

BIG HARD BRIDES






A 15-BOOK MARRIAGE-THEMED MEGA BUNDLE
[image: ]


NIKKI CRESCENT


[image: Princess Publishing]



CONTENTS


Newsletter
Patreon
Trans Goddess Magazine
THE BRIDE’S BIG SECRET
THE BRIDE’S BIG SECRET

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

90 DAYS TO MARRY
90 DAYS TO MARRY

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

BIG BLIND LOVE
BIG BLIND LOVE

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

GROOM TO BRIDE
GROOM TO BRIDE

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

WALK A MILE IN HER SHOES
WALK A MILE IN HER SHOES

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

I HAD NO IDEA
I HAD NO IDEA

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

FILMING THEM
FILMING THEM

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

HAPPY WIFE, HAPPY LIFE
HAPPY WIFE, HAPPY LIFE

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

COUPLES NIGHT
COUPLES NIGHT

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

MY WIFE’S NEW PACKAGE
MY WIFE’S NEW PACKAGE

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

THE STRAP-ON
THE STRAP-ON

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

THE OFFER
THE OFFER

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

DOUBLE DATE
DOUBLE DATE

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

EMASCULATED
EMASCULATED

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

FISHNETS & SATIN GLOVES
FISHNETS & SATIN GLOVES

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

About the Author



COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence.

[image: Princess Publishing]


Published By Princess Publishing

Copyright © 2023 by Nikki Crescent

Model License Holder: Princess Publishing

Background Image License: Princess Publishing

Cover by Princess Publishing

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.


NEWSLETTER
NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


PATREON


I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING THE JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


TRANS GODDESS MAGAZINE


Looking for something a little more NSFW? Well, some things simply aren’t allowed on Amazon. The Trans Goddess Magazine was launched in June of 2023, available to members of the Hung Tier on Nikki’s Patreon.

[image: Trans Goddess]


https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


THE BRIDE’S BIG SECRET
[image: ]



THE BRIDE’S BIG SECRET


When Kat told Steve she wanted to wait for marriage before getting intimate, she didn’t expect for him to propose, or for the wedding to be so soon. She was just trying to buy herself time while she waited for the right moment to tell him about the big, hard secret she kept tucked away in her panties. It turns out, there is no right moment to tell someone about such a thing. And now there’s only two days left before they tie the knot, and Steve is still completely oblivious.


CHAPTER 1
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It was two days before the wedding and I still hadn’t told Steve my big secret. Since the day he asked me out on our first date, I’d been waiting for the right moment to break the news. It turns out, there is no right moment to tell your future husband that you have a cock. I was a man just a few years before I met Steve, and he still had no idea. He thought he was marrying the woman of his dreams.

Looking back through our relationship, I was beginning to realize there had been many opportunities to tell Steve everything, like when he asked me why I wasn’t inviting any of my family to the wedding, except for my little brother. “We aren’t close,” I said.

“Why not?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “We just never have been. My parents are kind of crazy and they would just ruin the wedding.” It was mostly a lie. I was close with my parents, until the day I told them I was transitioning. I was at their house for dinner. The rest of that dinner was terribly quiet, and since then, they hadn’t picked up the phone. Even my older sister wouldn’t talk to me. Of course Steve didn’t know any of that. I think he could tell it was a sensitive subject, so he didn’t pry any further.

It was going to be a strange wedding. I had my little brother and a few friends coming. Steve had over one-hundred family members and a few dozen friends. He’d had twenty-eight years to make friends. I’d only been me for four years. There was only one unanswered RSVP from Steve’s side of the family: his older brother, Kenny.

Kenny was the reason Steve and I met. Kenny was in my economics class and he would invite me to the parties he threw at the house he was living in with a few of his college buddies. Before Steve asked me out, Kenny had tried to make moves on me a few times, and had it not been for the cock I was determined to keep hidden between my legs, I probably would have hooked up with him.

The last time I saw Kenny was a month after Steve and I had been dating. We ended up at Kenny house, for one of Kenny’s raging parties. It was Kenny’s birthday. Him and Steve were doing shots in the kitchen, but Steve was a lightweight, and ended up in the bathroom. While he was out of commission, Kenny made a move on me.

I tried rejecting him, but he was drunk and determined. “I said no, Kenny. I’m dating your brother,” I said, and then Kenny looked at me with a combination of anger and embarrassment. After I told Steve the next day, Steve was angry. “I can’t believe him,” he said, and then they never spoke again. I felt guilty.

I’d always felt bad for Kenny. Until that night, he’d always been so nice to me, such a gentleman. He once fought a guy twice his size for slapping my butt. Kenny ended up with a black eye and a split lip, the other guy ended up with a small cut on his fist. But I felt less bad when Steve told me about Kenny’s ‘scoreboard’, where him and his buddies ranked girls and tried to sleep with them to get points. Apparently I was worth quite a bit, and Steve assured me that Kenny had no intentions once those points were his.

