he assumed I knew what he knew, but I had no damn clue what he knew, so this was all a big riddle. I wasn’t sure how much I could say. I wasn’t sure how he would react if I asked him a blunt question about his sexual relationship with my wife. Did he even know that Kim was married? Did he know about ‘Steven’ and his mysterious disappearance?

And now, seeing that warm gleam in his eye, I wondered if he was in love with my wife before all of this; maybe he had the devil turn me into a woman so that he could have Kim to himself. No—that was so sensational; there was no way anyone would do anything that crazy… would they?

“I can’t say I know what Kim has told you,” I said.

“She’s been a bit vague,” he said. “But it’s understandable. You never know these days how people will react to… unconventional relationships.”

So he knew that we were in a relationship? Did this mean they hadn’t gone further than ‘dates’? My heart was racing. I wasn’t getting the answers that I wanted.

He looked down at my glass. “Finished already? Want another?”

I looked down. In my state of anxiety, I’d chugged my stiff drink. And yes—I did want another, so I nodded my head. I wanted this anxiety gone.

I took a deep breath and told myself that I didn’t care if I made a fool of myself; my intention was to get answers. Maybe I would embarrass Kim by being blunt, but that was her potential problem. “Did you sleep with Kim?” I asked.

He paused. He stared into my eyes with a stunned look. “Sleep with her?” he repeated.

“That’s what I asked.” My voice was shaking.

“Well, that hardly seems appropriate to ask,” he said. “Besides, a gentleman doesn’t speak about those matters.”

“I need to know,” I said.

He stared at me. “Did she not tell you?”
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“I—I don’t know. I don’t know what to believe.”

“Would you care if she did?” He kept staring at me.

“You’re nervous,” he said. “She didn’t tell you what to expect, did she?”

And now he was talking in riddles again—maybe intentionally, maybe not. I was silent now.

He laughed, shaking his head. “Why don’t you just finish your drink and try to relax.” His phone was buzzing. “I have to take this. You’re not in a hurry, are you?”

“No,” I said softly.

He took the call, which sounded like a business call. I sat down on his couch and clutched my new drink, feeling awkward, trying to remember why I came to this house. What was my goal? I knew that I wouldn’t believe whatever Ryan told me—and now, he wasn’t even telling me anything—just saying vague things that didn’t make any sense without context.

I sat there for a long ten minutes, tapping my foot. I eyed the door and thought about leaving. I had no business being there. I was going to gain nothing. And Kim didn’t even know that I was there—I was doing this being her back, and nothing good ever comes from operating behind your spouse’s back.

So I was about to stand up, about to leave, and then he walked back into the room—but now, he was naked, not even a sock on his body.

His 230 pounds of muscular physique was glowing in the amber light of the luxury living room. His large penis was erect, standing up to his navel, tip red and throbbing, veins protruding and intimidating. He smiled with perfect confidence. “Let’s just skip the boring stuff,” he said.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

He walked towards me. With every step, his cock appeared larger, thicker. It bounced slightly but reset into the same rigid place. He did nothing to hide it—not even a hand in front of it; he wanted me to look at it, and it was strangely hard to look away from. He was more endowed than any man I’d ever seen outside of hardcore pornography movies. His cock looked like a flexed forearm with a tight reddened fist.

“Kim told me what you wanted,” he said.

And then I gasped. What was he talking about? Why would Kim say anything along those lines? Was this some kind of joke?

“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said—my voice a whimper.

“Just enjoy yourself. There are no rules here. I think that’s what I love about your relationship with Kim. You two get it: no rules… freedom. Freedom is a beautiful thing.”

And now, I was wondering if Kim had told Ryan that we were in some sort of open relationship, as a way of justifying cheating. Maybe she was too guilty to lie about being single, but she wanted action badly enough that she was willing to lie about being ‘open’. Now, my heart was aching.

Ryan stopped right in front of me. His cock was standing right in front of me. “Don’t be shy.”

I was upset, hurt, and confused—but I also saw the opportunity. The devil told me what I needed to do, and now, I was about ten minutes away from being potentially finished with this scary, confusing chapter of my life. Maybe I wouldn’t get Kim back, but I could get my life back…

Did I want it back?

Yes—I wanted it back. Why were those thoughts still plaguing me? I looked at his throbbing cock. He was aroused; it wouldn’t take much to get him off… but that meant letting him inside of me, letting him spill his seed into my body. I would feel it—every ounce of that warm, thick goo. It was a feeling I probably wouldn’t forget, in the most traumatic sense possible.

But it was a sacrifice I needed to make.

I reached out with a trembling hand and gently curled my fingers around his stiff girth. I gasped, shocked by how thick it was. I could feel it… throbbing. It was warm, like grabbing a piece of metal that had been in an oven. “Oh my God,” I whispered.

“Massage it, beautiful,” he said.

And in a strange, awkward way, I liked him calling me beautiful. I wasn’t used to people complimenting me like that. Sure, Kim would tell me that she loved me; she would tell me that she liked my shoes, or, very rarely, that I was ‘handsome’. But handsome… any guy can be handsome if they dress nicely. Beautiful—that’s a word with impact, with meaning.

I began to stroke his length. I felt his tight foreskin pulling back and forth. I felt his swollen tip. I felt those thick veins.

He grunted. Then, he stepped in closer, reaching for my head, pulling me into his lap. My mouth opened, almost instinctively, and his thick rod slid onto my tongue. I closed my eyes, overwhelmed by a mixture of disgust and intrigue. He began to gently thrust in and out, and I let it happen; I even sucked, thinking that if I played along, I could get this all over with.

He grunted again. “That feels good. You’re fucking good at sucking cock.” His curved cock’s tip pressed hard against the roof of my mouth. He pressed hard, accidentally slipping down my throat, making me gag. Saliva gushed out from my mouth, down my chin. He laughed a deep laugh before running his fingers through my hair.

“Kim was right,” he said.

But my mouth was too full to reply. What did he mean? What was Kim right about? He began to thrust harder into my mouth, now grasping me hair to stop my head from moving out of that ideal position. I gagged again. More spit ran down my chin.

Then, he pulled out; his cock was throbbing fiercely, twitching, reddened, as if he was on the verge of an orgasm.

His face was red too; he was breathing heavily: a ferocity in his eyes. He grabbed me and rolled me onto my back. He spread me open and slipped in fast. I could hear his heart racing against his ribcage. He tilted his fat cock down and mashed it into my body, making me gasp. My pussy was filled with his fat dick.

“Oh my God,” I moaned. He began to pump, grunting with each penetration. He was rattling me—pumping hard and fast, thrusting like some sort of farm animal. He had my wrists pinned. His face hovered above mine and he stared into my eyes. Beads of sweat fell from his forehead onto my face.

“Take it,” he growled—but he wasn’t giving me a choice.
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The euphoria was beginning: that warm, pleasant swirling that made me tingle all over. The moan that escaped my lips couldn’t be held back. I threw my head back and bit down on my tongue. I could feel his veiny member sliding in and out. I could feel wetness—getting wetter and wetter. He was plunging me ruthlessly… and I was starting to like it.

I suddenly remembered what the devil told me: that getting fucked by a man would put an end to this ‘curse’. But now, as I was getting fucked by a man, I was wondering if I really wanted to go back. But it was too late; I was being fucked now, so the curse was being broken. There was no turning back. Why did that make me so suddenly sad? Why was I suddenly thinking of everything I didn’t do?

Why didn’t I take advantage of my time as a woman? For the first three months as a woman, I refused to even look at the slit between my legs. I never experimented with masturbation. I hardly experimented with dressing up. I only wore lingerie a couple of times… Kim had a whole closet filled with outfits, and I’d avoided most of them because I was afraid of looking too feminine. But why? Why didn’t I enjoy this while I had it?

Maybe it wasn’t too late; maybe I could stop him before he was finished. Maybe if he didn’t reach a climax, the curse wouldn’t end…

It was too late. “Fuck!” he screamed. I felt him twitching; I felt it gushing. I felt the warm, gooey cum filling my pussy. I groaned; it felt so good, but now, I knew that it was all over.

He took my chin and opened my mouth; he spat into my mouth while he came, and then he pulled out with a groan, and I felt the warm goo rushing through my stretched hole. He looked at me with a grin and nodded his head slowly. “Kim was definitely right.”

“About what?” I managed to say as the euphoria waned.

“She said you would like it, and she was right.”

I paused. I had no idea what that meant. “What do you mean? Why did she say that?”

“When I tried to sleep with her—she turned me down,” he said. “And then she told me about you—her girlfriend. I had no idea that she was a lesbian… or, I guess, bi, like she said.”

“W—What?” I said.

“Oh boy,” he said. “I hope I’m not letting the cat out of the bag. She told me you would like it, and that she would set it up. Isn’t that why you called?”

I felt the blood leaving my face. I jumped to my feet and grabbed my panties. “I—I have to go,” I said, and then I rushed away from him. I got home as quickly as I could while terror swirled in my gut. What did any of this mean? Why would Kim facilitate this? And was it true? Did Kim really never sleep with Ryan?

She was home, on the couch. Once I was before her, I froze, staring into her eyes. She blinked a few times before saying, “What’s wrong?”

“W—Why?” I finally managed to say. “Why did you do it?” I wanted to know why she set me up with Ryan.

She kept staring at me. Now, her face was turning pale; there was that guilty look again. Her lips parted, and then came a terrible silence. That silence must have lasted two long minutes; neither of us could produce a sound. Finally, she said, “It was a fantasy. I—I didn’t think that it would work. I just… I had a fantasy, and I’d been drinking.”

Now, I was more confused that ever. What was she talking about?

She continued. “I was drinking, and then I noticed this man in a hood, waving me over. I went over to him—a creepy-looking guy—and he said, ‘how badly do you want it?’ ‘How badly do I want what,’ I asked him, and then he said, ‘To be with a girl?’

“I… I was stunned. I just stared at him, and then he told me that he could snap his fingers and make it happen—but I told him that I didn’t want to cheat on my husband. He told me it wouldn’t be a problem. He told me he could snap his fingers and give me my fantasy without me having to cheat… and then, the next morning, you were a woman.”

“What?” I said, stunned. She made the deal with the devil?

“I was in shock when I saw you. I didn’t believe it. I refused to believe it. I’m so sorry you went through what you went through. I felt so horrible for you. I was so afraid to own up to it once I finally realized that I did this to you. Then, that creepy man showed up again. He told me that the fantasy would end once you were taken by a man… And my boss at work… well, he will sleep with anyone, and he’s very good at charming people, so I started to… put the wheels in motion. I thought I could save you and get you back in your body if I put the two of you in a room together.”

“You set me up? But—But why didn’t you tell me? Why didn’t you tell me that you were behind all of this?”

Now, she was crying. “I was ashamed. I ruined your life, and I didn’t want you to hate me. I had a deep fantasy, of you being a woman, and I—I was drunk. I didn’t think it would actually work, making a deal with that guy.”

“What did you give to him? What was your end of the deal?”

She turned white. “He… He turned me into… a monster.”

“What!?” I snapped. Now, I was almost positive that I was having a nightmare. “What do you mean? What are you talking about?”

“Every full moon…” she said, turning her gaze down. “Every full moon, I… I change too… just part of me.”
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“What do you mean?”

She sighed. “I… get a cock. And I get… hormones. It becomes hard to control myself.”

“Are you pranking me right now?” I asked, stunned.

She shook her head. “I didn’t want to tell you. I didn’t even want you to find out… but keeping it from you has been… hard.”

And I remembered her not being able to go to the Full Moon movie night at the drive-in; she was hiding from me because she didn’t want me to see her ‘transform’.

“You become a man?” I asked.
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“Just the bottom half of me,” she said. “And the first time it happened… well, that’s when I knew that this was all real—that it really was you who woke up in our bed that morning.”

I was stunned. A part of me was upset with her, but the more I reflected on what she was telling me, the more sorry I felt for her. Maybe she didn’t do the right thing; maybe she should have been more truthful up front—but she was scared; her body had changed; she was experiencing magical terrors that were impossible. And on top of it, she was probably in shock from what she’d done to me, changing me, ruining my life. She was overwhelmed with guilt and confusion of her own. “I just want this whole curse to be over with,” she said, shedding a tear.

“It’s over,” I said. “I finished it. Tonight—with Ryan.” It was embarrassing to admit.

She gasped. Her eyes widened. “You… You really…”

“Yes,” I said. “It’s done. I did what I had to do.”

“He fucked you?”

“Stop saying it,” I groaned. “I did what I had to do, so we’re done with this. I—I think I’ll probably change back overnight.”

“You will,” she said. “But every full moon, I’ll still have my transformation. That will never go away; that’s the price that I have to pay for indulging in my fantasy.”

She turned her chin down and cried. I stepped in. I put my hands on her. “It’s okay,” I said. “It won’t change the way I look at you.”

She turned and looked up at me. “You won’t find me repulsive?”

I shook my head. “We’ll make the most of it. And now—if this really is your fantasy… we should make the most of it before it’s gone.”

“What are you saying?” she asked with beaming eyes.

I smiled. Gently, I removed the straps of my dress, and allowed the short dress to fall softly to the floor, exposing my breasts. “Take me,” I said.

Her face turned red. She smiled and bit her lip. For the next two hours, she had her way with me: sucking my nipples, eating my pussy, grinding her slit against mine. She put the strap-on on her body; she thrusted into me. She flipped me over and tongued my asshole. Then, she begged me to sit on her face. She enjoyed every inch of my womanhood. She squeezed me all over, caressed every inch of smooth, shaved skin. She pulled my long hair—and she orgasmed over and over and over, until she was entirely exhausted.
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Maybe it was the female hormones in me, but I found myself blushing at the thought of her growing a cock; I could hardly wait for the full moon. I wanted to feel her inside of me—but for now, the lesbian action was just fine. For the first time in so long, I felt connected with her. I felt like I could trust her again, and I felt like she truly loved me.
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We fell asleep together, nestled closely, her warm body against mine. The smell of her beautiful perfume filled my nostrils as I dozed off.
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When I woke up, I pounced out of the bed and sprinted to the nearby mirror. Then, my eyes fell upon my naked body: my male naked body, complete with pubic hair and a penis and muscular definition. I almost screamed out with excitement.
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But before I could even shout for Kim to wake up, a sadness washed over me.

It was all over—before I even had a chance to properly explore being a woman.

I was so conflicted, but happy that the confusion was finally over. I could reach out to my friends and family; my parents would no longer think that I was dead; my friends wouldn’t think that my wife was in a weird lesbian relationship with the person who murdered her husband.

“Steven?” Jane said from the bed, voice groggy as she woke up. “You—You have your body back!”

I turned to her and tried to smile, but it was hard. I felt strangely empty, like I’d lost something valuable. I knew I had to accept it; I knew that it was the best scenario… but it still stung in a strange way. “I’m back,” I smiled.

She rushed over to me and hugged me. Then, after a moment, she said, “Is there something wrong?”

“It’s just… different,” I said.

“You’re happy though… right?” She peered into my eyes.

“Yeah. Totally,” I said. I kissed her. The kiss lasted a long moment, and then we fell onto the bed. I spent the next hour making sure everything worked properly. I left her moaning and squirming, eyes almost in the back of her head. Then, sadly, she had to get ready for work.

It took a couple of weeks for life to get properly back to normal. Getting my old job back was complicated; my boss took a few days to consider it, and then he had to make moves to accommodate me. Then, after a couple of weeks of working, I got my first paycheque—and was surprised that it wasn’t quite what I was making in tips at the end of my tenure as a waitress. But to be fair, once I’d mastered the art of being cute and flirty in a restaurant, the tips were stellar.

The feeling of loss never quite went away; I was happy to have my life back, but I still felt like something had been taken away from me, like I got a small taste of something delicious, only to be told that I couldn’t eat it.

Days were long at the office.
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As a waitress, days would fly by; I was always so busy, and there were so many people to interact with. But the office was quiet and sterile, and the clock seemed to tick in slow motion.

Then, when I was asked to go to the bar with the other employees, it was like I was invisible. I would walk into the bar and nobody would turn to look. I would sit and have a few drinks, and nobody would talk to me unless I talked to them first. Being a man just wasn’t the same as being a woman.

Then, one morning, I woke up to see Kim staring at me. Her face was close to mind, and I must say that she gave me a scare. “What is it?” I asked.

“Can I do your makeup?”

[image: Kim]



“My makeup?” I said.

“Well—you would shave first—the closest shave possible. Then, I got you a dress; it should fit. And heels; I got you a pair.”

“When? Why?”

“Please,” she said, eyes beaming. I felt a bit embarrassed, but I went along with it. Then, I noticed something: her skirt was standing out, being pushed up. It occurred to me a moment later that it was a full moon—and that meant that she was transformed.

I reached out and lifted up her little skirt, seeing her fat erection. I gasped. She blushed. “It’s huge!” I said.

“Sorry,” she said coyly. “Just… seeing you all dolled up… I can’t help it.”

She had this all planned out. She had a brunette wig for me to wear. She had a silicone breast form for me to wriggle into. She made me shave my legs and armpits. Then, she put me in that small dress. She fucked my brains out, plunging her fat dick deep into my anus, and then she insisted on taking me to a bar.
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While at the bar, men began to approach us. They flirted with Kim, thinking she was single, and they flirted with me, thinking that I was a woman. When I replied to them, they turned white, embarrassed as they heard my masculine tone. “We can work on that,” Kim giggled.

After the bar, we returned home and went at it again: another round of hard anal fucking, with me on my hands and knees. It was hard to take all of her in my ass, having never done anything quite like that before—but she managed to find a sweet spot, and then the orgasm felt a whole lot like the orgasms I had when I was a woman.

In the morning, her cock was gone. Life was back to normal. She gave me a kiss and said, “I can’t wait until the next full moon.”

“Same,” I smiled.

Maybe that part of my life wasn’t gone completely. Maybe I could still explore that side of me without having to sacrifice my entire life. And maybe Kim’s ‘punishment’ from the devil wasn’t quite so bad.

THE END
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THE BILLIONAIRES’ PETS



Jake rolls his eyes when his buddy, Brian, asks him to help him program a silly dating app called BUZZ. A few years later, the men sell their app—the most popular dating app ever made—and become billionaires.

But boredom soon befalls the men. It turns out, having all of the cash in the world isn’t very exciting. And having infinite access to the most beautiful women quickly loses its appeal too.

Brian wants excitement, and he finds it by creating a challenge for himself: a challenge which involves trying to turn ordinary young men into a hot trap babes. Jake thinks that his friend has lost his mind, until he sees what Brian is able to accomplish with his billionaire powers.
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Brian came to me in… I think it was 2014. “I have an idea for an app. Want to make it for me?”

“I charge fifty bucks an hour,” I told him, knowing he didn’t have a dime to pay me with.

“How’s about you make it for me, and you get… ten-percent of what I make from the app.”

“Bullshit,” I said, waving him off, knowing that he wasn’t going to make a dime with whatever stupid idea he had in his head. I assumed he wanted to sell t-shirt designs, like everyone else who approached me begging me to make them a website or an app.

“Come on, Jake,” he said. “Fine—you can have… forty-nine percent of the company; just make the app for me.”
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“Not happening,” I said—but then he told me the idea. At first, I was only half-listening… and then, he mentioned a few intriguing details. I perked up; it was a spin on social media and dating that I’d never thought of before. “So it just…”

“Vibrates,” he said, smiling, eyes beaming.

“But not a notification… just a vibration?”

“Is that possible?” he asked.
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I thought about it. “I think it’s possible… Nobody’s ever done anything like that, because usually you want a notification to drive traffic to your app, for ad revenue… but this is just…”

“A vibration.”

Okay, so maybe he had a good idea. We started talking about the details. After a couple of hours, we were huddled around my laptop, creating a mock version of his app; it was a simple idea: you fill in your dating profile, answer some generic dating questions (about what you want in a partner, and so on), and then, when you’re in a room with someone who matches your criteria (who also has the app), it buzzes.

And it makes you wonder: was the buzz just one of those ‘phantom buzzes’ that everyone feels from time to time? Or am I in the room with my future spouse? There’s no way to check; no flashy screen that says, ‘You made a match!’ There’s just that little hint, that little buzz to wake you up.

“It’s not really online dating,” he said to me. “You still have to go out and you still have to talk to the person in real life. There’s no ‘DM’ feature.”

“It’s just a buzz,” I said, nodding my head slowly.

It was four days later when a barebones version of the app went live. The motto of the app was simple: ‘Set it, and forget it.’ Once you fill out all of the questions in the app, you don’t look at the app again. You can’t search for partners. It doesn’t ‘recommend’ potential lovers. You just fill it out, and wait for your phone to buzz you.

Two weeks later, someone posted about the app in a popular Subreddit. A month after that, the local news ran a story on it. The news segment went viral after the news reporter downloaded the app on air to test it out, and then buzzed right away before the cameraman revealed that his phone also buzzed—and the story went viral because the pair posted online that they’d started dating, and had even become engaged.
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Suddenly, everyone was downloading the app. “It’s the dating app that’s getting people to head outside!” announced one fascinated reporter. “And it’s taking the world by storm!”

We had to constantly rework our matching algorithm. The more popular the app became, the more phones were buzzing—and the goal was for it to only buzz if the match was truly a match. The more we reworked the algorithm, the more we heard stories of people finding their soulmates. We started getting mail from people—and even wedding invitations.
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We did this all out of my dim studio apartment, until we made the decision to make the app cost one-dollar per month (there was a free version that would only buzz once per month at most). Within a week, we had 1.5 million dollars.

We leased a whole floor of a downtown office and hired two programmers; their job was to constantly hone the algorithm; we wanted it to be the best dating algorithm ever. And it was getting better by the day.

We hired a social media guy—and then a second to keep up with the workload. We hired an accountant, and then a lawyer who was always on staff. We hired a couple of media guys to create marketing content. We had to create an HR department, though we kept that to a single person, and made sure not to hire a total Karen who would kill the vibe.
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By the end of our first year, we had earned 105 million dollars. Our app was in the top 3 dating apps, and closing in on that number-one spot.

As the second year began, Brian and I could hardly recognize our lives anymore. What started in that dimly lit apartment had catapulted us to the top echelons of the tech world. Every day brought a new interview request or a feature in a major publication. We were on the covers of tech magazines and even got a spot on a late-night talk show, where we jokingly demonstrated the app's buzz by having the host and a celebrity guest pretend to match.
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The success, while exhilarating, also came with its challenges. The expectations were mounting. Every bug in the system or a hiccup in the algorithm led to a cascade of emails and customer complaints. It became clear that while we had an incredible concept, we needed a sturdy infrastructure to maintain the quality of our service. We expanded our team further, bringing in top-tier engineers and UX designers to ensure a seamless user experience. Brian, with his eternal optimism, kept the team's morale high, while I, with my tech background, ensured that our tech was always cutting edge.

The money, of course, changed things. It wasn't just about leasing a floor in a downtown office anymore. We bought the whole building. Investors began reaching out, and suddenly we found ourselves navigating the waters of venture capitalism and potential buyouts. While the offers were tempting, we declined most, wanting to keep our creation true to its roots. But we did strategically partner with a few entities, ensuring our global reach expanded even more rapidly.

The buzz (pun intended) around our app was also leading to new opportunities. We were approached for movie deals, documentary features, and even toy companies wanted a piece of the action.

It was March 2023 when Brian showed me a pair of tickets to Mexico. “Spring Break,” he smiled. “I booked us out an entire wing at the resort.”

“Do we have time to go on vacation?” I asked.

“It’s just for a few days. We’ll take my jet down; if we need to rip back, my pilot will be on standby.” That sentence would have sounded so surreal a couple of years earlier, but now, it didn’t seem unusual at all; I had my own jet and pilot too. When you’re flying two or three times per week, heading to important international meetings, you don’t want to waste a ton of time waiting around in airports, sitting for hours while stewardesses help hopeless travellers to their seats. On my jet, I had an office, connected to the internet; I could keep working between meetings. And it was a tax write-off.

Besides, my jet was modest compared to Brian’s jet; he just couldn’t help himself when we showed up at that private jet store: a huge hangar filled with expensive jets. I took the small jet that could fly twenty-four people; Brian bought one that could fly one-hundred. It had an office, three bedrooms, a bar, and an indoor digital driving range where he could work on his swing for golf season (which is every season when you have a jet and can go anywhere in the world).

At that Mexican resort, we were like gods. Word of who were were got around fast. Girls quickly learned that we were both single. It was a surreal experience at first, having beautiful girls—sometimes literally—begging for sex.
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We got the most beautiful women: literal models. We were invited to parties with the upper end of the upper class. It was totally usual to be at a party with two or three Victoria’s Secret models.

I’m not explaining this just to brag to you; I’m not trying to mash my amazing life into your face, because, very quickly, it wasn’t so amazing. You may find this hard to believe, but our ultra-rich lifestyle became ultra-tedious very quickly—and that’s precisely what Brian wanted to talk to me about at that Mexican resort, a few hours before we were due to head back home, to oversee our massive tech empire.

“I’m over it,” Brian said.

“Over what?”

“Having all this cash and not being able to do anything with it.”

“What do you mean?” I said, narrowing my gaze. “You have a plane with a driving range in it. How can you say that you don’t get to do anything with your cash?”

“We’re so fucking busy all the time,” he said. “I want to go and travel the world—and not just for meetings. I want to be able to stay in one place for a while. I want to enjoy that house I just bought.”

“Which house? The one in Miami or the one in Hawaii?”

“Both,” he said. “I’ve owned both for three months and I haven’t spent more than four days at either.”

They were the problems of a ridiculously wealthy man. Most people would roll their eyes hearing such a ‘complaint’, but I could understand where he was coming from. The endless meetings were tiring. Yes, flying on a private jet was much better than flying on a commercial airliner, but it was still tedious in its own right; I didn’t like flying, and I was sick of going to meeting after meeting.

“I thought we would just make the app and it would be passive income,” Brian said. “This isn’t passive. I worked seventy hours last week.”
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There was another problem with that lifestyle that we’d both faced, but were too shy to broach: relationships. We’d both ‘tried’ to have relationships. In fact, Brian had gotten married a few months after we made it big: married to a model from California. He found out a few months after marrying her that she’d been cheating on him with multiple different men. He tried to have the marriage annulled, but the judge wouldn’t allow it—even after Brian put fifty million into paying a huge team of lawyers to make it happen.

I tried to have a serious relationship with a girl—a Playboy cover model who was very sweet, until I had to leave for five days on a business trip. While I was gone, she went ahead and used my credit card (I told her to use it however she wanted) to buy herself fake breasts and butt implants. I stayed with her, even though I wasn’t thrilled with her transformation. But on my next trip, she spent over a million dollars on fur coats. I broke up with her, and then I started to wonder if I would ever be able to be with a girl who wanted me for me, and not just for my money.
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And maybe the solution to that problem was to leave the company behind, to stop appearing on TV, in magazines, and to quietly become a nobody. It would take a good decade to truly slip into the crowd… It was something I thought about a lot.

“What are you suggesting?” I said.

“We sell the company,” he said. “We sell while we’re popular.”

“You’re nuts. You want to sell it all?”

He nodded his head. “That’s what the Twitter guy did. Now he’s a comfortable billionaire—probably living on a private yacht somewhere. I want to do that. I want to just have my money and enjoy it. I talked to a guy who facilitates major company sales. He valued us around 6 billion.”

My heart skipped a beat: 6 billion dollars is a lot of cash—about 3 billion each.

Now, I had over one-hundred million in my bank account: cash, not including assets like properties, cars, and so on. The vast majority of my net worth was in our app… and maybe Brian was right; maybe it was time to turn that hypothetical value into a real chunk of money. Maybe it was time to leave it behind.

“You really want to sell the company?” I asked.

“I do.”

I bit my tongue. “I’m just not ready for it.”

“Well, then you’re going to hate me. I already listed the company. When we get back home, we have offers to look at.”

“What!?” I snapped. “But—But you didn’t even ask me.”

“I assumed you would be on board,” he said, blushing—and grinning, as if this wasn’t that big of a deal. “Don’t you want to retire?”

“You can’t make decisions like this without me!”

“Actually, I can. I own fifty-one percent of the company. I have complete decision-making power. It’s not like I’m fucking you over, Jake. You’re going to walk away from this with three-billion dollars. That’s more than I’m going to walk away with.” It took me a moment to realize that, in his divorce settlement, he’d agreed to pay his ex-wife out one-third of his earnings. I tried to explain to him that he wouldn’t have to pay his ex-wife a piece of our sale if there was no sale. “If the money is locked in the company, it’s essentially yours to do what you want with. If we sell, we have to pay capitol gains tax, and you have to pay your ex-wife.”

He smiled, as if I was telling him good news.

“You’ll barely be a billionaire,” I told him—and it was true. Capitol gains would take about a third of the sale. His ex-wife would take another third, leaving him with about 1.1 billion—assuming we got a minimum 6-billion-dollar deal.

But he was still smiling. “If we sell the company, and I pay her out, then I no longer have to pay her anything. As long as I’m not earning money, there’s no alimony.”

“Is that what this is about? Cutting her out of your life?” I asked.

“It’s a part of it,” he said.

“You’ll still have to pay her interest on investments.”

“I’ll sell it all,” he said. “I’ll live off of cash.”

“You’ve lost your mind.”

“Maybe.”
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We argued for hours, but there was no persuading him out of this. The billion-dollar company we’d created together was on the market. I thought about getting lawyers to stop this, but I knew that he had the legal right to do this; maybe I could slow a deal down, but the sale was inevitable; he explained to me that I could remain on the company’s board, making a good ten-million per year, but the company would no longer be mine. And maybe it never was really mine; maybe it was always Brian’s company, and I was just a stepping stone along the way.
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Adeal was made four days later, finalized with three dozen lawyers present and six accountants. There were hundreds of documents to sign to finalize the deal. I had to fight the urge to cry when I saw the beaming eyes of the men buying our company: corporate guys wearing suits, with slicked back hair plugs. They were fat, unshapely men, drooling at the thought of completely changing the spirit of our app. I was in the lobby when I heard them rumbling about putting ads into the interface. I heard them talking about making people pay one-dollar per buzz. I heard them discussing adding a feature where you could send DMs and search users; they didn’t understand the simplistic appeal of the app—or the mysterious fun of a simple buzz without any further context.

[image: Lawyers]



They were going to kill our baby… but I was walking out of that office with a certified cheque, written to the sum of 3.6 billion dollars. I looked up from the cheque to the men who now owned my app.
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I was officially a billionaire—probably richer than them, at least in terms of liquified assets. In fact, I was one of the forty richest men in the country. I was richer than the dude who made PAW Patrol (I was four spots ahead of him on Forbes’ list of richest Canadians).

News of the sales hit the web fast. My face was on every major news app. It was a surreal month, with a lot of familiar press; I was asked to appear on television. I was interviewing with reporters every day. My email inbox filled faster than I could reply. My phone was constantly ringing.

And then, suddenly, it all stopped. Antoine Mitchell sold his shares in the country’s biggest pharmaceutical company, and he came the talk of the country—and that news coincided with news of a new dating app overtaking ours. The value of Buzz had dropped by 40% in just one month—probably because they introduced that ridiculous DM feature, where you could message the person you buzz with.

Suddenly, my inbox was empty. I didn’t have any meetings or interviews to go to.
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For the first time in almost half a decade, I felt like… nobody. I was no longer receiving invites to attend socialite parties in New York City. I was no longer being asked to interview for Playboy Magazine. I would still get the occasional invite to some local party, where young women were hoping to mingle with rich guys.

But those parties weren’t like what I was used to attending. These weren’t business-related outings; I wasn’t there to meet with potential investors or clients. Those weren’t marketing opportunities; they were strangely sad and desperate. The women were all totally one-dimensional: without achievements, without accolades, without education—fully invested in themselves, physically, and hoping to find a man who would support them and their careless lifestyles. And the men were just as desperate: older, divorced, out of touch, just wanting a pretty woman as an accessory in their life.

Okay, so I took a number of girls home. I had my way with many of them—and most of them were down to do whatever I wanted to do. Their desperation was painfully obvious. They reduced themselves to cheap whores, telling me that they would please me however I wanted and whenever I wanted, as long as I flipped the bill for their lifestyle. They all reminded me of my own ex, who used my cash to buy herself furs and fake tits.
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I would become ruthlessly jealous when I saw couples on the street—even ones who emerged from city transit or rundown, rusty sedans. I would see them holding hands, and then my heart would ache. I was increasingly convinced that I would never have anything like it in my life. I was doomed to being lonely, even if I settled for one of those bimbo socialites, paid for her lavish lifestyle, and so on. She would never love me, and maybe I would never love her. I suppose if I was going to be lonely, I would be better off lonely with a beautiful woman next to me…
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Fucking them was fun; they really would let me do anything, though I knew that I had to be careful; I knew that they were sharks, looking for meat. I knew they would lie given the opportunity. Sometimes girls would ask me to choke them, and I would never do it, knowing it could leave the slightest red mark around their throats. I never pumped them too hard, worried I might leave them with even a slight amount of ‘tearing’. If I gave one girl an opportunity to run to the police and declare that I’d raped her—she would be taking a chunk of my money with her, and an even bigger chunk of my reputation.

But still, I had my fun: girls who were down to do anal, girls who would bring their friends over for threesomes, foursomes, and fivesomes. Girls went to raunchy extremes to try to impress me; a pair of chicks sat me down and had me watch them piss on each other. Another girl chained herself to my bed and told me to feed her and fuck her, and she insisted on staying there for three straight days. “I just want to be your slave,” she told me. Of course, I filmed her before we did anything, consenting to it all and explaining exactly what was to be expected. In case you’re wondering, she had a bed pan, which I had to change, which was a bit of a mood-kill—and I wasn’t exactly turned on by the idea of having a sex slave… but it was interesting to try it out.
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Any fantasy that came to my mind was played out without hesitation; I could get any costume in minutes. I was a nerd, so I had fun fucking Lara Croft lookalikes, Mercy cosplayers, and a slew of girls in League of Legends costumes.

[image: Sexy]


But, after a year of casual sex, it all started becoming repetitive… and even sometimes boring. Of course, orgasms still felt good, but the casualness of it all just made it feel so… cold, and pointless. The girls looked somewhat different from one another, but they were all basically the same once sex started. They would all talk dirty with the same phrases. They all wanted to call me ‘Daddy’. They all smelled like fruity vodka. They would all pee a little bit during orgasm.
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And most of them would ask for money in awkward ways before leaving. “So, like, buying a car is like… pennies to you, right?” one girl said.

“If you have a billion dollars… isn’t that, like, a million millions? Can I just have one million? I’ll come over once a week to suck your dick.”

Most men would fantasize about it, but the reality was so cold and lonely. These girls just wanted my money. And now, I was starting to feel desperate. I started looking into online dating, which seemed somehow so embarrassing, as the creator of one of the world’s most popular dating apps. The app I ended up downloaded was an app that had been borderline plagiarized, called Classic Buzz. It was designed just like the original Buzz, with no DM option or user search feature. It did, however, have ads, and the interface was slightly different—probably to avoid legal issues. I filled out their questionnaires: set it, and then I tried to forget it.

But nothing came of it; my phone never buzzed, and I assumed that the app’s algorithm was cheap or glitched—or maybe it never worked at all, and they were just cashing in on people desperate to recreate that classic Buzz experience.

The boredom got worse by the day. I lost my motivation to go out to meet girls. After a while, I lost the motivation to even pick up my phone to message booty calls—mostly because they would always look at me with a pathetic look when I was finished with them—half-expecting me to hand them cash, half-expecting me to make them some sort of offer, then a look of disappointment when they realized that it was just sex.

I was disappointed with the billionaire experience. Somehow, being rich just made sex… lifeless and boring. And without the excitement of sex, it seemed like there was nothing to look forward to.

It was a sunny August afternoon when I heard from Brian for the first time in almost six months. “I’m so fucking bored,” he wrote to me in a text message.

“Same,” I said.
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“We need to make another business,” he said.

I perked up. I didn’t even care what he had to pitch to me; he could have told me we were going to open up a cell-phone repair shop at the mall; I was down to do anything.

“Fly to me,” he said. “We’ll have coffee.”

It felt strange, calling up the pilot agency to see if there was a pilot free to fly my jet, which hadn’t moved in over a year. I no longer had a personal pilot on staff, for obvious reasons. “We can have a pilot at your plane in thirty minutes, Mr. Thompson.” It all felt so silly, spending tens of thousands of dollars to fly two hours to have coffee—but in a lot of ways, it was just like old times. We often flew on private jets to meet investors for coffee, and sometimes they just wanted to shoot the shit.

My heart was racing with excitement, waiting to hear what Brian had in his mind. He certainly didn’t need me for this project. Since we’d gone into business together, we’d both met master programmers and genius app developers. I really didn’t have much to offer Brian that he couldn’t easily get with a simple phone call—but he wanted to do this with me—whatever it was.
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This project wasn’t about getting rich; we probably weren’t going to be creating the next Buzz, or even something worth ten-million. But to me, it was worth more than ten-million—and maybe even more than one-hundred million. Assuming Brian was on the same page as me, he had one goal in mind here: to bring a bit of interest back into our lives.
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He wanted to meet me at a cafe, and not just at his mansion, which would have been more private (and probably with better coffee). He wasn’t even sitting at a good table—not like the old Brian, who would have paid the cafe owner to have the place totally vacated before his entrance. It was a stuffy cafe—the exact kind of place we would have met to discuss the early details of Buzz.
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He wasn’t even dressed like a rich guy; he was wearing some old clothes, looking like pre-Buzz Brian, and maybe that was what he wanted: to blend in, so nobody would know that he was a billionaire. That’s how I usually went out too. But now, I was dressed in a suit and expensive shoes; I wished he would have told me to show up casually, but a part of me wanted to relive being a CEO of a billion-dollar company. I loosened my tie a bit and undid the top button, so I wouldn’t look too corporate.
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“Did I step into a Time Machine?” I asked as I walked up to the table.

“Jake!” he roared, and then he jumped to his feet and gave me a hug. “Oh, I’ve missed you, buddy. It’s so good to see you. Sit down. Come on—tell me everything. What’s new with you? Married? No—you would have invited me to the wedding, right?”

I smiled. We hadn’t been in touch much. We didn’t part on the best terms; when he sold the company, I was angry with him, but I kept that anger inside of me. And Brian hadn’t reached out to me, so I assumed that he’d gone off to travel, or to pursue one of the passion projects he always talked about pursuing. He wanted to direct movies. He wanted to play in a rock band. He wanted to trek into the Amazon to search for lost ruins.

I was shocked when he told me that he hadn’t been doing anything. He travelled for a few months after we sold the company, and quickly realized that he hated travelling. Then, he went to Brazil and spent a day with a crew in the Amazon before realizing that the humidity and the bugs were too much to handle. He tried to start a rock band but failed to write a single song. “I guess ideas have always been more my thing,” he said. “I’m an idea guy.”

“Well,” I said. “For what it’s worth, I still think that Buzz was one of the greatest ideas. I mean—you literally revolutionized dating.”

“Nobody uses Buzz anymore,” he said, looking suddenly heartbroken.

“No,” I said. “But millions of people are using Classic Buzz, or whatever it’s called.”

“The knockoff? I heard that the new Buzz CEO has spent the past six months trying to get it taken off of the App Store.”

I smiled. “He can’t. There’s no copyright infringement; the algorithm is slightly different, the layout is different enough, and it’s not called Buzz; it’s called Classic Buzz.”

“Why do you look so happy about it?” he asked, as if I was attacking his baby.

“Because it’s more like what we created together,” I said. “And its success is proof that we knew what we were doing.”

He chuckled. “You’re on it, aren’t you?”

I blushed. “No, that’s not for me.”

“But you’re still single?”

“I guess dating isn’t high on my priority list,” I lied. I didn’t want to admit that being a billionaire had ruined sex and romance for me. “Let’s cut the small talk. Why did I just hire a pilot to fly me here?”

“Don’t you ever just want to chat with an old friend?” he asked with a grin. I could tell he had an idea in his head.

“Out with it!”

“We should start another company.”

“Doing what?” I said, leaning in, unable to hide my smile. Like I said before: it didn’t matter what he said—I was in.

“Anything.”

“I’m down.”

He laughed. “What if I said, producing gay porn?”

I thought for a moment. “Would I have to watch it?”

He laughed again. “You really are bored, huh?”

“I’m dying,” I said. “I’ve never been so bored in my life. I need to work. I considered calling up the Classic Buzz guys to see if they would let me sit on their board.”

He shook his head. “Well, we can come up with something. Maybe it will be the next big thing. You still know how to program apps, right?”

“I mean—yeah—but most people use AI for that now, don’t they?”

“I don’t know; do they?”

“I think they do,” I said. “But whatever; I can figure it out; I’m up for a challenge. You don’t have any ideas?”

“Hm,” he said, thinking, scratching at his scruffy facial hair, which he’d had since the day I met him. “What about… dog walking? People who want to walk dogs sign up, and people who want their dogs walked sign up, and it matches them.”

“It’s been done,” I said.

“Really?”

I nodded my head. “Before we made Buzz.”

“Oh… Okay. How’s about…” He thought for a long moment. “Kind of like Door Dash, but just for pizza—nothing else.”

“Why? Who would use that?”

“Someone who wants pizza.”

“But they can just use Door Dash.”

“We’ll call it Pizza Dash.”

“It’s a terrible idea,” I said to him.

He frowned, pouted, scratched his facial hair again, and then said, “What if we just take our old idea—of Buzz—but make it more like… for friends.”

I paused, slightly intrigued to hear if there was more to the idea, or if it was just something he snatched from the air. “Go on…”

“You don’t even do a questionaire. You just give the app permission to track everything you do on your phone, so the app gets to know you after a few days or weeks. Then, it buzzes when you’re near someone with the app, who it thinks you would get on with.”

“But it’s not dating?”

“Just for buddies,” he said. Then, he smiled, his eyes glowing. “Imagine a couple of super-nerds, who are both really into some stupid Magic Card game, and it buzzes when they’re in a room together—and that gets them talking about their stupid game.”

I smiled. “It’s… actually not a bad idea.”

“It’s a great idea,” he said with glowing eyes. “And we can make it, together—and we’ll be back in business.”

I bit down on my tongue. “It’s going to be a lot of work. We won’t be able to use our old code without breaching our contract.” Then, I paused. “Shit. No—we can’t do it. We signed that non-compete agreement. We can’t make a competition company.”
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“It’s not competition,” he said. “It’s not dating. It’s just buddies.”

I smiled. “We should check with a lawyer first… but I say we do it.”

“Move here,” he said. “Buy a house today. I’ll get us an office. We’ll be in business by the end of next week.”

He reached out his hand and we shook. Just like that, we went from having hardly seen each other in years to being business partners again: this time with all of the money in the world to work with.
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Things moved quickly, just like they had when we created Buzz—but this was a bit different, as you can imagine. Back then, we were operating with no money, no investment, and we both had part-time jobs that we had to balance. Now, we had the power of cash, and we weren’t afraid of using it.

Brian leased an entire floor of a new downtown skyscraper.
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Within hours of signing the lease, he had a crew working to get it tech-company ready, working day and night; the cost to have the construction crew rush the job was tenfold the usual cost, but that didn’t matter to us; the interest I earned from my stock portfolio tripled the total cost of the construction in just a few hours. There are perks to being a billionaire.

Brian hired a firm to send us logo designs and app mockups. I got to work creating a simple working schematic, with a signup page and then I spent some time researching how to give an app access to someone’s personal search history and even text message history.

We wanted the app to know everything about the person—and that didn’t mean that we were stealing people’s private information; it’s not like any real humans were going to see that info; it was just going to be processed by the app’s algorithm to create ‘matches’ in the database, and then, when two matches were in a certain proximity, the app would buzz.
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I was a bit rusty… and outdated. I hadn’t written a line of code in years, so I spent a lot of time on various forums, and I was constantly asked by strangers online, ‘Why not get AI to sort it out for you?’ I felt a bit strange when I finally downloaded an AI programming app and asked it to help me with my design, and in seconds it spat out a working schematic that was ten-times more efficient than what I could have made in weeks. “Shit,” I whispered. The world really had changed since we made Buzz.

The reality was, the whole landscape was different. The App Store was flooded with new apps, mostly made by AI. I learned that there were people who were churning out two or three apps a day, using AI to do the coding, just praying that one would take off. I realized then and there that Brian really didn’t need me; not only did he have access to the world’s top programmers, he also had access to AI.

I spent a few hours searching the App Store, to see if something like this already existed: an app for connecting new friends with a buzz. I’m sure there was already something out there—maybe a dozen variants… but I couldn’t find one, and it really didn’t matter; we weren’t doing this for a profit or even for a sense of achievement or success. This was just about reliving a time in our lives when things were exciting and busy and interesting.

The day after our office was finished and open, we ran a hiring fair. Programmers were lined up down the street. “I lost my job to AI,” many of them told us, and they were thrilled at the idea of being hired by us. I will admit that I felt a bit weird hiring them, knowing that I could hypothetically use AI to do their job (and knowing that they were probably going to end up using AI to do their own job), but we wanted to make this a true startup experience, and that meant hiring a crew.
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We hired artists, marketing experts, and programmers. We opted out of hiring any HR after remembering some annoying experiences with the last HR department—and it was a good thing that we didn’t hire an HR person, or make any deals with HR firms, because we quickly ran into some problems that were new to us—problems that would have been much more complicated had our employees had HR representation.

“I want to work from home,” said one of our lead programmers.

“You can work from home today,” I said.

“No,” he said with a blank look on his face. “Indefinitely. I can do my job remotely. I don’t want to work in an office; it’s not good for my mental health.”

Brian and I both looked at each other, confused. “Your mental health?” we asked. “Um… we want our employees to work from the office. We prefer a team environment.”

“What difference does it make if I’m getting my work done?” the young man asked.
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We caved and let him work from home, but that only lasted a week. I’d only spent a week with AI, but as soon as this young fellow was submitting his work from home, it became obvious that he was using AI. We let him go right away—and an HR department probably wouldn’t have let us do that.

Then, one day, an employee brought a snarling pitbull into the office. It barked at the employees and even bit Brian on the ankle. The employee-slash-owner-of-the-dog told us that it was his anxiety dog. He claimed he needed it for his anxiety and depression. After it bit a second employee, we told him to get the dog out of there, so the employee quit.
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Our graphic design girl would show up once a week, at most; the other days, she would call in to let us know she needed a ‘mental health day’. When the other employees found out that we were allowing mental health days, they started staying home as well. It was a Thursday afternoon—just the third Thursday in operation—and Brian and me were the only employees in the office. “This is ridiculous,” he said. “We may as well let them all go; they do nothing and expect everything.” As he said it, one of them submitted some work from home—and from a quick glance, I could tell that it was made with AI. “Yeah,” I said. “Enough is enough. Let’s cut them all loose.”

“And just run the company ourselves?” he said. “I’m not saying that it’s impossible.”

“We can just use AI,” I said. “That seems to be what everyone else in the world is doing.”

“What about marketing. AI doesn’t do marketing—at least not well. We need someone to handle that.”

“Fine,” I said. “But the girl we have doing it now is hopeless. We need to find someone new—someone who isn’t a lazy sack.”

“I’ll put up an ad; you call the girl to let her know she’s done.”

I never liked firing people, but some people just need to be fired. I made the call; she cried, threatened to sue, and then the call was done.
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Then, I had to make the other calls; I called every one of our lazy employees and fired them all over the phone. Some cried, some were indifferent. One of the men who had been sending me lazy AI coding samples said, “Let me guess? Replacing me with AI? Typical!”

Brian took me out to a bar after the work day was done, like old times, just to vent and relax. “I don’t get it,” he said. “They’re all using AI, but complain that AI is replacing them.”

“I don’t get it either,” I said. “When I called Frank to let him know that we were letting him go, he asked me why, and I told him that it was because he was submitting obvious AI programming samples. Then, he accused us of using AI to create Buzz. Was there even AI back when we made Buzz?”

“Don’t worry about these guys,” Brian said with a casual smile on his face. “He’s just projecting. We don’t need him. We don’t need any of them; we just need a marketing guy.”

“We’ll find one.”

Then, the bar door opened, and a group of stunning women walked in. They were stopping in for pre-drinks before heading out the clubs—that much was evident by their clubbing attire: short skirts, tight tops, and bold makeup. They turned every male head in the place, and rightly so, as they were all fit and traditionally beautiful. A few years earlier, I would have been drooling and wagging my tail at the sight of the girls, but now, I felt very little. Years of easy, casual sex with model-tier women had left me feeling almost… asexual.
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I noticed Brian looking at the girls, but not with an eye-bulging excitement like the other men in the room; he was looking at them with a sort of longing-look, longing for a time when he would have felt some excitement at the sight of the women.

Brian, without looking away from the girls, said, “It’s just so easy to walk up to them, buy them a drink, tell them who I am…” He let out a sigh. “It’s just so easy.” He said it like it was some sort of curse, and most people would have found that very confusing, but I understood.
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“Don’t you miss when the girls wanted nothing to do with us?” I asked, only half-joking.

He cracked a small smile. “Wasn’t that awesome? Having to chase them…”

“Do you ever just pretend like you’re nobody?” I asked.

“All the time, but it never works. Someone recognizes me. Someone whispers in the girl’s ear. It never lasts. Or maybe I make a slip—I say something that gives me away. Girls seem to catch on fast; they can smell the money or something.”

I nodded in agreement; I knew exactly what he was saying. “They just always know,” I said.

“What I would do to just go back in time,” he sighed. “When it was hard to get girls to even look at me.”

And even now, one of the girls was pointing at us; she must have recognized us, or maybe it was just obvious that we were successful, even though we were both wearing clothes that anyone could find at a thrift store. Brian was right: women can just tell when a man is successful.

One of the girls came over and asked us, “What are you guys up to tonight? Want to come to a club with us?”

“Sorry,” said Brian. “We’re busy.” His response was cold, but I understood it. Really, the girls weren’t interested in us; they wanted our money. They wanted us to buy them drinks. They wanted us to treat them like socialite princesses. They wanted the status that came with fraternizing with billionaires.

The young woman rolled her eyes and stormed off, struggling to swallow the rejection.

But I would have done the same thing had Brian not done it; maybe in politer words, but I wouldn’t have done it too. The girls offered nothing special: a self-conscious fakeness and complete lack of personality—good bodies, but nothing I hadn’t had a thousand times before.

We ordered more drinks. Now, we were catching up, telling each other stories of our post-retirement lives. He told me some stories about women he’d met while travelling. “They’re the same everywhere,” he said. “There’s no challenge, unless you invent the challenge yourself.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“Well,” he said with a blushing grin. “When you see a girl, before you even talk to her, you try to think: what should I try to get her to do? Then, you see if you can get her to do it before the end of the night—without offering to pay her, of course.”

“Give me an example,” I said.

He blushed even more. “Okay,” he said. “And you won’t judge me?”

“I’ll definitely judge you,” I laughed.

“There was this girl—maybe nineteen, blonde, and a total virgin. She was at this party, in Argentina, with all the richest businessmen and politicians. I knew I could easily take her home, but that wasn’t fun enough, so I started trying to think of the worst thing I could get her to do.”

“What do you mean?” I said, feeling a cold chill down my spine.

“Well,” I said. “She came up to me and started chatting. I asked her if she wanted to go walk around. Then, I tried to find the most vile man. We went and got ice cream. We walked down a beach. Then, I spotted him: an old, wrinkly man… He was probably… ninety, and homeless. Now, this girl—she had this glow in her eyes when I started holding her hand; she thought that I was going to make her my next wife, so I knew that she would probably do anything. I stopped in front of the old man and said, ‘Sir? Would you let my friend here have sex with you?’ The girl was shocked.”

I was shocked too. Was this a real story?

“She looked at me, stunned, turning green. Then, I just told her that I had a thing for watching my young girlfriends getting with old men. She looked horrified, but I knew she wanted more than me; she wanted my money. She hesitated, but she did it. I told them that I liked watching anal, and the old man managed to get his wrinkly cock hard, and he stuffed it into the young woman’s asshole, and he even came in her, right there on that dark beach.”

I was going to puke. “You’re lying,” I said.

He shook his head. “I told you not to judge me. She consented to it; it’s not like I forced her to do it. She cried the whole time, and then I let her spend a couple nights at my place. Of course, I wouldn’t touch her; God only knows what she contracted from that old man.”

“You’re disgusting,” I said, and I was even more shocked to see him grinning.

“Oh, relax, Jake,” he said, waving me off. “She consented. It made things more interesting. I tried it again a week later, this time with another young woman, and another old man. I went online and found a deformed midget—you know, a little guy.”

“Brian!” I gasped. “You can’t say midget. And you can’t do shit like that.”

“Oh, don’t get all PC on me. I didn’t make her do it; I didn’t even offer her cash. It was just to see if she would do it. To be honest, Jake, I hardly ever have sex anymore; there’s no thrill in it.”
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“I—I don’t know if you’re lying to me.”

“Not at all. I watched for an hour while this young girl took it from a midget—and the midget’s friend. They actually made her orgasm.”

“Stop,” I said.

“Whatever,” he said. “How do you find sexual pleasure?” I could tell that he was getting drunk, and was probably going to regret this conversation in the morning.

“I just have normal sex, with normal girls, and everyone consents to everything.”

“That’s boring. You know, I went to countries where there was a lot of freedom—laws that exist here, don’t exist there. I’ve seen some shit.”

“You need to stop talking,” I said. I wasn’t sure if he was pranking me. It wasn’t unusual for him to prank like this, but the look on his face made me think he was serious.

“Being rich takes the excitement out of everything,” he said. “You need to find ways to inject some excitement back in.”

“Whatever,” I said. “Maybe that’s true, but making young girls sleep with old men, deformed men…”

“I’m not making anyone do anything; these girls are doing it voluntarily, thinking they will get access to my bank account.”

“Is that really voluntarily, if they’re going in with expectations?”

“That’s their problem, not mine.” Now, his grin was growing. “I did something else…”

I paused, staring into his dark eyes. I wasn’t sure that this was the same Brian who made Buzz with me. This was a different person: a person corrupted by power and money. Sometimes I wondered if I’d been corrupted to a degree, but now, I was seeing just how bad it could have been. “A boy.”

“Brian…” I said, feeling suddenly ill.

“He was eighteen,” he said quickly, making sure that I knew he wasn’t suggesting something illegal. “I saw him at a club that I was at. He was straight, hitting on girls… But he had this look.”

“What are you talking about? Did you have sex with a dude?”

“Not exactly,” he said with a strange smile. “I introduced myself. He knew me from a spot we did on Kimmel. I started talking to him, and then I asked if he wanted to intern. I had him come over the next day, and he was super excited. Then, I told him to shave his body.”

I was stunned. My jaw was hanging open and I couldn’t think of any words to say. “You… What?”

“He shaved, looking confused. Then, I asked him to put on some makeup. He kept asking why, and I told him that I was just testing his willingness. I told him that a good intern is always willing, and never asks questions. I say jump, you say ‘how high?’. And he did it. He put on a wig. He put on a minidress. He put on heels. He put on perfume.”

“And you two were… alone?”

He nodded his head.

“Isn’t this the same shit that Harvey Weinstein went to jail for?”

“That was rape,” he sighed, waving me off. “This was consensual. Do you know how careful I am? Every hour, basically, I was asking this young guy if he was comfortable, and I kept telling him he could leave. But he stayed; he wanted the internship.”

“What internship? You’re retired.”

“An intern to my personal operations,” he grinned.

“This is evil. You’re… evil.”

“Well, it lasted two weeks. He would come in each day, and I would ask him to do the same thing: wig, dress, makeup—and eventually a breast form, and I convinced him to look into ‘tucking’. He would sit, dressed as a girl, and answer my casual emails, get me coffee, and so on. I kept tasking him with ‘practising’. I made him work on his voice, his gait, his makeup. It wasn’t long before he really passed as a chick. And Jake—he liked it. I was monitoring the internet usage at my property and saw that he’d looked at a local plastic surgeon who did breast implants. One day, I told him that if he worked out, I would be happy to pay for any surgeries. That same day, he came into my office, crawled under my desk, and…”

“No,” I said, shaking my head.

“Yes,” he smiled. “He sucked me off. I should say—she sucked me off. So—unrelated to the sexual relationship that we fostered—I bought her a nice pair of breasts, and every few days I would fuck her brains out on my desk at work. That went on for a while, and then I let her go.”

“Why?”

“It got boring. She was too easy.”

“I—I can’t believe what I’m hearing. It all sounds so… evil. Brian—if this were to get out, you would be all over the news. You would be cancelled. You know that banks have shut down people’s accounts because of shit like this? Just because you have a billion dollars, doesn’t mean you’re set for life. You’re playing with fire.”

“It was all consensual. I had secret recordings of her consenting multiple times. She would stand no chance in court.”

“The court of public opinion is much more damning than a real court.”

He waved me off again. “I did it two more times. I hired young, slim boys—all eighteen—and I…”

“Groomed them?”

“I let them turn themselves into women,” he said. “It was all voluntary; I just made suggestions. That was over a year ago. I want to do it again. Between you and me…” He took a sip from his drink, and I noticed him swaying slightly in his seat. “Between you and me, it’s the only way I can get off anymore.”

“You need to go home,” I said. “I’m going to call you a cab.”
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“You’re so lame,” he said, slurring, and now, I was wondering if he’d consumed more than just alcohol; I couldn’t help but sense some pills or something—something that was hitting him very hard and very suddenly. I made sure he got home. I even walked him to his bed. Then, I called my pilot, and he told me he just needed forty-five minutes and he would be ready. So I had a bit of time to kill before heading to the airstrip.

Brian was snoring in his bed. I walked around his place. I really did think that he’d been lying to me about his sexual stories. Then, on his laptop, in his office, I found pictures and videos of his ‘interns’. He had videos of them bouncing on his lap, taking his cock in their asses. He had ‘modelling’ style photos of them, taken around his house—some clothed, some naked. I gasped, looking through the huge collection.

I was stunned that Brian would risk his reputation doing something so reckless. But I was also taken aback by just how… good some of the ‘girls’ looked. He had pictures of them as men; the transformations were impressive. And the videos of them fucking—they had an intense sexual energy and vivaciousness that you rarely see from a biological woman.
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My heart was racing. I was disgusted, but at the same time… intrigued. I couldn’t help but think that there was something of value to what Brian had been doing to entertain himself. It seemed so psychopathic, but the logistics of it were so… risky and challenging, and those were the two things that seemed to be missing from my life: risks and challenges.
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Brian had no memory of the night. He was ruthlessly hungover, and I was worried that he’d been taking drugs in the bathroom of the bar. I decided not to make it awkward by suggesting as much—and I didn’t bring up any of our talk, so I had no idea if he knew just how much he spilled to me.

“You need to pull yourself together,” I said when he emerged from the bathroom, face green and stomach grumbling. “We have marketing prospects coming in an hour.”

“You might have to do the interviews yourself,” he said, and ten minutes later, he was back in the bathroom.

So, I conducted the interviews myself. It was a bit strange, playing the role of the interviewer; back at Buzz, we would have only been present when interviewing major positions, not simple positions like marketing coordinators.

The candidates came in, one at a time, while the rest sat in the large waiting room by the unmanned reception desk. We didn’t have a receptionist anymore; the one we hired originally had asked if they could work from home, with a camera and FaceTime screen—so we fired them. Now, I just had my own desk set up close to the front, in case anyone came in—and I had the phone on my desk.

The candidates were experienced. Some had impressive degrees. Many had lost their jobs to AI. Many were quick to ask about sick days and mental health days, and work-from-home policies.

I was clear: at Vibe (that was the new name of the company), we worked from the office, and we came in, rain or shine. This made many applicants very nervous. But there were three who were excited by the idea of working in an office. “I love the retro vibes,” said one applicant.

I told the three prospects to wait in the waiting room while I mulled over their resumes. I wanted to hire one on the spot. All three had included headshots with their resumes. Now, I was looking at their pictures, deciding who was the best fit. There was a man, handsome, tall, with a short beard. There was a woman: beautiful, blonde, with plump lips. And then, there was a young man with soft features and an innocent sort of look on his face.

And the young man reminded me a bit of the young men I saw on Brian’s laptop. I suddenly paused.

I remembered what Brian told me. Now, my heart was beginning to race. What if Brian tried to do what he did with those young men to this young man? The thought of getting wrapped up in some sexual misconduct lawsuit had me shivering… but then I began to think about the challenge—to see how hard it would be to get this young man to… feminize himself.

The way Brian did it was very… obvious and questionable ethically. But what if it was done more subtly. What if the young man did everything himself, assuming it would benefit him in some way—or maybe I could get him to convince himself that he would like it…

Now look—I wasn’t fantasizing about being with a man, sexually. I want to make that clear. I was just… excited about the idea of a challenge.

The challenge had my heart racing faster than it had raced in years. I even caught myself grinning as I tried to brainstorm ideas: how I could pull it off without risking my own reputation.

And, I should point out, that this young man was probably the most qualified in terms of marketing. So I called him into the office and offered him the job.

“When can I start?” he asked, eyes glowing.
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“Today, if you want,” I smiled.

His name was Keith. He was twenty-two, clean-shaven, and he had the hallmark features of a woman: soft jawline, high cheekbones, big eyes, and a slender frame; it’s not the kind of thing I would have ever noticed before, but after seeing Brian’s laptop, and hearing him talk about his despicable little hobby, I couldn’t help but notice those little features.

Brian came back to the office mid-afternoon. I watched him pause as he saw the young man at his desk. I even watched as Brian’s cheeks turned a slight shade of pink. I knew what was on his mind, but he had no idea that I knew.

“This is the new guy?” he asked me.

“This is Keith,” I said. “He’s very qualified.”

“He looks… qualified,” Brian said with a smile. He was eyeing the resume from over my shoulder. Maybe he was just looking at the young man’s photo.

My heart skipped a beat. “I think he’ll be good,” I said. “He’s already working hard.”

It took only one day before Brian approached Keith, smiling, and he said, “By the way, Keith—I know that Jake likes to wear suits and stuff, because he’s a nerd. But we’re totally casual here. You don’t have to wear suits to work—or even dress clothes. Wear anything you want.” I couldn’t help but think that it was the first step in his little ‘grooming’ fantasy.

I kept an eye on Brian, worried he was going to go too far, and get us in trouble. But another part of me was curious, to see what he was going to do, and how he was going to do it. I had this strong suspicion that he was going to project his fantasy onto Keith, but I really had no idea how he planned to do it. Now, he wasn’t just risking his own reputation; he was risking mine as well.

“I was thinking of throwing a costume party,” he announced a few days later. “An office party. We’ll invite some people to get our numbers up, of course.” Then, he blushed and smiled, “I was hoping that we could do a group costume.”

“What did you have in mind?” Keith asked, oblivious to Brian’s evil thoughts.

“Well,” he said. “I was thinking, like Addams family. I could be the hairy guy. Jake—you could be the dad. And Keith, maybe it would be funny if you did, like, a Wednesday Addams sort of thing.”

Keith blushed, but he knew that Brian was a billionaire, and he knew that Brian was totally out of touch with the value of a dollar; over the past few days, he’d bought Keith a three-hundred dollar steak when we went out for lunch, and he’d given Keith a four-thousand dollar bonus. Maybe Brian was out of touch, or maybe it was just part of the process.

Keith didn’t question it. Brian bought the costume for him, and even got a bra with silicone breast pads.

I approached Brian during the party, while Keith was awkwardly drifting around the drink table. “Why the Wednesday costume?” I asked him.

[image: Wednesday]



“Why not? I think it’s funny,” he said.

“You know… there are rules in the workplace.”

“You have to admit, he really looks like that actress who played Wednesday.”

“Brian,” I said.

“What?”

I thought about telling him what I knew: about his secret fetish, about his laptop pictures and videos. I bit my tongue. “Remember that… he’s our employee.”

But at the same time, I was so curious to see how Brian was going to proceed with this ‘process’. Later, during the party, he approached Keith and started telling him how good he looked. Then, a man I did not recognize went up to Keith and started flirting with him, before Keith made it clear that he was a male (in case his voice hadn’t made it obvious enough).

Two days later, Brian revealed his ‘idea’ for a video, to help market the app. The idea involved Keith acting in a number of roles—one of which was a female role. “We’ll make you sexy,” Brian laughed. He had a makeup artist come in, and a costume professional. They spent the whole day filming the ‘marketing’ video, which was meant to be a viral thing for TikTok and Instagram. In the video, Keith was blushing and shy—but he really did look like a girl in that makeup and costume.

A week later, Brian announced ‘Opposite Day’. “Tomorrow is Opposite Day. Be the opposite of what you normally are.” He looked at me. “That means no nerdy suits for you, Jake,” he grinned.

I don’t know if Brian said anything to Keith, but Keith showed up dressed like a girl. He laughed about it and blushed. I couldn’t help but wonder if Brian had gotten into Keith’s head, planted some emasculating seed of doubt. Maybe Keith was starting to like being dressed as a girl. He spent the whole day at his desk, wearing that little dress and those stockings, with that soft blonde wig on his head.

Was Brian messing with Keith’s brain? Was it working?

That same day, Brian asked if Keith would go to his house with him, after work. “I want to talk about your goals,” Brian said to the young man, who was dressed as a woman.

I was stunned. Keith went, and I was left trembling, worried Brian was going to get us into big, big trouble. I knew that Brian was going to try to fuck Keith, and maybe Keith would do it. Maybe he did it… I’m sure he did it, because the next day, Keith showed up to work, red in the face, dressed like a girl (with makeup, blonde wig, and a minidress). He said nothing as he took his seat. He wouldn’t look up at me, too embarrassed to make eye-contact.
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“What’s going on?” I asked Brian.

Brian grinned. He had an evil look in his eye. “Keith revealed something to me last night. He’s interested in exploring his feminine side, and I told him that we wouldn’t judge him here.”

“Brian…” I said.

“What? I’m being tolerant.”

I had chills. I couldn’t believe it. My mouth felt suddenly dry. A nausea churned in my gut. During lunch, both Brian and Keith disappeared. I went snooping around, trying to find them. I finally heard a moan as I passed the never-used women’s bathroom on our floor. I put my ear to the door and heard a ‘spanking’ sound, like a pelvis against an ass. “Harder,” moaned a feminized male voice. “Fuck me harder. Oh God—it’s so fucking deep!”

I froze. I couldn’t believe my ears. Brian was fucking a young man who was dressed up like a girl. And… it sounded like Keith liked it.

It seemed so impossible, but at the same time, I knew how much power came along with being a billionaire. It’s not that he needed to give Keith money; just having the money gave Brian an intense, powerful energy that he could flex on anyone. He was using that power for evildoing, to satisfy a sexual fetish that was created out of a desperate need for sexual excitement.

I was at my desk when Keith returned from ‘lunch’. He was slow to sit down, almost wincing as his ass pressed on the seat; Brian must have left his asshole sore.

My heart was erratic for the rest of the day. I felt uneasy for the rest of the week, with them sneaking off together. Then, one day, Keith didn’t show up. “Where is he?” I asked Brian.

“I had a discussion with him. I think it’s best that he works from home from now on. He can do his duties remotely.”
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And I knew that Brian had finished with Keith; he accomplished his goal and the sexual excitement was gone. He no longer had a use for Keith. “Maybe we can hire a second marketing guy?” A dark gleam flashed in his eye, and I knew that he was hoping to do it again, to create himself another pet T-girl, another booty call who he could call up at any moment for a little bit of action—though I don’t think he planned on making that call, now that it was so easy and accessible; now that the challenge was over, the sexual excitement was gone, along with his arousal.
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George started working the very next Monday. We had six candidates come in, and then Brian made the final selection. Unsurprisingly, his selection was, for lack of a better term, ‘petite’. George was short and thin. One of the first questions Brian asked was, “How much do you weigh?”
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George laughed and blushed and said, “One-ten. I’ve always been tiny. I was never good at sports, but I’m good at marketing.”

Two days later, Brian caught wind of some LGBT fundraiser that some companies were running, and decided to create his own spin on it. “We’ll all dress up like girls,” he said. “You know—to support the community.”

A sickness churned in my gut—especially when he went out later to purchase the outfits for all of us. For me, he picked an old-lady-style moo-moo dress. He bought himself an outfit that was hardly feminine at all: a black pantsuit that could have just been a regular suit with the buttons on the wrong side. Then, for George, he bought a little pencil skirt and a small white blouse.

George was embarrassed, but he tried on the costume anyway. “You don’t think it’s too… provocative?” he asked nervously. Brian shook his head, and George didn’t put up a fight, because he wanted to keep the job.

The job was, after all, one of the best-paying marketing jobs in the whole province. Brian insisted on paying these guys six-figures, even though they had very little experience, and despite the fact that AI could have taken their positions—for the most part.

Brian was pretending to be altruistic—but really, he knew that he was putting these young men in a sticky position, which gave Brian a massive amount of power and control.

Brian sent a makeup artist to George’s house on the morning of the ‘fundraiser’. As for us, we just put on some blush. George got a full makeover to look like a legitimate chick. George worked without confidence that day, sitting small at his desk. He was clearly uncomfortable, but Brian didn’t seem to notice—or maybe he didn’t care; this was all part of his process.
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Then, a few days later, came the costume party: another ‘group costume’ idea from Brian, which had George dressed as a girl. This time, Brian was pushing the limits. He invited two dozen people to the office, told them all to dress up in their craziest costumes, and then he told us that we would be dressing up as the ‘Playboy Mansion.’

“What does that even mean?” I asked.

He had it all planned out. An interior designer came in and revamped the office to look like the Playboy Mansion for the day, with leather decor and faux-panelled walls. Brian, of course, dressed up like Hugh Hefner. He had me dress up like a professional photographer, and then George was given the role of Playboy Bunny. It was far from appropriate, and I wanted to protest for George’s sake, but George seemed up to the part—at least he said he was; it was obvious that he was nervous and uncomfortable with the whole thing—especially when Brian gave him the silicone breast form to wear.
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He was stiff and awkward… at first. But as the party progressed, he seemed to settle more into the role. The odd man would approach him, to flirt with him. Then, the men would be shocked to hear his voice (which wasn’t exactly masculine naturally). But some of the men didn’t seem to mind once they realized George was a man. Like Brian, they could easily look past his male biology in order to appreciate what they could see with their eyes.

And George really did make a fairly pretty girl.

It was just two days later when Brian took the game to the next level. He came into the office, all panicked—but it was an act. He told us that a member of the work board was coming by the office. “I lied about our gender quotas,” he said, putting on a fake blushing face. “They think we have one-third female staff. We’ll lose our grants if they realize we’re all men.” He looked at George with a red-cheeked smile. “How awkward would it be for you to dress up like a girl—just for a day?”

And George did it, to appease Brian. But once again, he seemed a little bit more comfortable as a girl.
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He almost seemed… in his element as he sat by the big picture window, working through some charts and whatnot.

That night, Brian invited George over to talk about work—at his house. They left together, and I knew what Brian was going to try to do.

The next day, George didn’t show up; it was a similar story: “He’s going to work from home from now on,” Brian said. “It will just be better that way.”

I knew what had happened… Well—I knew two possibilities. Maybe he had sex with George and then set him loose, having accomplished his goal. Or maybe he tried to have sex with George, was rejected, and he told George to work from home to avoid the awkward confrontation.

“We really should get a secretary,” Brian said with a sly smile.

The next day, we were interviewing candidates for the secretary jobs: all young men with fresh faces—all young men who had potential to pass as women.

And it wasn’t a week later when there was a young man dressed as a woman: another victim of Brian’s crafty, conniving tricks. More costume parties, more LGBT awareness fundraisers, more gender quotas that needed to be substantiated. Brian hired actors to come through the office, to play the role of job board cronies. It was all so intricate, and so evil. He was going to incredible lengths to trick these young men into dressing up…

But it was more than just dressing up. He could have easily paid young guys to dress up like girls, and he probably could have paid them to put out too—I mean, most young, poor guys would sacrifice their masculinity and their humility for an easy hundred-grand. Back when I was young, I would have put on a skirt and allowed a man to fuck me if it meant… even ten-grand. Ten grand would have changed my life back when I was poor and young.

Brian wasn’t looking for easy sex. He wanted to make it into a challenge—but there was more to the challenge. He wanted to change these young men on a fundamental level. He wanted to change their minds. He wanted to change them permanently. He wanted to flex his power—and he had so many tricks; he was getting better at it. Danny, the new receptionist, was coming into work dressed as a girl within two weeks of starting. He even told us that he wanted to be called Danica. I had no idea what Brian did to him, but he got into his head somehow.

“I think we should take the whole crew out on a special trip,” Brian said to me with a smile. “I’m thinking of getting the old yacht out of storage.” Brian owned a super-yacht, with eight luxury bedrooms. I thought it was a giant waste of ninety-million dollars, but he actually made a decent profit off of it, allowing a luxury yacht rental company to rent it out when Brian didn’t want to use it. A single charter fetched him nearly one-hundred thousand dollars (for just a few nights).

Two days later, we were all on Brian’s private plane: me, Brian, and all of the ‘girls’, most of whom worked from home. Now, George, Keith, and the new guy, Danny, were all ready for a few days on a super yacht in the Caribbean. Now, the three of them all happened to identify as women. Keith had recently removed the bandages from his breast augmentation surgery—so I should be calling him her. In fact, they were all her now. And even when they were all in a plane together, none of them seemed to be suddenly privy to Brian’s evildoing.
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I felt weird about it all, knowing it was a major lawsuit waiting to happen. He was using his power to change people, for his own sexual gratification.

That first night on the yacht, Brian took all three girls (after lots of drinking) to the master bedroom, and they had a loud orgy. I could hear it from the deck. I tried to distract myself with the biological women that we had on board the ship (Brian had invited some supermodels to come and vacation with us, as well as an actress who was quite well-known, and a Russian ballerina who had recently been recognized as the best in the world.

All of the girls on the ship were interested in me. The liquor had been flowing since we stepped on the ship, and they all knew that I was a billionaire. I thought about picking one or two and taking them down to my room, but I just felt uneasy, and I knew that my brain was too busy to perform well in bed. I didn’t want to suffer the awkwardness of not being able to get an erection—or to maintain one—so I just dismissed myself and went to bed alone.
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In the morning, Brian was alone on the deck, sipping coffee, watching the sunrise. I approached him, and knew I had to say something. “You really shouldn’t be sleeping with the staff,” I said. “You’re going to end up in a lot of trouble.”

“That’s exactly why we don’t have an HR department, Jake,” he smiled. “I’m sick of having all the usual stupid office rules.”

“It’s not a stupid rule,” I said. “It’s a good rule that prevents a lot of drama—and lawsuits.”

“Everything is consensual—trust me, I have it all well-documented.” I could smell the whiskey on his breath, and knew that his coffee was spiked. And as the day went on, he kept drinking. It was lunch and he was already staggering, and laughing at terrible jokes. His little crew of trans-girls giggled at his antics. It was Keith (who now identified as Kyla) who took him away and gave him a long blowjob in his master suite.

The remaining pair of girls were now eyeing me. They sat with me, wearing their tight bikinis, and began flirting with me, asking me what it was like being a billionaire. “Is it true that you have, like, triple the wealth of Brian?” asked Danica.

I smiled and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t really know what Brian has. It’s not my business.”

When I went to get a drink, Danica followed me. At the bar, while we were alone, she came up behind me, reached around me, and gently grabbed my cock through my pants. “Want to sneak away, Jake?” she whispered into my ear.
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I froze. She was massaging my cock. And behind me, through my swim trunks (and through her tiny bikini), I could feel her arousal. I could feel her shaft throbbing, and my heart skipped a beat. I hate to say that I was tempted. Her body was surprisingly fit, surprisingly feminine. I knew she was wearing one of Brian’s silicone breast forms; he bought the most expensive ones for all of the girls. He treated them like his little ‘pets’. They were spoiled pets, and that’s how he knew they would remain loyal to him.
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She rubbed me until I was hard, and then I jumped away. “Sorry, Danica,” I said. “I—I don’t think that’s appropriate.”

She stared into my eyes. I couldn’t understand how Brian had done this—or was it just a coincidence? Had he managed to find guys who were already deep in the closet, and now they were just coming out? No—he’d done this to them… somehow.

Ten minutes after I went to bed, Danica came into my room. “Shh,” she said, crawling into my bed. “Nobody has to know.” She crawled onto me and began to rock herself, grinding herself against my cock. It took all of my might to reject her, to tell her that I just wanted to sleep. She didn’t want to hear it. She looked almost mad, and now I felt strangely guilty, as if I was the one who had done something wrong. “Where’s Brian? He’ll be happy to… play with you,” I said.

“He’s been passed out for hours in the bathroom.”

I was worried about Brian, so I went to check on him. He was on the bathroom floor, snoring, breathing, heart beating. But he was out cold. There was a bag of cocaine on the counter, and he had a bottle of pills, unlabeled. I dragged him to his room and put a bucket next to his bed. Then, I noticed his laptop on the table. Curious, I went over and saw that he had an SD card plugged in, and there was a camera set up on a tripod in the corner, facing the bed.

There were videos on his laptop, taken in that room. They were his ‘proof of consent’. The videos all started with the girls giggling and saying to the camera, ‘We’re all consenting to being with Brian, however he wants us—whatever he wants us to do.’ The video made my skin turn cold. I skipped ahead. Now, in the video, Brian was thrusting hard into the asshole of one girl, while she sucked the cock of another girl. Meanwhile, the third girl stood nearby, stroking herself, getting ready to ejaculate onto Brian’s partner.

I skimmed ahead again. Now, Brian was on his back with a t-girl bouncing on his lap, and another sitting on his face, ramming her cock into his mouth; he seemed to be fine with it both ways.

I couldn’t’ watch anymore. I couldn’t believe that Brian had, so easily, created himself a little harem of t-girls.

I went to bed and I locked my door. I woke up early, and planned to tell the captain to head straight to the dock, to bring a quick end to this trip. The only other person awake was Danica. She was standing on the deck, wearing a creative blue shimmering swimsuit, which showed off the middle of her chest in great detail.
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She was wearing sunglasses. She smiled at me and said, “Finally, someone’s awake.”

I smiled back at her.

“Last chance, Jake. If you want to go and fuck me, I promise I won’t tell anyone.” She had a grin on her face. I couldn’t believe her sexual confidence. Imagine speaking to your boss like that!

Well, I considered it. It took all my willpower to shake my head and say, “Not today, Danica.” I decided not to give her the whole ‘I’m your boss’ speech.

I called Brian’s pilot to ensure the plane was ready; I wanted to get home.

But even back at home, there was no escape from Brian’s new little hobby. The very next day, a dozen young men came into the office. “What’s going on?” I asked.

“I’m interviewing for the social media coordination position,” said one of the young men.

“Me too,” said the others.

I had no idea we were hiring a social media coordinator. But from what I could gather, just looking at the faces of the young men, we weren’t really in need of a social media coordinator; Brian wanted another pet.
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These men had no idea what they were signing up for…


7



It took just ten days before Eric was coming into the office as Erica. Then, Brian hired an IT professional named Freddy, who was Freya by the end of the month.

Brian seemed to be drunk with power. It seemed so easy for him; none of these young men ever put up a fight, which made me wonder if this really was much of a challenge for him. He told me that this whole thing was about a challenge… but where was the challenge? The boys came in, awkwardly cross-dressed for a couple of weeks, and then started to embrace a femininity.

There was still a big mystery to what Brian was doing. There was that standard home invite that always came before the ‘coming out’. There was some sort of secret meeting between Brian and the young men—and maybe Brian was straight-up offering them cash; maybe he was paying them to accept femininity. But wouldn’t that defeat the whole challenge?

Maybe he was offering them cash in some other way; maybe he wasn’t directly saying, ‘Do it and I’ll pay you.’ They knew he had money; he didn’t have to say anything necessarily.

I walked into Brian’s office one afternoon without knocking, and froze when I saw that Brian had Freya bent over his desk, ramming her from behind with heavy grunts. Brian found me ten minutes later to ‘apologize’. “Sorry you had to see that.”

“You’re going to get us in trouble,” I hissed.

“Quit being such a paranoid freak,” he said.

“I’m not being a freak. I don’t want to end up losing everything over this.”

He rolled his eyes. “Even if they somehow took a billion dollars from you, you would still be a double-billionaire.”

“I value my reputation more than my money,” I said to him.

“Bullshit. Nobody values their reputation over money; it’s all just lies. Besides—you have to admit that the new guy makes a hot girl. Just look at her.”

He was talking about Candice, who had identified as Camden just two weeks earlier. To be honest, I didn’t even know what Candice’s job was, but Brian hadn’t told her to work from home yet—possibly because he hadn’t successfully gotten into her pants yet.
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And yes, she was attractive—much better looking as a girl than she was as a guy (though I’d never been attracted to men, so maybe I couldn’t really make that call). The delivery guys would hit on her. The cleaning staff would hit on her. When we went out for lunch, restaurant staff would hit on her.

“It has to stop,” I said to Brian. “You’re drunk with power. You’ve feminized enough of these young guys. You had your fun. Now stop while you’re ahead.”

“Wait,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “What makes you think that I’m doing this to them?”

“Don’t play dumb; it’s obvious,” I said. “Besides, you admitted it when you were drunk.”

He blushed and smiled. “Okay, maybe it is obvious. I don’t care. It’s fun.” He really didn’t care. Even now that he was out with his secret, he was the same careless Brian.

That night, he took Danica home with him. And as I was leaving, the new girl, Candice, asked me if I would talk to her about something.

“Sure,” I said. “Want to talk in my office?”

“I’d rather talk somewhere else. Maybe a cafe or a bar.”

My skin crawled. I thought about turning down the offer, but I decided to entertain her. We went two blocks away, to a bar. We got a small table. She had a nervous look on her face. Before she spoke, I said, “Did Brian tell you to dress like this?”

She turned white. “What? No,” she said.

“Did he ask you to? Did he put any pressure on you at all to dress like… a girl?”

She shook her head, but her face was pale, as if there was something wrong.

“What is it?”

“I want to be a girl,” she said. “But… I don’t know why. It’s… not something I ever thought about before. Then, I dressed up a few times—for that office party, and for that fundraiser… and then I talked to Brian about it a little bit, and… well, he’s so smart; he could have been a therapist.”
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“Really?” I said.

She nodded her head. “He sat me down and just… talked to me. He asked me about my childhood. He even, like… psychoanalyzed me. It was… amazing. I felt like he managed to get so much off of my shoulders—like, a weight I didn’t even know that I was carrying.”

“He did that?” I said, stunned.

She nodded her head.

“But it’s just… I’ve been feeling weird about it. I mean, I feel like I’m in the right body—finally… but it’s just so strange.”

“What’s strange?” I said, even though I also agreed that it was all strange.

“All your other employees are all trans too. And I was talking to them, and none of them knew they were trans until recently. At first, it just seemed like a crazy coincidence. But now…”

My heart skipped a beat. I could feel some controversy brewing. I could feel a lawsuit boiling, and now, I wanted to make sure that I was on the correct side.

“What?” I said.

“Just… how is it possible? Eight people in a row start working for you, and then discover that they’re trans? It’s so… bizarre.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I think it’s curious too. Tell me more about what happened at Brian’s house. He didn’t… do anything else with you?”

She shook her head. “Just talk—for a few hours.”

“Did you drink?”

She giggled. “No. Just talk—really. Brian’s sweet. He listened while I talked, and… well, it was a positive experience that really changed my life. I owe you guys so much for this job. Really, I just wanted to thank you for it all.” She sipped her drink.

“Well, I’m happy to give you the opportunity.” But now, I was strongly considering leaving this company. I didn’t want to be around when shit hit the fan, and it seemed inevitable; these girls were starting to ask questions. Brian had been inappropriate with most of the staff. I couldn’t help but think of Harvey Weinstein. Brian wouldn’t fare well in prison.

I wanted to get more info out of Candice. I knew that Brian had met with her a number of times. I knew that he had the hots on her, because he told me so. But I wanted to know exactly what he was saying to these girls.

I knew I couldn’t keep pressing her without seeming suspicious, so I allowed the night to progress somewhat. I let her talk about other things. She asked me to tell some stories about my billionaire lifestyle, and she almost seemed disappointed when I didn’t have anything spectacular to say. “Brian told me that he ventured into the Amazon,” she told me.

“For, like, a day,” I laughed.

“And he travelled the world.”