Steve didn’t want to send Kenny a wedding invite, but I decided to send one without Steve knowing. I hated to think that I was the reason they didn’t talk anymore, and I figured they needed a chance to reconcile their relationship. Kenny never returned the RSVP, so naturally I assumed he wasn’t going to be attending the wedding.

A better time to break the news to Steve would have been before our first kiss. He went in for the kiss and I turned my head away. He ended up kissing the side of my face awkwardly for a couple of seconds before saying, “Is something wrong?”

I just forced a smile and said, “No.” My heart was pounding. I wanted to tell him—tell him before he kissed me. But I couldn’t. For days I was weighed down by the guilt, feeling like I was tricking him into liking me. Just the week before, I’d read a news article about a man who beat the hell out of a trans girl after he asked her out on a date and then she told him about her past. I’d already gone way further than that. Now, I’d gone a full eighteen months further than that, and we were two days away from going even further.

“Is something wrong?” our wedding planner asked me. We were sitting together at a little café, going over the final details of the wedding. Steve was out of town on business, and he wasn’t going to be back until the day before the wedding. When he took off for his business trip a few days before, we decided we wouldn’t see each other until we were standing at the altar. That was Steve’s idea, and as cute as it was, it didn’t help with my situation. It meant calling Steve up and telling him my big secret over the phone.

“Huh?” I said, snapping out of my daze. “No, nothing’s wrong. Just tired.”

“You’re probably stressed out,” she said. “A wedding is a lot of stress, but like I said, you don’t have to worry about a thing. Everything’s being taken care of, trust me.” I wasn’t worried about the wedding in the slightest. I wasn’t one of those girls who wanted the perfect fairy tale wedding. I just wanted Steve to say yes—to me, and not to my big lie. “I’m going to check in on the florist in an hour. You’re welcome to come along. When you see all of the beautiful arrangements, I bet you’ll feel much better about everything.”

“Maybe,” I said.

“You’re going to be a beautiful bride. I can’t wait to see you in that dress.” I’d lost count of how many times I’d heard that same line. It wasn’t until after we were engaged that I met Steve’s parents. His mother wrapped her arms around me and squeezed me tightly. “Oh my God, you’re so beautiful! You’re going to be the most beautiful bride!” Steve’s little sister came up to me after dinner and said, “You know you’re, like, super pretty, right?” As much as I liked the compliments, I was starting to feel cursed. In a weird way, a part of me just wished people could tell that I was born a man. Would Steve have still asked me out if he could tell I was born a man? If not, should we have been together? God, I wish I would have just told him when he asked me out.

I’d had another good opportunity to tell Steve after our fifth date, the first time I saw the inside of his apartment. It was midnight and we’d just come back from a movie. “Why don’t you come upstairs for some coffee?” was the line he used to get me into his apartment. I knew what coffee meant, and the only reason I went up was to tell him my secret. The words were on the tip of my tongue as we entered his building, but they began to shy away once we alone in the elevator, and they were gone completely once we were in his apartment. I was afraid to tell him in private, in case he decided to make a news article out of me, and I was afraid to tell him in public, afraid of humiliating both him and myself in front of others. There really is no good time or place to tell a person such a big secret. Maybe it was best to do it over the phone…

So when Steve started kissing my neck and leading me towards the bedroom, I ended up saying, “I’m saving myself for marriage.” I could feel his big, throbbing cock through his pants, against my pelvis. I could feel his heart pounding against my chest, and he could probably feel mine as well. His eyes were glazed over. He wanted to fuck me so badly.

“Are you religious?” he asked.

“No, I just really want to save it for marriage. I always have,” I said. I could have come up with so many different excuses, but that was the one I went with. I could have told him I was on my period, that I wasn’t feeling well, anything. But instead, I bought myself seventeen months of time to try and figure out how to break the news. It turns out, it only gets harder with time. Those words were never back on the tip of my tongue. They didn’t even make it past the lump that swelled in my throat over the next year and a half.


CHAPTER 2
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Steve was great and I was terrified of losing him. I was in my senior year of college when we started dating. He had a car and I took the train every morning, crammed into that little train car like a suffocating sardine. Even though he was working the evening shift, he would wake up every morning, show up at my apartment, and drive me to school. Then he would be there to pick me up when he was done. We would get lunch together and then he would drop me back off at home before heading off to work.

He spoiled me. He never let me pay for anything, no matter how much I insisted. I felt bad, but he always insisted. One Thursday afternoon, he picked me up from school with his car packed with luggage. I recognized one of the suitcases as my own, which he would have had to have gotten from my apartment. “What’s going on?” I said.

“We’re going on a little trip. C’mon.”

“Where?”

“It’s a surprise.”