“He stayed in expensive hotels around the world.”

She giggled. “He told me that we might be going on some international trips for the job,” she said.

“He said that?” And it was a clue; it was an example of Brian offering his wealth: an offer attached to expectations.

She nodded her head. “Is it a lie?”

“I don’t know. We might do some travelling. When we made Buzz, we did a lot of travelling.”

We ordered more drinks and kept talking. I felt like I was getting a better idea of what Brian was offering these t-girls.

“Oh, I’m feeling tipsy,” Candice said. “I should get home.”

“No worries,” I smiled, though I was a bit disappointed that I hadn’t gotten more information out of her. I should have pressed for more details.

“It’s dark out,” she said. “I don’t live far. Would you mind… walking me home?”

I paused for a moment. “I can call a driver for you,” I said.

“Oh,” she said. “It’s not really that far. That would be… overkill.”

Then, I paused again. “Okay. I’ll, uh, walk you.”

Out in the soft warm glow of the lamplight, she looked more convincing than ever. The way the orange streetlight accentuated her frame, she looked like a real woman—and a beautiful one. I could see why Brian was so captivated by her.

We started walking. She told me a story about growing up, being forced to go to the mall with her mom when her mom went clothes shopping. “Maybe that had some effect on me.”

“Maybe,” I smiled. But really, I knew that, somehow, it was all Brian.

“Here’s my place,” she said, stopping out front of a small, rundown apartment building. It was in a rough end of town, so I now understood why she wanted me to walk her home. “Mind walking me up?”

I walked her up. I didn’t think anything of it, and then we got into her apartment and she spun around and kissed me. Her soft lips pressed against mine, and I melted; my willpower evaporated in a matter of seconds.

I knew I had to reject her. I knew I had to summon the strength to walk away, or I was just clumping myself into this whole mess. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it; her lips just felt so… soft. Her tongue was so inviting, so warm, so wet. Her hands, now on my sides, were caressing me in just the right way. I needed that intimacy. The way that my heart was now pounding… I needed that in my life. I hadn’t felt sexual excitement like this in years.

I put my hands on her, feeling her soft curves. I could feel her ribs through her top. Sliding up, I could feel the bust of her silicone breasts; I knew they were fake, but I groped them regardless; they felt real, and she’d told me that she was now taking hormones, and would soon have her own breasts.
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I pushed her against a wall. My heart raced faster. I couldn’t stop kissing her; I wanted to have her; I wanted to own her. I lifted up one of her leg and pushed my pelvis against her, feeling her package in her panties. I felt it throbbing: that should have been enough to make my head clear, but it wasn’t. She began to gently thrust, grinding against me, making herself hard.

Now, we were in her bedroom. She spun me around and pushed me onto my back. I hit her soft bed and found myself looking into her eyes. She pulled off her dress, letting it fall down, exposing her naked body. Then, she removed the silicone breast form as well, but somehow, her flat chest still seemed feminine.

She bent over so that I could suck her real nipples; I did it, feeling conflicted, knowing those nipples belonged to a man just a few weeks earlier—but she smelled so feminine, she felt so feminine. She had a feminine allure that seemed to cancel out her maleness and her male history—and it even seemed to make her penis irrelevant. Now, that penis was out, erect against my abdomen. She reached down and began to tug on it. Then she took my hand so I could take over the duties while she went to tug on my cock.

I felt strange, rubbing an erect penis that wasn’t my own, but I didn’t stop—mainly because it felt so good when she rubbed me. We jerked each other off… and then she took my wrists and pulled them up, above my head. A moment later, her penis was pushing into me, slithering between my butt cheeks, penetrating my tight hole.

I gasped. This wasn’t how I imagined this going. Now, I was too shocked to tell her to stop. I was afraid of offending her—maybe even more afraid of offending her than I was afraid of accepting her inside of me.

And now, her shaft was pushing into me, deeper and deeper. The penetration was successful. I could feel her veins; I could feel her throbbing.

“Oh God,” I groaned.

“You’re so tight,” she whispered. “You’re so fucking tight.”

“Sh—Shouldn’t we switch?”

“I’m a top,” she said. “And you—you’re so fucking tight.” She began to pump. I gasped.

“Oh fuck!” I said. “It—It’s inside of me! Oh God, I can feel it.”

She giggled for a moment, but then the pleasure of pumping herself in my tight hole seemed to take over. She sunk her nails into me and pumped me harder.

“Harder!” I heard myself shout.

“Fuck, it’s so tight,” she cried out. I clenched hard, and probably nearly cut her cock off doing so. She yelped.

Her cock was big—too big for my virgin hole, but she didn’t care; she was determined to abuse me for her sexual gratification.

She kept pumping—harder and harder and harder. My body began to tremble, as if I was having some sort of seizure. Pleasure was taking over my body. I was yelling swear words that I never used. I was clenching. I was sweating. I was grasping at her, digging my nails into her skin.

Then, I felt her gushing into me: unloading heavy, hot loads deep into my hole. I screamed. She bellowed. She kept coming: blast after blast, filling me like a water balloon.

“Fuck!” I cried.

And then she pulled out suddenly, making my hole gush white cream. She reached down and rubbed my asshole quickly, making the cum sputter in every direction. I felt embarrassed and emasculated—but so, so satisfied.

Fifteen minutes later, she decided to try being a bottom—something she’d never done before. She put her face on her pillow and let me pump her until I came inside of her.
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She liked it in the end, but not as much as being on top. “I just really enjoyed fucking you,” she giggled.

I ended up spending the night, even though her living conditions were much worse than what I was used to. We were just starting to doze off when she said, “That private session really did change my life.”

I paused for a moment before asking, “What private session are you talking about? With Brian?”

“At Brian’s house, with his psychologist friend. They worked with me. I think I told you, didn’t I? Simpson—his name was Dr. Simpson, I think.”
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I had no idea what she was talking about, but now, she was rolling over to sleep. She let out a soft, feminine yawn before snuggling into me. She felt so feminine, but when I wrapped my arm around her, she took my hand and slid it down to her cock, as if she wanted a comforting fondle while she dozed off: or maybe she wanted to remind me that I’d just slept with a biological male, and not a female.
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Ipressed Candice for more information about this Dr. Simpson. She told me that she didn’t know much about him. “He was there,” she said, “at Brian’s place. They helped me through a lot of stuff. They did a regression. It was all very insightful.”

“A regression?” I said. I didn’t know much about regressions. When I got to the office, I did a bit of research, and discovered that a regression was accomplished through hypnosis.

So I did some more research, looking to see if there were any active Dr. Simpsons in the area, but none were active in the registrar of clinical psychologists. But an article did come up.

‘Veteran psychologist loses license after lawsuit, controversy.’

I paused and clicked to read more.

‘Dr. Simpson, a seasoned psychologist with over 25 years of experience, has recently been stripped of his license following a series of legal challenges and mounting controversy. The core of the allegations stems from his use of a highly unconventional hypnosis technique that, former patients claim, was employed for manipulative and self-serving ends.

According to the lawsuit filed by multiple plaintiffs, Dr. Simpson's methods involved deep hypnosis sessions, supposedly designed to unlock repressed memories or alter behaviour patterns. However, the patients assert that these sessions led to false memories and manipulations, influencing their decision-making in ways that directly benefited Dr. Simpson, both financially and personally.

While Dr. Simpson has chosen to remain silent in the face of direct media inquiries, he has not remained entirely out of the public eye. In a written statement released on his personal website, he vehemently disputes the severity of the claims. "The accusations levied against me are grossly overstated," he writes, "My techniques have always aimed to empower my patients, and the suggestion of any nefarious intent on my part is not only unfounded but maliciously fabricated."

The controversy has sparked a broader debate in the psychological community about the ethical boundaries of hypnotherapy. Renowned experts have weighed in, with many expressing concern over the potential for abuse when such powerful psychological tools are mishandled. Meanwhile, former patients have banded together, sharing stories that paint a troubling picture of vulnerability and betrayal.

The licensing board's decision to revoke Dr. Simpson's credentials was not taken lightly. A representative for the board stated that "the decision to strip a practitioner of their license is always a somber affair, but it becomes necessary when the trust that must exist between a psychologist and their patients is broken as egregiously as it was in Dr. Simpson's case."

As the legal proceedings continue, the psychological field is left to grapple with the implications of Dr. Simpson's actions. For many, it is a harrowing reminder of the responsibility that comes with delving into the human psyche and the damage that can be done when that power is misused.’

I got in contact with my personal assistant, who I kept on payroll but very rarely used; her job was mostly to handle the cleaning and maintenance of my properties, paying bills, and so on. “What’s up, Jake?” she asked as she picked up the phone.

“I need you to track someone down for me,” I said. “I’m looking for a guy named Dr. Simpson.” I had to whisper it, because both Candice and Brian were outside of my office. Now, Brian was interviewing young men for a new position.

It was lunchtime when I got a call back from my assistant. “I got your his contact info, and his address.”

“You’re the best,” I said. I decided not to call him. Instead, I took my coat, smiled at Brian and Candice, and lied that I was going to meet an old pal for lunch.

Dr. Simpson lived in another town, about an hour-and-a-half away. I didn’t mind making the drive alone. I needed to get to the bottom of this, or the stress was going to eat me alive.

His house was small, near the river, on the edge of a trailer park and an old abandoned farm field. The house seemed abandoned. One of the windows had a large crack down it, and the screen door that stood in front of the wooden door was broken, off its hinges, and leaned against a decrepit rail.

I approached the door carefully, avoiding the broken deck boards. It was hard to believe that a doctor lived here—even if he was a disgraced doctor.
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I knocked. There was no answer. I knocked again—still nothing. I waited. I did a lap around the old house. Then, I noticed a neighbour watching me from across the street. “Any idea if the doc is home?” I called out.

“He moved out last week,” he called back.

“Any idea where he went?” I asked.

“Somewhere nicer than here,” he scoffed.

“Why do you say that?”

“Well,” he said, scratching at the scruff on his chin. “The same day he put the house on the market, he came home with a nice ride—a big black SUV with the big chrome rims. He bought his wife a matching one, with the his and hers plates.”

“Really?” I said. “So he came into some money?”

“Maybe some inheritance. I don’t know shit—he never talked to me. Always treated me and everyone in the neighbourhood like dog shit. He always thought that he was better than everyone else.”

“No kidding…” I said.

“Well, maybe it was true. He bought his fancy cars and got out of here.”
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I had a feeling I knew where he got the cash for the fancy cars. I had a feeling Brian was paying him a good sum for a service that was possibly not so legal.

I called my assistant and asked her to track him down. I knew we would find him one way or another.

Back at the office, Brian was gone. “Where is he?” I asked Candice.

“He hired a new guy,” she smiled. “And took him out for lunch.”

“Hm,” I said. I went into my office, and then turned to see Candice standing at my door with a blushing smile on her face. “What is it?”

“I had fun last night.”

I blushed. “Yeah. Me too.”

“I’d love to do that again,” she said.
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My heart skipped a beat. “Same,” I said. I was just being polite… or was I? Maybe I did want to do it again, deep down—but I knew I needed to reject her ultimately. I knew I couldn’t let her suck me into that erotic pleasure; I could see how it could become an addiction. I could see how someone could turn into something like Brian with enough exposure.

I’d been with a lot of women, but Candice was different; Candice understood what it took to pleasure a man, because she used to be one—not too long ago. She knew how to satisfy a cock, and she knew how to create pleasure in the rear-end of a man as well—probably from experience.

And now, she was closing the curtains of my office.

“I don’t think now is an appropriate time,” I blushed.

But she didn’t care. She closed the door and walked over, and a moment later, our lips were locked. Resisting her allure was impossible. She pulled up her skirt so that her erection could be free. I felt it throbbing, warm, against my abdomen. Then, she sat down on my chair, spat onto the tip of her cock, and then motioned for me to sit down on her lap.

I did it, straddling her, pressing my own erection against her bare stomach. I bounced on her, succumbing to those forbidden desires. I felt her long, thick, rigid shaft sliding in and out of me. She lifted off her top so I could see her flat chest. Her nipples were puffy, swollen—growing from the hormone pills she was taking. I could almost make out some slight mass to her breasts as the estrogen did its work.
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“Come on my chest,” she giggled, and then she gripped my cock and began to pump it as I bounced on her lap. I gave her what she asked for, and she finished inside of me.

She really was beautiful. I really did lust over her. I spent the rest of the day fantasizing about her. I even caved and asked her to come to my house. She came over after darting home to change. She was wearing a beautiful red dress. We ordered dinner to the house, kissed on the couch, and then she removed the dress to reveal skintight black lace lingerie. We fucked again: me bent over my bed, her thrusting me from behind.

I knew that I was giving in to poor judgment and dangerous desires—but I couldn’t help it.

We were cuddling when my phone rang. I saw that it was my assistant, so I took the phone to another room to answer it. “What’s up?” I whispered.

“So he did move, and he’s not far from you,” she said to me. “He’s in a mansion now, on Elm Drive.”

She gave me the address—and she was right; he was just two blocks away. “Thanks so much,” I said.

When I got back to my bedroom, Candice was already asleep, snoring peacefully. I watched her for a minute, and then I checked the time; it wasn’t super late. Maybe Dr. Simpson was still awake; maybe I could confront him and get to the bottom of this nonsense.

I crept out from my house and down my driveway. I was still in pyjama pants. My heart was racing; I just wanted to get answers. I already knew everything, but this Dr. Simpson was likely going to confirm it all.
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His house was glowing. There was a large U-Haul parked out front and the Sale sign was still hammered into the earth. I approached the door cautiously. I took a deep breath.

Then, before I could knock, the door opened. An older man holding a champagne glass stepped out. “That’s what I told him!” he called out to someone inside, and then he turned to see me and he gasped. “Jesus, man! What do you want!?”

“I’m sorry, I was just about to knock,” I said.

“Who knocks at 11:00 PM?”

“I, uh… live a few houses down,” I said.

“Not a great time to meet a new neighbour,” he grumbled. “You want to chit-chat? Come back in three weeks. We’re leaving for vacation in the morning—three weeks in Bermuda. And don’t think of breaking into the place while we’re gone. People will be here.”

He clearly had money; he was wearing a new Rolex watch. Behind him, I could see a brand new 150-inch television, still in its box, and brand-new leather furniture. It almost seemed like he’d won the lottery… or maybe someone had given him a few million to perform a certain service, under the table.

“You’re Dr. Simpson, right?”

He stared at me for a moment, looking nervous. “Who told you that?” he asked. “How did you get that information? Wait—are you here to serve me? No, I’m not Simpson. I’ve never heard of Simpson. Get lost and tell your boss to shove it up his ass.”

“I’m not serving you. I work with Brian.”

Then, he paused. “You do?” he asked apprehensively.

I nodded my head.

He relaxed, and that was a huge giveaway. He really did know Brian, which meant that he was implicated in all of this. And maybe this was an opportunity to gain intel; I knew that I had to play along. “I’m Brian’s partner—business partner,” I said.

“Right. He mentioned that he was working with someone.”

“We made Buzz together,” I smiled.

“No shit,” he said. “That’s how I met my wife! Brian never mentioned anything about making Buzz!”

So it was obvious that Brian had kept some of his life private. Maybe he didn’t want this disgraced doctor to know much. The whole operation was seemingly illegal.

“So, uh, what do you want?” asked the doc, looking me up and down, seeing that I was in my pyjamas.

“He, uh, asked me to stop by and just…” I had to think fast. “Let us know how we should proceed with Candice.”

“With Candice? What’s up with Candice?” he said. So he knew the name. Before I could think of what to say next, the doc volunteered some information. “Is the hypnosis not sticking?”

My heart skipped a beat. Hearing him say it like that sent a chill down my spine. Was Candice currently in a state of hypnosis? Were all of the young men—who had come out as women—actually just… hypnotized? Had I been having sex with a young man who wasn’t in control of his own body—and his own consent?

I felt suddenly sick, but I had to stay in character. “Oh, no, it’s sticking,” I said. “It’s just… She hasn’t come as… far as the others.”

“Oh,” he said. “She has fond connections to her male memories. That’s normal. It will take years for a full transformation to really take hold. Some people transfer faster than others—particularly younger guys, smaller guys—guys who were picked on for being weak or small… they tend to have less of a bond with their masculine memories, so they transition a bit tougher. Look—we can talk about all of that when I’m back. I thought I explained it to Brian, but I could tell he wasn’t quite listening.”

I faked a laugh. “Classic Brian.”

Then he laughed. “Brian mentioned you, but he didn’t mention that you were in on this with us.” He had a curious look on his face. “And… just asking for my own… safety. Are there others involved in this? I really don’t want this to be something that’s getting around, if you know what I mean.”

“Obviously,” I said. “Brian filled me in a few weeks ago.” I was, of course, lying. “He was pretty vague about certain things; I could tell that he hadn’t been totally listening to whatever you told him. Classic Brian.”
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“Well, let’s schedule a meeting when I get back—the three of us—and we can do follow up sessions with the girls… Adjustments, as I like to call the sessions. You guys tell me what you want out of them, and I’ll make the changes during hypnosis. You want them more frisky—whatever. We can do all of that.” He smiled an evil smile, and I bit my tongue to stay in character.

Then, I returned to my house, my spine and skin cold as if I’d just walked ten miles in the arctic winter.

There was Candice, asleep peacefully on my bed—and still hypnotized. I felt sick. We’d fucked half a dozen times… but she was actually a young man under the influence of evil hypnosis.
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Icouldn’t sleep. I tossed and groaned and felt a horrible dread washing over me. Brian truly was drunk with power—and he wasn’t even doing this for a challenge anymore. Now, he was just paying a mad doctor to do his dirty work for him.

Brian was never convincing these young men that they wanted to be girls. He wasn’t even seducing them with his billionaire charm. He was simply paying a hypnotist to do it all for him—and by the looks of it, he was paying the hypnotist very well—maybe millions of dollars per session.

I felt sick. I spent a good portion of the night in the bathroom. I knew that I had to confront Brian, face-to-face, and I needed to stop him before he ruined more lives. And Dr. Simpson needed to be stopped as well—maybe even jailed.

But I couldn’t just contact the police. I couldn’t tell them what I knew without implicating myself to some degree. Or maybe I needed to implicate myself and sacrifice my own reputation in order to put an end to the madness.

First, I needed to confront Brian. I showed up at the office in the morning, tired, exhausted, but ready to get in his face. I was ready to make sure that he knew he was way in the wrong.

But I was rocked off of my game when I noticed all of the boxes in the office. Brian was standing there, packing his personal items into a small cardboard box. “W—What’s going on?” I asked.

“I sold my shares,” he said. “I’m done here.”

“Why?” I asked, stunned.

He shrugged his shoulders. “It got boring.”

“What got boring? We’ve hardly launched the app.”

“Yeah—I never cared about the app.”

“I—I don’t understand,” I said. “I thought this is what you wanted.”

“I wanted a challenge… but this isn’t challenging. The app reached the top-1oo chart this morning. We had over a thousand inquiries from investors last night. I sold my shares for 700 million. It will probably be worth more in six months, but I don’t really want to stick around that long if it’s not fun.”

“This wasn’t ever about the app though—so what difference does it make?”

He shrugged his shoulders again. “It was about the company—a little bit. But when you can just throw money at something to make it popular… it’s not fun. And the… other challenge…” He grinned. “Well, that wasn’t much of a challenge either.”

“Because you threw money at it,” I said. “Don’t pretend like you managed to do what you did without money.”

He blushed. “I don’t know what you mean,” he lied.

“Oh really? Never heard of any Dr. Simpson.”

He laughed. “Damn. Did Candice tell you?”

“Why is this funny to you? You can’t do that to people; you’re… raping them! You hypnotized those young men and then you had your way with them while they were hypnotized.”

Now, his face was turning dark red. The smile was gone, and he looked like a wild animal about to pounce. “That’s slander, Jake,” he growled.

“It’s the truth.”

“I’ll destroy you in court,” he said. “My lawyers will bury you. I know shit about your financials. I know everything. And I know that you were with Candice, last night.”

I froze up.

“And you knew that she was hypnotized, but you were with her anyway.”

“I didn’t know it yet,” I said.

“Explain it to a judge. And explain it to him while you explain one-hundred million dollars in write-offs over the past few years—business expenses for a business that doesn’t really exist—does it, Jake?” He was staring hard into my eyes.

He was referring to a little (and common) setup that many rich people use to stop the government from taxing up to 80% of earnings when you earn within a certain bracket. He was doing it too; in fact, he taught me about it. And it was… sort of legal. But he was right; I didn’t want to have to explain it to a judge. I didn’t want to have to explain to a judge, in a court case that would surely be public, that I slept with a trans girl who was only a trans girl under hypnosis. No, I didn’t know when I slept with her, but the timeline was very tight and Jake was a billionaire, with endless resources. If I backed him into a corner, he was surely going to try to claw his way out—and his moral threshold was much lower than mine. He was prepared to swipe for the eyes.

“So you’re leaving?” I said.

“I’m leaving.”

“Alright,” I said. “And Dr. Simpson…”

“I paid him for his work,” he said.

“Okay…” I said. I was confused. I wasn’t sure where to go from here. I wanted to get back at him. I wanted to make sure he wouldn’t go off an do something like this again… but there was nothing I could do, unless I was willing to sacrifice everything: my money and my reputation.

I suppose I wasn’t quite that brave. I suppose I wasn’t going to be the one to bring justice to the world. Sometimes rich guys just get away with anything—and not just because they’re rich, but because they’re willing to be ruthless.

Sometimes that’s just what it takes to become rich in the first place: a demented ruthlessness. In my case, it was just dumb luck; I programmed a mediocre app and then I got very, very lucky. Brian made it into a success with his own relentlessness. Maybe I owed Brian; he would have made it happen with or without me.

Or maybe Brian owed me, for deciding to keep my mouth shut about his deranged little hobby. He got away with it; he feminized all of those young men, and their lives were changed forever now. There was no undoing their gender transformations without a very awkward hypnosis session.

I decided to let it go. I decided to turn my back to his evildoing. I left Candice as she was. I didn’t do anything about the others. Brian did it to them, and hopefully he would one day come to his senses and undo what he’d done, even if it meant losing it all.

Well—he did lose it all. It turned out, he never had much when we started that second app together. He was on the verge of bankruptcy; he was living off of investor loans, which he’d received questionably. He needed a big hit to pay off some debts, and he took his first opportunity to cash out—so he sold his shares in our new company, and he left.

I sold my shares a few weeks later when I was offered 980 million. I didn’t need the cash. I gave a good chunk of it to those poor young women, who used to be men. They just assumed it was a kind gesture; maybe it was, or maybe it was hush money, in case they ever discovered what happened.

Candice was constantly asking to see me. I reluctantly met up with her and fought the urge to throw myself at her; now, with breast implants and a few more months of HRT, she was downright stunning—but I knew it wasn’t right. I knew that deep down, she was someone else. I told her that I wanted her to see a psychologist, and I paid for her to see the best one—but she never did detransition. I have no idea if she ever stumbled onto the truth. She was retired at twenty-two—not a bad deal, all things considered. Fifty-million can last a lifetime, even when you’re living life fully.

Dr. Simpson’s plane crashed on his way home from vacation a bit later that year; he was killed, of course. I often wonder if Brian had something to do with it; I’ll never know, because I’ll never ask. If Brian is psychotic enough to have a doctor killed, then what would stop him from having me killed to protect his own name?

He was afraid of going after me; he knew that I had over four-billion dollars; he knew what a person can do with money. Nobody puts a hit out on a billionaire; it’s suicide.

All I could do was disassociate myself with all of it—with everything that we’d ever done together. Well—almost everything. I ended up downloaded the knockoff of that app we made together: Classic Buzz. I forgot that I had it on my phone, until one afternoon when I was on vacation in Italy. My pocket buzzed and I reached in to see who was messaging me—but there was no message. It took me a moment to realize that it was probably from Buzz Classic, and then I looked up to see a girl who was looking at her phone, trying to figure out why it had just buzzed.

Then, she turned and looked at me. She blushed and I bit down on my lip to stop myself from grinning like an idiot.

She was trans—recently transitioned into femininity. She was cute; with light freckles and beautiful blonde hair. Her breasts were barely starting to form; she didn’t bother wearing a padded bra to create a fake bust.
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We were married a year later. And I suppose that it would have never happened had I not gone through everything with Brian. Had he not created his harem of hypnotized femboys, I would have never learned that I had my own little appetite for girls who weren’t always girls. My own appetite was satisfied with one loyal girl, unlike Brian, who needed an entire army of new girls at his disposal.

THE END
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BELOW HER DECK



Riley has spent his whole career working on commercial cargo boats and the odd fishing vessel, but his dream has been to work on yachts. One day, the crewing agency gives him a call. There’s a yacht with an opening in Norway, and Riley doesn’t hesitate to accept the job.

But the crew was expecting a woman for the interior crew, not a man for a deckhand. On this particular yacht, with this particular chief stewardess, there are no male stews. But with a charter starting in just a day, they will have to make do.
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The time had come: the beginning of the first charter of the season—my first ever season as a crew-member on a super-yacht.
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I’d waited years for this moment, working my way up, getting my hours on fishing boats and commercial vessels—and that horrible year working on the little ferry that went back and forth from Denman Island to Hornby Island.

My dream had always been to work on super-yachts, travelling the most beautiful seas in the world, working for the world’s richest…

Now, we were in the Norwegian Sea; it was surprisingly warm for an early June morning. I’d been on that boat for only twenty-four hours; I hardly knew my way around that 300-foot yacht, which boasted 9,000 square feet of deck—about ten-times the size of the house that I grew up in.

I was intimidated. I was the youngest crew member on the boat by a good four years. I was, by far, the least experienced person there. In fact, the only reason I got the job was because my contract ended on my previous vessel: a cargo ship delivering new cars to Norway. Before my flight home, the crewing agency called me and told me there was a last-second posting available on a super-yacht, starting in just twenty-four hours. “The catch is, they want someone who can work the whole season.”

“How long is that?” I asked.

“Until September,” the crewing agent said. “Want the job or not? They need a guy asap.”

“I’ll do it,” I said without hesitating. I thought it would be another five years before my resume was strong enough to even be considered on a super-yacht. I wasn’t about to stop to ask questions.

And for a moment, I thought that I was going to lose the gig. When I walked onto the ship, one of the deckhands looked at me and said, “You can’t just walk onto a yacht, bro.”

“I’m here to start a job,” I said, feeling nervous at the sight of the man’s muscular, chiseled body.
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He was wearing a black button-up and black slacks, with his hair slicked back, and $1,000 sunglasses covering his eyes. “I don’t think we need another deckhand, but I’ll go ask the bosun if he knows something that I don’t.”
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The man walked off, leaving me standing there, feeling a slightly-cool breeze coming from the north. It seemed like a long wait before a woman came out, dressed in a reddish top. “Your name is?” she asked.

“Riley. Riley Timmins.”
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“Oh boy,” she groaned. She took me to the wheelhouse, and the captain looked at me strangely. When I introduced myself, he made a similar groan and said, “Oh boy.” There had, inevitably, been a mistake.

“We don’t have a vacancy on deck; we have a vacancy in interior,” the captain said.

I wasn’t quite sure what he meant by that; I’d worked on boats—many of them—but the deck team and the interior team were generally mixed up—or there was no differentiation at all. Men and women worked inside and out… Well, it was mostly men on those boats. “This is a fucking nightmare,” the captain groaned, and, as you can imagine, it was an awkward moment.

“I, uh, just got the call that you needed help.”

“Have you ever worked interior before?” he asked.

“We can’t have a man working interior,” said the woman who brought me to the wheelhouse, who was clearly the chief stewardess. “The guests won’t like it.”

“Keep him below deck,” the captain said. “We’ll sort this out after the first charter. There’s no time to find a replacement right now.” Then he looked at me and said, “Don’t fuck this up.” It wasn’t the nicest welcoming party I’d ever received. I just assumed that they were going to ship me off as soon as they found a female to replace me, but the captain came to me a few hours later, while I was ironing bedsheets (something I’d never had to do before on a boat). “Look, kid,” he said. “You’re fourth stew; the guests will hardly see you. Personally, I don’t give a shit if you’re a guy or a girl. Just do your job and you can stick around, alright? Tony, on deck, has to head home in two charters; you can slide into his spot if you’re still here.”

I nodded quickly. Two charters was less than one week: one week of folding towels and steaming the crew’s clothes, and then I would be working on deck, doing familiar work. It seemed like an easy gig.

But still, I was nervous, especially when the captain had us all change into our ‘whites’ to greet that first charter, after I’d only slept about two hours.

“I want everyone lined up on the first deck,” he said through the radio. “Champagne ready.”

My job now was to simply stand tall and smile as the guests made their way down the dock.

[image: Greeting]



I took a deep breath in. I hid my trembling hands behind my back. I’d worked on so many boats, but this was so much different.

As I stood there on the first deck, waiting for the guests to step aboard, I couldn't help but steal a glance around the luxurious mega-yacht that was now my temporary home. The deck stretched out like a vast, gleaming expanse, bathed in the warm Norwegian sunlight. The polished surfaces and sparkling chrome fittings reflected the opulence that surrounded me. Plush white sofas adorned with designer pillows beckoned relaxation, strategically placed to catch the best views of the open sea—a much nicer sight than rusty shipping containers and swaying hooks on chains.

A glass railing offered an unobstructed panorama of the azure waters, and the salty breeze played with the yacht's pristine white curtains.
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In the center of it all, a sleek, top-of-the-line Jacuzzi teased tranquility, surrounded by sun loungers. The entire deck was a testament to excess and indulgence, with every detail meticulously crafted to cater to the whims of the world's elite—and for good reason, because to charter the vessel for a single night would cost a person almost $100,000 USD, not even including the expected 15% tip. Most guests chartered three or four nights.

I marvelled at the size of the yacht, realizing that it was not just a vessel but a floating palace, a playground for the wealthy. The glossy finish of the woodwork, the sheen of the silverware, and the overall aura of extravagance left me awestruck, making my brief stint ironing bedsheets seem like a distant memory. As the guests approached, I squared my shoulders, attempting to embody the grace and sophistication expected of the crew on this floating paradise of luxury.
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It was beginning: the first charter. Two men and four gorgeous women stepped onto the boat and began shaking hands with the crew members, accepting flutes of champagne.
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I was intimidated. These people didn’t look look rich, they smelled rich. They were so confident. Their posture was so perfect. They almost didn’t seem like real people, but models hired to look like perfect people for some Rolex advertisement.

Selene, the chief stewardess, now with a large fake smile, walked up to me and nodded quickly towards the door to the crew cabins. “Get back to ironing,” she said quietly, “before the guests realize you’re not a deckhand.”

She seemed strangely annoyed that I wasn’t a woman, as if it mattered. Maybe it did matter. Back in the crew cabins, ironing sheets while the yacht rumbled beneath me, Selene's strange vibe lingered. I couldn't figure out why she was so bothered by having a guy on her team. Maybe it's some old-school rule or she's just protective. The guests outside, all confidence and perfect postures, didn’t seem to care about who was on the crew at all—so why did Selene care? The way she acted, you'd think having a guy below deck was a big deal. Anyway, I shrugged it off, focusing on smoothing out those sheets.
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I just wanted to do the best-possible for until I was transferred to deck, so I could start earning some proper deckhand experience. After all, my dream was to one day be a captain, and there was no way I would ever make it up to captain by working as a stew in the laundry room.
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My first night on the ship had been strangely calm, strangely low-key, even compared to working on month-long cargo expeditions, which were often very dull and boring. Basically, I unpacked my bag in my small cabin (which was I sharing with a girl named Katrina, who was the second stew). Then, I was asked to fold towels (after being shown how to do it properly). I folded about sixty towels, and then I was told that I was done.

That first night provided a very unrealistic expectation of what was coming. As soon as the guests were on the boat, the action was non-stop. The flow of bedsheets, towels, and clothes was seemingly endless. “I need this cleaned,” said one stew. “I need this ironed,” said another. “These need folded.” And then, halfway through the workload, I was pulled into the galley. “Help plate lunch,” said Selene.

Greg, the chef, started thrusting plates towards me. “W—What do I do?” I asked, trying to stay calm.

“Salads on the side,” he said. “Quickly. I need to get the fish off the pan.”

Before I was even finished, he groaned and shoved me away. “I’ll just do it.”

“Riley, the primary needs her dress steamed ASAP,” said Katrina, thrusting a blue satin dress into my chest.

“O—Okay,” I said.

“Don’t you dare ruin it. That dress is worth $26,000.”
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My heart was racing. I hardly had the steamer out when Greg, the chef, yelled out to me, “I need you to run plates!”
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I paused the steaming and grabbed a pair of lunch plates. I made it to the stairs, where I was stopped by Selene. “Where the hell do you think you’re going?”

“I’m running plates,” I said.

“Hell no. The guests aren’t seeing you. You stay down here. Who told you to run plates?”

“Greg,” I said, feeling like a toddler in trouble. “I was just trying to help.”

“You take orders from me, not from Greg!” she snapped. “The only other person you ever take orders from is the captain. Got it?”

“Okay.”

She snatched the plates from me.

“Riley, where’s that dress? The primary wants to wear it for lunch,” called out Katrina on the radio.

Before I could answer, Selene was on her radio. “Lunch is coming out now. Is the primary not seated?”

“She’s in her room, waiting for her dress.”

“Goddamnit!”

I retreated back to the laundry room, now with the realization that this job wasn’t going to be quite as easy as I thought. It wasn’t just going to be a matter of ironing clothes as they came through, as if I was some sort of factory worker.

It was hectic, and that craziness just didn’t stop; there wasn’t a single moment that wasn’t busy. I was given a ten-minute break—or I should say ‘offered’ a ten-minute break, but when Selene gave me the offer, she had a dark look in her eyes, as if to say, ‘I legally need to offer you this break, but don’t you dare take it because we’re so swamped.’ “I’ll keep ironing,” I said.

“Good,” she said, and she walked off to continue work.

It was hard to understand how there was so much work to do; the guests were doing little more than lounging up on the sun-deck. Sometimes they migrated to the hot-tub. Sometimes they migrated to one of the dining tables. And you would expect a few dirty towels—maybe a few loads of laundry for swimsuits and whatnot, and a few dozen dishes… but no—it was one-hundred times that somehow. The towels alone! They just kept coming.
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Food was constantly being plated and hurried out, as if the guests were eating fifteen meals per day. The chef was constantly cooking, frying, baking. Booze was being poured by the gallon. I’d never seen so many used shot-glasses before in my life when I went to help with the dish load.

It was 11:00 PM, sixteen hours into my shift, when Selene finally came to me and said, “You need to go sleep. You’re on the morning shift. I need you up at six.”

“Are the guests still up?” I asked.

“No. They’re in the hot tub. They probably won’t go down for a few more hours—at least.”
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I’d never been so tired in my life. I grabbed a small paper plate with some crew dinner, scarfed it down, and then I crawled into my small bed and fell immediately asleep.
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And in the morning, it was right back to it. I almost fainted when I saw the mountain of dishes and the piles of towels and linens and crew outfits that needed to be cleaned. I bit down on my tongue and groaned, knowing it would never get done if I didn’t start chipping away at it.

I didn’t leave that laundry room for the next six hours, for my fifteen-minute pee and lunch break, and then I went right back to work, right back to scrubbing and steaming and folding and stacking. My God! It never ended!
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Maybe it was good that I was doing that job, instead of going straight into doing deck work. Maybe this was giving me a good idea of how much work the stews do on boats like this, so I wouldn’t ever take them for granted. That night, I was actually quite annoyed when I heard a deckhand, who was having dinner in the crew quarters, say, “Why hasn’t my cabin been cleaned yet today? We’re up there working our asses off and you girls can’t be bothered to clean a little cabin?”

I had to bite my tongue. I saw that the other girls were biting their tongues, wanting to avoid drama.

I just did my job. I slept for a few hours, and got right back to it. I actually ended up learning a few tricks—some that I figured out on my own, some were shown to be my a frustrated chief stew (who was annoyed that she had to take the time to teach me simple tips like that). I became a bit faster at washing dishes, at polishing glasses, at folding towels, at steaming outfits. I was almost able to keep up with the demand.

On the third day, my radio buzzed and the captain said, “I want everyone on deck, in their whites, to say goodbye to our charter.”

I couldn’t believe it was already over. Two nights had flown by in the snap of a finger… yet at the same time, it felt like an eternity of washing dishes and towels and sheets. I rushed to my cabin, along with everyone else. I was shocked when Katrina came in and quickly pulled off her shirt, exposing her uncovered breasts. She didn’t seem to care that I could see them—or maybe she was just proud of them (she had expensive implants, after all). She buttoned up her white blouse and asked me to help her clip on her radio pack and run the wire up to her ear.
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I got changed and rushed up to the deck. I stood tall, between the interior crew and the deck crew. I shook hands, accepted a hug from a slightly-drunk female guest, and then I stood there waving until they were out of sight.
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Then, I was summoned to the interior lounge for the ‘tip meeting’. “Great charter, considering it was the first of the season,” the captain said, and he continued to talk about the ups and downs—but I wasn’t able to pay much attention; nobody was paying much attention to anything but the huge envelope in the captain’s hand: the tip, which would be divided among us. It seemed like an eternity before he held that envelope up and said, “They were happy with their vacation. They left $38,000.”

There were a few gasps from the less experienced crew members, like myself. The more experienced members, like Selene and Greg, groaned. “That’s it?” Selene said. “Three days—that’s not even 15%.”

“It’s a generous tip,” growled the captain; it didn’t matter to him; he didn’t get a cut of the tip; he was already making something like a half-million dollars for the season, being paid handsomely by the owner of that super-yacht.

“Three-grand each,” said Simon, one of the younger deckhands. “Right?” He’d already crunched the numbers in his head.

“Twenty-nine-hundred,” corrected the captain.

I couldn’t believe it. The cash was handed to me, and I just stared at it; I’d never had so much cash in my hands before. Sure, I made okay money working on commercial vessels, but nothing like this: almost three-grand in three days!
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Selene wasn’t happy. She stormed off, even though she hadn’t been released yet by the captain. The captain said a few more words. “We just need to tighten things up a little bit; we need to be a bit more efficient with docking; I want to hear callouts—and we need to kill the radio clutter. And inside, I want you girls to be faster with the dishes. I saw the clutter last night. When dishes pile that high, it becomes dangerous. If the boat rocks, those dishes can all go crashing to the ground—and then we have a big mess to clean up.”

I blushed as faces turned to me. Everyone on the boat knew that dishes were part of my job.

But he didn’t rag on me for too long. After a minute, he moved onto another topic, and then he told us to get back to work. Now, we just had to clean up the ship, and then we had the rest of the day off—which meant going into town to a bar. I was smiling. I was excited to keep up the momentum and to do better on the next charter. I really thought that this was going to be the best job ever, and I really thought that I’d done a damn-good job so far… and then I got the call on my radio. “Riley, please come up to the wheelhouse,” he said, and I wouldn’t have thought it was a big deal had it not been for the looks of the people around me, and Greg’s clenched teeth when he said, “Uh oh.”
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The captain was sitting there with a stern look on his face. Next to him was Selene, arms crossed, looking pouty. “Sit down,” said the captain, motioning towards a narrow bench. So I sat.

“What is it?” I asked carefully, looking from the captain to Selene.

“I understand that you’ve been struggling to keep up with your work, below deck.”

I bit my tongue and caught a small grin from Selene. “At first it was a bit hectic, but I think that I’ve learned enough that I can handle the workload more efficiently now.”

Suddenly, Selene’s smirk went away. I still couldn’t figure out what it was about me that she loathed so much.

“There’s also the issue of… well—I understand that this may sound sexist, but the fact that you’re a male does make this very complicated. You see—it’s very unusual to have a male steward onboard a yacht like this. I know that your experience isn’t in yachting, but on commercial vessels…”

“To be fair, I thought that I was coming in as a deckhand,” I said, keeping my posture straight. I could sense that I was about to be let go.

“Guests expect female stews,” he said. “I mean—sure, there are the odd men working on yachts, in the interior—but those guys have tons of experience, and they… tend to get along better with women than men, if you know what I mean.” I was assuming that he meant that they were gay.

“I’m sorry, but I thought that the plan was to switch me to deck after one more charter,” I said softly.

“Yes, that was the plan, but…” He let out a sigh.

“What exactly is the problem? What can I do better?”

The captain looked nervously at Selene. Selene rolled her eyes and then looked at me. “Riley—you’re just making the girls feel uncomfortable. We all work in super-tight quarters together, and we like those quarters to be a safe space.”
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I felt my skin turning red. I opened my mouth to defend myself, but wasn’t sure what to say. “N—Nobody has said anything,” I said.

“They have to me,” she said. “And besides—we need more help with the guests; we don’t need a stew who spends all day in the laundry room; I get that you’re green, but you aren’t doing anything that I can’t do while still doing my usual tasks.”

I was stunned. I thought the captain would come to my defence, but instead, he took her side. “This next charter is all-male—single guys who want to be served by women. I’m being put in an awkward place right now, because… well—we really don’t need someone stationed in the laundry room, and it’s not best for you to be on deck.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing; it seemed so… sexist. Imagine if the roles had been reversed! Imagine if a woman was being fired for simply being a woman.

“I promise that I’ve done nothing to make anyone uncomfortable,” I said, feeling the need to defend myself. “I haven’t even looked at anyone. I’ve put my head down and worked. And I really have gotten better over the past few days. I’m sure that we can make this work for one more charter, before you move me to the deck.”

“Sorry,” said Selene, arms still crossed. “We have to let you go, Riley.”

“Wait,” the captain said, now with a narrowed gaze as he looked at his chief stewardess. “You don’t get to fire people, Selene. That’s my job. And his face was turning red, as if he was annoyed that Selene would have dared to speak for him. She turned small, sinking into her seat, looking like a wounded puppy dog. Then, the captain looked to me, and in an instant, seemed to be reconsidering—simply because he didn’t want Selene to get away with her little power-trip moment. “I want you guys to come up with a solution to this—together.” He turned to Selene. “Find a way to make this work for one charter.”
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“But captain,” Selene gasped. “We need a girl, not… him!”

“Make it work. I don’t care how you do it, but you will do it. I’m not going to fire Riley until I have grounds to fire him. If he’s, for some reason, unable to do a vital task, then we can talk about replacing him. But for now…”

“But he can’t do many vital tasks, because the guests are expecting female servers on deck!”

The captain looked at me. Then, for some strange reason (maybe it was just to get a little bit under Selene’s skin for being such a bitch to me), I said, “I can get dolled up and look like a woman.”

She had an unimpressed look. The captain stood up and said, “You’re both dismissed. Enjoy your night off.”

Selene kept standing there, brooding. She was breathing slowly, processing this whole thing, staring into my eyes. “Whatever you want me to do—I’ll do it,” I said.
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Then, she suddenly looked amused by an idea in her head. “You will,” she said. “And if you don’t meet the guests standards, I will be sure to let the captain know.”
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Iwasn’t sure what Selene meant by her ‘threat’. I tried not to let it get under my skin. The captain wanted me to stay for another charter, and that’s all I needed: one more charter, and then I would be moved to the deck, and once on the deck, I would be answering to the bosun, not to Selene.

The captain arranged to have three SUVs pick us up from the dock at 7:00 PM. We were taken to a nice restaurant, and the dinner was paid for by the owner of the ship—drinks too. Nobody wanted to talk about work; everyone was happy… except for Selene.

She just seemed frustrated. Sure, every now and then she would share a laugh with the other girls. When we moved down the street to a bar, she was enjoying some attention from some local males. But every time she saw me, her mood would seemingly be ruined. The smile would vanish from her face and she would saunter off to gossip with the other girls.

And the worst part of it was that I knew she was talking crap about me, filling their heads with (presumably) lies. I knew that they weren’t uncomfortable with me, but she was saying things that were making them uncomfortable. I just needed to survive one charter, but I had a feeling that Selene wasn’t going to let me survive the whole charter.

“Any idea how long this next charter is?” I asked Tony. For Tony, it would be his last charter of the season; he’d been accepted into some captain-training program over in the Mediterranean.

“Two nights,” he said. “I hope they tip better than the last guys. Last year, on this ship, we would get almost double that shit tip we got today.”

I felt a swell of warmth inside of me. “Double?” I said.

He nodded his head. “But last year, we had different girls working the interior. They knew how to turn a bigger tip, if you know what I mean.”

I paused for a moment. “They were better than these girls?” I asked.
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“They were willing to do more,” Tony said quietly. He stumbled slightly: drunk. He let out a small burp. “They entertained the guests.”

I paused again. “Do you mean they… were like… escorts?” I had to ask bluntly, because that’s what it sounded like he was insinuating.

“Not exactly. I mean—not that I know of. But they were willing to dress more like sluts. They would bend over when serving dinner. One girl sat on the rich dude’s lap while he drank with his buddies. She let him feel her up all over. Maybe she went and sucked his cock—I don’t know. But the girls were have this year—they’re not willing to cross that line for the extra cash.”

“Whoa,” I said.

“You gotta do what you gotta do for the team,” Tony said. “Call it whorish behaviour—but when it means making an extra fifteen, twenty grand for the team… Just do it, know what I’m saying?”

I looked back over at Selene, who was at a table with Katrina and the third stew.
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They were good-looking girls. They could have easily worn shorter skirts and tighter tops to squeeze a few bucks out of the male guests… but that just seemed so… sleazy; it seemed so unprofessional. Don’t the wealthy elite want ultra-professionalism? Don’t they want their servants to act like perfect robots?

“Anyway,” Tony said, waving his hand. “I was kind of bummed that I got called for captain training at first. I thought I was going to lose out on a good charter season. But these chicks ain’t going to be making us big tips. It makes that pill a bit easier to swallow.”

“Right…” I said.

“It doesn’t help—no offence—that you’re working interior. One less girl to make the rich boys happy. Hell—with you being hidden away downstairs, they probably don’t even have the time to slut it up with the guests. Hey—nothing against you, bud. I get that there was some big mixup with your girl-name or whatever.”

“It’s not a girl name. It’s… just unisex.”

“Whatever,” he laughed. “You know what I mean. There was that whole mixup, and the captain is making it work. I mean—it makes no difference to him; he doesn’t work for tips. For the rest of us…”

Now I had a pretty decent idea of how I was making the rest of the crew ‘uncomfortable’. It wasn’t because I was being a creep; it wasn’t because I was acting unprofessionally. It was because I wasn’t a pretty girl who could flirt with the rich guests.

But would rich dudes really be willing to leave tens of thousands more on the table just because they got a little more attention from a pretty girl?
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As I thought about it, a very pretty—and very scantly-clad—girl walked to the bar. Quickly, a nicely-dressed man swooped in and began flirting with her before waving over the bartender to buy her a drink. Maybe the power of feminine allure was greater than I originally realized.

The bosun let everyone know that the cars were waiting to take us back to the dock, so we all paid our tabs and stumbled back to the cars. I got into a car with Tony and a few of the deckhands. They were all singing and cheering and chugging beers they’d smuggled off of the boat. A minute into the drive, they began discussing who on the boat they wanted to hookup with.

“Katrina is smoking hot,” said Rick. “I’d kill to see her tits.”

I wanted to tell him that I’d seen them, but I kept my mouth shut; I didn’t want any rumours circulating that might make the girls uncomfortable.
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“I would give my left nut for a night with Selene. She’s so feisty. I love a feisty chick,” grinned the bosun.

“She’d probably peg you,” laughed Tony.

“I don’t want nothing in my ass… but if Selene wants to peg me, I’d allow it.”

The men laughed. I don’t think the bosun would have been saying the same thing if he’d experienced what I’d experienced. Selene’s meanness made her seem so unattractive, even though she was, admittedly, a very physically attractive woman.

Back at the ship, most of the crew-members stood on the dock smoking cigarettes. I went back to my cabin, wanting to maximize my sleep so that I could be as efficient as possible the next day, so that Selene wouldn’t have any reason to dig into me, any reason to have me thrown off of that boat.

When I woke up, Selene was in my cabin, hanging up a small black stewardess outfit on the hook where I kept my blacks. She had a grin on her face, and I couldn’t help but think that she’d pulled some strings with the captain and gotten me replaced by an actual woman.
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“What are you doing?” I asked.

“It’s your outfit for the day. You’ll have to iron your own whites; they’re in the laundry room, hanging with your panties and your bra.”

“Excuse me?” I said, sitting up.

“You heard me,” she said, holding up her chin and refusing to look into my eyes.

“Is this a joke?” I said.

“We don’t need a man in interior. We need a woman. So you can either be a woman, or you can be off the boat. You asked me to compromise; here’s my compromise. Deal with it.”

She walked off. I jumped to my feet, looked around, and saw that my clothes were gone; she’d stolen everything while I was asleep. So I chased her, and found her up on the second floor. She turned and looked at me with a shocked look on her face. “You cannot be up here in your underwear. This is inappropriate.”

“You took my clothes!” I said.

“I put them away and provided you with new clothes,” she said bluntly.

"What the hell, Selene?" I exclaimed, feeling the frustration boil inside me. "This is ridiculous. You can't just steal my clothes and force me into this... this outfit."

She smirked, unmoved by my protest. "Look, Riley, this is how it's gonna be. We don't need a guy in interior. It messes with the atmosphere. It screws with our tips. And, honestly, I just don’t want boys on my team. So, put on that uniform, be a girl, or you're off the boat."

I clenched my fists, grappling with the humiliation of the situation. "This is insane. You can't make me wear this. This has to be against some rule.”

“It’s not,” she said bluntly.

“But… You can’t do this.”

Selene raised an eyebrow, her tone firm. "I can, and I just did. It's the compromise, remember? You wanted to stick around, well, here's your chance. Shave your legs or pack your bags."

Frustrated and angry, I shot back, "This is not compromise, Selene. This is you pushing me around."
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She crossed her arms, unyielding. "Call it what you want. But if you want to stay, you'll play by the rules—my rules. It’s my department. No men in the interior. End of story."

Seething with frustration, I gave in reluctantly. "Fine.”

Selene's grin widened, victorious. “Who knows? Maybe you'll fit right in." She turned and walked away, leaving me fuming and feeling the weight of an unwarranted compromise settling on my shoulders.


5



Yes, I looked like an idiot in the little outfit. I looked like I’d lost some fraternity bet. When I stepped out into the crew quarters, the deckhands, who were eating breakfast, all burst into a fit of laughter. I tried to produce an awkward smile. I tried to make it seem like I was just going along with this nonsense, unfazed.

I half-assumed that this was like some sort of hazing ritual.
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Yes, the blouse and skirt were feminine, but it’s not like they had me wearing a cocktail dress. It’s not like she forced me to wear a pair of fake breasts that bulged out like beach balls. Maybe, at a glance, someone wouldn’t even notice the skirt, and maybe they would just think that the white blouse was just a bit… fruity, for lack of a better word.

I tried my best to go with it. After all, in a few days, I would be a deck hand.

But Selene wasn’t satisfied with what she saw. It was only fifteen minutes later, while I was ploughing through the ironing of the bed sheets, when she came into the laundry room, peered down at my legs, and said, “Why didn’t you shave? Was I not clear when I told you to shave?”

“Shave?” I said. “I did shave.”

“Your legs, idiot,” she growled. “I can’t have guests seeing one of my stews with hairy legs. That’s not just wild unprofessional. It’s just… gross. Imagine someone serving you food, and you see their leg hair, and then you wonder, is that in my food?”

“No one thinks like that.”

“This is five-star, Riley,” she said. “I don’t know what prison-shlop ships you’ve worked on, but that is how these guests think. Now stop ironing, get into the shower, and shave your legs. I’m not running a circus here. I don’t need a selection of freaks on my ship.”

I bit my tongue. Her tone was rude. Her words were rude. I was quickly realizing that she was just a bitch. She was determined to be a bitch. She had no real reason to be a bitch, but she was a bitch and needed an outlet for her bitchiness, and I was picked as the target.

“I don’t want men on my team,” she said. “People want a graceful interior, and you are turning this into… a circus freak show!”

I wanted so badly to snap back. It seemed like she was getting meaner and meaner.

I left my boot shoes on while I shaved; I didn’t want to waste time. I knew that this was a trap: she was going to get me to do all of these silly ‘feminization’ tasks, and then at the end of the day, she would say, ‘You neglected all of your duties!’. I wasn’t going to give her that satisfaction, so I shaved as fast as I could, not even bothering to remove my shoes. Then, I rushed back into the laundry room and got right back to my tasks. I got through all of the bed sheets before she realized that I was back.
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She looked me up and down, huffed, and then stormed off. I wondered if it was maybe that time of the month.

The captain made a radio call to let us know that we could all break early for the day. Apparently, there was some scheduling error and the charter wouldn’t be starting for a full twenty-four hours, which the crew seemed to like, but I let out a groan, because it meant one more day in the interior department—and one more day before I could realize my destiny as a deckhand.

But it gave me time to catch up—and to familiarize myself with the boat; I wasn’t going to give Selene any opportunities to weed me out. When I was given my fifteen minute break, I spent that time going through the hundreds of cupboards, learning the locations of the different silverware, towels, linens, liquor, and so on. I was determined to be so damned good at my job, no stupid nonsense could possibly get me kicked off of that boat.

I really only needed to get through that three-month charter season—and then I had that experience on my resume, and nobody could take it away from me. Once I had that experience, so many doors would open up for me.

But I couldn’t just write that I’d been a lowly steward on a single charter; then, an employer would ask, ‘Why didn’t you work the whole season?’

I got all of my tasks done, and even cleaned up the crew bathrooms so that Katrina wouldn’t have to do them. Katrina saw the clean bathrooms and smiled. “You’re the best, Riley,” she said.

“Thanks. I’m just happy to help out wherever I can.” I smiled back, and Selene heard it all. She heard me in the galley a bit later too, helping Greg plate the crew dinners. She saw me on deck that night when I was ghosting the bosun and the lead deckhand, trying to get a good idea of their usual day-end tasks, and where they kept vital supplies.
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Selene should have been thrilled to have such a go-getter on her team, but instead, she was seething. “Riley, I’m afraid you won’t be able to work the charter tomorrow,” she said to me with a reddened face. “You’ve simply ignored my orders, and that’s not acceptable.”

I froze, stunned, half-thinking that it was a joke and she was about to break character and say, ‘Just kidding!’. But she held her posture; she remained there, looking like a total bitch. “What?” I managed to ask, stunned.

“I made one request—just one—and you ignored it. I can’t have someone on my team who can’t follow a simple task. I just can’t. I’d rather work a stew short, work a little bit harder, and have a better tip.”

“But—But I did everything. The sheets are done. The towels are done. I washed the bathrooms. I steamed the captains whites and blacks. I… I did everything.”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “You didn’t make yourself into a woman, which was what I asked. I had to demand that you shave your legs. I had to give you a female outfit. And beyond that, you took zero initiative. Zero. I don’t need someone on my team that needs her hand held. I don’t need to walk you through every little detail of every request I make—otherwise, I’ll just do it all myself.”

“But I can’t just become a woman!”

“That’s your problem, Riley. I gave you the chance. Now, like I said earlier: I can’t have some circus act on my boat when the guests get on. They’re paying big money, and they don’t want to see some boy joking around in a girl’s outfit.”

“But…”
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“No buts,” she said. “I want you off the boat in the morning.”

I bit my tongue. “Captain said you can’t do that,” I said. “I did all of my tasks. I went above and beyond.”

“But you still failed,” she said bluntly. “You’re right; I can’t fire you. But I can tell the captain that it’s me or you, and I know who he’ll pick.”

A part of me wanted to call her bluff. A part of me wanted to let her storm into the wheelhouse to make her silly ultimatum, because there was a chance the captain wouldn’t take her crap… then again—I was expendable, and her position wasn’t so easily fillable. It’s not easy to find an experienced chief stewardess, but it is easy to find some fourth stew.

“Wait,” I said, running over to her as she took a step towards the wheelhouse. “Give me a chance, okay? I didn’t realize that this wasn’t good enough. I—I can do better.”

She narrowed her eyes. “If you honestly thought that this was good enough, then I worry about your standards. I have no interest in working with someone with low, low standards.”

“I’ll do better,” I said. I hated being so desperate. I hated grovelling. But I wanted the job. I wanted to get a piece of that next big tip. I wanted to get that deckhand experience.

She stared at me for a long moment. “In two hours, we’re going to the dock bar,” she said. “Come with us, as a girl, and I’ll decide if you’re trying hard enough.” She let a small grin slip, and I realized that it was all a setup for another humiliation, another part of this hazing ritual. “And don’t be late.”
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I nodded my head. I decided to submit—I only had to be submissive for a few more days. Now, I had two hours to figure out how I was going to impress my ‘boss’.

I went down to my cabin, and Katrina was there. I felt the heat rushing to my face as she turned to me and smiled. “Hi Riley. Thanks again for cleaning the bathrooms for me.”

“No problem,” I said. “Uh… I was, uh, wondering if…”

She batted her lashes, glaring into my eyes. “What is it?” she asked.

“I need to, uh…” I took a deep breath. “Maybe, like… borrow some of your makeup, or whatever.”

She stared at me for a long moment before saying, “For what?”

Katrina raised an eyebrow, her smile turning into an amused smirk. "Borrow my makeup? Riley, are you trying to tell me something?"

I stumbled over my words, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. "No, no, it's not like that. It's just... Selene wants me to, you know, look the part for the crew night out tonight. She thinks I'm not trying hard enough, and I just have to prove to her that she’s… wrong. I just want some makeup, and that should be enough.”

Her smirk widened, and she leaned against the cabin wall. "Selene has a wicked sense of humour. You shouldn’t let her be so hard on you.” It was easier said that done… “Sure, I'll help you out. It'll be fun. I used to make my little brother sit down while I did his makeup. He hated it, but when I was thirteen, I really wanted to be a professional makeup artist.”

As I sat down on the edge of my bunk, Katrina rummaged through her bag and pulled out an array of makeup products. "Okay, let's start with some foundation. We want that flawless look," she said, holding up a makeup sponge. She giggled, and I blushed, feeling small.

I hesitated, feeling the weight of the situation sink in. "I've never done this before. I don't even know what half of these things are."

Katrina laughed, a light and teasing sound. "Don't worry, Riley. I've got you covered. Literally." She squirted some foundation on the back of her hand and began applying it to my face.

Her cleavage was right there in front of me, hanging down; I could see right between her breasts, and I could smell that amazing feminine allure. She was a beautiful woman.
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As she worked, I couldn't help but cringe at the unfamiliar sensation of makeup on my skin. "This is weird," I muttered.

"Welcome to the world of glam," she replied, smirking. "Now, close your eyes. It's eyeshadow time."

I followed her instructions, feeling exposed and awkward. The brush swept across my eyelids, and I couldn't shake the feeling that I was caught in some bizarre alternate reality. Katrina seemed to enjoy every moment of my discomfort—though probably not nearly as much as Selene was going to enjoy it. And now, I felt like I’d suffered so much humiliation, there was no way that I could let her punt me from that boat; I had to keep that job now; I’d sacrificed too much to let it all go.

"Perfect," she declared, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "You're going to turn some heads tonight."
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I mumbled a reluctant thanks, realizing that submitting to this makeover was the price I had to pay to salvage my chance of staying on the boat. As I looked at myself in the small mirror, I couldn't help but feel a strange mix of embarrassment and resignation. Tonight, I'd be parading around the dock bar, not as Riley the deckhand, but as some awkwardly transformed version of Riley, the guy who would do anything to keep his place on the crew.

And the worst part about it (though maybe the best, in my case) was that I actually looked kind of like a girl. My eyes, in particular, were very feminine, with those eyeliner flicks that she added.

I eyed the clock and saw that I still had over an hour to get ready for this outing, this final test to see if I was worthy to be on Selene’s team. I took a deep breath. “Katrina,” I said. “What else do you think I can do here?”

She stared at me for a moment and then she said, “About what?”

“Looking like… a chick.”

“Oh,” she said. “Well… You probably aren’t going to the bar in your work outfit, right?”

I blushed. “I guess not.”

“So maybe a dress…”

She went to her little closet and suddenly got excited as she pulled out a two-toned dress: pink on top, black on bottom. It had a short skirt, and it was made of a super-soft satin. “This doesn’t fit me, but it would totally fit you. I was so excited when I bought it, and so sad when I tried it on. Please, please, please wear it!” She thrusted it into my hands with a big, bright smile on her face.

I reluctantly took the dress, feeling a mixture of gratitude and discomfort. "I appreciate it, but I've never worn… a dress before. I'm not sure I can pull this off."

She waved off my concerns, her excitement undeterred. "Come on, it'll be fun! You'll look fabulous. Trust me. Just trust in me. Put it on and, if it doesn’t work, we’ll try something else.”

I sighed, realizing there was no turning back. I had to keep that job, and I had to prove to Selene that I would do anything, even though it killed me to give her the satisfaction. "Fine, let's do it. But you're going to have to show me how to wear this stupid thing."

Katrina clapped her hands together, delighted. "Great! First, we need to get you out of those clothes." She motioned for me to stand up.

I hesitated, feeling a pang of embarrassment. "Uh, right here?"

She rolled her eyes. "Relax, Riley. It's just us. Now strip down, and we'll get you into this dress."

I awkwardly complied, trying to ignore the fact that I was standing in front of Katrina in my underwear. “Those too.” She dug out a thong. It was hardly a strip of satin.

“I can’t wear this!”

“Anything bigger will show through the skirt. Oh, relax—it’s just panties. Strip down. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, and it’s not like you haven’t seen me naked.”

I appreciated her trust in me, but also… this was just so, so humiliating. I got naked. She saw my cock, and let out a small giggle. “What?” I said.

“You’re small. But that’s fine. It’s… cute.”

“I’m not small!”

“It’s small, but it’s literally not a big deal. Put on the panties.”

“I’m putting them on! But I’m not small. I’m six inches, and that’s… average.”

“Darling, that ain’t six inches.”

“When erect it is,” I said, red all over.

“Okay, if you say so. Put the panties on.”

Next, she handed me a pair of pantyhose, instructing me on how to roll them up my legs. As I fumbled with the delicate fabric, she laughed, "You've got to be more graceful, like this." She demonstrated, and I couldn't help but feel like an oversized toddler attempting to dress himself.

Next came the dress. Katrina guided me through slipping into the satin fabric, adjusting it here and there. "There, see? Not so bad, right?"

I caught a glimpse of myself in the small mirror, and to my surprise, Katrina was right. I did look like a girl—albeit an uncomfortable and out-of-place one. The dress hugged my frame, and the soft fabric felt strange against my skin.

"Now for the finishing touch," Katrina declared, reaching for a box of accessories. She handed me a pair of dangling earrings and a necklace. "Put these on. It'll complete the look."

As I adorned myself with the accessories, I couldn't shake the surreal feeling of the situation. Katrina continued to coach me, demonstrating how to move and walk with a newfound femininity. "You're a natural," she teased, grinning. “Selene is going to love it.”

“I just want this night over with,” I groaned. And as I heard myself talk, I realized there was still the issue of my voice; Selene was going to be looking for any excuse to ding me, and if I opened my mouth and a deep tone rolled out, that would be it for me. So I decided that I would keep my mouth shut, and if I had to speak, I would speak softly, quietly.

Katrina wasn’t finished with me. Now, she was tracking down a pair of heels that would fit me. She was digging out perfume. She was checking the time to see if she could quickly paint my nails. Then, she paused, staring at me. “Riley?”

“What?” I said.

“You, uh… have to deal with… that.” She pointed down. I looked down and saw the most humiliating sight: an erection.

I covered up quickly. I don’t know how it happened without me noticing. I don’t know what made it happen—maybe her perfume, maybe her cleavage dangling in my face, or maybe the feeling of those soft, tight fabrics against my body⁠—

No! No, I wasn’t into cross-dressing. I wasn’t aroused by being dressed as a woman. I fumbled with my cock and got it pressed against my leg, but there was still an awkward bulge. “You can’t go out with that,” she said.

“I think I know that,” I groaned. “I’m sorry. It’s just—I haven’t, you know, been with a woman in a long time. That just happens when it’s been a while, when you’re a guy—okay? It doesn’t mean anything.”

She pointed at the bathroom. “You don’t want it happening out, where Selene will see it. So go and deal with it quickly.”

I was red all over. I could hardly speak. After a moment, I went into the bathroom and closed the door to deal with the problem.

“And don’t get cum on my dress,” she called out. “That satin isn’t easy to clean.”

I awkwardly rubbed one out, just to be sure that it wouldn’t happen again. Then, I lied and told her that I just paced around the bathroom and got into a different mindset. “I don’t jerk off,” I lied.

“Sure,” she giggled.

“I don’t,” I said. I don’t know why I was being so stubborn; she knew that I was full of crap.

She made some finishing touches to my outfit, hair, and makeup. Then, she led me to the main guest living room. There was a huge mirror there, so I peered into it.

My heart sank into my stomach when I saw… someone else. I wasn’t looking at the guy that I knew, the guy that I saw in the mirror every time I looked into it. Now, I was looking at… a girl. But there were small details quickly emerging that I knew I could fix—like my Adam’s apple, which I knew that I could cover with some sort of choker, or a high-collared top of some sort. Then there was the issue of my hips, which were so narrow and boyish. I could have slipped some pads in there—and maybe into my chest as well, just to give my body a more feminine shape. And now, I was noticing that there was a bit of hair on the lower part of my ankles, because I’d shaved my legs with my shoes on. And my hair—I could have sourced some sort of wig, or maybe been more clever with pinning it⁠—

It was too late. Now, Selene was walking down the steps, into that luxury living room. Her eyes found me before I had a chance to scurry away to perfect the look.
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She was looking good. She had her blonde hair nicely curled into loose waves. On her body was an amazing little satin dress, cut deep to show off her perfect cleavage and her toned body. She was wearing a big flashy necklace, and dark eyeliner to contrast her glittering face. She’d surely made sure that she was going to be the hottest girl in the group.

She froze at the sight of me, taking a moment to realize it was actually me, and then taking another moment to decide what to say about it. She cleared her throat and raised her eyebrows. “So you decided to put in a bit of effort, huh?” she said. “Well… you actually look… good. But being a convincing woman is more than just looking good. I need you to pass as a woman, so consider tonight a practise run. Because when the guests see you tomorrow—and they will only see glimpses of you (be sure of that)—I want them to think that you’re a girl. Worst-case scenario, I will tell them that you’re trans, but let’s hope it doesn’t have to get there.”

I forced a smile and nodded, refusing to use my voice, because I knew that it wouldn’t sound convincing no matter how hard I strained it.

“Alright ladies!” called out the bosun. “Cars are here. Let’s go!” I wasn’t sure why we were taking cars when the bar was less than a kilometre away, but I went along, this time going into the SUV with the girls. It was a moment before they even noticed me there, and another moment before they recognized me. “Oh my God, Riley!?” they said. I just smiled and sunk into my seat.
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They’ll giggled. They took photos of me. Their giggling turned into roars of laughter. “I thought you were really a girl!” cried Helen, the crew’s only female deckhand.

“I think she’s cute,” said Katrina, blushing. “I did her makeup.”

“No one said she’s not cute,” said Helen. “She’s just… She’s not a she at all! Oh my goodness, this is going to be so hilarious. Men are going to be buying you drinks. Love, you’re going to start a riot!”

The car ride to the bar felt like an eternity. The girls chattered excitedly, their laughter filling the confined space. I sat in the back, sandwiched between Selene and Katrina, feeling the weight of their amused gazes. Every glance in my direction sent a fresh wave of embarrassment through me.

As we approached the bar, the nervous energy in the car escalated. The laughter continued, growing louder and more boisterous. I could hear Helen saying, "I can't believe I thought you were a real girl!" as they snapped more photos, capturing my awkward attempt at femininity.

The SUV pulled up, and the girls spilled out, looking effortlessly glamorous. I hesitated, feeling a pit in my stomach, before reluctantly following them. The neon lights of the bar illuminated the night, casting an ominous glow on the approaching spectacle.
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The moment I stepped into the bar, the atmosphere changed. Heads turned, conversations hushed, and eyes widened. I felt exposed, like a deer caught in headlights. The girls, still oblivious to the brewing attention, pushed through the crowd toward the bar.

The realization hit me like a punch to the gut: I wasn't just going to pass unnoticed. The giggles and whispers echoed around me as I navigated through the sea of curious onlookers. Men at the bar did double-takes, their eyebrows furrowing in confusion.

"Is that... a guy?" I overheard someone mutter.

Helen, caught up in the revelry, turned and called out, "Riley, you're a legend! This is hilarious!"

Katrina, apparently feeling the need to be supportive, added, “You’re doing fine, Riley.”

Selene, seemingly pleased with the spectacle of humiliation, wore a smirk as she led the way. The embarrassment clung to me like a second skin, and I couldn't escape the feeling of being a pawn in Selene's game.

As I approached the bar, the bartender shot me a quizzical look, unsure of how to process the unexpected addition to the girls' night out. The laughter of the crew echoed in the background, and I couldn't shake the sinking realization that, for tonight, I was nothing more than the punchline of an elaborate joke.

“Drink?” he asked in a thick Norwegian accent.

I nodded my head.

He stared at me, confused. “Anything in particular?”

I stared back, heart racing. I shook my head. He paused for a moment and then got me a martini. The girls giggled around me.

“Can they, or can they not tell that he’s not really a woman?” I heard Selene asking Helen.

“I think it depends on how drunk they are,” giggled Helen. “That guy over there is ogling Riley hard. But I heard the sober dudes by the entrance say it outright, that Riley looks like a guy.”

I wanted to take Helen and shake her. She wasn’t doing me any favours—and I don’t think she realized that I would lose my job if Selene thought that I wasn’t passing. In a way, my future depended on convincing guys that I was actually a chick. If I lost that job, it could be half a decade before I ended up on another yacht, getting another chance. This was my chance to take a huge leap forward in my life.

And I knew that part of the reason that I wasn’t passing was because I was making myself small; I was slouching; I wasn’t striding elegantly, like a woman. I was ignoring a number of Katrina’s tips, just because I was trying to remain unseen. Now, I needed to find a way to muster up some confidence.

I still had a chance.
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Islipped into the bathroom and grabbed some tissue paper. I stuffed the tissue paper into the little slots inside of my dress. I can’t say I know what those slots were for, but they were very useful for stuffing in toilet paper to create a little bit of a bust. Next, I did something similar with paper towel folds, carefully putting them on my hips, under my panty string to hold them there. It wasn’t a perfect look, but it gave my hips more dimension; if I survived the night, I could find a better solution for the charter guests.

Then, I stood in front of the mirror and took a deep breath in. “You can do this,” I said softly. “You’re a girl. You’re hot. You can turn some heads. You are a girl, no matter what anyone says.”

I used to play hockey in high school, and my coach would always have us stand in front of mirrors to compliment ourselves. He insisted it did something inside of the brain; now, I needed everything I could get.

And when I emerged from the bathroom, I emerged with commitment. I was like a method actor, refusing to break character. I kept myself standing tall, with good posture, and I walked one foot in front of the other, just like Katrina showed me.

I strutted out, heart racing, but determined. I kept telling myself: ‘You don’t know these people. You will never see them again. It doesn’t matter how much you humiliate yourself—everything is erased as soon as you leave.’. I threw smiles at strangers. I even forced myself to dance, awkwardly, trying to mimic what I saw the other women in the bar doing.

And it was only a few minutes before I caught a smile from a man who was sitting alone at a bar. It wasn’t a mocking smile; it seemed completely genuine. I even caught him blushing slightly, so I looked away quickly.
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Embarrassment fuelled my determination as I navigated through the bar's pulsating energy. I ordered a drink, feeling the eyes of strangers on me. The liquid courage burned its way down my throat, and with each sip, I convinced myself that tonight was just a fleeting chapter: a necessary step towards having what I wanted in life.

As the night progressed, I found myself caught in the rhythm of the music, swaying awkwardly to the beat. The atmosphere was infectious, and I let myself get lost in the anonymity of the crowded bar… at least that’s how I tried to feel—but really, I was constantly aware of every inch of my body, and I was constantly aware of every set of eyes in the place. I swear I could feel people looking at me, even when my eyes were closed.

But I had to prove to Selene that I would do anything.

With each awkward move, I attracted more glances, but surprisingly, they seemed less judgmental and more intrigued. Perhaps the alcohol had blurred the lines between reality and my desperate attempt to fit in.

Then, I noticed him again—that lone man at the bar, his eyes fixed on me with a genuine smile. He seemed approachable, not mocking or judgmental. Heart pounding, I decided to throw caution to the wind and approached him.

"Hey there," I said softly, my voice higher than usual, still maintaining the façade. "Mind if I join you?"

He gestured to the empty stool beside him, his smile widening. "Not at all. Name's Mike." I was surprised by his American accent.

"Hi, Mike," I responded, trying to mimic the casual charm I'd seen in countless romantic comedies. The alcohol was definitely working its magic, loosening my inhibitions.

“What are you doing in Norway?”

“Just travelling. Seeing the world,” he smiled.

He still hadn’t caught on that I was actually a man. Maybe I was doing a better job than I realized. Maybe I was passing Selene’s crazy test.

We chatted about trivial things—music, the weather, the chaotic energy of the bar. Mike's laughter was contagious, and I found myself genuinely enjoying the conversation. As the night progressed, the awkwardness that had initially surrounded me seemed to dissipate.

I sipped my drink, feeling the warmth spread through me, blurring the lines between reality and the elaborate act I was putting on. Mike leaned in a bit closer, his eyes glinting with interest. Unbeknownst to him, he was about to discover the truth about the girl he'd been chatting with all night.

Helen came over, roaring with laughter. “You’re talking to a dude!” she bellowed at Mike. Mike’s face turned red. Mine probably turned redder. He looked at me, silent, and I produced a humiliating smile.

“I’m going to go,” I said, jumping to my feet. Again, I wanted to throttle Helen, but I decided to just leave the bar; one of the cars was heading back to the boat, and I was fairly sure that Selene was on it; there was no sense in hanging around to humiliate myself if she wasn’t even there to enjoy it.

Sure enough, she was on the car with two of the deckhands. There were a few snickers, and then one of the men asked, “What’s your boyfriend’s name, Riley?”

“He was just a guy I was talking to,” I said softly, trying hard to hide my humiliation. “I was just talking to him.”

“Did you suck him off in the bathroom?” giggled one of the men.

“I’m not gay,” I said.

I noticed Selene sitting there with a smug smile on her face, as if this was exactly the humiliating torture she wanted. I just couldn’t figure out why she detested me so much. What did I do to her? Why did she want to torture me?

The ride back to the boat was a mix of uncomfortable silence and stifled laughter. Helen's booming laughter echoed in my ears, a constant reminder of the humiliation I had just endured. The car seemed to be a chamber of judgment, and I slouched in my seat, avoiding eye contact with everyone.

As we approached the yacht, the crew piled out of the car, and the whispers and snickers continued. The deckhands couldn't resist making snarky comments, and I felt like a spectacle in my own personal hell. The embarrassment clung to me, threatening to swallow any remnants of my confidence.

The gangplank creaked as we boarded the boat. Each step felt heavier than the last, and I couldn't shake the feeling that everyone onboard was in on this sick joke—maybe even the captain. Maybe that’s why I got hired in the first place. Maybe they saw my picture in the crewing database, and they said, ‘We could make that idiot look like a girl!’ Selene, with her impeccable timing, shot me a smirk as I passed her. The crew's laughter followed me like a haunting melody.

I retreated to my cabin, desperate for the privacy. The mirrors in the room reflected the feminized version of myself that had become a costume I wore to survive the night. I wanted to peel it off, but the image in the mirror held a certain undeniable allure. The smooth legs, the lingering traces of makeup—it was a distorted reflection of Riley, the guy who had just endured a night of ridicule.

I sank onto the edge of my bunk, feeling the weight of the night pressing down on me. The laughter, the whispers, the embarrassment—it was all too much. I contemplated again the possibility that this entire episode was a grand scheme, a calculated humiliation orchestrated by Selene… and then I thought about quitting before Selene could have me fired. Quitting would look better on a resume…

Just as I was ready to succumb to the overwhelming sense of defeat, I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror once more. The sight stopped me in my tracks. Despite the chaos and the mockery, there was an undeniable truth in that reflection: I did look convincingly feminine.

The realization hit me hard. Maybe the night was a tumultuous rollercoaster of embarrassment, but somewhere in the whirlwind, I had managed to transform into a girl who, at least superficially, turned heads. It was a moment of clarity in the midst of chaos, and as I wiped away the makeup, a sense of triumph replaced the earlier feelings of humiliation. In the end, it wasn't just a grand humiliation; it was a strange victory. Selene could have her smug smile and her condescending attitude, but she couldn’t fire me.

She had no good reason to fire me.
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It was 5:30 AM when she came into my room, nudged me awake, and said, “The charter gets here in four hours. If you’re not convincing thirty minutes before they get here, you won’t be working the charter.”

I blinked a few times, strained to sit up, and then I bit my tongue, fighting the urge to remind her that the captain clearly told her that she didn’t have the power to fire me. I didn’t want to fight; I didn’t want to make a scene out of this. I just wanted to survive this two-night charter.
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So I walked like a zombie to the bathroom, with Katrina’s makeup with me. I spread it out on the little counter. The wind was strong that morning, making the ship sway, making those lipstick tubes roll across the counter.

The pale morning light filtered through the cabin's portholes as I stood in front of the bathroom mirror. The ship's gentle sway beneath my feet added an extra layer of challenge to the delicate task at hand. I sighed, knowing that the next few hours would be crucial – my ticket to surviving the upcoming charter unscathed—or at least the first day of that charter.

Katrina's makeup lay scattered across the cramped bathroom counter: an arsenal for my transformation. I picked up the foundation, hesitating for a moment before applying it with newfound expertise. The wind outside intensified, the rhythmic creaking of the ship creating a dissonant backdrop to my makeshift beauty routine.

My stomach groaned. I was hungry, but had no appetite. Humiliation will strip a person of their appetite.

As I navigated through the array of makeup, I couldn't help but notice the strange skill set I had acquired in such a short time. The subtle strokes of eyeliner, the careful application of mascara: it was happening a lot more efficiently than I expected.

The ship swayed, causing lipstick tubes to roll perilously close to the edge of the counter. I reached out, steadying them with a feminine sort of grace that surprised me.

I looked at my reflection, the transformed Riley staring back at me. I looked good, but I needed to look absolutely convincing. I knew that I could improve; I remembered the small details from the night before that had subtracted from my feminine appearance. So I went to steal a flimsy bra from Katrina’s bag. I stuffed it with filled water balloons (there were plenty of water balloons in the deck storage for guests with kids). I found a wig in the interior storage, where they kept supplies for themed parties and whatnot. It was a blonde with with loose curls and bangs.
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The soft curls framed my face, and the makeup accentuated features that felt foreign. It was surreal, like stepping into another person's shoes for a brief moment. In fact—I actually looked a tiny bit like Selene.

With a final glance in the mirror, I braced myself for the challenge ahead: two nights. I only had to survive two nights.

I began to speak to myself, with my phone propped up to record my voice. I listened back and made adjustments. This went on for the next hour while I tried to find a tone that could be convincing. Yes, Selene was surely going to stuff me into the laundry room—but there would be moments that the guests would see me—maybe during a busy dinner service, and definitely during the greeting and farewell.

I had to be firing on all cylinders. In that same costume and party supplies closet, I found hip expanders: soft pads that slipped underneath my black skirt.

Once again, I found myself erect. I blushed, closed the bathroom door, and quickly rubbed myself until ejaculation. It didn’t take long. There was something about that soft skirt, teasing my girth, tickling my thighs. And the feeling of my shaved legs, rubbing together when I stepped. Oh God—it was just so… arousing. I groaned loudly when cum began to gush out from my tip. Then, I stuffed my cock away and tried to put on a straight face.

As the crew began to stir with the early light filtering into the cabins, I sensed a spectrum of reactions to my transformed appearance. Laughter echoed from some bunks—particularly from the deckhand—blending with the muffled whispers of those who seemed genuinely taken aback. My nerves intensified, and a palpable energy coursed through me, a mixture of anticipation and anxiety.

I navigated the narrow corridors, catching glimpses of raised eyebrows and suppressed grins. It was a combination of scrutiny and amusement, with each crew member forming their own judgment. A few glanced at me with something resembling admiration, perhaps surprised at the level of commitment I displayed in this peculiar endeavour. But the worst look at all came from Ivan, the chief engineer. I hardly ever saw him because he was always in the mechanical room, tinkering away, or sleeping. Now, he was looking at my body the same way he looked at the other girls when they were bikini-clad to dip in the hot-tub between charters. He was ogling me, oblivious to my reality.

I groaned and scurried away.

The charter loomed on the horizon, and the captain's voice crackled over the intercom, rallying us to the deck for the grand greeting. The weight of impending humiliation settled in as I joined the assembled crew. The morning sun bathed the yacht in a warm glow, emphasizing its luxurious features. I stood among my shipmates, feeling exposed and vulnerable in this unfamiliar guise.

As the first glimpse of the charter emerged on the horizon, my heart quickened its pace. The guests, soon to board our floating haven, represented both the audience and judges of my ongoing charade. The captain's authoritative voice guided us through the choreography of the grand greeting, outlining our roles and responsibilities.

The deck buzzed with activity as the crew assumed their positions. The charter boarded. The crew began offering hands for shaking—and smiles. I was at the end of the line, and they were moving towards me. I stiffened, taking a deep breath in. I produced a weak smile as the primary reached me. “Morgan,” he said with a deep voice.

“Hi,” I said softly. “Uh, I’m Riley.” I noticed the whole crew looking at me—many of them trying not to burst into a fit of laughter, as if this was all some ritual humiliation for new yachties.
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His gaze moved quickly up and down my body, and then a small grin appeared on his face. Could he tell? Was all of that work… for nothing? I kept that weak smile on my face. “I’m looking forward to serving you,” I managed to say.

“I’m looking forward to being served.” He winked. He glanced down my body again, and then he shuffled along, and I had to endure the greetings of his friends.

His friends, a pack of seemingly overconfident and boisterous men, followed Morgan's lead. Their greetings were laden with scrutinizing glances that felt more like hungry assessments. I shifted uncomfortably under their collective gaze, attempting to navigate through the awkward introductions while dismissing the unsettling stares. Their unspoken thoughts seemed to glow in their eyes, and the prospect of spending the charter surrounded by this group of single, bachelor men added an unexpected discomfort. Now, I was really hoping to be assigned to the laundry room for the next two nights straight.
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"Riley, huh?" one of them, a tall guy with a too-confident smirk, leered at me. "Well, well, we're in for a treat, aren't we, boys?" His buddies chuckled, exchanging suggestive glances that left little to the imagination. “Nice of them to include some eye-candy.” I wasn’t sure if it was a sarcastic remark or a genuine ‘compliment’, but Selene wasn’t impressed. I saw her smile drop when she heard it. I saw that familiar red-tinted rage begin to seep into her visage.

"Yeah, Riley, what can you serve us?" another one chimed in, his tone dripping with innuendo. The atmosphere thickened with an air of machismo and suppressed desires… Well—maybe they weren’t so suppressed. I felt like prey being circled by a pack of predators, their intentions veiled behind forced laughter and testosterone-fuelled banter.

Morgan, the primary, leaned in with a mischievous glint in his eye. "You might find our requests... demanding. But I'm sure you can handle it." His words carried a double entendre that sent a chill down my spine.

As the introductions continued, their comments became increasingly suggestive, creating an uncomfortable backdrop for what was supposed to be a professional interaction. I clenched my jaw, determined to endure the discomfort and maintain a façade of composure.

Then, Selene came to my rescue—or maybe to her own—when she said, “Let me give you a tour of the boat. I will show you where you’ll be sleeping, and where you’ll be having fun for the next three days.”

The men eyed me one last time before Selene took the men away. It was a minute later when my radio buzzed with Selene’s voice. “Riley, I need you in the laundry room—now.” She probably thought that it was some sort of punishment for stealing male attention away from her—but it was exactly what I wanted; I wanted to go somewhere the charter guests couldn’t access, and I wanted to hide there until they were gone.
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I got right to steaming spare bedsheets. The charter had just arrived and the work was already beginning to pour in. It wasn’t long before I was called to the galley to help plate lunch for the guests, and then I was cast away to dishwashing, and then back to laundry. Selene forgot to release me for my break—or maybe she purposely didn’t bother. I didn’t mind; I wanted to keep up the momentum, and I was happy as long as I was hidden away.
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For the next ten hours, it was going… well. The snickering from the crew had finally died down; they were over the novelty of having someone to laugh at. I ate my dinner with the deckhands, and they had a few giggles at first, but by the end of dinner, it was almost as if I wasn’t sitting there dressed up as a woman. It was strangely… normal.

“Tell me honestly,” I said to Barry, the 3rd deckhand. “Is this some sort of hazing thing?”

“Not that I know of,” he said with a smirk.

“Nobody else had to… dress like a girl?”

The guys giggled like chicks, and then they shook their heads. I couldn’t tell if they were lying to me.

“I get why Selene wants you to dress up,” Barry went on. “Crews with more girls get more tips.”

“Fact,” said Greg from the galley. “I was the chef on an otherwise all-girl crew last summer, as we were making massive tips—bigger than anything I’ve ever seen.”

The guys laughed. “How many of those girls were sneaking away to the master bedroom with the primary?”

“At least a few,” Greg admitted. “At least a few…”

Then, Selene came into the room. She had an unimpressed look on her face: a scowl that lingered as she stood there, trying to drum up the rage to unload onto me, as if she was catching me slacking off. I wanted to remind her that she broke me for dinner, and I still had fifteen minutes until my dinner was up.

“What is it?” asked Barry.

“The guests have… requested that I no longer… serve them their dinner,” she said. “They’ve requested… Riley.” Her gaze found mine, and for a moment, I thought she was going to lunge forward and rip my throat out.

“They want me to do what?” I asked.

“Bring them their food and drinks. They want you to run dinner service,” she growled. The boys giggled, and then she stared them down, bringing a quick end to their giddiness. “And right now, they want espresso martinis. Four of them. Can you handle that?”

“I don’t know how to make a martini,” I said.

“I can make them,” she hissed. “You just… bring them to them.”

Now, everyone was looking at me. The pressure was now on my shoulders. Why had they requested me? I was shocked they even remembered me, having not seen me since that brief moment when we met on the deck.

The weight of their collective gaze bore down on me, and I gulped, nodding hesitantly. "Sure, I'll do it."

Selene shot me a look that hinted at the impending humiliation. "Get those martinis. Fast." She turned on her heel and headed toward the kitchen. The crew's eyes followed her, leaving me standing awkwardly in the center of the room.

As I ventured into the chaos of the kitchen, my mind raced. I grabbed the ingredients for the espresso martinis, praying I wouldn't mess up. The clinking of glasses and murmurs of the crew amplified my anxiety. Selene watched me with a mix of frustration and amusement, clearly relishing my discomfort.

With trembling hands, I managed to assemble the martinis. As I approached the dining area, the guests' eyes locked onto me, their grins widening. Barry chuckled, “Here comes the eye-candy! Where have you been all day, Riley?”

I smiled and went about my business. The men kept… touching me: not in a sexual way, but every time they had a request, they would place their hand on my back or my shoulder, or very close to my ass.

For the next agonizing hour, I navigated their suggestive remarks and lingering gazes. The atmosphere reeked of mockery, and each step felt like a tightrope walk between serving the guests and preserving a shred of dignity. The boys continued their relentless teasing, revelling in the spectacle of my discomfort.

I had no idea if they knew the truth. Some moments, I was sure that this was just mocking, as part of my humiliation. Other moments I wasn’t so sure, half-believing that the men really were… flirting with me.

I got through dinner, and then dessert. The men pulled me in and said, “Do a shot with us, Riley!”

“I’m afraid I’m not allowed to drink.”

“Bullshit. We’re chartering this boat and we want you to drink.”

“I’ll get fired,” I said softly, blushing, hoping someone would come to save me.

They called in the captain. They demanded he let me have a shot with them. The captain looked uneasy. He knew it was wrong, but he knew that it was probably the difference between a solid tip and a mediocre one. “One shot,” he said, looking into my eyes, as if he was trying to tell me, ‘Take the shot and get out of here.’

The men were already drunk: about ten drinks in each. They were getting more handsy. The shot was strong, burning on its way down. I groaned and winced. The men cheered. One of the men grabbed me and sat me on his lap. “Hang out with us.”

“I have to get back to the galley to help with the dishes,” I smiled.

“Bullshit!” roared the primary. “You’re hanging out with us now.”

I awkwardly remained on his lap like some sort of accessory, like some sort of little lap dog. The men weren’t talking to me; they just wanted me there. He just wanted somewhere to rest his hands, to warm his lap. I could feel his bulge between his legs; I could feel that he was big. Now, I was leaning towards the belief that these men really didn’t know that I was male.

I kept tugging down at my skirt to keep it from riding up, from exposing the bulge in my panties. This was so… embarrassing.

Another round of shots came, and they insisted that I join them. Selene, who brought the shots, eyed me, and I tried to use my eyes to plead with her, to get me out of this horrible situation.

She just grinned and then she rolled her eyes with a pouty look, as if she wanted to be in my place. I wanted her to be in my place!

They sent me away finally… but only so that I could get changed. “Put on something nice,” the primary said to me with a grin and a wink. “Get comfortable and sexy. Then come back and hang out.”

“I really should get back to work.”

“This is your work,” he said bluntly. “We already talked to the captain; he’s released you of your duties for the night.”

And it was true; one of the men had gone to the captain and made the deal. Maybe it involved money.

Now, I felt something like a whore. They were paying to have me as a lap-piece. I scurried away to change, which meant borrowing a dress from one of the girls.

Selene shot me a smug grin. "Well done, Riley. You've proven to be quite the entertainer."

The deckhands were finishing up for the night. Selene released Katrina to sleep. The rest of the interior crew was on standby while the guests settled into their little party.

Katrina let me borrow a silvery dress, which fit nicely. I touched up my makeup. Now, as I worked, the other girls were crowding up around me. It was Katrina who said, “You know, Riley… We’re kind of depending on you right now.”

“This is crazy,” Helen said, rolling her eyes. “I can’t believe my tip is riding on… a guy dressed like a girl.”

“Keep your voice down!” snapped Selene. “If those guys realize Riley is a man, forget the tip.”

Now, Selene had a different mindset. This was no longer about my humiliation; this was about her tip. “You can’t go out there like that; you look… boyish. Let me help you.” She wasn’t being nice; she was being desperate. She took the makeup and started working, adjusting my visage, and then adjusting my hair. The girls put me in various shoes, trying to pick the right pair of heels. They adjusted my bra and my hip pads. They made me practise my voice. I felt like a car at a NASCAR event, being fixed by the pit crew before being sent back out.

“Sit on his lap and be a good girl,” Selene growled. “If he makes a move, just go with it. I’ll be close by to get you out of a bad situation. But you can handle a kiss.”

“A kiss!?” I gasped. “I—I don’t want to kiss anyone.”

“You can and you will,” she said.

As Selene continued her hurried transformation, the other girls buzzed around me like anxious bees, each offering unsolicited advice and adjustments. I felt like a puppet in their hands, forced into a role that was becoming increasingly absurd.

Helen snorted, clearly unimpressed. "This whole thing is a joke. I can't believe we're relying on a guy in a dress for our tip."

Katrina, more sympathetic, whispered, "Just go with it, Riley. We all need this tip, and Selene is on edge."

With my makeup reapplied and my hair rearranged, I reluctantly submitted to the girls' choices of heels and accessories. The silvery dress clung to me, and I couldn't shake the surreal feeling of embodying a character that wasn't my own.

As Selene finished her last-minute adjustments, she shot me a look of urgency. "Remember, Riley, this is about the tip. Play along, or we all suffer."
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The prospect of kissing a stranger for the sake of the crew's financial gain left a pit in my stomach. Selene's command hung in the air, an unwelcome expectation. I glanced at the girls, hoping to find some semblance of support, but their expressions ranged from concern to indifference.

The deckhands were wrapping up their duties, unaware of the brewing storm in the interior. Selene's desperate gamble had shifted the narrative, placing the weight of the night's success on my unsteady shoulders. As the anticipation built, I braced myself for the impending charade, wondering how far I would be pushed in the name of a gratuity that seemed increasingly elusive.
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Another painful hour went by, sitting on the primary’s lap like an escort. His hand inched up my shaved thighs, closer to my cock, which he had no idea existed. They fed me drink after drink, insisting with ferocity. I drank, and started to feel drunk, but I had to keep it together.
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It was past midnight. Surely they would crash soon… right.

Now, the man was playing with my hair: the blonde wig hair. I had to excuse myself to slip away with Selene, so she could pin the wig down aggressively, so it wouldn’t budge, even if he yanked it hard.

With each drink, he became more handsy. Then, after going to the bathroom, he came and tapped me on the shoulder. “Riley, there’s an issue,” he said.

“What is it?”

“The towels in my room are all damp. I don’t know if they were dried properly.”

“Oh. I’ll have one of the girls send new towels down.”

“Would you mind just doing it?” he asked. “I don’t want to bug them; I can tell that they’re all tired.”

“Oh… Okay,” I said. I knew where towels were, so it didn’t seem like a big deal. I went to fetch a stack, and then I went down to his room. The door was open. I knocked. No answer. I stepped in and walked towards the bathroom. Then, I felt hands on me. I gasped and spun around, looking into his eyes. He was shirtless, showing off his muscles. He’d gone ahead and oiled himself up, and put on fresh cologne.

“Hey baby,” he said. Then, his towel fell to the ground, revealing his long, thick penis. He moved in, using his foot to close the door, wrapping his arms around me.

Selene wasn’t there to rescue me. I had to find a way to rescue myself. But I couldn’t even think fast enough. Before I could react, his lips were touching mine. He was kissing, and I knew that if I didn’t kiss back, there would be no decent tip.

In a drunken panic, I caved. I closed my eyes and kissed, praying silently for someone to come and rescue me.

But nobody was coming.

He took the straps of my dress and slipped them off. I managed to catch the silvery attire before it fell off of me. I gasped. “C’mon, baby,” he growled. “Let me see that beautiful body.”

“I’m still on my shift,” I managed to whisper.

“Bullshit,” he growled. “We talked to the captain. You’re off for the rest of the charter. You’re on vacation with us now.”

“I—I just don’t know if this is… professional,” I said.

And then he pushed me to my knees.
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His fat cock swayed before my eyes. “Go ahead, love. Find out how many licks it takes to get to the middle.” He grinned. I was frozen, so he just went ahead and used me like some sort of sex doll. He pushed his cock into my mouth, and I just closed my eyes.

He let out a loud groan as he began to thrust gently, mashing his thick penis around against the roof of my mouth and the insides of my cheeks. I wanted to puke… though he was at least clean. His pubic hair was neatly trimmed and he smelled nice… But still—I was being face-fucked by a man.

I could have walked away; he wasn’t forcing me to do it; he wasn’t holding me against my consent. But… I wanted that tip (just not the one in my mouth). “Choke on it, baby,” he growled, and then he pushed it into my throat, making my eyes water.

He was so hard, and he was pumping into my throat with intensity that was building. He was grunting. He was starting to sweat. He was pulling my hair; thank God Selene pinned it down so intensely.

“Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” he growled. I couldn’t believe that I was sucking a man’s cock. This was just the icing on the cake of my humiliation. Maybe this was all planned. Maybe Selene set this whole thing up. Maybe they were filming this and they were going to use it to make my life hell.

Now, I just had to focus; I’d come this far, and there was no sense in stopping suddenly. I had a chance now to secure a tip for myself, and for the team. So I gripped his shaft hard and I began to suck, bobbing my head. “Oh, yeah!” he bellowed. “That’s fucking it!”

I pumped and sucked, pumped and sucked, pumped and sucked. I made him wriggle. I made him tremble all over. “How the fuck are you so good at this!?” he gasped.

I ignored his words. I just focussed on the end goal. I knew that he would fizzle out after coming. I knew that he would want to go to sleep. It was late; his friends were starting to head to their rooms. This was the final stand of the night.

“Finish me off baby,” he growled. “Fucking suck me.”

I did the job. I got to the finish line. I squeezed hard and pumped fast, and then he unloaded into my mouth. I almost choked. It was so, so disgusting. It was such a low. I felt like such an idiot…

But he was ecstatic. He was grinning, beaming, red all over. “That was fucking hot,” he said. “You’re the best fucking stew I’ve ever had on a yacht—and listen: I’ve charted like thirty yachts in the past few years.”

I smiled and blushed, still tasting his horrible cum in my mouth, which I’d swallowed in an attempt to be polite.

I got up and left the room quietly, with my head down, humiliated, demeaned, emasculated. I went straight to the bathroom attached to my room and I spent the next ten minutes gargling mouth wash and washing my face.

Then, I noticed Selene standing behind me with a grin. “Mouth wash, huh?” she said.

I froze, staring at her blankly.

“I hope you’re happy. You made me look like a real idiot today,” she said. “No charter guest has ever requested that I be demoted.”

“It’s not like I had anything to do with it,” I said softly.

She scoffed. “You had everything to do with it. I knew that letting you stay on this ship was a bad idea. Now—the least you could do is sleep with the guests—and quit looking so hard-done-by. You’re job, at this point, it to secure a tip for the team. If these boys leave, and they leave some shitty tip—it’s on you.”

“That’s not fair,” I said. “And you can’t fire me; the captain said so.” I felt strong for a moment, despite my complete emasculation.

Then, her eyes narrowed. “You want to know something? You’re actually right: I can’t fire you.”
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I bit my tongue, waiting for her to finish talking.

“I think it’s safe to say that you’ve secured a spot on this boat—at least until you do something to piss the captain off. But there is one thing that I can do: I can tell everyone how great you were tonight.” Her grin grew as she exposed a bit more of her evil. “I can tell everyone how far you went to make sure we all got a good tip. Do you want everyone to know how good of a girl you were for the primary tonight? It might explain why you used half of Katrina’s mouth wash.”

“Please don’t,” I said, tense with dreadful humiliation.

“Then do me a favour,” she hissed. “When I tell you to do something—do it, and don’t question it. And one other thing: don’t make me look like an idiot in front of the guests.”

I had no idea what she was referring to. I never did anything; I’d only been doing what I was told, but it just wasn’t satisfying Selene.
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The next morning arrived with the muted light of dawn streaming into my cabin. Sleep-deprived and anxious, I rose from my bed, realizing that the charade was far from over. The guests had enjoyed their evening, albeit fuelled by cocktails and hangovers, and I was once again summoned to be part of their entertainment.

I remembered everything, despite the liquor-created headache that I now had. I remembered the details: the veiny shaft sliding on my tongue, and the taste of that bitter cum… I groaned, trying to shake the memory away.

I stumbled into the bathroom, determined to prepare for another day of humiliation. The memory of the primary guest's hands wandering where they shouldn't lingered in my mind, and I braced myself for a repeat performance. Raiding Katrina's bag again (with permission), I applied makeup, adjusted my wig, and donned a more casual yet flattering outfit, all in preparation for another day of catering to the whims of these drunken charter guests. I could already hear them shouting for coffees upstairs.

As I stepped out of my cabin, Selene intercepted me with a stern expression. "The guests want you with them today again. They've requested your company, so you better make it worth their while. And FYI—I’ve made sure there are plenty of condoms in the nightstand of the master. I’ve also gone ahead and put a pair of ass-play panties in your bag.”

“A pair of what!?” I gasped.

“Panties with a hole in the ass, so he can penetrate you anally,” she said without much emotion. “They will hold your cock from falling out. Though, if I were you, I would stick to BJs. They aren’t going to find your little penis if you stick to sucking them off.”

I felt sick; she was talking to me as if I was some cheap whore.

“Just make it worth their while,” she said again.

The insinuation of what "worth their while" meant made my stomach churn, but I nodded obediently. I could feel Selene's eyes scrutinizing my appearance, likely looking for any sign of deviation from the carefully constructed facade.

Heading to the deck, the crew was already at work cleaning up the aftermath of the previous night's revelry. The primary guest, Morgan, spotted me from afar and signalled for me to join them. Suppressing a sigh, I made my way over to the group.

"Morning, Riley!" Morgan greeted with a grin, his eyes scanning me in a way that sent discomfort through my spine.

"Good morning," I replied, my voice wavering slightly. The other guests chuckled, clearly amused by the spectacle of a supposed female crew member. Maybe he told them what I’d done… what he’d done to me.

He pulled me onto his lap, again as if I was a little lap dog. He put his hand on my thigh. I tried to put on a good performance.

[image: Breakfast]



As the day unfolded, I found myself once again at the beck and call of the guests. From fetching drinks to enduring inappropriate comments, my role as the crew's reluctant performer persisted. Morgan, emboldened by the lingering effects of last night's revelry, became increasingly handsy, making it clear that he considered me more of a personal accessory than a crew member. I knew what he had in mind, and he made it very clear at lunch, when he pulled me into his room.

“Just like last night,” he said, undoing his belt.

I was trembling, no longer with the confidence of liquor burning inside of me. I went to my knees, going submissive, and I closed my eyes and sucked him off. He made a comment about wanting to fuck me in the ‘pussy’, so I doubled-down: clenching him hard, pumping him fast, and making it feel even better, to stop him from wanting anything extra.

I took a deep breath. I thought about the rest of the crew. I thought about the captain and I thought about the offer to switch to the deck as soon as this charter was over with. I’d already done it once and I survived. I wasn’t going to lose more dignity by doing it again. After all—did I really have any dignity left to lose?

I finished him off. I swallowed his load. I tried not to gag in front of him. I put on a smile and then excused myself to the bathroom where I quietly rinsed my mouth and gagged, nearly puking. I felt so ashamed of myself.

I stood up and looked in the mirror.
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I stared at myself, hardly able to recognize the woman staring back at me. I still couldn’t believe what a little bit of makeup and a wig could do. It seemed so unnatural, yet… I looked so good. And it wasn’t just me who thought so; the charter guests, clearly, thought that I looked good too. The primary still had no idea that he was with a man…

And now, it was more vital than ever to ensure that my real identity remained a secret. If he found out that he was getting daily head from a dude, the tip would surely not exist at the end of the charter.

I took a deep breath. We were halfway through this charter… but it wasn’t over. He wasn’t finished with me.

Again that night, the men pushed drinks on me, and my fellow crew members didn’t come to my rescue; they let the men use me as a lap puppy; they even brought me drinks. They could have at least watered my drinks down for me—but no, I got the same strong syrup that everyone else was getting.

Shots… Shots… Shots…

I was starting to feel sick.

Then, they requested a trip to town, so they could hit on girls at the bar. I thought it would be a good two or three hour break, but no—not for me; they brought me with them, on the tender. Then, I went back to the yacht, with the men, with two random drunk Norwegian girls.

We moved to the deck. The primary made me sit on his lap in the hot tub. He wasn’t interested in the Norwegian chicks; he wanted me. I felt his throbbing erection against my bum. I tried to ignore it. We moved to the lounge.

Now, we were all drinking in the lounge. I was back on his lap, and he was playing with my panties under my skirt; his fingers were getting dangerously close to my cock, but I managed to constantly brush his fingers away…

But he did find that hole: the hole in the panties that Selene had given me.

Carefully, without drawing attention from the chatting guests, he reached down and unzipped his fly. My heart was racing. He quietly spat into his hand and rubbed that spit all over his erect shaft, under my bum. Then, he used his spit-covered finger to prepare my butthole. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

He was just going to fuck me in front of everyone.

No one had noticed yet; I thought about excusing myself. I thought about pretending to be sick. But I couldn’t act fast enough. Now, he was stuffing his cock into my bum, trying to act casual. I bit hard on my tongue so that I wouldn’t let out a sound. He grabbed my hips and pulled me down, penetrating me deeply.

I nearly screamed. He was inside of me. He had to thrust very, very slowly, so his guests wouldn’t notice. I was so ashamed of myself. I felt so humiliated. It seemed like a matter of time before someone—maybe another crew member—noticed what was happening underneath my skirt.

I was being fucked by a guest.

I just had to take it. Or did I? Did I really care to get that tip? If I didn’t pull. Good tip, Selene would tell everyone what I’d been doing… but maybe they were about to all find out.

Selene came into the room with drinks. She handed one to the primary, who accepted with a smile. She handed one to me, and she gave me an odd look. I tried to plead with my eyes, to get her to help me. She paused for a moment, and then she realized what was happening. She let out a little gasp and then she went to give out the rest of the drinks…

But she didn’t stop to help me. She left me alone, taking the primary’s cock in my ass.

I tried my best to put on a smile. I tried my best to stay in character, even laughing at the jokes that he was cracking while slowly thrusting in and out of me.
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I won’t lie: it hurt. His cock was big and my asshole was tight and unprepared. He was using every inch, pulling me down hard with his hands, filling me, throbbing inside of me. I squirmed. I groaned. I bit hard on my tongue.

It went on for the next hour. He was thrusting too slowly to ejaculate quickly; he thrusted slowly into me until 1:00 AM, and then finally, he ejaculated inside of me. I groaned. The pain was gone now, but the humiliation wasn’t.

He carefully slipped me off of his lap and onto the seat next to him, hiding his cock before his friends noticed. Now, I was sitting with an awkward smile on my face, and cum pouring out of my asshole, onto that seat.

I snuck away to clean up… but my night was far from over.

It was 2:30 AM and I was heading to the crew bathroom to clean myself up. One of the primary’s friends grabbed me by the wrist and said, “Morgan told me that you would show me a good time.”

I froze. I was pale. I had no idea what was happening. I looked down and saw that his cock was already out, already erect. He was grinning. I opened my mouth to speak. My legs were weak, so when he put a bit of pressure on my shoulders, I easily fell to my knees. Suddenly, another man was putting his cock in my mouth.

I really was a whore. I was hired to be a whore! No wonder they wanted a woman and not a man! No wonder Selene was so upset that a man walked onto that ship, the day before the first charter!

I sucked him for ten minutes, outside of the deckhand cabins. Then, he pulled me up and spun me around. He lifted my skirt and saw my exposed butthole. “Nice,” he growled. He surely saw all of the old cum that I hadn’t yet had a chance to clean up on the panties—but he didn’t care. He penetrated me anyway, using that old cum as lube. I groaned.

He pinned me to the wall and fucked me hard. It didn’t hurt; Morgan had already left me stretched out and soft. In fact… it felt kind of nice. Now, Morgan’s friend was hitting a sweet spot; he was pressing into my back-door-G-spot, making my legs tremble. I let out a few soft moans. I felt my cock pulsing; it never got hard, but it did start gushing thick white cum down my thigh.

“Oh my God,” I groaned.

“That’s a good bitch. Take it,” he growled into my ear.

He pumped and pumped until he couldn’t hold back. Then, he spewed inside of me, and left me alone to clean up the mess.

I crashed hard that night.
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I don’t think it took more than a minute to fall asleep, and I didn’t stir, even slightly, until I was being nudged awake at 9:00 AM. It was Selene. “The guests want you to join them for breakfast, girly. Get up.”

I had to work fast, putting on my makeup, doing my hair. I was still sapped of energy. My ass was sore now. I had a hangover, but I never felt like I’d been ‘partying’. It always felt like work. Even when I was just sitting with them and eating breakfast, it felt like work, because I had to put on a smiling face; I had to laugh at their shitty jokes. I had to flirt back with Morgan when he flirted with me. It was harder than work, because there wasn’t a moment that I could relax.

I kept eyeing the clock, knowing their charter ended at noon. It was close… so close. I just had to smile for another hour.

But they weren’t done with me. Morgan asked me to see him in his room. There, his friend from the night before was waiting. “Let’s party—one last time,” Morgan said. Then, both men stripped down. They never asked what I thought or what I wanted. They didn’t care. They just wanted to get off; they wanted to use me because they knew that I wouldn’t turn them down, because I wanted that tip.

They stood next to one another, and made me go to my knees. I had to take turns sucking them—and then I sucked them together; they didn’t mind a bit of homoerotic cock-touching. They didn’t mind their cock tips mashing hard together, as long as it was in my mouth…

If only they knew it was a man’s mouth…

Then, they bent me over. I kept my hand over my ‘pussy’, and they saw my exposed butthole. There was no interest in the pussy, thankfully. They were excited at the idea of taking turns with my anus, so that’s what they did. And then, after a few turns, they decided to try entering me together, cocks mashed together, stretching me wide, making me scream out in pain, which quickly turned into a shameful pleasure.

I moaned loudly when they began to pump together. It was so, so tight. “Oh God, it—it hurts!” I cried.

“Shut up, bitch, you like it,” said the friend.

They spanked me. They pulled my hair. They used every inch of their cocks. It really hurt—but it really felt amazing somehow at the same time. I was pulsing all over, legs trembling, worried my butthole was going to fall out when they pulled out.
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It was ten long minutes before one ejaculated, and that triggered the second to finish a moment later. I think they enjoyed rubbing cocks together more than the anal.

But it was over. I was sore—hardly able to walk. But it was over. I made them happy. When I left that cabin, they were both grinning and blushing. I didn’t see them again until they were shaking our hands, luggage behind them. They were leaving. But first, they handed the captain a fat envelope containing a good tip.

And it was a good tip, thanks to me.

It wasn’t just a good tip; it was the end of my time as a woman on that boat. It was the end of my time as a stewardess, and the beginning of my time as a deckhand, where I belonged…

At least that’s what I thought.
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“This is the best tip I’ve seen in four years,” said Greg with beaming eyes. “My God; I thought those douche-bags were going to leave us with nothing.”

Selene eyed me with a half-smile. For a moment, I thought that she might actually be proud of me.

“I just got a call from the agency,” the captain said with a warm smile. “They’re sending a girl to the boat this afternoon. We have two days until the next charter, so that should be more than enough time to get her prepped for interior work.”

I smiled.

“Tony will be leaving in the morning. When you guys go out drinking tonight, have fun, but don’t get too drunk because we have a lot of prep work to do tomorrow to get ready for this next charter; it’s a big one,” continued the captain.

Everyone took a moment to thank Tony for his work on the two charters. Tony gave me a hug and thanked me for my hard work on the last charter. “I really needed that tip,” he said.

“I’m happy for you,” I said. He patted me on the shoulder.

“You really pulled through; I didn’t think that you would do it.” Then, he laughed. I felt a bit embarrassed, but I kept a smile on my face. I wondered if he knew just how much I did for them.

Then, Selene radioed the captain and asked for a quick private meeting. I thought nothing of it as I went down to the laundry room to start the process of cleaning the towels and linens for the next charter; I still didn’t want to give anyone an excuse to fire me. I didn’t even take ten minutes to take off my female disguise; I wasn’t going to take the time to do it until Selene told me to—or until Selene was no longer my boss.
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She came down to me an hour later. She stood in the doorway with a smile on her face, watching me fold towels. I looked at her with a half smile. “Is, uh, everything okay?” I asked.

“You really came through for us,” she said.

I smiled. “I was just trying to help.”

“Tips like that… that’s what we want from every charter.”

I nodded my head.

“So…” She took a deep breath.

“So what?”

“So I just spoke to the captain. This girl coming this afternoon… I looked through her pictures, and she’s… Well, she’s not very hot.”

I froze. I already knew what she was going to say.

“She has some deck experience too, so we’re going to put her on deck.”

“W—What?” I said.

“You know your way around the interior, so we’re going to keep you posted here. After all, this next charter…”

“What?” I said, knowing my skin was pale. “But I was going to move to deck.”
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“But you’re more valuable here, working interior. The deck crew doesn’t need a green deckhand. We don’t need a green stew. She has deck experience. You have interior experience. It just works out.”

I couldn’t believe her sudden shift in attitude. She hated me twenty-four hours earlier. Now she seemed to… like me? She must have liked the tip; seeing that money must have pushed her into accepting me.

But I wasn’t so sure that I wanted her acceptance. I really just wanted to be out of her department. I put in all of that work so that I could be on the deck, not so that I could remain in the interior!

I bit my tongue. I put on a smile. “I’d really love to gain some deck experience,” I said.

“Too bad,” she said. “If you want to stay on the ship, that’s the deal. The captain already approved it.”

I wanted to throw myself off the boat. This didn’t seem fair; it seemed like I’d gone to extremes to make everyone happy, and as a result, I was being punished.

“Oh, and you may as well stay dressed up. It’s definitely best that you stay in character so there’s no awkward re-adjustment period. The more you stay as a girl, the easier it will be when the next charter arrives.”

She winked and blew me a condescending kiss before marching off.
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It just seemed so ruthlessly… unfair.
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Selene wouldn’t even allow me to change into my male clothes for the night out at the bar. “We’re all counting on you for a good tip this weekend,” she said to me. “Just use this as a practising opportunity.”

I couldn’t help but look over at the new deckhand, who was chatting with Helen. They both seemed so relaxed: giggling, drinking, acting like… themselves. Meanwhile, I was being forced to ‘train’ while at that bar. I couldn’t relax. I couldn’t be myself.

I felt the gazes of men, just like the last visit to the bar, but this visit was different. This time, I knew that they thought I was a woman. This time, I knew that they were really ogling me, fantasizing about me, planning to approach me and flirt with me.

It was a bad feeling, knowing that I didn’t just pass as a woman, but I passed as a beautiful woman. I was getting more looks than most of the genuine women in that bar.
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As the night unfolded, the bar scene became a testing ground for my endurance. Selene's insistence on keeping up the charade for the sake of a good tip echoed in my mind. I couldn't shake the feeling of being on display, a pawn in a game where my discomfort was a small sacrifice for the promise of financial gain…

Yes, I wanted the money too—but I was beginning to miss my dignity.

I observed the new deckhand chatting effortlessly with Helen, a stark contrast to my own forced interactions. They laughed, clinked glasses, and seemed entirely at ease, their camaraderie a painful reminder of the normalcy I’d been promised… but it was given away to someone else: a complete stranger who didn’t have to work for it. Meanwhile, I played my part in that sea of curious gazes, each one adding to my unease.

Men's eyes lingered on me, their lingering glances dripping with desire… naughty desire. I could almost read their minds, and see images of myself, naked, being spanked and pumped and spat on and jizzed on. It was disconcerting, knowing that their attention wasn't merely casual but tinged with an intent I wasn't prepared to face.

The drinks flowed, and as the night progressed, a young and handsome man approached. He fed me compliments, bought me drinks, and said all of the right things. For a moment, he successfully clouded my judgment. The atmosphere of the bar, combined with the effects of alcohol, created a concoction that blurred the lines between reality and the elaborate fiction I was living. For a moment, it was nice to surrender to the identity that was being forced on me. For a moment, I just accepted that I was a girl, and I allowed him to compliment me.
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As he leaned in, whispering sweet nothings, a moment of vulnerability swept over me. The desire for a fleeting escape from the facade, even if only for a brief moment, tempted me to surrender to the illusion entirely—like a kidnapped woman forcing her to accept her kidnapper as her lover. It was a twisted thought, but strangely desirable in that moment.

However, a flicker of clarity cut through the haze. The charade was a game, and I couldn't afford to lose myself in it. I couldn’t let Selene win, just because she enjoyed getting a few extra hundred euros.

Summoning whatever strength remained, I gently pushed away from the man's advances. The reality of the situation hit me: I wasn't here for myself, and I wasn’t going to let them do this to me.

They made a promise to me, and if they weren’t going to keep it, then I was going to walk away.

Sure, maybe it would look bad on my resume. Maybe it meant spending five more years on commercial ships before I would get my chance again. Or maybe yachts weren’t for me. Maybe I didn’t want to work in this toxic sort of environment.

I emerged from the bathroom, and that same man was there: the man who had bought me two drinks and told me dozens of times how pretty he thought that I was. “I was looking for you,” he said.

“That’s sweet,” I said. “But I have to be honest with you. I’m not a woman. I—I’m actually a male.”

He turned pale. He just stared at me for a long moment.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“You’re messing with me, right?”

“No,” I said.

I started to leave the bar, planning to walk back to the yacht. I didn’t even bother telling Selene or the others that I was leaving. I didn’t care to tell them; I wasn’t going to be their little leashed dog anymore.

I heard someone chasing after me. I thought that it was going to be Selene, or maybe Katrina, but it was that same man. “What is it?” I asked, half-braced for a punch to the face.

“I—I still like you, even though you’re trans,” he said. “I still think you’re cute, and you’re fun to talk to.”

I just stood there, frozen. “You don’t understand,” I said. “I’m not trans. I’m just… a guy.”

“But you have tits…”

“No—this is a special bra that my boss got for me,” I said, pulling out the pads and showing him. “It’s just a trick.”
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“Even without the pads, you’re cute.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But I’m not a girl.”

“Are you sure?” he asked, following me as I began to walk away.

“I’m pretty sure,” I said.

“But you talk like a girl.”

“I’ve just been doing this for the past few days. It’s hard to break out of,” I blushed.

“I promise I would treat you like a princess,” he smiled.

“I’m telling you! I’m not a girl!” I said, almost frustrated… but strangely flattered. I kept catching myself blushing, which made me feel so silly. It wasn’t shame anymore—I was over that now. Now, it was just… strange, uncharted territory.

“But you’re so pretty. If you’re really not trans… you should think about it.”

I stopped and spun around to face him. “Excuse me!?”

He blushed, smiling awkwardly. “It would just be such a waste of beauty,” he said.

“That’s the most fucked up thing anyone’s ever said to me,” I said, turning dark red. It was a cool Norwegian night, but I felt strangely hot.

“My name is Ian.”

“I don’t care,” I said.

“I want to give you my number,” he said. “I want to see you again… if you decide to be a girl.”

“That’s such a weird thing to say!” I said.

He smiled. “I know. It sounds weird, but… that’s just how I feel.”

“Okay,” I said, awkwardly accepting his phone number.

“I’m going to kiss you too,” he said. Before I could tell him to beat it, he kissed me. And there was something about the kiss that just made me freeze.
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It lasted about eight seconds. It made me feel so weird, so confused, so… pretty. I blushed. I looked away. I stuttered. “I—I’m not gay,” I said.

“I know,” he smiled. “Neither am I.”

“What is that supposed to mean?” I said softly.

“Exactly what you think it means,” he said, and then he turned and began to walk away.

I waited a moment before calling out to him. “I’m not a girl, Ian!”

“I know!” he called back with a chuckle, and then he was gone.

I got back to the yacht and went to the bathroom to change back into myself. But as I washed off the makeup, I started to feel… odd. As the makeup swirled down the drain, I felt like I was losing something valuable, like I was throwing away a gift that had been given to me.

Then, Selene and the others were back. I heard them coming down the stairs. “Riley!” Selene called. “Are you here?”

She found me, no longer wearing that wig or that makeup. She narrowed her eyes. “I told you to stay in character,” she said.

“You don’t get to control me,” I said. “Not when I’m not on duty… and not ever, because I quit.”

She gasped. “You can’t quit. We have a charter coming in thirty-six hours and nothing is ready.”

“That’s your problem,” I said, and then I went into my cabin and started packing up my things.

“You can’t leave,” she growled. “You’re about to really fuck up your yacht career. Word spreads fast in this industry. No one will ever hire you if you leave us hanging like this.”

“I’m not leaving you hanging,” I smiled. “You did this. You’re leaving yourself hanging. That’s not my problem. You treated me like garbage and now you’re going to pay the consequences. Figure it out, Selene.”

She was speechless. She just stood there, stuttering, trying to think of some comeback as I stuffed my back and marched back to the deck so I could leave that ship. I had more than enough cash to get myself a hotel for a few nights—and it wouldn’t even take that long to find a gig on another commercial boat.

I got calls from Selene, which I didn’t pick up. Though I did pick up the call from the captain. He was asking me to come back, and demanding to know why I left. “I won’t let a person treat me the way Selene treated me,” I said.

“I won’t let you put me as a reference if you don’t come back,” he said.

“That’s fine. And when captains ask why you aren’t on as a reference, I’ll be sure to tell them that it’s because you allowed the chief stew to dress me up as a woman and treat me like an escort.”

He was silent. “Please don’t do that,” he said softly, and I smiled, realizing that I had more power than I originally thought. Maybe I’d always had some power. Maybe I was just too much of a coward to ever realize it.

I got a call from the agency: an offer to work on a commercial vessel that would be at the dock in the morning, headed out to England to deliver cargo. “Sure,” I said. A week later, I was in England, being paid handsomely for my work.
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It was a much easier paycheque than the one I got from the yacht, though not nearly as ritzy. Working the cargo load didn’t come with a tip either. And there was something else that just made the job feel… lacking.

In a weird way, I missed dressing up like a girl. It had been strangely fun, at times (and dreadful at times too). But when there was no pressure on me, it was kind of nice to feel sexy. After spending a night in a hotel, waiting for another call from the agency, I decided to meander down to a drug store. There, I saw that their makeup section was marked down, so I bought a few things—just to mess around. I bought lipstick, eyeliner, eye shadow, and some blush.

I brought it back to my room and experimented for a little while. It was fun. I tried out a few different styles, and then I found myself skipping around my room like a young girl. It was harmless fun. Sure, I felt a bit embarrassed, but I was surprisingly unashamed.

The next day, I went and bought myself a minidress. I looked cute, and even ended up going out to a bar in my little getup. I caught a few boys looking my way. I blushed. I flirted. I got a few free drinks.
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It was all just fun. I did it again the next day, and ended up in the bathroom with a young man. I went down on him, and sure, it was a bit emasculating, but I no longer minded that. I knew that nobody really cared. Everyone is too busy thinking about their own lives to care about mine.

The next night, I found myself calling that number: Ian. I just wanted to say hi, and to see if he still felt the same way, now that he was sober. “I’ve been waiting for you to call,” he said. “You should come back to Norway. I’ll show you a good time.”

I was blushing all over. “If I’m ever back there, but I don’t know that I will be for a long time.”

But sure enough, the agency called. “There’s an opening on a yacht in Norway,” said the agent.

“A yacht?” I said. “But… I don’t have any yachting experience on my resume.”

“You were recommended to the captain,” said the agent. “Want the job or not?”

“Is it deck or interior?”

“Deck,” he said.

“O—Okay. I’ll take it.”

It was a different ship. Different captain. Different crew—except for Helen, who had been moved to this ship. She had, apparently, put in a good word for me when the captain mentioned that they needed a new deckhand. “You recommended me?” I said.

“You got us that fat tip. And after you left, the whole ship went to hell. That next charter… we got destroyed. No tip. Complaints. It was embarrassing.”

I blushed, feeling guilty that Selene’s misfortune made me smile. But it was nice to know that some people had appreciated my efforts.

Helen wasn’t the bosun, but she taught me loads over the next few days, and the next few charters. And she shut down the giggling of the crew when I decided to go out as a girl after our first charter. Sure, some people made jokes, but I was used to that. They all shut up fast when they saw guys hitting on me, buying me free drinks, and begging to take me home; the interior girls weren’t getting nearly the same attention.

I was in my element. And every day, I was realizing something new about myself. Maybe Ian was right… maybe I really was trans. Maybe he could see something that I couldn’t. Sure, he saw me all dolled up and at my best, but now I was realizing: I really was at my best when I was dolled up. And maybe that meant something; maybe that was the universe trying to send me a message.
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After our next charter, I called Ian up. “Want to show me that good time?” I asked.

THE END


[image: THEIR BOOTY]



THEIR BOOTY



Brett snuck onto the wrong boat while running from the guys he just knocked off. He just needed a place to hide for the night, and now, he’s far from land, and he’s afraid to emerge from his hiding spot—because there are a dozen criminal pirates on the boat with him.

But these are curious pirates. Not one of them is male… at least not anymore. Brett has found himself as a stowaway with feisty trans girl pirates!
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DEC 13TH

Ireally messed up this time.

I could hear them shouting—maybe two-hundred yards behind me, and closing in. I knew that I just had to keep running, even though I had no idea where I was. This whole town was foreign to me, and this particular part of town—the docks where cargo ships came to offload big international shipments—was like a sort of shipping container maze.

“I think I see him!” shouted one of the men. He had a gruff voice—the same voice that caught me in that pub, sliding the cash-box from the office into my knapsack. He was the pub manager—or maybe the pub owner.
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I’d been chased by the police many times before, pulling similar stunts. Cops were easy to out-maneuver, because cops didn’t really care; they didn’t have skin in the game. When the cops fail to catch you, they still get paid, they still go home at night at fuck their wives and sleep like babies in their warm beds.

But the men chasing me now weren’t cops; they owned that pub. That money was all of the money they’d made that month. That was their rent money. That was the money they needed to feed their families. Of course I felt guilty stealing it, but stealing was all I knew; it was the only skill I had, and it’s hard not to steal when you think of the alternatives. Yes, I could have worked as a dishwasher for six months to make that cash… or I could just nab it from the office.

I usually tried to vet my ‘victims’ to some degree. I tried not to steal from families or struggling business owners. That particular pub was skimming the waitress’ tips; I overheard the waitresses out back bitching about it. “If I don’t make at least fifteen-percent, I have to use my fucking paycheque to tip-out the kitchen. It’s bullshit. No one around here even leaves fifteen-percent!”
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Had I not heard that conversation, I probably would have picked a different pub to knock off. Pubs were easy to knock-off; they all kept an almost-identical locked cash-box in the office desk, where waitresses would stash cash after each night, and most of those lazy pub owners would only go to the bank once or twice a month to deposit that cash.

Getting into the office was never hard either; it was almost always left unlocked, and the managers were almost always out having a cigarette, or flirting with some girl (sometimes a waitress) on the floor.

Again… how could I resist the temptation? I always told myself that I would stop, that I would become more… ‘moral’. I would go a few weeks resisting the urge to steal… then I would get my first paycheque at my new job, and then, every time, I would just say, “Fuck it.”

Two weeks washing dishes in a kitchen: $440 after tax.

One quick heist in a pub office: $12,650.

Call me what you will; I promise you that I’ve called myself all of the same things. But I just couldn’t resist.

Now, it wasn’t looking so good. I’d been to jail before—twice—for petty theft. When cops catch you, they put you in the back of a car. But again—these weren’t cops. These were pissed-off Irishmen who didn’t want the cops involved, because the cops wouldn’t let them do what they wanted to do to me.

They were going to beat me half to death… or maybe the whole way. I had to keep running, even though I was totally exhausted.

I took a sharp turn around a shipping container. I was losing steam, but those guys were closing in. I thought about hiding, but I had a feeling they would find me. There were eight of them—the owner, the bartender, a manager, and a few patrons who wanted in on the action.

I bolted for an old boat up ahead, my lungs burning. Dock planks dug into the soles of my worn-out sneakers. The Irish crew's pissed-off voices trailed behind, and panic fuelled my sprint.
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I looked around, still lost. I’d only been in this town for a few weeks. I had to leave the last one because there were pissed-off dudes who wanted me dead. It had certainly become a pattern…

I made it onto the old boat, ducked behind some rusty barrels. Their shouting threats echoed around the dock. This wasn't just about stolen cash anymore; it was payback time. I'd stepped into a mess I couldn't untangle.

I clung to the shadows, listened to their boots on the dock, the mumbled threats getting closer. Fear nagged at me, but adrenaline kept me crouched. Time went haywire, minutes felt like hours, and the boat turned into a claustrophobic hideout. The men knew that I was still on those docks, and they were determined to find me. “He’s here somewhere. I can smell the little bastard! I swear it!” yelled one of the men. Now, they were boarding boats. I heard a small altercation with a sleepy boat captain. “What are you doing?” he snapped.

“We’re looking for someone.”

“You can’t tear my ship to shreds like this!”

“Sit your ass down, old man!” yelled the gruff voice of the pub owner, who was apparently willing to go to extremes to hunt me down.

A beam of light sliced through the dark, scanning my boat hideout. Panic spiked as I pressed into my hiding spot. The light lingered, but luck was on my side. It moved on, and I exhaled.
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Their voices faded, and I cautiously peeked out. The coast looked clear, for now. I eased out from behind the barrels, the boat groaning under my weight. But I couldn’t leave yet; somehow, this felt like a trap. They were probably off to guard the dock exists. They were going to wait me out, knowing that I couldn’t hide forever.

But the joke was on them: I could hide forever. I’d been hiding most of my life. So I got into an old, empty crate, made myself small, and I tried to close my eyes. Maybe I would wait a full twenty-four hours before sneaking off. I had nowhere to be—it’s not like I still wanted my dishwashing job.

I crouched in the crate, muscles tense, and listened to the distant sounds of the dock. Time crawled, and I kept waiting. Hours passed, but I couldn't shake the feeling that they were still out there, lurking, waiting for me to make a move. The darkness pressed in on me, and exhaustion blurred my consciousness.

At some point, fatigue claimed me, and I dozed off within the confines of my makeshift hiding spot. The rhythmic creaks of the boat and the distant lapping of water provided an uneasy lullaby—a metronome to lull me into some hypnotic sleep. It didn’t help that I hadn’t slept in days.

When I finally stirred, daylight had replaced the cloak of night. I blinked a few times, letting my eyes adjust to the harsh morning sun, disoriented. As awareness seeped back in, I realized that the boat was in motion. Confusion settled in, and I strained to make sense of my surroundings.

Shit.

How long had the boat been moving for? How was I going to explain this to the captain? Where was the ship even going? Could I just hide like Count Dracula, in a box, until we were at our destination? What if the journey took weeks?

The rhythmic rocking beneath me and the distant hum of an engine suggested that I wasn't alone on this vessel. Panic gripped me—I had unwittingly hitched a ride with some unsuspecting boat owner—maybe an entire crew. I peered cautiously from the crate, confirming my suspicion as I caught sight of the open sea stretching out beyond the boat's rusted edges.

Shit.

My heart raced, torn between relief and apprehension. The pub crew might be left behind on the dock, but I was now in the middle of a whole new shitstorm.

I considered making my presence known. But I didn’t want them to take me back to that dock. Sure, I could just tell them that I was some hobo who was snuck onto the boat to sleep with some shelter… but that might be a one-way ticket back to that pub owner.

I decided to stay hidden for a few more hours, until we were too far from that dock to go back. If I revealed myself once we were a full twelve-hour journey from the dock, there was no way in hell that the captain would turn the boat around for me.

Now, as the boat bobs on the waves, I feel… calm. I know for certain that I’m far from the danger of that pub owner and his friends. Wherever this ship lands is probably where I’m going to restart my life—maybe crime-free this time. Maybe I’ll commit to being a dishwasher somewhere; maybe I just need to accept that normal people make minimum wage. I’ll be starting with almost nothing: the clothes on my back, that box of cash, and this journal (which I should probably ditch at some point, as it includes incriminating admissions of guilt).
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DEC 14TH

It's been over 24 hours since I tucked myself into this crate, and my body now protests every move as I try to stretch out the kinks. The boat’s cramped confines have become my reluctant home, and the stench of uncertainty hangs heavy in the air. I managed to slip out for a minute to stretch, but I had to hide again quickly when I heard someone coming. I’m still not ready to reveal myself…
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I've caught snatches of voices—soft, melodic, and distinctly female. I haven’t heard a single male voice. They chatter in a curious accent, one that sets my mind on a guessing game. Newfoundland, maybe? Whatever it is, it's far from the Irish brogue that chased me down the dock. I’m smiling now, because they almost sound like… pirates.

I strain to make out their words, but the language is unfamiliar. It's almost musical, though, and strangely comforting after the chaos I left behind. A twinge of guilt nibbles at me; I'm an uninvited stowaway, eavesdropping on a private conversation. But I need to know where this boat is headed. I need to plan my next move.

Two girls came in. I smelled cigarette smoke, and thought that it was curious they were leaving the deck and heading inside to smoke. I wondered if smoking was prohibited on the boat, and they were smoking in this storage room in secret, or if they really didn’t give a shit.

"Did ya catch sight of them gals in that port town?" one of the girls drawled, the lilt of Newfoundland in her voice. "Oh my stars, the things I'd have done to 'em."

"Aye, that little blondie was a sight to behold," said the other, a mischievous glint in her eye. "I was just a sip away from grabbin' her and bringin' her aboard. Let 'em call it kidnappin'—I wouldn't mind. I'd snatch that beauty."

"Ye already got a warrant for kidnappin', don't ya?" the first one teased.

"Traffickin'," she growled, her accent thick and defiant. "It's different, and those charges be nothin' but lies."

The girls laughed. I managed to peek out at them, thinking I was going to see a couple of scary, butch lesbians. I was shocked to see the opposite: slender, beautiful young women, dressed in curious rags and swatches.

My mind dances with possibilities now. Maybe we're headed to a bustling port town where I can slip away undetected, or perhaps some small island town where my past will never catch up with me. I can’t help but imagine a small fishing village, friendly faces and honest work. It's a romanticized fantasy, I know, but the ache in my muscles and the ache in my conscience push me to dream.

Okay, I know myself well enough: hard, honest work in a small town sounds more like a nightmare than a fantasy. Big cities have always been playgrounds for me: easy money, easy women.

I sigh. Maybe that lifestyle needs to end. Maybe it’s time to grow up. For God’s sake, I’m thirty now and I’m hiding on a boat: no job, no relationship, no friends, no kids, no commitments, no responsibilities… At some point I have to grow up.
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As I listen to the rhythm of the sea and the women's voices, I dream out scenarios in my mind. Maybe I'll find a quiet job, put my skills to use in a legal way. Wash dishes again, start fresh. The box of cash I took from the pub could be my lifeline, a small nest egg to cushion my landing: rent for a few months, groceries for a few months, bills for a few months. I could stretch it a year. I didn’t have to be bad…

I’m tired now. There’s nothing more exhausting than doing… nothing. I’ve only been awake about six hours, but I’m ready to fall asleep again. I let myself drift into another round of uneasy sleep. The next time I wake, I hope to see a new shore, a fresh start waiting on the horizon.

LATER.

I woke up to the sound of gunfire: six sharp blasts that nearly made me scream, coming from up on the deck. I heard shouting: the women bellowing out to another ship. I heard distant screams: men on another boat. There was a silence, then a loud blast, like a canon.
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“What the fuck!?” I said aloud, and then I covered my mouth. I heard more shouting. Then, I heard laughter: the girls were all laughing.

“Thank ya, boys!” shouted one of the girls.

It all happened in a terrifying flash: no more than three minutes of loud, intense action, and then it was back to silence. I was trembling now. I had no idea what had just transpired, but it sounded… deadly. It was ten long minutes before the door to the storage room swung open. Two girls came in, huffing. They dropped a heavy box. “Who’s grabbing the other one?” one girl shouted.

“Aye, Macy’s got it.”

“Must be fifty large in here.”
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“Aye, more than that. More than that, no doubt. Don’t bother to count it now. Don’t want to keep the young fella waiting.”

The girls giggled, and then they left. A few minutes later, I heard the pleading up above: a male voice… maybe a hostage. “Please—I—I won’t report you. I promise. I—I just want to go home. I have a family.”

I’m afraid I can’t tell you the things I heard next. I was in a state of shock, and I can’t trust my memory. I can’t tell you what was invented by my brain, and what was real. I fear that it was all real, but I don’t want to admit it to myself. They did things to that poor young man while he begged for his life. I remained quiet, at points covering my ears.

The man screamed… but he also moaned at points, as if he was… enjoying it. The women laughed, and I can only imagine that the humiliation was worse than the physical punishment—punishment for putting up a fight with the girls.

Now, I can’t sleep. I can’t relax. It’s been hours of silence—so quiet that I can hear my own heart pounding; it hasn’t stopped pounding. If these girls find me, they will certainly make me regret picking that boat to hide on.

I have no idea what they did to the young man. Maybe they threw him overboard. Maybe he is tied up somewhere. Maybe they sent him back to his crippled boat. I have no idea. I just know that I am now trapped on a boat with pirates.

One just walked in a moment ago, checking on that ‘booty’.
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It’s hard to say if she looks like a pirate. I can only see so much through the slits between those crate boards. She’s wearing ragged clothing, big belts, sashes, and she has a firearm on her side. Maybe that’s what a modern pirate looks like… I have no idea. I just know that I want to get the hell off of that boat.
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DEC 15TH

My eyes snapped open, the brightness of the clear sky blinding me momentarily. As my senses adjusted, I became aware of two pairs of eyes fixated on me. Two grinning faces hovered above, framed by unkempt hair and ragged clothing. Fear clenched my stomach, rendering me speechless.

"Well, well, look what we got here," one of the girls said. The other chuckled, a chilling sound that echoed through the crate.

I tried to sit up, but my muscles rebelled, sore and cramped from the prolonged confinement—or maybe I was just paralyzed with fear, realizing that my fate was going to be the same as the young man they tortured the day before. Panic gripped me as the reality of my situation crashed down—I was no longer alone, and these girls, these pirates, had discovered me.
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The taller of the two leaned in, her eyes gleaming with a predatory glint. "What's a stowaway like you doin' on our ship, eh?" Her accent danced with the same Newfoundland lilt I'd heard before, but there was nothing comforting or cute about it now.

My throat tightened. Words stuck in my mouth like thick glue. They continued to grin down at me, exchanging sly glances. The options they discussed felt like a storm gathering on the horizon, each one more ominous than the last.

"We could toss him overboard," one suggested, the idea delivered with a casualness that sent shivers down my spine. “Who knows what the boy has on us. Can’t have him getting away on us.”

The other considered, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Aye, a little dip in the ocean might teach him a lesson."

The scenario unfolded before me like a nightmare, and I struggled to find my voice, to plead for mercy. But fear kept me silent as they continued to deliberate my fate, the creaking of the boat and the lapping of the waves forming a sinister backdrop to their conversation.

Finally, I managed to speak. “Please,” I said before stuttering like a coward. “I—I just fell asleep here. I—I’m homeless. I needed somewhere to sleep. I thought the boat was abandoned. I—I just needed shelter.”

“Shelter, eh?” one girl asked. “Boy says he needed shelter.” Her friend laughed.

Now, more girls were moving in: there were… eight of them. They were all smiling, as if they were already planning to have fun with me.

“I have money. You can have it,” I said, trying to stop myself from trembling. “Seriously—just take it. Please just don’t kill me. I’m just trying to get away.”

“What is it?” the youngest of them asked. I wondered if she was even eighteen. “Were you looking for shelter, or were you just trying to get away?”

I paused, faltered, took a deep breath. “B—Both,” I said. “I needed somewhere to sleep… and I want to get to a new town. Wherever you’re going—just drop me off. I’ll pay you.”

They laughed. Then, one of the girls held up that cash-box. “With this?” they asked. Then, she read the plate welded to the box. “Property of The Rusty Boot Irish Pub.” They all laughed. “I think we’ve got us a bandit, ladies.”

I felt my skin turning pale. I tried to stand up, but one of the girls drew her firearm, pressing the muzzle directly against my forehead. “Don’t move, pretty boy. You can stay right there.”

“O—Okay,” I said. “No worries. Don’t sweat it. Whatever you say.”

The girls suddenly turned serious. Nobody was smiling. Nobody was giggling. I took a slow, deep breath in.

“So are we tossing him over?” the young girl asked.

“May as well,” said the tall, dark-skinned girl, who was now playing with a sharp knife.
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I swallowed hard, feeling the cold steel of the firearm against my forehead. "Look, I get it. I messed up. But there's gotta be another way, right?" My voice wavered, desperation seeping into every word. "I can do anything you want. Just... please, spare me."

The girls exchanged glances, their expressions shifting from amusement to contemplation. The tall, dark-skinned girl with the knife seemed more intrigued than threatening now. "Anything?" she asked, a sly smile playing on her lips.

"Yeah, anything," I stammered. "I can work for you, do whatever needs doing on this boat. I'm handy, strong⁠—"

The girl with the firearm interrupted me, pressing it harder into my forehead. "You think we need help from the likes of you? You really think we need a man to do our work for us, ya scrawny little fucker?”

"Listen," I pleaded, "I can scrub decks, clean, cook, mend sails—whatever it takes. Just spare me, and I'll be your willing servant. You won't have to lift a finger. All I ask is that you drop me off at the next port.”

I looked up and saw more pirate girls standing up on a raised deck. They were staring at me, seemingly amused by my pleading—or maybe they were just excited to watch my execution.
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They looked at each other, considering my proposal. The youngest girl spoke up again, her eyes holding a hint of sympathy. "He might be useful, you know. We could make him clean that old toilet downstairs that no one’ll touch.”

The girls grinned. “We really going to let him off that easy?”

“Who says we’re letting him off,” grinned that darker-skinned woman. “Just cause we’re sparin’ him, don’t mean we’re lettin’ him off. I ain’t agreeing to dropping him at the next port.”

“Hell no,” said her friend, shaking her head. “We can’t let him go. He’ll rat us all out for sure.”

“I won’t! I promise.”

“One step at a time, ya little fucker,” said the younger girl, who had the mouth of a 50-year-old trucker. “Go down and find the rags, and start workin’ on that ol’ toilet.”

The tension in the air loosened slightly, but the girl with the knife was still eyeing me skeptically. "Fine," she finally said, "but he's on probation. One wrong move, pretty boy, and you're fish food."

I nodded frantically, eager for any lifeline. "Thank you, thank you! You won't regret this. I promise I'll work hard, and you won't even know I'm here."

The firearm withdrew, and I scrambled to my feet, relief washing over me. The girls resumed their grins, the threat momentarily lifted. They huddled together, whispering and casting occasional glances my way.

“What’s your name, fucker?” the young pirate asked.

“B—Brett,” I said. I’m not sure why I gave her my real name.

I watched her smile as she walked away with my that cash-box: my cash-box. I risked everything for that money, and now I was just watching as they walked away with it.

I groaned.

At least I have my life. Well, it seems like that’s all I have—and this journal. I guess I’ll be starting from complete scratch once I get to wherever it is that we’re going.

I don’t want to describe that toilet to you.
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There were moments as I reached into that bowl and scrubbed that I considered jumping overboard and ending it. Cleaning that toilet took literal hours. Then, giving me only a toothbrush, they made me scrub between the old bathroom duckboards, and I promise you the floor wasn’t much better than the toilet.
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DEC 16TH

They kept me working until I was absolutely exhausted. Every time I stopped and gave myself a small break, there was a girl there, holding a gun, flashing it in front of my face. “Ya ain’t finished yet, boy.”

Finally, they let me sleep, back in that old crate; there were unused bunks, but I wasn’t given one. They wanted to keep me where they could control me, and aside from the wheelhouse, the storage room was the only room that locked.

At least I was no longer hiding. I no longer had to keep my body curled up, small. I no longer had to carefully control my breathing so I wouldn’t be heard. One of the pirate girls was stationed outside; I heard her walking around on her little patrol route, making sure I didn’t attempt some sort of escape. But you better believe that I’ve been trying to come up with some sort of escape plan.

The girls have made it clear that they won’t be releasing me. They’ve made it clear that I will be their slave. They’re going to make me do the worst tasks. The only chance I have at being free is escape.

I haven’t been able to see all of the boat. I knew that storage room well, where they kept their booty. Honestly, I’m surprised that they’re letting me stay in that room with their treasure… but what can I do with it? It’s mostly cash, and piles of stolen jewelry.

I spent a few minutes on the deck, but didn’t have a chance to take a good look around. Maybe they have some sort of life raft. Maybe I could hijack it in the night… but where would I go? I don’t know how to navigate the ocean! I’m not sure I even know how to captain a rowboat if there is one…

I have zero nautical experience. My whole life has been on land. In fact, I don’t think I’ve ever even been on a boat before.

Maybe I can steal a weapon and make some great escape once we reach the next port: an epic shootout and a daring escape… though that’s unlikely; I hardly outran that portly bar owner. These girls look pretty, but they are battle-tested. They know how to use firearms. I’ve never fired a gun before.

My God—I really am trapped on this boat. I really will be a slave for months, maybe years—until I can earn their trust enough that they’ll will let me go… or until they’re fed up with me and toss me overboard.

I managed to sleep for a couple of uncomfortable hours. Then, I was nudged awake. “Time to swab the deck, lil’ fucker,” said the young pirate woman. I looked at her. She was the smallest of them—and the most frail. I wasn’t a big guy by any means, but I was fairly certain that I could overpower her if my life depended on it… and maybe it would very soon. She had a gun and a knife. If I could wrestle both from her, then I could have a way to fight…

“Well?” she said. “Are you gettin’ to work, or are we throwin’ ya off the boat?”
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“I’ll work,” I said, perking up. A moment later, I was on the dock, on my hands and knees, scrubbing soapy water into the old deck boards. I didn’t know much about boats, but I figured the idea was to scrub off the saltiness that came from the ocean air.

“Harder,” commanded the teen girl. “You ain’t cleanin’ shit with those weak strokes, ya know.”

“I’m scrubbing as hard as I can.” The sun was hardly cracking the horizon and I was already exhausted from the scrubbing motions.

The deck beneath my hands felt rough, and the salty water stung at my raw, chapped skin. The small, frail pirate girl watched me, her eyes fixed on my every move. The rhythmic swaying of the boat beneath me added to the challenge of maintaining balance as I scrubbed away at the deck. For the first time, I was starting to feel sea sick: a terrible queasiness… Maybe it was because I hadn’t eaten a bite of food in days.

The salty air filled my lungs, and I couldn't help but glance around, searching for any potential means of escape.

The boat was still mostly unfamiliar territory, and my surroundings blurred into the early morning mist. The possibilities of escape seemed limited, but I couldn't afford to dismiss any chance, no matter how slim.

I squinted against the sunlight, hoping to catch sight of a life raft, a rowboat, anything that could carry me away from this floating prison. But all I saw were the vast expanse of the ocean and a relentless horizon.

The pirate girl's voice cut through my thoughts. "Harder, ya lazy dog! We didn't spare ya just so you could half-ass your work." She circled around me, her hand resting on the hilt of her knife. The idea of overpowering her seemed more and more distant as the reality of my situation sank in.

I bit back the retort on the tip of my tongue and scrubbed harder, my hands aching from the effort. As I worked, I kept stealing glances at the boat's layout. Maybe there was a hidden compartment, an overlooked detail that could serve as my ticket to freedom.

Soon, my muscles went from being sore to being numb. The deck scrubbing became a mechanical task, my mind racing with the urgency of finding a way out.
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The pirate girl remained vigilant, and the other women had started to stir. I needed a plan, a way to outsmart them, but with each passing moment, it seemed more and more like an impossible feat. I'd have to bide my time, wait for the perfect opportunity, and hope that I could make a break for it before they realized what I was up to. It wasn’t going to happen today. It probably wouldn’t happen tomorrow. It probably wouldn’t even happen within the week.

I know that I’m trapped here for at least a couple weeks before my opportunity will present itself, before these girls will let their guards down for long enough.

DEC 17TH

Yesterday was long, painful, and tedious. They made me clean until I literally collapsed. I passed out, and when I came to, the dark-skinned woman was giving me food and water. “You’re going to have to be more useful if we’re going to waste our food feedin’ ya.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“You’re lucky I feel bad for ya,” she continued.

“Thank you,” I said, though it was hard to thank someone who was treating me like a slave. I didn’t feel grateful; I wanted to make her pay for this somehow.

I looked around and realized that I wasn’t where I passed out. “Where are we?” I asked, rubbing my eyes.

“My room,” she said. “You can sleep on that old bunk there for an hour, while I’m on my break. But for the night, you’re sleepin’ in storage again. We can’t be takin’ any risks.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Eat now, and get some rest on the bed,” she said.

I started eating the plain bread and butter. It wasn’t much, but it felt so, so good in my stomach: just having anything filling my tummy. When I looked up, I saw that she was changing. I paused, watching her as she removed her top. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her breasts were now out, in the open. Her fat nipples were hard and pointing up slightly. She grabbed a rag from a bucket of water and began to wipe her breasts, cleaning the day’s sweat off of them.

I just stared, stuck in a sort of paralysis. She looked at me and narrowed her eyes. “Are you a pervert or somethin’?” she asked.

“N—No,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

“Alright then…” she said, and she continued her little cleaning routine. I ate my bread for a minute and looked up again. Now, she was slipping out from her trousers. She bent forward, pushing her pants to the ground. Her pink panties looked like they were from Victoria’s Secret—not at all like the ragged clothes she wore overtop. Then, she shimmied them down, exposing a long, thick, dark-skinned cock.

I froze. She grabbed her rag and then began to clean around her crotch. As she rubbed, bubbles foamed up around her elephant-trunk dick. She eyed me again, and I looked away fast.

So she is trans.

I’m surprised. Yes, she looks convincing (her breasts are especially natural-looking). But it’s not her body or face that have me surprised. It’s that voice; she sounds just like a girl. I’m not sure how she pulls that off. I’d met my share of trans girls in the past, and the voice is always a giveaway.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

She glared at me with a dark look. “Why do you wanna know?” she snarled.

“I’m just asking,” I said softly, now eyeing her large pistol, which was on the nightstand. A part of me thought of rushing for it, snatching it, and turning it on her. But I knew it wouldn’t get me far. Or would it?

Maybe I could demand she get me off the boat. I could hold her hostage. The other pirates seemed to like her. Maybe they would facilitate an exit for me if I held the gun to her head for long enough. Or would they call my bluff? Would they know that I wouldn’t actually pull the trigger?

“Are you going to sleep or not?” she asked.

“Y—Yes,” I said. I was still in shock. I still can’t believe that I’m stuck on a boat… with pirates. It’s all so surreal. I’m still half-convinced that I’m going to wake up any minute and find out that it’s all been a dream.

I lay down on that spare bunk bed. I rolled away from her, to give her some privacy while she cleaned her body with that soapy rag. Then, she said, “My name is Trish.”

I was surprised that she gave me her name… maybe it wasn’t her real name, but it seemed like a tiny act of kindness, treating me somewhat like a human.

I looked at her, smiled, and then rolled back over to sleep. Surprisingly, I fell asleep. I slept for a good three hours before Trish nudged me awake and told me it was time for me to move to the storage room. I was dreading it, but surprised to see that the girls had made a sort of bed for me. Well, maybe I can’t call it a bed; it’s more like a pile of old blankets on the floor, on top of some straw. It’s better than nothing. I should probably be sleeping now, so I will stop writing.
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DEC 17TH

Iwas cleaning the bathroom this morning when one of the pirate girls came in, pulled her pants down, and began pissing into the toilet. She, too, had a cock, and she apparently had absolutely no issues with me seeing it.

I was stunned for a moment, and then she snarled at me. “You like watching girls pee, pervert?” she asked. I looked away fast and got back to scrubbing that bathroom floor.
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Before leaving, she spanked me hard on the ass. She giggled and went on with her day. I remained paused for a long moment. So Trish wasn’t the only trans girl on the boat. Now, I’m wondering just how many of these chicks are trans.

It was an hour later when another girl came and asked if she could use the bathroom. I stepped out for her. When I came back in, the toilet seat was left up—which is a curious thing to do unless you piss standing up. Surely, she too was trans.

Are they all trans?

Now, I’m trying my best to get to the bottom of it. When they talk, I try to listen. I try to pay attention to the tone of their voices. That curious accent helped to hide the masculine twang that a few of those girls had. Now, focussing—and knowing—I could hear it. I could hear it on many of them, and I was truly beginning to think that every last one of them was actually trans.

Some of the pirate girls don’t even have breasts; some are flat-chested, yet they still appear feminine. Sure, some of them have had work done, like Trish, but others hav surprisingly masculine frames; I’m surprised it took so long to realize their truth.

Of course I’m not going to say anything. I’ll keep my mouth shut. I’ll just mind my business and continue to build trust. Right now, that seems like my only chance at escaping. I need these girls—or, I should say these trans girls—to trust me enough that they will let their guard down for an extended period of time.

I’ve located a small rowboat. It’s under cover, on the dock.
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I had to clean around it. When nobody was looking, I gave it a firm shake, just to gauge how heavy it was, to see if I could get it into the water without having to use the crane system. I’m fairly certain that I could drag it over the edge of the ship.

One of the pirate girls saw me eyeing up that small boat, so I moved away from it quickly.
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She kept a close eye on me for the rest of the day.

I’m still not sure that it’s safe to be keeping this journal, but the act of journaling sometimes feels like the only thing keeping me sane. My body is so sore from the endless work they have me doing. I’m constantly worried that I’ll never be free again.

DEC 18TH

I was surprised to see the ship all decorated in the morning. The girls must have stayed up late, putting up Christmas lights and garland and whatnot. It actually looks… pretty cute. I guess that what you get on a pirate ship run entirely by women.

One of the lady pirates was in the galley, baking Christmas treats. The smell of cinnamon was in the air all day—along with the smell of rum and eggnog, which the girls were pounding back all daylong. By lunchtime, they were all drunk, and I wondered if this was my opportunity to make my escape. I’ve been thinking about it all day, though I have no idea which way is land—or which part of the ocean that we’re even in anymore. It’s cold—damn cold. But it’s also the middle of December. We could be east of Finland and into Russian waters, or we could be near England. Maybe we’re heading south, towards Spain. Maybe we’re just doing circles in the Norwegian Sea, looking for unsuspecting vessels to knock off.

If I got onto that rowboat and started rowing, would the tide eventually bring me to land? How long would it take for the frigid temperatures to kill me?

The cold doesn’t seem to bother the girls. Trish was walking the deck earlier in what appeared to be a bikini top. She told her friends that she wanted to get sun on her breasts. Why? I have no idea.
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That young teen pirate walks around the deck in bare feet, even though there are patches of ice everywhere; it just doesn’t bother her. These girls have built up an impressive tolerance to cold and other discomforts. I suspect they’ve all been doing this for a long, long time.

I’m still trying hard to figure out why they were all trans. Why was that part of their identity? How long had they been trans for? Was it just… a coincidence?

I spent another three hours scrubbing that same bathroom. It just never seems to be clean. Washing their bedsheets was another horrible task; they didn’t give me access to warm water, so I had to wash the sheets in cold water, plunging my hands into that frigid water, and then exposing my wet hands to the frigid air. I was shivering all over. I’m sure that I experienced some level of hypothermia.

Trish is my saving grace. The dark-skinned trans beauty seems to have a soft spot for me. Her friends were tormenting me; they blindfolded me and made me crawl on my hands and knees, ass-naked. “Find all of the apples using only your mouth. Put them in the bucket. Then, we’ll let you go back to work.” They roared with laughter as they watched me crawl into walls, smash my head on crane hooks, and slip on the cold patches of ice. My fingers and toes were numb, and I only managed to find two of the ten hidden apples. But Trish came to the deck and put an end to the charade. “Quit being a bunch’a cunts!” she yelled at them, and they scurried away with their chins pointed down.
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I don’t think that Trish is the captain; I think there’s someone further up the chain of command; but Trish is definitely one of the higher-ups. I need to stay in her good-books. So when it was time to clean her room, I worked as hard as I could; I put in the extra effort. I made her little cabin look like a little resort.

She smiled at me and said, “Thank you, Brett.” It was nice to hear a thank-you, even if it was from the person holding me hostage. “If you want, you can stay here and fold towels.” It was a nice offer, because one of the other girls had told me she wanted me to report straight to the lower bathroom to scrub the toilet and floors again. Down in that bathroom, it was -8 degrees and it smelled absolutely putrid. Folding towels in a warm, quiet room was a much better deal.

While I folded, she got out her wooden pale, filled it with warm, soapy water, and then she began undressing. Now, I was starting to think that she wanted me to see her naked. I was starting to think that she wanted me to watch her rub soapy water all over her smooth, naked body. I will admit that it was hard to keep my gaze away. I kept stealing glances, even though I knew that I was probably going to get myself into trouble.

She shimmied down those drop-crotch pants, and then those lacy panties. She took that warm rag and pulled it under her ball sack and up the length of her shaft. She scrubbed, and let out a soft whimper, making me look again. Foamy white bubbles danced down the length of her cock.

I smiled and awkwardly said, “You’re certainly not shy.” I’m not sure why I said it.

“Why should I be?” she asked with a narrowed gaze.

“I—I didn’t say that you should be. It’s just… you’re very comfortable with yourself. It’s, uh, a good thing.”

She scowled at me, and then went on with her business. “Keep folding, Brett.”

I kept folding. She kept washing herself. It was another ten minutes before I said, “I appreciate you having my back earlier.”

She said nothing. She just kept slowly washing herself.

“I just, uh, wanted to thank you for being nice to me,” I continued.

She looked up at me with an annoyed sort of look. “Do you want to suck me off?”

I froze. “W—What?” I said.

“You keep looking at my cock. Do you want to suck it or something?”

“What!? No—No… I’m not looking. I’m just… talking to you.”

“You keep looking at my cock. If you want to suck it, you’re welcome to. Otherwise, keep folding towels.”

I was speechless. I was embarrassed.

I went back to folding, trying not to look at her. But for some reason, I caught myself peering over again. She was standing now, toweling herself off. And her cock was sticking out: half erect.

“I wouldn’t say no to a nice sucking,” she said casually, without looking at me.

I felt a lump growing in my throat. I stuttered. I considered my options. So she was bringing me to her cabin because she wanted some sexual attention. She wasn’t demanding it. She wasn’t forcing me to do it. But it’s what she wanted, and she’d made a point, multiple times, of defending me from the wrath of the other pirate girls. Maybe this was why; maybe she was trying to coax a blowjob out of me.

I looked at her cock again. “Okay,” I said softly. “I’ll do it for you.”

She paused. She looked at me and let a small grin slip. “Really?”

I nodded my head.

With a smile, she walked over to me. I was already down on my knees, so all I had to do was turn my chin up and open my mouth. She let out a nervous little giggle, and I took a deep breath. Then, so suddenly, there was a throbbing cock in my mouth. I closed my eyes. I felt it throbbing. I could still smell the soap from her wash. Her balls were pressed to my chin.

She let out a moan.

I’d never sucked a cock before, but I figured that this was a best-case scenario. I didn’t mind, because she was beautiful and clean. And if I could make her happy, then I would have an ally on this boat. I really needed an ally—far more than I needed to have a virgin mouth.

She was hard within a couple of minutes. The tip of her fat dark-skinned cock was pressed hard against the roof of my mouth. “Just like that,” she purred. “Don’t stop suckin’, boy. That feels so, so good. You know how to suck’a fuckin’ cock. My God. Just like that.”

I bobbed my head slowly. I was doing my best porn-BJ imitation. I was fortunate enough to know what felt good, from my own sexual experience (being solo, and with women). I paid close attention to that sweet spot under the tip of her cock. I made her purr like a tiger: a loud rumbling purr that reverberated in my bones.
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I was able to get most of her shaft into my mouth, her tip down my throat. I managed not to gag. I managed to bob my head and suck for the next fifteen minutes. My jaw was getting sore. My tongue was getting sore. But I got the job done. I made that fat cock explode onto my tongue. I tasted her thick cum. It was sweet. That taste lingered, long after I swallowed.

She brushed her fingers through my hair, and she smiled. She didn’t say anything; she just looked into my eyes, and I felt as though that look was a sort of promise: a promise that she wouldn’t let them kill me—and maybe I would get my freedom sooner rather than later.
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DEC 19TH

Idefinitely noticed a better reception today, at least when Trish was around. The pirate girls had respect for her, and they’d caught on that Trish didn’t want to see me being tormented. My tasks weren’t nearly as horrible as usual today.

Well—except for what they made me do after they finished their lunch. They made me put on an old wetsuit, and then they lowered me down into the water by a rope, and they made me scrub the hull of the boat.

I was shaking violently; I don’t think I’d ever been so cold in my life. And I was down there for over an hour. To be honest, I wasn’t even sure what I was scrubbing—but I didn’t want them to leave me in that water to die, so I scrubbed. Finally, they pulled me up and let me have my first warm shower on that boat. It only lasted about sixty-seconds before I was told to get out, but the warm water helped to thaw my bones.

Then, it was back to the bathrooms, back to scrubbing toilets and getting gunk out from between floorboards. At least there were no humiliations, like being forced to crawl on my hands and knees, naked and blindfolded.

I’m starting to notice that many of the girls don’t pay attention to me, as if the novelty has worn off. Maybe they all got their laughs out.

Maybe that was a good thing… or maybe it wasn’t. Maybe the plan was to dispatch me once they had their fun. I know that I need to find a way to make myself more valuable. I need to give them a reason to keep me alive—at least until the next port… then I can work on convincing them to set me loose.

It was evening when Trish summoned me to her cabin, to fold clothes that had finished drying on the clothesline. I knew that she was going to ask me to satisfy her again, and I was honestly fine with doing it, knowing that it gave me a little bit of value that she maybe wasn’t getting on that boat. Maybe she was only attracted to men.

I was right. I watched as she undressed, cleaned herself, and then she gave me a look, and I knew the look meant, ‘Come over here.’ I walked to her, dropped to my knees, and she walked over, saying nothing. She grabbed her long shaft and slipped it into my open mouth, and I bought myself one more night on that ship.

I felt a bit awkward, even feeling like some sort of sex slave. But it was a small act that bought me a great deal of ease. I know that tomorrow, she will have my back again—even if it’s only because she’s anticipating another blowjob in her cabin. At least she is kind enough to clean herself before asking me to blow her. At least she’s pretty and keeps her pubic hair neatly trimmed. I don’t mind sucking her cock.

Her coming in my mouth… well—that’s something that will take some getting used to. The taste is strange, and it lingers. It’s so thick and it clings to every part of the mouth. It’s hard to swallow. And… it’s demeaning. It feels so emasculating, gulping down a huge load of warm cum—knowing that it’s going to slosh around inside of me for the next thirty-six hours. Isn’t that how long it takes for something to digest?

But swallowing her load buys me a break. After sucking her off, she sent me off to make pile of blankets to sleep for the night. Now, I should get that sleep before they come to wake me up to work…

DEC 20TH

Dear Lord, it’s cold today. Even the pirates are avoiding the deck. But they don’t have my sympathy for me. They sent me up to clean the deck, which was pretty much impossible; the deck was like a skating rink, and trying to scrub it was just making it worse.
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After an hour, one of the pirates came up and slipped. She shouted at me, blamed me, and she slapped my face, knocking me over with impressive strength. “I should throw ya over the edge, ya pathetic little fuck!” she roared.

I made myself small. Sure, I was tempted to fight back, but I knew better; I knew that my only chance at survival was by submitting.

They sent me down to scrub the floors inside. Then I was tasked with cleaning out the catalysts in the various wood stoves on the ship. It was a messy job, and I’m pretty sure I inhaled a good amount of airborne ash.

Then, I had to clean the cabins, because they were sprinkled with ash from the catalysts.

There was no break for me, unless you count the five minutes they gave me to eat the sandwich that they made for me, which was just two pieces of crudely cut bread and a thin slice of ham, which was mostly fat, cut from close to the bone. I was happy to eat anything.

Trish wanted her treatment early—maybe because she had very little to do, now that the expedition was well on its way. I provided her with twenty minutes of entertainment, using my mouth. She sat on the edge of her bed and moaned until she was pulsing inside of my mouth, blasting cum onto my tongue.

She rubbed her hand through my hair and smiled. “No one sucks better than you.”

I blushed and went back to doing my chores. It wasn’t even an hour before I felt a presence in the bathroom with me. I turned and saw one of the girls: a pirate with long black hair. She was watching me, grinning, seemingly preparing to tell me some sort of joke.
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“Can I help you?” I asked softly. “Do you need to use the bathroom.”

“Nope,” she said, and then she kept watching me.

“O—Okay,” I said. I went back to work. She stood there for five long minutes, and I was pretty sure her goal was to intimidate me. I looked back at her and saw that she had that same grin on her face.

“I heard you give pretty good blowjobs,” she said.

I felt my face turning white. I just froze. I couldn’t muster up an answer. What do you say to that?

She unclipped her belt and shimmied down her trousers, revealing her curved, veiny penis. There was nothing else said: just that look of expectation. I knew that this wasn’t really an option. Maybe I could turn her down, but there would be consequences. If I rejected her, she would treat me like dirt—worse that she already treated me.

So I put down my tools and I took a deep breath. I went to my knees, and she didn’t hesitate, moving in.

She wasn’t nearly as considerate as Trish. She had a sharp musky smell, and there was a glistening on her skin: the glistening of the sweat of many days. Her clothes were musty. Sure, she had a pretty face, and her figure appeared girly, but her femininity ended there. She even groaned deeply, sounding almost like a man as I sucked.

Her long, rugged shaft was cruel and selfish, ramming into my throat, pushing the insides of my cheeks. After a minute, she decided that I wasn’t doing enough, so she grabbed me by the hair and began to face-fuck me. Every thrust was in a slightly different direction, including one hard plunge down my throat, making me gag and choke. She growled, and then she laughed. Painfully pulling my hair, she moved me to the wall and pressed the back of my skull to the old wooden boards. She began face-fucking me against that wall: more deep plunges down my throat. I gasped for hair.

I grabbed her thighs to hold me up. I was feeling light-headed, hardly getting any air into my lungs. Her sweaty, veiny shaft was ruthlessly plunging my throat.
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Finally, she pulled out. As I gasped for air, warm goo splashed against my face. She was cumming: gripping her cock with her fist and spraying every inch of my face. Her cum had a yellow tint to it, and a strong odour that was distinctly pirate.

She left me like that, leaving me feeling completely humiliated. She sent me down to a new level of emasculation.

Now, I was mad at Trish, for telling her friends about our sessions. Sadly, I wasn’t in a place to chew her out. I couldn’t let her know how annoyed I was.

If I make the mistake of speaking my mind, they will probably just toss me overboard and be done with me.

I have to play their game. I have to do whatever they want me to do. I have to earn their trust, and it’s looking like being down on my knees is the way to do it.
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DEC 21ST

Today is my birthday… but I didn’t tell the pirates. I’m sure if I let it slip, they would just laugh. I really doubt that I would get an ounce of sympathy, or even five extra minutes of break time…

So I guess I’m celebrating alone, with a sore body, on my pile of blankets.

I’m getting better at my ‘job’. I can scrub the floors much faster using techniques that I’ve picked up—and maybe muscle that I’ve developed. I can clean their dishes way faster than before. I figured out a way to scrub that toilet more efficiently. I found a way to wring out laundry using my knee, so it dries way faster.

But even though I’m able to burn through my tasks twice as fast, I’m still working the same amount. That ‘found time’ isn’t being given to me as rest. Now they have me scrubbing porthole windows. They have me sanding old deck boards that have splintered. They have me organizing old closets that haven’t been organized in half a decade.

And two more girls found out about the services that I was offering to Trish, and to Trish’s friend. Today, I sucked off four pirate girls. My jaw is almost as sore as my forearms, almost as sore as my back.

But sucking them off is something I’m getting better at too; I’ve figured out a few techniques. I’ve come to realize that they’re perfectly happy with me using my hands, so I’m able to stimulate more of their shafts than simply using my mouth. I managed to finish Trish off in just three minutes.

DEC 22ND

It was another long, cold day: another day spent mostly up on the deck. This time, they had me with a small ice pick, chipping ice off of the boards, which felt like a losing battle. Every fifteen minutes, the boat would slam into the water and make water splash up on the deck, and it would only be about fifteen minutes before that water formed frozen puddles.

My body is sore all over. I’m not sure how long I can do this anymore. I must have worked too hard yesterday, because the muscles in my arms aren’t functioning as I need them to. I can’t even hold them up in the air…

And that was a problem when one of the pirate girls—a girl with dark dreads and hairy armpits—wanted me to use my hands to pleasure her shaft. “Jerk it off,” she said as I tried to suck her. But I simply couldn’t hold my arms up for long enough to pump her.

She became frustrated. She growled. She pointed at her bunk. “Bend over it then,” she hissed. Without fighting, I did it. She came up behind me and, without warning, stuck a wet finger up into my asshole. I gasped—and nearly screamed. But in her mind, she was doing me a favour: preparing my hole for something much thicker and longer than a finger. I looked back and saw her spreading saliva around her throbbing cock.

Yes—she fucked me. She penetrated my asshole and pumped me for fifteen long minutes. I felt her rugged shaft sliding in, sliding out, sliding in, sliding out… I tried to hold it together. I stopped my eyes from watering. I bit down on my tongue and managed not to scream. She ejaculated with a loud groan. I felt her warm specimen gushing inside of me—and it didn’t come out when she pulled out. It didn’t come out for at least an hour, even after I sat on the toilet and tried to push it out. It just sloshed around in me, sticking to my insides, refusing to leave, insisting on reminding me that I had become like a sex-slave for a group of careless pirate girls.

And then word got around that I was offering more than just my mouth. After they fed me dinner, one of the girls pulled me into her cabin, and she didn’t waste any time before bending me over. “Your crack has dried cum on it,” she said, almost sounding disgusted, but apparently not disgusted enough to stop what she was doing. She penetrated me, using spit as lubricant. She pumped me hard against her bunk, and she filled me with her creamy pirate seed.