He had called my professor and arranged for me to have that coming Friday and following Monday off and he’d met up with my landlord to get into my suite, to get some of my clothes and my suitcase. “I over-packed for you, because I wasn’t sure what you would want.” My heart trembled at the thought of him being in my suite by himself. Even when he was in my suite while I was there, I was always afraid he was going to find some evidence that I wasn’t actually a biological woman. Did I still have some of my male clothes kicking around? I knew I had some old pictures in some of my drawers. And what about my hormone pills? Had I left them out on the counter? Sometimes I forgot to put them back into the medicine cabinet. I lived alone and it was rare that I had guests over.

I was supposed to take those pills every day. I’d never missed a day since starting. That week I missed four days in a row.

I calmed myself down after a couple of hours in the car with Steve by reassuring myself that, if he’d seen anything, he wouldn’t be acting so casual. He brought me to Osoyoos, a little lake town in the desert. He’d rented a little house on the edge of the lake. We went grocery shopping before checking in. It was the best four days of my life, sitting next to him, watching the sunsets and sunrises, sipping coffee in the morning and wine at night. I’d always wanted to go to Osoyoos, since I was little. When I asked Steve how he picked the spot, he just shrugged his shoulders and said, “I’ve always wanted to go to Osoyoos.”

On our last night there, I had one glass of wine too many, and I ended up with my hand on his crotch, rubbing him, getting him hard. “I thought you wanted to wait until marriage,” he said with a big grin.

“Some things can wait,” I said, and then I found myself on my knees, between his legs, rubbing his cock through his pants, feeling it getting harder and harder. His fingers nestled into my hair and he let out a long, elated sigh. I watched him bite his bottom lip gently as I started to unzip his fly. I reached my fingers through, pushing also through the slit in his boxer shorts. For a few brief seconds I could feel the warm flesh of his fat cock, and then he said, “Wait, wait, we shouldn’t do this. You wanted to wait for marriage, I’m going to respect that.” He gently moved my hand away and did up his fly.

I was bummed out, but I knew it was for the best. Sucking his cock would just make him want more. We both went to bed as horny as hell that night. We were in bed for about an hour, and he thought I was asleep, when he slipped out of the bed and went into the bedroom. I could hear him beating off, trying to get a hold of himself. I listened as he grunted gently when he came. I wished I could have been in there, taking that big, hot load right on my chest, on my chin, in my mouth. God, I wanted to taste it. I wanted to lick the last oozing drop right off the tip of his throbbing member while he reached down and squeezed my tits.

But I stayed in bed, closing my eyes as soon as that bathroom door opened, so he would think I was asleep. I didn’t want to embarrass him.

There were a few more close calls. One time it was him that got carried away. We were at the mall, a couple of months before the wedding, and a little white piece of bridal lingerie caught my eye in a store window. I wanted to try it on, so we went into the store. I slipped into one of the changing rooms, but I couldn’t get the piece of lingerie on properly, as it needed tied up around back. I made sure my cock was securely in place before asking Steve to come in and help me out.

His eyes lit up and his face turned red at the sight of me, my tits almost spilling out the top of the little number. I turned around, my mostly bare bum facing him. He’d seen my butt before in a bikini, but even my little bikini covered more than the white one-piece I was stuffed into now. He zipped up the back and muttered, “God, you’re beautiful.” He ended up running his hands down my sides, feeling my curves. As he came back up, he wrapped his hands around my front, cupping my tits. He squeezed and I surrendered, melting backwards into him, feeling his hard chest and rippling abs against my back. He was squeezing my tits hard—so hard it even hurt a little bit—but I liked it. I started to grind my ass against his crotch.

And then one of his hands started to travel south, down across my tummy, and down across my pelvis. I stopped him with a tense snap, grabbing his wrist and freezing completely. “I’m sorry,” he said, “I got carried away.”

His face was redder than ever. I asked him to leave and then I slipped out from the little piece of lingerie. My heart was tolling like a church bell against my ribcage.

It wasn’t always on my mind. Sometimes I would go long stretches where I would forget that I needed to tell him anything. Everything just seemed so perfect—too perfect to be true—and then out of nowhere, the reminder would hit. We would be cuddling together on the couch and an ad would come up on the television for a show about a young transgender teen’s tough life. My heart would stop beating for a moment as the reminder hit hard. “Can you imagine?” Steve said.

“Imagine what?” I said.

“If you found out I was actually a girl. Would you still date me?”

I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, and the taste of old copper in my mouth. “I would still date you.” After a long silence, I asked, “Would you date me if you found out I was a man?” My head was spinning and my heart was blasting off at one-hundred miles an hour.

He had to think about it. “I don’t know. Would you still be you?” he asked. I didn’t know how to answer that question. Then he laughed. “I suppose as far as I know, you could be.” He gave me a playful shove. I felt sick. We went back to watching our show, without him answering the question. It wouldn’t have mattered if he had answered the question—there would have been no way of knowing if he was being honest or not, unless I told him the truth.

But his reluctance to answer made me nervous.


CHAPTER 3
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The night after Steve proposed to me, we had a celebratory dinner with his family. His parents hosted. They went all out, hiring a catering company to cook and serve dinner while we all gathered in their large back yard. Steve’s mom even hired a florist to decorate the yard. I could tell that the party had been planned weeks in advance, which meant Steve told his parents he was going to pop the question long before I saw it coming—which wasn’t until the ring box was in his hands right in front of me.

His mother got up on a little stage, where the live band had been playing on and off throughout the afternoon, and she made a speech. The speech ended with her saying, “I know I’m supposed to wait until the wedding before giving advice to the bride, but let me just say, if you want to be happy, always treat each other nicely, even when you’re upset, never go to bed angry with one another, and don’t keep secrets from one another.” Everyone clapped gently as if she’d just made a twenty-foot put, and then I went up to her with Steve to say thank-you.

“That was very nice mom,” Steve said. “It shouldn’t be too hard to follow your advice. We never fight and we don’t have any secrets. Right, Kat?” He turned and looked at me. I had to force my smile.

“That’s right,” I said. We didn’t have any secrets, except for, you know, that thick, long secret that was tucked neatly in my panties under my white skirt.

“When’s the wedding going to be?” Steve’s uncle asked.

We hadn’t talked about it yet, but Steve was quick to respond. “In the summer. July 16th.” I looked over at him, surprised by his response. And then he looked at me, surprised by my reaction. “July 16th was my great-grandparents’, my grandparents’, and my parents’ wedding. It’s tradition.” It was the first I’d heard of the tradition. But it wasn’t the date that took me by surprise, it was the fact that July 16th was just four months away.

“But I haven’t even ordered a wedding dress yet,” I said.

“Don’t worry about that, dear,” Steve’s mother said. “We’re going to look at dresses on Wednesday. I’ve already made the arrangements.” It was strange going with Steve’s mother to look at wedding dresses, especially when she slipped into the change room with me to help me put on every dress. She didn’t seem to think it was inappropriate, seeing me in just my panties and my bra (and some dresses didn’t work with my bra, so she ended up seeing my tits, even before her son). Maybe I wouldn’t have felt so uncomfortable if I wasn’t trying to hide my cock from her the whole time.

The woman who worked at the dress store said, “It will take about six months to get the dress in,” and then Steve’s mom pulled her aside, whispered something into her ear, and then the woman smiled and said, “Actually, we should be able to get it in a month. We’ll call you when it’s in, so we can arrange the alterations.”

I wanted to tell Steve I didn’t want to get married so soon, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. Him and his family had already done so much work planning, and he was so excited. But I was only another eighteen months away from being able to undergo my full sex-reassignment surgery.

My doctor had a specific plan: One year of hormone therapy before I could get the breast implants, and then four additional years before I could get a pussy. It was after dress shopping with Steve’s mother that I realized I wasn’t going to be able to build up the courage to tell Steve my secret, and the only other option I could think of was getting my cock removed and replaced by a pussy. I went to my doctor and asked if we could rush things along, but he was firm with his plan. He looked at me with narrowed eyes and asked, “Why the rush?”

I didn’t tell him why. I just shrugged and said, “I just really want it.”

“Well you’ve made it this far. Just be patient. Time will fly.”

There was no way I would be able to keep Steve out of my pants for over a year once we were married. I had no more excuses once ‘I do’ slipped off of my tongue. And even if my doctor had given me the green-light to go under the knife, would that be fair? Would it be fair of me to keep Steve in the dark our whole lives? It would come out sooner or later. How could it not? I had to take the hormone pills for the rest of my life, and at some point Steve would notice. Luckily, he didn’t want children. No amount of surgeries could give me that ability.

I couldn’t help but feel as though the rushed wedding was my own doing. With Steve’s sexual frustration building up inside of him, he probably couldn’t wait the whole year it took to properly plan out a wedding. Whenever I slept over at his place, I could feel the tension in his body as I cuddled into him. He was doing his best not to roll me over, rip of my clothes, and fuck me senseless. And it wasn’t easy on my end either, especially when I could feel the bulge of his raging erection against my tush. I wanted to turn around, sink under the covers, and suck him until he unloaded, which I knew wouldn’t take much. And he could probably tell I wanted it.

Our birthdays were just a few days apart, so we celebrated them together as if it was a mini-Christmas. Our birthday was just two months before the wedding, and I’d bought Steve a Fleshlight. He bought me a vibrator. We both laughed. He’d even gotten the vibrator engraved. ‘I love you, Kat,’ it read. We kissed. I wanted to take his Fleshlight and beat him off, but I resisted the urge. That night, I ended up playing around with the vibrator. At first, I held the tip of it up to the tip of my cock. It felt nice, getting me rock-hard in seconds. And then I teased the idea of sticking it in my ass. I’d never had anything in my ass before, but what else was I going to do with the vibrator? And what was I going to do if we got married and Steve was okay with my downstairs mix-up. He was going to want to stick his cock somewhere.