Now, I can barely move. I’ve really never been so sore in my life. I’m just praying that I wake up with some energy, and some strength back in my arms. I want to be able to do my job, so I can continue earning trust.

Oh, I almost forgot to mention: I found out where we are: The Kara sea, north of Russia. I overheard the girls discussing the plan. We’re headed for a port in Northern Japan. “We’re twelve days out,” Trish said to one of her partners. “The ice might make it fourteen days.”

So it would seem that I have two weeks to earn some trust, so that these girls will release me when we get to that port. A part of me is nervous that I’m doing too much for them. I’m worried that they won’t want to let me go, because I’m providing them with a service that they don’t want to lose.

DEC 23RD

Tomorrow is Christmas Eve. I’ve never been much of a Christmas person… but for some reason, I’m really missing it. The decorations the girls put up just aren’t putting me in the Christmas spirit.

I’m on my lunch break now. The girls told me to “take thirty minutes to rest”. That’s a hell of a lot more than they’ve ever given me before. Maybe they are starting to like me. Maybe I am earning some respect. Maybe I will be able to survive the next two weeks or so. I have to try…

LATER

I’m afraid to even write this journal entry. If the girls find this journal, I will be in a lot of trouble. And I won’t be the only one in trouble.

I was just finishing my lunch when I heard a noise in my ‘cabin’. Yes, I know it’s a storage room, but I’ve decided to call it a cabin. I got up to explore, fearing that I would find some diseased rat scurrying around the boxes that lined the dark reaches of that old creaking room.

I pulled a box aside, and then I heard a heavy scurrying: something much bigger than a rat. I thought about running and hiding, but I decided to forge ahead. I pulled another box aside, and then I saw the legs: a human, retreating into a gap in the boards in the floor. I rushed over and looked down into the hole, but it was dark. I could still see a foot, so I reached and grabbed it before it got away.

“Let go!” a whispering voice gasped. It was a male voice, and I really thought about releasing him. But I bit down on my tongue and pulled him out.

Now, I was looking at a pale, emaciated young man. He was staring back at me, mouth agape. “P—Please,” he said. “I’m on your side. Don’t hurt me. Don’t rat me out. Don’t tell them I’m here. Let me go, before they come back. Please! Let me go before they realize that I’m missing!”

“Missing?” I said, “Who the hell are you?”

“Please just let me go. I’ll explain later—tonight. I’ll come tonight and explain it to you. Right now, you’re going to have us both killed.”

I heard a noise: someone coming down the steps towards the storage room. So I decided to let the man go. He scurried into his hole like a rat, and I rushed out from behind those boxes. Now, Trish was stepping into the room. She eyed me curiously. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I thought I heard rats,” I said.

She groaned. “I hate rats,” she said. “We have poison in the lower storage room. Go and find it and set up rat traps.”
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“O—Okay,” I said.

Later that night, long after the girls all went to bed, I heard a gentle rustling. I went to those boxes, carefully pushed one aside, and saw the loose floorboards being lifted up. Then, I saw the pale, emaciated man emerging from that hole.

He looked like a ghost, and the sight of him filled me with a terrible dread, but I remained silent. “Who are you?” I asked.

“My name is Johnathan,” he whispered. “I’ve been a captive here for a week.”

“I’m pretty sure I heard them with you,” I said. “I thought they killed you.”

“I believe they plan to,” he said. “But now, they have me burning coal in the furnace room, day and night. I—I’ve inhaled so much smoke; I’m sure that my lungs are permanently damaged.” He tried to muffle a cough into a clenched fist. He stared at me, looking almost angry for a moment. “They seem to trust you. There’s something that they like about you.”

“I intend to keep it that way,” I said.

“Just because they’re nice to you, doesn’t mean mean that they don’t plan on dispatching you before we reach port. They aren’t going to take the risk just because they think you’re nice.”

I wanted to reply, but I knew that he was right.

“I have a plan to get out of here,” he said. “I’ve been tracking their schedules. I made my whole livelihood betting on football games. I have a tremendous ability to track statistics in my head.” He tapped on his temple. “I know their schedules. I know when they switch out. I know which girls care less about checking in on me. Like, right now, Kenya is supposed to be on watch, but I know that she’s down on the deck having a nap; she does it every night. She’s supposed to be patrolling between the furnace room, the wheelhouse, and here.”

“How are you going to leave? Do you know how to navigate?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Of course I do. I was the first-mate on a commercial fishing vessel. It’s literally just a matter of getting the boat in the water without them noticing—and having a good hour to get away before anyone notices us gone. But it’s going to be tricky. I’ve been into the wheelhouse; they have a military-style radar system—probably stolen from an old military vessel. It sounds an alarm if a ship is detected within a certain radius, and it can’t be disabled unless you have the key and know the password. So if we put that rowboat into the water, the alarm will sound once we’re about fifty yards away.”

I shook my head. “So what exactly is your plan?”

“Our plan,” he smiled.

I shook my head. “No way. I’m not risking my life for this. Right now, the girls seem to like me. I’m fairly sure Trish will let me go at the port.”

“You know that’s bullshit,” he said, waving me off. “They’re going to do us both in as soon as we’re a mile from port.
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My skin tingled. I wasn’t sure what to believe. I didn’t know this man, and I wasn’t sure that I could trust him.

“They alternate nights,” he said. “Kenya is on watch every third night. She’s on tonight, so that means she will be on watch again on December 26th. That’s when we go. I’ll wait until she comes by my room, and then I will come and get you. I found an old escape hatch that goes up to the deck, just under the rowboat. To get it in the water quietly, I’ll need you to help me lift it. Then, we have to row as hard as we possibly can for the next hour. It’s going to be gruelling.”

“But what about the alarm?” I asked.

He smiled. “I can’t disable the alarm, but I can confuse the radar. That’s where you come in—and we’re starting tonight.”

“With what?”

“Come,” he said, and then he crawled into that tight hole. I didn’t want to go down, but I wanted my freedom, and he was seemingly offering it to me. Though I really wasn’t sure that he had this whole thing thought out; even if he could navigate, he was still suggesting we row into arctic waters in the winter, north of Siberia. There probably wasn’t a village for a thousand miles! Where would we go?

I shimmied into the hole and was instantly overwhelmed with a terrible feeling of claustrophobia. I took a deep breath and did my best to squirm, feeling the wooden beams hugging my frame. A nail scraped my arm, and I nearly yelped, but I knew that I was underneath the girls’ cabins.

I caught up with Johnathan. Now, he was pushing on a board above him, revealing the cold, starry sky. “Quiet,” he whispered. “I can smell Kenya smoking.” Next, we were crawling across the deck, hiding behind stacked crates. Those crates were mostly empty, and some were filled with junk—just put there to make the boat appear to be a commercial vessel, so authoritative ships wouldn’t become suspicious of the girls’ activity.

“Here,” he whispered, and then he pointed to a large stack of pallets. “We’re going to toss one over.”

“Why?”

“Just trust me. We toss it, and then we have to rush back to our rooms. Okay? Pretend to be sleeping when they come to check on you. We will do this every night, until the 26th.”

“But they’ll catch on,” I said. “And tomorrow, a different girl will be on watch.”

“We will have to make it work,” he said. “Now help me lift it. I’m too weak to lift this myself.”

I don’t know why, but I did it. I helped him toss the pallet into the water, and then we both rushed back to our rooms, through his secret passageways. I was just getting into my blankets when I heard a distant alarm: the radar alarm letting the crew know that there was an object in the water. I heard the boots of pirates overhead.

I heard some shouting. “What is it?” called one girl.

“I see it. Something in the water. It ain’t no boat.”

“It’s a pallet. Nothing to worry about.”

A girl came in to check on me. I closed my eyes and remained still. She left after a few seconds. Then it was silent again.
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DEC 24TH

It’s Christmas Eve—at least for the pirates. Not for me; they have me doing all the usual tasks. They even have me doing tasks that don’t need done. “Go an’ clean the toilet,” said one of the pirate girls to me, but the toilet was already perfectly clean. “Make it sparkle.”

So I scrubbed a clean toilet, and then I scrubbed clean floors. There wasn’t much ice on the deck, but they made me chip it away anyway. Then, when the sun was out, they lowered me into the water once again, to clean the hull of the ship. I looked up while I was in the water, and I saw that young teen pirate girl teasing the rope with a knife, and a grin on her face.
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She started laughing, as if it was funny. But I don’t think it was a joke; I think she was seriously considering it. I think she considered killing me—and I was fairly sure that she’d killed before.

She was watching me all day. Finally, around dinnertime, while I was eating in my cabin, she came in and said, “You think I’m ugly or somethin’?”

“What?” I said.

“You must think’m ugly, ‘cause you ain’t never tried it with me.” She scowled and glared into my eyes. “I’m eighteen y’know. I ain’t no lil’ kid.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

“You think I ain’t worth sleepin’ with? You don’t think I have any say on this ship? I coulda cut you loose today and nobody would have been mad about it. Maybe Trish woulda given me a look, but that’s it. I have power here, y’know.”

I stared at her, not quite sure what she was getting at, but I knew that I didn’t want to make her angry. Now, she was pouting. I thought for a moment before realizing: she was offended that I hadn’t tried to buy her with sex. “D—Do you want to… lay with me?”

“Is that you offerin’?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said softly.
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She blushed, and pressed her lips firmly together. Then, she came over, sauntering, looking a bit nervous. “Okay,” she said. “Then I’m going to take you… the way the others took you. So get ready.”

I nodded my head, and waited for her to command me… but she just stopped. She stared at me. “Do you want me on my knees?” I asked.

“O—Okay,” she said. She was tense all over, and I realized that she was probably ten-times more nervous than me. I went down to my knees. She took a deep breath in and looked around. I caught on that she wasn’t going to be forcing herself on me, so I went ahead and reached for her sash. I untied it and she began to tremble slightly as I pulled her baggy pants down, revealing her long slender legs, and a cute little bulge in her tight panties. Gently, I began to pull those panties down. She reached down with two hands to cover her cock. Now, her face was dark red. I looked up at her and saw how nervous she was.

She didn’t have to say it: she was a virgin. She’d never had sex before, and maybe she’d never even been kissed before. I got the sense that she was probably raised on this boat, and interaction with males was probably not very common—particularly with willing participants.

“We don’t have to do this, if you don’t want to,” she said suddenly, now looking more white than red.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I don’t mind.”

“You don’t mind—or you want to. Which one? It’s a big difference.”

I stared at her for a long moment. “I want to,” I lied… or was it a lie? I really did want to win her over; there were a few pirates on that ship that seemed to hate me, and she was one of them. I wanted to win as many of them over as possible. I didn’t have a ton of faith in Johnathan’s plan, and wasn’t even sure that he would make it to December 26th in his condition. He was so emaciated; how was he going to row for an hour?

I still liked my plan: winning them over and praying they would cut me loose in Japan. I could live in Japan; I couldn’t live in northern Siberia in the wintertime.

I took her hands and gently moved them away from her cock. She let out a soft whimper. Her cock twitched with a nervous excitement. Then, I leaned in and let her into my mouth. I sucked gently, bobbing my head slowly. She was tense, but starting to relax. Her breathing was heavy; I could hear it. She kept turning to look at the door. I just kept sucking.

She was getting hard. Her cock was a cute size. She was clean-shaven, which was unlike the other pirates. She smelled distinctly feminine—and clean, which was appreciated.

After a few minutes, she gently nestled her fingers into my scruffy blonde hair. “That feels nice,” she said. I looked up at her and smiled. I kept sucking. “That feels… really nice.” I gently played with her balls. I licked the length of her cock. I tried my best to make it a nice, memorable experience for her. I wanted her to hate the idea of throwing me off the ship.

I stood up and took her by the hips. “What are you doing?” she asked, turning dark red.
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I got her to lay on my blanket bed, and then I carefully sat down on her lap, letting her throbbing erection into my asshole. I slid down slowly, bending forward and trying not to clench. She let out a loud moan. “Oh my God,” she whimpered. “I—I’m inside of you.”

I nodded my head. I began to rise and fall. I felt her hardness inside of me. She wasn’t huge—but she was rock-hard. Every throb was like an intense twitching inside me. I groaned and she let out a soft, cute moan. I bounced faster, and faster. She reached out and gripped my cock. “I want you to cum on me,” she whispered. She began to jerk me, and it didn’t take much to make me hard.

“It’s so tight,” she cried. “It feels… It feels so good!”

I bounced harder. Finally, she mustered up some dominance and reached out to grab me, securing my hips with her hands. She began thrusting up into me, pushing her cute cock deep. I gasped. She was thrusting hard and fast now. Her face was dark red. She was letting out a loud cry. “I—I’m coming!” she said. “I’m fuckin’ coming!”
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And then I felt her gushing deep, blasting loads and loads of warm cum inside of me.

She smiled as she left the room. She was blushing all over. And when I saw her again later, she was perfectly polite, blushing again. She even asked me how my evening was going. I was more hopeful than ever that I was going to get off of this boat alive.

It was about 2:00 AM when a tapping woke me up. It was Johnathan, with a nervous look on his face. “Pallet time,” he said.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea,” I said. “I don’t want to be caught.”
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“We have to do it,” he said. “It’s our only way off the boat. I heard them talking about us today—they were talking about tying rocks to our ankles and dropping us in the sea. I don’t want to be dropped into the sea. Please—come and throw a pallet into the water with me.”

I bit my tongue. I folded, against my better judgement. I went with him and helped him toss a pallet into the water, and then we scurried back to our rooms. The whole thing was dangerous; we were nearly caught by the pirates, who sprung to action much faster tonight. “Another pallet!?” one of the girls called out. They came to check on me. Outside of my door, I heard them speculating. “It’s that part of the ocean, aye,” said one girl. “Ships going down here all the time. One must’ve gone down recently.”

It’s hard to fall asleep.
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I can’t turn my brain off. I’m not sure what to do, or who to believe. Were they really going to tie a weight to my ankle and drop me overboard? I don’t want to die. Maybe I do need to take Johnathan’s risk. Maybe I do need to join him on his suicide journey, in a rowboat off the coast of Siberia.
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DEC 25TH

Merry Christmas. I woke up with a stomach full of dread, expecting another terrible day… but the girls had a strange amount of mercy today. They let me sleep in. After I finished chipping ice on the deck, they told me that I could go and hang out in the wheelhouse, which was heated. My own cabin wasn’t heated.

“What do you need me to clean?” I asked once in the wheelhouse.

“Nothin’. Just relax, and take in the sights of the coast,” said Trish, smiling and motioning out at the impressive Siberian mountains.

“Where are we?” I asked, acting naive.

She smiled. “Somewhere cold,” she said, apparently not wanting me to know where we were. And now, I was trying to decide if that was a red flag. Why would they not want me to know where we were?

They let me hang out, unsupervised. The ship’s captain came in a few times: an older woman, who didn’t seem to care that I was in her office space. This was the closest I’d ever been treated to being a crew-member, and not a slave.
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One of the girls shouted at me from the deck. “Aye! Blondie boy! Come’n have some brunch, will ya!” I went down and she led me into their little mess hall, and there was a plate for me there. Some of the girls eyed me cautiously. I was a bit nervous, thinking this was a trap. I ate the food, which was delicious.

They had me clean the dishes, which took over an hour, and then they let me have a break again. They let me sit in the little living quarters area, where five other pirate girls were hanging out. I listened to them talk, as if I wasn’t there. They told stories of their previous heists.

I listened to them talk, not sure if I should believe all of their tall tales. I heard stories of gun battles, explosions, and intense speedboat escapes. The girls compared scars, and then one of the girls took out a tattoo machine and started giving another girl a tattoo. She looked at me. “Want somethin’?”

“I’m just watching,” I said.

“I mean—want a tattoo?” she asked, holding up her gun. “How’s about a mermaid? I can put a sexy mermaid right on your arm.”

I blushed. “I don’t really have tattoos.”

“Let me give ya a mermaid. Consider if a Christmas present. Back when I lived on land, people would pay six, seven-hundred dollars for a tattoo from me.”

She really was good. I watched her freehand a perfect Japanese-style fish on the other girl’s arm. So I let her tattoo me. It only took her two hours to make a stunning, perfect mermaid. Then she winked at me and said, “If ya want to meet me in my cabin in an hour, you can give me my Christmas gift.”

I did it; I let her have her way with me. She spanked my ass hard while she thrusted into me. I knew how to relax my muscles, so it wouldn’t hurt. It actually… felt good.

Later, the young teen girl found me. She blushed and smiled, and I motioned towards her cabin, so we snuck in quietly. She was still quite shy. Finally, she told me her name. “They call me Zee here, but my real name is Zelda,” she said. After fucking me, she asked me to stay and hang out with her, so I did. Then, she let it slip that we were going to Japan. “Have you ever been to Japan? I’m really excited to see it. I’ve always wanted to go.”
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“No,” I said.

“Maybe you can take me out for sushi there,” she smiled.

My heart skipped a beat. Was that a promise? Was she telling me that she wasn’t going to have me killed? I decided to ask, in a joking tone, “So you aren’t going to toss me off the boat then?”

She smiled for a moment, and then the smile vanished. She was silent, and I wasn’t sure what that meant; it almost seemed like she was awkwardly realizing that the girls were, indeed, going to throw me overboard.

“If you guys let me go, you know that I won’t squeal on you… right? I mean—I hid on your ship because I was running from being caught myself. If I ratted you guys out, I would just be admitting my own guilt.”

She blinked a few times. “Well, that stuff really isn’t up to me.”

“I thought you had just as much sway as anyone else on this ship,” I said casually.

She narrowed her gaze. “I do,” she growled. “But there are fifteen of them and one of me, okay? I can’t make up their minds.”

I nodded my head slowly, noticing the redness in her face. She was getting angry, and I didn’t want to push her anymore. So I just smiled and changed the subject. “What else would you want to see in Japan?”

I had to wash the dinner dishes, and I had to clean some laundry. Otherwise, my day was spent resting. The girls were mostly polite to me. I hardly got any dirty looks. I felt better about my plan of trying to win the girls over in the next ten days or so—but Johnathan’s plan was still heavy in my mind. I still wondered if escaping was the right course of action.

That night, Johnathan came to me again, looking frailer and weaker than ever, as if they weren’t feeding him at all. He coughed and motioned for me to follow him.

It was the same plan: to toss a pallet overboard. But once we reached the stack of old pallets, he was unable to budge them. I had to use my own strength to get a pallet down. I stopped before tossing it into the water. “If you can’t pull this down, how are you going to row?” I asked.

“We can worry about that tomorrow,” he said. “Right now, we just need to get off of this boat, okay?”

I rested the pallet down and shook my head. “You’re in no condition to be doing this,” I said. “And I’m not going to do all the rowing to get out of radar range. They like me. I’m pretty sure they’ll spare me if I stay.”

He laughed and then shook his head. “You’re delusional.” He sat down suddenly, overwhelmed by a weakness, as if standing was too hard for him.
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“How are you going to survive Siberia? We might be stuck outside for a month. What’s your plan?”

“We can figure that out later,” he snapped.

“No,” I said. “I want answers now. This is my life that you’re gambling with. Look—I don’t want you to die, but I’m not going to kill myself so that you have a chance. I have my own plan to get off of this boat, and it doesn’t involve rowing a dingy out into frozen Siberia.”

“Throw the pallet in the water,” he said.

“No.”

“Do it—for me. “I’ll go alone. I don’t care. Just… Throw the pallet in the water, and then tomorrow, help me throw the boat in the water. I have some food stashed away. I’m going to eat as much as possible between now and tomorrow night. I’ll have energy, okay? I’ll have enough energy to get to a town. Once we’re out of radar range, we won’t have to do much; the tide will bring us to shore. We’re not even far away. And there are towns every couple hundred miles; we’ll definitely find one within a couple of days.”

I couldn’t tell if he was persuading me or turning me off of his crazy plan. I had a lot to think about, and not much time to think about it.

With a grunt, I lifted the pallet, marched it to the edge, and tossed it off.
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“Let’s go,” I said, and we hurried back to the hatch, which took us back down into the walls of the ship. I was back before it was too late—but again, it was a close call.
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DEC 26TH

Today is escape day—at least for Johnathan. It’s lunchtime now, and I still haven’t decided what I’m going to do. The girls have all been well-behaved so far this morning. Nobody has shouted at me. Nobody has looked at me as if I’m walking cancer.

They refer to me by name—no longer calling me ‘boy’, or ‘blondie’, or the many slurs that they used to refer to me as.

Their tasks weren’t as cruel. They gave me access to proper equipment, so I wasn’t scrubbing floors with old toothbrushes. Trish would smile at me when she saw me. Zelda would blush all over whenever I was in the same room as her.

Zelda had made the biggest turnaround; she was so mean to me before—and now she was like a happy little puppy dog when I was with her.

Trish politely asked me for a blowjob.

Zelda didn’t have to ask for sex; I showed up at her cabin when she was coming out of the shower, and she blushed all over and pulled me in, and locked the door.
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She had me bounce on her lap for ten blissful minutes, and then she pulled me down and we locked lips. We kissed for fifteen minutes. Her tongue explored my mouth, and my tongue explored hers.

“Let’s do that again tomorrow,” she said with rosy cheeks.

I smiled. But really, I have no idea if I will see her again tomorrow; there is a real chance that I will be on the Siberian coast somewhere tomorrow.

Because as I was eating lunch moments ago, I heard some girls talking about being ahead of schedule. “We’ll have to dispatch the prisoners sooner rather than later.”

“Ugh,” said her friend. “That means I have to scrub the decks, doesn’t it.”

“Just for a couple of days. I’m sure we’ll find someone else.”

[image: Eating]


Seeing as I’ve been the one scrubbing the decks—I’m pretty sure I’m the one they’re talking about dispatching. I don’t want to be dispatched. Maybe Johnathan’s plan is the best plan—even if it is crazy.

DEC 30TH

I haven’t been able to write in my journal for a few days, so this will be a long entry. I have much to cover, and some of the details may sound a bit unbelievable, but I assure you that it’s all true.

It was late when Johnathan came to my room. He looked smaller and weaker than ever. He was trembling, looking like his legs weren’t strong enough to hold him up. It was clear that they weren’t feeding him more than crumbs. They were treating him like a true slave hostage—and seeing him made me realize that these people weren’t capable of kindness—not genuine kindness. Sure, they’d been faking it with me, to get me to provide sexual favours and work for them—but it was fake. If they were able to starve a man to death, they would have no issues throwing me overboard.

So I nodded my head and went with Johnathan, even though it seemed like a long shot. We crawled through the ship. We got to the dock, and then Johnathan began coughing up blood. I froze. “Are—Are you okay?”

He nodded his head slowly, but it was obvious that he was no more than a day or two away from death. Finding a village was his only hope. He was truly going to die if I couldn’t bring him to safety somehow. It was clear, also, that he’d lied about his food stash; that was just him trying to convince me to join him.

“So here’s the plan,” he said weakly. We’re going to throw five pallets over, and then the rowboat. We have to do it fast. When the alarm goes off, they’re going to come out with their searchlight, find the first couple of pallets, and then they won’t bother searching further to find us—because they’ll assume that our blip on the radar is just another pallet. We just have to make sure that we’re far enough ahead.”

I groaned. I looked at the heavy pallets, dreading having to throw five of them over, and then a heavy rowboat on top of it.

Then, Johnathan smiled. “We can do this.”

“Where’s Kenya?” I whispered.

“She’s probably masturbating,” he said. “She’s constantly masturbating in the bathroom downstairs. She’s a sex addict.” A moment later, he took a step and I heard a loud jangle noise.

“What was that?”

He smirked, and then he revealed what was in his pockets: heavy stashes of coins. He’d stolen a stash from the pirates. “It’s gold,” he said. “Probably twenty pounds of it. We’ll be rich.”

I sighed. “It’s going to slow you down.”

“I’ll be fine,” he said, and then he coughed. “Let’s just do this. Let’s get off this boat.”

I shook my head. “Okay. Well…” I took a deep breath. This was my last chance to make a decision: stay on the boat and take my chances, or take my chances in the Siberian wilderness. The coast wasn’t far; I could see the blackened silhouette of the Siberian mountains in the distance. But I couldn’t see any lights. “I don’t know about this.”
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“It’s this, or die,” he said, coughing.

I took one last deep breath. “Fine,” I said. Wasting no more time, I went to the pallets. I threw the first into the water, then rushed to the next. I mustered up impressive strength that I didn’t even know that I had, tossing them all into the water, and then we hurried to the rowboat. There, we were stopped by a figure standing in the darkness. We both froze, and she stared at us, with a gun in her hand. “You’re escaping?” she said—and I knew her voice; it was the voice of Zelda.

“Please,” I said. “Johnathan is going to die if he doesn’t get medical help. We don’t care if you guys go on; we’re not going to the police; I just want to get him to a doctor.”

“They’ll kill you,” she whispered.

“It’s a risk we have to take,” I said.

“I was going to vouch for you,” she said, looking into my eyes. “I was going to tell them not to kill you.”

I hesitated. “I really appreciate that… more than you realize. But… if I don’t do this, he dies.”

She eyed him, and then she looked back at me. “If I don’t kill you now, they will kill me.”
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I just stood still, bracing for the worst. I could see the pallets floating away from the ship, nearing that fifty-yard distance that would trigger the radar alarm. We were losing our window. I thought about rushing Zelda, overpowering her, disarming her… but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I decided to trust in her compassion, which seemed like the biggest gamble of all.

She groaned. “Grab one end,” she whispered. Then, she helped me get the ship into the water. My heart was racing. She was really going to help us leave!

We pushed the boat into the water, and it hardly made any noise. Then, I walked up to Zelda as Johnathan carefully lowered himself onto the rowboat. I kissed her on the lips. “I appreciate you more than you’ll ever know.”

“You’ll have lots of time to prove it,” she said, pushing me back, making me fall into the rowboat. Then, she jumped into the boat with us. “Well? Start rowing, ya idiots. Alarm’ll sound in about two minutes!”

We all grabbed oars and started rowing as hard as we could. Zelda had figured out our plan without us having to explain it. She understood the pallets, trying to trick the radar. She understood the radar alarm, and she even made a comment about how clever we were to wait for Kenya to be on watch.

We were within earshot when the alarm went off. “Row faster, damnit!” Zelda roared. We all rowed as hard as we possibly could, passing all of the pallets. We kept rowing. The ship was getting smaller and smaller… and then suddenly, it was moving towards us: a huge black mass moving through the dark waters. They turned on a search light, which began to move towards us.
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“Damnit,” Zelda said, rowing hard.

But the search light landed on a pallet, and then another, and then another. It was about twenty yards from spotting us… but it never found us. They saw the pallets and decided not to worry.

We kept rowing, not taking any chances. We watched as the pirate ship became smaller and smaller and smaller, until we couldn’t see it anymore. Then, a few minutes later, the hull of the rowboat was scraping the ocean floor: we were on land!

“Come on now. Don’t slack. When they notice ya missing from your rooms, they’ll come looking. Let’s pull the boat out of sight. Might have to spend the night in the forest. Pick yourselves up.”

But after we pulled the rowboat into the forest, Johnathan collapsed. He wheezed, and we couldn’t pull him back to his feet. “Come on, man,” I said. “Get up!”

He wouldn’t get up. His body was lifeless… because he was dead. “No!” I shouted.

“I’m sorry,” Zelda said. “But we have to move. Let’s make sure he didn’t die for nothin’.” She grabbed my wrist and pulled me, and we started running. I hated to leave Johnathan behind; he was the one who made this happen. And I found out from Zelda a few minutes later that my demise was very probable on that ship. “Why were you up?” I asked her.

“I couldn’t sleep. I was pacing,” she said. “Trish told me that we were gonna toss ya over in the morning, and… you were my first kiss.” Then, she suddenly lowered her brow and seemed to be growling at me. “Don’t get all sappy on me,” she hissed. “Stop gloating.”

“I’m not gloating,” I said.

“You’re all… smiley.”

“It’s just… sweet. That’s all,” I said.

“Ah, shove it up your ass,” she growled. And then she blushed and turned her head away.

“How long were you on that ship for?”

“My whole life,” she said softly. “I found out last year that, uh, they kidnapped me. My parents were sailing the world when I was two, and the pirates boarded their ship… killed them… took me, raised me as their own.” She wiped a single tear away.

“I’m sorry,” I said.
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“It doesn’t matter. I don’t remember them anyway. I was a little boy. They raised me as a girl. That was… sixteen years ago, I guess—almost seventeen. Trish had too much to drink last year and told me everything; she was just fourteen when they killed my parents. She kind of apologized, but laughed, and said, ‘That’s just the pirate life, girly.’ That’s when I started thinkin’ of abandoning ship. Well… here I am now.”

I looked around, and she did the same. “Hopefully this isn’t the end of the line.”

“It’s not,” she said, rolling her eyes. “We come through here four or five times a year. I know this area. There’s a town—we could be there by sunset if we move quickly.”

She reached out her hand. I felt tingly all over as I reached out and grabbed it. Her hand was surprisingly warm.
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Along the way, she told me more stories of sailing the seas with the pirate girls. She told me that most of those girls had been kidnapped as kids and raised into the pirate life; it was a perpetuating cycle: kids being raised to think that torture and killing are perfectly fine, and that stealing is a way to make a living.

Well—maybe I can’t be too judgemental. I spent many, many years stealing to make a living. But now, I felt like I understood the damage that I was doing; I understood how my actions could affect others, because I’d seen how the evil actions of others affected me.

Zelda was right: there was a town, and we reached it shortly after nightfall. We stumbled into a pub, thrilled to feel warmth on our skin. We got a few weird looks from the locals. Nobody spoke English, but we were able to order some food.
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“The gold,” I said suddenly. “We left the gold with Johnathan.”

“The gold?” Zelda asked.

“Johnathan stole twenty pounds of gold from the ship,” I said. “It’s all stuffed into his pockets. It’s probably worth… half a million dollars. We should go back for it.”

Zelda blinked a few times and then shook her head. “Forget about it. The girls are going to go and find it. It’s not worth getting in their path.”

“How would they find it?”

“They have a tracker on that boat. As soon as they notice that it’s missing—which has probably already happened—they’re gonna go back to find it, and they might even start lookin’ for us.”

I felt myself turning pale.

“Don’t worry,” she smiled. “They won’t find us. Before the end of the hour, Zelda had found a trucker who spoke a tiny bit of English. He was starting a journey to Moscow that very night, and agreed to take us as far as we wanted, as long as we didn’t mind sleeping with the cargo.

And I have to admit, there were moments of temptation. The cargo was valuable: a mixture of furniture and old antiques. During one of the long days, I found a stack of paintings, wrapped in brown paper. We also found a copy of the trucker’s stop schedule, which included a stop at the Moscow Museum of Fine Art. Yes, we could have stolen a bunch of it. We could have made a lot of money with it. But that wasn’t what we wanted to do; we didn’t want to be those people anymore.
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Now, we have a real opportunity to be… normal, even if that means experiencing some rough times. I didn’t mind the thought of being poor—not with Zelda. Before, I thought that I needed money to keep me satisfied, but even when I would get money, I would never feel truly satisfied; I was always looking for something. And in Zelda, I think I found that something.

THE END
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GIRLY FEELINGS



Christopher has decided it’s time to bulk up: no more being the small guy. He gets himself a gym membership and a big tub of Hulk Diet Protein Powder. But his gym journey isn’t complete without his new friend and gym partner, Alan, who has also lived his whole life as the ‘small guy’. Alan’s all-in as well, with his own giant tub of Hulk Diet.

Their gym journey is off to a great start; both men have more energy than ever before. Within a couple of weeks, the young men are lifting heavier weights. Christopher is sure that life is changing for the better.

Then, he begins to notice strange feelings, and strange urges. He’s never thought about crossdressing before, but suddenly, he wants to try on women’s clothing. Then, from a mutual friend, Christopher begins to hear stories about Alan, who’s been spotted going out to clubs dressed as a girl—and hooking up with strange men.

Sure that he can make these ‘girly feelings’ go away, Christopher doubles down on his gym time, and he doubles down on his dosage of Hulk Diet.
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I’d never had a desire to wear women’s clothes until that afternoon.

Seriously.

It had literally never crossed my mind. In fact, I knew a guy in high-school who suddenly got into wearing women’s clothing, and I remember looking at him and saying to my buddy, ‘If I ever look like that, just shoot me.’ Of course, we’ve all seen our share of ‘men in dresses’, and I don’t mean that disparagingly to transgender people; some transgender people look amazing, and some biological women sometimes look like men in dresses. All I’m saying is—that’s not someone I ever wanted to be, and until that afternoon, there had never been a risk of me being that person, because… I was a straight guy who liked girls and I didn’t have any interest in wearing women’s clothing.

But that weird little urge came out of nowhere. I just saw a picture of a girl wearing panties, and then I thought about my sister’s closet. I knew she wasn’t home. I had this weird idea to go and try her panties on… but I resisted. For some reason, that urge kept coming back every few minutes. I just kept thinking about it and thinking about it.

Finally the thoughts went away. I think the gym helped. I pushed the heaviest weights that I could, and that helped to push those weird urges out of my head.

I got home, mixed some protein powder into some milk (with some crushed ice), sat down and gulped it back, and went back to working on my work assignment. I had a few days left to get those reports done if I wanted to have any shot at a raise.

I was in bed when those weird urges came back. I heard my sister calling out to my dad, “I’m going to be out late. See you in the morning!” And I knew that her room was empty, and I could go in there and have full access to her clothes.

I slapped myself. “What the hell has gotten into you, man?” I said to myself, and I managed to focus for a couple more hours before falling asleep.

That night, I had a dream that I was my sister. It was a strange dream. I was out at a party. One of my sister’s friends came up to me; her clothes were baggy. “I put on the wrong outfit,” she said to me. “Can we switch?”

“Sure,” I said. We went to the bathroom together. She was petite. I took of my jeans and my t-shirt and took her little dress with the pleated skirt. Then, I looked in the mirror and saw that I was naked, with perky breasts and a tight little slit.

I didn’t look like my sister now; now, I was just a girl—I don’t know who. I put on the outfit, and this bubbly sensation came over me. I bounced back into the party and found myself being chatty with strangers. Then, there was an old man who tapped me on the shoulder and said, “I need help starting my car.” So I went out to help him and saw that it was my car.

I have no idea what any of it means; I’ve never been able to interpret dreams, but I’m sure it had some sort of deep meaning.

Fast forward to the next day: I’m at work and the boss facilitates a desk change. He would do this every few weeks, thinking it would help with productivity. He moved me to a desk near a window, but with my back to the window. Now, I was facing the new girl, Lucinda. She was a pretty girl, with long, curly blonde hair. Sadly, she was married, with pictures of her husband all over her desk.

But she was wearing this little black dress, cut deep down the chest. I caught myself peeking at her chest a few times, seeing her big, round breasts… but then I found myself looking more at her dress, thinking it looked a bit like the dress I wore in that dream. And suddenly, I found myself thinking about wearing it.

That weird, nagging urge came back. I started thinking of my sister’s closet, filled with cute clothes. I thought about putting the clothes on. I wondered how I would look.

Again, I pushed the thoughts away, but they came back later in the day. In an attempt to entertain the curiosity so that it would go away, I went online and looked up pictures of guys wearing dresses (there was a whole forum full of them). I wanted to see how ridiculous they looked, so I could get the idea out of my head. I needed to convince myself that I would look like an idiot, and this whole random idea needed to go away.

Most of the men looked silly—clearly men. But damn… some of them looked like girls. In fact, I wasn’t convinced that some of them weren’t girls—or men stealing pictures from girls to try to trick the crossdressers into thinking that they had potential. Maybe it was a mean prank… No—some of them were definitely biological males; some weren’t hiding their bulges.

“Christopher,” my boss said, walking up next to me. I quickly closed that forum down and opened my spreadsheets.

“Yes, sir?” I said, heart racing.

“Your spring bonus cheque came in. It’s in your mailbox. Don’t forget it—and cash it this week.”

“No problem, sir,” I smiled.

I felt sweat on the palms of my hands. Did he see what I’d been looking at? Why was I looking at this shit at work? What had gotten into me?

I went straight to the gym from work. Alan was there.

Alan was a newer friend of mine; we met at a work conference downtown. We were the thinnest guys in the room (most of the guys in our industry were husky, large fellows), and Alan made a joke: “I think we need to up our calorie intake if we’re going to make it far in this business.” We chatted for a while, and then when he saw me the next day, he said, “Honestly though—I’ve been thinking of putting on some weight. Want to be gym buddies?”

I used to go to the gym when I was younger—around twenty-one. I went almost every day for many months before getting discouraged by lack of results. I’d always wanted to be normal weight, but it didn’t seem to matter how much time I spent on the equipment; the weight never came.

“Pushing weights won’t get us there,” Alan said to me at the end of the conference, after I told him about my past attempts at going to the gym. “It’s all about diet. Small guys like us need to eat until we explode if we want to have any chance of putting on mass.” He sent me some websites that he’d been reading, and I started reading about gaining weight.

A mutual friend of ours, Wade, just happened to have gotten a new job working for a company called Hulk Diet. It was a new protein powder supplement that was surging in popularity because it was so much cheaper than the alternatives, without sacrificing much in terms of quality. Wade was working in marketing, but told me that he could get me and Alan an employee discount, so we each got a huge tub for next to nothing.

And after three weeks, I noticed the gains. For the first time in my life, I had a bit of muscle—not just skin plastered to bone. It wasn’t much, but it was more than I’d ever had before. Alan was equally ecstatic, showing me his biceps, which he was sure were bigger—though I couldn’t quite see much of a difference.

“We’re going to make it, buddy,” Alan said to me with a big smile. ‘There’s still hope for us after all.”
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Alan came over to my house one afternoon. It was the weekend, and we were both taking a rest day from the gym. I hadn’t been expecting him. “What’s up?” I asked.

He smiled, with reddish cheeks. “You’re a hockey guy, right?”

“I mean—I don’t play it, but I watch it sometimes.”

His smile grew, and then he lifted up a grocery bag, showing me a few bags of chips and some beer. “Want to watch the Canucks game with me?”

I thought that it was a bit weird that he invited himself over without sending a text message first. I thought it was a tiny bit strange that he wasn’t asking me if I was busy. I didn’t know Alan super well; we’d only been friends for about six weeks. We only really ever saw each other at the gym, and at the occasional work function. When we talked, it was usually gym-related conversation. But Alan had mentioned once that he didn’t really have many friends, which I took to mean that he didn’t have any friends.

Honestly, I didn’t really want to watch a hockey game all afternoon, but I felt bad for Alan, so I let him in, and we put the game on the TV. It was a bit weird; he wasn’t talking much, and he usually had a lot to say. Then, out of nowhere, he looked around and said, “You home alone?”

Now, I was worrying that I’d befriended some lunatic who was about to knock me out and rob my house. I hesitated before saying, “Yeah. My parents are out of town, and my sister is at her friend’s place.”

“Cool,” he said, nodding his head slowly. “I’m jealous of people who still live with their parents.”

I felt like he was jabbing at me, but I decided to keep a level head.

He smiled. “I mean—you get to save so much money, and it’s probably nice to have people around all the time. I moved out when I was seventeen. I got a studio apartment and I’ve been there since. I mean, yeah, I see the neighbours from time to time, but it can be really… quiet.”

“Right,” I said. “My plan is to move out by the end of the year. I’m just saving up for a downpayment on a condo, so I’m not paying rent.”

“That’s awesome,” he smiled. “And it seems like you have a good setup here.” He stood up suddenly. “Want to show me around?”

Again, it seemed weird. Nobody had ever asked for a tour of the house before. But Alan was a bit of a strange cat, so I decided to entertain him; after all, if he tried to steal something, I knew his name, I knew where he worked, I knew his boss, and I could give the police a perfect description of him.

I gave him the tour. “My parents’ room… my room… my sister’s room… the bathroom.”

“Just the one bathroom, huh?” he asked.

“Just the one,” I said. “It’s never been a problem before. I grew up in this house. My sister just had to learn to do her makeup in her own room.”

“Sure, sure,” he said, nodding his head. He seemed on edge, like he was waiting for the right opportunity to break some news to me. But he said nothing; he just stood there with that blushing smile.

We went to watch the second period. I didn’t even know who he was cheering for—or if he was cheering for anyone. He seemed more interested in the commercials. I still felt like he was waiting to ask some awkward question, or drop some awkward news on me.

Then, he said, “How have the gains been? Have you noticed any new weight?”

“Not yet,” I said. “But I’m choosing to trust the system. Everyone says not to expect any gains in the first few months, so I’m trying not to expect anything, so I can be pleasantly surprised.”

“You’ve been taking the Hulk Diet powder, right?” he asked.

I nodded.

“Does it ever give you, like, a headache? Or make you feel… lightheaded?”

I shook my head. “Maybe you’re not drinking enough water when you’re working out.”

“Yeah. You’re right,” he went on. “That’s probably it. I really need to drink more water.” A few minutes later, he said, “Hey, I know it’s our rest day, but I honestly feel fine. I wouldn’t mind hitting up the gym later—maybe doing some squats. Since we started lifting, I’ve really been neglecting my legs.”

I eyed the clock. He really did want to take up my whole day. But again, I felt a bit bad for him; he seemed so… lonely. “Sure,” I said. “But just a quick workout. I want to be home before my sister gets back.”

“When does she get back?” he asked, looking suddenly intrigued.

I hesitated before saying, “Six.”

“Oh, that’s not for a while,” he said with a smile.

The game went to overtime. Then, he stood up and said, “Remind me where your bathroom is.” I pointed him in the right direction, and then I turned to watch the intense overtime period. I thought it was strange that he hadn’t gone to use the bathroom during one of the many commercial breaks, or the extended break before OT. He ended up missing the whole thing, not coming back until a moment after the winning goal was scored. “Who won?” he asked, zipping up his fly.

“Vancouver.”

“Damn,” he groaned. “So—wanna hit up the gym?”

His personality was strange. He seemed so on-edge, so jumpy, so nervous. We went to the gym and he hardly touched the weights. He did more sauntering around and chatting than weight-lifting. And his weird attitude had me distracted, so I didn’t get a whole lot done either.

“What are you doing tonight?” he asked me. “Want to go to that new bar on 7th?”

I shook my head. “Sorry, brother. I want to get home before my sister. I told her that I would make dinner for her.” But I knew he was lonely, so I said, “You can come by. I can make dinner for three.”

“No, no,” he said, waving his hands up in the air. “I wouldn’t want to intrude. It’s fine. It was just an idea. I’ll see you on Monday. Chest day! Can’t miss chest day.”

“Sure thing.” I smiled, but felt weird about the whole day. Something seemed off.

I got home before my sister. I made myself a protein shake and then I got dinner started. My sister came home and saw the food in the wok, and she gave me a hug. “You’re the best, Chris,” she said.

I’d always been close with my sister. We were born just a year apart—Irish Twins, they called us (though we weren’t Irish). She’d been there for me during some tough times, like when I was dumped by my first girlfriend. She was there when I was cut from the volleyball team (for being too scrawny). She was there when I nearly flunked the tenth grade, and my dad came down hard on me.

“How was your day?” she asked me.

I didn’t tell her much about Alan. I just said, “A friend came over and we watched the game.”

“Which friend?”

“A guy from the gym.”

She asked nothing else about it. I didn’t say any more about it because I didn’t like to talk shit about people. ‘If you don’t have anything nice to say, don’t say anything at all.’ I liked Alan, but I really didn’t have anything good to say about the day; it was just… awkward. He came across as so lonely, and it was hard not to feel put off by the whole thing.

Maybe you think that I’m being a little harsh, and maybe I am being just a little bit harsh—but there was just something about the vibe that he was giving off… something that didn’t sit well.

There was a big storm that night; it rained hard, with intense wind. The power went out, and we woke up to a crew knocking at our door. “We need to check your panel,” the man said. I guess the storm messed up the box that the city used outside to track power usage. Four men came in and went straight to the basement. When they came back up, one of the men said, “Your basement is totally flooded.”

He was right: there was four inches of water. So we had to call an emergency flood restoration team. They came and evaluated the house, and told us that the water had come down from the walls. Sure enough, there was water damage everywhere: soaking through the drywall.

Avery, my sister had to leave. “You don’t mind dealing with this, do you? You know where mom and dad keep the emergency credit card, right?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “I’m almost thirty. I can deal with this.”

She smiled, gave me a hug, and then left. The crew worked in every room: my room, my parents’ room, the living room, my sister’s room, the bathroom. They were there all day—and the next day too. They did a good job and left a big bill, which I put on my parents’ credit card.

Then, a few nights later, my sister came into the living room with a pale look on her face. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Someone stole a bunch of my underwear,” she said, looking nauseated.

“Are you sure?” I asked, standing up.

“Like—pretty sure,” she said. “If it was just one or two pairs, I would assume that they just got lost in the wash or something… but I’m missing, like… ten pairs. And I’m missing…”

“What?”

She blushed and looked away from me. “Intimate underwear.”

I cringed. “Ew,” I said. Yes, my sister was an attractive woman, but I didn’t want to think of her wearing stuff like that. I didn’t even want to think that she owned stuff like that!

“I know that I didn’t touch it,” she said. “It’s gone. I think I’m missing other stuff too, but it’s hard to say.”

“Those guys,” I said, feeling a bit queasy myself. “They were working in our rooms. One of them must have taken something. I’m going to call their boss right now.”

“No!” Avery cried. “I know that’s probably the right thing to do… but it’s just so… embarrassing. It just feels so violating.”

“They can’t just get away with it,” I said, feeling a rage boiling inside of me. I hated to think that some creepy dudes had messed with my sister. Maybe they pawed through her whole room, looking for nude pictures… And what if they found them? What if they were sharing them online, with strangers? “This is so fucked up.”

“Just leave it, Christopher,” she sighed. “I’m used to dealing with creeps, and the reality is… there’s nothing you can really do about them.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. I gave her a hug, and we tried to pretend like it didn’t happen. When I went to bed that night, those weird urges came back. I remembered my sister mentioning that she had ‘intimate underwear’, which I figured meant sexy lingerie—the kind of outfits the girls in Playboy Magazine wear… the kind of outfits those young men wore in those pictures I saw online. And some of them actually looked like girls…

Why did Avery own that stuff? Was she being intimate with some guy… or multiple men? Ew—I tried not to think of it.

And would it fit me if I tried it on? Would I look good in those little outfits?

Why was I having these thoughts? Why was the idea of putting on women’s clothing so… alluring? My heart was racing. I just couldn’t stop thinking about it. I tried to distract myself, but the urges were still there. I went to bed, but couldn’t sleep, thinking about that closet filled with clothes. I was starting to worry that something had snapped in my brain.
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Isaw Alan a couple of days later at the gym. We hadn’t spoken in a couple of days, and hadn’t planned to be at the gym together, so I was bit surprised to see him there (it wasn’t my usual gym time). He looked a bit stunned to see me, even blushing as if I’d caught him cheating on me—and he was with another guy.

“Christopher,” he said. “This is Ernie.”

“Hi,” I said. Ernie looked a lot like me: thin, short, and meek. He smiled and shook my hand. His hand was sweaty, which was a bit off-putting.

“Ernie runs a tech consulting company.”

“That’s cool,” I said. “Have a good workout, guys.” I went off towards the squat rack to start my workout. But Alan followed me.

“You can work out with us,” he said. “Ernie’s a really cool guy. I think you’ll like him a lot.”

“It looks like you guys are doing arm stuff. It’s my leg day.”

“We’re just doing a push-pull routine. Ernie showed me this program, and it actually makes a ton of sense. I’ve been meaning to send it to you. Come on, Christopher. Lift with us.”

He had that weird, lonely look on his face—which made no sense, because he was with someone. I don’t know why, but I felt guilty turning him down… and maybe I did want to have some company at the gym; I’d never been the type of person to do anything solo. So I joined them. They showed me their workout plan, which included squats, among other exercises.

It was a tough hour—much different than the workouts that I’d gotten used to. Ernie was weaker than both of us—he’d only been lifting for a couple of weeks. But he had a good wit. He kept cracking jokes that would make me laugh out loud. And it turned out, he knew a lot of the same people that I knew; there was some crossover between our industries.

We ended up going out for drinks together later that night. Ernie told us about a contract that had recently expired, where he did some work for the military, intercepting messages from a national enemy. Apparently, during the contract, he would notice strange people following him, sometimes in cars that had no plates. “I was going to a Fleetwood Mac concert, and this guy approached me outside the stadium; he was pulling out a gun, and then these two dudes came out of nowhere and tackled him to the ground and pulled him away.”

“Security guards?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I think they’d been following me for weeks, making sure that I was safe. It was really freaky. I’m glad it’s over, but it was a cool experience. It was cool to be part of something so… important.”

I didn’t have any stories like that one. None of my stories were nearly that ‘cool’. But still, Ernie seemed to enjoy my company; he laughed at my jokes. Near the end of the night, we all agreed to meet up again the next evening to workout. “We’re going to get big together,” Alan smiled.

Ernie had also been given a discount tub of Hulk Diet.

That night, as we were finishing our last drinks, a girl came up to me and put her hand on my bicep. She blushed. “Sorry,” she said. Her voice was little more than a whisper. It was hard to hear what she was saying. “My friend dared me to feel your muscles.”

I blushed. That had never happened before. Did I even have muscles? Sure, my biceps were a bit tighter than before—but were they bigger? Alan and Ernie moved away so that I could flirt with the girl. Flirting turned into a conversation, which lasted a full hour. The whole time, I had to strain to hear her, because she spoke so softly, almost like she was whispering.

Then, she asked me if I wanted to have a drink at her place.

As you can imagine, I was about to fall to my knees and thank my new god: Hulk Diet. No woman had ever singled me out like that before.

I went home with her. We kissed after entering her apartment. It was a messy, chaotic kiss, with us bumping into everything in the room—even knocking over a lamp. I couldn’t even remember her name.

She fell to her knees. She took my cock out from my pants and began to suck it like she’d spent a week in the Sahara Desert, and I was a glass of water, with my cock as the straw. I gasped. She slurped. She gasped for air and then she kept sucking hard on my cock.

“Shit,” I moaned. I saw her bed through the opened bedroom door. “Let’s go to the bed.”

She didn’t move. She was acting like she couldn’t hear me.

I dug into my pocket; there was a condom there—it had been there for over a year. Hopefully it was still okay. “Let’s go to your bed.”

But still, she wasn’t listening.

“Come on, baby,” I said, flashing the condom; it was my way of saying, ‘Let’s go fuck before you finish me off with your mouth.’

“I want you to cum in my mouth,” she whispered.

My heart fluttered. I wasn’t against a blowjob… but I wanted more. I wanted to explore her pretty body. I wanted to see her breasts. I hadn’t even seen her cleavage; she had her hoodie zipped right up to her neck.

I decided to give in; I decided to let her suck me off. I let out a sigh and leaned my back against a wall. She sucked hard. It felt so good. I reached down and grabbed her hair. “Yes,” I moaned. “Just like that, baby.” I pulled her hair. Then, I felt a strange elastic sort of pull. I looked down and saw a number of pins in her hair—because it was a wig, being held by pins.

I figured she had gotten a bad haircut and was wearing a wig until it grew out. I decided to think nothing of it. I just let her suck me off.

She made me cum. I blasted into her mouth. She moaned, sucking out every last drop, and then showing me my huge load before swallowing. She licked her lips and then she stood up. “That was hot,” she whispered. She blushed. “I have to work early in the morning...” She eyed me, and then she eyed the door. It was her way of telling me to get lost.

I was a bit disappointed: no sex. I didn’t even get to see her naked body. But it was hard to be too upset; it was, by far, the best blowjob I’d ever gotten in my life.

“Can I get your number?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded, and then she put her number into my phone. Later, when I was home, I sent her a message, thanking her for the fun. “Who is this?” she replied.

“Christopher. From the bar.”

“What bar?” she said. “I don’t know a Christopher.”

So I tried calling her, and a man picked up. He laughed at me. “Some chick gave you a fake number, bro,” he said to me, and then he hung up. I felt embarrassed, sinking into my bed.

But it wasn’t the last time I saw her. The next day, when I was at the gym with Ernie and Alan, I saw her finishing her workout on the stretching mat. She saw me, blushed, and then looked away. I knew better than to approach her. I didn’t want to make it awkward, so I just pretended to ignore her. It was easier to work out once she was gone—but Ernie and Alan kept pressing me about her. “Why didn’t you talk to her? Did the night take a bad turn?”

I don’t know why I felt so embarrassed; I got a blowjob out of it, after all; that was more than I would have gotten otherwise, and it didn’t cost me more than a ‘lemon drop’.

Near the end of our workout, a girl stepped into the gym—except she wasn’t actually a girl… at least she wasn’t a girl a week earlier when I saw her last.

I recognized her, and so did Alan; she was a regular at the gym: a smaller guy, like us, who showed up every day, presumably trying to build some mass to be more attractive to women. But now, he was wearing women’s workout clothes. He had his long, shaggy hair styled back into a feminine-looking hairdo. He was wearing makeup, and the smell of perfume was strong.

He—or maybe I should say she—was blushing, keeping her gaze down. Maybe she’d recently come out as trans. She didn’t exactly look terribly convincing, but that was none of my business. Sure, she was clean-shaven and her small frame made her look like a girl from a quick glance. But the Adam’s apple was still quite noticeable, and the facial structure was still very… masculine.

“Isn’t that Kyle?” Alan whispered to me.

“I think so,” I whispered back.

“Why is he dressed like that?”

“It’s none of our business,” I said, hoping Alan would stop staring like an ass.

“He wasn’t like that last week.”

“It’s just none of our business.”

Then, Alan nudged me. “The guy who stocks the shelves at the grocery store I go to—he just came out too. I was there this morning, and he was stocking shelves in a miniskirt.”

I just smiled. “Good for him, I guess.”

“Her,” Alan said, correcting me, as if he was suddenly the bigger person.

I rolled my eyes—not because Alan was wrong, but because he was the one dwelling on it, and the dwelling was far worse than accidentally using the wrong ‘pronoun’.

“I think I’m done. My arms can’t push shit,” I said. “Good workout today. I’ll see you on Thursday.” When I got home, I got a message from my sister: “Going to spend the night in Greenwich with Carol and her friends. I’ll be home tomorrow.”

And it was a combination of factors that sent those weird urges pulsing back in my head. My sister was gone, and there had been all of this talk of people coming out of the closet. I saw that recently-outed trans girl at the gym. Now, I was wondering if I would look more convincing if I tried. How could I know without trying?

Awkwardly, I found myself at my sister’s bedroom door. I peered in and took a slow breath in, smelling all of those feminine smells. The pink gleam of her walls made me feel weak in the knees.

Okay—maybe I could just put this whole issue to rest.

I approached her closet. The sound of the creaky floorboards was louder than ever. My pounding heart was louder than ever as I pulled open the closet door. Now, I was looking at a packed closet, full of clothes. I took another slow breath in.

“Just put it to rest,” I whispered to myself.

I took down a dress. It was just a fitted black dress, with a zipper on the back. It seemed fairly straightforward, so I slipped out from my clothes and I shimmied into the little dress. It felt tight, even though I was about the same size as my sister. I walked over to her mirror and gazed at my reflection.

I looked a bit silly… but not quite as idiotic as I was expecting. I was expecting to see a man in a dress, but it wasn’t quite that dramatic. Instead, it looked more like a woman’s body in a dress (with a flat chest and a manly face). I stared at myself for a long minute, turning to see different angles. My ass actually looked pretty good in that dress…

But the hairy legs, the stubble on my cheeks, the short hair… it was all so silly. So I cracked a smile and said, “See? It’s been put to rest.” I took the dress off, hung it back up, and went on with my evening.

But the thoughts kept coming back. I wondered if I wasn’t really trying hard enough. I didn’t even touch her makeup. I didn’t shave the stubble off of my face. I wasn’t standing with decent posture.

After an hour, I couldn’t handle those thoughts anymore. “Just go and put it to rest properly,” I said to myself. First, I needed to shave my face. But once I had the razor out, and I was standing nude in the bathroom, I found myself eyeing my legs.

If I was going to put this to rest properly, I at least needed to shave my thighs. I could hide the hair on my shins with some big socks. So after shaving my face, I did away with my thigh hair. There was the awkward issue of knowing where to stop shaving when I was working around my crotch. I ended up shaving it all away. I hadn’t been hairless down there since I was eleven…

I went back to my sister’s closet. First, I wanted to find some stockings, so I started digging around. I found a Halloween costume wig. It was long and blonde, with pigtails. I put it on my head, and then blushed in the mirror when I saw how much of a difference it made. Next, I found some socks. I pulled them up high, to the middle of my thighs. Then, I found a small pink dress and shimmied into it. The soft fabrics felt nice, even though it was tight and short and revealing.

I needed to finish the look with a ‘bust’. I took one of my sister’s bras, put some folded tissue paper in the cups, and put it on under the dress. Now I had some ‘boobies’. I bounced a little in front of the mirror. The boobs surprisingly jiggled a tiny bit (probably just the bra bouncing), and the pigtails danced around in a cute kind of way. I blushed harder.

“You don’t look like a girl though,” I said to myself. Then I eyed her makeup. Of course I didn’t look like a girl—I wasn’t wearing makeup.

Heart racing, I sat at her little makeup desk. I began to draw on eyeliner. My hand was trembling. My palms were sweaty. I felt so stupid. I had no idea what I was even doing. What was I trying to prove, exactly? And why?

I took a deep breath and reached for the eyeshadow pallet.

“Just get it out of your system,” I whispered to myself. I got myself all dolled up, and then went back to the mirror. I stood up nicely, not letting my shoulder slouch. I spun left and right, making the skirt of the pink dress dance around me. I blushed harder.

Okay… maybe I did look a bit like a girl… I certainly looked more like a girl than the trans girl at the gym. I looked more like a girl than the people on that forum…

Or was it just in my head? Was this just craziness?

There was a way to find out! I took my phone and snapped a few full-length mirror selfies. I was red with humiliation, and tingling with an intense adrenaline. I sat on the edge of my sister’s bed, logged into an old Reddit account that I had, with no posts on it. Then, I posted my selfies in a forum where girls asked guys to rate them. I didn’t mention that I was trans; I wanted them to point that out to me. I wanted real people to slap some sense into me. I was expecting them to tell me how ugly I was. I was expecting them to write stuff like, “cringe”.

But that’s not what I got. Instead, I was getting guys telling me that I was a 7… 8… One guy even said 9. One asked if I was single. A few asked for my personal social media accounts, so they could ‘hit me up’. I was blushing all over. I was getting a few DMs of guys asking for sexy pictures. “I’d kill to see your ass.” I don’t know why, but I snapped a picture of my ass under the skirt and sent it, and he replied with a picture of his hard erection.

I gasped. I felt nauseous all of a sudden. I rushed over to my sister’s closet and ripped the whole disguise off. I washed my face. I put everything back where I found it. I went back to my room with a racing heart.

I felt so stupid, so humiliated. I don’t know why I let those urges get the better of me. I shouldn’t have touched my sister’s stuff. Now, I felt like I was just as bad as the creepy restoration guys who stole my sister’s undies.
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Itried to overpower my humiliation in the gym. I let myself crumble to some strange… girly feelings, but the gym would fix my problems. I lifted heavy weights, and then I went home and took a double dose of Hulk Diet. I wanted protein. I wanted to be too big to fit into my sister’s clothes. Because if I was too big to look girly, then the urges would go away. I would never wonder if I could pass as a girl if I had throbbing biceps and bulging shoulders…

After just eight hours of recovering, I went back to the gym, targeting different muscle groups. This time, Ernie was there. He nodded towards me. “Hey, Christopher! Mind spotting me?”

“Sure,” I said.

He noticed my trembling arms as I reached out to hold his bar. “You okay?”

“My arms are sore,” I told him. “I worked out this morning.”

“Wow,” he said, nodding slowly. “Twice in one day. You’re serious about this, huh?”

As he was benching, I looked down and saw his water bottle, which was the bottle that came with the large tub of Hulk Diet. “Notice any gains?” I asked.

“Not yet,” he said. “I mean—they say not to expect anything for at least six weeks.”

“That’s what I’m banking on,” I smiled. “It’s hard, just trusting the process, when weeks go by and nothing happens.”

He nodded in agreement. I went over to the leg press and started pushing. I probably hadn’t recovered long enough since my last leg workout—but I wanted to be in that gym. I wanted to trigger some testosterone production, to make those embarrassing urges subside.

Ernie moved over to the squat rack. He wasn’t lifting much: just ten-pound plates on the women’s bar (I’m not sure why he didn’t just use the men’s bar). His technique was a bit shaky, so I walked over to spot him. While standing behind him, I noticed a flash of red lace poking up in his shorts. I paused and took a closer look.

Ernie was wearing panties under his shorts.

I felt a hotness wash over me. I blushed and looked away. Why was Ernie wearing women’s underwear?

During his next set (after he pulled up his shorts), I noticed that his legs were smooth… hairless. Had he shaved, or was he like that naturally? His legs had a shiny gleam to them. They looked like chick legs.

And later, when he was talking to me, I noticed a smudge next to his eye. “You have something on your face there,” I said. He wiped with his finger and then looked down at his hand. He turned dark red. “I have no idea what that is.” But I was pretty sure that it was a tiny bit of eyeliner than he’d failed to clean off.

I was almost positive that Ernie was dressing like a girl behind closed doors. Maybe I wasn’t the only one who had those weird urges. At least I was able to control them; I was able to keep them in my house; I wouldn’t dare wear panties out—especially somewhere I would be bending over constantly.

I thought about saying something… but I knew that it wasn’t my business. “Your phone,” Ernie said.

“Huh?”

“It keeps buzzing. I think someone’s trying to call you, or message you, or something.” He motioned to the floor where my phone was, next to my water bottle. I picked it up and then gasped when I saw that I was getting notifications from Reddit: more men who were fawning over my feminine pictures. I quickly cleared the messages and turned notifications off. I was lucky that he hadn’t read any of the flirtatious messages… or did he?

I went home and drank a strong dose of Hulk Diet. I was about halfway through my container now.

I was exhausted. My body was telling me to eat dinner and go to sleep… and then my sister poked her head in my room and said, “I’m going to Stacy’s for a couple hours, to finish up my final project. I made some dinner; it’s in the oven.”

“Alright,” I smiled.

Once she was gone, I just couldn’t help it. The urges were so, so strong. It almost felt like an addiction (and I’d been addicted to smoking cigarettes for years, and it took years to break that addiction). I literally felt like I had to do it or my brain would refuse to calm down.

I found that same wig. I put on the makeup. I pulled the socks up to my thighs, and then I put on the cutest little gothic lace dress. I was wearing that bra, with the tissue paper. I spun around and then I ran my hands down my body, feeling the fabric of that dress, and then feeling the smooth skin of my thighs. Feeling that smooth skin just made me want to shave the rest of my legs…

So I did. I could just wear sweatpants at the gym anyway…

I had no idea where these feelings and ideas were coming from, but there was nothing I could do to extinguish them. I had to do it; I had to see it for myself again: I had to see just how girly I could make myself.

And my God, I made myself look so fucking cute. With my smooth legs, I looked like a little doll in that dress. I spun around my sister’s pink bedroom. I even grabbed her perfume and sprayed myself. I giggled and then I put some pop music on—Taylor Swift—and I danced. I felt so strangely free and excited. But my heart didn’t stop pounding. I knew I was doing something so, so wrong. Nothing could stop me. In that moment, I felt so good. I felt so alive. I felt so… aroused.

My cock was rock hard, but I didn’t want to touch it. Instead, I went and grabbed a black Sharpie. I put it in my mouth, sucked on it, spat on it, and then I pushed it into my bum. I’d never been anally penetrated before, but I wanted to feel something pushing inside of me. It felt strangely nice once I started pumping it. I wanted something bigger though, so I went to my own room. I had an old cigar container, so I used that. I had to stretch a little to accommodate it—but it felt even better… so after ten minutes of sliding it in and out, I went to the kitchen. I grabbed a cucumber. I ran it under hot water, and then I put a condom on it. In my room, I got on my back. I spread out my legs, and then I pushed the cucumber into my asshole.

“Oh God,” I groaned. My anus began to tremble and clench. My head fell back. I turned and saw the mirror. I flushed with redness. But I didn’t stop. I watched as I sodomized myself with that long cucumber. I couldn’t stop myself. I was in a strange state of euphoria, like something had possessed me, like my sensibilities had fluttered away, abandoning me. I kept going for over an hour.

It must have been closer to two hours, because my sister came home while I had eight inches of cucumber in my ass, while wearing her dress, on my bed. I rushed to my bedroom door and closed it before she found me. I got undressed and used paper towel and water from my water bottle to wash my face. I worked fast, terrified she was going to come to my room to see me—especially once she noticed the missing items from her closet.

But she went straight to bed. She must have been tired, because she didn’t notice that anything was out of place. While she was drinking coffee in the kitchen in the morning, I snuck her clothes back and put away the wig. I was so humiliated. I felt like such an idiot. I told myself that I wouldn’t do it again, that I got it out of my system… but when she left an hour later, the urges started coming back.

I went to the gym to hide from them.
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Alan was at the gym. “Hey bro. Long time, no see,” he said with a smile.

“Likewise,” I said.

“Hey—I’ve got an extra ticket to Thunder Fest this afternoon. Want to go with me?”

“What’s that?”

He explained that Thunder Fest was a hard-rock music festival in a nearby town. I didn’t recognize any of the bands on the bill, but I figured it would be a good idea to get away from the house, and away from my sister’s closet. I didn’t want to be near it anymore; I needed a detox from crossdressing, because that’s just not who I was: I was not a crossdresser.

“I just have to go home, change, and drink a shake,” I told him.

“Sure thing. Maybe I can come by with you—if you don’t mind. Then we can just head out together.”

“Sure,” I said.

Later during our workout, he revealed to me that Ernie would also be joining us. “You don’t mind, do you? I like Ernie; he’s a cool guy.”

“I don’t care,” I said.

“Maybe we can pick him up and just go in one car.”

“Sure thing.”

We went to do some seated rows, and that’s when I noticed something that made me pause. Alan’s legs were smooth and glistening, just like Ernie’s. “Hey man,” I said. “Did you shave your legs?”

He froze. His face reddened a little bit, and then he cleared his throat. “I always have,” he said. “I’ve never liked the way leg hair chafes in jeans. Plus, I heard that you can actually run and swim faster without leg hair.”

“Oh, really?” I said. But I wasn’t buying it. I’m sure that I would have noticed his smooth legs before; we’d been going to the gym for over a month now together. I bit my tongue and tried to convince myself that it wasn’t any of my business.

But even though it wasn’t my business, I still had to investigate, just to satisfy a tingling, nagging feeling deep inside of me. When he slipped into the gym shower, I went to his bag. I dug down and found damning evidence: a pair of black panties. So he was doing it too: he was wearing women’s underwear out of the house!

I left everything as I found it, and I kept telling myself that it was none of my business. Maybe Alan was just doing the same thing that I’d been doing recently: pushing heavy weights to muster up some testosterone, to make those feelings go away. Maybe he had the same mindset: if he was bulky and masculine, he would never pass as a girl, so he would never want to dress like a girl.

As we left for my house, I wondered if he was wearing those panties under his clothes. I don’t know why, but it was bothering me.

Then, at my place, when I was in the bathroom having a quick shower, I heard him in the hallways. I paused and listened, and I’m sure that I heard the door to my sister’s bedroom.

I gasped. Was he the one who stole my sister’s undies? I jumped out of the shower and quickly towelled myself off, but by the time that I was in the hallway, he was already sitting in the living room. “That was fast,” he said.

“Were you just down here?” I asked him.

He looked at me strangely. “No. Why?”

“I heard my sister’s bedroom door creaking.”

“Wasn’t me,” he said. “Hey—we’d better leave soon if we’re going to catch the first act.”

I had a bad feeling. Now, I was almost certain that Alan was the panty thief—and worse, he was wearing my sister’s panties… though it was hard to be super furious, seeing as I was also wearing them when my sister left the house. But still, it felt like a major violation.

I didn’t know how to call him out.

Now, I should tell you about what happened at the music festival, though only briefly, as I don’t want to get too hung up on this little story. During the second act, I went to use the bathroom. In one of the stalls, a man was giving a girl a hard pounding, and she was moaning loudly. Their shifting feet had knocked their clothes out from their stall, and into the next stall, where I was using the bathroom.

Carefully, I reached down and picked up the girl’s underwear: a red lace one-piece that felt so soft, and smelled so flowery and beautiful. Those girly feelings washed over me, stripping me of my sensibilities. Quietly and carefully, while the man pumped the girl’s tight pussy, I got naked, put on the one-piece, and then I put my clothes over it. I felt stupid… but exhilarated. It fit so well, and it was so damn sexy. I loved the hug of the tight lace under my clothes. Suddenly, I could understand why both Ernie and Alan were doing it—though I hated myself for indulging.

Yes, I stole that lace bodysuit. I left the bathroom with it, and wore it through the rest of the festival. And because of it, I didn’t get laid. A girl started dancing with me, getting closer and closer, and getting handsy. She was a bit tipsy, and she asked if I wanted to ‘walk her to the bathroom’. I had to decline, because if we became intimate, I wouldn’t be able to strip down without exposing my ‘feminine attire’. I felt so stupid and embarrassed as I said, “Sorry, I can’t.” She left to find a man who could satisfy her.

With each act, the party became wilder. The fans were getting more drunk, and the music was being turned up louder. I lost sight of Alan, and I lost sight of Ernie. I had a few drinks, and I started to feel… good. I found a tube of lipstick on the ground; someone must have dropped it. I put it in my pocket and had another drink. Then, I overheard some muscular bro-types laughing, and talking about a ‘glory hole’. “I fucking dare you, bro,” said one friend to the other.

“Not unless you do it.”

“No way—there’s probably some fucking fat chick on the other end!”

I kept listening, and found out that they were talking about a hole that had been drilled between two outhouses. I sauntered over and watched as a girl emerged from the female side of the alleged culprit house. She was wiping her lips, and her cheeks were red. Did she just suck a guy through the hole?

My heart was pounding, and now, a new urge was tingling inside of me.

Maybe I could do it. Maybe I could… fool around, and feel like a girl… just for a few minutes.

When nobody was looking, I zipped into the outhouse. I locked the door and sat down on the seat. I took a minute to control my breathing. The loud bass of the music was thumping against the outhouse door.

There was a hole, about waist-height.

I waited and waited.

I listened as people came and went. I sat there for ten, twenty, thirty minutes. I felt stupider and stupider as time passed…

And then, a half-erect cock slowly emerged through the hole. I perked up. My heart nearly stopped as dread consumed me. What was I doing? What exactly was my plan?

I reached into my pocket and took out that tube of lipstick. Quietly, I rubbed some on my lips. Was I going to suck a stranger’s cock?

I wanted to know how it felt… I couldn’t stop myself. I reached out and gently grabbed it. I heard him gasp. I was trembling all over, but I went through with it—just stroking him at first, and then dropping to my knees and accepting him into my mouth.

I was expecting a rotten taste, like bad BO, but there was no taste. It was just clean skin. I sucked hard, until he was hard. Carefully, I took my shirt and pants off, so that I was just in that lingerie. I felt so pretty, so sexy… so naughty. On my hands and knees, I kept sucking—until he groaned and ejaculated. I moved away and got none of it on me. I splashed on the floor, and then after he was gone, I cleaned it with paper towel. When I was finishing up the cleaning, another cock came through. I grinned and blushed, and then I did it again…

And again, and again. I spent an hour and a half in that outhouse, sucking and rubbing strangers. My sensibilities were gone. I was just giggling and smiling, as if nothing was wrong—as if I wasn’t doing anything messed up.

Then, it finally hit me. I’m not sure what made me realize that it was crazy. I’m not sure what made me realize that I was acting totally insane. I snapped back to reality and looked down at the throbbing, erect cock in front of me. I covered my lips with the palm of my hand and backed away. I felt green. I quickly put my clothes on.

“Baby, you there?” a male voice whispered. I rubbed the lipstick off (what was left of it), and slipped out of the outhouse. I stumbled away, running, getting as far away as possible. I could feel my face turning pale. I was so ashamed of myself. I literally lost count of how many cocks I had in my mouth, how many cum-shots I watched spew across that outhouse… and how many I allowed in my mouth.

I found my own ride home. I just wanted to be home. I wanted to get far, far away from that music festival. I wanted to know what the hell was wrong with me.

But my sister’s clothes were at home… whispering to me… drawing me towards them. I knew that my sister was out; I knew that I had the house to myself. I knew that I could get away with it, and now, I was wondering how I would look with a cat eye makeup style… or a smokey eye… or maybe some heavy-blush E-girl makeup…

And all of her dresses! She had dozens and dozens of cute little nightclub dresses. I wanted to wear all of them…

No—I had to pull myself away. I went to the gym. I pushed heavy weights. That trans girl showed up, looking a little bit more convincing than the last time I saw her (she had a few days to hone her femininity, after all). Then, twenty minutes later, another trans girl came in—and I was sure that I’d seen her in the gym as a man before.

What on earth was happening? Why were these men choosing to be women? Why was Alan wearing panties? Why was Ernie shaving his legs? Why did I spent over an hour in an outhouse, playing with the cocks of strange men?

I lifted until my muscles were too sore to go on, and then I went home and took a double dose of Hulk Diet. It went down thick, tasting almost like… cum. And now I knew what that tasted like. I shuddered, and then I paused. I stared at my container of Hulk Diet. A strange sensation washed over me.

No… it couldn’t be…
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Imanaged to fight the urges for the next few days. I spent a lot of time at the gym… not my usual gym, but a gym a few miles away. It was further from home, but I was trying to avoid the familiar faces—and those trans girls. No, they weren’t doing anything bad to me directly, but when I saw them, I started thinking about my own identity. I only went home if I knew my sister or parents were home. If I knew that I would be alone, I went elsewhere: to bars, to the swimming pool… and sometimes I would even sleep at motels, just to hide from my house, if I knew that my sister was going to be out for the night.

It worked for a while, but the urges found me. A new trans girls started coming to my new gym, and she was cute. I kept looking at her and feeling… inspired. I would see her in little athletic skorts and think, ‘I would look so cute in that.’ And it wasn’t long before I caved to the urges. I went to the store and bought myself a little skort, and sports-bra (with pads), and some cute white sneakers that looked more feminine. I told the cashiers that I was buying gifts for a girlfriend.

I bought a little makeup kit, against my better judgement. I knew that I needed a haircut (I was weeks overdue now), but I didn’t go, not wanting to cut my hair. When I went to shave my face, I would also touch up my legs, keeping them hairless, even though I knew that it was so wrong; I was caving to those urges, and I couldn’t help it.

But it was a week later when I did something truly foolish, truly against my own will: I got dolled up and dressed up, and I went out… I went to a new gym, and I worked out as a girl. I was nervous as hell, until I saw that one of the other girls in the gym was a trans girl, and I think I looked a bit better than her. I caught her looking at me, and I’m sure she caught me looking at her. It wasn’t a romantic thing. We were checking each other out… Well, I don’t think she was checking me out. If anything, I was finding comfort in her presence, and I felt like I had to keep looking over at her… to make sure that she was okay.

It was so strange. We never spoke. We just did our workouts. Then, I went home and realized how insane it was that I went out dressed as a girl, and interacted with people as a girl (just the girl at the front desk, but still…). “Have you lost your fucking mind!?” I said to myself. I cleaned myself up and then I made a huge pint of Hulk Diet: the thickest, most protein-heavy shake I’d ever made. And I chugged it, because I was sure that all of this crazy nonsense would come to a swift end as soon as I had muscles on my body, as soon as my frame couldn’t pass as feminine any longer. I just had to get through this skinny stage.

I weighed myself for the first time in weeks. I was up… one pound. One measly pound after weeks of hard lifting. At this rate, it would be years before I looked ‘manly’… but I had to stick to it. I couldn’t let my ‘femininity’ consume me, chew me up and spit me back out. I’d already done so many things that I was ashamed of.

“This has to stop,” I said, looking at myself in the mirror. I was determined to stop it… but I couldn’t stop it. That night, a couple hours after chugging that Hulk Diet protein powder, I had the strongest urges ever. I tossed and turned. I was restless. My penis was tingling. If I closed my eyes, I started daydreaming about… cocks.

“I need to be with a man,” I whispered to myself.

My God, those urges were so strong! I couldn’t fight them. I just had to go out… one last time… as a girl.
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It was 11:30 PM when I stepped into the club, dressed in my sister’s glittering black club minidress. It had tiny straps that barely held up the dainty little dress. I loved the smell of my own perfume. I was still getting used to the white polish on my finger nails, and on my toenails, which were exposed in the open-toed heels that I nabbed from the front-hall closet.

I wasn’t in the club long before I started turning heads. I met eyes with a young man and he smiled. I looked away quickly. My heart was racing. I could feel sweat beginning to form on my back.

I moved towards the dance floor. I knew that there was a good chance that I was about to humiliate myself, but I started dancing anyway: just small movements. I’d never been much of a dancer, but now, for the first time ever, the thought of dancing to that heavy-bass pop music was just so much… fun.

And dancing helped to distract from the terror and dread of what I was doing. For a few minutes, I forgot how stupid I was being. I forgot about the terror of being recognized. I forgot about the horror of being ridiculed and exposed. For a few minutes, I didn’t have the horrible nightmare in my head: where someone snaps a photo of me and posts it online for everyone to see. In that moment, I was just enjoying being a girl.

But I knew that I wasn’t a girl. Why did I have these ideas?

I went to the bar, and a man quickly came up next to me. “Please let me buy you a drink. Anything you want.”

I blushed. I gently said, “I’d take a vodka soda.” And a moment later, it was in my hand. He smiled at me, and then he buzzed off to keep dancing. I made my way to the dance floor. A couple different guys had turns with me, grinding against me. I blushed when one of them noticed the bulge of my cock as it grazed him. He looked down and then back up. He smiled nervously. “I wouldn’t have guessed!” But he didn’t stick around. I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or not.

The fun continued. Another man bought me a drink. I kept dancing. I got pulled over to a group of women, and once they started talking, I realized they were trans girls. They thought that I was one of them; they didn’t realize that I wasn’t trans; I was just pretending for the night, trying to get weird urges out of my system.

“What’s your name?” one girl asked me with a masculine twang in her voice.

I had to think fast. “Chrissy,” I said. It wasn’t too much of a departure from my real name. I’d never been good at lying.

The girls invited me to go to another club—one that was open later. There, we met up with three more girls... trans girls. They introduced themselves to me, but there were too many of them; I couldn’t remember their names. Most of them, honestly, looking like biological women. It was around 2:00 AM when I overheard three of them setting up a gym date. “Where do you girls go to the gym?” I asked, still feeling a bit timid.

“Sam’s Fitness, on 12th,” said a cute little blonde with dark freckles. “Do you workout? You should join us!”

I blushed all over. I knew that it was bad, to invite more of this feminization into my life. I was trying to break away from all of this, but it seemed like it was just pulling me deeper down the feminized rabbit hole. “I could come,” I blushed.

We partied until 4:00 AM. I made out with a man on the dance floor. I even reached down and felt his hard shaft in his jeans. He blushed and said, “I want to take you home, but… I have a girlfriend.” I felt a bit embarrassed, but I still blushed. It felt exciting to think that I was able to make a man in a serious relationship have a serious hiccup.

I shared a taxi home with one of the girls. She lived nearby. She put her name and number in my phone and said, “Text me. We should hang out sometime and share makeup tips.”

“Sure,” I said softly. And then suddenly, I was sneaking in my house, trying not to wake anyone up as I went to the bathroom to get myself cleaned up. I took a long look at myself in the mirror, before and after cleaning up. I wasn’t sure which reflection I preferred, and that scared me. And now, I had more plans for the week to go out as ‘Chrissy’ than I did as Christopher.

I knew that I was losing grip of my life. I had no idea how to get the ship back on course. At this rate, I was heading for complete catastrophe.
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Before I continue my story, I should tell you about Alan and Ernie. First, I will tell you about Alan, because it was only the next day that Ernie came over to my house, and told me about Alan’s confession.

“Do you have a few minutes? I’m not really sure what to do right now,” Ernie said to me. So I let him in. We went up to my room. My heart stopped for a moment when he was walking into my room, and I wondered if I’d put away all of those makeup supplies. Luckily, they were put away.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I was out with Alan last night,” Ernie said. “He told me something… troubling.”

“What?”

“Well, he had a bit too much to drink. Then, I noticed that he was kind of… twitchy. He was nervous about something. He kept asking me if I noticed people looking at him. He went to the bathroom, like, ten times. I thought maybe he was sick, and then he finally snapped and he told me everything.

“About two weeks ago, Alan started taking hormone pills. He said that, about a month ago, he started to feel like a woman trapped in a man’s body. He said that it started with him being discouraged at the gym, seeing all of the jacked gym regulars, and then looking in the mirror and seeing a body that looked like it belonged to a sixteen-year-old flat-chested chick. He was really down on himself, and then he started to notice trans girls around town, and he wondered—I guess—if he could pass, so he tried dressing up a few times.

“He went online, on Plenty of Fish—you know, the dating website? He made a profile with a fake name, and he posted pictures of himself as a girl. For a week, he spent his nights flirting with guys. He swore to me that he’s not attracted to men, but he liked feeling validated, or something. He just kept doing it, until one of the men begged to meet up with him. So Alan built up the courage to go out, dressed as a girl.

“It was a sex date, at a motel. The guy was under the impression that Alan was trans—not just a guy wearing girl’s clothing… though I suppose there’s not much difference these days, right? It’s really just a matter of how you identify, I guess… but Alan told me that he doesn’t think he’s a chick. He just wanted some sort of validation.

“Well, at the motel, he got cold-feet, but the man wasn’t okay with that. Look—I don’t know if I should use this word. The consent was… questionable, but the man took Alan. Okay, I’ll just say it. He raped him. Apparently multiple times in the same night, but Alan stayed, even though he had chances to leave. Was it consensual? I don’t know, man—don’t ask me. I’m not going to play judge and jury. I’m just telling you what he told me…

“Alan saw the guy again a couple nights later: same thing, at a motel, and again, it went further than Alan was comfortable. After that, he ordered pills online, so he could… you know—have tits, and whatever…”

“So he is trans,” I said.

“No. I mean—he says he’s not. He told me that he just… couldn’t help it. He called it… an urge. He compared it to smoking. Like—smokers don’t want to be smokers, but they keep doing it, you know? They keep going to the store to buy more cigarettes, and that’s what Alan was doing. He just kept going out like that, and he kept pushing himself further and further. He started taking those pills. I—I think that’s why he broke down and told me everything; I think he was having, like, a hormonal episode.”

“Damn,” I said. “That… explains a little bit.”

“Oh, I’m not done,” Ernie said. “He told me a whole lot more.”

I paused. How could there be more? I’d seen Alan just a week earlier, and he seemed so… normal.

“So, Alan took more pictures of himself dolled up, but these were more… sexual. He posted them on a website, advertising himself as an escort. A day later, he was in a motel room with a client. He told me everything—in detail. I mean—I don’t want to gross you out, but the the guy fucked Alan until he was damn-near paralyzed. Still, Alan saw another client later that day. And you’d think that Alan would have a bunch of cash now… but no, he’s been spending it. I’m worried about him.”

“Why?”

“He put a down-payment on… tits.”

“Tits?”

He nodded his head. “You know, with a plastic surgeon. The surgery is next month, and… well, that’s why I’m here. I don’t know what to say to him. I don’t know how to talk sense into him. He told me, very firmly, that he’s not a woman. He’s not trans. He said he still dreams about finding a woman and being married and having kids. He told me he’s attracted to girls. But he said he just can’t help it; he wants to go and be a girl so badly.”

Now, I noticed that Ernie was pale, and his hands were trembling. “Is something wrong?” I asked.

“Huh?” he said.

“You… don’t look well,” I said. “What is it, Ernie? Talk to me.”

“I…” He took a deep breath. “I know what Alan is feeling.”

“I know,” I said, and then I told him that I saw his panties a couple weeks earlier.