So I gently pressed it up to my asshole. It didn’t want to slip inside. I squirted some lube onto it, but my asshole continued to refuse it. It wasn’t until I gave it a good, forceful shove that it penetrated me. I screamed and then I muffled my mouth with my hand. It felt strange, a big plastic cock stuffed in my ass. It felt much bigger than it looked, that’s for sure. Once I managed to push it in deeper, it felt like it was up near my throat. I started to gently pull it back and forth, but it didn’t feel quite right—until I pressed the ‘on’ button and it started to vibrate. My whole body trembled, filling with an intense euphoria. “Oh God,” I muttered, and then I melted into my mattress. I started to plunge my ass with the vibrating sex toy, sinking it deeper and deeper.

I closed my eyes and imagined Steve on top of me, ramming my ass with his big cock, reaching down and squeezing my tits with his strong hands.

I turned the vibrator up a level. My whole body squirmed and my knees buckled. Another level higher and my toes curled into the bed sheets. Another level higher, and my cock was oozing cum into a pool on my tummy. I hadn’t even touched my cock.

I pulled the vibrator out and felt suddenly empty. I wished Steve was there to fill the void. As I was cleaning the toy up in the sink, I started to think of what I was going to do. I needed to do something—I needed to tell him somehow. I couldn’t just let him marry me and then get into my pants, and expect him to have no issues at all with my extra appendage.

I found myself holding my phone with the message typed out. “Steve, I need you to know something. I was born a man.” I tried writing out a lot more, explaining everything, telling him that I’d tried to tell him, but it all sounded wrong. I didn’t end up sending the message, but I wished I had. Because the week after, the wedding venue was booked, the catering was hired, and hefty, non-refundable deposits were made. Steve’s mother went out and found us a wedding planner, who didn’t come cheap, and she hit the ground running. Steve’s family members, from all over the globe, booked their flights. Now I wasn’t just wasting Steve’s time and money, I was wasting everyone’s time and money.

And with the added guilt, it was going to be even harder to break the news to Steve. So I receded further into my shell, and tried not to think about it. But two days before the wedding, it was all I could think about.


CHAPTER 4
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That night, two sleeps before the wedding, I met up with my little brother, Jimmy. Jimmy was the only person invited to the wedding who knew my secret. He was the only one who’d known me before my transition. Even the few friends I’d invited, girls from school, had no idea.

Jimmy had no idea that he was the only one who knew until I told him that night. I had to bite hard on my tongue in order to get the sentence out. “Jimmy, I haven’t told Steve yet.”

Jimmy’s eyes grew wide and his lips parted but he didn’t respond. He had to think about it for a moment. “Haven’t told him what?” he said. He knew, but he had to be sure.

“About who I was five years ago,” I said.

“Shit. Seriously?” he said, his lips remaining parted.

“Seriously.”

He shook his head slowly as he stared me in the eyes. I ended up explaining everything to him, how I told Steve I was waiting for marriage before having sex, how I lied and said our parents were crazies and I didn’t want them coming to the wedding. Jimmy had nothing to say, and I didn’t blame him. “What do I do?” I asked.

“Well, you have to tell him. What else can you do?” He made it sound like it was so easy, like it was just a matter of tapping Steve on the shoulder and saying, ‘By the way, I was actually born a man and a year before we met, I started transitioning. Still want to get married?’ It sounded so absurd, but it was exactly what needed to happen. I just couldn’t bare the thought of him rejecting me, calling me out on wasting eighteen months of his life. I hated to think that I’d wasted so much of his time. “When are you going to see him next?”

“At the wedding. He’s away on business,” I said.

Jimmy shook his head again. “You’re in some serious shit, you know that? Should I be cancelling my wedding gift?”

“No, no, it’s going to be fine. It’s all going to be fine,” I said, but even I didn’t believe it. My heart was pounding and my head was spinning.

“You’ve got to call him,” Jimmy said. “Do it now. Get it over with. You’ll feel much better once you’ve gotten it all out in the open.”

“I can’t,” I said.

“You have to.”

“If he calls the wedding off, then I won’t feel better,” I said.

“Are you sure about that?” Jimmy asked. He was right—I probably would have felt slightly better breaking up with Steve before making him stand in front of all his friends and family and saying ‘I do’ to a man he thought was a woman. But I was a woman. Save for the cock between my legs, everything about me was feminine, right down to my thoughts. I wished he could see me the way I saw myself.

I found his name in my phone and I hovered my thumb over the big green ‘call’ button. “Do it,” Jimmy said. I took a deep breath and I pressed the button. It started to ring. Jimmy stared into my eyes while he watched. I couldn’t decide whether I felt better having him there, or worse knowing I was about to be humiliated with an audience.

“Hey babe,” Steve said as he picked up. “What’s up?”

“Hey,” I said, and then I froze up.

“Everything alright?” he said after a moment of silence.

“Huh? Yeah, everything’s good. How’s the trip?”

“It’s good, just about to meet up with the execs from the London branch for drinks. What’s going on?”

“Oh, um, well, I wanted to tell you something. It’s kind of important.”

“What is it?” he asked.

“Well, I meant to tell you before, but I—it wasn’t so easy.” I became silent as I tried to muster up the courage.

“Kat?” he said.

“It’s just—I have to tell you that… well…” I took a deep breath, but I couldn’t do it. “The flowers are the wrong shade of purple. We wanted a lavender colour but the florist went more iris.”

There was a long silence. Jimmy planted his face into the palm of his hand. “Is that a big deal?” Steve asked.

“Well, it’s just going to be different than what we wanted. That’s all,” I said. I felt so stupid, so cowardly. Poor Steve, being set up for the ultimate humiliation, and it was all my fault.

“Alright, well if you don’t like it, let me know and I’ll call my mom. She’ll straighten it out. But if you’re fine with it, I’d say let’s just leave it be. But babe, I’ve got to go. I’ll talk to you later, alright? Love you.”

“Love you, too,” I said.

He hung up. Jimmy was staring at me again, looking more disappointed than ever. “This is going to end very, very badly,” he said, as if I didn’t already know.

It broke my heart to think that life was so good just a year before, when Steve first asked me out. We had so much fun together, and for the first time in my life, I actually felt like there was someone who loved me, who wanted to be with me, who understood me. To me, having a cock just seemed like an inconvenience, not something that defined who I was. It was like having a mole. If I’d gotten a mole removed before meeting Steve, would I have been obligated to tell him? Why was this any different?

But it was different. Even I knew it was different. I wouldn’t have hesitated telling Steve about a mole. I wouldn’t have waited until two nights before our wedding to attempt to tell him about a silly mole.

As I started to get ready for bed that night, my head was swirling with anxiety. Steve’s aunts and uncles and cousins and nephews and nieces were already landing in town. The wedding was all ready to go. Everyone had been paid and everything was paid for. The only thing left to be figured out was, was there even going to be a wedding?


CHAPTER 5
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Iwas about to slip under the covers when there was a loud, heavy knock at the door. I sat on the edge of the bed, in my pyjamas for a moment, hesitating to answer the door. I lived in an apartment and I hadn’t buzzed anyone up, which meant it was probably one of my neighbours. By the sound of the knock, they were trying to get me to turn off my booming music, but there was no music—my apartment was silent. They didn’t wait long before knocking again.

I threw a housecoat over my pyjamas and I made my way towards the door. Before I reached the door, whoever was there knocked again. I looked through the peephole, but the person was covering it. My heart stuttered. Maybe I shouldn’t open this door. Maybe this is some attempted home invasion. But if it was a home invasion, why would they be knocking so loud—loud enough that everyone on the floor was probably startled awake by it?

After a moment of hesitation, I opened the door a crack, keeping my foot planted firmly to stop the door from opening more than I wanted it to. Standing on the other side of that door was Kenny, Steve’s brother. “Hey little sister!” he said with a big smile on his face. I hardly recognized him at first. He’d grown out a scruffy beard and he’d grown out his hair, almost down to his shoulders. He looked like he’d spent the last year living in the wilderness with the wolves and the coyotes. “Can I come in or what?”

“How did you get up here?” I asked.

“Someone let me in. Now c’mon, open up.”

I found myself hesitating. The last time I saw Kenny, he had his hands on my hips and his lips on my neck, as I tried to push him off. He got frustrated when I told him to stop it, and then he said nothing as he left the room in a fit. To be fair, he was very drunk, but some people say that’s when you’re the most honest. Now, judging by the big smirk on his face, I had the feeling he didn’t remember any of that. “How did you get my address?” I asked.

“It’s on the RSVP, duh,” he said. And then he slipped the RSVP through the small opening. It was filled out, with an ‘x’ marked under ‘will attend’. Under ‘diet’ he wrote, ‘Allergic to light beer and vegetables.’ Next to ‘plus one’ he wrote ‘Just me, baby’.

I took the RSVP and said, “You were supposed to RSVP a month ago.”

“Well it took me a while to decide if I could make it or not. Now let me in, I want to spend some time with my new little sister.” I wasn’t sure what to do. I didn’t want to be alone with him, and I had a feeling Steve would have sent him home had he been there, but he was about to become my brother-in-law. And he wasn’t drunk. Should I not give him a chance? I let him in.

He looked around, nodded his head, and said, “Nice place.” He poked his head into the bedroom. “Where’s all of Steve’s stuff?”

“At his apartment,” I said.