“I have these urges too, Christopher, and they’re scaring me. I don’t know why, but I couldn’t tell Alan. I was afraid that if I told Alan, I would just be validating his own bad decisions. But these urges… they’ve been coming for me too, most at night. I’ll feel so normal during the days—maybe with a few little urges—but once I’m home from the gym, they just… amplify. I’d spent nearly a thousand dollars on clothes. I—I’ve been with a man. I didn’t want to do it, but I met up with this guy from Tinder, and… I let him dominate me. It hurt, but I let him do it. I felt so ashamed of myself, but I still messaged him and asked him if he could meet with me again.”

“You need to stop,” I said. My heart was racing. I hated that I could relate to Ernie’s story—of himself and of Alan.

“Christopher—I can’t,” he whispered. “I looked up the surgeon that Alan booked. I mean—my plan was to call him and tell him that Alan wasn’t totally sound, hoping they would cancel the surgery. But I saw the pictures… the before-and-after pictures. And… I just want it so badly. I want to know what it feels like to have boobs. I want to know what it feels like to have a man just… squeezing them! I want to know what they feel like when they’re bouncing up and down, when I’m on some guy’s lap. Why do I have these feelings?” Now, he was starting to tear up. “I don’t want to be a girl, but these urges are changing me. Maybe… Maybe I am trans; maybe I’m just in denial. I don’t know what to do. I sucked off a bouncer at a bar last night, while he made out with another girl.”

“Jesus, Ernie!” I gasped.

Then, teary eyed, he looked right into my eyes. “Am I a freak?” he asked. “Do you… never have urges like this? I don’t know what to do. I want to get rid of them, but nothing I do makes them go away.”

“I don’t know,” I said, heart racing. “But you have to stop. You can’t keep entertaining those thoughts.”

“I let him cum inside of me,” Ernie went on. “No condom. Just… raw. I felt it… and I liked it. I clenched it in for… hours. I didn’t want it to spill out of me.”

“Stop,” I said.

“It felt so good,” Ernie went on, wiping a tear from his eye. “I felt like such a slut… I like feeling like a slut. He fucked me again, with that cum still in me. I felt it sloshing around. It was so gross, but so hot…”

“I said stop!” I barked. My body was tingling.

“I’ve even been thinking of how to afford implants… like Alan. I’ve thought about doing what he’s doing.”

“You can’t!” I said. “These feelings… they’re not your feelings. They’re… wrong. They’re coming from somewhere else—or something else. I don’t know. But these girly feelings aren’t natural. You can beat them. You just need to…”

He stared into my eyes. “What?” he said, seemingly hopeful that I could give him a solution.

“I—I don’t know,” I said. “I—I’ll think of something.”
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Ifigured out what was happening a few hours later, when I went to the gym for my scheduled meeting, as Chrissy. I felt so wrong, being there as a girl after having just told Ernie to pull himself together, to stop being a girl. I was being a hypocrite…

But like he said: it was an urge that I couldn’t fight.

I met up with that group of girls, and then I looked around and noticed a couple other trans girls in that gym. Ten minutes into our workout, I noticed a trend: all of the trans girls had Hulk Diet bottles.

My heart began to race. No… it couldn’t be… Could it?

Surely, they would have billions of dollars in lawsuits. They couldn’t possibly be putting out a product that made men… want to be women! It seemed so ludicrous, but how else could any of this be explained?

“Do you guys take Hulk Diet too?” I asked my new friends.

They smiled. “It’s the best tasting protein powder I’ve ever had. The other brands all taste… like chalk.”

“Yeah,” agreed another. “And the price is just the best. You can’t beat Hulk Diet.”

My heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. I had to investigate further. It just seemed so impossible, that protein powder could do this to a person. After working out, I went home and read the label on my container. I looked online for evidence. I tried looking up the long-named ingredients, but I found nothing…

But I did know a guy who worked for Hulk Diet! Wade, who got discounts for me, and Alan, and Ernie. I rushed to my phone and tried to ring him. He was coughing when he answered. “Hey Christopher, what’s up?”

“I need to talk to you.”

“About what?”

“What they put in Hulk Diet. It’s an emergency.”

Suddenly, he was silent. Then, he coughed and said, “I actually have to take a call from my doctor.”

I tried calling him back twenty minutes later, but he didn’t pick up. Twenty minutes after that, there was still no answer—so I got in my car and went to his place. When I knocked, I saw him through the window, perking up. He looked around, as if thinking about hiding, but he knew he’d been caught. I opened his door, which was unlocked. “What do you know?” I said.

“I’m at home sick,” he said. “It’s a bad cold. It might be Covid. You don’t want to catch this. Come back another time.”

“No,” I said. “You need to tell me what the hell is going on. I can tell that you know. Hulk Diet is changing men into women, isn’t it?”

He turned pale. He looked over my shoulder, and then he rushed me into his house. “Okay—you have to keep your mouth shut, or I’ll lose my job, and they’ll sue me for every penny I’ll ever make in my life.”

“Speak,” I growled.

“I wanted to tell you and Alan after the first settlement,” he said softly. Then he coughed into his fist. “But… I signed a very, very serious NDA. I really can’t be talking about this.”

“Tell me what you know.”

“There’s a compound in the powder. It’s an incredibly omega-rich compound that is super abundant in cow’s milk. It’s synthesized, so one scoop of the powder contains, like, fifty gallons-worth of this compound. But… it also contains hormones. And to cut costs, Hulk Diet sources its milk from a farm that happens to use a lot of hormones so their cows produce more milk. That hormone gets into the milk. It’s… basically estrogen.”

“Tell me you’re kidding,” I said.

He shook his head. “Just stop taking it. Tell Alan to stop taking it—and your other friend. But don’t say a damn word about this, or they will end me.”

“They can’t keep selling this!”

“They can though,” he said, pale. “This particular compound is outrageously cheap to synthesize, compared to what other protein powders use. Even at half the price of the other powders, the profit margin is still massive—and I mean massive, Christopher; I’ve seen the numbers. They’re making more than enough to pay the settlements and the hush money, while still clearing a billion per year. It’s just a profit thing.”

“They’re turning everyone into women!” I cried.

“Not everyone,” he blushed. “Just… a good number of young men who are trying to bulk up.” He smiled awkwardly. “Most established gym rats already have a preferred powder. And, honestly, most guys don’t workout or take protein supplements.”

“This is insane. This is… comic book villain tier shit!”

“Well, I’m not doing it; I’m just organizing ad campaigns, okay? This is just a job for me. Now please—I risked my livelihood telling you this; the least you can do is keep your mouth shut about it. I don’t want to lose my job. I don’t want to be sued.

“In fact. You want real advice? Get a lawyer, get him to draft a letter. Threaten to go to the media. A lawsuit won’t hold up; there are all sorts of warnings on the inner label that would sink you in court—but Hulk Diet wants to avoid the media about this. They will settle. It will be an easy million dollars. Trust me; tons of people have done it.”

I left, frustrated. But when I got home, I felt those urges. I fought them, knowing that they were just from that powder. I fought them hard. Then, that night, a new urge came, and it was almost stronger than the feminine urges…

It was an urge to drink more Hulk Diet.

I called Wade, and he admitted that they put a certain chemical in the mix to make it addictive. “It’s going to take a week to detox, man,” he said. “I’m really sorry. I meant to tell you as soon as I found out. I wouldn’t have gotten you a deal on the stuff if I knew about it.”

I hung up on him, furious… but appreciative that he told me.

I took the bin of Hulk Diet and emptied it into my sink, and washed it down with tap water. My body ached, watching it go down. An hour later, I had the urge to go down to the supplement store to buy more.

“It’s so cheap,” I whispered. I could get a whole tub for less than twenty bucks…

But I had to fight those urges. I had to detox. I had to get my life back from the corporate demons who stole it from me… and I had to help Alan and Ernie too, before they destroyed themselves further.
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My phone call with Alan didn’t go well. He called me a conspiracy theorist. He refused to call up Wade for himself. He yelled at me and accused me of trying to humiliate him. Then he cursed Ernie for spilling gossip.

When I called Ernie, Ernie was a bit more receptive, but his reaction was almost more terrifying. “You need to stop taking it,” I told him.

“I know,” he said. “But… I think I might actually want to be a girl, Christopher. I’ve done a lot of thinking over the past twenty-four hours. And… I like being a girl. I like the attention. People are nicer to me. I feel more confident.”

“It’s just chemicals in your brain, Ernie!” I pleaded.

“I don’t think so. I think that this Hulk Diet just showed me a part of myself.”

I groaned. After getting off the phone, I caved to my own cravings. My sister was out, so I went and put on a pleated skirt and a button-up blouse. I didn’t need a wig anymore; my hair had grown into a natural sort of bob, and it was cute. I put on makeup, and I tried to fight the urge, but I went out anyway.

I went to a club. I danced. I let men buy me drinks. I sucked a young football player off in the bathroom and let him cum on my tongue. I swallowed. Then, I made out with another man on the dance floor.

I went home feeling ashamed of myself. But I did manage to resist one urge: I didn’t consume more Hulk Diet… because there was none available to me; I’d put it all down the sink, and the stores were all closed.

And I caught a break the next day: a huge storm that took the power out, so the stores remained closed. I couldn’t even go buy more Hulk Diet.

I realized that detoxing wasn’t going to be easy. I needed to escape the world until the urges were gone. And I had to take Alan and Ernie with me, to save them.
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Irented a cabin, about ninety minutes from town, in a remote area. It had a long, long driveway that went to a dirt road, which stretched for miles before it reached the highway. “A one night getaway,” I said to Alan and Ernie. “Just bring some drinks and we’ll have a good time.”

Alan was nervous. “Are you going to spend the night trying to convince me that I’m an idiot?”

“No,” I said, and it wasn’t a lie; I had no intention of convincing them anything. I wasn’t going to use my words.

Ernie was excited. He showed up as a girl, wearing a little skirt and a soft sweater, and a blonde wig. He actually looked cute, and the sight of him filled my body with intense urges, making me want to pull the plug on the whole operation. The thought of going back to femininity was so alluring. I really considered it, but before I considered it too much, I took a knife and I took the air out of all our tires. While the guys were chatting in the living room, I nabbed cellphones and dumped them into the pond out back. I found that they both brought bags of Hulk Diet—and I considered pouring their bags into some milk so that I could drink it myself—but I resisted. I dumped the powder into the pond out back.

It was an hour before the guys noticed what I’d done. They were, as you can imagine, furious.

Then, I admitted that I’d booked the cabin for two weeks. “There’s enough food here for all of us—and liquor too. I brought games, movies, fishing rods.”

“I’m going to lose my job!” Alan cried.

“I hired a car to come and get us in two weeks,” I explained. “It’s going to be an awkward two weeks, but we’re going to make it out of this together.”

“You don’t understand!” Ernie snapped. “I told you: this is who I am.”

“If that’s true, you can prove it in two weeks, with no Hulk Diet in your system.”

“I have to work,” Alan said.

“You work as an escort!” I snapped. “And you’re going to get yourself killed if you keep that up, Alan. It’s just a matter of time before some guy feels like he needs to kill you to keep you a secret from his wife.”

Alan’s face turned white and he said nothing back.

“Yes,” I said. “I am, indeed, keeping you here against your will, but it’s for your own good. I’m helping you. I’m saving you from something that’s been thrust upon you without your consent.”

They both glared at me, looking like they wanted to rip my head off.

It was starting to rain. The men began to discuss an exit strategy. They were looking at an old map, trying to figure out how long it would take to hike to the highway, so they could hitchhike home. Sunset came, and they decided that they would begin the trip in the morning.

That night, Alan tore up the cabin looking for feminine clothes to wear. He was determined to find something—even a sheet that could be made to look like a skirt. But his attempts ended in frustration. I heard him stomping around in his room.

The rain intensified the next morning. Hiking to the highway simply wasn’t an option. I was happy; it seemed like my plan was working. Their urges weren’t going away—and neither were mine—but I knew that we were creeping towards that ‘finish line’. I knew that I just needed to keep them—and myself—away from Hulk Diet…

I knew that the urges would go away eventually…

And I knew there would be hurdles. For me, the first major hurdle came that second night at the cabin. Alan and Ernie fell asleep on the couch, by the fire, exhausted from roughly thirty-six hours without sleep. Neither of them were able to sleep that first night, like drug addicts spending their first night in detox. I heard Alan moaning all night, pacing around, and occasionally marching outside as if he was going to start hiking back to town. But after a few minutes, he was back inside, pouting and grunting.

Now, they were asleep, and my own temptations were getting the better of me. I crept towards Alan’s bag, intending to take his feminine clothes and dispose of them… but I ended up stripping down to try them on. I felt surges of those familiar euphorias. I remembered how amazing it felt to feel pretty, to feel sexy. I spun in front of the mirror and admired my own blushing face, even though I wasn’t wearing any makeup.

My heart raced, knowing that I was indulging in bad behaviour. I knew that I needed to cut it out.

Then, Ernie walked into the room. “Hypocrite,” he said. But he was grinning, biting his bottom lip. He skipped over to the same bag and pulled out a small minidress. He hummed in a feminine way as he slipped into it.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I said nervously.

“If you get to do it, I get to do it,” he said, using that girly voice that was so impressively convincing.

Then, she spanked me on the bum, making me yelp. I giggled, and a torrent of feminine feelings rushed into me. I remembered exactly what made being a girl so much fun. And it wasn’t even five minutes later that we were on the bed, fooling around like a couple of kinky lesbians.

She made me feel so sexy, touching me all over. And when I felt sexy, I became aroused. And once I was aroused, she wanted me inside of her. “Me first,” she giggled grabbing my cock and shoving it into her asshole. She bounced on me until I couldn’t hold back. I spewed inside of her bum, and then we rolled over and swapped positions. She made me moan. She made me feel like a girl. She made me consider hiking back to town to get some Hulk Diet, so I could see just how girly I could become.

But once the moment was over, the clarity came hard—and not just for me. Ernie had a pale look on her face: guilt and confusion. We split ways without saying anything. I managed to fall asleep after a few hours of tossing and turning, and when I woke up, I still had some of that clarity.

The next day was another hard one. Alan had decided that he wasn’t going to stand for this prison treatment. He packed his bags and started the hike to the highway. After a couple of hours, I realized that he really was committing to leaving. Now, it was just me and Ernie in that cabin… and it was the evening when we both caved and decided to mess around like the night before—but this time, we weren’t trying o be quiet; we were alone, with nobody around for many, many miles. We fucked in every room. We fucked in every position. We screamed and moaned and we drained each other…

And the clarity came when we were both finished. The guilt and confusion swept in. We went to different rooms to sleep. Then, we woke up to the sound of crunching gravel under tires and then of footsteps entering the cabin.

Alan was back, looking rough, looking defeated. “I made it back to my place,” he said softly. “I got dressed up. I went out. I had fun. I met a guy at a bar, and… after we were finished at his place, I just felt… weird. Something didn’t feel right.”

“Did you take any more Hulk Diet?” I asked.

He nodded his head. “Almost, but I stopped myself. I—I think I need this detox.” He walked up to me and handed me his keys. “Hide them—somewhere that I won’t find them.”

Another couple of rough days went by, and then, suddenly, the urges were starting to fade. A whole day went by when I had no desire to put on any lingerie or a dress or panties, or to do my makeup or style my hair. I even built up the courage to cut off my hair! I could feel that the Hulk Diet was starting to leave my system—and the timeline added up; the chemical compound had passed its ‘half-life’. Ernie, also, was starting to act more like a man.

But Alan was still very much in the girly mindset. That night, I went into the bathroom and found him putting on lipstick. I don’t know where he got it, because I made a point of finding everything girly and removing it from the house.

Later that night, while I was falling asleep, she crept into the room, fully dolled up, and crawled under my covers. I tried to tell her to stop, but I ended up caving when I felt her lips around my shaft. I went docile as she began to suck my shaft. I let her do it. I let her suck me until she got me off—and then I let her swallow my load…

At least she wasn’t drinking more Hulk Diet.

The next day was even easier… for me, and for Ernie. The desires were fading fast. We were starting to feel like men. We went outside together and built a small ‘gym’ out of logs and stumps. We challenged each other to lift heavier and heavier logs. We cooked a heavy protein lunch of fish that we caught out in the river. It was nice, feeling like a man.

But Alan wasn’t on the same wavelength, making me think that he’d consumed some Hulk Diet when he made it back home. His detox was going to take longer. Again that night, Alan came into my room, dolled up. This time, she sat on my lap, accepting my cock into her anus, and she bounced on me hard. Ernie came in, hearing the moaning. Instead of shaming us, he joined in. He mounted her from behind and pressed his erection into her asshole, along with mine. We took Alan together, ejaculating at the same moment inside of that tight hole.

It happened again the next day, midday. Alan went to the bathroom and emerged as a woman—and it was hard to resist her. She was more convincing than ever. Her body was so soft and so inviting. She was so… willing. We took turns with her. We all got carried away, and we all forgot about the reason we were there. I spanked her ass so hard. Ernie plunged her throat. We spun her around and plugged her repeatedly, and we all got off multiple times.

And the next day, she asked for more. The day after that too. The sex was blissful, though we all knew that it was wrong. We knew that it was maybe helping me and Ernie, but it was only doing harm to Alan’s recovery. Alan would have to live with all of this once he was back in a proper state of mind…

But that proper state of mind just wasn’t coming. The days kept passing, and Alan was only becoming more slutty, craving cock with more ferocity—and her femininity was becoming more convincing.

I was becoming increasingly convinced that Alan was still drinking Hulk Diet. So I kept a closer eye on him—or, I should say her, because Alan was always acting like a girl now, even when wearing boy clothes. Ernie and I decided to watch her in shifts. Someone always went with her to the kitchen. When she was out for a walk, one of us was with her, while the other was inspecting every inch of that cabin, looking for hidden supplement.

We found nothing. We never caught her taking Hulk Diet. But still, she was insatiably feminine. If we hid her feminine clothes, she would beg and beg for us to give them back—and we would fold once she started offering sexual favours. Our own horniness was always getting the better of us.

After ten days in the cabin, Alan had only become more of a woman. Now, my urges were gone. Ernie’s urges were gone. We had a good chat about how happy we were to be free from the influence of that ‘drug’. We talked about a plan to go public with what we now knew, to hopefully help other young men who were under Hulk Diet’s influence.

But for Alan, the same recovery wasn’t coming to fruition. For Alan, the only changes were in the direction of femininity. Alan’s entire personality had been taken over by this feminine beast, and I began to wonder if maybe there was some sort of point of no return with Hulk Diet; maybe Alan just took one dose too many.

The cabin rental came to an end. The owner of the cabin showed up to get the keys from me, and we packed everything up and headed home. It was a bittersweet departure. I felt like the detox saved my life, and Ernie felt the same way. But Alan’s outcome was different.

Just one week later, Alan got on a plane and went to Montreal for a planned facial feminization surgery. They carefully adjusted the bone structure of his face to make him look even more convincing—I would even say ultimately convincing (no person could possibly tell that Alan was once a male). Just a week after that, Alan went back to Montreal for vocal feminization surgery: an operation to the vocal cords, which had a remarkable result.

For Alan, there was no turning back now. Even taking two weeks away from testosterone blockers and estrogen supplements didn’t hinder her progress.

Her new name was Alana; she had it legally changed.

She sent me a message one afternoon. “Want to hit up the gym with me?” she asked. It had been a couple of weeks since I’d hit up the gym; life had gotten so busy, playing catch-up with everything that I missed while at the cabin (particularly with work). I was a bit nervous to go to the gym, knowing that I’d probably lost my gains.

It was the first time I’d seen Alana in a few weeks. I almost didn’t recognize her in her tight booty shorts and her fitted sports bra. “I’m doing chest and shoulders,” she said with a small smile.

“You look good,” I said to her, blushing.

I looked around the gym. Unsurprisingly, there were many Hulk Diet bottles (they came free with a large bag of the powder). There were six girls who were visibly trans—three were very convincing, but not quite yet on the same level as Alana. Three were newer to the feminization game. A few of them eyed me curiously, interested, as men were apparently a rare sighting in gyms nowadays.

“You look good too,” Alana said to me, and then we got to working out. It was during our second set that I noticed her bottle.

“Vegan Fit?” I said, reading the label. “Are you vegan?”

“No,” she giggled. “I just wanted something that was high protein but super low calories. I like that this one has all the vitamins and stuff—I’m more interested in getting the nutrients than the gains.”

“No more Hulk Diet?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No—I stopped that a long time ago. My doctor told me that I couldn’t take it with my estrogen pills; it could mess up my hormones.”

“Oh…” I said. “Good for you.”

We kept working out. When I spotting her, I couldn’t help but admire her body: her perky bum when she was doing squats, her toned abs when she was doing bench press. I liked her pouty lips and her little nose. She’d recently gotten false lashes, which really suited her face. When she started to sweat, she actually smelled like a girl: that distinct girl sweat smell.

In a weird way, I was proud of her. “I’m sorry for… the whole cabin thing,” I said to her.

“It’s okay,” she smiled. “It was… an important experience for me.”

“Me too,” I said. It was true; I really did learn something in that cabin: sometimes things happen that chance our lives, and sometimes it’s not what we want… but other times, it’s exactly what we want, deep down.

Hulk Diet almost turned me into a girl, and that’s not what I wanted. I didn’t want to be a girl, though I had fun being a girl while it lasted. For Alana, it was a different situation. Alana wanted to be a girl; those feelings had probably always been there. When those feminine changes and girly feelings started coming in hard, it was probably bliss for her. Maybe she handled the surge of hormones the wrong way; maybe she got carried away with her feminization, and she allowed herself to indulge in borderline dangerous behaviour (like escorting), but she was finding her way now; her life was better than ever before, and she really did owe it to Hulk Diet.

Now, that doesn’t mean that Hulk Diet was absolved of responsibility. That didn’t mean that they’d done something altruistic or even something somewhat acceptable. Not at all—and the courts agreed. Ernie and I were part of a class-action lawsuit that involved fifty other people, and we were all paid one million dollars in the settlement. A month after being paid, Hulk Diet quietly went out of business… sort of. The owner started a new company, called Feminization Nation. They sold a line of protein supplements, aimed at young men who wanted to supercharge their male-to-female feminization process. It was, essentially, the same product, but in a pink tub—and without the lies. Now, the people buying it knew what they were getting into, and it was quickly embraced by the trans community as an extraordinary helpful supplement in the feminization process.

I ended up packing on about fifteen pounds in six months. It was a good transformation for me. Ernie went even harder, putting on forty pounds in the same time frame. He got big, fast. Sure, it wasn’t all muscle; it wasn’t a super-clean bulk, but he was almost benching twice what I could lift, and he was planning on cutting soon. He had women all over him. Good for him.

Maybe I would have spent more time at the gym, getting huge, if I needed more help with the ladies—but I was doing just fine. I asked Alana on a date, and one date quickly turned into a dozen dates—and it seemed like the blink of an eye before we were moving in together. Our relationship just worked; I understood her on a level that most men just couldn’t; in a way, I’d been in her shoes before (sometimes literally). I knew what it was like to be a male-to-female transgender, even though, for me, it didn’t turn out to be a permanent thing.

Still, from time to time, when it was late at night and we were alone in our bedroom, she would convince me to put on a little nightgown before we made love. Sometimes it felt a bit awkward, especially now that I had shoulders—but it was just for fun, and it was nice to feel cute from time to time. No, I wasn’t about to invest in hormone pills and feminization surgeries; I still enjoyed being a man, and that’s how I wanted to be in my life. But in the bedroom, some girly feelings weren’t off the table.

THE END
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THE CELEBRITY’S SECRET



Bug never had any luck with women, because he just wasn’t very interesting. He had nothing to say on dates, because he really didn’t have any hobbies. Well, he used to play bass guitar back in high school—so in an attempt to make himself more interesting, he finds a casual band that needs a bass player.

One thing leads to another, and suddenly, Bug’s band is looking to play a serious set on a major national broadcast. When their singer drops out due to stage fright, Bug is forced to step up to the mic. He’s expecting a complete train wreck—not a major record deal, and not a contract with an agency that represents the biggest celebrities in the world.

And he’s certainly not expecting the interest of Mara Chamberlain, one of the hottest movie stars. She’s the dream girl of every man in the country, but it’s Bug that she wants. Bug can’t figure out why, but he’s going to find out in a big, hard way.
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It was our biggest-ever gig; none of us could believe that our agent had gotten it for us.

Sure, maybe we didn’t exactly get the job because we were the greatest musicians available. Maybe we only got the gig because the Canadian government was sponsoring that New Years Eve event, and they had certain quotas that they had to meet, and our band just happened to have a ‘visible minority’ as our lead singer, and he happened to be Native American, and our agent just happened to be the agent that was contacted by the government office in charge of booking acts for that particular broadcast, and we happened to be the only band in our agent’s roster with a Native American frontman…

Okay—never mind any of that. Long story short: after only having ever played a dozen or so bar gigs, we were suddenly preparing to play the most-watched New Years Eve broadcast in the country. We weren’t headlining. It was an opening act: three original songs… which was all we had (we usually filled our sets with many, many covers).

We had three weeks to rehearse, and we were rehearsing daily. During one of our rehearsals, CBC showed up to film us. The cameras were mostly turned to John, our singer. He was tense and nervous. After CBC left, he had a mini panic attack and told me that he was thinking of dropping out of the show. “I’m really sorry, Bug,” he said. “I just don’t know if I can do it.”

“You have to,” I said, putting a hand on his shoulder. “It’s just three songs. We can do it.”

John had always struggled with performing. He was a talented singer, but his live performances were… subpar. He was always too scared to project, and when he held back, the quality of his voice suffered. Just a few weeks earlier, we were asked to leave a bar after playing one of two sets we were hired to play. “Patrons keep complaining about the noise. Sorry, boys,” said the bar manager.

No—we weren’t a successful band. We weren’t even a good band; I’ll be the first to admit it. None of us had ever ‘dreamed’ of making it big as musicians. Jeff, our guitar player, was a carpenter and owned his own business and had two kids and a wife and could usually only jam once every two weeks. Braxton, our keys player, was sixty-two, with a grandchild; he was recently retired and only joined our band so that he could play covers of The Doors. John was a plumber; Jeff met him during a job and John revealed that he liked to sing. They found me, the bass player, through a Craigslist ad, which I only put out because my therapist urged me to ‘get out more’ and ‘meet friends with similar interests.’ We certainly weren’t trying to be the next big thing.

But still, the idea of performing on a major national broadcast was exciting. It was an experience that I wanted to experience, even though it wasn’t something I ever wanted before it was presented to us. Why? Well… I guess I felt it would make me seem more interesting, more exciting. I’d been having some serious struggles on the dating front: to put it bluntly, women just weren’t interested in me. I had a crappy job making minimum wage. I didn’t meet the six-foot requirement that most women had on their Tinder profiles. I hadn’t been to the gym in a decade because I couldn’t justify the price of the membership.

I wasn’t a catch. Whenever I did manage to secure a date, things would go sour fast. We would sit down to talk, and within ten minutes, I would have nothing to say. My worst childhood fear had become a reality: I was boring. I was nearing thirty, and I had nothing of value to give to a woman…

Until now! Now, I could go on a date with a woman and say, “Why yes, I did perform a set on the New Years Eve broadcast. Yes, we did open for Drake, technically. Yes, two-hundred thousand people did tune in to watch, and you can get our music on Spotify.”

Okay, we were still working on the Spotify thing… We tried to record once, but John’s voice was shaky and Matt’s drumming was way off the tempo. The recordings we unusable, but we were eventually going to try again.

For the other guys in the band, the band didn’t mean much; it was a cute little pastime—and that’s all it was for me, too, until this big opportunity came around.

John expressed his concerns the night before the broadcast. “I’m really sorry, Bug, but I’ve been thinking a lot about this, and I just can’t perform tomorrow. I haven’t slept. I’ve been sick. I’ve had no appetite. I know that my grandma and her nursing home friends will be watching, and I don’t want to embarrass myself in front of my grandma and her nursing home friends.”

I tried to shake some sense into him. “Who cares about any of that? This is a once in a lifetime opportunity. We can’t pass it by.”

“I don’t really care if we do it or not,” Jeff said, shrugging his shoulders. “My wife wants me to take her out anyway—I have a better chance of getting laid if we skip the show.”

I tried to speak, but I was rendered speechless.

“I don’t want to force John into it if it makes him uncomfortable.” Braxton said, scratching his beard, which he’d refused to trim after our agent strongly suggested he do so before the broadcast. “This whole thing just feels like… selling out to me. I don’t want to sell out. By the way, did you guys learn the parts for People Are Strange yet?”

“I can’t believe you guys!” I gasped. “We have to play this show! It—It’s the biggest show we’ll ever play.”

“I don’t really care,” Matt said, shrugging his shoulders. “The only people I know who watch CBC anymore are… like, eighty years old. It doesn’t exactly feel cool to play for senior citizens.”

“Guys!” I cried. “We have to do it.”

“I can’t,” John said. “I’m sorry, Bug. I know it means a lot to you, but I just can’t.” And with that, John put down his notebook, which he usually held on stage because he struggled to memorize lyrics, and he left. The other guys just stood there, looking awkwardly at me, because for them, it meant nothing; they really didn’t care one way or another. For them, it wasn’t a big deal like it was for me.

“I—I don’t know what to say,” I said.

“Well we can’t play without a singer, so I guess that’s that,” Matt shrugged.

“I’ll sing,” I said, feeling my skin turning pale. “I can sing. I’ll just sing and play. It’s not a big deal.”

I’m going to skip over some details so that I won’t bore you. The next twenty-four hours were very rocky. The worst part was the call with our agent, when he found out John was out. “You only got the gig because of John, you fools!” he barked.

“So they don’t want us without John?” I asked.

“No—they don’t want you… but now they need you, because it’s too late to fill the vacancy. Your sound-check is in four hours. And just so you know, after we get paid for tonight, you are no longer my clients.” He stormed off, swearing under his breath. He screamed some terrible profanities from the next room, and then he called a van to have us and our gear taken to the sound stage where the event was being broadcasted from.

Matt, Braxton, and Jeff were willing to do the show with me singing. They really didn’t care one way or another if the show was an absolute disaster. I think they were going through with it as a favour to me, because they knew it meant a lot to me. And I will always cherish them for it, even though none of them put in a whole lot of effort.

We arrived at the stage, which was set up downtown Toronto, with streets blocked off, and hug crowds of people gathered around to hear Drake’s sound-check. Sadly for them, Drake would skip his sound-check, and the only sound-check they would get would be our sound-check, with me singing into a microphone for the first time in my life.

There were some pale faces in the crowd. I swear I could hear giggling from two blocks away. I don’t think my singing was that bad… a bit shaky, but not bad. The sound-check was rushed; the production team was running behind schedule. We played half a song before they sent us away. Our agent was there, covering his face with the palms of his hands. “The biggest paycheque of my career, and this is how it’s unfolding,” he groaned. “Please just put me out of my misery.”

We were given meal vouchers for a nearby restaurant, so we went over to eat while the production team began letting people into the area for the broadcast that would be starting shortly. We saw the restaurant TVs all change to CBC, which was now playing the news. “The famous New Years Eve Broadcast will begin in just forty minutes, and—my oh my, is it a fabulous lineup tonight!” said the news anchor. “We’ve got Drake headlining. We’ve got six other up-and-coming Canadian bands playing original music. We’ll be seeing performances from Erin Clarkson, Myles Syrota, and comedian Jimmy Chetnik. It’s all happening here on CBC—the biggest New Years Eve broadcast yet.”

My heart was racing. They didn’t name our band, and maybe that was for the best. Maybe we didn’t need any extra attention. I went to the bathroom and tried to call John. I left two messages on his machine, pleading him to come and perform, so I wouldn’t have to sing in front of hundreds of thousands of people. Now, I was starting to feel what John was feeling: a terrible anxiety, begging me not to go through with the performance. Meanwhile, my bandmates were just drinking and laughing at the bar, as if nothing unusual was happening.

I went back to my band and saw that our agent (soon to be ex-agent) was saying something to my bandmates. “Did I miss anything?” I asked.

“Your slot changed. You guys will be going on at nine now—in three hours. Russell Peters just dropped out as host—family emergency.”

“So who’s hosting then?” I asked.

“Mara Chamberlain,” he said, and then he buzzed off as if he had other things to do.

The eyes of my bandmates grew wide—and mine probably did too. “Did he say Mara Chamberlain?” Matt asked, flushing red. Mara Chamberlain was one of the biggest stars our country had ever produced. She’d recently been the star of a big Marvel movie. She hosted SNL twice in the past year. She’d briefly been dating Miley Cyrus’s ex-husband, and their short relationship was constantly on the cover of every grocery store tabloid.

And, more importantly to us men, Mara had graced the cover of Playboy Magazine, and her issue was rated one of the top five Playboy appearances of all time. Yes, her breasts and pussy were in the magazine for all to see, and she looked like an absolute goddess.

It was only twenty minutes later when our agent found us to let us know that production wanted us to report to our trailer, so we could go over our spot with the producers, and with Mara Chamberlain. “We’re going to meet with her?” I asked softly.

“She’s meeting with all of the acts. Everyone needs to be on the same page. Now let’s go.”
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This story is about me and Mara Chamberlain.

While I could spend twenty chapters gushing and ranting about meeting her, seeing her in the flesh, speaking to her, and getting to know her… I will try my best to keep it short, because the events that unfolded weeks later are far more crucial to this tale than the details of our meeting.

Mara came into our trailer looking stunning. She was wearing a gold sparkling minidress. Her short, trendy hair was perfect on her head. Her skin was glowing—almost literally. I’d never seen someone glow like that. And the way she smelled… it was almost like she was a different species: some higher life-form that was just beyond whatever I was. I was completely in awe, starstruck, even though I can’t say that I’d ever been a ‘fan’. Sure, I knew she was famous and I’d seen a couple of her movies… but still, it was like being graced by a real goddess.

The room turned silent when she entered. She smiled at us and then said, “I heard your demos. You guys are fun.”

None of us could speak. Matt managed to stutter something incomprehensible.

“I’m excited for your set. Where’s the singer?”

“B—Bug is actually going to be singing tonight,” our agent said, and then the producer in the room whipped his gaze over to our agent. There was a terrible look of frustration, but the producer said nothing out of fear of being racist. I guess you can’t outright say, ‘We only hired you because we wanted the native guy on TV.’ Our agent sulked his head in shame.

But Mara didn’t care. She looked at me and smiled. “You’re Bug, right?” she said. I don’t know how she knew it. Maybe she did some research before walking in. Maybe she had a little earpiece in her ear and someone was telling her what to say.

Her sparkling skin made me tremble. Look—I’ve never been one of those guys who worships celebrities. In fact, I’ve never liked celebrities. I worked at a supplement store downtown Toronto, and the occasional celeb would come in—whoever was in town shooting a movie—and their security guys would come in and shut the whole place down so the famous dude or dudette could shop in peace while crowds gathered at the windows. I always thought the whole thing was nonsense. I found the celebrities to be annoying. They always seemed frustrated when I charged them, as if they were used to getting what they wanted for free.

But Mara had a difference essence about her. She seemed to float around in an ethereal way. She was so graceful, so kind, so happy. She knew our song names. She knew our names. She looked into my eyes when I spoke, and when she spoke, she looked into mine. She laughed at my stupid jokes. She hugged me before leaving, and wished me good luck.

Then, when we took to the stage, she was there, handing me the microphone. “You’re going to do great,” she said softly to me. “Just be yourself.”

And somehow, her words had impact. She spoke with so much authority and confidence. I really believed her when she told me that I was going to do great. So I was suddenly… fearless. I didn’t care that there were eight thousand people crowding that street, staring at me. I didn’t care that another 200,000 were watching on television. I didn’t worry about the fact that I was going to sing live for the first time, in the worst possible setting.

I just did it. I didn’t hold back. I gave the set everything I had, and then Mara came onto the stage, hugged me on live television, and I skirted off the stage. It was all over. My heart was racing. My palms were drenched in sweat. The back of my neck was damp.

My bandmates wanted to drink and celebrate. Jeff took off to be with his wife, because it was apparently also their anniversary. My phone did not stop buzzing until well after midnight. My following on Instagram went from 124 to 34,030 in just a few hours.

And when I went to Instagram to change my notification settings, so it would stop buzzing, I saw that there was an option to only receive notifications from ‘verified’ people, so I clicked that, assuming it would mean me getting no notifications. It’s not like any ‘verifiable’ people cared about me.

But it was 2:00 AM when I got one more Instagram notification. “Mara Chamberlain wants to be your friend on Instagram.” For a minute, I thought that it was some sort of prank. Then, when I saw that it was actually her account, I assumed that it was just her PR team. Then, after accepting the request, I received a message, and I realized that it was actually her.

“Your band was so good tonight, Bug!” she said. “I’m having a little house-warming party next week and I would love it if you guys would play a little set for me!”

Before replying to her, I found a replay of our set, because I wasn’t sure whether or not to believe her. I’d seen footage of our band playing before, and even I wasn’t impressed. When Mara Chamberlain hosted SNL the first time, the Foo Fighters played a set. And the second time she hosted, Miley Cyrus debuted a new song. It was hard to believe that she really wanted Fog Hound to play her private event.

But of course I said, “Absolutely. Count us in.”

“I’ll introduce you to some of my friends too. A couple of them are musicians. I bet you’ll get along.”

It all seemed so surreal. The next week was entirely surreal. My phone was constantly ringing. Our agent was one of the first ones to show up at my door, red in the face, grovelling and pleading for me to take him back. “I have good news for you,” he said. Apparently, some music promotion company very much liked my voice, which I found hard to believe, because listening back to my performance was a bit difficult because of the sound of my own voice, but they do say that most people hate the sound of their own voice.

“I want to fly to Vancouver with you,” my agent said. “Marco Talent Production has an offer for you. I think we should go an consider it.” I wasn’t really considering it, even though I didn’t really know what it was—but I looked into the company and saw that they basically ‘created’ celebrities. They were a full-fledged content creation and promotion firm. They outsourced music writing for musicians like Katy Perry and Taylor Swift. Now, they wanted to see if I could be a good fit for their model. I really wasn’t going to do it, and then I got a message from Mara on Instagram.

“Hey Bug. I just want to let you know that I put in a good word for you with this company that I used to do some work with. They’re called Marco, and they’re based out of Vancouver. I think it could be a really cool opportunity for you.”

I hated the idea of being some fake celebrity, and I was a bit shocked to hear that Mara went through the process. But I was still in that star-struck giddy excitement phase of my fifteen-minutes, so I decided to accept the free trip to Vancouver. The next day, I was there, in a big meeting room, with my picture up on the wall. Some artist had already rendered various concept images of me in various settings and costumes. “Our goal would be to get you performing the festival circuit this summer. That starts in about five months—which is plenty of time to create material, publish, promote. Canada is an easy market, and with CAN-CON, the promotion is going to be so ridiculously easy,” said one of the promoters.

“Beyond easy,” chimed in another. “We can make you Canadian B-List by the end of the year. Maybe even get you a spot at the Junos.”

“Definitely the Junos,” said another. “Junos are easy. We should aim higher than that.”

“Of course we’ll aim higher than that.”

They went back and forth and talked about me as if I wasn’t in the room. “You think our music is good enough for this?” I asked, speaking for the first time since shaking their hands.

“Oh… No,” said the main promoter. “No, you wouldn’t use that. Your current band is just… No—we can’t work with that. Basically, we’ll get you in a studio with studio musicians. We’ll outfit you with a touring band. Don’t worry about that stuff. We just want you to focus on writing new material. We can sign the contract today, and then in four weeks, we’ll record. That will give us four weeks to pre-promote, and then launch in March.”

“I like that plan,” nodded the only woman in the room. She jotted down some notes.

“So I have to write the material myself?” I asked.

“Of course…” said a confused-looking executive. “Who else would write it?”

“Oh. I’m sorry. I thought that’s something your company, uh… did.”

“No,” he said bluntly. “You would write it.”

“I don’t know if I can write that much music… that fast. I actually only even wrote one of the songs we played on New Years Eve. Boom Dog.”

“Right. Well, we’ll get some pros to help you with that.”

Then, a contract was slid under my nose. My agent was eyeing the big number written in bold letters, underneath where it said, ‘ONE YEAR COMMITMENT.’

“Eight-hundred grand!” I gasped.

“Before fees,” my agent snapped.

It was far more than I’d ever made in my life. But still, nothing about this felt right. It all felt so schlocky. As Matt would have said: selling out. But what else did I have? Did I really care that much about my integrity? Was I better off selling lip balm for minimum wage? Maybe I could just do this for a year and enjoy the experience. After all, I only pushed myself to do the New Years Eve gig so that I would feel a bit more interesting than I really was. Now I was being given a chance to make myself a hell of a lot more interesting.

“It will be fun,” I said out loud, even though I was saying it to myself.

“A blast,” my agent said. “Please sign the form.”

I signed. The wheels immediately went into motion. But first, I had a gig coming up at a mansion in a ritzy Toronto suburb.
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Again, this is the story of me and Mara Chamberlain, and I don’t want to get too caught up in the details of how I found myself in the spotlight, living out my fifteen minutes of fame. But really, I can’t emphasize enough just how weird the whole thing felt to me. I never wanted fame. I only joined a band because my therapist told me that I needed to put myself out there more.

And I suppose you may be wondering why on Earth I was ever seeing a therapist in the first place. Well, the long and short answer is: loneliness. I was just so… lonely. I’d made a few mistakes in my life, and those mistakes had big consequences. First of all, I didn’t try at all in school, and I barely graduated. My grades amounted to nothing. No college wanted me, and I just wanted to be with my high school sweetheart, Jenna. We started dating in the tenth grade. She would smoke cigarettes outside when she was supposed to be in class, so I would sneak out with her. Then, in college, she got into cocaine, and by the time she was done college, she was trying to convince me to get into meth with her.

We broke up after she cheated on me, but let’s be honest: it was for the best. She went down a dark road, and had already pulled me far down it. Recovering from that relationship took time. It took forever to find a job that would take me on, with no experience and a terrible academic history. I messed up with the first job that took me on; after a month, I convinced myself that the job was below me, so I quit one day, on the spot, screwing over the lunch rush (it was a popular lunch joint). The manager made it clear that I couldn’t use them as a reference—and I really needed that reference.

Because when my parents found out that I quit, they kicked me out of the house. “Do something with your life,” my mom said to me. “You’re apparently too comfortable here. It’s time to go and… do something!”

I couldn’t find another job. I couldn’t find an apartment, because they all wanted deposits—and references. I had neither. I crashed on a friend’s couch, but was kicked out after a month when he realized I wasn’t looking for work seriously. Then I got kicked off of another couch when I was caught jerking off to pictures of his girlfriend. Okay—that was a big, embarrassing mistake, and I really regret it.

Yes, I made mistakes. Don’t we all make mistakes? I was young and stupid, but I pulled it together. I got a job selling ointments for ten bucks an hour. I held onto that job for two years, spending almost nothing so that I could save a bit of cash to invest properly in myself. At night, I took online high-school upgrading courses while I saved up for community college. I took a bit of my money and invested in a therapist, because I was struggling with women—seeing all of my friends going off, getting married, having kids, while I was just… lonely, feeling stupid for mistakes I made as a youth.

I won’t bore you with all of the details, but I’d been waiting a whole decade for some stroke of luck to let me know that I was finished paying off the karma of being a shitty young person, and it really seemed like this New Years Eve gig was the sign that bad times were over.

“Is this gig paid?” Matt asked when I called him up to tell him about the gig at Mara’s mansion.

“Who cares? The house is going to be filled with rich celebrities.”

“I thought you didn’t care about celebs,” he said to me. “You used to make fun of me for saying that I thought Taylor Swift was hot. What the hell changed with you?”

“Nothing changed,” I said. “I still don’t care about celebrities. I just—I don’t want to miss out on this opportunity. I mean, just think about it. We met Mara because of the last gig, and now here’s a chance to meet a whole bunch of other powerful people who might create opportunities for us.”

“Is it paid or not?” he asked.

“I’d have to ask.”

“Ask and get back to me. I’ll do it if it’s paid.”

Awkwardly, I had to message Mara on Instagram. “Hey Mara. A few of the guys in the band are asking if this is a paid gig this weekend. I personally don’t care, but I said I would ask.” I felt so stupid for sending the message. I felt like it was such a petty request, even if it was justified. I was totally expecting her to reply, ‘Forget it’. Instead, she replied, “How’s about three thousand? A thousand per song. You guys have your own gear, right?”

So Matt agreed. Braxton agreed. Jeff agreed. John was still out, so I started practising my vocal parts as well as my bass parts. That Saturday, we played outside, in the courtyard of Mara’s Toronto mansion, near the swimming pool, while eighty familiar celebrities casually listened, drank—and a few of them even danced.

Mara was one of the dancers. She seemed to really like our music. When we were finished, she gave me a hug and then a kiss on the cheek. She hugged my bandmates too. Matt asked if it was an open bar.

Mara took me away to introduce me to some friends. I knew most of them from TV. I knew James Klein, of course. I knew Kathy Steward. I knew Patrice Hill. I knew Ryan Coates. I shook their hands, and I hugged the women. But none of them really made me feel ‘starstruck’ the way that Mara did. Mara had a special sort of energy. Sure, many of them had that same sort of mystical glowing about them, as if they were from another planet, but Mara’s aura was different; it was so intimidatingly powerful. She had total command over the whole party. Even the other famous people seemed intimidated by her presence.

And for some strange reason, she was intrigued by me. She toted me around the whole party. She introduced me to everyone. Whenever I would slip away, she would find me and pull me back in. She wanted me to weigh in on conversations. She brought me over to Steven Fisher and then she said, “Bug, what were your top movies from last year?” It almost felt like she was trying to make me into the star of the night.

It was another surreal experience to add to a week of surreal experiences. Mara only left my sight for fifteen minutes, and it was when she vanished to change into a bikini. “Swim with me, Bug,” she giggled.

“I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

“I have guest suits upstairs. The closet at the end of the hall. I have all sizes. They’re all clean. Hell—most have never been worn before. Just swim with me. Nobody ever swims with me at these parties.”

So I put on a swimsuit and swam with her. She was playful in the water, like a little girl. She splashed. She got a beach ball and insisted we play over the little net. Then, she convinced Freddie Fitzgerald and his wife to come in with us. She wanted to sit on my shoulders and see who could pull who into the water. We won. Mara embraced me with a tight hug, rubbing her wet breasts hard against my chest. I blushed and cleared my throat and looked into her eyes and suddenly wondered if she was romantically interested in me.

It sure as hell seemed like it, but I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why. NFL quarterback Aaron Richards was there, and he was infamously single and handsome, and he’d clearly been trying to flirt with Mara since he arrived. But Mara wasn’t interested in Aaron Richards. She was interested in me.

Or maybe she just thought that I was harmless fun. Maybe she didn’t want to play with another celebrity, knowing it would probably end up in some tabloid magazine. Maybe I was just a safe playmate. Maybe this wasn’t romantic or sexual at all.

We didn’t kiss or fuck. We hugged and then I went home. I tried not to think too much into it. I just figured she had a bubble personality, and maybe it just felt like she was targeting me more than anyone else, but in reality, everyone was getting that bubbly Mara treatment.

At 3:00 AM, she messaged me, on Instagram. “Can I send you something, Bug?”

“Sure. Do you need my address?”

“No. Just promise you won’t share it.”

“Okay,” I said. Before I could even hypothesize what it was, she sent me a picture of her naked body in front of her bedroom mirror. Her breasts were perfect: perky, round, nipples erected. Her pussy was shaved: a perfect pink tone, glowing like the rest of her radiant skin.

I don’t think I took a breath of air into my lungs for a full eighty seconds. I was frozen, dumbfounded. That photo was probably worth a million dollars to some shlock-porn site that made a profit exposing celebs. There were millions of men who would have personally paid me a lot of cash to see that photo.

But the photo was sent to me… only me. And I was now looking at her perfect body, wondering what the hell I’d done to deserve that perfect photo.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“You look amazing,” I said.

“I wish you would have stayed here with me.”

“I can come back.”

She sent a giggling emoji. “I have to be up for work in three hours. Maybe another night though. I’m just going to play with my clit for a few minutes before going to sleep. Send me a pic of you.”

I was too red to send her a photo of my face. But I did send her an awkward photo of my erection. I’d never sent a dick pic before, but this seemed like an appropriate time.

“I like that you’re hard for me,” she replied. “You just made me orgasm. Thanks for the night, Bug. Goodnight.”

Of course, I took the phone to the bathroom and rubbed one out. I must have spent the next four hours staring at the photo, wondering when this crazy dream was going to come to an end. Because surely it was just a dream. Surely my life couldn’t have gone from total crap to fantasy-wonderland in such a short period of time.

When I woke up in the morning, I snatched my phone to see if the photo was still there, saved to my Camera Roll. It was there. The dream wasn’t over yet. I wanted to scream with joy—but I had work to do. I had studio time booked downtown, and there was a music-writing expert waiting there to help me create the first of my new song list.
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It was a bit strange, ‘writing’ music for my new album. It was yet another surreal experience that felt totally off to me. In a way, they were letting me come up with the music, but really, they were like Kindergarten teachers guiding me towards the correct answers. “How’s about this? How’s about the fifth instead of the third? It might be more catchy if you do this.”

I’ll be honest: the end result wasn’t my own music. Maybe there were bits and pieces of what I could have written in there, but the influence of the ‘experts’ was strong. Though they knew popular music and they were making sure that we were delivering a product that could be marketed by Marco Inc.

It took only ten days to make the whole album. It was weird, having a whole band of professional musicians: guys who were so good that they didn’t need sheet music or even someone to tell them the key; they could just take a quick listen to a recording and immediately play every single part flawlessly. It was a much different experience than I was used to.

And it was awkward, singing in that band—especially with those experts in the room, who could all sing better than the average voice coach. I caught a few cringing faces, but I also received many great pointers. They were teaching me to sing my own songs… their songs.

“I want to hear your new music,” Mara messaged me on Instagram. We were still chatting casually: a few messages every day. Usually, she would initiate the chats, sending me a cute emoji or a quick, ‘I really can’t wait to hang out with you again.’ I was still stunned into a silence whenever she messaged me. It was still hard to believe that someone so famous, so rich, so sought-after, could want a guy like me.

And every few nights, when I was least expecting it (let’s be honest—I was never expecting it), she would send me a photo of her in racy lingerie, or in nothing at all. “Thinking about you,” she would write. And I would flush red all over. I couldn’t believe someone like her could be sexually interested in me—but she was.

I sent her some samples (the only ones that I had from the audio engineer who was working to ‘enhance’ the recordings). “These are really good!” Mara said to me. “They’re catchy. I can’t wait to hear them on the radio.”

My first show was booked a week later, at a small venue, to launch the ‘EP’. “It’s fully booked,” my agent told me. “Don’t worry too much about it being a great performance; it’s mostly just for Marco Inc. to get decent promotional photos for the press kit. They need pictures of you, in wardrobe, performing on stage.”

Preparations for the show were exhausting. I was flown to Vancouver for rehearsals. They wanted the show to be timed down to a five-second window. Every word spoken in the mic between songs was to be planned in advance. They even wanted me to practise my stage-exit wave to the crowd.

I was dripping with sweat by the end of each day. They had me doing some dance moves—though they didn’t call them that. ‘Orchestrated stage maneuvers’ was the term that they used. They didn’t have me playing the bass guitar; they only wanted me singing.

I finally heard the finished, mastered recordings from our studio sessions, and was shocked that I was hearing my voice. There were moments in those songs where I wasn’t so sure that I was hearing me. The vocals were heavily modified, maybe with auto-tune, or maybe some professional singer did some dubbing; I’ll never know.

“I don’t think I can match this on stage,” I said to my agent.

“You don’t have to,” he told me. “But they’ll keep working with you—with vocal coaches and whatnot—until you can.”

This was officially my new job. It was twelve hours a day. They even had me in the gym, trying to tone me up. I had my own personal trainer. I had a nutritionist. I was being flown to so many meetings, and I wasn’t even sure I needed to be at half of them. I would sit in a room for hours while executives talked about details that really didn’t seem to concern me.

Okay… I don’t want to bore you with all of these details, because that’s not what this story is about. I played the show; it was a bit awkward. It felt more like a photo-op than a real performance. I think they paid many of the ‘fans’ to stand there and cheer. It was only a day later when photos from the show were being posted online, in ‘Music Radar’ magazine, in an article on ‘Rolling Stone’. Of course, all of the articles were paid for; they were puff pieces. I was being puffed up to B-list celebrity status.

New shows were added to my schedule. I played those too. I spent tons of time with a vocal coach, and the coaching helped. Finally, songs began to be released, on Spotify, on the radio. My social media began to boom. I’m not sure how much of that was organic and how much was paid for.

It doesn’t matter. The fame wasn’t real, and I’m not sure any fame truly is real. They pick who they want to be famous, and when they need to freshen it up, they pick someone new. That’s just how it works.

“I heard your song on the radio this morning, right when my alarm went off,” Mara messaged me. “It’s so catchy. I can’t get it out of my head. You know, I know a girl who works at Ubisoft. They might want to put your song in their next Just Dance game. I’ll call her.”

“That would be cool,” I said, though I knew nothing about it.

“You should fly out to visit me in Hawaii. We can hang out on the beach for the weekend.”

My heart bounced. “I’m not sure I have a free weekend coming up.”

“Sure you do,” she replied. “Just tell your agent that it’s to meet with me. Marco will handle it.”

I wasn’t quite sure what she meant by it, but she was right: when I blushingly asked my agent if I could go to visit Mara for a weekend, he called the executives at Marco, and they set it up for that very weekend. “This will be great for business,” the exec told me, and I thought he was being sarcastic, but he was telling me the truth. It turned out to be very good for business.

Marco hired photographers to be there when I met with Mara. The tabloids were on it by the end of the day, posting ‘romance rumours’. My agent messaged me to tell me that I had an interview for E! Magazine. “Jump on the phone; it will take five minutes.” So I slipped away and was asked ten questions about Mara. “How did you meet? Are you a couple? How long have you known each other. Are you going to be spending time with her in Toronto?”

I gave vague answers, as instructed by the execs at Marco Inc. Then, I was allowed to return to Mara, who I’d hardly seen since arriving.

Now let me slow the story down. This was the first real time that I’d seen Mara since the night at her house party—and even then, I hardly saw her.

She was just as radiant and beautiful as ever. Her skin was still glowing in that ethereal sort of way. Her plump lips were curled into a nervous sort of smile—something that I would expect from one of my young ‘fans’ and not from an A-list celebrity. “It’s so nice to see you again,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said, still feeling like a starstruck idiot. “You look really… good.”

“I’m serious about liking your music, Bug,” she said. “It’s fun. It’s good music.”

“I didn’t really write it. I mean—they changed pretty much every detail that I came up with.”

“I can still hear you in the music,” she giggled. “That’s just how things work in this industry.” It was strange to hear her say ‘this industry’, seeing as she worked in film and television and I was working in music. But to her, there was no difference; it was all just fabricated entertainment. “You get used to it.”

“So they do stuff like this with you too?” I asked.

“I mean—is it a surprise? I have acting coaches. I have vocal coaches. They tell me what to say in interviews. Hell—the script I got for Kimmel last week was more detailed than the script for that Jungle Book remake I did last year.”

“It’s all fake, huh?” I asked.

“Curated,” she said. “People want some specific, and the industry just evolved to give it to them. Let’s not talk business though—it’s so rare to get away from it. Let’s go down to the beach.”

At the beach, she seemed in her element: bikini-clad, a perfect tan, relaxed in the sunshine. She owned that little piece of beach, tucked away in a little rocky cove, hidden from the world. I found myself scanning the distant rocky ledges for paparazzi. There were a few boats way off in the water. “How do you know that they aren’t watching us with, like, big cameras?” I asked.

“This was all arranged with Marco,” she said to me, smiling, blushing. “They got their photos already. The rest of the weekend is off for us.”

“But what if there are paparazzi out there that don’t work for Marco?”

She giggled, as if it was the silliest question she’d ever heard. “I mean—maybe some weird fans are desperate enough to charter a boat and rent high-tech gear... but no tabloid will touch their pictures; not without being sued backwards by Marco. Seriously, Bug—let’s stop talking about work. Let’s just relax. Tell me about your real music aspirations.”

I explained to her that I never really wanted to be a musician. “I really just joined the band to fill some empty time. I wasn’t even supposed to be the singer.”

“Do you like singing?”

“I don’t hate it. I don’t love it. I liked playing the bass guitar.”

“Do you think you will ever release an album of solo works?” She was looking at me, and I found it hard to focus whenever I looked at her famous, beautiful face. She had thick eyelashes. Her skin tone was perfect—not a blotch to be seen. And her hair was so soft, curled so perfectly, as if she got it professionally styled that very morning—and maybe she did, knowing there was going to be a staged photo-op as we met at the airport.

“I doubt it.”

“Well, you’ll never have to work again once this is all done,” she smiled, batting those thick lashes. “Unless you’re really, really terrible with money. They royalties you’re going to get from that radio hit alone—they will probably play that song for years.”

I blushed. It still didn’t feel real. But the most surreal part of it all was her interest in me. I still hadn’t brought up the sexy photos; I wasn’t sure how to bring it up. I wanted to ask her if she was actually interested in me, sexually, but it seemed so… pathetic to just ask.

“You’re, uh, very beautiful, Mara. I know that you know it—it’s part of why you’re so famous. But… it’s true.”

“Thanks, Bug,” she blushed. “You’re definitely my type too.”

I paused for a moment. “You have a type?”

“Doesn’t everyone?” she asked—and her face turned even darker—probably darker than my own face.

“I suppose so. I mean—I guess you have a type, but then there are people who are so beautiful, everyone agrees regardless of their type. I would say that you’re one of those people, and I’m not just saying that to be flirty or whatever; I think it’s a fairly well-known fact. You were in Playboy, after all.”

“Oh, you saw that?” she asked, shying her face away.

“Sorry,” I said, shying my own face away. “That was a big deal a couple of years ago. Especially with us… normal folk.”

She shook her head. “I can’t believe I did that. I think I was going through a weird phase. Apparently I didn’t think I was getting enough attention. I hope you don’t think that I’m… like that.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“You know… a whore.”

I perked up. “Oh God, no. Not at all. I thought that it was classy. It’s just… the body.”

She giggled. It was so strange seeing this real side of her: words out of her mouth that weren’t chosen by some massive agency. “Maybe you’ll do PlayGirl Magazine one day, Bug.”

I laughed. “Those personal trainers will have to find a way to put a good eighty pounds on me before that’s possible.”

“I like your body the way it is.”

Now I found that hard to believe. I basically had… her body. I was small and thin. I’d never been able to afford good food, so I hardly ate. After years of hardly eating, I was fairly sure that my stomach had shrunk and couldn’t hold as much food as a normal person. After a month of going to the gym, I was still a twig. In fact, I couldn’t see a difference at all.

I knew that my body wasn’t turning any women on. I knew that girls prefer big guys, muscular guys, guys who can lift at least their body weight—and I wasn’t that guy.

But she had a look in her eyes… as if it was true.

I had to remind myself that she was an actress. She knew how to make it look a certain way, so to speak. Maybe she was just trying to pump me up. Maybe she was working for Marco Inc. Maybe this whole relationship was curated for a purpose.

A chill ran down my spine as I considered the possibility… Was Mara being ‘paid’ to have a relationship with me? Was this whole timeline planned?

No—her interest in me seemed genuine. Even if she was an actress, she was still a human being. She wasn’t going to fake her whole life for the sake of serving some corporate overlords… Right?

“The chef should be at the house,” Mara said, stretching out her body on her towel. “You life surf and turf, right? I know—it’s kind of 80s Ritz Carlton, but I’m a sucker for it.”

“That’s fine,” I said, still with those worries in my head.

We spent another two hours on the beach. A man came down to bring us drinks a few times. “You like massages, right?” Mara asked me.

“I’ve never had one.”

An hour later, we were in her mansion, on massage tables. A pair of massage therapists were working on us—and it was relaxing. Mara turned her head to smile at me, and I glared into her eyes, once again overwhelmed by the surreal feeling. Now, I was wondering what I’d done right to deserve any of this. I wasn’t used to this ‘star treatment’. I liked it… but I wasn’t sure that I wanted it. None of it felt real. I didn’t want to feel like I was living in some sort of bubble while people in the world were struggling to get by.

But it’s not like I was going to turn down the handout. If putting on a smile for the cameras was enough to give me a free pass at the hardships of life—I was going to smile.

Dinner was amazing. It was weird, being served at a dinner table as if we were in a restaurant. I never had to lift a finger to get a new glass of wine. The whole time, Mara stared at me with the type of look that I probably should have been using on her. She was fawning over me the way that millions of men fawned over her. I kept finding myself in the bathroom, looking in the mirror, trying to figure out what the hell she liked about it.

I’m not saying that I wasn’t a good-looking guy; I was alright. But when Brad Pitt is an option… I wasn’t in that league.

She finished a glass of wine and then let out a small, cute burp. “We’re going to have some fun tonight.” She smiled and then covered her lips.

I blushed. “Whatever you want,” I said.

“I really want you, Bug. There’s something so… about you.”

“So what?” I asked with a nervous laugh.

She stared for a long moment into my eyes. “So perfect.”

“I can’t tell if you’re serious or not,” I said.

“I’m dead serious.”

The chef packed up his knives, cleaned up his mess, and then he took off, leaving us alone. The house was frighteningly quiet, until Mara grabbed her phone, pressed a couple of buttons, and the house suddenly transformed. Curtains lowered, lights dimmed, and music came on. “Smart house,” she giggled. “It doesn’t get old.”

I stood there, stiff like a board. I’d been nervous on dates before. I’d stood there awkwardly in the apartments of girls—but this was different, for obvious reasons.

I figured that she’d had relationships with many, many high-profile men. She’d been with muscular hunks. She’d been with A-list celebrities. Maybe she was just trying the opposite thing now—like so many girls who date hundreds of jerk-jocks before trying a ‘nice guy’. Maybe I was just something easy and comforting. Maybe I was just a break between the last jock and the next one.

She went to the bathroom. When she returned, she was wearing nothing but a little kimono—and it didn’t stay on her body long. She let it slip to the floor, exposing her naked body. “Oops,” she smiled. Her face was red.

She walked to me, wearing nothing but clicking high heels. She took my hand and brought me to her large sofa. She reached down and undid my belt. I stood there like a statue as she took off my pants. Then, she pushed me onto her couch, in a sitting position, and she climbed on my lap. She wriggled down onto my erect cock, letting me raw into her wet pussy. She moaned, and then she began to bounce.

She bounced harder and harder, hands on my shoulders. I wish I could say that I lasted more than a couple of minutes. I finished fast. I finished inside of her. I couldn’t muster up any words as I stared into her eyes. “We’re not done,” she giggled. She leaned in and we locked lips.

I was kissing Mara Chamberlain. Her lips were sweet. Our tongues locked. We kissed for fifteen minutes. Then, she began to play with my cock. She teased it until I was hard. Then, she paused, leaned back, and smiled.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Would you wear something for me?”

“Wear something?”

She nodded her head. “I know it’s silly—but it’s just… something I’m into. I promise it’s not that weird.”

“Um, yeah—okay. Sure. Whatever you want.”

She blushed and ran off. A minute later, she returned with a red camisole. It was lacy and light, and slightly sheer. She held it out to me. I didn’t take it. I just stared at it. “W—What’s this?”

“Can you wear it for me?”

“Women’s clothing?” I asked.

“It’s not really that big of a deal, is it?” she asked.

“N0, I, uh, guess not.”

“Thanks, Bug. It would seriously mean so much to me.”

It took a minute to put it on. I felt like a total idiot, and I wasn’t convinced that it wasn’t a prank—but I did it anyway. I put on the camisole. I watched as she stared at me with glowing eyes. I was waiting for her to burst into laughter, but she didn’t. She just turned red, bit her lip, squirmed—and then something happened that no actor can possibly do. A trickle of fluid began to move down her inner thigh.

I decided to just go with it. I ignored what was on my body, and we made love again. This time, I lasted much longer. This time, she was way more energized. She went at me hard. Once she was on top of me, she bounced hard and fast, screaming loudly. I felt her pussy gushing warm fluid. Her thighs hugged my body. She dug her nails into me. “Oh God, you’re so fucking hot!” she cried. “You’re so fucking hot!” She quivered and moaned and had about six orgasms, one after the other.

I hardly moved. I was stunned. I was speechless. I felt like I had no idea what the hell was happening. If this was a performance, it was Oscar-worthy.

After I came, she looked disappointed. She wasn’t ready for me to be finished. “Fifteen minute break,” she said, wiping the sweat from her forehead. “And then we can go again.” Her eyes flashed. She smiled, blushed, and I couldn’t say no. I was exhausted, but I wasn’t about to turn down Mara Chamberlain.

During our ‘break’, she fetched a pair of boots: black leather, heeled, thigh-high. “Can you wear these?” she asked me.

“Um…” I looked at the boots and felt weird. I didn’t want to. “It’s not really my thing.”

“It would mean so much to me,” she said. So I put them on. Then, she couldn’t keep her hands off of me. She was back on top of me, feeling my body all over. She was dripping on my skin—and I don’t mean sweat. She was insatiable. She mounted me and bounced hard. She grinded herself against me. She quivered, trembled, screamed, moaned. She had another half dozen orgasms. Now, it was 2:00 AM, and she had no end in sight. She was dripping with sweat, her glowing skin glistening. But she didn’t want to stop.

I came—but that didn’t stop her. She kept bouncing on me, with thick white cum gushing out from her pussy. “I—I think I’m done,” I tried to say, but it was almost like she couldn’t hear me. She kept bouncing. She kept moaning. She kept running her fingers through her hair. She kept dripping sweat on me. She kept convulsing with pleasure. Finally, I had to pull her off of me. “I—I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m really done. I don’t think I can do anymore.”

She took a few deep breaths. Then, she smiled. “It’s okay,” she said. “You’re still here tomorrow night, right?”

“Yeah. Totally,” I said.

She let out a deep sigh of relief. “Can I make one little request?”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Can I pick out your pyjamas?”

I had a feeling I knew what was coming—and I was right. She fetched a little nightgown, red like the camisole. She begged me to wear it, so I did. We slept together in her huge king-sized bed, with her cuddling me—me as the little-spoon. It wasn’t what I was used to. It was weird. When I woke up in the morning (before her), I quickly took off the nightgown and put on my own clothes. I tried to write the whole thing off as a drunken mistake—on both our parts.
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Ididn’t bring up the weird crossdressing sex as we hung out on the beach. She didn’t bring it up either. I wondered if she even remembered any of it; she had more alcohol than me the night before—and she was smaller, slightly.

Once again, it all just seemed so surreal, so strange. It was hard to believe that Mara Chamberlain, one of the biggest celebrities the country had ever produced, was secretly into crossdressing men.

I assumed it was a one-off thing—something she just wanted to try out, something she wanted to get out of her system. I also considered the possibility that she was a lesbian, and her attraction to me was simply because I happened to be rather feminine in my natural appearance. She could sleep with me without feeling like she was being a lesbian… though she didn’t seem like the type to care if the world knew that she was a lesbian.

“What’s on your mind, Bug?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said. “Nothing at all. Uh—I have this show in a few days. It’s in New York. I’ve actually never been to New York.”

“You’ll like it. Wait—what day? I’m going to be in New York this week. Maybe we can meet up.”

“Oh. Yeah. Maybe,” I smiled. I was really hoping the feminized sex the night before was just a one-off, weird thing. I wanted to think that it wasn’t a part of who she was.

A girl like her… surely she wanted a manly man, right? Then why would she be interested in me?

“Are you sure there’s nothing on your mind?”

“Nothing,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Just tired?” She winked at me.

I laughed nervously. “Yeah.”

“I like you, Bug. You’re fun.”

“Thanks.”

“Want to play a game with me?”

“Sure.”

“Wear a bikini,” she said suddenly. I froze. She hadn’t had a single drink yet. Now, she was blushing. She was biting her lip. She stared at me.

“A what?”

“A bikini.”

“W—What’s the game?”

“That’s it,” she giggled. “I guess it’s not really a game. It’s just… I think it would be hot.”

“I’m not really into the whole… crossdressing thing, Mara.”

“Just do it for me—just for fun. Just for, like, an hour.”

“Okay,” I said. “Um—sure. Fine. Whatever you want.” I looked out at those faraway boats, and now I was really praying that they weren’t paparazzi with long lenses. I didn’t feel right about any of this, but she was Mara Chamberlain. You may think it’s easy to turn someone down… even a celebrity. But when you’re actually faced with having to, it’s a different story. I couldn’t turn her down. I couldn’t look into those stunning eyes and say no.

So I let her pick a bikini, and I put it on. “Would you shave your legs for me?”

I felt sick. I kept looking at those boats. Then, I looked to the rocks. “Are those cliffs on your property?”

“No,” she said. “But they’re owned by the community. It’s not public land.”

“But anyone from the community can go up there?”

She looked into my eyes. “Why would they?”

I took a deep breath. I looked down at my smooth, shaved, bikini-clad body. I felt like such an idiot. I kept reminding myself that Mara liked this. And she kept staring at me, practically drooling. She kept reaching over to tease my cock in those tight bottoms. Then, she ended up going down on me, sucking me off before rolling back onto her back next to me. She wiped cum from her lips and let out a deep sigh. “I wish we didn’t have to go back to real life,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said awkwardly.

“The chef will be here in a few minutes,” she said. “But don’t worry. He signed a NDA, with a lawyer, and everything. He won’t say anything.”

I sat up quickly. “I don’t want him to see me like this.”

“He would be sued into a lifetime of debt if he breathed a word to anyone.”

“I don’t care about that!” I snapped. “I don’t want anyone seeing me like this.”

“Bug!” she said, shaking her head. “What’s gotten into you? You don’t even know him! Who cares what he sees? If he even gives you a weird look, I’ll make sure my manager ends him. But he’s a good guy—he’s not going to care about anything.”

“Mara,” I said clearly. “I do not want to be seen like this. If it’s for you—that’s one thing. But I’m not doing this in front of people.” I stormed back up to the mansion before the chef saw me—but it was too late. He was in the kitchen, working on dinner. He glanced at my bikini-clad body quickly and went right back to work. I was so humiliated. I changed quickly. Mara found me a minute later, and then she sighed, seeing me dressed like a guy. “Really?”

“It’s not my thing, Mara,” I said. “And I’m kind of… pissed. Your chef saw me in that bikini. That’s so… humiliating.”

“Bug—it really doesn’t matter. He won’t say anything. He knows better. He works for celebs. He’s seen it all. Why are you so worried about what some guy thinks? It’s not like you’re ever going to see him anywhere. In this industry, you can’t stress yourself out worrying about what people think about you. You just have to live your own life.”

I took a long, deep breath. I looked in her in the eye. Yes, she was stunningly beautiful—more beautiful than any woman I’d ever seen in person. She was famous. She was rich. She was the dream girl of most men—and she wanted me…

But she wasn’t for me, and now, it was obvious. Suddenly, I understood why she was single. I understood why her relationship history had been so rocky. She had a secret fetish that just wasn’t going to work for me.

In that moment, my agent was like my guardian angel. My phone rang, and I answered it. “Huge opportunity if you can get to an airport within the hour. Sonny Mistress just had to cancel her slot at ThunderFest, and they need a new headliner on the stage tonight. If there’s any chance you can make it, it’s a big paycheque and huge exposure.”

“I’ll be there,” I said.

Mara looked at me with sad eyes, almost looking like she was going to cry. I gave her a hug. I apologized for how this was ending. Then, I reiterated: “It’s just not my thing, Mara.”

“At least stay for dinner,” she said.

“I have to get to the airport.”

“Please, Bug.”

I felt so horrible, looking into those sad eyes—but I had to stand my ground. I couldn’t let her disrespect me the way that she had. She was trying to use her emotions to manipulate me into staying—but my feelings for her had evaporated the moment the chef saw me wearing her bikini, all shaved up… it was just too humiliating. “I’m sorry, Mara.” I packed my things and left.
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My headlining act at ThunderFest went surprisingly well. The fans were receptive. My social media stats got a huge boost over the next week, after the recording was featured on the ThunderFest YouTube platform. It led to a number of additional festival bookings as artists dropped out and festivals had to reshuffle their lineups. Out of nowhere, I was apparently the top of the substitution list, and I wasn’t upset about it: some festivals only wanted five songs, and were willing to pay a quarter million: easy money.

I’d never had a ‘retirement plan’ before. I’d always lived paycheque to paycheque. I’d always just assumed that I would be living that way until the day that I couldn’t work anymore, and then I would end up being in some special facility for homeless seniors.

But now, I had over a million dollars in my bank account. I couldn’t spend the money fast enough. There was no time to even spend money; I would get off the stage, sleep for a few hours, and then I would wake up to my agent telling me I had to get to the airport.

The next month followed that exact script, nonstop: no time to even sightsee in the cities I was flying to: Prague, Venice, Bucharest, Naples, Paris, London… I played them all, but I didn’t see much besides the venue and the highway that connected the respective venue to the respective airport. It was good: I needed that distraction. I hated to think about Mara, even though the media kept pressing me about her. “Was there ever a romance between the two of you?” “What happened in Hawaii?” “Do you have plans to meet up with her again.”

Of course, I thought about the fact that I would probably never have a romance with another A-list, beautiful starlet like Mara. I knew that I would inevitably have to settle for someone much more… normal. Maybe that wasn’t a bad thing—but it did sting to think that I could have had the girl of every man’s dreams…

But nobody knew about her little secret. If the men of the world knew about her secret, she wouldn’t have been considered one of the world’s top bachelorette.

“You’ve been nominated for a Juno, Bug,” my agent told me. “They’ve also requested a single song performance for the broadcast. It’s a good paycheque, so I told them you would do it. I checked the other nominees, and I’m pretty sure you’re going to win the prize.”

It was hard to feel much excitement about the impending award, because it really wasn’t my own music. No matter how hard I tried to convince myself that I made that music, deep down, I knew that it was made by a group of experts who guided my hand, so to speak. I knew that I was going to feel like a total fraud when I stepped onto that stage and accepted that award. I already felt like a fraud every time the radio DJ announced my name after playing one of ‘my’ songs.

But of course, I understood that it was just the industry. It’s not like the experts who helped me to craft my songs cared one way or another—they didn’t. They’d made countless major hits; this was just another drop in the bucket—and they were probably being rewarded handsomely with cash.

The Junos were being held in Edmonton, so I flew in a couple of days early. I had a sound-check the day before, and I didn’t want to be tired for it. I had a good sleep in a penthouse suite, and then a limo took me down to the venue. When I showed up, Feist was just finishing her sound-check. She came up to me and told me how much she loved my songs. I smiled and awkwardly said thank you, even though I wanted to just tell her that I didn’t really write the music myself.

The roadies scrambled to swap over the stage equipment. This was more a run-through for them than it was for me. I walked up to the microphone. My hired band came to the stage and tuned up their instruments. Before it was time to play, I looked stage-right and noticed a familiar face staring at me. I froze.

It was Mara. She smiled and waved. I hesitated. “Let’s get some levels!” shouted the director.

I tried to focus on my job. My voice cracked and I cleared my throat. I made it through a couple of songs, and that was enough for the engineer to get what he needed from us, and it was enough for us to know how the show would play out. I was quickly becoming an expert with these matters; I knew how to run a clean sound-check. I knew what they needed from me, and I knew what I needed from them. I knew the perfect levels for my in-ear monitors; I knew the right mix of drums and bass through my wedge monitors. I liked to have it a certain way, and I knew how to signal the engineers to give me what I wanted.

But I made a few little flubs that day, because Mara stood there and watched the whole time, making me feel uneasy. I suddenly remembered that very awkward vacation in Hawaii. I remembered the chef seeing me, for a brief second, while I was dressed in a skimpy bikini. My leg hair had grown back since then—but suddenly, I could feel the weird sensations of being smooth and hairless.

My heart was racing. It had been a long month since I’d seen her, but it strangely felt like a single day had hardly gone by since Hawaii.

I knew that I needed to go and talk to her. I had to bite my tongue; she was standing there waiting for me. “Hi, Mara,” I said, forcing a smile. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m presenting an award tomorrow,” she said. “And I’m going to be introducing a band; they haven’t told me which one yet.”

I paused. She was staring into my eyes, and I couldn’t help but think that she was picturing me in women’s lingerie. “Well, it’s nice to see you.”

I’d almost forgotten how pretty she was. I forgot how stunningly mesmerizing she was. I forgot that it was even possible for a woman to be so captivating, and I was suddenly wondering why I made such a big deal out of her making me dress like a girl. Was that really such a big deal?

“Maybe we could get dinner tonight,” she said softly. “I was supposed to get drinks with a director I worked with a while ago, but she had to go to a casting thing.”

“Tonight?” I said. I had no plans. I knew that I would surely fall for her all over again if I spent too much time staring into those eyes. I couldn’t let myself fall for her again, knowing that, ultimately, she was going to want me to dress like a girl for her. Maybe she wouldn’t want it tonight. Maybe she could resist those urges for a few weeks, or a few months—but she was going to want what she wanted, and she wanted a boy to dress like a girl.

“We can get whatever you want—steak, pasta… you decide. Or just drinks. I know you have to perform tomorrow, but one drink won’t kill you, will it?”

“Sure,” I said. “We’ll get dinner, and maybe a drink.” I forced a smile. I knew that I was betraying my morals. I knew that I was wasting my time, and her time. I didn’t want her to think that we had potential, if she was just going to want something that I couldn’t give her… but I just couldn’t resist her intense beauty.

And it wasn’t just her beauty. As soon as we sat down at the restaurant, I remembered how kind she was. I remembered how sweet she was. And she cracked a few genuinely funny jokes, making me remember how cool she was to hang out with. I was quickly forgetting the trauma of Hawaii. I kept telling myself that I must have been overreacting.

And now, there was a whole new side to her that I was drawn too; now, I knew so much more about this industry. I was getting more used to being a celebrity (even though I wasn’t nearly on her level), so I could relate so much more to her stories, to her struggles. Our conversation wasn’t just filled with her saying, ‘Just you wait,’ or, ‘You’ll get what I mean soon enough.’ Now, it was me nodding my head and saying, “I’m so happy that I’m not the only one!” It was refreshing. I didn’t yet have any celebrity friends who could relate to my problems. I was always too afraid to complain about anything, worried someone was just going to say, ‘Oh, trouble in paradise?’ or, ‘Oh poor you, your life sounds so hard!’

Mara understood. She understood the tediousness of having to fly six times in a week. She understood the annoyance of being stopped for selfies literally every time we went out. She understood the frustration of ‘critics’ and ‘reviewers’, who seemed to think that it was their job to rip me apart, piece by piece.

One drink turned into two, and then into four. Then, after a flash and a blur, Mara was in my hotel room. I was closing the curtains while she carefully shimmied out from her tight dress.

I felt like I was leading her on. I felt like I was just taking advantage of her. I knew that this would never be a real relationship; it was going to come to a swift end again as soon as she asked me to wear women’s clothing. But I couldn’t turn down the sex…

She came to me. I embraced her and she embraced me. Our lips locked. We stumbled through the hotel suite, falling onto the huge bed. She slithered down and found my cock with her lips. She bobbed her head slowly, up and down the length of my shaft. I let my head fall back. It felt so good. It felt so, so, so good…

And then, it suddenly felt like nothing. I opened my eyes and looked down, seeing her staring at me. “What is it?” I asked.

“I want to suck you off, but…”

“What?” I asked, thinking there was something wrong—maybe something wrong with my penis.

“I would just… really prefer if you were… wearing panties.”

“Oh God,” I said, letting my head fall back. There was no escaping it; it’s what she wanted. She was going to get what she wanted. But now, with my cock erect and tingling all over… I needed to have her. “Just panties?” I asked with a groan.

She made a big smile, locking her hands behind her back. “Please?” she asked in a soft, begging tone.

“Fine,” I grunted.

She gave me the pair she’d been wearing. “Sorry they’re wet. I’ve been kind of horny all night.” I paused, not sure if it was hot or kind of gross. I slipped them on, feeling the dampness against my crotch. I got back into position. She sunk back down—and I got my blowjob.

It was perfect. She sucked so elegantly. She finished me off, making me come in her mouth, and she swallowed every drop. An hour later, we were at it again, this time with her sitting on my lap, grinding her soaking-wet pussy against my erection. She got my cock wet with her natural juices, and then she stood my cock up with her hand, and she shoved me into her asshole. She let me fuck her anally, and she moaned the whole time, as if it was one long never-ending orgasm.

My head was spinning. I’d never had sex so good before. And now, it was late and I was tired. “Big day tomorrow,” I said.

“You’ll do great,” she smiled. She changed into a beautiful white satin nightgown. She took a matching one out from her purse. “I know you’re going to fight me—but could you please wear this to sleep, while we cuddle?”

My heart dropped into the pit of my stomach—but I did it for her. I put on the outfit and let her spoon me. It was actually quite comfortable, even though it was a huge blow to my ego. I felt stupid, but on the other hand, I had one of the world’s most beautiful women snuggled against me, fawning over me, wishing that I would be with her beyond a one-night stand.

And strangely, I found myself wondering if this was something that I could just get used to… for her.
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Mara made a proposition to me in the morning. “We can show up to the Junos together.”

“Like… with you as my date?” I asked.

She nodded her head quickly with a big, bright smile. “It would be cute.”

“It would end up in the tabloids.”

“I know,” Mara said. “But… that’s just our life, right? It’s not like it has to mean anything.”

“You mean go as friends?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Or whatever.” Or whatever—whatever that meant. She was putting me in an awkward position. It almost seemed like she was pressuring me into upgrading our little casual thing into a proper relationship, and with her little fetish, I wasn’t sure that I could do it.

“Sure,” I said. “We can go together.” It seemed relatively harmless. I already endured ‘dating rumours’; they did no harm to me. In fact, they seemed to be pretty good for business. Anything that got me into the media was good for business.

So we got ready together. She put on a beautiful white sparkling dress. I put on a clean black suit. My agent arranged a limousine to pick us up. We went to the venue together. We endured twenty minutes of photos, of reporters shouting at us. We vaguely shrugged off romance rumours. Apparently, multiple people had spotted Mara at my hotel, with me, fuelling those rumours. We just smiled, blushed, and went on with our night.

We did our jobs. I played a song. I received an award. Mara presented an award and introduced a band. Then, we parted ways for a while and then came together at the after-party, which was a few miles away. Now, Mara was a little bit drunk. She was louder than usual, laughing harder than usual—but she was still cute as hell. I saw a well-known actor trying to flirt with her. He took off his coat so that she could see his huge, bulging biceps, but Mara hardly took notice. The poor chap had no idea that Mara was interested in the exact opposite of bulging biceps.

Mara found me a bit later, clinging onto me. When people weren’t looking, she would fondle me seductively, even reaching down to feel my cock with a firm grasp. “Having fun, Bug?” she asked.

“I’m tired, to be honest.”

“Me too—but I still want to fuck.” She looked into my eyes with a grin on her face. My heart skipped a beat.

“We could get a cab back to the hotel.”

“I’m okay with that,” she said. “I want to go and have some real fun.”

I didn’t hesitate. Only a crazy man would shrug a drunk horny Playboy model off. So I arranged to have us taken back to my suite. It was only a few seconds before she was on her knees, with my cock in her mouth. I was waiting for the inevitable request: to wear panties, or a gown, or a dress, or a skirt.

And the request came, as expected, once she had me fully erect and throbbing. “I’ll be the happiest girl in the world if you shave for me.” She motioned down at my legs.

“Shave?” I said. “Mara—I really don’t want to do that.”

“Please, Bug?” she said. “I promise I’ll make it feel so, so, so good for you, if you just shave your legs for me.”

I groaned. I bit my tongue. I was getting tired of this charade, even though I knew it was coming before it came. I probably should have turned her down. I probably should have stuck to my morals… but I was too weak. I went to the bathroom with her and let her shave my legs. She shaved around my cock too. Then, of course, she fetched some panties for me from the bottom of her purse: panties made for sex, with an opening for a cock to enter into a woman’s pussy… and another hole for anal. My cock and balls just fell out from the pussy hole, and I let them hang.

But the blowjob didn’t resume. Instead, Mara took something else out from her purse: a strap-on dildo. She began putting it on.

“No way,” I said.

“Just suck it, Bug,” she begged. “Please. It’s new and I want to try it so bad. It had these fancy sensors in it. It can sense when it gets wet and warm, and when it’s being squeezed and pulled. Depending on how you play with it, it vibrates my clit differently. I want to try it out so badly. Please, Bug. Please?”