His smirk grew bigger. “You don’t live together? How do you know you’re compatible if you don’t live together?” I didn’t answer him. I didn’t think he deserved an answer. “But that’s very interesting,” he continued. “Why don’t you live together? Steve’s lived with girlfriends before, and you don’t strike me as the religious type.”

“We just decided we would wait until after the wedding. What does it matter?” I felt tense as I watched him meander through my apartment. While he was poking around in the den, I slipped into the bathroom and made sure my hormone pills were stashed away in the medicine cabinet. Otherwise, as long as he didn’t start rifling through my drawers, there were no hints that I was born a man. I always hated having people in my apartment. No matter how careful I was, I always felt like there was something I’d missed, some old picture in a frame that I overlooked or some old prescription receipt laying about. Even the lack of tampons in the bathroom made me nervous, as if someone might notice and wonder why there weren’t any. Sometimes I thought about buying a box, just to improve the illusion, but then I would convince myself it wasn’t necessary.

“Aren’t you going to offer me a drink?” he asked.

I kept my eye on him as I made my way towards the kitchen. “What would you like?”

“A water would be great, thank you,” he said. He looked taller than I remembered, and thicker, as if he’d spent the better half of the year at the gym, working out. He’d always been an outgoing guy, but now he seemed more confident, standing tall, chest out, lion-esque. I poured him a water, grabbed a few ice cubes from the freezer, and then I gave him his drink. “Thanks,” he said. He drank the entire glass in a single go. I took the glass from him and refilled it.

“This place is nice, but it’s probably too small for the two of you. Are you going to move in with him or are you going to find a new place? I think you should find a new place, personally, not that I’ve seen Steve’s pad. It would be good to get a fresh start, have everything on equal terms, you know?” He took a seat on the couch and his body relaxed. “You should keep this couch though—great couch. Does it pull out?”

“No,” I said.

“That’s too bad. This would be the ultimate couch if it pulled out.”

I looked over at the clock for the first time since I’d started to get ready for bed. It was nearly 1:00 AM.

He looked up at me with that smirk still on his face. He had something on his mind, something I knew I wasn’t going to like. “It’s getting pretty late and I was up pretty early. Is there something you needed, Kenny?” I asked.

“I want to ask you something, but I’m having a hard time figuring out the best way to ask.”

“Just ask.” My heart stuttered.

“It’s a sensitive subject.”

“Just say what you came to say.”

“I used to be convinced that I was going to marry you, back when we were in that econ class together. Would you have gone out with me had I asked?”

“That’s what you came to ask?” I said. I felt a strange relief in my heart. When you’re hiding a big secret, you can’t help but think every phone call, every knock on the door, and every curious glance has to do with that secret. It can be torture, especially when there’s a wedding worth tens of thousands of dollars resting on that secret.

“Sort of,” he said. “But I need to know. Would you have said yes?”

“Maybe, but I don’t think it would have worked out. I love Steve.”

“Sure,” Kenny said. “Well, I don’t know if you know this or not, but Steve broke a promise he made to me when I invited him to that party—the one you two met at. When I invited him, I told him there was this beautiful blonde named Kat that I was working on, and that he could go for any other girl at the party. He only asked you out to piss me off, because I wouldn’t share my beer with him. Did you know that?”

“No,” I said, but I didn’t entirely believe it either.

“It’s true. He forgot to pick up beer on the way to the party and he asked if he could drink mine, and I said no, so he went and made his move on you. It wasn’t the first time. He stole my prom date in high-school, and then he dumped her the day after prom, just to piss me off, because I accidentally saved over his Super Mario game. But when he took you from me, it was different. I liked you more than I’d ever liked any girl.”

“Well I’m sure you’ll find yourself a nice girl one day and then you’ll be laughing about all of this,” I said. I started to feel that tension creeping back into my body. “I have to be up at seven to meet with the photographer…”

“Just hold on. I promise this will all come full circle,” he said. He stood up and started to pace around the room, picking up picture frames and looking at the pictures of Steve and I. “Cute couple. I think part of the reason I liked you so much was because you were so mysterious. You always showed up looking so beautiful, and then you would disappear completely. I asked around for your phone number, and no one had it—your e-mail address, your home address, even your Facebook page—it was like you only existed in class. Your partner on your final assignment, Sarah, didn’t even know anything about you. I wanted to ask you out, but I wanted it to be special and meaningful, you know? But I couldn’t even figure out who your friends were.”

I put my hands behind my back, so he wouldn’t see them trembling. I took a few deep breaths and tried to convince myself I had nothing to worry about. It was just Kenny being Kenny, and I hadn’t gotten much sleep over the past couple of weeks. He didn’t know my secret—how could he?

“Luckily I had a friend who worked weekends at Student Services. I had him look you up, to find out anything about you. And attached to your file was your high-school transcript—attached to every student file is a high-school transcript…” My heart sank into my gut. He knew. The room started to spin around me and he seemed to become further and further away, his voice suddenly distant, echoing. “I thought it was a mistake, until I saw the official name change document in your file. I thought, Timothy is an interesting name for a girl. But Timothy wasn’t a girl, was he?”