I bit hard on my tongue. I didn’t want to suck a fake cock… but I wanted to make her happy. I wanted to show her a good time, and then I would put an end to all of this. This had gone too far. This was just downright degrading.

I got onto my knees, grabbed the erect dildo. I squeezed it, brought it to my lips, and I began to suck. I felt so silly. I felt like I was being pressured into doing something awful. As I began to suck, I could feel it buzzing on the inside. I could feel it reacting to what I did to it. I have to admit that it was an interesting device. It was definitely high-tech. The faster I bobbed my head, the harder it would buzz. The longer I kept my mouth on it, the long those swelling vibrations would last. Mara was moaning. Her legs were quivering. When I clenched the shaft with my fist and began to pump, she tensed up and let out a loud moan.

Okay, so it was kind of fun, making her gasp and moan like that. I don’t think I could have pulled it off just eating her out. I felt strangely powerful, and maybe that’s how girls feel when they’re sucking a guy’s cock. I pumped hard and fast, making her scream. I put my mouth around the tip and kept pumping. She was quivering all over. Fluid was running down her thighs.

Then, she reached down and lifted me up. She threw me onto the bed and pounced on me. She began stuffing the tip of the cock between my thighs, into my asshole. I gasped. I froze. I wanted to speak up, but I was speechless. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I could feel her toy buzzing as my tight anus clenched the tip hard. It made Mara moan, so she pushed in harder. I gasped louder.

She was penetrating me. She took my hands and pinned them high above my head. She pushed in deeper—and deeper and deeper.

I closed my eyes. I submitted. I was no longer the dominant one in the bedroom. She pushed the rest of her cock into me. Every time I clenched my asshole, she would cry out in pleasure. When she began pumping me, the euphoric screaming became intense: loud and constant. She pumped me for ten minutes, and I have to admit that it felt kind of… nice.

I wasn’t going to admit it to her, because I wanted her to know that I was humiliated above anything—but it really did feel so, so good.

I let her pump me. Maybe it was that buzzing that I could feel down inside of my bum, but it was enough to make me ejaculate, all over my own stomach. She pulled out slowly. She was out of breath. She was blushing all over, and unable to hide her little smile.

I said nothing. She said nothing. She went to her purse and pulled out that little white nightgown and handed it to me. I put it on without saying anything, knowing it wasn’t worth the fight. She cuddled me and we fell asleep.

In the morning, she handed me her dress from the night before. “Try it on,” she said with a grin. I put it on, and then I looked at her and saw that she had the strap-on back on. “I cleaned it,” she said. “I have to catch a plane in an hour, so let’s be fast.”

“No more of this after this—okay?” I said. And she nodded in agreement. She fucked me hard on that hotel bed, giving herself multiple orgasms. Then, she packed her things quickly and left, kissing me on the lips before going.

She’d agreed to my request to end the feminized sex, but her agreement was a lie. It was a week later when we reconnected in Toronto. She invited me to her mansion, and when I arrived, there was a slutty outfit set out for me on her bed—and she was putting that strap-on on before I could even remind her that she promised me we were done with this.
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This went on for months. Every couple of weeks, I would connect with Mara. We would get dinner. I would remember how much fun she was to be around, how beautiful she was, and how much I related to her now that I was in the public eye. I would try to convince myself that we could have a normal relationship. Then, the night would come to an end and she would spring her fetish on me.

And every time, I would submit, half-convinced that it was something that she could just get out of her system. I figured it was something she would eventually get bored of. Or maybe it was something that I could just get used to: sex wearing women’s clothes.

But it wasn’t just sex wearing women’s clothing. At least half of our sexual encounters had me on the bottom, taking a dildo in my ass. Slowly, I was adapting. I kind of enjoyed being pegged by Mara, and she knew how to thrust at just the right angle and with the right amount of intensity to make me cum.

Still, it always ended with a terrible feeling of humiliation—total emasculation.

But it was only getting worse.

Mid-week, Mara would message me on Instagram. “I sent you something. It would mean so much to me if you would just send me a picture.” Then, a package would arrive: an outfit that she would want me to wear. One week it was a cheerleading costume. Another week she sent me a black vinyl bodysuit. I always felt so awkward and stupid, but I would put the outfits on for her.

Then, she started sending makeup. “I don’t know how to do makeup,” I would message her.

“Just try your best… for me!”

So I would put on makeup. I would dress up like a slutty cheerleader. I would send her photos.

She sent me expensive silicone breast forms. She sent me lotions and perfumes. She would send me dildos, and then she would ask me to send her a photo of me penetrating myself. And because she was beautiful, because she was famous, because she was so influential and powerful and desired… I would do it.

She requested a video of me ejaculating in my panties. She sent an anal vibrator, designed to stimulate a male orgasm. I put it in (it was like a butt plug). I turned it on. I filmed my bulge for two minutes, and that’s how long it took before a big white wet spot was forming at my tip.

She sent a crew to my home, to install a stripper pole in my bedroom. I felt so awkward when I came home and saw the crew. They were all blushing. “Good for you,” one of the workers said to me. “I wish my girlfriend would swing on a pole for me.” They didn’t know that Mara wanted me to swing on it.

Awkwardly, I put on a little dance and sent her the video.

She would reward me, like a puppy. Instead of treats, she sent me lewd videos: videos of her fingering herself, videos of her penetrating her anus with big toys—and when she was in town, she would give me amazing blowjobs, she would let me into her ass, she would let me cum on her breasts or in her mouth or on her famous face.

I’m not saying it was a bad deal—maybe many guys would take it. But good deal or not, it was humiliating every time. And the intensity of her fetish was only getting fiercer.

She sent me a pair of lacy panties in the mail. “Wear them on stage tonight, under your clothes.” It was my first time playing SNL. I was already nervous enough. The second shipment came when I was in the dressing room in New York City. It was a pair of fishnet stockings; she wanted me to wear them under my clothes as well.

I did it, though I really didn’t want to. I felt so awkward, performing with the feeling of tight lace and tight fishnets under my jeans. The wardrobe girl noticed when she came to adjust my outfit—and the sound guy noticed as well, when he went to put a microphone pack on me before I had to do my little skit, which I’d spent the week rehearsing.

Later, I saw the sound guy whispering with one of the camera guys. I’m sure the rumour was spreading: ‘Bug is wearing panties.’ I felt so foolish. I caught the camera guy whispering with one of the script supervisors.

I got angry. I stormed over to them and shouted, “I’m dating Mara Chamberlain, okay? It’s none of your fucking business. She asked me to do something, so I’m doing it. Now mind your fucking business and stop being a fucking gossip!” I don’t know where the outburst came from… maybe from months of pent up frustration with my situation, being played like a sort of puppet.

Someone recorded my outburst. It made the tabloids. My agent told me that Marco was happy with the scene. “It’s good for business, but you’ll still have to issue an apology.” They made me apologize publicly. I had to make a donation to a charity that handled workplace abuse. It was almost as embarrassing as wearing panties during a performance.

To add insult to injury, Mara came over the next day. She had a new costume for me: a slutty little one-piece, a blonde wig, a black lace choker, leather boots, and makeup. “I had a long week,” she told me. “I need the best fuck of my life right now.”

“I had a shit week too,” I said. “And… I don’t know if I can do this right now.”

She looked at me with big eyes: a look of devastation, as if I was crushing her spirits at the worst possible time. I bit my tongue. I hated that I no longer had any self-respect… but I really had none. I couldn’t muster up a single ounce of it, so I just put on the outfit. I got all dolled up. Then, I bent over the couch and let her peg me for nearly an hour. I was trembling in my heeled boots by the end of it, hardly able to stand. She must have had fifteen orgasms before finally stumbling back and wiping the sweat from her forehead. “I needed that,” she said. I fell onto the couch, unable to stand any longer.

Then, she stormed off to the bathroom to wash the sweat off of her. I heard her swearing and grumbling under her breath. Ten minutes later, I slipped into the bathroom with her. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“I don’t know if I want to talk about it.”

“You can talk to me… if you want to.”

She emerged from the shower, dripping wet. Her face was red. “They’re phasing me out.”

I paused. “They’re what?”

“They want a fresh face, so they’re going to phase me out.”

“Out of what?”

“Out of the spotlight. I had the renegotiation meeting this afternoon. This year, they’re going to reduce me to B-List, and then by next year, I’ll be C-List, and then I’ll be completely off the roster.”

“What roster?”

“Of celebrities, Bug,” she groaned, glaring at me as if my inability to keep up was annoying her. “They own the companies that own the major studios, the major production companies. They decide who works on what. Basically, starting immediately, I won’t be in any movies that go to theatres, or any big new shows. I’ll get a few small gigs on biggish shows—and then this time next year, if I want to act, it will be in student films and independent shit.”

“What if a big director wants to work with you?”

She rolled her eyes and went back into the shower. “It doesn’t work like that. Directors don’t pick their stars. Marco picks the stars, Bug. Marco picks the directors—and if a director tries to make something Marco doesn’t want, Marco pulls the plug.”

“Marco’s reach is really that big, huh?”

“It’s everything. So… I’m basically a year away from forced retirement.”

“I mean… you had a good run,” I said, trying to stay positive. “You were amazingly famous for, like, the last five years. That’s way beyond what anyone else in the world get.”

“Easy for you to say,” she said, turning away from me. “Your run is just starting.”

“Well, I don’t even want it, to be honest with you. If I could give you my next few years, I would. I never really asked for this, and I would be perfectly happy if the plug was pulled on me now.”

“You say that, but you seem perfectly content with the money, with the security, and all of that.”

“Of course. Nobody would turn down a chance to make this kind of money in such a short period of time. I’ll never have to work again. I’m totally grateful for the opportunity. It’s like winning the lottery. But at the same time… I hate it, and I’ve always hated it. It takes about as much skill as winning the lottery. Sure, some days are exhausting, and it feels like hard work, but it’s really not. I mean—I was being driven to a studio today, and we got stopped at a construction site. I saw these guys working, with hard hats and boots… It’s, like, forty-degrees outside. How those guys aren’t dropping dead from the heat… I don’t know. And they’d probably been out there since six, and they will be there until eight tonight. They’re going to go home having made, maybe, a couple hundred bucks. Their backs are probably sore. I can’t imagine… I mean—I know what that’s like, to hardly make enough to survive, to work some job that you just hate.”

“I know too, Bug,” she said with a glare. “Don’t talk to me like I’ve never worked a hard day in my life. I wasn’t born a celebrity. I don’t know if you’re just playing devil’s advocate, but I thought that you understood me better than that. There’s nothing more frustrating than venting about something, just to be told that there are kids starving in Africa. Like—I know that people are in rough situations. I get it. I’m not saying that my life is torture. But I’m allowed to be upset about something that happens to me.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Of course.” I felt a bit awkward. I didn’t feel like she wanted me there. I was probably just annoying her more than comforting her. It’s not that I didn’t feel bad for her; I understood her frustrations. But honestly… I was surprised that she wasn’t thrilled about the news. She had millions of dollars and she would earn a few million more before her contract was up. She was set for life. Maybe she wouldn’t be touted around by Marco, but people would still recognize her. She could still act if it was her passion—like she said, on student films and independent projects. Maybe they wouldn’t go very far. Maybe those films wouldn’t play in theatres or on Netflix—but did she really care so much about being famous?

“I should probably call it a night,” I said.

“You aren’t going to stay with me?” she asked, freezing, looking pale.

“I’m pretty tired.”

“I want you with me. I need someone right now.” Her eyes began to water, so I stayed. Of course, she wanted me to get dolled up for bedtime. She wanted me in a nightdress, with my body freshly shaved. She wanted me wearing perfume and floral lotions. She kept calling me ‘Bugsy’. She held me close. It was comforting, but emasculating. I woke up in the middle of the night to penetration; she’d put on her strap-on and was going ahead with sex. I gasped, but I took it. I let her fuck me for twenty minutes, and then we went back to sleep.

In the morning, when I woke up, she was already in the kitchen. I went in and saw that she had an annoyed look on her face. “Good morning,” I said. But she said nothing.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

“It’s fine. You can put your order in with the chef for breakfast. Then… you should probably go.”

“You sure everything is okay?” I asked. I wondered if it was that time of month. She was acting strange—extremely emotional. I couldn’t think of anything I could have done to upset her—but she was very, very upset.

“We’re done,” she said.

“We’re done?”

She nodded her head and wiped a tear from her eye. “I just talked to my agent last night. Part of phasing me out means you get a different girlfriend… Some little pop star chick. I don’t know—they launched her debut album last week; I haven’t heard it.”

“They can’t do that,” I said.

“They can, and they did. It’s already done. You’re going to meet her at your next gig. Marco will run you through the process, like they did for me. They’ll tell you what to say to impress her. They’ll get people to tell her how great you are. You’ll date for a while—maybe a few months, maybe a year. Then, when they go to phase you out, they’ll split you up.”

“That’s so… fucked up.”

“It is what it is. It’s how it’s always been in this industry. Enjoy it—I saw the girl’s picture. She’s cute.”

She wiped her eyes again.

Mara had her issues. Her fetish was difficult, and it seemed to be a huge part of who she was. But… I liked her. She had a sweet side. She had a funny side. She was a unique personality. She didn’t care what anyone thought of her—in an industry filled with people who cared about nothing else.

“I don’t want to date some other girl,” I said.

“It’s not up to you, Bug. You signed their contract.”

“I don’t care about their contract.”

Now, I knew why she was so upset the night before. It wasn’t that she cared about losing her fame. She didn’t care about losing acting gigs on big movies. She was upset that she was losing me. Now, she couldn’t even look me in the eye without tearing up.

“They will sue you for everything, Bug. They own you until your contract is up.”

“My contract was for a year. That was… eight months ago.”

“Okay—even still. They own you for four more months. They’re going to get their money’s worth. And then there will be another contract—it’s literally in your contract that a new contract will be renegotiated, and you’ll have to accept their terms.”

“But I don’t want that.”

“No one does!” she cried. “That’s just the way it is.”

Now, I was starting to tear up. “I don’t want to do this anymore. I don’t really care about the money.”

“Just do it, Bug. It’s not worth being sued. It was fun. I liked you… I liked you a hell of a lot more than the other guys they put me with. It just… sucks. They finally give me a guy I like, and then it’s over.”

“I don’t want it,” I said.

“Bug. Don’t get sued. Just… do what they tell you. Please. Let them use you until they’re done with you. Then, maybe we can reconnect…”

I paused. I thought about what she said. I made her repeat herself. “I said, don’t get sued. Just do what they tell you. And let them use you until they’re done with you. Then, maybe we can reconnect.”

“Until they’re done with me,” I said. “They’ll be done with me as soon as I’m not valuable to them.” I smiled. “I can just make myself valueless.”

She paused. “What do you mean?”

“I’ll just… make them want to choose someone else over me.”

“Bug…”

I perked up. Maybe I could get out of this contract without being sued. Maybe I could just make myself so unpalatable that they would end the contract and cut me loose. I could keep the money I’d made—and I could keep Mara.

“I have an idea,” I told her.
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Idiscussed my idea with her, and she just stared at me with horror. She couldn’t believe that I would do something like that, to myself, to my reputation. “Everyone you know will see this…” she said.

“Oh well,” I said. “I’ve spent enough time in my life caring about what other people think of me, how other people rate and judge me. I mean—wanting to be seen a certain way is how I ended up where I am now. And to be honest, Mara… I’m not happy here. This life was never for me. Don’t get me wrong: I’m grateful that I met you; I wouldn’t take it back. But I don’t want to be a phoney. I hate playing music every night that isn’t even mine, with filters over my voice to make me sound half-decent. It’s not me, and I don’t want this. I definitely don’t want someone telling me who I can date and who I can’t. I don’t want anyone else controlling my life, even if that means me losing out on millions of dollars.”

“You have a few months left on your first contract. Just let it play out, Bug.”

I shook my head. “If they want to take it all back, they can.”

I borrowed her clothes. I borrowed her makeup. My heart raced as I dolled myself up; I was still so inexperienced; I wasn’t sure how to make myself look pretty, though when I gazed at my reflection, I knew that the potential was there.

But this wasn’t about looking pretty or cute or convincing; this was about making myself unwanted by Marco. I wanted them to drop me without contest.

So I went out, taking to the streets of Toronto in a pair of heeled boots, a tiny miniskirt, shaved legs, a crop-top fur top, thick eyeliner, and lots of blush.

The weird looks came fast. No—it wasn’t how I would have dressed if I was trying to look cute, if I was trying to really be a woman. This wasn’t about being a woman.

People started taking out phones to take photos of me once I reached the busiest street in town. Some of those people recognized me through that bad makeup job. Those photos were being posted online… and shared. I took a selfie of my own, posting it to my social media accounts. My phone quickly started buzzing with comments—and then it started ringing; it didn’t take my agent more than ten minutes to catch wind of what I was doing.

“Is this some sort of dare, Bug? You’re going to destroy your brand,” he growled at me through the phone.

“I wanted to feel pretty,” I said with a grin in my voice.

“Contract renegotiations are in three fucking months,” he barked. “You can’t do this—not now!” He groaned and I heard him yelling obscenities away from his mouthpiece. “Look—if you want to come out as trans, that’s fine—that’s hot right now. But look, Bug—there’s a proper way to do it. Marco has experts for that, who can make you look good. They can do the makeup right. They can get you a decent wig. They can coach you with the voice. They’ll even pay for the right surgeries with the right surgeons. But this… this is ridiculous.”

I got a call from an executive at Marco soon after. “We want you to come to headquarters now. This coming-out stunt should have been cleared by us. Now, we have to do damage control.”

“I’m not free today, but maybe next week,” I said.

“Next week!?” he cried. “No—you need to come in now. We need to fix your hair. We need to fix your makeup. It won’t cost you anything: hair extensions, lash extensions. If you really insist on doing this—and we really insist that you don’t—then it needs to be facilitated by us.”

I kept telling them that I was busy, and I was obviously frustrating them. They were now bringing up my contract, telling me that I was breaching the agreement. I tried to hold strong, but they had protocols to deal with clients who rebelled the way I was currently rebelling.

A car pulled up. Two men in suits came out and grabbed me. “I’m sorry, Bug, but it’s important that we take you in.”

“I refuse!” I said. But they didn’t listen. They took me against my will, like a kidnapping. They didn’t even care that people were watching.

When I tried to get out of the car at the next red light, one of the men grabbed me so hard by the arm that I cried out. He yanked me back, and then he glared at me with a terrifying look; my heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. “This is kidnapping,” I said, my voice hardly a whimper.

“We own you,” the man said. “And you agreed to all of this.”

They took me to a new facility—one that I hadn’t seen before. It was at the far end of town, in an industrial area filled with warehouses and bland square buildings. I was dragged into one of those buildings and taken upstairs, where there were no windows. A couple of familiar executives were there.

“You’ve done irreparable damage to your brand, which we invested millions into,” growled the main executive.

“Nobody told me that I needed permission to go out like this.”

“It’s in the contract: all major life decisions need to be cleared by us first. That includes coming out as gay, trans, bi—whatever. It’s clearly stated.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to remain calm. “Then end my contract. Take the money back. I don’t care. I don’t want it. I don’t want to be famous. I don’t want my name tied to phoney music on the radio. Take back the awards. Do whatever you want.”

He smiled—an evil-looking smile that made me realize I had less power than I could have realized. “We will do whatever we want. And now, we have two options: to frame this as a mental breakdown, or to go ahead with a proper gender transition. Looking at you—you might have good potential to pull off a gender transformation. You have feminine features—so we’re going to have a makeup artist come and do some assessments before we make a final decision.”

“You can’t force me to be trans…” I said.

“You were the one who came out,” he grinned.

“I just went out dressed like a girl!” I said. “I never came out as anything.”

“Okay,” he said. “So maybe we go with the mental breakdown then. We can send you to a special private psychiatric ward for two months, and then you can emerge as a born-again Christian. We can release a new album to the Christian market; it’s a massive market.”

“Good money in the Christian market,” agreed the other executive, who had been silent until that moment.

“This is crazy,” I said. “I want out. How do I get out?”

“You don’t,” said the main man. “We own you, until we’re done with you.”

“Sir?” a third man said, poking his head in from the hallway. “The makeup artist just arrived, and she’d like to know where to set up.”

“Room D.”

“Yes, sir.”

They said nothing more. They took me to Room D and I saw the makeup artist setting up. She smiled and motioned to a chair in front of a mirror. “Let’s get started. I’m supposed to do up Elle Fanning before an event tonight.”

I sat down, feeling submissive all over again. All of the courage and might that I’d mustered up earlier was gone, replaced by a terrible tingling dread that just lived in my gut. I just sat there while she worked on me. The main executive stood nearby, watching me, guarding me. He occasionally checked his phone, which was buzzing almost nonstop.

“So this is one possible look,” said the makeup artist, stepping away—not so that I could see myself, but so the executive could see me in the mirror.

“It’s good,” said the executive. “But it’s a bit… bland. Can we make her sexier?”

“We can do more of an E-girl sort of thing: heavy blush, cat eye eyeliner…”

“Yes, let’s try that.”

Being feminized by Mara was embarrassing and a little bit emasculating, but being forced to transition by a man who apparently owned me was ten-thousand times more emasculating.

“Shows are cancelled,” he said casually as the makeup artist worked. “Tickets are being refunded. In a few hours, we just lost over five million dollars.” I knew that was nothing to them, but he was saying it to make me feel guilty. “You’ll make it back.”

I sunk into my seat, looking at my feminized reflection. This whole sequence felt like a never ending nightmare. I really thought that I would step out into the world dressed like a girl, and Marco would drop me. Instead, they seemed determined to get some strange revenge on me. They were simply making a lesson out of me for their other ‘clients’. They were turning me into a warning: do not try to undermine Marco Inc.

“I’m thinking we throw a coming-out party,” the executive went on. “This weekend. We can rent a beachside mansion in Vancouver. We’ll fly in some celebrities. Lots of press. We’ll get an editorial photographer in before the party, so that we can run the news the next day.”

“I—I don’t want this,” I said.

“This is going to be very good for business,” he said, ignoring me. “Very, very good.” He was looking at me in the mirror now. “You actually look like a girl. I wish we would have thought of this sooner.”

I felt sick. I wanted to get in a Time Machine and go back a few hours, before leaving Mara. I wanted to take it all back.

“I have a feeling your first concert is going to sellout. Maybe we can even get you opening for Taylor Swift on her next tour. She loves shit like this.”

“But I don’t want this,” I said again. They ignored me again. It hurt to think that they could just restrain me. Maybe it was illegal—maybe I could go to the police and tell them that I was being forcefully restrained and bullied by this company… but would they be able to do anything? I had no idea just how powerful Marco Inc. was. I was starting to think that they were on par with the mafia. Hell—I was starting to think that they were the mafia.

I felt so helpless. They started taking pictures of me. They made me pose for them. They all crowded around me and discussed small details about my face. They talked about getting me hormone pills. They talked about facial feminization surgeries and breast augmentation surgeries.

Then, there was a pounding at the door downstairs. “Police! Open up!” a voice shouted. Everyone in the room froze. Faces turned pale.

“Police?” the makeup artist said, gazing back to the hallway.

“I’ll deal with this,” said the main executive. The pounding at the door continued as he slowly made his way down. I heard him opening the door. “What’s this about, officer? Hey! Get off of me!” I heard the police entering with force, shoving the exec against the wall. “You can’t detain me! Where’s your fucking warrant!?”

Armed officers swarmed the building. They entered that large, cold makeup room with guns drawn, looking like marines clearing out an enemy hideout. “There he is,” said one officer pointing to me. I quickly threw my hands up in the air.

“Don’t shoot me,” I cried.

The officers swarmed me, helped me to my feet, and then rushed me away from that makeup room. Meanwhile, they were putting handcuffs on the makeup artist.

“W—What’s going on?”

“Sir, were you or were you not brought here against your will?”

“Y—Yes,” I said after a moment of terrified hesitation. I was afraid of admitting it, afraid that my admission would reach the higher ups at Marco Inc. I didn’t want them wanting more revenge on me.

They took me outside. “You’re safe now,” an officer said to me. And then I watched as four suited execs were led out of the building by armed officers.

The next few hours rushed by in a spark. I was taken to a police station. I was asked a bunch of questions, mostly about Marco and the agreement that I made with them. “I didn’t really read it.”

“Did you have a lawyer with you or not? Your own personal lawyer—not one provided to you by Marco Inc.”

“No.”

“Then the contract is null and void,” the officer said. “And they know it.”

It was later explained to me that Marco Inc. was a front for a well-known criminal organization. Police had been trying to take it down for decades, without success. And now, they weren’t going to take Marco Inc. down. They still didn’t have any real evidence to bring the company down, but they were able to press a few charges against a few of the company’s executives. Four of the men were charged with kidnapping, and the charges were increased when they found that the men had weapons on them.

“How did you find me?” I asked.

“We’ve spent the past twenty years trying to infiltrate Marco,” an officer told me. “We have a few people working on the inside. One of them called us earlier with a tip. The call came at the right time. We were able to find you just before you were pulled into that vehicle.”

When I was leaving the station, I looked into one of the police boardrooms and I saw Mara there, sitting with six officers. They were looking at a spread of pictures: pictures of celebrities and pictures of Marco Inc. executives. Mara looked up at me. She blushed and smiled, and then I was taken to the exit. I realized then that Mara was an undercover agent. She was working for the police.

At least, she was working with the police until that day. By calling for my rescue, she’d compromised her identity and her position with Marco, so she was cut loose. The police could no longer use her, and Marco didn’t want anything to do with her for obvious reasons.

My own contract—which was apparently void from the start—was terminated. Marco Inc. never tried to get their money back. 3.5 million dollars remained in my bank account.

By the end of the month, all of the kidnapping charges were dropped due to an apparent ‘lack of evidence’ and some ‘mishandling of evidence’. I never got more details than that, but I suspect Marco Inc. pulled some strings to smooth things over.

I was just happy that they weren’t coming after me.

I was just happy that Mara’s contract was also terminated, meaning she no longer needed Marco’s permission to live her life. She no longer had to go along with Marco’s plan if she wanted to stay as an insider so she could feel info to the police. And she was allowed to keep the money that she had as well, and the properties and vehicles and assets.

I got a message from her on Instagram a few weeks after it all came to an end. “Want to come hang out with me in Hawaii for a week?” she asked.

“I’d love to.”

“I’m just going to warn you now, I’m going to want you to dress up for me,” she wrote, including a blushing-face emoji.

“I’ll be happy to—for you,” I said.

THE END
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GAMBLING WITH THE SUCCUBUS



Chad lost everything at the casino… everything except for a few hundred bucks. Now, the bank wants to take his house, his car—everything. So Chad goes back to the one place he knows best for a chance to get it all back: the casino.

He’s winning… big. Everything is going his way. The casino staff are desperately trying to end his hot streak. Chad thinks he’s unstoppable and doesn’t know when to stop. Then, after being up over thirty-thousand dollars, he finds himself broke once again, losing everything to a poker pro at the Hold’em table.

Now he really has nothing—not a single dollar left to bet. But a mysterious figure approaches him on his way to his car. She’s stunningly beautiful, and she’s got a a huge stack of money that she lets Chad see before telling him that it can all be his, if he’s willing to do a little bit more gambling—this time with his body, his reputation, his humility, and his life.
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It was another late night at the casino. I had no plans of leaving any time soon, because I was on a winning streak.

It was one of those great winning streaks—and you know it’s great because the casino keeps sending in undercover employees to the tables to try to put an end to your run. He was a short guy, with glasses, and he thought he was being pretty sneaky, sliding up to the table, making terrible bets in an attempt to give the dealer more power. I was onto his game.
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I left his table and went to another. Five minutes later, he was taking a seat at my new table. I wasn’t falling for his tricks.

I was up $11,000. Yes, that sounds good, but I’d lost $15,000 the week before. My goal was to break even—or I wouldn’t be able to make my mortgage payment.

Even with the short guy taking the seat next to me, trying to tank my winning streak, I was still winning games. I was still pulling in piles of chips.

A couple of casino employees were moving in, slowly, standing tall in their suits, looking intimidating. They were probably trying to see my cards so they could whisper to the dealer, and to their undercover player. I was careful, making sure none of them could see my cards. I was hot; I wasn’t going to let them cool me off.
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I needed that money. I needed to pay my mortgage; the banks had been threatening to repossess my home for months. I couldn’t let them.

The casino tried another strategy, sitting a gorgeous blonde woman down next to me. She was wearing a stunning red satin dress. She eyed me and smiled, and then she looked at my pile of chips. “Hot tonight?” she asked with a sultry voice.

“Can’t complain,” I said, trying not to look at her or her bulging cleavage. I had to focus. I knew that she was there to distract me. I knew that she was being paid by the casino—maybe even to go as far as to take me up to a suite.

In fact, it was only a moment later when a casino employee tapped on my shoulder and told me, “As a gift, we’d like to give you a night in the penthouse suite, sir.”
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I was privy to their tricks: the escort, the free room—they were trying to lure me away from their tables by using sex. And hell—it was tempting. They were offering me sex with a blonde goddess, but I really needed that money. I had to prioritize the mortgage, no matter how badly I wanted to take up the offer of free sex.

She put her hand on my thigh. “Want to buy me a drink?” she asked with that sultry voice.

“Maybe another time, toots,” I smiled, and then I peeked at my cards. It was another stellar hand. Luck was truly on my side.

The casino goons were moving in, trying to intimidate me, to distract me. It wasn’t going to work. I’d been going to casinos my whole adult life. I knew all their tricks, and I knew better than to let anything distract me while I was on a hot streak. I was going to stop until they physically removed me from the casino (which had happened before).

“Twenty-one,” the dealer said as he dealt me a new card. A moment later, chips were being pushed towards me.

“You’re good at this,” the girl said, but I ignored her. “Seriously—buy me a drink. I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”

“Later, toots,” I said.

She eyed one of the goons behind me with a look of frustration. She wasn’t used to being turned down. And I really do have to admit that it was tempting. She kept reaching for her tits, adjusting them in her tight dress, trying so hard to distract me. She, too, joined into the game and started making terrible plays. With her bald friend, they were trying to tank the table.

So I got up and left for a different table. But the pair soon followed, along with those goons.

But no matter how hard they tried to stop me, I still managed to get up to $15,000. It was late. I knew, deep-down, that it was my cue to stop. I didn’t want to piss off the casino more than I already had. I didn’t want to push my luck.

But it was so, so tempting.

I glared around the casino. It was mostly empty. Most of the regulars had taken off for the night.
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I eyed a Texas Hold’em table, with four desperate-looking men. I could see frustration on all of their faces—except for one man, who was clearly whipping the lot of them. He pulled in a huge pile of chips and then he decided to leave the table. The other men sighed with relief: their tormentor was gone…

But they had no idea that a new one was about to arrive.

I walked up to the table and took a seat. The dealer eyed me. “Do you want to sit out a round or should I deal you in?”

“Deal me in,” I said. I didn’t need to sit and watch the men to figure them out. They were all desperate. I knew that desperate look on all of their faces, because I’d been there before.

My first hand could have come from the gods: pocket aces.

I doubled the big-blind. The men glared at me, looking annoyed. One of the men looked me up and down and scoffed, thinking he knew my trick. “All in,” he said, pushing in his whole pile.

“Five thousand,” the dealer said, looking at me.

“I’ll call,” I said.

The man turned white suddenly. His bluff failed, and now, he had everything on the line—and I could tell by the expression on his face that it was truly everything.

He flipped his cards: a pair of twos. I flipped mine and grinned: a pair of aces. He turned even more pale.

But then something awful happened. The dealer put down three cards: a 4, a 6, and a 2. My foe perked up and smiled. He had three-of-a kind to beat my pocket aces.

Then came a queen on the turn.

“Fuck,” I whispered. I was about to lose five-thousand dollars in a very embarrassing fashion. I quickly did the math in my head, and my chances of winning were well below 5%.
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But the gambling gods were on my side that night. “Ace of diamonds,” the dealer said, putting down the river. “Three of a kind, aces.”

The pot went to me. Suddenly, I was at $20,000. Now, I had enough money to pay my mortgage (and the six months of missed payments)—and I had enough to pay the next couple of months as well. I knew that it was really my cue to stop.

The casino goons were behind me again, now following me wherever I went. That slutty escort came over as well, leaning over me. “Congrats,” she said. “Are you sure you don’t want to buy me a drink?”

“I’m busy,” I said.

I got my next hand—another hand that was just too good to be true: pocket kings. I played it safe, calling the big blind, seeing the flop. A third king came down. I played it cool. One of the dummies decided to bluff, trying to pretend like he had a king in his hand—and maybe he did, but it wasn’t enough. I simply called. He doubled down on the bluff. “I’ll bet another thousand,” he said.

“I’ll call,” I said.

Then, another king came down on the river. “I’m all-in,” he said, sweating, pretending to have a king. But I had every king accounted for. “I’ll call,” I said with a smile.

And just like that, I was up to $25,000.
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“Sir,” said a casino employee, tapping gently on my shoulder. “The casino chef would like to offer you a tomahawk steak dinner, over in the restaurant. Drinks on us, of course. Are you interested?”

I looked at him. His face was red. He needed me to accept that free $300 dinner, to save his casino losing thousands and thousands of dollars. I thought about it, of course… but how could I just stop while I was on this winning streak?

“I’ll pass,” I said. “I’m really not very hungry.”

“C’mon,” said the blonde escort. “Come and have dinner with me.”

“I don’t even know you,” I said bluntly. She pressed her lips firmly together. Now, everyone was looking at me nervously; they knew that I was playing with fire. They knew that the casino could legally ban me, and they didn’t even need to have a good reason. ‘We have the right to refuse service to anyone,’ the sign said on the front door. And it was true; they were a private company and could give me the boot if they wanted to.

“Just a few more hands—and then I’ll take that dinner,” I smiled at the employee, who was still lingering.

“O—Okay,” he said. He eyed the dealer. The dealer looked nervous. They were all on a team to take me down. Maybe I really did need to step away from my hot-streak. I could walk away while I was ahead.

I won the next hand, and then the next. The employees continued to linger around me. These opponents were just too easy; they made dumb plays. How could I walk away from this table?

I was up $35,000. That was about what I made in a year at my job. The blonde kept eyeing me, trying to seduce me.
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I bit down on my tongue. I knew that I needed to accept my victory: $35,000, a free tomahawk steak, and a romp with a beautiful blonde escort. But still… the temptation of getting more money was still there. I eyed the chips on the table. I wanted all of them.

A new man arrived at the table, and he had a huge stack of chips with him. He sat down, wriggled into his seat, and then he eyed my stack. I hadn’t seen the man before; he hadn’t been at that casino all night, and it seemed curious that he would just show up around 3:00 AM to start playing poker. I had a feeling that he worked for the casino.

The other men at the table eyed him and then ducked away. They didn’t want to play with him, as if they recognized him.
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Was this another intimidation tactic? Or did the casino have a card-shark on staff for these occasions?

I took a deep breath. “Am I dealing you in?” asked the dealer.

I hesitated. I took a deep breath. I bit my tongue. “Yes,” I said.


2



It was a mistake. The man was unbeatable. I was starting to wonder if he had aces hidden up his sleeves, because every time I challenged him, he would produce a pair of aces, or a flush, or some magical straight.

He was beating me, round after round, showing no emotion at all as he took a thousand dollars from me… then two thousand… then five thousand. I was suddenly down to a stack of $22,000—which was still much more than I needed.

But I hated to think that I’d lost over ten-thousand dollars in a very short period of time. “I’ll call,” I said when he went all-in.

I know it was stupid, but I had an ace and a king, suited. How could I not call his all-in? How was I supposed to know that he had pocket aces? How was I supposed to know that he was going to take every dollar that I’d made that night.
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I started the night with five-hundred dollars. Now, I was at zero. I felt sick. The escort buzzed off. The employee who had offered me the free steak was gone. The opponents that I beat earlier were all looking at me as if I was a pathetic loser.

And to be honest, I really wanted to cry. I wanted to curl up into a ball. Now, I had no way to pay off my mortgage debt, so I would probably lose the house. And that’s not even mentioning the other debt that I had.

I had it all… and then I threw it away. Why was I so stupid?

I got up, trying not to make eye contact with the dealer, who was staring at me pathetically. I didn’t look at the big man who took all my money, even though I wanted to beg him to give at least some of it back.
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I just turned around and started walking towards the exit. My heart was racing. My legs felt weak. I wasn’t going to be able to recover from this. I just gambled away my last dollar.

I stepped outside, into the covered parking garage. The lights were an awful greenish tone, flickering in spots. I glared around, trying to remember where I parked. When I arrived, that parking garage was full. Now, there were only a couple of remaining cars—probably belonging to the staff, and maybe the couple of regulars who more-or-less lived in that casino.

[image: Parking garage]



I had a long drive home; I lived an hour away from that casino, and I wasn’t sure that I even had enough gas in the tank to make it home… to the home that would soon no longer be my home. My plan was to win enough to fill my car with gas. I had so much riding on winning.

I had everything riding on winning.

“Where’s that damned car,” I groaned. I tried mashing the ‘lock’ button on my key fob, to make my car honk, but I knew that it probably wouldn’t work; the battery had been dead in that fob for months, and very rarely mustered up enough of a charge to flip the lock.

I reached my arm out and mashed that button, over and over and over. Then, I heard a voice. “Hey, buddy. You want your money back?” It was a deep, thick voice. I spun around, but there was nobody there.

“Hello?” I called out, feeling tingling running down my spine. Was someone messing with me?

“I can give you your money back,” he said, and this time, it sounded like the voice was coming from above, from the next floor up.

“Are you talking to me?” I called out, feeling a pang of hopefulness.
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Now, there was a silence… a terrible silence. “Hello?” I called out. There was no answer. So I turned and went to the staircase, which was behind a heavy metal door. The flickering light in the stairwell was especially bad.

[image: Going up]


There was a terrible stench, like the smell of a filthy person living in that stairwell, unwashed… maybe even deceased and rotting. I covered my nose. I hurried to the door to the next floor and quickly pushed it open. I stepped into an even emptier floor of that parking garage. I gazed around, but saw nobody. “Are you there?” I called out. Now, I was desperate to find them. Maybe they were messing with me, kicking me while I was down… but I had to find them and know for sure. Maybe they were feeling generous and kind; maybe God was, for once, giving me some relief.

I walked around, heart still racing. With each step, I felt increasingly like I was being pranked, but I was determined to get an answer one way or another. I clung onto the possibility that this was real, that the man was feeling sympathetic. Maybe he would even just give me $15,000 back from what he took from me.

“Are you there?” I called out one last time, with my last breath of hope.

“I’m over here, if you want your money back,” he called out.

I looked towards the source of the sound. It was coming from around a concrete corner. I ran towards the sound, not willing to let him get away. If this was a prank, I was going to catch him. If it was real, I was going to get my money.

I sprinted around the corner and stopped suddenly when I saw a young woman, wearing tight leathery clothes. She had long brown hair, which looked red when it caught a glint of light, and she was wearing a curious grin. I wondered if she was a drunk escort—or maybe she was high on something. I peered around, trying to spot the man.

“Did you see a guy around here?” I asked her, ignoring the fact that she was completely out of place.

She just stared at me. She blinked a few times. She kept that grin on her face.

I was already frustrated with her. She wasn’t being helpful. Maybe she was hoping I would hire her. “Sorry, lady—I don’t have any money. I’m broke. Did you see a guy around here or not?”

Then, she opened her mouth, and in a deep, masculine voice, she said, “Are you sure you’re looking for a guy?”

She had his voice. I stumbled back before freezing, overwhelmed with horror. That voice did not belong with that body.
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I stuttered. I trembled. I nearly fell to the ground. She just stood there, starting to laugh. “What’s the matter?” she said with that male voice. “Is there something scary about me?” Then, she cleared her voice and her next words were spoken with a feminine softness that seemed much more fitting. “Is this better? Is this more what you’d like to hear from me, Chad?”

“How do you know my name?”

She just giggled.

“Okay,” I growled. “I’m guessing you work for the casino, right? Are you satisfied? You took everything from me. You win. Now you’re rubbing it in, for what reason—only God knows.”

“Let’s not bring Him into this conversation, Chad,” she said with that casual grin.

“I’m not in the mood for this. I just lost everything. Everything. I lost my house… My car. I almost doubled my debt. I’ll have to declare bankruptcy, so my credit—which already sucked—is going to tank so hard that I’ll never be able to buy real estate again in my life. And you have the audacity to just stand there, laughing at me, mocking me.”

“You’re taking this very personally, Chad,” she said softly. If she were a man, I may have engaged in an altercation with her. But because she was a chick, I resisted the urge.

I bit my tongue. “I have to go and find my car,” I said.

“Wait, Chad. Don’t you want to chat?” she asked. “I’ve been wanting to chat with you all night. Can’t you spare me just a few minutes?”

At this point, I assumed that she was one of the casino’s escorts. Maybe the casino thought that I would be willing to blow the last of my cash on some carefree sex. Did they really think that I had any money leftover?

“Entertain me, Chad,” she said as I began to turn away.

I grunted. “What do you want?”

“I want to play with you,” she smiled.

“I’m not in the mood. I’m broke, lady. I spent my last dollar in the casino. There’s a big bearded guy in there carrying at least seventy-thousand. Go and find him; I’m sure he’d be happy to pay for you.”

She gasped. “Are you insinuating that I’m a prostitute, Chad?”

“Aren’t you?” I asked, pausing for a moment.

“I’m definitely not,” she said, turning up her chin. “You can’t buy sex with me, Chad. But if you really wanted to fuck me, maybe you could win it.”

“Win it?” I asked. “Look—I’m not interested in these games. Go and find someone else. I need to find my car.”

Then, she suddenly reached out her hand, and in her hand was a huge stack of cash. I caught a glimpse of the top bill: a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill—and I could only assume the other bills in the stack were hundreds as well. I paused. I stared at the cash. “What’s that?” I asked.

“Well, it’s fifteen thousand dollars,” she said with a smile. “It’s got a nice weight to it.”

“F—Fifteen thousand?” I asked. “Why do you have it?” I felt a bead of sweat on the back of my neck. I will admit that I thought about being a terrible human being. I thought about rushing her and grabbing it, knowing there were no people around… but I knew there were cameras all over that casino. I knew I wouldn’t get away with it. “What do you want for it?”

“I want to play with you,” she said. “You like gambling, and I like gambling. So let’s do a little gambling.” She had a big grin now.

“I don’t have any money to gamble with.”

“I know,” she said, nodding her head. “But you can gamble with more than money.”

“Like what?” I asked, eyeing that cash again.

“Oh, so much! You just have to be a little bit creative. The possibilities are truly endless. For starters… you have ten fingers and ten toes. What is a toe worth to you, Chad?”
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“A toe!?” I said. “What the hell is going on in your twisted head, lady?”

“I think a toe could be worth five thousand,” she said. “I’ll even let you pick the toe.”

I hesitated. I watched as she pulled out five-thousand dollars. “A—A toe?” I asked. I felt sick. I didn’t want to lose my toe, but if she gave me five-thousand, I could walk back into that casino and potentially win back what I lost over the past couple of weeks. I could get my life back before it was totally taken away from me.

“You’re going to… cut off my toe if I lose?” I asked. “I mean—what’s the bet, even? What’s the game?”

“Hm,” she said, thinking for a moment. “I really like poker.” Her eyes beamed. “And you do too—so it’s perfect. We’ll play head-to-head Texas Hold’em.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling my blood turning cold. “But… How can I be sure you aren’t cheating?”

She gasped. Her eyes narrowed and she glared at me with an unimpressed look. “Do I look like a cheater, Chad?” She glared into my eyes, and I felt uneasy. This whole thing seemed like an awful, terrible idea. But I was desperate. “We’ll play in the casino, of course. The casino’s cards, the casino’s dealer—it will be as fair as it can be. Follow me.” She started walked towards the staircase.

I waited a moment, thinking that this was some sort of joke—but she wasn’t stopping to wait for me, so I had to jog to catch up with her.

“We can’t just bet a toe at a casino table,” I said to her.

“We can do what we want,” she replied, without even turning to look at me. She was humming now: an unfamiliar tune, which sounded very… creepy. I kept a bit of distance between us, still not certain this girl wasn’t totally nuts. I mean—if she was really willing to take one of my toes… maybe she was totally nuts. Maybe I was being a complete idiot by entertaining her nonsense.
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We walked into the casino, which was strangely empty now. The various dealers were gone from their tables. The regulars who lived at the slot machines were nowhere to be seen. The tired, sad people who were usually slumped over the bar weren’t there. There was only one person: a dealer sitting at a poker table.

“Take a seat, Chad,” said the girl, motioning to one of the chairs. She sat down, wriggling comfortably into a chair. She produced two stacks of chips, worth twenty-five hundred each. She placed her in front of hers, and she had the dealer slide the other stack towards me.

“Mine is worth cash, yours is worth a toe of your choosing. Got it?”

“O—Okay,” I said. I looked at the dealer, who seemed totally fine with this arrangement. Maybe he knew this girl. Maybe she was the daughter of some mob boss, and he knew better than to question her.

He got straight to dealing the cards. “The lady will be small blind,” he said. “Blinds are two hundred and one hundred.”

So I slid in two-hundred worth of chips. The dealer put the cards down. My hand wasn’t special: a ten and a four, off-suit. She called, so I stayed to see the flop. A four came down. I considered raising, but I had no idea what this girl was capable of—if anything. Maybe she was a total beginner. Beginners who don’t care about their money are usually more dangerous than poker pros.

I tapped the table, and she did the same.

“Isn’t this fun, Chad?” she asked.

My heart was racing. I wasn’t having any fun. I never really had fun gambling, unless I was on a true winning streak. Even then, I was plagued with anxiety. So I didn’t answer the woman.

The turn brought another four, giving me three-of-a-kind. I played it cool. I tapped the table.

She made a small raise: two-hundred dollars.

I paused. Maybe she had the other four. If she did… would my ten beat her other card? According to probability, yes. I had to trust probability… but it was close. There were no face cards on the table, meaning any one of the twelve face cards could be in her hand… with four cards on the table, and two in my hand, the chance of her having a face card was still well under fifty-percent.

I took a deep breath. I called her raise.

Then came the river: a ten.

I felt my face turning white, but I tried to remain cool. I didn’t raise. I had a feeling that she was going to, so I tapped the table. Then, she did the same. I bit my tongue, regretting not raising.

“The gentleman wins with a full-house,” said the dealer, sliding the chips towards me. It wasn’t much… but it was more than I had when I was in the parking garage considering suicide.

I let out a sigh of relief. “So you suddenly like to play it safe?” the mysterious woman asked.

“I don’t want to lose any of my toes.”

“You really don’t need all of your toes,” she said. “People say that you need your toes for balance, but people missing half a dozen toes can balance just fine.” She let a big smile slip.

My next hand was a good one: a queen of hearts and a king of diamonds. I bit hard on my tongue. I called. She raised. I called. Then came the flop.

An ace came down, but nothing else noteworthy. A sick feeling churned in my gut. I didn’t want to see an ace, but it did give me a chance of seeing a straight. I tapped the table when it was my turn.

Then came the turn: a ten. I tried not to react. There was roughly an 8% chance of seeing my hand turn into that glorious straight. I took a deep breath, and then I raised: five-hundred.

She called without hesitation.

I bit hard on my tongue. I just knew that she had an ace. I knew that she had a better chance at winning—but I had a chance too… an 8% chance. Or maybe she didn’t have an ace at all… but even if she had a six (there was a six of hearts on the table), she was beating me.

“Come on…” I whispered.

“You have no poker face, Chad,” she said. “You may has well have a mirror on your forehead.” She giggled. “You’re hoping for a jack, so that you’ll have a straight. It’s a ballsy move, Chad—I’ll give it to you… but do you really think that little chance of a straight is better than a pair of aces?”

I turned cold. She had a better read on me than I could have imagined. She was probably a pro. This was probably her hustle… though what did she really have to gain? What the hell was she going to do with one of my toes?

I stared at the dealer. “Are you going to show the river or not?” I asked through clenched teeth. I was filled with frustration all over again. I took a deep breath.

Then came the jack.

“Yes!” I roared. It was probably a mistake, because the girl just tossed in her cards, folding without a raise.

“Lucky,” she smiled.

Now, I was doing just fine. I had about half of her stack. I could play with confidence. She wasn’t going to beat me so easily.

I got another great hand. I did my best to keep it cool: a pair of tens, which turned into three-of-a-kind when the flop produced a ten—and nothing better than a ten.

I made a small raise. She folded. I won a couple easy hundred.

The next hand was okay: an ace of hearts and a four of diamonds. She started with a big raise of four-hundred. I decided to call, though my gut was telling me to wait for a better hand.

The flop produced a spattering of cards—nothing of use to me. I tapped the table. She made another big raise. My heart raced. I eyed the cards on the table again, and then I called.

The turn produced a king—the last thing I wanted to see. She made another raise. I called for some stupid reason.

The river produced a seven of clubs. She slid her chips in. “I’m all-in,” she said with a smile.

I felt sick. I had nothing. Why was I even considering calling? I looked at the chips; she was fleecing me, even if I folded.

But I knew better than to call; I wasn’t going to make a dumb rookie move in an attempt to make her nervous. I folded. She smiled—and just like that, we were even again.

Then, I was dealt a lovely hand: a pair of queens. I tried not to smile when she slid all of her chips in. “All-in,” she said.

“I—I’ll call,” I said.

Then, she flipped over her cards, and my heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. She had pocket aces. What were the odds? Well, in case you’re wondering, 1 in 221 hands will be pocket aces. “Shit,” I whispered.

The dealer flipped cards slowly: a ten, a five, a four… then came another four, and then…

A queen.

I jumped to my feet. “Yes!” I cried. I won. I beat her. I won five-thousand dollars, and I got to keep my toe! “Take that!” I shouted, losing control of myself for a moment. I knew it was bad manners, but I really couldn’t help it. I grabbed the chips and pulled them towards my chest. I let out a sigh of relief.
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And the mysterious girl was still just… grinning, as if she wasn’t even fazed by my victory and her defeat.

“Why don’t you buy back in?” I asked. “No sense in stopping now.”
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She stared at me with that big grin. “We need to make it more interesting,” she said. A cool chill crept down the length of my spine.
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She kept staring at me, making me feel like me winning was all part of some bigger prank. Maybe the dealer was in on it. Maybe those chips weren’t real chips. Maybe the casino was just getting some revenge on me for flaunting my hubris during my winning-streak.

“You showed me fifteen-thousand,” I said. “So you still have ten-thousand. You can’t just stop now.”

“I know,” she said softly. “But now, I don’t want a toe. I want something more… fun.”

“Like what? I can gamble with five-thousand now—so why don’t we just play with money?”

She waved me off. “I don’t care about money, Chad. I have all the money I need. I want things that have their own special value.”

“Okay…” I said. “But I want money.”

“How’s about this,” she said, turning up her chin. “If you win the next round, you get five-thousand dollars. If I win, I get to dress you up like a pretty girl, and you have to dance at the strip club across the street—on the pole, for a whole song.”

I opened my mouth to reply. Then, instead of producing words, I just starting laughing. “Is this some kind of joke? You just want to humiliate me? Lady—you think I’m going to be humiliated that easily? I did dumber shit than that for way less when I was in college.”

She stared at me with that smile. “Well, there will be one small catch. If you lose, and you want to keep gambling with me, you have to dance like you mean it. You have to make those boys hard. If the boys in that club aren’t rock-hard between the thighs, our night of fun is over. Got it?”

I hesitated again. It really seemed so stupid—but I knew that I was going to win, so I just rolled my eyes. “Whatever,” I said. “Let’s just get the game going.”

She giggled and turned to the dealer. She winked at him, and he nodded his head. The woman, whose name I still didn’t know, produced two new chip stacks. I wasn’t sure where she was getting the chips—maybe from her purse… but I didn’t see a purse. Maybe the dealer was slipping them to her.

Once again, I was given twenty-five hundred. I wasn’t allowed to use the five-thousand that I’d won in our last bout. The girl had an equal stack. She spent a moment putting her chips in neat towers. I just kept mine in a messy pile.

[image: Chips]



“Let’s do this,” I said, taking a deep breath.

I won the first round, though I wasn’t able to get her to call my raise, so I only won the blinds.

Then, I was dealt a lousy hand, so I folded—not even bothering to waste the money to see the flop. My next hand was just as lousy, but I was the big blind. She made a small raise. I thought about it for a moment before folding. Next came a mediocre hand: a ten and a nine, suited. I decided to call the big blind, and then she raised. “Five-hundred,” she smiled.

I felt that familiar nausea churning in my gut. I took a deep breath. I wanted to see the flop. I didn’t have terrible cards, but I suspected she had aces.

I called.

The flop came down: a five, a six, and a nine. I had a pair… nothing amazing, but maybe worth fighting.
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She slid another five-hundred forward. “Raise,” she said.

I bit my tongue. I knew what a pro would do: fold. Pros play it safe, until they have a perfect read on their opponent. I still knew nothing about this girl. She seemed totally unpredictable.

But I wanted those chips. I had a hunch that she was bluffing. So I called her raise and prayed for something good to come on the turn.

I was out of luck. “Ace of clubs,” the dealer said as he placed down the card.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

She slid another five-hundred. I knew that I needed to fold, but for some reason, I didn’t. I was half-convinced that she was bluffing. I looked at my chips. I hardly had anything left.

I called, like an idiot, like a total beginner, like a desperate moron. She grinned, watching as the dealer used his stick to pull my chips into the middle of the table.
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Then came the river: another ace. “All-in,” said my opponent.

I folded, but it was too little, too late. She had most of the chips, and now she was playing in that power position. She went in on every hand, carelessly, and there was no way to know if she was bluffing. I was getting into my own head, sometimes folding perfectly good hands because she just seemed too confident.

“The gentleman is all-in,” said the dealer, taking the last of my chips as my big-blind. Then, I was dealt a pair of fives.

She turned over her cards, showing a six and a seven. The flop produced a six, and then the turn showed another six. I was toast.

She started giggling. The dealer announced her as the winner. The chips slid to her, and now, I had to face my fate.
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“I have a penthouse suite waiting,” she smiled, still giggling. “I’ve got tons of clothing options. Let’s not waste anymore time; I don’t know if that strip club will be open for much longer.”

I was white all over; I could feel the blood leaving my face. I had to accept my fate; I agreed to the deal.
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She really did have a penthouse suite up at the top of the hotel… maybe even the suite that they’d offered to me, back when I was winning, when they were trying to pair me off with an escort, when they were trying to feed me expensive steak dinners.
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It was a beautiful penthouse, with huge picture windows overlooking the whole city, which was glowing dimly beneath the starry sky.

The girl strutted in with a confident gait. She turned on a few dimmed lights. Then, she motioned towards a long, long rack of costumes: dresses, skirts, and lots of lingerie. “It’s a strip club,” she said. “So you’re going to want multiple layers to keep in interesting for the boys. I’m thinking a strappy teddy underneath, a satin jumper—and then a fur shawl as a statement piece.”

I glared at the room, which seemed to be set up for dressing up a stripper. “Is that what you do? You work across the street?”

She giggled. “Are you calling me a stripper, Chad?” She glared into my eyes.

“W—Why do you have so many outfits?”

“I have them here for you. I’m trying to give you options. I’m really a very nice person. Now hurry up and pick something—but don’t put it on yet. You need to shave first: you chest, legs, face… everything. I don’t want to see a single stubbly hair on your body. Wigs are in the bathroom. Don’t worry about your makeup; I’ll do that for you. I have a bit of a knack for that kind of thing.”

“I—I don’t want to do this,” I said, suddenly realizing just how humiliating this was going to be. “Let’s come up with something else. This is just going to be stupid. I’m going to look like an idiot, people are going to be annoyed, and it’s not going to be any fun for you.”

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” she grinned. “People are going to love it, as long as you try. And it’s going to be great fun for me, either way. So go get shaved, now—or our night of gambling is over—and I’ll be taking that toe, as payment for wasting my time.”

My heart fluttered. I felt that increasingly familiar nausea churning in my gut. I wasn’t quite sure that I was going to remain conscious. I was worried I was going to collapse from all of the stress an anxiety. Yet somehow, I found myself marching into that penthouse bathroom. There was already a steaming tub, filled with water. A razor was waiting there for me, and some feminine shaving cream.
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The girl was behind me. “Strip down,” she said.

“Can I have some privacy?”

“No,” she said bluntly. “Too bad. No privacy. I need to make sure you’re doing it. So do it… now.” Her voice had a strict bluntness to it now. I felt a fist-sized lump in my throat. I felt my body going submissive. I wanted to fight her… but I also wanted one more chance, to gamble with her, to win that money, so I could pay off my debts.

I awkwardly stripped in front of her, down to nothing. I felt a dampness on the back of my neck: a cold sweat that was reminding me of all the mistakes of the night…

At least I still had that five-grand from my first victory with the mysterious woman. I could cash in those chips, and that was more than I had at the beginning of the night. It wasn’t a total loss… as long as I did this stupid dance at the strip club.

I kept reminding myself that the men in that club were going to be backwards drunk; their standards were going to be low.

Ass-naked, I slipped into the tub while she watched, grinning. I put a foot onto the edge of the tub, the way my mother used to when I was very little and had to sit in the bathroom while she took a bath (while my dad was at work and there was nobody around to supervise me). I carefully ran that razor down my leg. It stripped away hair with frightening efficiency: a single swipe, and every hair the razor touched was gone. It only took a minute to do an entire leg, leaving behind nothing. The next leg was even faster. “Crotch too, Chad,” she smiled.

I stood up, awkwardly with my cock out, and I began to shave my cock. I was careful, knowing how sharp that razor was. Magically, it seemed to just wipe away the hair.

I did my chest, my armpits, my arms—and then I turned to a mirror and did my face. It usually took a few minutes to shave my face, but this only took ten seconds. The hair just evaporated, as if the razor was magical.

“Much better,” she smiled. She lended a hand so I could step out from the steaming tub. Then, she handed me a towel. I felt weird: hairless, smooth, slippery. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and hardly recognized my own body. Without body hair, I looked so much thinner than I remembered being. My hips had way more definition than I recalled having.

Now, she was guiding me back to the rack of clothes. “Pick lingerie for your bottom layer,” she said.

“I don’t really care,” I said. “Just pick something for me.”

“If you insist,” she said, rolling her eyes. Then, she quickly produced a little black strappy lace thing from the middle of the rack. “Put it on.”

I stared at it. “Look…” I said. “Let’s just go back to the casino. We’ll do another head-to-head—double or nothing. If you win, you take all the money back.”

She shook her head. “I don’t want the money. You won it; it’s yours. And I don’t need anymore money, Chad. I want to watch you strip and dance for boys. Now put on the outfit.”

I bit hard on my tongue, almost drawing blood. Then, I slipped my naked body into the tight lacy outfit. It was too big to fit her. “Why do you even have this?” I asked.

“For you,” she said. “I got all of this for you, so you would have options.”

“You’re telling me that all of this will fit me? Even the shoes?” I motioned towards the many pairs of heeled stripper boots.

“They’ll all size eight-and-a-half. That’s your size.”

“How do you know that?” I asked, feeling my heart skipping a beat.

“Oh, stop with the victim stuff, Chad. Let’s just get you ready and you can get this over with, okay? So, for over your lingerie, I’m thinking a nice minidress, with thin straps. It will be easy to slip out of. How’s this?” She handed me a black minidress. I closed my eyes for a moment, and then I slipped into it. It fit just fine…

“This is so embarrassing… but I guess that’s the point, huh?” I said. She giggled. She walked up to me and reached for my cock. She gave it a little rub. “The dress just barely hides your little bulge.”

“Hey!” I snapped. I didn’t like her touching me. It just felt… awkward. This was already embarrassing enough; I didn’t need her reminding me that my cock was small.

She just giggled. Then, she handed me a long fur thing, which was supposed to go over my shoulders, covering my chest slightly. It was a bit heavy, likely made from real fur.

Then, the girl brought me a blonde wig. She motioned for me to sit in a chair. She was holding a makeup brush. She leaned in, brushed my face for no more than ten seconds, and then said, “Voila!”

“That’s it?” I asked.

She nodded. “You look pretty,” she smiled. “Now boots.”

I was confused. I put on the boots. This whole thing just felt stupid. I was just waiting for my chance to gamble with her again—and this time, I was going to win. I wasn’t going to make a series of stupid mistakes. I wasn’t going to call her bluffs when I had nothing of my own.

I pulled a pair of tall black boots onto my feet. Then, she took me by the wrist and pulled me over to a large mirror that I didn’t notice before. “Look how pretty you are!”
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I watched as my own face turned pale. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing; in ten seconds, she did this? My whole face was done up! I had eyeliner, eye shadow, mascara—and it even looked like I was wearing false lashes. There was blush, and concealer. The blonde wig looked frighteningly real—I could almost even see where the hair met with my scalp, as if the hairs were really coming out from my head.

I knew right away that this was something she did a lot—maybe every night. This was probably some twisted hobby: a skill that she’d mastered with hundreds of victims just like me.

Hell—even the way that the lingerie hugged my torso… it looked like I had small breasts. I swear there was a very real illusion of cleavage.
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I turned and looked out at the city, and then down at the strip club, which was still lit up. This was really about to happen… but at least it was all going to be over with.

The girl was just giggling, soaking it all in, relishing in her strange hobby. When I wasn’t looking, she spanked me on the bum, making me yelp. “Feels like a girl tush to me,” she said.

“Stop touching me,” I groaned. I brushed some blonde hair off of my face. My skin, without hair, felt so delicate. I kept looking down at my legs, which were totally exposed, and glimmering, smooth, slippery, thin. I wanted to pull down that little dress to cover my thighs, but there was no extra fabric to spare.

“I want to see your dance moves so badly,” said the woman.
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The walk to the strip club was mostly a blur of anxiety. There were moments I thought that I was going to collapse. I knew that I would recognize nobody—and I was totally unrecognizable myself. So I found a bit of comfort in the thought that when this was over, there would be no real repercussions.

But still, anxiety nagged harder and harder as we got closer. The woman in the black leather minidress outfit was humming again, finding complete joy in this situation, even though she was out five-thousand dollars.

The booming music from the strip club loudened with each step. The muscles in my legs began to feel like cement. I remembered the girl’s deal: if I failed to turn the men in the crowd on, the gambling was over—but I needed that money. I needed to find a way to muster up some sort of act. Through some makeup sorcery, she actually made me look a little bit like a woman… and now, I needed to put on a convincing act.

We stepped through the front doors. Within seconds, heads turned towards us. Eyes beamed. They look the brunette up and down, and then a few gazes drifted over to me. I was close to throwing up. I froze, cold all over. My new friend tugged me by the wrist. “Let’s get you back stage and in line to go on.”
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“I don’t think it works like that. They don’t just let anyone on the stage,” I said, my voice hardly a whisper, because I didn’t want anyone to hear me. I was suddenly very conscious of my bare legs—and the very few inches of fabric covering my crotch. The many gazes in the room were all tingling, all burning like rays of hot sun on my skin.
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There was already a girl up on the stage, in a frilly dress. As the chorus came hard, she ripped away the top of the dress, exposing her supple breasts and perky nipples. Gazes turned back to her, offering me som relief. But soon, I would be the one on the stage, and I had to find a way to make it a good show without showing breasts that I didn’t have.

My God, this was so embarrassing, and it was only about to get worse…

A hand spanked me hard on the butt. I gasped and turned to see a large biker man with scrappy facial hair, grinning. His breath smelled. His whole body smelled. I felt weak. I wanted to defend myself, but knew that he would snap me in half if he found out he just spanked a man on the ass.
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I said nothing. I shuffled away to catch up with my nameless friend. She was heading backstage, behind a curtain, down a dark hallway. The dread inside of me grew and grew and grew. “It will all be over soon,” I kept whispering to myself, though I was no longer sure that I believed it.

We turned a corner and found ourselves in a room with three young women, standing in tiny outfits, waiting for their turn to go on stage.
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They looked good. They were young and hot and tight, and their outfits were revealing. They were going to have no issues making money. I wasn’t there to make a little bit of money… I was there to earn another shot at making big money.

My nameless friend walked up to the girls. “Blondie over there is going on next,” she said.

And the girls put up no fight. They eyed me and then nodded their heads like hypnotized sheep. “Okay,” they all said. For a moment, I wondered if the mysterious woman was some ‘Jedi’, using Jedi mind tricks… or maybe she owned this strip club, and she was the boss. That would make sense, seeing as nobody stopped us from entering into that club.

I was too afraid to ask questions. I listened as the song came to an end. Then, I looked at my ‘friend’, and saw that she was grinning at me. “Remember,” she said. “If they’re not on the verge of ejaculating in their pants, you aren’t getting another go at the table. Got it?”

I nodded slowly, submissively. I looked to my right and saw a mirror: my reflection. I was still in shock at what she’d done in such a short period of time.
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The makeup was just so… spectacular. I really looked like a girl. I wanted to walk up to that mirror and inspect myself closer. I wanted to touch my face, to make sure that I wasn’t looking at some television screen. Maybe this was some big prank. Maybe I really looked ridiculous. How could I look so… pretty?

“Next up…” called out an announced. “We have a new dancer for y’all. Her name in Sinnamon, and she’s a real knockout. Put your hands together for Sinnamon!”

Then, a Pussycat Dolls song came on. I knew the song, and I knew it was my cue to walk out. The brunette woman was giving me a shove. My legs were like towers of stone, but somehow I managed to take a few steps. I stumbled forward, through a curtain. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. This was so surreal, so stupid, so awkward and humiliating.

Now, I was looking at fifty men, and they were all looking at me, waiting for me to dance. I didn’t know how to dance, but I knew that I had to figure it out. I had ten thousand dollars riding on figuring that dance out.

I’d seen a few strippers before, so all I could do was imitate. I reached up my hands and started to sway. I closed my eyes and counted… not to the music, but more just counting down seconds until the end of the song.

When I opened my eyes, I saw that they were still watching me, leaning in to get a good look at my body. I turned my back to them. I took a deep breath. I was acting on instincts now. I grabbed the skirt of my dress and quickly lifted it up, flashing my freshly shaved ass. That got a reaction.
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I moved my hips side to side, trying to stay in time with the music. I reached out and felt the pole. I gripped it. I walked around it. A man whistled. A dollar bill fell onto the stage. I decided to pull away the shawl.

I couldn’t believe any of this. How did I end up here? A couple hours earlier, I was up over thirty thousand dollars in a casino. Now, I was dressed as a girl, on the stage of a strip club. What the hell happened?
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I kept my eyes closed whenever possible. I swayed to the music. I put my arms in the air. I grasped at my chest, as if I had tits—and it almost felt like I was squeezing breasts when I squeezed. I ran my hand between my legs, the way stripped do. I bent forward. Men cheered. I turned my back to them and bent over, using the palm of my hand to cover the bulge of my cock. More men cheered.

I did another lap around that pole. More money landed on the stage. I shifted the straps of the dress off of my shoulders, thinking I would do a slow reveal—but the light little garment went plunging down without any support, suddenly leaving me in lingerie. More men hollered. More money fell on the stage.

Their cheering, their ogling, their willingness to throw money at me… it got my heart racing. It filled me with a curious energy. Maybe I could pull this off. Maybe I could actually get through this unscathed.

I walked to the edge of the stage. I got down on my knees. I reached out and grabbed a man by the back of the head, and I pulled his face between my thighs—not close enough, of course, for him to feel my cock, but I’d seen strippers do it. His face turned dark red.

I had no idea where these moves were coming from; I was just… thinking of them, and letting them flow out of me. I was in the right headspace. I was in the ‘zone’. The song was halfway through, and it really seemed like I was pulling this off.

I stood up slowly. I ‘twerked’ my ass. I sensually caressed my body with my hands. I grabbed the pole and spun around with impressive core strength. I even did a surprising horizontal hold with my legs spread open. Men were hollering loudly. I had no idea how I was doing any of it, but it felt so good to be in the spotlight, to be succeeding. And to see all of that money on the stage! There were five-dollar bills on top of ten-dollar bills. I even saw a fifty-dollar bill! And was this my cash to keep?
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They really liked me. And the song was almost over. “Take it off!” someone shouted. But that wasn’t an option. I had to keep it on, because I didn’t have breasts to flaunt.

“Take it off! Take it off!” the men began to cheer. I was so close to the end. What could I do? I looked over and saw the mysterious woman with the reddish brown hair standing next to the stage. She nodded at me, as if to say, ‘Go ahead and take it off.’ My body flushed with embarrassment, but I had to make her happy. I had to convince her to gamble with me again, so I shimmied out of the outfit—just the top—and I showed the room my flat chest. Maybe they would just think I was a flat-chested woman.

They cheered. Money was thrown onto the stage. I looked down at the cash and saw something that shouldn’t have been there: breasts.

I gasped. I quickly reached with both hands and grasped them, feeling that they were real. I carefully released them, to please the audience. I grabbed the pole and did another spin, this time stiff as hell as I tried to process what was happening.

My body was so tense. I wasn’t sure if my heart was beating. Was I having a nightmare? I saw the money hit the stage. I saw a man up front, subtly with his hand down the front of his pants; he was masturbating; his face was dark red. A bouncer came up and grabbed him, pulling him away from the stage violently. I gasped. The song ended. I scurried away, backstage, and then I saw the mysterious woman laughing, as if it was the most entertaining five minutes of her lifetime.

I covered my chest with my hands. “What the hell is going on!?” I snapped.

“Oh, relax. It was just fun!” she said.

“Get these off of me!” I said.

“Maybe later,” she said. “Just pick an outfit from the rack and cover yourself up.” She motioned towards a rack of stripper outfits. I took a deep breath, feeling anger, feeling confused, feeling embarrassed. I tried to rip the wig off of my head, but it didn’t come off. I yelped, because I swear I pulled my own hair. I tried again. “What’s going on!?” I gasped.

“Just relax, will you?” she said. “The night is almost over. It will be light in three hours. Wouldn’t you rather focus your energy on winning your money back? Let’s go back to the casino for another round.” She grinned. I wanted to grab her by the throat and demand an explanation.
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This was impossible.

This was… magic… evil magic.

I was starting to wonder if she was even human, or if she was something terrible, some sort of witch, or maybe some sort of demon. Maybe I was the one who summoned her, accidentally, when I was leaving that casino, wishing desperately for a chance to undo my idiotic gambling mistakes.
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Ifollowed her back to the casino—or maybe I should say that I chased her back to the casino; I only looked away for a moment, to look at myself in the mirror, and when I looked back, she was walking out the door. “Wait,” I said. “Can’t we go back to your hotel room, so I can change first?”

“We’re running out of time, Chad,” she called back to me, without looking back at me. “The sun will be up in a couple of hours now. Do you really want to spend that time washing makeup off?”

“Who are you?” I asked, jogging up next to her as we approached the casino entrance. “What are you? I want answers.”

“You don’t need any answers,” she said.

“I want them. Tell me who you are, and where you came from. I don’t want to gamble with you if you’re…” I paused.

She finally turned to look at me. “If I’m what?”
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“If you’re… some sort of witch or something. That hardly seems fair—don’t you think?”

She rolled her eyes. “First of all, I’m not a witch. And second of all, let’s pretend that I am something different than you—different than a human—do you not think that I’m capable of playing fair?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “How can I know that you can’t just… see through the cards?”

She giggled. “I could if I wanted to, Chad. But I promise you that I’m not going to do that while we’re playing. That wouldn’t be much fun.”

“I don’t want to go and gamble with you, knowing that you can just… win if you want to win.”

“Okay, then don’t gamble with me,” she said, rolling her eyes. Then, she turned and walked into the casino, leaving me standing there for a long moment as I tried to process what was happening. I saw my reflection on the glass door. I was still dolled up, still looking like a chick—and I still had the breasts, which made my spine tingle cold.

I ran in to catch up with her. I still wanted that money. I wanted to believe that I had a fair shot at winning that cash, even if it seemed hard to believe she was going to play totally fair.

I found her sitting at the same poker table, with the same expressionless dealer, waiting to begin a game. Now, I was wondering if the dealer was even a real person, or if he was some sort of mirage that she’d created with her black magic.
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I took a seat, careful that the skirt of my little outfit wasn’t riding up to expose my ass and crotch to the rest of the casino—even though the casino was otherwise empty.

“I want that ten thousand,” I said.

“Let’s play for five,” smiled the mysterious woman.

“Okay, fine. And what am I wagering this time?” I asked.

She smiled, thinking for a moment. “Sex,” she said.

“S—Sex?”

“With a man,” she said. “Actually, with two men. You’ll be the girl in a male-male-female threesome.” She blushed and her smile grew large. “If you lose. If you win, it’s five thousand dollars.”

I felt that lump growing in my throat. “I—I don’t want to have sex with men.”

“I assumed as much; that’s what makes it an interesting bet, Chad,” she said, rolling her eyes.

I felt a cold sweat trickling down my back. I tried to keep my composure. I considered the bet. She knew how to play poker; she always had a good read on me. If I was going to beat her, I needed to up my game… and was that something that I was even capable of pulling off?

Then, I started thinking of that money. I wanted that money. I needed that money. Even if I walked away with just ten thousand, and not the full fifteen, I could probably manage to veer my life onto the right track. It might be enough to satisfy the banks, to give me more time, to sort my life out.
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I needed that money. “Something else,” I said. “Anything else.”

She shook her head. “That’s the deal. Take it, or leave it.”

I groaned. I bit hard on my tongue. I looked at the expressionless dealer. I took a deep breath. “Fine,” I said.

I was determined to win. I was going to beat her, like I beat her in our first match.

The dealer started the game, sliding us our cards. “The gentleman will start as the big blind,” he said with a monotone voice.

So I slid in my chips and eyed my hand. A king of clubs and a seven of clubs. I always liked a little bit of flush potential—and the high-card king was probably better than whatever she had, at least if I was trusting statistics. She called. I raised.

She smiled and stared into my eyes. Now, I was terrified that she was reading my mind. It was so, so easy for her to cheat. “Are you going to call or not?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said.

Then came the flop: a spattering of cards, two of which were clubs. I just needed one more club and I could almost be sure that I had the dominant hand. But right now, I had nothing.

I tapped on the table.

“You never bluff,” she said. “You really should bluff from time to time, to try to keep me guessing.”

“I bluff plenty,” I said through clenched teeth. Now, I could taste a bit of the pink lipstick on my lips, reminding me that I was still feminized. My humiliation was ongoing.

She thought for another moment, and then she raised. “Let me guess,” she said. “You have a pair of clubs in your hand. You’re praying that another club comes down.” Her grin grew wide—likely after seeing my face turn red. “You’re putting a lot of faith into a flush, Chad.”

My hands were trembling. I tried to keep a cool composure.

“It’s like flipping a coin,” she continued. “The odds are about the same—more or less. So here’s what I’ll do…” She slid her whole stack into the middle of the table. “I’m all-in.”

“The lady is all-in,” the dealer said. “Will you call?”

She knew exactly what I had, and she knew the stakes. She was right: it was basically a coin toss… though there was also the possibility of a king coming up. My chances were better than hers…

A four of diamonds came on the turn. I bit hard on my tongue. Okay—now my chances were down to about… 28%. I still had confidence. I still felt like a club was coming on the river.

“Come on…” I whispered, leaning in.

Then came the next and final card: a ten of clubs. I jumped to my feet. “Yes!” I shouted. Then, I grabbed my cards and flipped them over for her to see. She stared at them with a grin, and then she flipped over her cards: A queen and an ace… both clubs. She also had a flush, but her high-card beat mine.

She covered her lips with the palm of her hand, and she started laughing. “Oh, Chad—you’re really not very good at this game!”

“You—You cheated,” I said.

“I did not,” she said. “You’re just… gullible. You’re remarkably bad at poker. I think you should find a new game to focus on, if you want my opinion. But it’s okay… you still have enough to pay the blind of the next hand. Maybe you can crawl back in.” She laughed and shook her head.

But I knew it was over. When I got my 2 and 3, off suited, I knew that I stood no chance. We flipped over our cards. Her hand wasn’t much better: a 5 and a 7, but a pair of sevens came down on the flop.
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“So, Chad…” she said with a grin. “What’s your type? Do you like muscular guys… or maybe guys with nice dad-bods?”

“I—I don’t want to do it.”

“You have to,” she said. “You agreed to it.” Then, she snapped her fingers, and we were suddenly in that penthouse suite. I gasped, looking around. “Sorry for the sudden change of scenery. I’m just trying to save some time here. The sun will be up in about ninety minutes, and I’m guessing you want another go at that money.”

There was a knock at the door.

She smiled. “Don’t mind me. I’ll just be watching. They won’t even be able to see me.”

“Who?” I said, my voice shaking. “Who are these people? I—I can’t do this. I don’t want to do this.”

“Answer the door, Chad,” she said. “You agreed to the deal—now live up to your wagers.”

I turned to look at the door. I stared for a long moment. Was this really happening? Surely this was a nightmare. Why did I agree to this stupid bet? I couldn’t have sex with men! I wasn’t gay! I’d never been… penetrated before.

I knew that she gave me boobs, but what was between my legs? I decided to take a quick glance. The witch, or demon, or whatever she was—giggled when she saw me lifting up my skirt, to see that my penis was still there.

“Do they know I’m a man?” I asked.
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“Why don’t you find out?” she said before roaring with laughter.

I could hear a clock ticking, but I had no idea where the clock was; it was just ticking to remind me that I was running out of time. If I could finish up with these guys, I could get another chance at beating this demon woman, to win that money back.

My legs were numb, but somehow, I was able to approach the door. My hand trembled as I reached for the handle. My mind was spinning. I wanted to get out of this… but how could I? I agreed to the bet, and I had no idea what this psychotic demon woman was capable of.

I opened the door, completely planning on telling whoever was there to go away. I wanted to turn to the woman and tell her that I made a mistake, and that she could have her money back, and that I was through with our gambling.

Then, I saw the towering man standing there. He was so intimidating, so ripped, so dominating. I felt my body turning weak.
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Of course, I’d been in the presence of big guys before, but I’d never felt like this; I’d never felt intimidating by a man’s physique, but this was different… because I knew this man was here to fuck me.

He looked down at me and let a small smile slip. Then, from behind him came another man, similarly huge, with a buzzcut. The two men came into the room without saying anything. They seemed almost robotic, eyeing me, not hesitating, as if this was something they were programmed to do. I wondered if they were even real, or if the demon woman created them out of nothing. And if they weren’t real… maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. If you get fucked by a fake person, were you really fucked? I’m sure Nietzsche could spend a few hours thinking about that one…

I opened my mouth to speak. Now, there was one man behind me and one in front. I couldn’t muster up any words. I wanted to say something. I was sure that there was some perfect sentence that existed that would spare me from their wrath… I came up with nothing.

The men moved in. I tensed up. I felt their body heat… and then I felt their hands. They had big hands—hands that made me feel (and look) like a child. They held me firmly as they came in even closer.

The smell of cologne was overpowering now. I stuttered. My legs trembled and my knees threatened to buckle under my weight. Suddenly a set of lips and a stubbly chin was pressed into my neck. I felt his warm tongue. No man had ever… kissed me. I didn’t like it; it felt so wrong.

The other man was behind me, hands on my sides. He was moving those hands up, and it took a moment to realize that he was undressing me. This was all happening so fast. It almost seemed like there was no warning whatsoever, even though I knew that I’d agreed to it.

I shouldn’t have agreed to it. I needed to be more careful with what I was agreeing to. I couldn’t keep enduring these humiliations. Now—this was much worse than a humiliation. This had physical repercussions. These men were about to take my… anal virginity.

And I could feel them as they pressed their hard, muscular bodies against me. I could feel their hardening bulges: rigid, long… warm and throbbing.

“Oh God…” I whimpered. They were sandwiching me now. They were both kissing my neck. One of the men took my chin and turned my face upwards, and then his lips locked with mine. His scratchy stubble was like sandpaper on my face.

I groaned. This really was so, so humiliating.

One of the men grabbed my breasts. He squeezed. The other reached between my legs. He grabbled my cock and gently began to massage. He wasn’t revolting, so apparently he was fine with the fact that I was male…

I tried to wriggle out from between them, but they were like walls of muscle, holding me in. They were rubbing hard against me… and in a weird way, it felt strangely comforting. The men were so strong, and their bodies were so big.

No—I didn’t like this. I liked nothing about it. I wanted it to stop. I kept turning my head away from one of them, but then there was another one there, ready to lock lips with me.

One took my hand and pulled it down to his crotch. I don’t know how he did it, but he’d managed to get his pants down. His cock was out, half-erect, throbbing in front of me. I curled my fingers around it, praying that I could bring this to an end. I just wanted this to be over with. I knew that I wasn’t going to get out of it. There was a demon standing in the corner of the room, watching me, making sure that I lived up to my end of the bargain.

The other man was bottomless too. He took my other hand, and now I was double-fisting cocks. I massaged them, stroking up and down, finding some solace in the fact that every stroke was one stroke closer to orgasm—and this was all done once they had their orgasms out from their systems.

I clenched their cocks. I stroked hard and fast. I made the men moan—but that just got them more horny. They pushed me down. Now, they were standing hip-to-hip, erections pointing at my face. They took turns plunging long shafts into my mouth. I gagged as their fat tips pressed against the back of my throat. The men stuffed me together: a pair of cock pushing into my mouth, stretching out my lips. I groaned. I gagged. Hands were in my hair. Spit was running down my chin.

This was so emasculating, so pathetic and humiliating. This was not worth five-thousand dollars… five-thousand dollars I never even won.

Oh God, this was so embarrassing. But at the same time… there was a strange satisfaction in knowing that the men were turned on by me; those throbbing erections were for me. They wanted me. They were lusting over me…

No—I had to expel those thoughts from my head. Why were they there? Was that demon woman putting those thoughts into my head?

One of the men scooped me up and playfully threw me onto the large bed. He pounced on me. He grabbed me and rolled me over, so that I was straddling him. I could feel his long shaft between my legs. Then, behind me came the other man. I felt him slide his long, slick shaft up between my butt cheeks. “Oh God,” I moaned. His tip was trying to find my hole. Their fingers pulled my panties out from my butt crack.

I felt hands all over me. I felt their sweaty bodies—and that smell: musk and cologne. Their body heat was intense. I looked back and saw that the man behind me was totally naked: muscles bulging.

I kept reminding myself that these men weren’t real… but did it make a difference? Maybe they weren’t real—but I was about to feel everything.

I felt a cock pushing into me. I had no idea whose it was. I threw my head back and closed my eyes. “Oh my God!” I shouted. I felt his tip inside of me: warm, throbbing, inching deeper. I clenched, but it didn’t stop him.

And now, his friend wanted in on the action. I felt the second tip pressing against that same hole. I wanted to scream at the men, and plead with them. I wanted to tell them that it was never going to fit, that I couldn’t possibly stretch to accommodate them together—but before I could say anything, I felt the jolt of penetration, and I screamed.

I felt their cocks inside of me, mashed together, stretching my little hole. I clenched hard. I closed my eyes. I tried to endure the sharp pain. They pushed deeper and deeper. My body went limp. I fell onto the sweaty, muscular chest of my first ‘date’, and the men began thrusting. The next fifteen minutes was a total blur. They thrusted hard into my body—sometimes together, sometimes alternating. Sometimes one would pull out, just so that he could stuff his heavy meat back into me.

I’m sure that my eyes had rolled into the back of my head. I was probably convulsing like someone who needed an exorcism.

And the worst part of it all came after the pain started to subside… and it was replaced by a pleasant euphoria that grew stronger and stronger and stronger. I heard myself moaning, and I couldn’t help it. I even heard myself screaming, “Yes! Yes! Oh God, yes!” Those fat cocks were pressing against some sweet spot—and soon, my own cock was erect. I think I ejaculated… maybe even twice.

I was covered in cum and sweat and strong hands. They just kept driving into me—until suddenly, I heard them both groaning. I felt their fingers gripping me tight. I felt them pushing deep, and then I felt the pulsing and the gushing.

They were coming inside of me. “Fuck!” I cried. “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck!” I felt those hot gushes, pouring out of them and into me. It felt so unnatural… but it felt so, so good.

They pulled out of me, leaving me gaping. I could feel a breeze inside of my asshole. One of the men spanked me hard on the bum. The other wiped the tip of his cock on my ass cheek. Then, as quickly as they’d arrived, they were gone. I was limp on the bed.

A moment later, the demon woman was standing there, grinning, looking down at me. “You surprised me again. I didn’t really think you were going to go through with it.”
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I looked away from her, unable to look her in the eyes. She’d seen everything. She just watched me getting dominated by a pair of men. Oh God, it was so humiliating. I just wanted to change back into my proper clothes and leave—and never come back. I could find a new casino. I just wanted to get far, far away from that place.

“We have one hour until sunrise,” she said. “Do you want to take your chances at the table one more time?”
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Did I want to?

No.

Could I turn down the opportunity?

No.

I had to do it. I had to take my chances. I’d sacrificed too much to stop now. I’d stripped for a room of men. I’d been penetrated by two well-endowed bodybuilders. I couldn’t go home with only five-thousand dollars to show for it.

“I want to try again,” I said.

“Great,” she smiled. “Five thousand for you—and what for me?”

“Let’s do the toe again,” I said.

She giggled. She shook her head. “No, no—I’m not really that interested in one of your toes, Chad.”

“I have nothing left to lose,” I said. “So why don’t you come up with something?” I glared into her eyes, and for a moment, she looked slightly frustrated, as if my sudden lack of enthusiasm was stripping her of her entertainment.

Then, her lips curled into a smile. “Ever heard of a donkey show? I know a place on the Mexican border that has them every night. If we’re fast, we can squeeze you in.”

I felt every inch of my body turning white. “Something else,” I said.

“No,” she said bluntly.

I bit my tongue. “Fine. Deal the cards.”

I was still blonde. I still had boobs. I was still feminized, because she surely knew that it was messing with my head. But this time, I wasn’t going to make any mistakes. I was going to play professional poker, by the books—no stupid bets; just safe plays and calculated bluffs.

My first hand was bad: a four and a six, off suited. “Raise—four-hundred,” I said confidently.

She eyed my chips, and then she looked into my eyes. “You’re not good at bluffing, Chad,” she said.

I just stared back at her, giving her nothing. As far as I was concerned, I wasn’t bluffing. As far as I knew, the flop was going to be a pair of fours and a six, giving me a full house. “Call it, fold, or raise,” I growled at her.

She thought for a long moment. “Fine. I’ll call,” she said. I was hoping she’d fold, of course.

But then came the flop: a four and a six. I had two pairs. I played it cool. I tapped the table. She smiled and raised. I called. She raised again after the turn. I called. She raised again on the river. I doubled her raise. She paused. “So you really have something, huh?”

I didn’t answer. I just stared into her eyes.

“Fine. I fold,” she said. “Show me your cards.”

“No,” I said, sliding my cards to the dealer.

That look of frustration burned on her face. She looked like she was about ready to cancel the bet and walk away. Could she do that? Did I need to be careful with how much attitude I gave her?

“Deal,” she barked at the dealer. He dealt a new hand. It was another trash hand, but I wasn’t going to let it stop me. I felt like I was already in her head.

She called cautiously: no big raises. On the flop, I found myself with a pair of nines. I liked my odds, so I made a bet.

She grunted and then she folded. “Deal,” she said to the dealer in a snap.

New cards came: finally, a good hand: a king and an ace. I raised. She sighed. “Is that just going to be your thing then? You’re just going to go in on every hand and play the odds, huh?”

I just stared at her. I gave her nothing to work with.

She groaned. She pouted. Then, she slid all of her chips in. “All-in.”

I called. My heart was racing. She turned over her cards, revealing pocket-tens. But her pocket-tens were no match to my hand when an ace came on the flop, and then another ace on the river.

She threw up her hands. The dealer passed me the chips. Just like that, I was up to $10,000—not quite enough to pay for all my missed mortgage payments (and missed property tax payments)… but maybe it was enough to sway the banks into giving me an extra month or two to figure it out. Or maybe I could come back in a few days and take my chances at a table with a bunch of gambling addicts—instead of an evil demon woman.
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She was staring at me—not blinking. I couldn’t help but notice that her eyes were glowing a yellowish hue. I could feel a heat from across the table, that seemed to be radiating off of her: maybe the heat from the depths of hell, surging through her as she tried to contain her frustration.

We have thirty minutes,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “Want a shot at another five-thousand, or not?”
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My spine tingled. My gut churned. I knew that I needed to walk away and make do with what I had. But the temptation was strong. I finally had her beat; I had her frustrated, and I knew that a frustrated gambler will lose every time.

“Let’s do it,” I smiled. “What’s the bet this time?”
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She took a breath in, slowly. “If I win, I fuck you.”

I paused. Then, I cracked a smile. She was a beautiful woman (at least on the exterior). I would be happy to fuck a beautiful woman.

But then I started to consider the fact that she was a hideous monster in the skin of a beautiful woman, and maybe that horrible monster would come out as soon as it was time to ‘party’.

It didn’t matter—I wasn’t going to lose. I had the momentum in my court, and I wasn’t planning on letting it slip away.

“Fine,” I said.

“Wait,” she said. “One more thing. I will fuck you… in public.”

My heart skipped a beat. My knees felt weak. But I held a smile on my face. “Whatever,” I said. “Let’s play.”

So the dealer got to work. I eyed the succubus woman. She had a fierce intensity on her face as she eyed her cards. She was focused. She wasn’t interested in losing this one.

She tapped the table. She folded when I raised. Then, when she was the small blind, she immediately folded after seeing her cards. This was a new strategy from her: playing safe. I knew that I needed to change my own strategy to accommodate. I knew that she was going to have a strong hand when she went in, so I had to play it safe as well—and in the meantime, I could nickel-and-dime my way towards winning, stealing the blinds.

Finally, she called one of my small raises, and I knew that she had something. I tensed up. I watched the flop, which gave me nothing.

She checked. I did the same.

Then came the turn: an ace, but I didn’t have one.

She paused. She tapped the table. I decided to make a move: a brave bet of five-hundred. She called without hesitation. She didn’t even look at me. Then, on the river, she made a big bet: a thousand dollars.

I bit my tongue. I had nothing. I knew she had something. So I folded.

And just like that, she managed to overtake the lead.
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It happened again the next hand: we got all the way to the river, and then I folded in a panic, assuming she had something. My confidence had fluttered away. She kept looking at me with those yellow glowing eyes, and with each hand, I felt more and more like I was on pace to lose. Why did I think that I could beat her?

Finally, I got a good hand: an ace of clubs and a king of clubs. I played it cool. A king came on the flop, giving me a pair. She made a raise of two-hundred. I decided that I would just call her to the end, no matter how hard she went.

On the turn, she raised again when a queen came down. I felt a cold sweat on the back of my neck. I still had a pair of kings, ace-high—and there was nothing seemingly better on the table.

On the river came her all-in. I felt my heart plunge into the pit of my stomach. What did she have? Did she also have a king? Well—if so, she probably didn’t also have an ace…

Or maybe she had pocket-aces. There were possibilities… but I liked my odds. “I’ll call,” I said.

Then, she turned over her cards and I jumped to my feet. “Yes!” I shouted. “I win!”

She just stared at me.

I eyed her cards again, to be sure: a four and a nine—no pairs, no straights. But the dealer was… raking the chips over to her?

Then, I saw it: she had a flush. I don’t know how I missed it. I had to blink a few times to really see it. “N—No,” I said.

She finally cracked a smile. “It’s been a while since I’ve gotten off in a human,” she said. “But you’re pretty, and I’m feeling in the mood.”

“W—What?” I said, totally stunned. Then, I was suddenly on the subway. There were a couple of old ladies sitting on one side, and a couple of students further down the train car, on their phones. The subway came to a stop, and I had to quickly grab the post so I wouldn’t fall over.

There was a residual glow of sunlight on the horizon. Now, people were starting to head off to work. A few businessmen poured into the train car. With them came the succubus woman. She saw me and smiled.

She came up to me and quietly said, “I don’t want any resistance, Chad—or our night of gambling is over.”

I was frozen all over. A few people eyed me. They looked the succubus woman up and down, because she was dressed so provocatively, like a prostitute, with her breasts bursting out from her semi-sheer lace top, and her skirt hardly covering her fire-red panties. “On your knees now, Chad,” she whispered.
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I looked down and saw that I was no longer a blonde woman. Now, I was myself, in my body, in my clothes. “H—here?” I asked. Now, I wished I was still dolled up like a girl, so that people wouldn’t recognize me. No—I didn’t know these people, but people were inevitably going to take pictures and post them to their social medias. This was going to go viral. I was going to be humiliated for life, eating some chick out on the subway like some drug-addicted degenerate.

“Now,” she hissed. I did it. I knew that I just had to get it over with. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and when I opened my eyes, she was using her thumbs to gently pull down her panties, letting her long snake uncurl from in that tight red satin prison.

She had a long cock and a huge ball sack. Now, out from the panties, the package was allowed to breathe. It expanded softly, no longer confined. I heard a few gasps from people nearby, disgusted by the public act. I was just as disgusted… but I had no choice.

So I closed my eyes and did what I knew she wanted me to do. I grabbed it and stuffed it into my mouth. I started sucked. Her cock was hot—hotter than the human body can get. Had it been any hotter, I would have burned my mouth, no doubt.

And it wasn’t long before her long shaft started to become hard. I made the mistake of opening my eyes to see stunned, horrified onlookers. I wanted someone to come over and put an end to it—to pick me up and toss me off of the train… but I had a feeling that the succubus woman wouldn’t allow anyone to stop this.

“Just like that,” she purred. I felt her demonic foreskin pulling back. I felt her bulbous tip emerging in my mouth, gliding against the roof of my mouth as her shaft expanded outwards.

Her cock had a reddish tint to it. When I pulled back for air, I saw that her tip, stretched out from her foreskin, was a crimson red colour: an unnatural sight that proved more than anything that she really was demonic.

I sucked hard and fast. I wanted to get this over with.

She was rock hard now. I couldn’t even fit half of her cock in my mouth. And now that she was erect, it was obvious that she wasn’t ‘human’. Sure, every part of her looked human—except for that cock. It was too fat to be human. It had a weird shape, like a gourd, with bumps all over it. The tip of her penis was hugely bulbous, like a firmly clenched fist—and rugged, with fat, bulging veins and hard ridges. In the middle of the shaft was a huge bulge, ribbed like some sort of dog toy. The whole thing looked like it belonged to some horrible animal.

But I didn’t have to look at it long. She let out a loud moan. “I want in you so badly, Chad!” She cried, and then she lifted me up with impossible strength, spun me over, and bent me over a man who gasped.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, unable to move with the demon holding my hips. The man was too stunned to move—or maybe he was paralyzed by the demon’s powers.

Now, across his lap (and partially across the lap of the woman next to him), the demon began to penetrate me.

“I’m really so sorry,” I said.

And then she spanked me. “Shut the fuck up, Chad,” she growled. “Talk dirty instead. Now.”

I bit my tongue. I knew I had to do it. So while on the laps of complete strangers (or, I should say, completely horrified strangers), I began to say things like, “I want it so bad, baby,” and, “Your cock feels so good in my tight asshole!”

She pushed in: painful at first, but my hole was already well warmed up from being plunged by a pair of hunks. I could feel her ‘ribbed’ middle-section. I could feel the big lumps of her lower shaft. And, of course, I could feel the fat rugged tip as it ploughed into me.

She began to thrust—hard.

My face was now pressed hard into the crotch of that woman. The succubus laughed and snapped her fingers—and then suddenly, the woman gasped. I felt a warm wetness on my face, and realized that the girl had started to piss herself uncontrollably.

“Might as well jerk the man off, Chad,” purred the succubus—and then, suddenly, the man’s cock was rock hard in his pants.

With piss on my face and a demon cock in my ass, I awkwardly wriggled my fingers into the stranger’s slacks and began to jerk his cock. He groaned. The woman next to him (presumably a partner) gasped in horror, and then let out another gush of uncontrollable urine onto my face.

Was this really happening, or was this some sort of hallucination that she was producing in my head?

I was so ashamed, so humiliated… but still, I kept thinking about one last chance at winning another five-thousand. If I did everything she wanted me to, I would get another shot—and maybe I could save my house…

Suddenly, the man ejaculated with a loud groan. His cum sprayed up my wrist, and gushed all over the palm of my hand. I groaned.

The succubus pounded deep, using every inch of that monster cock inside of me. The ribbed girth hit the right spot, triggering my own ejaculation, which spilled out in front of everyone on that train. Then, just for laughs, the succubus triggered another big gush of girl pee on my face before gripping my hips firmly and fucking me with brutal intensity for five straight minutes, which was all she needed before bellowing out and unloading big-time in my asshole.

That was no normal creampie either; she gushed massive blasts, like someone squeezing a full Cola bottle of cum into my asshole.
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Again, I made the mistake of looking around—straining to sit up, to see so many people staring at us in horror… and the phones in their hands, filming the whole thing.

The demon let the humiliation linger for a moment before snapping her fingers and bringing us back to the casino.
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She had to reach down to stuff her long demon penis back into her fiery red panties. She took a moment to adjust her little lacy skirt, and then she gently sat down at the poker table with a cute, innocent little smile.

I looked down and saw that my pants were around my ankles—and a huge amount of cum was billowing down my legs, oozing out from my asshole. I gasped and quickly pulled my pants up, feeling that warm cum squishing against my legs in a gross way—but at least I was decent now. I eyed the dealer, who didn’t seem to care one way or another, as if he was just some sort of programmed robot.

I took a moment to gather my composure before sitting at the table. “Back again?” he asked casually.
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“Let’s just get this over with,” I said, still feeling the sting of humiliation.

The succubus let out a giggle, covering her lips. “It felt good, Chad. You have a beautiful, velvety asshole that you should be very proud of.”

“Shut up,” I growled. “What’s the bet this time?” I looked towards the window and saw the edge of the sun teasing the horizon. I was exhausted. My legs were weak. I wanted to go home and sleep. I wanted this to be over with.
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“Okay, let me think,” the succubus smiled. “How’s about… if I win…” She took a moment, looking around the casino for inspiration. “Ooh, I have a good one. If I win, you have to be a prostitute for one whole week—and you have to accept every job. You’ll have to doll yourself up for the jobs—but I’ll make the ad for you.” She clapped her hands together. “It will be so fun!”

I felt sick. A whole week of being a cross-dressing whore? For five-thousand dollars? That definitely wasn’t worth it… but I felt so desperate. “Fine,” I said.

Again—the bet didn’t matter, because I was determined to win. I took a deep breath, and the cards started coming down.

I won that first hand, but it wasn’t a big prize. The succubus won the next hand, evening it back up. Then came a long streak of folding. We were both playing it safe; I wanted that cash and she wanted to see me reduced to prostituting myself.

The game was getting intense. The dealer raised the blinds. The demon woman eyed me. I tried not to look into her eyes, knowing she would get a read on me.

Finally, I got a good hand. I even got her as far as the river… but she folded when I finally made a bet.

I looked at my chips. I looked at hers. The game was still even.

Then, before the dealer dealt, she looked out the window and said, “Last hand, Chad. I have to go. We’re either both all-in, or the deal is off.”
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I felt a clenching in my chest. I wanted that cash, so I nodded my head. “Fine.”

The dealer nodded in agreement, and then he gave us our cards. She was dealt a king and an ace, suited (hearts). I was dealt a three and a five, off-suited.

I felt dizzy. She smiled—and that smile grew when the flop came down, and there, in the middle of it, was an ace. And right next to it… a king.

“It’s not looking good for you, Chad,” she said, shrugging her shoulders.

“N—No,” I said.

Then, on the turn came a three. She was still beating me big-time… but I now had a chance… a very, very tiny chance, but a chance nonetheless. She had two pairs… but if a three came down on the river (and the chance was about 5%), then I could walk away with fifteen thousand dollars and another shot at keeping my life from falling into shambles.

She was still grinning. She thought she had the game won…

And then the three came down. I was too stunned to cheer. She was too stunned to gasp. The dealer slid me all of the chips. There was an intense silence, and then suddenly, she was gone. “Congratulations, sir,” the dealer said. “Enjoy your winnings, and have a good night.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I looked around for the demon, but she was gone. The casino was empty, save for a couple of employees who were cleaning the floors for the mid-morning rush that would be arriving in a few hours.

I stood up slowly. I took all of my chips. I went to the conversion counter and put everything down. I was handed cash: fifteen-thousand dollars.

My ass hurt; I limped when I walked. I was exhausted, and had drying demon cum all over my thighs… but I was the winner.

The sun poured through the windows—almost blinding after a long night of darkness.
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I went home, driving slowly. The morning traffic was just starting. I nearly dozed off at a few red lights. Before going to bed, I took a very long shower. I had to hold onto the metal rail so I wouldn’t fall over. I hardly towelled myself off before falling into my bed, naked—and I fell asleep on top of the covers.

I slept four hours. I woke up. I got dressed. I went to the bank. I facilitated a transfer to the bank that had my mortgage, and then with the leftover, I thought about paying off some of my credit card debt. The teller showed me my remaining debt, and I paused. “I thought I only had twelve-thousand on that credit card,” I said.

“No, sir—sixteen,” she said gently.

[image: Teller]


“I’m sure it was twelve.”

She investigated. Apparently, interest had been quickly accumulating, because I hadn’t been making payments. I was bummed out. I was quickly feeling demoralized—after one of the longest, hardest, most humiliating nights of my life, I was still facing a long road of struggling.

I remembered that I was up over thirty-thousand dollars at one point—before the succubus entered the picture. Why couldn’t I have walked away? I could have paid off all of my debt and given myself a totally clean start… but I chose to be an idiot.

I took a deep breath. Now, another thought was creeping into my head. “You know what… leave the debt,” I said to the teller. “I’ll pay it down later.”

I decided to keep that leftover cash. Now, I was thinking of heading to the casino, to gamble with that leftover, to try and turn a little into a lot. Maybe I could deal with that debt quickly, without having to work tirelessly for many months—or even years. I just needed a hot streak. I could use the skills that I’d gained from playing with the succubus; she’d taught me a whole lot through desperation.

I went home. On my counter was the newspaper, turned to the classified: job listings. Then, I saw my car keys. My car could take me to the casino within fifteen minutes.

I struggled with my own internal demons. Then, I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath. “It’s time to get a job,” I said to myself. “No more of this gambling shit.”

When I opened my eyes, I gasped—because I was in the casino. I spun around. My heart raced. The morning regulars were all there, at their usual tables, gambling away their social security payments, their pensions, their disability cheques, and, for a few of them, their paycheques. “W—What the hell is happening?” I asked.
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Then, I turned and saw her sitting at the Texas Hold’em table. She smiled at me and waved. Now, she was wearing a long, beautiful satin cocktail dress, with her hair nicely done up, diamond earrings hanging from her ears.

I looked around and then approached her slowly. “I—I thought you had to go away during the day.”
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“I had some chores to do, but I’m done now,” she said. “I thought about it, and I want to give you one more chance, to double up your winnings—maybe pay off the rest of that pesky debt.” She grinned, as if she’d been watching me at the bank, receiving that unfortunate news from the young bank teller.

“You… You want to play again?” I asked, peering around.

She nodded her head with a cute smile. “Want to sit down?”

“I don’t want to play,” I said.

She paused. Her eyes narrowed. “We can just play with money, Chad. No fun and games this time—just regular ol’ gambling.” She cracked a new smile.

I shook my head. “I don’t have any money.”

“Okay—then we can make a deal. I still want to see you as a whore for a week; I think that would be so funny. And you want to win another five-thousand, right?”

“Y—Yes, but…” I took a deep breath. “I’m done gambling. I don’t want to do that again.”

Her smile faded. Frustration painted her face red. “Ten-thousand then, if you really insist.”

“No,” I said.

“Fifteen—and that’s as much as you’re going to get,” she growled.

“No thanks.”

“Why not!?” she hissed. “I got myself all dolled up for this! You can’t just turn me down after taking my money from me all night.”

“I’m not gambling anymore,” I said simply. “I’m done doing that.”

“You’re an unskilled worker, you idiot. Do you have any idea how long it will take you to pay off your debts making minimum wage? Even if you somehow luck out and find some job that pays twice that—I’m giving you the chance to skip years of suffering, and you just have to bet one week of your life. You’re being a damn fool, Chad.”

“I guess I am,” I said. “But that’s my choice. That’s my choice. Maybe I’m crazy. But I want to do it… the right way. I don’t want to try to fix my life in the casino.”

“We can gamble in the penthouse suite, if you’d prefer,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“No,” I said. “We’re done. I’m glad we met. You really opened my eyes to what I was doing wrong in my life—and I’ll always be grateful for that. But now, we’re done.”
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I turned around, spotted the exit, and started to leave.

“Chad!” she called out. “Chad, come back!” But I didn’t stop. I wasn’t going to turn back. I wasn’t going to cave to the urges. I wasn’t going to succumb to the thought of easy life shortcuts, because really, there are none. In life, you have to make it the right way, or you’ll always struggle.

“Chad, come back!” she growled loudly. I just ignored her. I kept on walking. I held my head high, even though I had a mountain of debt that would probably take years to pay down…

One day I would look back on all of this and be proud of myself for standing up for something. Hell—I was already proud of myself.

THE END
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EXTRA PARTS



Braxton had the dream career as a programmer—and then AI came and left him and all of his friends unemployed. Worse, his girlfriend has no interest in dating a poor, unemployed man in his thirties, so she leaves, and without work, Braxton can’t afford the apartment on his own.

He thinks his future is hopeless, and then he finds himself in a new factory, in a new city, inspecting realistic life-size dolls for rich men with wild fantasies. The technology is amazing, and the pay is good. But the work is… awkward.

It’s Braxton’s job to test the dolls before they’re sent off to their new owners. He’s only supposed to use toys and a gloved hand to test the toys’ various mechanisms, but curiosity soon takes over, and Braxton starts to discover fantasies he never knew he had—fantasies that aren’t going to be so simple to fulfil in the real world.

Disclaimer!

All images in the story are PG-13 versions of the text descriptions, to satisfy Amazon’s terms and conditions.
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Ilost my job to AI. For twelve years, I was building towards a career in coding—an industry that was supposed to be future-proof. They told me in school that robots would inevitably replace construction workers. They told me that there would be plumber-bots that would show up at houses and diagnose and fix leaks in mere minutes. “And we’re going to need people to program and fix the robots,” my teachers told me.

No. They were all wrong.
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It turns out, the first jobs to go are the ones that people thought were untouchable. My friend was an artist for fantasy board and card games—until those companies replaced all of their artists with AI. My sister was unemployed when her publisher announced that they would be using AI for their creative manuscript editing needs.

Who would have thought that they would come out with programs to… write programs!? It didn’t seem fair, and there was hardly any warning whatsoever. One week, we were learning that AI could write script, and a few weeks later, we were all out of work. “I’m sorry,” our boss said. “It’s just business.” He tried to explain the situation. “What would you do in my position? I can either pay twenty guys salary, or just type a few prompts into the AI program and have it spit me out tens of thousands of lines of code… with no glitches.”

“I have a family to feed,” said Steven, whose face was as pale as the printer paper sitting on the desk next to him. But it didn’t matter; company profits were all that mattered, so we were sent away that day.

I got right to trying to find a new job, but the job market was evaporating rapidly. The job listing board, which once had hundreds of coding positions, now had only a few, and there were thousands of guys trying to wriggle into one of those spots.

I had a couple of interviews, but they went nowhere—and it was probably for the best, because a few months later, I heard that those same companies had turned to AI for their coding needs. I mean… I can’t really blame the companies; I did some curious experimenting with AI to make some code for an app that I’d been working on privately, and in seconds, it whipped up something far more efficient than I could have made. Seeing the code pour out of that system… I’ve never felt so useless in my life.

I had no other skills; I’d been training to code since the age of ten. All of those coding languages… all of those books on coding philosophy… It was all for nothing.

I had a girlfriend at the time: Kerry. Kerry was living with me. “You need to get a job, Braxton,” she would say to me every morning, as if I wasn’t trying. Our relationship had already been strained; she’d gotten a new job as a waitress (a job that was supposed to be redundant long before coding), and she was making huge tips every night—sometimes as much as a thousand bucks. She paid for us to go on a vacation, which was supposed to be fun, but the fun was quickly sucked out on the first night, when she told me, “It’s just… really unattractive that I’m paying for you to be on vacation, and not the other way around. Guys are supposed to pay for girls.” And she really was acting repulsed by me, every time she would pay for… anything.

After that, her new manager (a young, handsome man), kept paying for the club’s waitresses to go on ‘work trips’, which were just party vacations. I wouldn’t see Kerry for days—and when she was gone, she wouldn’t even answer her text messages. I would see the odd picture on Instagram (the Instagram pages of her coworkers, and not her own), of her drinking, wearing bikinis, hanging out with handsome, ripped men.
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I suspected she was cheating on me, but I felt like I was in no place to say anything about it or do anything about it… because I was just some unemployed loser who lost his career to AI.

It stung to think that a 22-year-old waitress was making more than I ever made, living some sort of millionaire party lifestyle while I was dropping resumes off at every second building downtown. When I was a teenager, I thought that I would be living the Playboy jet setting lifestyle; that was what society promised to me, that’s what was supposed to happen to all of the young guys who devoted themselves to coding.

Well, Kerry left me quite suddenly one day. She was in the bathroom and I decided to check her phone messages, just to see if she was talking to other men. There was a conversation that seemed very suspicious. “I miss you,” said the person, who was just a phone number and not a name. “I miss you too.” When I asked her about it, she threw up her hands and said, “I just can’t stand you any longer, Braxton! That’s it! I’m done. I tried, but I just can’t try any longer.” And she left.

I had to move out, because I couldn’t afford rent in that apartment. I had to move towns, because I simply couldn’t afford to live in Vancouver anymore. I relocated far away, to a small town called Smithers, BC. Why Smithers? Simply because the rent was super cheap, and there were tons of job listings… though none of them were for coders. I’d come to the conclusion that coding was just over.
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My new apartment was tiny, and shared with a roommate, Stan. Stan worked night shifts, so I really never saw him, unless he was coming out of his room to tell me to be quiet… which, to be fair, he did often. I had to tiptoe around the house usually, so I wouldn’t set Stan off.

I knew nobody in town. Nobody. The town was small enough that everyone knew that I was an outsider. It wasn’t long before I found myself regretting the move, but I couldn’t afford to move again.

I would spend entire nights awake, just sitting on the edge of my bed, feeling sorry for myself. Just a year earlier, it seemed like my life had so much promise. Now… I was just a nobody, a few months of savings away from homelessness.

I went through town dropping off resumes at unskilled jobs: McDonalds, Tim Hortons, A&W, Burger King. I got a couple of interviews. They all looked at my resume with confused expressions and asked, “If you have so much programming experience, why do you want to flip burgers?”

“AI,” I would explain, and then the job would go to someone else. All of those employers just assumed that I wouldn’t last at the job, because I came from an environment with high pay and good benefits. They just assumed that I didn’t have tough enough skin for the job.

I was looking into trade schools—a career that was more AI-proof… though I didn’t feel as though any career was safe. I was eyeing a plumber course, which was taught at a college in a nearby town—but it was a pricey course, and I would need to save enough money to live while I took the classes. At best, trade school was a couple of years away for me. First, I needed work.

It took a month to find work, and I won’t bore you with the depressing details of being turned down over and over and over. I will just tell you how I ended up getting the job that I got, because this story is about that job.

My roommate, Stan, went missing. I found out one afternoon when his boss came to our door and said, “He’s missed his last five shifts. Where the hell is he?”

I’d assumed he’d been in his room, but when we went to look, there was nothing but a note. “Oh God,” I said. We read the note.
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“Goodbye cruel world. I just can’t live in a world where she isn’t real.”

“Who’s she?” his boss asked me, not sounding terribly sympathetic to the fact that we were learning that Stan had likely gone and killed himself.

“I don’t know,” I said. “But if Stan’s dead, I need a fucking replacement ASAP.”

I didn’t actually know what Stan did for work; I only knew that he worked night shifts—and that he made half-decent money, because he was always coming home with fancy, expensive computer parts; there were stacks of fancy computer part boxes in our little mudroom area.

“Does the job require a certain amount of experience?” I asked.

He looked at me strangely, probably thinking it was odd that I had no idea what my roommate did. But ultimately, he didn’t care; he was desperate for a quick replacement, and I was offering myself. So he gave me a ride to my new office. On the way, we called the police to let them know about the note. Later that day, they found Stan’s car parked next to the tallest bridge in Northern BC.

Anyway—I won’t depress you with details about Stan’s demise. Instead, I’ll tell you what Stan did for a living, and what I was now doing for a living.

“All you have to do,” said my new manager—the man who picked me up and took me to that factory on the far end of town. “Is inspect the merchandise. You need to inspect every single package. Got it? We can’t be caught sending out faulty units.”

“Okay,” I said.

“You have a checklist that you will run through with every single unit. Once you’ve gone through every item on the checklist, you can seal the box and stamp it, and then the shipment team will pick up all of the stamped boxes in the morning.”

“Sounds easy,” I said.

“It is easy,” he said, looking at me suspiciously. “So don’t slack off. And don’t… do anything gross with the merchandise. When people order their units, they’re expecting clean, new, untouched dolls.”

“Dolls?” I said.

Then, he showed me what they were producing in that factory. “Sex dolls,” he said. “The best sex dolls on the market. These babies range from eight-thousand dollars to twenty-five thousand dollars.

I nearly screamed when I saw the girl in the box. I thought for a moment that it was a prank, and that some chick had crawled into the box to scare me. I had to lean in (slowly and cautiously) and poke the thing before realizing that it wasn’t real. “Holy crap,” I said softly. It felt real. It looked real… but it wasn’t real. It was like a dead body, but her skin was vibrant.
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“People pay that kind of money for shit like this?” I asked.

“It’s not shit,” growled my new boss.

I tensed up. “No, of course not. I just mean… stuff like this.”

“Our company created an AI model that analyzed millions of hours of pornography to create the perfect sex simulation,” he explained. “No normal dude’s wife can do what one of our girls can do.”

“They move?” I asked.

“Of course they move,” he scoffed. “Why pay twenty-five thousand dollars for a limp doll? The simulated sex is top-notch. Fluids secrete out of over five-thousand micro tubules. And she had over eight thousand ‘sweat glands’. Just have to keep her fluids topped up every month or so. She’s self-cleaning, and has well over a thousand different programmed phrases that respond to user communication—and that’s getting better with every firmware update.”

“That’s… impressive,” I said.

“So yeah,” he went on. “Don’t stick your cock in them, or you’ll be immediately fired.”
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“So just… turn them on, make sure they aren’t talking like demons, and we’re good?”

He eyed me suspiciously again. “You’ll get the list shortly. It’s not rocket science, but it does require the care and attention of a real human—and please, for the love of God, be delicate with them.”

“Sure thing,” I said.

“Your shift starts at 9 PM, and you can go home at 7 AM. Get as many done as you can.”

He showed me to my ‘office’, which was a large room with windows that overlooked Smithers. There were curtains, and a small bed. The bed was, surprisingly, for the purposes of testing the dolls.

Now, it was only 7 PM, and I still had two hours before my shift. I didn’t feel like going home, so I just bummed around the factory. I did a couple of slow laps around, seeing the workers as they went from machine to machine. There wasn’t much human intervention happening; the machines handled building the sex dolls just fine. I watched the various beautiful fake women being assembled before sliding into boxes. There were all sorts of girls: skinny girls, fat girls, white girls, black girls, asian girls, girls who resembled celebrities, girls who looked questionably young, and girls who looked like grannies.

On each box was a ‘preference sheet’, filled out by whoever ordered the doll. I looked over a few. There were checkboxes that the purchaser had filled. ‘Squirts? Yes. Dominant or Submissive? Submissive. Orgasm frequency? High. Breast size? Double-D.’ And so on…
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I was giggly like a teen boy in sex ed class. I was surrounded by boobs and vaginas. There was a whole machine in that factory, just pumping out various-sized tits. There were machines making male dolls as well, for female clients, but demand for male dolls was far, far less.

A bell rang, letting the shift workers know that their shift was ending, so that the night crew could start. I felt a tingling. I wouldn’t say that I was excited about the job, but I was excited to be doing something to earn a little bit of money. This felt like the first real step towards starting my new life, my recovery from being replaced by AI.
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Aman in a lab coat found me and handed me a clipboard. “Here’s a few dozen checklists,” he said. “If you need more, there are tons in a box in one of the lower cabinets in your office—but I doubt you’ll need more on your first night. It’s going to seem overwhelming, but just try to take it one unit at a time.”

“Alrighty,” I said, looking down the checklist. There were many boxes that needed checked.

“If you have any questions, you can wake me up. My room is just upstairs.”

“You sleep here?” I asked.

“I have to. A factory mechanic has to be on staff twenty-four-seven, and I’m one of two in town. Instead of swapping out every twelve hours, we each work one week on, one week off.”

I looked around, seeing nobody else in that giant factory, which was still running even though the people had all gone home. Body parts were still emerging from those big machines, being sorted by other machines, and going into bins, which were being hauled away by robots to other rooms. The continuing action made me wonder what the point of the daytime employees was.

“Get to work,” said the factory mechanic in the lab coat, and then he left me alone.

There was a conveyor belt that fed into my ‘office’ from the factor floor. On that belt was a crate containing a unit. I went to lift the crate onto the floor, expecting it to weigh at least as much as a person, but I was shocked when it only weighed about sixty pounds. “Whoa,” I said.

Once that crate was off the belt, another crate rolled in to take its place. I peered through the hole and saw the endless line of crates waiting for me to inspect them. “Damn…”

I went back to my first unit. I carefully removed the box and set my eyes upon the girl inside.

She was quite pretty, looking vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t quite figure out why. She had blonde hair, with bangs, and cute freckles across her nose and cheekbones. Her breasts were small and perky. She had a small patch of cute blonde pubic hair above her pussy.

I blushed all over, feeling truly like I was staring down at a naked young woman. My forehead felt hot. My cheeks felt hot. I bit my tongue and then I cleared my throat. I couldn’t believe Stan had been doing this, and he’d never mentioned it.

“Okay, what’s first?” I asked. I looked at the checklist, which had some instructions.

‘Turn unit on, ensure speech is clear and free of glitches, stutters, etc.’

“Okay… How do I turn her on?” I carefully lifted her out from the box. Her skin felt so real. I couldn’t feel any mechanical or metal components; it was like lifting a real person up… if a real person weighed half of their reality.

I looked all over her beautiful naked body, feeling extra awkward, worried someone was going to come into my office and think that I was having my way with the naked chick. Then, after about twenty minutes (maybe even longer than that), I found a small switch on the back of her neck, hidden in her hair, and tucked under a little skin flap, which I must say was a bit creepy.

She came to life, and I let out a small scream. She stepped away from me, stretched herself out, yawned, and then said, “Oh God, all of that sleep has gotten me so horny!”
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I stumbled back, falling to the floor, crawling away. It was too real. It looked and sounded so real, and its movements were so realistic. This wasn’t natural. I was waiting for it to do something terrible, but instead, it just stood there, frozen, seemingly waiting for something to give it direction. When I started to stand up, its eyes tracked to find me, and its head turned towards me. “You’re cute,” she said.

“I’m just inspecting you,” I said.

“Inspect me, baby,” she said with a grin, turning her chin down. I wasn’t expecting that specific response.

I froze, once again wondering if this was some sort of prank. I looked at my checklist, and I saw, in the small-printed instructions, that I was supposed to say: “This is a factory inspection. Please stand down for assessment.” And when I said those words, her body seemed to deflate slightly—her shoulders dropping, her posture slouching a touch. “Ready for inspection,” she said.

“O—Okay,” I said, still feeling nervous. Because, honestly—I’d never been anywhere near a naked woman so beautiful before. Of course I knew she wasn’t real, but the realism was breathtaking, and she’d been modelled off of some stunningly gorgeous super-model (or maybe a porn star). I walked around her slowly, half-expecting her to suddenly yell out, ‘Boo!’. I reached out carefully to touch her. I felt her skin, which now felt slightly warm.

I looked at my checklist. ‘Prompt unit to run speech test by saying, ‘Run speech test.’’ I tried it, and she began to speak without moving.

“My name is Insert Name, and I can’t wait for you to fuck me,” she said. “I’m so horny. How badly do you want to fuck my little pussy, baby? My asshole is tight for you. Please let me suck your cock. You can spank me. Fuck me as hard as you can. I’ve been a bad girl.” This went on for about ten long minutes as she went through phrase after phrase after phrase. Then, my checklist told me to feed her certain lines to ensure I got the correct response. “What do you think of my cock?” I asked it, as per instructions.

“You’re so big. I can’t wait to suck it,” she replied. So I checked off that box and went to the next box.

“What do you want me to do to you?”

“Whatever you want,” she purred. “Want to fuck me in the ass? I know you like my ass.”

I checked that box too. This went on for about twenty minutes, until I got to the ‘physical’ portion of the test. As per instruction, I put on a rubber glove. I also had to put a gallon of water and a tablespoon of ‘Doll Powder’ into her reservoir tank, which was accessed by pressing on the middle of her spine. I would later have to ‘drain’ her before packaging her up.
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I instructed the doll to lay on the bed. First, I had to gently rub her nipples to ensure that she reacted appropriately. She moaned. Her knees lifted up and she smiled. “That feels so good,” she said, which was what the checklist wanted her to say, so I checked that box.

Then, I had to stick two fingers in her mouth (to simulate a penis). I had to hold my fingers there while she began to suck my fingers. Her mouth was wet. Fake spit ran down my gloved hand. I blushed. My heart was racing. It really felt like a girl was sucking my fingers.

Next was the pussy exam. First, I had to rub her clit for fifteen seconds to trigger the ‘fluid gush’. When she gushed, I checked the appropriate box. Then, as per instructions, I penetrated her with two fingers and gently fingered her while she squirmed. I checked the appropriate box.
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There was a box that said, ‘Only test on Squirting Models.’ I had to check the preference sheet to see if this was a squirting model. It was, so I performed the test.

‘Pump fingers hard and fast for twenty seconds to trigger squirt mode.’ I did it, and then she gushed fluid far across the room while screaming out with an intense orgasm. I dodged the spray, blushing all over.

Then I had to test the anus with the same procedure: gloved fingers penetrating (this time with lubricant). I felt dirty, fingering a doll’s ass. I couldn’t believe this was my new job.

I kept giggling. I kept blushing. I kept shaking my head. “This is too much,” I laughed. I had to spank her, to make sure she had a fast, sharp reaction. She did. I had to pinch her nipples to make sure she shrieked. I had to set her down on a little platform (which had a dildo pointing straight up), and then I had to command her to ‘test top function’. Then, I watched for five minutes as she bounced on a dildo, moaning and throwing her hair back.

I had to pull her hair. I had to tickle her feet. I had to command her to ‘grab me’, so I could feel her hands and judge if it was too hard or too soft, or just right.

The whole test took over and hour. Then, I had to drain her of excess fluids before commanding her to enter ‘shipping mode’, which was probably the most unsettling sight ever as she folded herself up tightly into that box and slowly closed her eyes.

Now, I was thinking about Stan and that unsettling suicide note. He said that he didn’t want to live in a world where ‘she’ wasn’t real. Was he talking about one of these dolls? Did he become depressed after spending so much time with these hyper-beautiful sex machines—sad that he would never have a girlfriend that compared?

I felt bad for Stan, and his note made me nervous for my own fate—though I wasn’t exactly worried that I was going to fall in love with one of these robots. To be honest, they were kind of creepy. Sure—they were sexy as hell, and I will admit that I became erect at least a few times while working with them. I mean—I don’t think many men can stick their fingers into an ultra-realistic, warm, tight pussy without feeling a bit of arousal.

My second unit came dressed in a skintight bodysuit, which was red and black.
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The vinyl top didn’t cover much of her breasts, which were gigantic. I was a bit more calm now, though still a bit uneasy with how realistic she looked. I jumped when I turned her on and she spoke. They all had different voices. This girl had a bit of a rasp to her voice, which was admittedly kind of sexy.

This girl (if you can call her that) had different settings, and I quickly learned just how different that made her. Her ‘lust’ was set to ‘aggressive’. When I performed the vaginal penetration test, she reached down and grabbed my wrists, pushing my fingers deep into her snatch. “Oh yes! Fuck me!” she cried.

I blushed all over. When I performed the anal test, she said, “Maybe you can find a friend to fuck my pussy while you fuck my ass.”

She also took me by surprise, saying, “I want you to piss on my face so badly.” And near the end of the test, she begged, “Please, please, please piss in my mouth!”

I was blushing all over, especially when I ran that test to ensure that her ‘top mode’ was functioning. I stood there watching while she bounced hard on that toy dick, screaming out with pleasure.

Again, the test took an hour.

I was grinning ear-to-ear when I stopped to take my lunch break, but the novelty quickly wore off. I still had six hours of work left, and it was already starting to feel repetitious. After just six units, I could usually predict what they were going to say. I managed to speed my process up, taking only fifty minutes per unit. It was around 5 AM when the floor manager knocked at the door. “Come in,” I said. I had to hide my erection, because the doll that I was working on happened to look quite a bit like my celebrity crush. “What is it?” I asked.

“You’re moving to slowly,” he said. “We have a truck going out at nine, and we can’t send it out unless it’s full.”

“How many of these was Stan getting done in a shift?”

“About thirty,” he said bluntly. I couldn’t believe it. How was he testing all of those features so quickly?

“Any tips to move faster?” I asked.

“Just move faster,” he said.

I tried. I got my next unit—a pretty blonde wearing a skintight silver outfit in the box—onto the bed right away. I said my commands and I started to touch her in all of her sensitive places.
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I found that I could stimulate her clit and her nipples at roughly the same time to test them out. I could even test the pussy and the anus at the same time, using both hands. Pulling hair, spanking—I could do it all in a row and then check the boxes later. It was just a matter of memorizing the order of affairs.

I got through a unit in forty minutes—and then the next girl only took about thirty-five.
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Then, right at the end of my shift, I opened up a box and gasped when I saw a tall, rugged man. “Ew,” I said, looking down his hairy body. I saw his long flaccid penis. I looked at my checklist, and then flipped it over to see that there was a ‘male’ side.

I was slow to take action. He had a growling voice. He kept looking at me with those seductive eyes, making me feel uneasy. The worst part came with the ‘physical’ test. ‘Grab unit’s penis and stroke until hard. Ensure erection happens smoothly and realistically.’

Even with a glove, it didn’t feel right, especially with the unit staring at me, grinning, groaning. I felt the fake throbbing as some sort of hydraulic fluid entered his member. It was huge. It was veiny. It pulsed.
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Then, the instructions explained how to make him cum—and I had to make him cum before moving on. It took five long, awkward, embarrassing minutes to jerk the male doll off. He blasted thick cum all over the floor of my office. Then, I had to perform the anal exam, which was very horrible, as he bent over for me. I had to instruct him into ‘bottom mode’. He mounted that same dildo, taking it in the ass, and he bounced up and down, groaning loudly and deeply. I had to pull his hair and spank his ass. It was all very, very weird—and I was happy when it was over. I lost count of how many times I had to remind myself, ‘It’s not real; it’s just a robot.’ I don’t think I had to give myself the same reminder when working with the female units.

It was weird enough that I considered quitting. I considered telling the floor manager that I wouldn’t be returning. But before I mustered up the courage to quit, the manager showed me how to log into the company’s employee app, which showed me how much money I made in my shift. I was stunned, staring at the $380 number. The app had a button, which allowed me to use part of my income to buy stock in the company.

“Thanks for the hard work. Tomorrow, you need to work faster,” said the manager.

“O—Okay,” I said. I still felt dirty from giving a silicone man a handjob.

“Be here ten minutes early,” he said. “If you aren’t ten minutes early, you’re late.” I guess that was one of the many factory mottos.

I went home and crashed. I slept for a long eight hours. Then, when I woke up, I decided to look into this ‘product’. I wanted to see how they were marketing it—and I wanted to get an idea of who was buying these things.

The product website looked fairly sleek, like some high-end soft-core porno site. There were pictures of the ‘girls’, but no pictures of the male units (only a small tab at the bottom of the page to navigate over to a separate spec sheet on the male units). I clicked ‘Create Your Fantasy!’. This took me to a 3D environment, which looked a bit like some ‘character creation’ screen in a video game. First, you had to pick skin tone, hair style, hair colour, and then it went into a detailed facial feature selector. With sliders, I could adjust the size of her nose, of her lips—and then the height of her cheekbones and the height of her brow-line. There was a button at the top: ‘Start with a famous base model!’ I decided to click it, and that took me to a page with celebrity lookalikes, but it didn’t say their names (probably for legal reasons). The Miley Cyrus lookalike was strangely called ‘Mila’. The Taylor Swift lookalike was called ’T’. It seemed very… dirty.
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I got bored fast, and didn’t make it through half of the process. A man could have spent hours tweaking little details to create himself the perfect sex doll. I just wanted to see the price for myself—and I saw it; my quick custom creation came out to $18,450. I couldn’t believe people were spending that kind of money on sex toys.

But I was glad that they were, because it gave me a job.

And I really liked this company’s app-based payment structure. It was cool to be paid instantly—not having to wait for two weeks—and having options to invest with the click of a button.

It was all very new to me—and the work was still somewhat interesting. In a weird way, I was looking forward to going back to work—not because I was a horny bastard, but because the technology was genuinely amazing.

That night, while trying to speed up my process, I managed to find some time to ‘interact’ with the sex robots. I talked to them as I ran my tests. I found that they were able to have surprisingly interesting insights that weren’t entirely sex-related. I found myself reading through the product manual, and learned that the robots could be connected to the internet, and for a fee, the user could connect their sex doll to an AI system, to make conversation more ‘believable’. I didn’t get to try this out, but the whole thing seemed so fascinating.

I checked eighteen dolls during my shift, which was still less than what they were expecting from me, but my manager seemed a bit more relieved than the day before.

On my third day, I encountered some more interesting products.

My first doll of the day was an obese female doll. I had to lift the gut up slightly to get my gloved fingers into her snatch. Then, I had to stick my whole hand between her butt cheeks to get to her butthole. The client had apparently paid to make her extra-realistic, which involved adding more ‘pore holes’ and a larger fluid reservoir for ‘sweating’. With that particular unit, there was a different checklist, because I had to make sure that the various fat stores jiggled properly, and that she would become extra ‘sweaty’ during intercourse.
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Then, there was another special order, which was simply stamped, ‘incontinence’. Again, it came with a special checklist, which involved putting a diaper on the girl and commanding her to pee.

I finally saw how ‘old’ they could make a doll look. Someone ordered a 90-year-old woman, and I must say that fingering the old doll was awkward, especially when she started to talk dirty, sounding a lot like my own grandmother, who was 88.

After my lunch break came another curious model that left me feeling awkward and tingly all over. At first, I thought she was just a totally normal doll: thin, young, blonde, perky, and beautiful. She was wearing a two-piece bikini. I was about to start the checklist when I noticed the red stamp on the box, which was there to let me know that she required a special checklist, which was included in the box for me. I took it out and paused. ‘Trans Girl Checklist’.

I looked down at her crotch, and then I noticed the phallus-shaped bulge. “Oh…” I said.

So I ran through the usual procedures, commanding her to speak, commanding her to sit, to stand , to lay. Then I came to the part on the checklist that said, ‘Rub tip of penis to stimulate arousal.’ I felt weird, commanding her to remove her bottoms. Then, awkwardly reaching out and feeling that penis tip, which felt real (it felt like my own penis tip). I gently gripped the shaft and used my gloved thumb to draw circles, until I felt the throbbing. I stood back and watched as the shaft pulsed bigger, and bigger, and bigger. The cock got thicker, and it began to tilt upwards, curving towards the ceiling. It was big—bigger than me. I blushed all over.

I had to command her to ‘masturbate’. And the checklist wanted me to ensure she could do it to completion, so I stood for five minutes while she jerked herself off in front of me.

Then came the splattering cumshot. I winced away and shuddered as globs of cum rained onto the floor.

I had to command her to ride the dildo. I also had to command her to fuck the false-pussy. I had to use my gloved fingers to ‘inspect’ her asshole. I had to massage her rectum to make her ‘orgasm’. It was all extra-weird, because she had that fat erection the whole time.

I was relieved when it was over.

But that night had more surprises. Another unit was an ‘elf girl’, with pointy ears, and her programmed phrases were all very old-timey, medieval-sounding.
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I had to inspect another unit, which was totally leather-bound and set to the ultimate level of dominance. Instead of spanking her, I had to command her to spank a fake bum, which had sensors to determine how much force the robot was using. I had to ensure that the dominant robot could put on a strap-on dildo on her own. I had to make sure she could thrust that dildo into the false-pussy.
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Yes, my job was filled with interesting surprises. The doll customization was so complex that no two dolls were the same. People were even ordering girls with tentacles for arms—and those were probably the most freaky, unsettling inspections that I had to conduct, because part of the inspection was commanding the doll to use her tentacle arms to penetrate the false pussy.

I worked six straight days, and then my boss told me to take a day off. “We can’t legally let you work anymore hours.”

That first day off, I actually wished that I could have gone to work. I was excited about the new job, about making money. I’d already invested some of my earnings back into the company, and that investment had already made me some money.
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But the work didn’t stay interesting forever. After a few weeks, it started to feel a bit tedious. It started to feel very tedious.

It was lonely, in that factory, in my little office. When I look lunch breaks, there were no people around. I would look down the conveyor belt and see the hundreds of units waiting to be inspected, and I would feel so hopeless.

I got faster. I could do an inspection in twenty-five minutes. But working that fast was exhausting. My arm would literally get sore from fingering girls so fast. The faster you rubbed their little clits, the faster they would cum.

And it seemed like every day, there was at least one male unit that I had to inspect, and it always seemed so degrading, jerking the guys off, watching them cum. Sadly, there was no way to command them to ‘look away’. I think it was the eye-contact that made it especially awkward.
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I was starting to lose hope for humanity, seeing some of the monstrosities that people were ordering. Some units were just too young looking, and I felt like I needed to be calling the FBI. Some units were so old-looking that I found myself fearing for our elderly population. Then there were units with animal features—and I don’t just mean cat ears (there were tons of cat ears).

Sometimes, I just felt gross doing my job. But usually, I felt indifferent. I would usually start and end my shift feeling nothing at all.

The hours were getting to me too. I would sleep through the whole day, even on my days off, so there was no time to have a ‘real life’. I couldn’t date. I couldn’t take up any hobbies that involved other people, because other people were active when I was sleeping, and when I woke up, most people were heading off to bed.

At least my bank account was looking better than ever… because stores were closed when I was awake, so I couldn’t even spend the money. The factory fed me, two meals (one when I arrived and then lunch). I usually just skipped dinner, and as a result, I was starting to lose some weight. With the weight loss came a loss of energy. Getting through an entire shift was hard. I would find myself dozing off. The novelty of the sex dolls had worn off, and now it was being replaced by a terrible boredom.

Maybe it’s a problem with every job… though it was never a problem when I was programming. When I was programming, I always looked forward to going into work, and sometimes I would be doing the same task every day for many months in a row.

Now, it had only been a few weeks, and I kept finding myself considering quitting.

Then, one night, everything changed.

It was pouring rain outside, and the heavy torrents against the window had me on edge. I was working on my third unit of the night, which was malfunctioning. It was the first time that I’d ever had to put an X in a checklist box. I tried commanding her to mount the dildo, but instead, she started walking circles around the room, and then she pissed herself, which I had to clean up.

I went to find my manager, to ask him what we were supposed to do with faulty units. I couldn’t find him on the factory floor, but I did find him outside, standing in the rain, trying to light a cigarette. I was only outside for a few seconds—long enough for him to tell me to store the unit and leave it aside in the office—but that was enough to be completely soaked.

Luckily, I knew that there were outfits in my office: white cotton pants and white t-shirts. When I got to the office, the faulty sex robot was sitting on the edge of the bed, motionless. I went to the cupboard and took out a clean outfit. I stripped out of my wet clothes. I spent a minute finding a towel. Then, while I was drying my face, something grabbed me—and it grabbed me by the dick.

I gasped. I lowered the towel and saw that the faulty sex robot had approached me and taken my cock. “Nice cock,” she purred, and she started to massage.

“Stand down,” I said. But she didn’t. She was malfunctioning, unable to understand basic commands. “Seriously—stop.” But she didn’t stop. Instead, she sunk to her knees and started sucking my cock.

“Oh God,” I said, turning red all over. I turned to look at the door. I felt so awkward. The blowjob actually felt… nice. Her warm, wet mouth—and that impressive robotic tongue, slithering around my shaft. She bobbed deep, and she made me hard fast.

I just froze. She was very beautiful, and it was hard to turn her down. I knew this was so wrong; I knew that this toy belonged to someone, and they would be disgusted to know that another cock had been inside of it… But now, I couldn’t bring myself to stop her.

She stood up and wrapped her thighs around me. She hoisted herself up, and I instinctively grabbed her so she wouldn’t fall—and so she wouldn’t pull us both to the ground. “Oh yeah, baby,” she moaned. Then, she wriggled down my body until her dripping pussy was touching my erection. “Y—You need to stand down,” I said.

But she wasn’t listening. She dropped, and I felt her warm cunt squeeze my shaft. She clenched and moaned. I held her, arms wrapped around her. She began to hump, grinding her body against me, making me penetrate her over and over. “Oh yes!” she cried. “Oh, God yes!” I felt her gushing—gushing more than any human can gush, because that was another piece of her that was broken. She must have drained a whole gallon of fluid as she bounced on me.

And how could I stop myself from coming? It felt so good. And while she was having her own convulsing orgasm, I managed to reach around and flick the switch on the back of her neck. I took her limp body and brought it to a servicing table. I set her down, and then I learned just how easy it is to run the doll’s cleaning mode: a bit of soap in the soap cavity, and then the press of a single button, and she turned into something like a dishwasher.

I stored her, tidied up the room, and I used that dark red stamp to let the morning crew know that she was faulty.

I got dressed, my heart racing. I knew that I’d done something bad… but it felt good. It felt just like real sex—real sex with a stunning woman.

And after that, work was never the same. I started locking my office door. I would bring condoms into work (I didn’t want to get my own product on someone else’s product, if you know what I mean). And just to keep my sanity, and to keep my nights interesting, I would pick one of the twenty units I had to inspect, and I would conduct the inspection with my cock.

No—it’s not something I’m proud of, but damn did it feel good! I got to have sex with ‘girls’ who were way beyond my league: porn stars, celebrities, hot moms, elf babes, princesses. Suddenly, I found myself looking forward to working again. I was essentially being paid to fuck.
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Some nights, I would fuck two girls. I even discovered that I could open two boxes at once and make the girls interact with each other—and with me at the same time. I never thought that any girl would let me do anal, but these girls didn’t protest. I was getting blowjobs, tit-jobs, handjobs, foot jobs… I could fuck them as hard as I wanted, not having to worry about hurting them. Those dolls were far more durable than the human body…
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This went on for months, I’m ashamed to say. I stopped caring about the integrity of my job. I didn’t feel that I was doing anything wrong; I always wore a condom, after all. I had myself convinced that there was no difference between a condom-clad cock going into those holes, and my gloved fingers. Either way, the units would be cleaned and their computers reset. Okay, sure, maybe it’s gross to think about… imagining ordering your own unit and finding out later that some guy fucked it at the factory before shipping it out.

But I really couldn’t help it most nights. The units would come to life, and they would look at me with those eyes… I quickly learned that they would become totally enamoured when their eyes saw cock. I would just flash my cock to the girls, and they would be all over me, and sometimes I would just pretend like there was nothing I could do to stop them, other than to satisfy them.
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No, I wasn’t proud of myself, but the casual robot sex was keeping me sane. And it was also opening my eyes to new sexual experiences that I would have never considered before.
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Those dolls taught me that I had a serious fetish for squirting. When those dolls gushed on me, I would never last more than a few more seconds. I also discovered that I had a serious thing for small breasts. One doll that came through my office was totally flat-chested, with big perky nipples. She crawled on top of me and lowered her nipple into my mouth, and I turned to mush like a damned breast-feeding baby.

Oh, and there were dolls programmed and designed to squirt milk; I had those in my mouth too, but I can’t say that was my thing.

While fucking one doll, she reached around and stuck two fingers hard up my ass, which made me gasp—but it was right as I was having an orgasm, and it made it feel ten-times more intense. I even yelled out in euphoria, risking my job.

I discovered that I really loved spanking girls. I liked pulling their hair, especially when it made them gasp and moan.

I got to live out multiple threesome fantasies… including one (which wasn’t a fantasy until I tried it) with another man. No, he didn’t penetrate me and I didn’t penetrate him… but we fucked the brains out of a slutty doll together, taking turns in her mouth and in her pussy—and then with him in the ass while I fucked the pussy.

Yes, I was becoming a complete degenerate. I had endless, infinite access to sex, however I wanted it. When you give that kind of power to a man, it’s sure to get to his head.

This went on for months and months. I moved to a new apartment. I paid off some old debts. I sold my old crappy car and got myself a new one. I never thought much about dating; sure, I wanted to find a girlfriend eventually, but I felt like I was getting everything that I needed from the dolls at work.

Okay—maybe not everything. Maybe I wanted to share a kiss with a real girl. Maybe it would be nice to go to bed with a girl snuggled up against me, telling me that she loved me. Maybe it would have been nice to have sex with a real woman: someone vulnerable… something meaningful. The thought of having to work for someone’s attention and admiration was what I really wanted…

But I knew that I didn’t have time for any of that, and the cheap, easy sex I was getting nightly was keeping me perfectly sane.

Until the mindless sex with beautiful sex robots became boring. After a couple of months, I began to notice that they all really had the same tricks. They all bounced the same way on my lap. They all spread themselves out on their backs the same. When they spat out familiar dirty-talk phrases, sometimes I would lose my arousal, remembering that I was fucking a robot like a pathetic loser. Sometimes when they would squirt, I couldn’t help but smell a tinge of metallic—almost like a sour battery acid smell, and then I would feel like a complete idiot.

When they sweat, it would almost feel… greasy, and that fake sweat was hard to wash away. And then, every now and then—especially during the programmed orgasms—they would look very robotic. Their eyes would jitter and their jaws sometimes clattered. Sometimes their joints would make sudden clunking sounds, as if just to remind me that they were metal on the inside.

I made a big mistake one night, after taking a stunning blonde out from a box. She was wearing a little satin nightdress, and she had stunning green eyes. I should have checked the checklist and the preference sheet—or at least noticed the stamp on the box, letting me know that this was a ‘different’ model. I slipped down my pants, flashing my cock, and then I let her engage her programming. She came to me and wrapped herself around me. She sat on my lap and leaned in to kiss. I kissed, but that was one thing that never felt real. Those robots couldn’t kiss romantically whatsoever.
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I let her feel my body all over. I squeezed her small breasts. I pinched her firm nipples. I made her moan. “Suck me,” I whispered. She crawled to her knees and began sucking my cock. After five blissful minutes, I knew that I couldn’t waste much more time. “Let’s fuck,” I said.

She smiled, stood up, took my ankles and suddenly pulled up, making me fall onto my back. I laughed nervously as she spread out my legs. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Just relax, baby,” she purred, and then suddenly, I felt it. I should have known that she had it: a big, throbbing cock. I gasped. She pushed it hard between my legs before I could say anything. She reached down with the palm of her hand and stroked herself, secreting lubricant through a small hole on her hand. A moment later, she was pushing into me. “W—Wait,” I said.

But by the time I said it, she was inside of me. I could feel that long shaft stuffing me. She stopped, waiting for me to issue another command, but I was frozen. “Should I continue?” she asked.

I don’t know why, but I said, “Yes.”

I was just curious. She began thrusting gently, holding my legs apart with her manicured fingers. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. It felt weird. This was new territory for me—but I figured since I enjoyed it when the one doll stuck her fingers into my ass, maybe I would like this too.

She pumped deep. She pumped harder. She moaned. I felt her shaft throb, getting warmer as the internal heaters turned up. I let out a moan. “Do you like it, baby?” she asked.

“Mhm.”

“Should I fuck you harder?”

“O—Okay,” I said.

And she followed the command. Now, each thrust was swift, making me gasp. I griped the thin bed sheet. She spread my legs wider. I strained to look down, seeing her long cock sliding in and out of me.
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Oh God, it felt so good. Her shaft had the perfect curve to it. It was the perfect length. It was the perfect girth. Those veins were just right, bulging against my tight anal walls. “Don’t stop,” I moaned.

“I can’t wait to cum in your tight ass,” she purred.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

“Should I jerk you off?” she asked.

“Okay.”

She grabbed my cock and began to gently tug. I didn’t last long; within a minute, I was spraying myself with cum. She pulled out slowly and gently, and then she immediately gripped her cock with both hands and initiated cleaning mode. A soapy mixture gushed from the pores on her hands and she cleaned herself by jerking herself off. Then, I felt a wetness oozing out my asshole. I strained to look down, and saw a thick white substance coming out; she came inside of me.

“Shit,” I groaned, feeling humiliated. I quickly got to washing the unit, finishing the inspection, and then storing it. But before I put her away, I did something bad. I went to the checklist and I put an X next to the speech module. In the notes, I wrote that she spoke strangely, sometimes changing languages. “Module probably just needs to be reset,” I wrote, knowing it would send her back to the engineering team so she would have to go back into the inspection queue.

And I was right. Two nights later, she was back in my office, back to be inspected. I flushed red when I saw her in the box. I didn’t hesitate to turn her on, and to show her my cock.

And again, we fucked. This time, she pinned me against a wall and took me hard, using every inch of her thick cock inside of my body. I was so ashamed of myself for liking it… but it felt so, so good. She came in me—and this time, I felt it; I felt those heavy gushes blasting into my body.

I was embarrassed—and I felt like such a degenerate when I wrote in the notes, “Unit’s speech module still malfunctioning. Possibly needs replaced.”

So she was back again two days later for another thirty minutes of hard, sweaty fun.
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Ikept the trans doll rotating in the queue for three weeks, but sadly had to stop when my manager came in with it, saying, “We have to get this doll out to the owner. Our engineers can’t recreate the issues, so can you show me what’s going on?”

I felt my skin turning red all over. I cleared my throat, tried to hide my pounding heart, and I commanded the unit to speak. It spoke normally. “Run through phrasebook,” I commanded, and it did it.

“Huh,” I said. “It’s working now. That’s weird. Did they reset it?”

“They haven’t done anything because they couldn’t find anything wrong with it.”

“Before, it would just start talking in, like Dutch or something.”
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He stared at me for a long moment, almost as if he didn’t believe what I was saying to him. Maybe he was catching on. Maybe he had a hunch that I was keeping that doll in rotation because I fancied it. Now, I was remembering my old roommate’s creepy suicide note, where he mentioned his heartbreak over, presumably, one of those dolls. I didn’t want my bosses to think that the same fate was befalling me.

“I’ll run another inspection, and if something comes up, I’ll go and find you.”

“Please do,” he said suspiciously.

I did the inspection. Part of the inspection involved jerking her off, making her cum. I badly wanted to turn around and invite her into me—but I knew that the manager had become suspicious, so I couldn’t fool around. I passed the inspection and I slid her box into the pile of ready-to-ship girls. It did hurt a little to think that I was going to lose her. Maybe there wouldn’t be another doll like her. Sure, I could probably command one of the many male dolls to fuck me—but that was just too weird, too gross. I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like the idea of a man touching me—even a robot man, which was really no different from a robot woman.

I didn’t mess around that day; I was tempted many times, but I resisted. Then, the next day, I was right back to my usual degenerate whims. The sex dolls, with their perfect titties and adorable faces… I just couldn’t resist them.
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It’s damn-near impossible to turn down sex with a beautiful woman. But I knew that I needed to start trying. I knew that it was just a matter of time before I was caught, or before I fell into another embarrassing cycle of lying on my inspection reports so that I could spend more time with a doll.

The dolls had been in the news, and the news hadn’t been so kind to them: stories of men leaving their wives to be with dolls, stories of professionals being caught on the job with their dolls. And then, of course, there were a few terrible stories about men like Stan, my old roommate, who chose to end their life, mentioning their doll in their suicide note.

Now, on the news, was a segment about the dolls: a blonde reporter talking about women complaining about their dating prospects. “It’s not fair that we have to compete with totally unrealistic standards,” said a girl being interviewed.
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The reporter nodded her head slowly, as if she understood. She was a pretty woman… but honestly, she wasn’t nearly as hot as the dolls that were constantly rolling out of that factory. I almost felt bad for the girls being interviewed, because they were right: there was no way any girl could compete with those sex dolls. The sex was just too realistic, and the girls were all made to be so stunning.

To be fair, the male sex dolls were totally beyond what any normal man could achieve: the muscles, the size of the cock, the ruggedness. Well.. the heaviest male doll weighed about 11o pounds—130 pounds filled with water. I guess that’s not super sexy, when real men with muscles like that weigh twice as much.

Sometimes I would show up for work, and news crews would be stationed outside. I was asked for an interview a few times, but I declined. One day I showed up and there were protesters outside, chanting about how the dolls were made by satan, and that all of the ‘sinners’ in the factory were going to burn. I was legitimately worried they were going to burn the factory down with me inside. Luckily, my office window opened and there was an emergency ladder down to the ground.

Politicians started talking about those dolls. There was talk of banning them in certain states, based on the increasing number of cases of men who were giving up their lives to just be with their dolls all day and all night.

I didn’t want that to be me, though I could see how it was possible. Every time I slipped and decided to fool around with one of those sex toys, I saw myself becoming just like those weirdos. Maybe I already was one.

So I bit my tongue and swore off sex dolls. I started masturbating before work, to keep the desires away. Sure, work got a whole lot more boring, but I became more efficient. I even ended up breaking Stan’s record for most inspections done in one day.

I got a bonus of a thousand dollars. The next month, I got another one. Then, my boss came to me at the start of my shift and said, “We’re promoting you. Take tomorrow off, and then, on Thursday, come in at 9:00 AM. You’ll be working days now.”

“Days?” I said.

He nodded with a smile. “No more inspections. You have coding experience, right? Well, we’re going to get you into the computer engineering department. The pay is better, the hours are better. Congratulations, Braxton. You’re moving up.”
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I wanted to smile, to show my appreciation, but I felt numb. I hadn’t slept with the robots in weeks… but I hated the thought of having the opportunity taken away from me. Unless I planned on buying a unit for myself, I would never have sex with another stunning ten-out-of-ten supermodel.

I had to remind myself that I’d never had sex with any supermodels—just pathetic robots owned by rich people, who never actually gave me consent to fuck their toys.
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My first day in the computer engineering department was surreal. It had been so long since I’d been around people—at least more than one or two tired people. Now, I was walking into a boardroom filled with company executives. Sunlight was pouring in from the window. The factory floor out the other window was bustling with workers.
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There were people talking to my left, people talking to my right. When I went to the break room, there were people talking. I caught my reflection in a mirror when I was standing next to a few other guys, at the bathroom sinks. They all looked so healthy, and I looked so pale. They’d been getting daily sun—I had hardly seen the sun in months.

They introduced themselves. They were smiling, full of energy, interested in my background. I was just… flustered, trying hard to remember how to socialize with other human beings.

They showed me to my new office: a shared space with four other guys. I met my new boss: Tony, who ran the computer engineering department. I told him right away, “I was replaced in my last job by AI. I don’t want that to happen again.”

“It won’t happen again,” he smiled. “Because of the new government regulations. Companies that use AI—which we do—still have to keep a certain number of staff members specifically to deal with AI and AI-related problems. That’s us.” He winked. Then, he ran me through the protocols. There wasn’t much coding involved in the job—but there was a tiny bit, and it was exciting to loop my past life into my new life.

There were a number of clothed dolls in our office, hooked up to laptops. It was our job to test new ideas. Yes, that largely meant prompting AI to make code, and promoting AI to implement the code, and then telling AI what we wanted tweaked… but somehow it still felt like work, and it wasn’t totally redundant.

Most of our days were spent programming the ‘special orders’. With the usual girls, the baseline computers were preinstalled with the sex doll software. But sometimes special orders required special programming. “So this is supposed to be the dude’s dead wife,” my boss said, unveiling a middle-aged female sex robot. “We have about four-thousand hours of footage and audio here for the AI to analyze and integrate—including the couple’s old sex tapes.”

We had some giggles while we played the old sex tapes. It was sad to think that the man was trying to replace his dead wife with a sex doll, but to keep it from getting too depressing, we tried our best to see the humour in it.

We played the sex tape while we operated the sex doll, listening and watching to decide if the AI had successfully matched their personalities. I skimmed through hundreds of hours of footage, trying to find relevant pieces of personality to incorporate. Then, we sent the bot off to the inspection queue.

One afternoon, one of my coworkers said, “How much do you want to bet that the night inspector has regular sex with these things?”

My boss laughed. “Ask Braxton. He was a night inspector for half a year.”

Everyone looked at me. I blushed. I shrugged my shoulders. “I never did it,” I lied. “I prefer real women.”

“Sure,” my boss winked, and then everyone laughed. I just blushed and tried to change the subject.

Our next job, my boss called ‘the masturbating bot’. “The client was very clear in their instructions that this bot is not to initiate sex, ever, and it should always turn down sex.”

“What does he want it for then?” I asked.
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“He just wants her to finger herself, constantly. I guess he just likes to watch. It’s not our place to judge. We just have to override all of the sex impulses.” It was an easy job.

We had one doll that we had to program specifically to make sure she pissed every time that she laughed. For that job, we had to add a few thousand lines of code to improve the bot’s ‘joke detection’ software.

We had another job, which took three days, where we had to program the girl’s mind to make her act like a cat. All speech needed to be overridden with meows. We couldn’t unteach her how to walk, but we did have to program her to constantly get down on all-fours. We also had to program her ‘tail’ so that it would swish was wag realistically.
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Then, we got a trans unit, with a long, thick cock. “Okay team,” my boss said. “Special order, with a special request. This is a new one. The client wants her to suck her own penis, cum in her own mouth, etcetera.”

The team giggled, but our boss quickly shut down the childishness. “He’s paying a lot of money, so let’s do a good job.”

It was surprisingly challenging to get the doll to override her realistic contortion protocols. She kept malfunctioning when she would bend forward, trying to put her cock in her mouth, testing the limits of that manufactured spine. I stayed late that night. The rest of the team left, and I worked on that robot, trying to trick its programming to push the limits of its spine. After three hours of overtime, I got her to put her lips around her tip.

After another hour, I had her bobbing her head. Then, a few minutes later, she came in her mouth, and that cum ran down her chin. “Yes!”I cried. And then I noticed that the factory was silent; everyone had gone home, except for the sleeping floor manager and the night inspector.

I went back into the computer engineering office. I looked at the our project doll, who was still running through ‘self-suck’ simulations. My heart raced as naughty ideas entered my mind. It had been a long time since I’d had sex—with anything, human or robot. Maybe this was my chance; I could let her fuck me, and feel that amazing anal stimulation that I used to get when I was an inspector, and then I could turn her around and finish in her asshole. I had access to her programming module; in minutes, I could load up any characteristics that I wanted. I could even make her crawl on her hands and knees, mewing like a cat.
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Oh God, it was so tempting… but I’d promised myself that I was finished with that degenerate nonsense. I promised myself that I wouldn’t turn into one of the many men in the world who resigned from real social interactions because it was just easier to be with a doll.

I didn’t do it. It took all of my might, but I commanded the doll to shut down, and then I hung up my lab coat and took off for the night. I pleasured myself with my fist and some lubricant; it wasn’t the same, but at least I still felt like I had a bit of my dignity.

Or did I? A cold dread filled my gut that night as I slipped into bed. I couldn’t believe that I’d actually been so tempted… and I was still feeling tempted. I was still thinking about staying late the next night so that I could fool around with the trans sex doll. I was actually fantasizing about taking a cock in the ass. How did this happen to me? I’d always felt so… normal. But now, my desires and fantasies all seemed so unnatural and twisted.

[image: Unable to sleep]


And it seemed like the longer I spent at that factory, the more unnatural and unrealistic my sexual fantasies were becoming. It was seeming more and more like I was facing a lifetime of unfulfilling sex, even if I managed to find a nice girl to settle down with. I should have never had sex with one of those dolls. My poor future girlfriend stood no chance against my new expectations.
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We had another long day with the ‘self suck’ unit. We were able to get her to perform the self-sucking feature, but only under ideal conditions. On a soft bed, she was unable to assume the position without getting clunky and robotic. We opened up her back panel to loosen the connections between the spinal joints. That helped a little, but still, there were occasional malfunctions. That position just wasn’t natural for a robot (and let’s face it, it wasn’t even natural for a flexible person).

So the unit was still there at the end of the night, sitting in our office, running self-suck simulations, cumming in her own mouth over and over. I stayed late again, feeling like I was onto a breakthrough as I combed through the code. I managed to override certain functions that were in place to stop her from getting herself jammed up into an unnatural pretzel when performing flexible sex acts. I also made some strides by lowering the sensitivity of her safety shut-off console.

Now, she was only shutting off if she was bumped and knocked over during the self-suck mechanism—and that was possibly good enough to send her out to her new owner, but I was sure that I could figure out how to stop her from shutting down when knocked over in that position.

I kept working, late into the night, and then, when I realized that I was alone, those awful urges started creeping back in. Bad fantasies slipped into my mind. I looked at the beautiful, endowed robot. I commanded her to stop. “Look at me,” I said.

She perked up, smiled, and batted her pretty eyes. I cleared my throat. “Want to watch me suck my cock?” she asked, and then she swayed her hips, making her cock swing left and right.

[image: Beauty]


I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. I’d heard her deliver that line about a thousand times over the past few days, but now, it seemed directed at me. Now, it was turning me on. “Or would you prefer I suck yours?”

I just stood there, trying to fight my inner demons.

“Oh, I see,” she went on. “You want to suck me. That’s okay. You can suck me. I like it when you suck me.”

“No,” I said. “I… I want you to, uh… enter storage mode. Shut down.”

She nodded her head and then crawled into her box, folding herself up in that freaky way. I wiped the sweat from my forehead. “I’m stronger than this.”

I decided to go for a walk around the factory. I stopped at a conveyor belt, watching the torsos as they made their way from one machine to the next. I watched the realistic breasts wobble, pointing up to the ceiling, as they rounded a bend before going to be sprayed with a protective film, which would dry into something resembling skin.

I let out a sigh. There were so, so many units being made. It was sad to think that so many men were choosing this over real women… and I was so close to being one of them. Earlier that day, the company announced a special ‘employee discount’, and with it, they announced a ‘discreet employee order form’, which included a process that kept employee identities totally secret to everyone.

It was a 75% discount. I’d looked into the cost to make a beautiful doll with a nice thick cock—and with that discount, it was something I could actually afford, if I cashed out my stock in the company.

Now, I was at the end of the factory line, looking down at one of the models, before the machine put a lid on her box.
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A shudder ran through me. I imagined her with a cock, and thought, ‘She would be perfect…’. I was so ashamed of myself, so ashamed of my poisoned brain.

Then, I heard moaning. That moaning turned into screamed. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” I turned and looked up at my old office, where the sound was coming from. I blushed and then I grinned, knowing that it was just the inspection process. One of those dolls was probably being fingered by a gloved hand.

I decided to saunter on up, to meet the new inspector. If I was going to be staying late most nights, it would be nice to know the other people on staff. Plus, when I was an inspector, it often got lonely, and I would have loved to have someone to chat with.

I went up those metallic steps and then I gently knocked on the door before opened it to let myself in.

Then, I saw the inspector getting it on with the petite doll. I froze, feeling my skin turning white. He was a handsome man, with big muscles—the kind of guy who would have had no problems whatsoever finding himself a beautiful woman at a nightclub—but I guess the temptation of these dolls was strong, even for guys like him.

I cleared my throat to get his attention. But surprisingly, it was the doll’s attention that I got. Before she gasped, I noticed her hard erection; she was a trans doll. The man had developed the same fetish as me. “Hey man, we can’t fuck the dolls,” I said, trying not to sound too judgemental.

The girl grabbed her clothes and shoved them against her body. She turned red all over. “I—I’m sorry. Please don’t fire me. It was just one time!”

I paused, trying to wrap my head around what was happening. Now, the man was just standing there, grinning, stroking his cock. The girl was acting more like a human, with shame and humility… because she was the human, and the man was the doll!

I just stood there, shocked, still unsure of what I was seeing. “Turn around,” she said, her face dark red. I turned around, waited a minute, and then when I looked back at her, she was buttoning up her lab coat, face still dark red. “I’ve never done that before,” she said, her voice hoarse.

“Okay,” I said. “Because… these dolls belong to people.”
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“I know,” she said, unable to look into my eyes. “It was just… a moment of weakness, okay? I was just… curious. Please don’t get me fired over this.”

“I’m not going to get you fired,” I said. My heart was racing. I was replaying what I saw in my mind—and I was pretty sure that I saw a long, hard erection between her thighs. “So you’re the new inspector?”

She nodded her head. “And I swear I don’t ever do that.”

“I was the inspector before you,” I said.

She finally turned to look at me. “I—I have a lot of work to do.”

I nodded my head slowly. “I know. I… uh… Just wanted to say hi.”

“Hi,” she said awkwardly. “Please don’t tell anyone what just happened.”

“I won’t.”

I left her office blushing all over. Replaying the scene in my mind, I could see her erection bouncing as clear as day. I felt myself tremble all over. A whimper escaped my mouth.
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I went home. I showered. I got into bed. As I dozed off, she was all that I could think about.
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It was a normal day in the office. In the morning, my boss made the executive decision to package up the self-suck unit and put it into the shipping queue. Then, we got started on more typical custom orders—nothing that took us more than a few hours per unit. It was nice to be working on female units with fully-female parts. I felt more in control of my urges and emotions now that the self-sucker was gone.

But we were behind on our schedule, with so many units needing addressed that the factory boss was considering hiring another three computer engineers to handle the load. I didn’t want our crew to double in size—instead, I wanted to try to prove that we could handle the volume, so I worked through my breaks.

It was during my afternoon break (while the rest of my team was in the break room), that the nighttime inspector girl slipped into the room, closed the door behind her, and scowled at me. “Who did you tell?” she said through clenched teeth.

I stared at her, seeing her face for the first time in the soft glow of daylight.
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She was quite pretty, though I’m not sure that I would say traditionally pretty, and I wouldn’t say that she was entirely convincing. Now, in the daytime, I could tell that she had been, at some point in her life, male—or at least biologically male. The bottom of her jaw was quite flat, which is a feature I’ve only seen on men. Her brow was slightly lower than you would expect on a woman. But still, she looked like a girl more than a guy—don’t get me wrong. Looking at her now, I found myself wondering if I would know that she was biologically male had I not seen her cock the night before.

“Well?” she said.

“Who did I tell? About what?”

“You know what.”

“I didn’t tell anyone,” I said. “I promise.”

“I’ve been in the factory for thirty minutes and I’ve caught two people snickering at me, and everyone’s looking at me.”

And now, I was really looking at her. I was impressed by her long blonde hair, which looked so soft and so unmistakably feminine. I’m not sure if there’s a difference between male and female hair in terms of the way it’s structured, but her soft hair simply looked like hair that couldn’t belong to a man.

“I didn’t tell anyone,” I said. “I swear.”

“It was one little slip,” she went on. “Like—I’m embarrassed about it, okay?”

“I know. I didn’t tell anyone.”

“It had been a long day, and I was just curious, and the doll made a move on me, and I just—I just didn’t turn it down.”

“Okay. I get it. It’s not a big deal. As long as you… you know… put it into cleaning mode afterwards.”

She turned dark red. “Of course I did!” she snapped. “In fact, I put in a note that it needed its penis replaced and it went back into the queue—so the user will get a new, uh… unit.”

“Fine,” I said.

“But I know you told someone,” she said, lowering her brow, making her eyes into thin slits. “People are acting weird around me.”

“Cross my heart,” I went on.

“It’s not going to happen again.”

“I know.”

She kept staring at me, as if she had something else to say. I just sat there, waiting for her to say whatever it was… but it never came. She turned and left, red with embarrassment.
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All day, the image of her taking it from behind was in my head. And the sounds of her moaning and screaming: those screams so loud that I could hear them from the factory floor… She must have really lost herself in that moment. The pleasure really must have been so, so intense—to make her scream out while on the job.

It was actually quite hard to believe that it was the first time she’d done it—and it was also hard to believe it would be the last time, but I chose not to judge her, and I chose not to make any assumptions, as I’d been in her position before.

I stayed late again that night, working through a couple of the dolls in the computer engineering queue. Then, I packed up my things as a wave of exhaustion made me yawn. A part of me wanted to work through the night, to impress the bosses, but I knew that I wasn’t working an effectively when I was tired.

I went down to the factory floor, about to leave—and then I heard the moaning, coming from that inspection office. I paused and looked up at the office. “There’s no way…” I whispered. I decided to go and check in on her. No—it wasn’t my department, but I did feel like I had a duty as someone trying to work their way up with that company. I wanted to be in a managerial position before the end of the year, and when that time came, I would be in charge of keeping all the employees in line.
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I went to the door. I paused. I thought about how humiliating it would have been to be caught when I was making the same mistake.

But another part of me wanted to catch her again, to see her, naked, taking it from behind… or maybe giving it. The thought of seeing her perfect, naked body… I got shivers just thinking about it.

So I opened the door, and she turned to look at me.

She was doing her job, dressed in her lab coat, glove on her hand, fingers in the cunt of a blonde bimbo doll with gigantic round breasts.

“What now?” she asked.

“I just thought I would pop in to make sure you’re doing okay,” I said, blushing.

“Sure,” she said, rolling her eyes and turning her attention back to the sex robot. She resumed the process of gently sliding her fingers in and out of that pussy, making the robot moan.

“You know,” I said. “You can trigger the orgasm response way faster if you aim your fingers slightly up, and apply more pressure to the clitoris with your palm.”

“What?” she said.

“Let me show you.” I put on a glove and and took her place, putting my fingers into that synthetic pussy. I demonstrated the fingering technique. “If you move your fingers fast, it takes only about… ten seconds.” I made the doll cum in ten seconds. It squirted; I probably should have asked her if it was a squirter before demonstrating, because now my shoes were wet with that slippery liquid.

She giggled. “You did that fast,” she said.

“They’re good tricks to know if you want to finish your workload faster,” I said.

“Let’s see if I can do it,” she said. She put her fingers into the doll and began fingering it.

“More pressure on the clit,” I said.
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She did it. The doll closed her thighs around the girl’s hand and then gushed. “Oh God, yes!” the doll screamed.

We both blushed. “Good job,” I said. “That should make your job easier.”

“Thanks.”

“Oh, and with the butthole,” I said. “You know to curl your finger down, right?”

She stared at me. “Can you show me?”

I showed her how to hit the anal G-spot, making the doll cry out.

She tried as well. I watched as the trans girl fingered the asshole of the big-breasted blonde. It was actually very… arousing, like watching a couple of beautiful lesbians fooling around.
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I decided to stay, to give more tips… and to watch as she handled that naked doll.

I got a stiffy when the girl bent the doll over and spanked her on the ass. “You can hit way harder than that,” I said.

She tried, getting a sharper reaction from the doll. She was also quite gentle when pulling the doll’s hair. “You get the checklist reaction way faster if you’re aggressive.”

We chatted a bit while the bimbo doll ran through its speech module. “My name is Erica,” she said.

“Braxton,” I told her. “So, Erica. Is this your, uh… dream job? Is this what you went to college for?”

She rolled her eyes and sighed. “Not exactly—but at least it’s work.”

“How did you end up here?”

“Well, I was working as a graphic designer, making logos for companies and sports teams. I had a really good business going for, like, eight years. I was making six-figures. Then, overnight, it all just… stopped. AI came in, and people stopped hiring me. It was, like, literally overnight. I had a whole queue of jobs, and then the clients started emailing me, asking for refunds before I even started. It only took a few days to find out that they were going to use AI. I would go to their websites and see the obvious AI logos—sometimes even with weird AI glitches in them.

“But, like—I can’t exactly blame them. Some of those logos were really quite good. And for them, they were totally free. I know that, ethically, the whole AI thing is bad. I know that the AI is sampling work from other artists—myself included… but can I really be mad about it? I mean, especially early in my career, I would reference really good logos when making my own.”

“It’s different,” I said.

“I know it’s different. I’m not defending it… but I’m not attacking it either. It just… is what it is, I guess. I put up a big fight for a while. I tried to join some groups to have it stopped, but that went nowhere, and I spent a ton of time and money fighting for seemingly nothing.”

“Sorry to hear that. If it makes you feel better, I also lost my career to AI.”

“It sucks,” she said. “And then I got offered this job, after applying literally everywhere. I looked into the company and saw that they use AI, and it almost stopped me from working here… but the only other jobs with openings were also using AI. So what am I supposed to do? Starve? Is that the hill that I’m supposed to die on?”

“You have to make survival your priority.”

“I have friends that won’t talk to me now, because I’m working for a company that cut more than half of its workforce when it implemented AI. I don’t blame them for not talking to me—but at the same time, they’re all broke, unemployed, and struggling. At least I have enough money for the things that I need.”

“That’s all that matters,” I smiled.

She sighed. “Sorry for going off on a big rant. You look tired.”

“It’s fine. Sometimes you just need to get it off your chest.”

“Yeah,” she said. “And, uh, there’s something else that I feel like I need to get off of my chest.”

“What is it?”

She blinked a few times before looking down at the floor. “What you saw yesterday. That was… humiliating.”

“I know,” I said. “It’s not a big deal.”

“It is a big deal. Because I lied to you. I’ve done it before. And… I’m worried that I’ll do it again. I don’t know why I’m telling you now, but… I lied to you, and I just hate lying and I feel like crap. I feel so dirty and so… stupid. It’s something I’m working on. I have urges, and they can be hard to control when it’s… been a while, and I open a box and there’s a handsome guy with a big… you know. And he looks at me and tells me how badly he wants me. It’s just… hard to hold it together, when I know that it’s so… accessible.”

I bit my tongue. Then, I told her something that I should have definitely kept to myself. “I messed around with a few dolls when I had your job. So I get it.”
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Her eyes widened. She stared at me. She looked dumbfounded, as if she was trying to determine whether or not I was messing with her.

“It turned into a bad habit, but I broke it,” I said. “And you will too. Just… find something else to channel that energy into.” I smiled, and then I took off for the night, leaving her to finish out her ten-hour shift in peace.
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Ifelt a bit embarrassed, having come clean to Erica. During my second break the next day, she walked into the factory and looked at me, and I looked away quickly, knowing that she knew what I’d done when I had her position.

Yes, she did it too… but still, I felt awkward and ashamed. It wasn’t something that I wanted anyone to know about me, and now, I couldn’t figure out why I’d let that cat out of the bag.

I went back to work, trying to distract myself with the daily workload. We were slowly catching up on the volume of custom orders.
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Someone had ordered a very frisky unit for a party, specifically designed to beg for group sex. “I want to suck three cocks at once,” she would moan, after we programmed her accordingly. “I want two guys to cum in my pussy at the same time!” Testing her was a bit tricky. We got two male dolls from storage, but they kept malfunctioning—too many dolls mashing together at once. So we did most of our tests using dildos, held at awkward angles.

We got the job done. My boss told me I could go home, but I wanted to tackle a couple more of the easier units, just to get a head start on the weekend. I was determined to ensure our department didn’t grow, because I knew that there wouldn’t be any significant raises if multiple additional people were added to the team.

I was getting more familiar with the sex doll coding, so finding out where to make adjustments was getting easier. I knew that each job was turning me into more of an asset. For the first time since arriving at that factory, I started to think that I could potentially have a career here, though I can’t say that it’s where I would have ever imagined myself. Nobody leaves high-school thinking, ‘I want to program custom sex robots for horny rich people’. And I didn’t love to think that I was contributing to the downfall of men all over the world, even though it sure seemed like that was what I was doing whenever I watched the news.
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But even off the night shifts, the job was still demanding. It took almost all of my free time. Whenever I finished, I was too tired to go out, and too mentally exhausted to think about things like ‘online dating’. It was starting to really seem like I would have to pick between a career and having a normal life complete with friendships and romance.

I was working late when I heard the door creak open behind me. I jumped slightly, not used to people coming in at night. Then, I saw her there: Erica, with a pale face and a nervous look in her eyes.

“What is it? What’s wrong?”

“I just…” She took a deep breath. “I just opened my next inspection, and… I’m having a weak moment. I need you to talk me down from making a dumb mistake.”

“Just relax,” I said with a smile. “Don’t do anything that will make you feel regret.”

She nodded her head slowly. “He’s just… He’s handsome, and he keeps asking me to go down on him. I—I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I know he’s fake, but…”

“He’s designed to seduce you,” I said. “He’s modelled after the sexiest men on the planet. You’re not a weirdo for feeling weak.”

She smiled and wiped her eye. Then, she bit her lip. “If you want me to suck your dick—I’ll do it right now.” She was breathing quickly, taking my advice too literally (when I told her to channel her energy into something else).

My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t remember the last time that I was with a woman. Actually—that’s a lie. Kerry was the last woman that I was with, and that was a long, long time ago. “I don’t look like one of those dolls,” I blushed.

“You’ll do.” She came up to me and dropped right to her knees. Her trembling hands pulled down my cotton pants, and she moaned with relief when she saw my flaccid cock before her eyes. “It’s… real,” she whimpered.

“It is,” I said. “And you’re real.”

She looked into my eyes. I understood her in that moment, and she understood me. She took my shaft and shoved it into her mouth. I couldn’t believe how wet and warm and real her mouth felt. Her tongue was so perfect, even if it wasn’t programmed to give me an orgasm in the fastest time possible.

Maybe she didn’t look quite like manicured supermodel or a glowing celebrity. But she looked real, and there was something far more appealing about that than her looking like the hottest model on Earth.

She was a sloppy sucker, but I liked that; it was a feature that those dolls just couldn’t reproduce. When she started eating out my ass, I turned so red—almost purple. I stuttered and moaned.

And then she stood up and penetrated me, wrapping her arms around me. “You can fuck me after,” she whispered, sounding shy and nervous: an emotion that those dolls just couldn’t reproduce accurately (we tried). She thrusted into me, making me tremble and groan.

I felt her cum. Her sperm was perfect: so thick and gooey and warm, and so real. It beat the hell out of the fake product that was synthesized inside of those dolls with water and powdered mixture.

I spun her around and bent her over the little bed in our office. I pinned her hard to the mattress and I plunged my cock into her tight trans asshole. She cried out. I began to pump her, and she cried out louder. I wasn’t too worried about waking the floor manager; that factory was always ripe with moans and groans.

I pumped her for ten blissful minutes, and that was my maximum. With a stuttering groan, I unloaded into her tight body. She clenched the bed sheets and her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

I could feel her sweat—her real sweat. I could smell the slight tinge of that sweat too—and I loved that smell so much, because it was something we just couldn’t reproduce in the lab. We kissed for a minute, tongues locking. Those dolls never came close to kissing realistically, even though they looked absolutely real.
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After that night, I consistently looked forward to working. It was only a few days before I asked my boss if I could shift my schedule, so that I would start at noon and work until 11:00 PM, so that I could get a few extra overlapping hours with Erica. Well, I didn’t tell my boss why I wanted the shift changed, but he approved it, so I got to see Erica a whole lot more—and I helped her with her urges by satisfying them myself.

Though I can’t say that I could really compete aesthetically with those male sex dolls. I didn’t have massive bulging muscles. I didn’t have a rugged jawline and a perfectly even stubble on my chin and cheeks. I just looked like a normal guy—maybe a bit on the skinny end. Nobody was ordering a Braxton sex doll... but Erica seemed perfectly content with what I was giving her.

And to most guys, Erica wasn’t the perfect girl. I mean—on paper, she wasn’t winning any beauty contests, but the way I saw her was different. Yes, she had a few features that were more masculine; I heard some of the other factory workers snickering about her being trans, claiming they thought she didn’t look like a girl at all (though I think they were just being cruel in an attempt to preserve their sense of masculinity). I’m guessing the day everyone realized she was trans was the day she assumed I told everyone she was messing around with the product.
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Erica didn’t have the perfect fit body with the round butt and the razor-thin waist. But to me, she was gorgeous. For me, she ticked all of the boxes. After I started messing around with her at night, I no longer had any urges; I no longer felt anything for any of those sex dolls. I felt completely in control of my own feelings and emotions. I guess that I had Erica to thank for that.

THE END
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FRILLY LITTLE SKIRTS



Hank’s future is bright. He’s the school’s star quarterback, and halfway through the season, he’s already secured the team a berth in the playoffs.

And then, his father decides to quit his job and move the family across the country, to a rural community. Hank’s new team is last in the league, and the coach thinks Hank is too small to be anything but the team’s wide-receiver alternate.

It’s a huge blow, but Hank is determined to become a quarterback again, and to get that losing team into the playoffs.

But first, he has to survive the school’s oldest and strangest tradition: the annual Pink Bottoms game, where the cheerleader girls play football against the rival school, and the boys dress up and cheer the girls on. It seems like harmless nonsense—but the game actually counts on the record, and the team is just one loss away from being eliminated from playoff contention.
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“He looks small, but he’s an athlete,” was something that I was very used to hearing—since I was as young as I can remember. So I wasn’t surprised to be hearing it now, as I sat in the office of the coach of my new school.

He was on the phone—on speaker phone—with the football coach of my last school. There, I was the quarterback, and our record for the year was 7-0. We had already guaranteed ourselves a spot in the provincial playoffs—and it was looking likely that we would be the team representing our province at nationals…

And then my parents decided to move. My dad quit his job after getting into a spat with his boss, and he came home and said, “I’m putting the house on the market and we’re fucking moving!” The spat was about something stupid too: my dad’s boss told him to stop using vulgar language in the break room, and my dad saw this as a violation of his free speech. No—he wasn’t fired; he quit. We moved a thousand miles, to a rural community where land was cheap, so that my dad could focus on starting his own company. “I’ll never work for someone again,” he constantly grunted.

I was upset with my dad’s selfishness—and it really was a selfish move. He could have just toughed that job out for a few more months, and then I could have moved out, instead of being dragged across the country, pulled away from my football team—and now it was looking like I wouldn’t be getting that college football scholarship that I was banking on to pay for my tuition. My old man tanked everything, just because he couldn’t stand the idea of someone telling him what he could and couldn’t say.

Now, we were living twenty minutes outside of the small town on Green Town. The population of the town, not including us, was just 4,500. The football team was mostly comprised of players who were playing as a favour to the coach. The team’s score, so far, was 1-6. The one game that they won, they only won because the other team cancelled at the last minute when they all caught a stomach bug.

“We already have a quarterback,” said the new coach to the old one. He was staring down at that old phone, as if I wasn’t even in the room. “We don’t need another one. But maybe he can fill in as a running back alternate.”

“An alternate!?” I gasped. It was the most dramatic demotion imaginable: from being quarterback on a winning team, to being an alternate running back on a losing team.
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“You should at least consider making him your quarterback’s alternate,” my old coach said. “The kid can throw a ball—and he can run too. He can probably outrun everyone on your team.”

Now, the new coach was just looking frustrated, as if my old coach had insulted him. “Well, we have a quarterback, and an alternate, and I’m not in the business of booting kids off of the team just because someone slightly better comes around.” It sounded like his way of saying, ‘We don’t care about winning.’

“That’s your prerogative,” my old coach said. “I’m just telling you that Hank is a star quarterback. There are enough games left in your season for y’all to make your province’s provincial playoffs. Do with that information what you will.”
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The new coach just grunted and rolled his eyes, reminding me quite a bit of my own father. I could see in his eyes that he knew I was the right person for the job, but his stubbornness was holding him back from making the right choice; he just didn’t want to be told what to do by some other coach. He wanted to come to the right conclusion on his own, for the sake of his own ego. Hell… he could have been my own father in a costume.

He stared at me. “You’re too small to be a quarterback,” he said with a grunt. “If you get sacked, you’ll break in half.”

“I’ve only been sacked, like, four times in my life—and I can take it.”

“Look at you,” he said, waving me off. “We have cheerleaders who weigh more than you. I’m sure you can throw a ball. I’m sure that you can run fast. But this isn’t the team that you were on before. Our tackle guards aren’t going to stop you from getting sacked.”

“I’m nimble,” I said. My chances of getting a scholarship were low if I got that quarterback position. If not—they were gone completely. “At least give me a chance.”

He sighed. He tapped on his desk. “You know, the cheer team needs a guy on it,” he said. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to stop my face from turning red. I wanted to lash out at him. There was a picture of him on the wall, from when he was my age, in his football gear. I’d probably made it further than he ever made it, and that probably made him furious.

“We need a wide-receiver,” he said. “For the next three games. Our left-side wide receiver is going away on a family vacation. Let’s say you do really well in those three games… we can talk about permanent positions.”

I had my hands clenched into tight fists on my lap, where he couldn’t see them.

“Okay,” I said with a smile. “That sounds fair.” But it really didn’t sound fair.

“Practise tomorrow, 3:00 PM,” he said. “We’ve got three practises before the next game. That should be enough time for you to figure out your role.”

I nodded my head.

I was pissed. I went home and yelled in my small room. I threw my table lamp, breaking it against the wall. I wasn’t prone to outbursts like that, but I just had to let it out. The past few months had been brutally frustrating. My own future plan had been spoiled in a matter of weeks. It seemed like I couldn’t catch a single break.

Maybe I was acting like a child when I pulled the blankets off of my bed and threw them onto the ground. Maybe it was a bit juvenile when I booted my school back across the room. It was definitely childish when I ripped pages out of my class textbooks. Sure—it was like a toddler fit, but I needed to get that rage out.

Like an idiot, I punched the wall, thinking my fist would just smash a bit of drywall—but I hit a stud. I felt a series of small snaps, and then I felt a surge of hot pain. I’d broken two fingers. I screamed out, and then my mom came running into my room. She saw the mess, and then she saw the dent in the wall, and then she saw the blood running down my knuckles. I was in trouble.
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My laptop was taken away, and so was my phone. I was told to stay in my bedroom. I felt like such an idiot, being cooped up like a toddler on a timeout; I was eighteen. I was an adult, being treated like a child… because I’d acted like a child.

I didn’t go to the hospital like I should have. I lied to my mom and said that it didn’t hurt. I made my own splint out of some old bandages and a split of wood. In the morning, the pain was intense whenever I tried to move my fingers. “Uh oh,” I said.

Coach saw the splint when I walked into the school, even though I was trying to hide it in the sleeve of my jacket. He rolled his eyes and shook his head before walking away.

I tried to tough it out through practise, but the stinging pain whenever I caught a ball was too much—bringing me to tears, which I tried my best to hide.

Coach kept looking at me with that disapproving glare. I flubbed a few catches.

I prayed that I would wake up and it would be better for the next practise, but it was worse; I probably made it worse by catching balls while it tried to heal. I tried to catch balls only using my non-dominant hand.
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Then, for the third practise, it was damn-near intolerable, but I tried to suffer through the pain. I tried to suck it up. I tried to be a man, so that I could get that scholarship.

But the coach noticed me struggling to catch balls, so he sidelined me. “You can sit and watch,” he said, looking me up and down, as if he was trying to figure out what my last coach saw in me… as if it was a complete mystery that my last team had such a stellar record that season.

I sat on the bleachers, watching my lousy team running embarrassing drills. The guys on my team were either terribly overweight (about a third of them), or very skinny. Sure, people called me skinny, but I was actually super lean. I could probably outfit most of the guys on this team. I wondered if any of these guys even went to the gym. Most of them looked more like tennis players than football players.

I could see why this team hadn’t won a single game (without the help of forfeiture). They sucked. Playing on this team was pointless.

I turned my gaze over to the cheer squad, just as they began to run through their halftime routine. “What’s our colour? Green! We’re not soft, we’re mean! We’re going to beat your team! The greatest team you’ve ever seen!” It was a stupid chant, which they repeated a few times while performing some dance moves.

The moves weren’t going to blow any minds. They did a quick pyramid, which was slightly impressive. They tossed a flyer up into the air and caught her quite easily, which was better than anything the football team was doing.

Their outfit was the best part about them: tight fit-and-flare dresses with short skirts, tall stockings, and tight elbow-length gloves. They had long bows in their hair—and they all had their hair curled.

At first, I was stunned by how pretty they all were—and then I remembered reading about the ‘cheerleader effect’: a psychological phenomenon that makes girls appear more attractive when they’re together in a group—like a group of cheerleaders. I zeroed my focus in on one girl, seeing that she was very… average. Then I looked at another girl, who suddenly looked kind of unappealing when my attention was on her.

No—I’m not being mean—I’m just being honest. I’m sure they were very nice girls, but they weren’t all stunners. Don’t get me wrong; there were a few girls on the team who were downright sexy. There was one girl in particular with long blonde hair and plump pink lips—she looked just fine without the help of that large group of girls.

And her closest friend (they kept high-fiving) was a stunning brunette with super-seductive eyes. They saw me looking their way. I watched them whispering to each other, and then giggling. One of the girls waved at me, and then she blushed. The other girls all giggled.
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Even though I was small, I never had problems with the girls. I swear girls can smell testosterone, and I’m sure I had lots of it, since I spent a good deal of time in the gym. Or maybe they heard about my accomplishments with my last team. Maybe they knew that the ‘new guy’ was a football star with a bright academic future thanks to impressive football scholarships.

Oh wait… that wasn’t me anymore. Those days were gone… taken away from me.

I felt my body deflating as I sat in those stands. I turned my attention back to my team. Now, they were doing running drills. They slipped in the mud, they fell on their faces, they fumbled the ball… over and over and over. Even the cheer girls were laughing at them.

I planted my face into the palms of my hands. This new situation was just a complete disaster.
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The big problem was that my grades weren’t exactly stellar. Maybe I would get into a decent school, but I wasn’t going to get any scholarships.

A few months earlier, there was money in the family bank account—and my mom had always told me that it was there for me, for when I was ready for college. But the move was expensive. My parents took a loss selling their house, and the banks forced them to put 20% down on the new property, instead of 10%, which meant empty the bank account to make the deal go through.

In the end, we had… nothing. At night, while in my room, I would hear my parents arguing about money.
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My mom was frustrated, because the bank card kept being declined. “Insufficient funds,” she would tell my father. And my father would just shrug it all off. “Every entrepreneur goes through a debt phase,” he would say.

I stopped getting an allowance. My parents told me that it was because I was eighteen and was old enough to get a job, but I knew that it was because there was no money to spare.

“Just get a job,” my dad said to me when I asked for twenty dollars. But that wasn’t so simple; I needed to be driven into town if I wanted to go anywhere, and my parents weren’t always available to drive me. And then there was the issue of lack of opportunities… there were none. None of the little shops in town were hiring part-time workers.

It just seemed more and more likely that I was screwed.

It was the big day: my first game as a wide-receiver, on a new team. I expected to show up for school to a warm reception. At my last school, we were treated like gods on game day; everyone would hype us up and pat us on the back and cheer us on. But at this new school, we were being treated like… nothing special. It was just another day of school.

And then, after school, I noticed all of the students getting onto the bus so they could go home. The game was in an hour… were they not going to stay to watch? At my old school, everyone stayed to watch a home game.
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Nope—not here. There were hardly any dozen students in the stands when we took to the field for the anthem. Maybe a dozen more teachers and parents. The field was silent. Nobody cheered, except for the cheerleader girls. The silence of the field made the girls seem extra-loud. “Who’s gonna win? We are! Who will bring the fight? We will!” I noticed my teammates all looking at the girls, practically drooling over them. None of them were focussed on our coach, who was rambling on about the game strategy.
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I tried to focus on the coach, even though he wasn’t making a lot of sense. He kept contradicting himself. He told the quarterback to ‘throw fast… unless you think you can run it, then run it. But hand it off it if it seems like a good opportunity to hand it off.” He was useless. Even he would occasionally peer over at the cheerleaders. Maybe their skirts were a little bit too short… a bit too distracting. They all had long, smooth legs, and firm asses.

“Focus, boys,” said the quarterback, who was shaking with nerves.

“Remember guys,” the coach said. “If we lose tonight, we’re out of the playoff picture.”

There was a silence. With that single sentence, he managed to suck all of the energy out of our team. I felt a chill run down my spine as I glared over at the opposing team. They were all pumped up, looking like an army of Spartan warriors.

“We’re fucked,” one of my teammates whispered to me.

I felt my energy seeping away.

It got worse when the coach stopped us from running out onto the field. “Don’t pass to Hank,” he said. “He can’t catch shit with his hand.”

The guys all looked at me, and my face turned red.

The coach looked at me. “Just run hard, Hank, and make them chase you. Try to get a couple of guys on you, since running is all you’re really good for.”

I wanted to punch him in his past-his-prime face, but I resisted that urge. I bit my tongue, nodded my head, and I went to the field and took his advice. Every play, I would run. At first, they chased me… but they quickly caught on. Before the end of the first half, they weren’t even trying to cover me.

We were losing 16-3.

Our coach had checked out. He didn’t even walk over to try to motivate us going into the second half. Our team was just standing there, looking at the ground, waiting for the game to end so we could all go home and be free from this humiliation.

I wanted to take charge. I wanted to say, “I’m going to play quarterback and save this game.” The other team wasn’t even very good; they were disorganized—and I could have easily outmaneuvered them to gain a few touchdowns in a short period of time. But I knew the coach wouldn’t allow it.

But maybe the coach would let me receive a ball, now that he wasn’t even paying attention. I nodded to our quarterback. “Pass to me,” I said.

He looked at my hand. “Can you even catch it?”

“I can catch it fine. Just pass to me.”

He tried in the first play after the break, but he wasn’t able to throw it far enough to reach me when I ran down the field. So when it was second down, I didn’t run as far. He eyed me. I was open. He considered his options. He was about to be sacked. Then he threw. I had to run sideways to get the ball. I barely caught it. The other team looked stunned, because it was the first time he threw to a wide-receiver all game. They started to chase me—but they were too slow. I ran that ball sixty yards and scored our first touchdown.

Then, we managed to convert, making the score 16-10.

The cheerleaders were stunned for a moment, and then they cheered. Our coach eyed me with a dark look, knowing that I’d told the quarterback to throw to me.

Our team managed to keep the other team to a field goal, making the score 19-10. Then, in our first play returning to offence, the quarterback, without any prompt from the coach (or me), threw the ball to me, and I was able to take it thirty yards before being tackled. We easily got a first down after that, because they assigned three players to cover me. Then, they were totally in shambles, not sure whether to cover me or to play their usual roles. We got another first down, and then another—and then it was an easy task running the ball into the end zone.
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We converted. 19-17 was the score going into the final quarter.

We had the momentum. The cheerleaders were louder than ever, as if the girls had never seen their team on the verge of winning before.

Their team fumbled and we recovered the ball. Then, when I was out on the field, their defence fell apart, confused, not knowing who to cover. We easily scored another touchdown, taking the lead.

Their coach was furious, unsure of what had changed. “Cover that fucking wide-receiver!” he shouted. But it didn’t matter. The more they covered me, the more their defence opened up for us to play the ball. We got another touch down. They managed to squeeze in a field goal—but then we responded with a huge throw, resulting in a big touchdown.

We won the game. The cheerleaders screamed with excitement. The coach just stood there, looking frustrated and embarrassed that his team won because they didn’t listen to him. “You guys got lucky,” was all that he said when he stepped briefly into our changing room.

I wondered if he even liked being a coach. He eyed me before he left: a nasty look—and I had a feeling that the look he gave me was even nastier than it would have been had it been my fault we lost.

After he left, the boys cheered. They celebrated for the first time that season. “We’re 2-6!” our quarterback said. “If we just win our next… four games… we’re in the playoffs.”
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“You think we can win four straight games?” laughed Daniel, one of the tackles. “I mean—I’m not saying it’s impossible, but it probably ain’t possible either.”

“All we can do is try,” I said.

I saw a glimmer of hope in their eyes… at least a few of them.

“Technically just three games,” pointed out Chris, the team’s other wide-receiver. “Don’t forget the Pink Bottoms game in two weeks.”

This particular comment didn’t seem to rouse much of a reaction from the guys. Nobody commented on it, and the topic of conversation quickly turned back to the game we just played, so I didn’t think much into it. I just assumed that the ‘Pink Bottoms’ were a team in the league with a notoriously terrible record. I just assumed Chris was reminding the guys about some free win that was coming up—so I didn’t bother to ask what the hell it meant.

I should have asked.

I heard it mentioned the next day too, in the school cafeteria. “Is the Pink Bottoms game next week, or the week after?” one girl asked another.

“The week after, I think,” replied her friend.
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Then I heard giggling. “That’s going to be so funny.”

“If the boys win next week, there’s actually going to be pressure on the girls.”

Again, it should have been my cue to ask, ‘What’s the Pink Bottoms game?’. But I didn’t.

Our coach gave us two days off. During that time, I made a point of not using my hand. And at the end of the small break, my fingers no longer hurt. I was able to bend them. I had a full range of motion. It seemed too good to be true, so at our next practise, I kept using my weak hand to catch. The coach kept eyeing me with a suspicious look, as if I was there to ruin his season. I was so tempted to walk over and to say, ‘You know, we’re only in the playoff picture right now because of me. You do know that, right?’ But I bit my tongue and did as I was told.

He came up to me at the end of our Friday night practise. “Hate to do this, Hank, but you’re going to be our alternate on Monday.”

“What? Why?” I said, stunned.

“I need guys I can trust on the receiving end,” he said. “It’s an important game, and you’re just so new here—and receiving is new to you, and your hand is clearly still a problem.”

“It’s not,” I said. “I can play fine. I’ve just been taking it easy.”

He shook his head. “We’ll dress you. You can sit on the bench. But you won’t play, unless there’s an injury. Alright?”

He let a small smirk slip, letting me know that this was revenge for making a call at the last game. I bit hard on my tongue. I wanted to lash out at him, but I knew it wouldn’t get me anywhere.”

I just had to hope that our team could pull together until our coach came to his senses and put me in. That weekend, some of my new teammates got together (I found out later), and looked me up online. They found footage of me playing quarterback at the previous year’s provincial finals (we came second). Apparently, they took this footage to the coach and said, “Why aren’t we playing him as quarterback?” And then, apparently, the coach got quite angry, because the two players who confronted him were told not to show up for Monday’s game. So our two alternates had to step into positions that they weren’t comfortable with.

Now, more than ever, it seemed like we were facing an elimination game.

As the game started, the coach eyed me. He rolled his eyes and looked back to the game.

Then, carnage ensued. Within a minute, the other team had their first touchdown. By the end of the first quarter, they were up 14-0.

The cheerleaders quickly lost their energy. They tried to get the few audience members into the game, but failed, and then they all sat down on their own benches to watch the loss.

At the beginning of the second quarter, one of our running backs went down hard, twisting his ankle. He cried out and had to be dragged off the field. It was between me and one other alternate to take his place. “Get in there, Phil,” said the coach.

I rolled my eyes and went back to watching the huge loss.
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They scored again. 21-0. Magically, our team managed to hold off a fourth touchdown before the end of the first half.

Then, the best and worst possible thing happened: our team’s quarterback took an elbow to the head, which knocked him out for five full seconds—long enough to pause the game and to summon the paramedics. He was taken to the hospital so that they could assess his brain for any serious damage.

Then, our coach started asking the players, “Who can play QB?”

They were all silent. Many of them looked at me. I didn’t bother getting excited, because I had a hard time believing he would pick me. But suddenly, he saw his opportunity, to put me in and to claim that it was his choice and his choice alone. “Hank,” he said. “Get your helmet on. You’re playing QB.”

I was stunned for a moment. Then, I grabbed my helmet and ran out onto the field. We were on offence. There was no time to familiarize myself with the playbook. There was no time to ask the coach what any of his hand signals meant—and the coach knew it; he wasn’t even bothering to signal the team.

It was all on me.

I had to find a way to score three consecutive touchdowns—and I had to pay that our defence could keep them from adding anymore to the damage.

But it was easy. The very first play, half of their team crashed to the ground as they collided with our tackle-guards. I saw an open path, seemingly lit by a ray of golden sunlight. I just ran, and there was nobody there to stop me. The other team, for some reason, just didn’t see it coming. I blew by them all as they scrambled to their feet. I scored an easy touchdown.

They were flustered. In their second play on offence, they threw an interception. As soon as I was back on the field, the game opened right up. The other team was flustered, not sure what to expect. It seemed like someone was always open, so getting first-downs was easy—and then it was just a matter of running in the touchdowns once I was within fifteen yards of the end zone.

Before the end of the third quarter, it was 17-21.

The cheerleaders roared and bounced, their perky bodies bounding into the air, their tight bums flashing for all to see.

I threw a long pass to Chris. He almost dropped it, trying to get his hands around it—but managed to secure it, and then he managed to run it into the end zone.
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And Chris was thrilled, because after that game, while at a house party celebrating, one of the cheerleaders singled him out and took him up to a bedroom. Chris lost his virginity that night—and we all heard it from downstairs. “Oh God!” he screamed, his voice cracking. “Oh God! Oh my God! It’s really happening!” We all laughed.

The cheerleaders gravitated towards me. “So are you our new quarterback now?” they asked.

“That’s not up to me,” I smiled.

“If Coach has any sense,” Peter chimed in. “He’ll make Hank the quarterback. But Coach has it out for Hank, so I doubt it will happen.” It was nice to hear that I wasn’t the only one who had noticed the coach’s hate for me.

“Why doesn’t he like me?” I asked.

Peter shrugged his shoulders. “There’s just something about you that he really doesn’t like.”

“Yeah,” chimed in another player. “He really, really just doesn’t like you. Did you bang his daughter or something?”

“Does he have a daughter?” I asked.

Everyone shrugged.

“I just hope he plays me as QB next week… or at least as wide-receiver.”
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The guys chuckled. “Well, there’s no way he’s playing you next week,” Peter said. “We’ve got next week off.”

“There’s a game on the schedule,” I said.

“It’s the Pink Bottoms game,” Peter said. “We’re not playing.”
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So that night, I learned about the Pink Bottoms tradition. It had been played every year for the past sixty-five years—and I’d heard about a similar tradition being played in American states… but I’d never heard of the game having any actual consequence on the season.

But in my new province, it was apparently a very real game—and the outcome counted towards the final season’s score. “So wait,” I said. “If we lose the Pink Bottoms game… we’re eliminated from the playoffs?”

“Sadly,” said Peter. “That’s just how it’s always been. They don’t do that over in Ontario?”

“No… Nobody would be okay with that. It’s so… stupid.”

“It’s just how it’s always been here,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “Anyway—if you were wondering why Lewis’s family scheduled their vacation when they did, it’s because his dad doesn’t want him dressing up like a girl—even for the Pink Bottoms game.”

“Wait,” I said, feeling a cold chill creeping down my spine. “We have to dress up like girls? What?” He told me that it was a game where the cheerleaders of our team would put on our football gear and play against the cheerleaders of the other team. He didn’t say anything about us dressing like girls.

“Yeah, man,” he said with a grin. “We’re the cheerleaders.”

“I’m going to be sick that day,” said Brad, leaning back in his chair. “There’s no way in hell that I’m going to let my sisters get pictures of me dressed like a cheerleader.”

Peter turned to Brad. “People will make fun of you more for dodging the game than just doing it.”

“My dad did it,” said Andrew. “And so did my grandpa. It’s just a stupid tradition—it’s not like anyone cares.”

“But if the girls lose, it’s an actual loss on our record?” I asked, completely stunned.

“Yep,” they all said.

They laughed at my stunned expression. I thought for a moment that they were messing with me. I considered the possibility that this was a prank—maybe they were even going to go as far as getting me to dress up. But then, they showed me pictures from previous years: pictures of the cheerleaders in oversized football gear, facing off against the girls from other schools.
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I stuttered. In some of the pictures, you couldn’t even tell that those were guys in those cheer outfits. “The girls will dress us and do our makeup—however they want to do it,” Peter explained.
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“Some years, they actually try to make the guys look like girls. Some years they just make us look like clowns.”
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I didn’t really care about the details of being a cheerleader, or being dolled up. That was just stupid nonsense. I cared about the fact that our season was no longer in our own control. We no longer got to decide if we were going to make the playoffs. “We’re 3-6,” I said. “We’re just three wins away from making the playoffs.”

“If the girls win, we just have to win two games,” Peter smiled. “Saying it out loud… it actually sounds somewhat doable. Though we play West Hali in our last game of the season, and they’re 9-0 right now. I don’t think they’ve even come within a touchdown of losing.”

I felt numb all over. This whole situation just made me feel sick. I hated having no control over my destiny.

And it only got worse. The very next day, I received a phone call from St. Montgomery University. “We’re impressed by your football record this year, Hank,” said the man on the phone. “I just want to let you know that we’re keeping a close eye on your season, and there might just be a position here at St. Montgomery for you.”

And you might be wondering why I considered this bad news. Well, it’s because I was fairly certain that it was not going to happen. They were just getting my hopes up. Between the coach who hated me, the Pink Bottoms game, and the final match we would face against West Hali… there was no chance in hell that we were making the playoffs, and St. Montgomery wasn’t going to touch me if we didn’t even make it into the playoffs.

I’d already suffered enough disappointment. I really didn’t want to have my hopes crushed again, and now I was being given hopes once again—fresh and ready to be crushed.

“A member of our admissions faculty will be coming out to meet you in a few days—and to see you play.”

It took a moment for me to realize that he meant they were sending a scout to come and see if I was worth a scholarship… and by the time I realized it, I was off the phone, and it was too late to tell them that they were going to show up and see me dressed as a cheerleader—and not in my prime playing football.

“Son of a bitch,” I groaned.
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I tried calling the number back, but it just went to a school switchboard. I tried to find my way through the network of university faculty members, back to whoever I was talking to, but it was hopeless. Finally, I had to answer a call that I was receiving.

“Hello?” I said.

“Hi, Hank!” said a bubbly girl voice. I didn’t recognize it, but she apparently knew me.

“Hey… Who’s this?”

“It’s Becca,” she said.

“Becca?” I tried to think if I knew anyone named Becca… or Rebecca… “Sorry. How do I know you?”

“I’m the second flyer on the cheer squad. Coach assigned me to you… you know—for the Pink Bottoms game coming up.”

I groaned and bit my tongue. “Right. And, uh, what does that mean—assigned to me?”

“You have to show me how to play football, and I’ll show you how to do a few basic cheers—and I’ll be doing your makeup and helping you get dressed.”

“Great,” I said. “That’s just… great. Well—I’ll see you on Thursday, I guess…”

“No. We have to meet up today,” she said. “We have to do some sizing for your outfit, to make sure it fits for the game—and to make sure we don’t have to order anything special.”
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I groaned. The humiliation was already creeping in. I began thinking about the talent scout that was coming. I was dreading this damned Pink Bottoms game… and even if somehow our girls won, it seemed so hopeless that we could make the playoffs—and even if we did manage to make them, it probably wouldn’t be enough for me to land a scholarship—especially if Coach wasn’t going to make me the quarterback. Now, I was seriously considering giving up.

“Coach gave me your address. I’ll head over to your place now.”

Yes—I was going to give up. This was too stupid. I wasn’t going to endure all of this humiliation and headache for the tiniest sliver of hope. No way. “Sorry, Becca,” I said. “But, uh, I’m going to have to pass. I’ll call Coach and tell him to pair you with someone else.”

Then, I noticed the dial tone; she hung up before hearing anything I had to say.

I tried calling her back, but it was a landline, and nobody was answering. “Shit,” I groaned.

So I would just tell her to her face… big deal. It was a shame she had to waste her time driving all the way to my place, but that was her problem—not mine.

I paced around my room, trying to decide what I would tell Coach. Then, I paused, and thought about this upcoming Pink Bottoms game.

Maybe it didn’t have to seem like such a death sentence. Maybe it was a blessing in disguise. Maybe… Just maybe—it wasn’t as out of my control as I originally thought.

I had a few days to teach Becca how to throw a ball. I had a few days to teach her how to receive a play, and how to run the ball. Hell—with weak-assed girls as tackles, if Becca could muster up some half-decent form, she could literally run every single play and score first down after first down.
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Then, I just had to focus on getting the coach to let me play quarterback for two games… that part seemed totally hopeless, but maybe there was something I could do… Maybe I could do something to get the coach… fired.
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When she showed up at my door, I immediately noticed the definition of her shoulders. She was wearing a pink tank top, which was fitted, so I could see that she was in good shape. I could see some ab definition, and she even had decent biceps. She couldn’t have weighed more than 120 pounds, but she was lean.

“You’re shorter than I thought you were,” she said, instead of saying hello. I blushed; I was used to people pointing out my height, but it always stung coming from a girl—because every guy knows that girls prefer tall men.
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“Am I?” I said, because I didn’t know what else to say.

“Sorry—was that rude? It’s a good thing. I thought there was no way that my cheer outfits would fit you—but I think that they just might.”

She skipped past me, into my house, leaving me standing there with blushing cheeks. She was quite pretty, which made this whole situation even more humiliating.

She had a duffle bag with her—pink, just like her top. She tossed it onto my living room couch and then unzipped it, revealing a number of neatly folded cheerleading outfits. “I’m trying to think of what would look best on you,” she said.

“Right…” I said. “I mean—just give me whatever, and I’ll squeeze into it. Maybe we should go out back first, and I can show you how to throw a football.”

“My older brother used to play; he taught me how to throw a long time ago. Don’t worry about that.”

I bit my tongue. I was happy to hear that she had some experience, but I wasn’t going to just trust that her brother taught her enough to make her a winner. “Any idea what position you’re going to play at the game?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Nobody has told us yet,” she said.

I grunted. I was, once again, furious with the coach; it would have been a massive benefit to know who was going to be the quarterback, so we could get them into playing condition. I didn’t exactly want to waste my time teaching Becca to throw a ball if Coach was going to make her a tackle. “Can we call the coach now?” I asked.

She giggled. “Don’t worry about the game, Hank. It’s just for fun. Now, do you want a little dress, or maybe our one-piece outfit from last year?”

“I really think we should call the coach. I can teach you some tricks. I’m one of the top ranked high-school quarterbacks in the country, Becca. I know a few things.”

“It’s just for fun,” she giggled.

“No,” I said—or maybe it was more of a bark. “If you guys lose, we can’t make the playoffs.”

She stared at me for a long moment, and then she shook her head slowly. “Hank… Our team has literally never made the playoffs before. Wouldn’t we have to win literally every single remaining game to even qualify?”
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“It’s possible,” I said.

“Um… Okay. I mean. Our last game is against West Hali, and they haven’t lost a game in, like, three years.”

“We can beat West Hali. I just need to convince the coach to put me in as quarterback—and I need to spend a few days throwing long passes to our wide-receivers.”

She kept staring at me, as if I was some hopeless idiot with big, impossible dreams. And I must admit: that look really did drain the energy from my bones. It almost seemed like she knew something that I didn’t know. Well—she did know that one important fact: that West Hali hadn’t lost a game in three years. That was impressive… and intimidating. And our team wasn’t exactly known for pulling out surprise wins.

But I couldn’t lose hope. I wasn’t going to endure this humiliation for nothing. “Just… come out back with me, and let me show you how to snap a ball. Please?”
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She groaned. “Okay, Hank. I’ll let you show me how you throw a ball, and then we’re going to see which one of these outfits fits best.”

I smiled. I took her out back. I won’t bore you with the details; I spent forty-five minutes with her. I was actually quite impressed with her natural throw; maybe her brother wasn’t as bad of a teacher as I assumed. She had a better snap than most of the guys on our team. But I was able to improve it with a few pointers. I taught her to get a better grip with her thumb, and I showed her how to push off with her fingers to make the ball sail. I made her throw two dozen throws, increasing the distance with each throw. Then, I showed her a little maneuver for dodging a tackle. She was out of breath by the end of our little session—but she was smiling, and giggling. She managed to dodge a few of my tackles, but I got her with a good one near the end—and then I fell onto her and we both paused as we stared at each other. Her body was warm, and sweaty.
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Staring into my eyes, she said, “Now you need to try on some dresses.”

I turned dark red. We went inside and she pulled out the six outfits she brought. “This one was from two years ago. It’s the cutest, in my opinion… but a bit revealing.” She held it up. It made me blush hard, just imagining her in the tiny number.

“I think it’s a bit racy… for me.”

She rolled her eyes. “Just try it on, Hank.” She tossed it to me, so I went to try it on. I stripped down to my boxers. I held up the tiny outfit. I groaned. I took a deep breath. I put it on. I looked in the mirror. Sadly, it fit me… but I still looked like an idiot.

I got changed back into my male clothes and stepped out. “It looked silly,” I said.

“Why aren’t you wearing it? I want to see.”

“There was nothing to see; it looked silly.”

“Go put it on.”

“Nah,” I said. “Seriously—it looked bad.”

“Hank,” she snapped suddenly. “Go put it on—now. I threw the football with you for nearly an hour.” She had a serious look on her face: dark eyes, red cheeks, clenched teeth behind pouty lips.

“O—Okay,” I said. There was something about the tone of her voice that just made me feel… weak. It was like I was talking to one of my teachers, or some authority figure.

I went back into the bathroom and changed into the tiny dress, feeling like a total idiot. I was hairy, and my body just seemed too… muscular, even though I wasn’t big at all.

I hesitated before going back out. This just seemed so humiliating. But I had this strong urge to make her satisfied, to make her think that I was trying. Maybe, if she thought that I was trying, she would also try in the game… and win.

“See?” I said, showing her the outfit.
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She flushed red. She clasped her hands together and bounced up and down. “It’s actually so cute! I didn’t think it would fit so well.”

“I look like an idiot.”

“No you don’t… at least not because of the fit. The fit is, like, perfect. You just need to shave your body hair. And then a bit of makeup—and a wig, some accessories—we will definitely need a choker to hide the Adam’s apple. This is going to work. This is going to be, like… so cute.” She was fully of bouncy energy now, digging through her bag as she talked quietly to herself.

I just stood there, feeling like a fool in that dress. I kept tugging on it, feeling a cool breeze tickling my bum.

She tossed me another outfit. “I just want to see what you would look like in blue. I have a hard time believing it will be cuter than the red dress—but just try it on for me.”

I groaned. I took the dress. I tried it on. I felt all of that embarrassment all over again. “Come on out, Hank!” she called out.

I marched out, trying to hide my embarrassment. She just started laughing. “I’m not laughing at you. I’m just laughing because you’re way cuter than I thought you would be!”

[image: Laughing]


“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Can we just get the rest of this over with?”

But she wasn’t done. She wanted me to try on more outfits. I tried on two-piece outfits, another fit-and-flare cheer dress. She had booties for me to wear—some with heels, some without. She decided that white heeled booties were perfect for me. “So you won’t be as short as the other guys,” she said with a blushing smile.

She didn’t have makeup with her, or a wig, so our little session ended there. “We should meet up again; maybe the night before the game—just for a quick makeup test.”
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“Well,” I said. “Maybe we can meet tomorrow—and I can run you through a few throwing drills—just to sharpen you up before the game.” I perked up, hopeful that I could mould her into a winning player.

She stared at me. “Tomorrow instead of the night before the game?” she asked.

I paused. “Both. And, uh, maybe we can meet after school each day too—just to be safe.”

“I’m not taking every afternoon off for this, Hank,” she groaned. “I have a social life.”

“But it’s important,” I said.

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “If you want to make me do throwing and catching drills every afternoon, then I get to dress you up like my own life-size Barbie doll every afternoon.”

I paused. I knew that she was just making the deal to embarrass me, to have some fun with me—and I wasn’t going to let her get into my head. I could endure a bit of embarrassment if it meant winning the Pink Bottoms game, and having a real shot at getting a scholarship.

But she was just one of the hurdles that I had to overcome to make my goal a reality.


5



Becca left me with ‘homework’, so I did the same with her. I told her to go home and throw one-hundred spiralling throws, at a target, ten yards away. I would have made the distance longer, but I wasn’t sure the girls would be able to position themselves more than ten yards down field in time.

As for me, I was tasked with shaving: my face, my legs, my armpits, my arms, my chest—and even the micro-hairs on my butt cheeks. She wanted it all gone, so I did away with all of it. She also told me to start moisturizing three times per day—my whole body.

She left me with panties and a couple different outfits. She told me to ‘get used to wearing them’, and I really wasn’t even sure what that meant. But, because I was a man of my word, I did it. Every night, after my parents went to sleep, I would put on a pair of panties and a cheerleading skirt. I would stand in front of the mirror, trying not to cringe at the sight of myself. I was told to work on my posture, and my ‘starting stance’, which was just standing upright with hands on my hips and chin down.

I really did look kind of… girly. It seemed like my muscle definition disappeared after I shaved my hair, and I wondered if I ever had as much muscle as I thought, or if it was just an illusion.

Or maybe my body was just starting to lose muscle mass, because the coach kept benching me—even during practises, he would just have me watch. He was still trying to make some strange point. “Watch these guys pass, and maybe you’ll learn something,” he said to me. I would sit there and watch two guys throw like absolute amateurs—and even the guys knew that I could throw better than them.

One of them made a comment. “I think Hank can probably out-throw me,” he said to the coach.

The coach glared at me, and then he said, “Not accurately.”

After that game, Becca came over. I threw the ball with her in the backyard for about an hour, and then we went to my room. This time, she had a strapless bra for me. “I cut out some foam pads for breasts,” she said. “And here’s a wig that I got from a friend. She recovered from cancer two years ago, and this was the wig she wore after losing her hair. It’s, like, one of the best, most realistic wigs you can buy—so don’t ruin it.”

She made me dress up. She made me show her my ‘poses’, which I’d practised a few times.

She rocked her head from side to side, as if she was trying to decide if I was doing good enough work. I bit my tongue and smiled. “I’ve done everything you asked me to do.”

“It’s not bad,” she said. “You still look… shy. You need to get over it, and realize all of the guys will be doing it—not just you.”

“I know,” I said.

The bra she gave me actually gave me a realistic bust—and that alone seemed to be enough to make the whole shape of my body more feminine. I was so humiliated, looking in the mirror, but I tried to keep my composure. I turned to Becca and smiled, and then I said, “I think this is fine, right?”

“With some makeup,” she said. “I think you will look like a girl.”

And she had the makeup. She made me sit. She worked on my face for almost an hour. It was tedious; it was boring… yet my heart didn’t stop racing the whole time. She was humming cutely, and I just felt… embarrassed. This would have been absolutely frowned upon back home; guys would have mocked me to no end. But here, this was just their… tradition. It was like a part of their culture. In some twisted way, it was totally expected of me.

And I wanted to put my foot down so badly, but Becca was entertaining me; she was letting me teach her to throw a football. She was letting me shape her into a half-decent football player, as long as I put up with this nonsense. In a way, it seemed like a small price to pay—especially the next day (the day before the game), when she brought two of her cheerleading friends over to my house, and let me run drills in my backyard. I taught those girls valuable plays that would give them a massive advantage in the Pink Bottoms game. I even got Becca to throw an impressive twenty yard pass, with surprising accuracy. Twenty yards, for a young woman, is impressive.

But the little backyard practice came at a price. The girls wanted to doll me up—and it wasn’t just a quick game of dress up. They made me put on my fake-bust bra. They sat me down to do my makeup. They sent me to the bathroom to smooth up my legs with a razor. They plucked my eyebrows. They glued fake lashes onto my eyelids. They spent almost an hour putting makeup on my face, and then another forty minutes curling and styling my hair.

And that wasn’t the end of it. They made me posse for them. They took humiliating photos of me, as if I was posing for a magazine cover. They made me smile. They made me strike ‘cheer poses’. They had me bounce. They told me to giggle like a girl. They made me shake my ass.

I was beginning to think that this whole ‘tradition’ was just an excuse for the girls to take a bit of rage out on the ‘patriarchy’. This was just their opportunity to humiliate me.

I was blushing all over. It was a long three hours before we even got to the ‘cheering’ portion of the afternoon (which was now the evening).
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They taught me two of their routines, and made me practise them over and over and over. Every thirty minutes or so, they would make me change outfits. I cheered in tiny shorts. I cheered in pleated skirts, which teased my smooth thighs. They made me cheer in tight fit-and-flare dresses, which made me look like Sailor Moon.

I was sure that this whole thing was a humiliation, because they were constantly giggling—sometimes even roaring with laughter. They kept telling me that I looked ‘cute’ or ‘beautiful’ or ‘sexy’, but I knew they were just pitching those ‘compliments’ to humiliate me.
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It was getting late. I was getting tired. I wanted this to end, but there was seemingly no end to it. Two more girls from the cheer squad showed up, without an invite, just to watch the humiliating performance.

And was this really worth it? Was having a slightly better shot at winning a regular season game really worth this torment and humiliation? None of the other guys on the team cared. Even our quarterback couldn’t be bothered to show up to half of the practises; I’m sure that he wasn’t letting girls dress him up every afternoon like a doll.

If only St. Montgomery could see this sacrifice that I was making. If only I could tell them what kind of uphill race I was running. It just didn’t seem fair.
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And I was starting to wonder if the girls were even going to take the game seriously. Maybe they were just putting up with the practice sessions so that they could have more fun at my expense.

It was late when they left my house, and I was exhausted. Usually, the night before a game, I would do a gentle two-hour weight session, and I would drink a large protein shake and eat two large dinners. I had a routine, but that was all out the window now, because I was too exhausted to stand around the kitchen grilling chicken breasts. I had nothing left in me, so I just ate plate of cold leftovers and then fell on my bed.
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But I didn’t fall right asleep. I tossed and turned, dreading the next day. I dozed off a few times, but nightmares would wake me up. It was as if my inner-self was trying to warn me, trying to talk me out of participating in this Pink Bottoms humiliation.

A voice in my head kept repeating the same thing: ‘This is going to be a major disaster.’


6



Iwas still in bed when my phone dinged: an email from the school. It was a reminder: ‘Today is the day of the annual Pink Bottoms game. If you are on the football team, be sure to arrive at school dressed as a cheerleader. If you are a cheerleader, come dressed in your football attire. Remember: we do this to support one another!”

I froze and reread the email. “I have to dress up for school!?” I gasped.

I messaged Peter, and he confirmed by sending me a picture of him all dolled up. “It’s just for fun, man. Don’t make a big deal of it.” He didn’t look half-bad. I guess his sister had done his hair and makeup, and he was wearing the mid-thigh fit-and-flare orange and red cheer dress.

I messaged Andrew, and asked if he was doing it. “We have to,” he said. “Why? Are you thinking of not doing it? You’ll be off the team in a heartbeat.” And he sent a photo. He didn’t look half-bad either, as if he’d put some serious effort into looking like a girl. He even had a set of fake tits—maybe some silicone body-form, or something like that.

I felt cold all over. I thought about calling in sick and praying that there wouldn’t bet be any repercussions.

I went through the options that Becca had left at my house. The cheer dresses were all way too short; I didn’t want my ass showing at school all day. So I picked a pleated red skirt, with a crop-top that read ‘SUPER’. Under the top, I put on that strapless bra, with the foamy pads. I took a few minutes to style my wig, and I even tried to put on a bit of makeup, half-hoping that it would make me unrecognizable… but I knew that was a reach.
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“Send me a picture of you, boo,” Peter texted me, and the sarcasm was so obvious. He even sent kissing emojis. I don’t know if he was fooling around or just getting into character.

So I snapped a photo, trying my hardest not to look embarrassed. I sent it to him. He sent me a selfie back, posing twice as seriously, as if he was trying to beat me in some sort of game I didn’t know that I was playing.

“Looking sexy,” I wrote back to him, trying to match his joking attitude… though I was wondering if he was actually joking, or if he was actually into this. It was hard to tell, because this was apparently some cherished tradition in this part of the country. Maybe this was actually culturally important to them. Maybe I had to be careful mocking this tradition out loud…

I was expecting to be laughed at when I arrived at school. Instead, I was surprised to see many men who weren’t on the football team dressed as girls, and many girls dressed as guys—seeming to confirm that this was some important town (or province) tradition. I found a bit of comfort in the fact that so many of them were doing it.

Maybe they were just doing it to support us, so we wouldn’t feel so embarrassed.
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A hand spanked me firmly on the ass, making me gasp. I spun around. There was a girl… no—a guy dressed like a girl—grinning at me. “Hey hot-stuff,” he said in a girly twang. And then he started laughing. I wasn’t sure whether to grab him by the throat, or to laugh along.

I did my best to keep my cool. “Looking good, bae,” I said. I felt my cheeks turning red.

Then, before class, I had to pee, so I went to the bathroom. I opened the door to the men’s bathroom, and then a hand grabbed me from behind. I turned and saw a girl, dressed as a football jock, shaking her head. “That’s your bathroom,” she said, pointing to the girl’s bathroom, just as an actual girl was coming out of it.

“But—I’m not really a girl,” I said.

“You are today,” she said, and then with a firm shove, she directed me towards that girls’ bathroom.

I stumbled. I blushed. I suddenly found myself inside the super-clean girls’ bathroom. I quickly rushed to a stall. As I was going in, the stall door next to me opened, and Peter came out. “Hey, girl!” he said with a girly tone.

I froze, turning dark red. I was happy to see another guy in the girls’ bathroom… but it was still so strange. They were all acting like this was so… normal. “Hey,” I said softly.

“You look hot in that top,” he said. “Have a good wee.”

Then, he skipped over to the sink to wash his hands. I wondered for a minute if I was dreaming. This all seemed so… surreal.

In class, about half of the students were crossdressing, and it was all so… normal. Nobody was mocking anyone else. Nobody was pointing and laughing. Nobody snapped cheeky photos to send to their friends. I still slouched into my seat, trying to keep myself low-key.

The day kept getting more surreal. Before gym class, I was once again redirected into the girls’ changing room. The girls actually stripped down to their panties and bras in front of us, as if we were real girls ourselves. Blushing all over, I slipped into a stall to change—mostly so they wouldn’t see that I was aroused (how could I help it?).
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One of the girls brought me a gym outfit to wear. I slipped into it. It was tight—the shorts especially. I was legitimately scared that my cock was going to fall out the leg, so I carefully arranged my shaft in my panties and prayed to God nothing would slip.

Today, we were playing volleyball. The guys played on one side of the gym, the girls on the other. And, of course, I was put with the girls. At first, it was weird… but then, it started to be kind of fun. The guys were always very competitive in gym class, but the girls were more interested in having fun. When they started giggling, I was tempted to start giggling too.

The girls kept spanking each other—and I was the recipient of many of those playful spanks.

Then, at lunch, one of the girls grabbed me by the wrist, and said, “Eat with us.”

I didn’t feel like I had a choice. I was still stunned… still just trying to take all of this in, and trying to figure out if any of this was real, or if I was just having some sort of vivid nightmare. It was weird when one of the girls asked me, “Which boy do you like?”

“I like girls,” I said softly.

They giggled. “Lesbian,” said one of the girls, rolling her eyes.

[image: Shy]


I blushed. They kept teasing me, in a playful way. I no longer thought that anyone was trying to humiliate me. They were just… role-playing, and they were all determined to stay in character, as if they were working at some renaissance fair.

Near the end of lunch, one of the girls said, “If you’re really a lesbian, prove it by kissing Angela!” The girls leaned in close, staring into my eyes, egging me on.
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The girls started chanting: ‘Kiss Angela! Kiss Angela!”

Angela batted her lashes, with a big blushing smile. Just to appease them, I pecked Angela on the lips, really fast. Then, the girls roared with laughter and cheers. “She actually did it!”
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Angela blushed all over. I found out during the next period that Angela was actually Alex… a male, dressed as a female. I went to the bathroom and rinsed out my mouth. “Yuck!” I gasped. I couldn’t believe that I’d kissed a man… even just a peck on the lips.

Now, I was right back to thinking that this was some sort of hazing humiliation. It was impossible to know. The way everyone was acting… it was so surreal.

I was relieved when the school bell rang at the end of the day… but I knew that it wasn’t over. I knew that it hadn’t even truly begun. The game was due to start at 4:30 PM, which meant there was no time to head home; I had to head straight to the dressing room to get ready to be a cheerleader for a very, very long football game.
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Iwas reunited with my team, but now, we were all getting ready to cheer for the girls.

The locker room was surprisingly loud, with the ‘girls’ all in character: using girly voices, girly mannerisms, and talking about girly things. I even overheard a couple of them talking about ‘boys’ who they had crushes on, though I suspect the names they were using were actually the male persona names of the cheerleaders who were now in our changing room, getting ready to play football.

It was all so confusing, but I knew that it was almost over. I kept looking to the clock, counting down the minutes until this was done with.
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It was relieving to know that our performance on the field meant nothing. We could look like total idiots and stumble over ourselves, and it made no difference. The girls, on the other hand, had to win.

The team we were playing had the same score: 3-6. They also had to win if they wanted to have any shot at making the playoffs.

My heart was racing. Now, with the game close at hand, I no longer cared about how stupid I looked out on the field. I didn’t care if people took pictures of me and laughed at those pictures for months to come. None of that mattered. All that mattered was the girls winning the Pink Bottoms game.

The cheer squad coach came into the room. “Okay, girls,” she said. “It’s the big day—and a big game. If the boys lose tonight, our playoff dreams come to an end. It’s up to you to get them pumped up, to get them motivated, to help them win. If we don’t give them our energy—that’s it. Now follow me out to the back field, so we can run through our routines.”

We all got up and followed her to the practise field. As we stepped out, we could hear the noise from the main field, where the girls were now warming up. There were cheers… and music, and clapping. People were actually showing up for the game.

My heart fluttered into my gut.

I tried to put a serious face on. I tried to focus. I found myself wondering if my performance as a cheerleader would have any actual effect on the girls.
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I took a deep breath. The cheer squad coach started shouting commands. None of us knew the commands, but we still scrambled around the field, trying to figure it out. I knew a few of those commands, thanks to my time with Becca. I don’t know why, but I felt like it was my duty to get it right—to the best of my ability. I threw up my arms when prompted. I jumped when she said to jump. I helped the other ‘girls’ form a simple pyramid.

The coach started to watch me closely, seemingly intrigued by my effort.
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I blushed. I tried to stay focussed. “What’s your name?” the coach asked.

“Hank,” I said softly.

“No. What’s your name?” she asked.

I was confused. Then, Peter chimed in for me. “Helen,” he said in that girly voice. “Her name is Helen.”

“Okay, Helen,” said the coach. “You’re going to be our squad captain. I want you to lead the cheers out there. You seem to know the routines well enough. I’m trusting you to keep the energy high. Got it?”

Now, all of my teammates were staring at me, grinning, apparently thinking this whole thing was fun or entertaining—but it wasn’t; it was just stressful.

“Okay,” I said.

We made our way over to the main field. I saw a few of the girls on the bench, with their helmets off, looking more like girls than guys with their hair down.
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It didn’t seem to matter how boyish they dressed, they still looked like chicks—especially with those big football pads on their shoulders, which just made them look more petite and fragile.

I saw the opposing team: the girls from two towns away, looking stern and serious.
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My hopes were dwindling. Then, I looked to the bleachers and saw a man in a suit, looking around confused, as if he was trying to figure out why the hell the boys were dressed like cheerleaders and the girls were on the field, about to face off. I had a feeling that was the scout from St. Montgomery.

I groaned.

The coach was signalling me to get something going, for the crowd. I bit my tongue. I took a deep breath. “Okay, girls!” I called out, trying to sound girly myself. “Let’s fire them up!”

I thrusted my arms into the air, and my teammates copies me. Then, I started the ‘chant’ that Becca had taught me. “Who brings the fire?” I called out.

“We do!” a few of the ‘girls’ shouted back—the ones who recognized the chant from listening to the girls practise while we practised.

“Who’s going to win?”

“We are!”

I jumped. The others jumped as well. I did my best ‘splits’ jump, and then I bent forward to touch my toes before springing back up. The others copied me, and they didn’t do a terrible job of staying in sync with each other.

“Who brings the fire?” I shouted again.

“We do!”

“Let’s bring the fire!”

“Burn them down!”

I caught myself grinning as the girls looked over at us, looking genuinely surprised by our attempt at copying them.

A moment later, the girls were assembling for the kickoff. We stood in a line in front of the crowd, waiting for the play to end so we could resume our ‘dancing’.

I was no dancer, but now I could see the opposing cheer squad: the other school’s boys, dressed as girls. They were dancing for the fans on the other end of the field… and people were actually cheering for them.

I knew that we had to do better, so I started bouncing my hips from side to side, lifting and lowering my arms. “Defence! Defence! Defence!” I shouted, and I got the others to join with me.
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The crowd joined in as well—louder than I’d ever heard them (particularly at that school). The girls on the field looked over at us, and then they got into position. A moment later, the play started, and our girls surged forward, successfully tackling the tackle-guards—and then one of our girls broke through and sacked the quarterback chick, who yelped loudly.
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We jumped up and down, shaking our pom-poms. The crowd cheered loudly.

Then came another sack, and then a failed pass. I cheered loud—genuinely excited that we were playing half-decently. The other cheerleaders roared with me. The opposing team made a lousy kick, which was easily caught by one of our girls, who managed to take it to the fifty-yard line.

[image: Cheer]



Strangely, I felt like we were actually giving the girls energy and motivation. It actually felt like we were having an impact on the plays—and in turn, that gave me more energy to keep the crowd hyped up.

“Let’s do the Beat ‘Em Down chant,” I said to the girls. Some of them looked confused—but a few of them nodded, because they knew the moves.

“Beat ‘em down!” I shouted.

“Down, down, down!” the girls replied (the ones who knew the cheer).

“Down to the ground!”

“Down, down, down!”

“Give ‘em hell!”

“Nothing can stop us!”

“Pyramid!” I shouted to the girls, and we scrambled into a scrappy pyramid. Was it perfect? No. Did it get the crowd fired up? Absolutely. Then, Peter turned his ass to the crowd and said, “Shake your bums, girls!”

I turned red, and was one of the last to join in. But the crowd seemed strangely into it, seeing all of those shaved boy-asses shaking under pleated skirts.

I was embarrassed… but strangely proud of myself—and proud of Becca, who was playing quarterback. She took the hand-off, bounded back, spotted a wide-receiver, and made an impressive twenty-yard throw. The girl nearly fumbled it, but managed to secure the ball. She had an open field to the end zone, so she started running.

And before the end of the first quarter, we were up 14-0.

The volume at the little high-school football stadium was intense. People were on their feet, screaming.

The second quarter was an even worse beating. 32-0 was the score by halftime, and the other team was totally deflated. Their girls were on their knees, panting, wondering what they were doing wrong. Their coach had his face in the palms of his hands.

But I knew better than to let up. I’d seen huge comebacks before—especially from teams with everything to lose.

“Let’s keep the energy high, girls,” I said.

My teammates nodded, smiling, blushing, We took to the field for our main routine: the halftime routine. Yes, it was sloppy. None of us knew it front-to-back. Our cartwheels weren’t perfect. Andrew was able to muster up a half-decent front-flip. We did a pyramid. We shook our pom-poms, we shook our asses, we kicked into the air, teasing our panties to the crowd.

Afterwards, we giggling like a bunch of teen girls. We spanked each other playfully. We took a moment to rest, and then we got right back to keeping the crowd in the game. “Defence! Defence! Defence!” And when the other team was on defence, we tried to keep the crowd silent, stopping them from gaining any energy.

[image: Cheer]


The game ended at the end of the third quarter, because it was mathematically impossible for the other team to comeback from that 45+ point deficit. They surrendered, and we claimed that oh-so-important point towards making the playoffs.

“We did it!” I shouted, and then one of the other cheerleaders jumped into my arms. I spun her around, and then the other girls piled on. The football girls ran to us and joined into the celebration, grabbing us, lifting us off the ground, spinning us around.

“Playoffs! Playoffs! Playoffs!” the crowd started chanting—because now, we were only two wins away from securing a spot.

[image: Celebrate]
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An important aspect of the Pink Bottoms tradition was staying in character for the celebration. First, we all danced and hugged in the changing room. Then, one of the girls announced that her parents were out of town, and the party could continue at her house, so we all made our way to her house, which was just five blocks away.

There was liquor. There was loud music. The girls smelled horrible, still in their jerseys—and some of them were even still in their pads. The boys (still dressed as cheerleaders) smelled just fine, because we’d all showered off our bodies and reapplied our perfume.

I was given a stiff drink. I tried to turn it down. “I don’t drink,” I said. And it was true: I’d never had alcohol before.

But Angela, who I’d kissed earlier in the day, was insisting. “Drink with us! Don’t kill the mood!”

So I drank it, and nearly spat it out when it burned my throat. I tried to put on a smile. The other girls giggled.

Then, they toasted me, raising their glasses. The football girls joined in too. “You girls were so darned cute out there!” they said. “There’s no way we would have won without you.”

Peter, dressed in a tiny skirt and crop top, came and sat on my lap. She (and I say she, because she looked more like a girl than most of the actual girls in our school), snuggled into me and took a sip from her drink. “Aren’t you so glad that’s over?” she asked.

I was blushing. She smelled nice. Her skin was smooth. Her hair was soft. But I knew she wasn’t really a girl. “I just want to win these next two games.”

“Just don’t get your hopes too high,” she said. “We have two hard games coming up. Just enjoy this moment while we have it.”

She stayed on my lap, which was weird—though I suppose it was just in character, because the real girls were always sitting on each other’s laps in an endearing sort of way. I guess this was just part of the role-playing…

[image: House party]


But I was nervous that she would feel my cock, which was starting to stiffen from the rubbing. I was nervous she would get the wrong idea, and think that I was gay, or that I liked dressing up more than just for some harmless fun.

I closed my eyes and tried to stop the blood from flowing down between my thighs. I tried all of the tricks: pinching myself, thinking of my grandma… but nothing worked.

[image: Lap]


I got an erection. And Peter just stayed there. I wondered if she noticed, or if maybe she couldn’t feel the hard throbbing against her bum.

When she finally got off of me ten minutes later, to get a drink, I rushed to the bathroom. I took a minute to gather my composure. “He didn’t notice,” I whispered.

When I emerged from the bathroom, another drink was thrust into my hands. It was Angela again. She winked at me. I wondered if I’d given her the wrong idea with that kiss earlier. Maybe she—I mean, he— was gay, and now he thought that I was gay.

I tried not to think about it. I had the drink, and for the first time ever, I felt the effects of liquor in my body.

I felt dizzy at first—and then I felt light. Everything looked brighter. I found myself giggling. I was more chatty, going from person to person, making jokes, letting guys and girls pull me around. A biological male took me and put his arm around me, and I snuggled up to him, as if it was totally acceptable.

Then, I cuddled up with a biological girl on the couch. She gently caressed my thighs, complimenting my figure. “I wish I had a body like yours,” she said.

“What? You’re so cute though,” I said.

“But you have abs. I’ve always wanted abs.”

“You have abs.”

“Oh, hardly.”

“You do!” She lifted her shirt, and I ran my palm across her tummy. It was probably the most ‘intimate’ I had ever been with a girl… but it just seemed like we were chatting, like girls.
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After another drink, I was outgoing. I was laughing loudly. I was commanding the energy in the room. Everyone seemed to like me. I felt in my element. In fact, I’d never felt so liked and admired before in my life—even when I was the winning quarterback on the best team in the league.

This was different. Now, I felt… accepted. And it was nice to think that I could become accepted so quickly after joining a new school. Was I ever this accepted at my old school?

A hand found my lower back. I turned and saw Angela, smiling at me. I smiled back. “There’s the cutest cheer costume upstairs,” she said. “It’s from, like, ten years ago—but it would look so cute on you.”

“As in, you want me to try it on?” I giggled.

She nodded. Then, we went up together, into a bedroom. She closed the door. She showed me the outfit. While I was getting undressed, she came up behind me and put her hands on me. I looked back at her, shocked. She shushed me. Then, she lifted her skirt, revealing her semi-erect cock.

I turend pale.

She slid it between my legs. “Just relax,” she whispered.

I was trembling. My body was becoming hot with nervousness. I closed my eyes while she felt my body all over with her hands. She began to gently thrust her cock between my legs, poking my bulge with her fat tip.

“I—I’m not gay,” I whispered.

“Not technically,” she said with a smile. “You’re a lesbian.”

“I—I like girls,” I said.

“I can be a girl for you.”

I couldn’t muster up a response. She slipped my panties down, and I let out a soft moan when she gently rubbed my asshole. I tensed up and looked back. She actually looked quite pretty, with her makeup, her wig, her long lashes… She bent forward and I felt her mouth against my asshole.

I gasped.

I felt her tongue drawing circles around my hole. Then, I felt it pushing into me. It was a weird feeling. I tried to clench, but nothing could stop it from penetrating me over and over.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered.

My cock was getting hard. She reached around and felt it. She whimpered as she grazed my throbbing tip.

“We shouldn’t do this,” I whispered.

“I know,” she said. “But we’re still going to do it.”

Then, she pushed her tip into my hole. I gasped loudly. I gripped bed sheets. My legs wobbled. My whole body trembled. I took a sharp breath of air into my lungs. I let my head fall down, and then I felt her sliding in deep.

I was being anally penetrated.

I tried to relax. I tried to stop clenching, so it wouldn’t hurt so much. She slid deeper. “Oh my God, you’re so tight,” she said, digging her nails into the skin on my hips.

“I—I can feel it. It’s so deep,” I whined.

“God, you smell so fucking good,” she moaned.

“Oh my God,” I said. “Just—Just fuck me.”

She began to thrust hard, in and out. I felt her veiny shaft sliding hard, sliding deep. I screamed. I pulled more bed sheets toward me. My legs buckled, but she held me up.

Soon, she couldn’t hold me up, because my body was limp, so she rolled me onto my back, lifted my legs into the air, and penetrated me hard again.

[image: Girl]


She didn’t last long—and neither did I. My cock spilled cum all over the bed, and then I felt her gushing inside of me.

I bit my lip. I squirmed.

She threw her head back and let out a loud moan.

[image: Moaning]


And just like that, I’d lost my virginity… but it wasn’t how I imagined losing it, or with the gender I thought I would lose it to.
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The whole incident with Angela happened in a blur. Maybe the alcohol played a role… or maybe I was just praying that the alcohol was responsible.

While I was pulling my panties back up, she kissed me. She put her hands on me and apparently wanted to make out—but now, my mind was clear and I just wanted to escape the humiliation, which was only getting worse and worse as I stayed dressed up like a cheerleader. So I pulled myself away, awkwardly told her that I had to go to the bathroom, and then I snuck out of the house and went home.

The whole way home, I could feel her cum trickling out of me, wetting my panties, and even tickling down my thigh, under my skirt. I kept reaching down to wipe it away, so that anyone driving or walking by wouldn’t notice the gleaming white pouring down me.

[image: Shower]



I took a shower as soon as I was home—and I must have spent twenty long minutes scrubbing myself, and prying my ass cheeks open to force the rest of that sticky, gooey cum out of me.

I was sobering up by the minute, and the reality of what I let Angela do to me was hitting hard. I was so, so ashamed of myself.

But at the same time, I couldn’t stop thinking of how nice it felt… how euphoric it felt when her throbbing shaft started hitting that perfect spot. She had me shaking and moaning. She made my cock harden, and she made it burst. I’d never had an orgasm like that masturbating.

And then, as I crawled into bed, I started thinking about the fact that she was so enamoured by me that she couldn’t keep herself off of me. Was I really that pretty? Was I really that convincing of a girl.

I was horrified to go into school the next day. I was worried that people heard us upstairs at that party, or maybe Angela went and told everyone what had happened… No—there was no way that she would have told people… right? She was quite drunk… maybe she was drunk enough to spill the beans.

I thought about staying home, but I knew I had to face the music at some point, so I got dressed, put on a hoodie (with the hood up) and I went into school, mentally prepared for the worst.

I assumed there would be mockery—maybe not for the gay sex that happened upstairs, but for the day spent as a cheerleader. I was expecting giggling and name-calling. But none of that happened.

People were just going about their day as if the previous day hadn’t happened. Nobody mentioned it. The girls were all acting like girls again, and the boys were hanging out the way boys do.

I awkwardly approached a group of guys—most of whom were on the football team. They smiled at me, and then asked if I finished my math homework. “Yeah, it’s all done,” I said, nervous, waiting for them to burst into laughter.

[image: Strange day]



But that laughter never came. I kept looking around, all day, trying to spot men whispering with one another—but they were all acting like the Pink Bottoms day never occurred.

So I did my best to pretend like it hadn’t happened.

I went on with my life, focussing on class during the day, and then in the afternoons, focusing on football. We had two days off before our next practise. I was determined to convince the coach to put me into the quarterback position for the final two games of the regular season. I showed up for practise, hopeful, and then he sent me down the field to catch throws.

I bit my tongue. I didn’t say anything—but the team’s quarterback did. “Honestly, Coach, I think Hank might be a better quarterback than me.” I beamed, hopeful that the endorsement would make a difference.

But Coach was annoyed by the comment. Nothing had changed. He was stubborn and was willing to die on the lofty hill he’d built. “Hank is lucky we’re letting him play wide-receiver.”

“But…” I said.

“Watch what you say,” he hissed. “I think it’s really telling that you think you know better than a coach with eighteen years of coaching experience.”

“But have you ever even made the playoffs in eighteen years?” I asked.

Then, I heard one of the guys gasping. I looked over and saw that they were looking at me with pale faces. I was doomed.

“You can sit the next game out,” he growled at me.

“But, Coach,” I said, perking up, knowing we would lose without me playing.

“Go shower. You’re done for the day, Hank.”
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“But…”

“Go,” he barked. The guys watched me walk off the field. They kept their distance, as if I was diseased. I hated to think that I’d gone through so much torment and humiliation for the Pink Bottoms game, just to have my whole plan fall apart a couple of days later, because of a stubborn coach.

I didn’t need to shower because I never broke a sweat. I just got changed and went home, feeling defeated. I tried not to cry. Now, I had the whole afternoon free.

I sat on my bed for a while. Then, I noticed a bag in the corner of the room: the bag from Becca, with the girl clothes and cheer outfits. My heart skipped a beat. I was suddenly overwhelmed with a powerful urge… to see how I looked as a girl, one more time.

I really don’t know where that urge came from, but it hit hard, and it hit suddenly. I remembered thinking that I looked surprisingly convincing as a girl, and now, I wanted to confirm. I remembered Angela thinking that I was hot, and I wanted to see if she was correct.

With trembling hands, I approached the bag. I took out a cute little cheer dress. I took a deep breath, feeling an intense tingling all over my body. I was blushing. The palms of my hands were starting to sweat.

I closed my bedroom door and slipped into the tight outfit. My God, I forgot how nice that fabric felt: so soft and stretchy. It’s a shame men’s clothes don’t feel like that…

I remembered my padded bra, so I slipped it on underneath the little cheer dress. I slipped on a pair of tight satin gloves. I let out a soft moan, feeling those tight, soft fabrics hugging my skin. I twisted side to side, letting the little skirt tease my thighs. “Oh my God,” I whimpered, and then I noticed that I had an erection.

Now, I was remembering the feeling of Angela sliding in and out of me. Why was I so aroused? Why did I like this so much?

For my eighteenth birthday, my uncle had gifted me a cigar, which came in a plastic tube. I still had the tube, but the cigar was smoked a while back. I brought that smooth plastic tube to my mouth and sucked on it for a moment, getting it wet with spit. Then, I took it around back and gently pressed it into my bum.

I sighed. I clenched. I moaned. I relaxed. I pushed it deeper.

“Okay…” I whispered, trying to calm myself down. “It—It’s okay.”

I got onto my bed, on my knees. I fell onto my elbow, and then, with my free hand, I slid the cigar container in and out.

I did this for about thirty minutes, until I made myself cum. Thick white ooze poured out from my penis, onto my bed sheets.

Red with shame, I quickly got undressed and put the outfit away.

But I did it again later that day—even putting on the wig and some makeup. I used that cigar container to sodomize myself until I made myself cum.

Then, the next morning, before school, I did it once more, instantly satisfied by the feeling of that amazing tight fabric on my skin. I’d never been so aroused in my life. I’d never had such intense orgasms. I’d never ejaculated so many times in my life (that next day, I came four times).

[image: Cheer]


On Monday, I snuck into the girl’s changing room during gym class, and I stole three outfits. I hid them in the men’s bathroom until the end of the day—then I retrieved them and smuggled them home. The school made an announcement about the missing clothes, saying they would investigate. My heart wouldn’t stop racing, knowing I could get in a lot of trouble—and then there would be a lot of awkward explaining.

But it was worth the risk—in the moment. I put those outfits on and felt so… alive.

The next morning, I received an email, from our coach. The subject was ‘Pink Bottoms News Article’. In the email, the coach was asking for volunteers to dress up again, for a news reporter who was coming later to take a few pictures and do a few interviews: late coverage of the annual tradition.

I wanted brownie points with the coach… I also wanted one more excuse to dress up. So I volunteered myself—and so did a few of the other guys. We had to stay after school for the pictures, and we were given thirty minutes to get ready, which wasn’t quite enough to do my makeup the way I wanted to do it—but it was enough to make myself pretty.

I was secretly excited to be dolled up for other people to see. I wanted to catch guys eyeing me. I wanted to feel… sexy. I had no idea why, or where these feelings were coming from. Maybe it was just because I’d gotten a taste, and now I was addicted; maybe the same thing could happen to any guy.

I went to the field and saw the other ‘girls’ with the coach. Then, the coach looked at me, and I noticed his cheeks turning red. Sure—I was expecting to get a few looks from guys (there was a soccer practise happening, as well as a special training day for the tackles). I was not expecting to get such an intense reaction from… the coach.

All afternoon, I kept looking over, catching him eyeing me, looking up and down my body. I even caught him staring at my ass for a good few seconds before he noticed me seeing him.

There was no mistaking it: he was lusting over me.

When the reporter started taking photos, Coach approached me. “Stand more like this,” he said, and then he put his hands on me, seemingly feeling my body while pretending to adjust me. He even slipped his hands as low as my hips, putting his palms slightly on my ass.

I blushed all over. I felt his hands trembling. I turned and looked at him, and I caught a nervous look on his face. He had bad thoughts in his head.
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After the reporter left, he seemed flustered, like he couldn’t remember what he was supposed to be doing. “What should we do, Coach?” asked the tackles, who had been standing around aimlessly for almost an hour.

“Um,” he said. “Just… run laps—and then I want you to push the sleds to the other end of the field.”

Then, he looked around. “Uh… where are the, uh, footballs?” He scanned around. “Shit. They’re probably still in the gym. I, uh, I guess I’ll go and get them.”

Then, I saw my opportunity—an opportunity to use his strange lust to my advantage. Maybe he would be nicer to me if I approached him like this. Maybe he would be more willing to give a girl a shot. “I can help,” I said softly.

He stared at me, turning dark red. “O—Okay,” he said.

So I followed him across the field, back into the school, and then into the gymnasium. We crossed the quiet, empty gym, to the equipment room. He kept looking at me, his face redder and redder with every glance.

I figured I could make him a little bit more flustered before asking him if I could play in the upcoming game. “I can get the balls, Coach,” I said, in my best girly voice. I skipped by him, trying hard to stay in character.

I spotted the bag of balls, and then I slowly bent over, with straight legs, trying to give him a nice view of my freshly shaved ass. I was slow. I noticed two bags on the ground—one of new footballs, and one of bibs. I grabbed the bibs and stood up slowly. “Do we need these, Coach?” I asked.

He cleared his throat. He was standing stiff like a board. He was slow to respond. “No. Just—Just the balls.”

“Okay,” I smiled, and then I gave him another slow, sensual show, bending over, showing him my ass, wriggling my bum in the air slightly while I got my hands around the balls.

“What about these, Coach?” I asked softly. I decided to be a little bit more flirty, biting my lip and standing with my hip out.

He just stared at me. He stuttered.

I walked up to him. “They’re heavy,” I said. “But you look strong.” I put the balls down, and then I felt his bicep. I was just trying to tease him a little, trying to soften him up before I asked him to put me into the game. I wasn’t expecting him to push me down to my knees. I wasn’t expecting him to whip out his erect cock. I wasn’t expecting him to grab my head, pulling me forward, thrusting his shaft into my mouth.

I gagged. I gasped. I tensed up all over. He groaned, and I felt him throbbing. I had no idea that I’d made him quite so aroused. I had no idea that he was capable of being so sexually aggressive.

He began to thrust, face-fucking me, groaning loudly. He started talking dirty—calling me filthy things, like, “dirty slut,” and, “cunt whore.”

“Take my fat cock down your slut throat,” he growled. He pushed his length down my throat. His thick pubic hair drowned my nose. I closed my eyes, slightly disgusted, but strangely satisfied that I was able to have so much power over him.

I tried to suck, but it was mostly just him thrusting down my throat. I tried hard not to gag, but he activated my gag reflex a number of times—on purpose. The more I gagged, the more intense he got. Finally, he grabbed me and flipped me over. He pushed me over an old leather workout sled. I groaned as he mounted me, ripping down my panties and forcing his thick meat into my asshole.

“It hurt,” I cried.

But he didn’t care. He stretched me to fit. He pushed hard, sinking every inch into my body. Then, without any buildup, he just started thrusting as hard as he could.
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It hurt. He wasn’t even trying to be gentle. He didn’t care if he broke me—and he nearly did. He fucked me so hard, that heavy sled shifted all the way to the wall. My body felt weak and sore, but he really didn’t care. He fucked as hard as he could until he was finished, spilling his load into me.

His load was hot, and thick. I closed my eyes, feeling so much shame—and the humiliation was bad… but only about to get worse.

I noticed the silence. Then, I went to look back to see why it was so quiet, and I saw two cheerleaders standing there, phones out.

“Give me those,” barked the coach, who was still eight-inches deep in my ass.

The girls ran off.

“Come back! Give me those phones!” Screamed the coach. He pulled out suddenly, which hurt more than the thrusting. I gasped, covering my hole with my hand. I quickly dressed myself up while he chased the girls down.

I was shaking. I knew that it was just a matter of a few hours before the whole school knew what I’d done with the coach.
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People found out. The next day at school was filled with whispers and looks. I was embarrassed. I was ashamed. I waned to try to explain myself, but I had no idea what I could say.

But the awkwardness only lasted a few days. Soon, it seemed like they’d all gotten their whispers out. They got their giggles out. And it wasn’t long before people started spreading a new detail about the event: that the coach forced himself on me.

It was partially true—though I did seduce him. I flashed my bum and wiggled it in the air, knowing that I was teasing him. Did he ever ask me for consent? No. Did I tell him to stop? No.

Word reached the principal, and he was instantly removed from his coaching duties. They brought in a new coach: a father of one of the tackles. His first order of business was making me the quarterback—after talking to me and the old quarterback in the coaching office.

Some other players were moved around. Overall, the team was greatly improved. Even with the coach not knowing the playbook, we were way better off—and we ended up winning the next game, 24-22.

“We just have to beat West Hali, and we’re in the playoffs,” Peter said in the changing room. “There’s, like, an actual chance we could make the playoffs.”

[image: Football]


The guys were stunned. They were used to being successful. And they weren’t playing bad either—they were starting to realize that they were half-decent football players.

“We can beat them, if we play smart,” I said. “We need to work on our handoffs more than anything. I say we all meet tomorrow and run some hand-ff drills.”

The guys were all down. They seemed to respect me, even though they all knew that I bent over for the previous coach. Nobody ever gave me a hard time for what I did with the coach—aside from a few teasing jokes from time to time.

The big game came. It was tight, and we fought hard until the end. With five minutes left, we were up by a single point. But West Hali managed to complete an impressive forty-yard field goal (the longest field goal in the province’s high school history). They won, and we lost.

We didn’t make the playoffs, after everything that I went through to get to that point—but strangely, I didn’t feel bad about it.

I felt even better the next day when I found out that another scout from St. Montgomery was at the game, and was apparently amazed by my plays. A week later, I was offered a scholarship. Was it the best school in the country? No. But they had good programs, and I was thrilled to have a chance to get a post-secondary education that I wouldn’t have gotten otherwise.
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But more than anything, I felt like I’d discovered something about myself—something new and exciting. Something that I would have always avoided, assuming it would be mocked and scrutinized… but really, nobody cared. Every now and then, I would get myself dolled up, and I would go out to a late-night house party, and nobody ever said anything. I guess you can get away with more when people respect you. I had, after all, taken that school way further than they’d ever gone before.

I was proud of myself. And, for the first time, I wasn’t bitter about being moved across the country. In fact, had the move not happened, I wouldn’t have discovered so much about myself—and I wouldn’t have met some of the greatest friends a guy could ask for.

THE END
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