My body was cold, shivering. I wanted to wake up from this nightmare, wake up and realize that not only was this not happening, but that I was always a woman, that I didn’t have to carry around a crippling secret everywhere I went.

“So I let Steve have you, and I waited and I waited for him to figure it out on his own. That was going to be my revenge—seeing his face when he found out. But then he told me he never wanted to see me again, and then next thing I hear, the two of you are getting married. You better believe I wasn’t expecting that! So what I want to ask is, does Steve know? Something tells me he doesn’t know.” He stared at me with that evil smirk. I’d never hated anyone so much in my entire life, but why did I hate him? What had he done wrong? He was quite possibly saving his brother from a terrible humiliation, saving me from a tremendous humiliation of my own. But to wait until the day before the wedding?

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I managed to say, but I was far from convincing. He just laughed.

“What exactly is your plan, Kat?”

“I think you should go.” The palms of my hands were sweaty. I tried wiping them on the sides of my housecoat, but the sweat didn’t want to go away.

“That’s not much of a plan,” he said with a chuckle.

I stared at him for a moment, trying to think of some way out of the mess I’d gotten myself into—the mess he seemed determined to make so much worse. “What do you want?” I asked.

His smirk faded and he carefully bit his bottom lip. “I want you, Kat.”
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The next thing I remember is waking up in my bed with a pounding headache. As my eyes peeled open and I saw the ceiling of my bedroom, I nearly jumped up and screamed with joy; it was all a nightmare! It wasn’t real! Kenny, and no one else, knew my secret. My heart was pounding with excitement, until I heard his voice, “You’re alive!” It was Kenny, sitting next to my bed.

I sat up and my headache suddenly became ten times worse. I grabbed my forehead with my hand. “What’s going on?” I said.

“You fainted and you hit your head pretty hard on the ground. I hope you aren’t concussed, or there probably won’t be much dancing at the wedding.” As he said it, I started to remember going down, my vision going black, and the swift bang to the skull. So the nightmare continued.

“Please don’t tell Steve,” I said.

“Don’t tell him you fainted?” he said.

“You know what I’m talking about.”

“I’m going to ask you again, Kat: what the hell is your plan?”

I lay my head back down. With my head nestled into my pillow, the pain wasn’t so bad—just a dull throbbing. “I don’t have a plan, okay? I wanted to tell him, but I never had the guts. I’ll think of something; I’m sure I’ll think of something.” I’d been telling myself that for the past year and a half, convinced that I would wake up one morning with a clear mind and the perfect plan. But with a single day left before the knot was tied, I had nothing, and I had less hope than ever that my long-awaited revelation would come.

The room was silent. As I stared up at the ceiling, I remembered the last thing Kenny said before I blacked out. ‘I want you, Kat.’ I turned my head and looked at him. “What did you say?” I asked.

“I didn’t say anything,” he said.

“Before I blacked out—what did you say?”

His face became red and he looked down at his feet quickly. “You were supposed to be with me, not Steve. Steve cheated. I did all of the work and then he stole you from under my feet. He even stole my Osoyoos trip. That was going to be our first date, you know. Steve was there when I was researching hotels.”

He had that smirk on his face, which made me think he was lying to me, so I called him out. “You’re full of it,” I said.

“He doesn’t deserve you, and he won’t understand you. I understand you. I spent the last year thinking about it, and I’ve decided that we were meant to be together. I don’t think you should marry my brother.” He was still smirking, playing some kind of game. I remembered what Steve told me the day we met, that Kenny was just trying to use me in his little game with his buddies. Was this just him trying to win the game, almost two years later? But why? He wasn’t even in college anymore, and he knew what was between my legs… What if he was being serious? What if he really did want me and he really didn’t care about my secret? Then what was hiding behind that evil smirk of his?

“I don’t believe you. You’re up to something and I know it.”

“Steve’s convinced you that I’m a bad person. He’s the one who went around sleeping with girls just to score points in some dumb game. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if that’s why he went for you in the first place.” My heart stuttered. He was lying to me. But why was he lying to me? To get revenge on his brother? To ruin our relationship the day before the wedding? Of course that’s what he was doing—he didn’t give a damn about me. He didn’t want to be with me. “I’m not a bad person, Kat,” he said. “I just want you to be happy, and I don’t think Steve’s the one to make it happen.”

“And you think you are?” I said.

“I know I am.”

“Yeah right,” I said. He stood up and walked over to me. “What are you doing?” I asked, but he didn’t answer. Instead, he climbed up onto the bed and he lay next to me.

“Don’t you want to wake up next to this every morning?” he asked, cuddling up next to me. I suddenly flashed back two years, before I knew Steve, back when Kenny would pull similar shenanigans. He was always being funny, always making everyone laugh, always acting like a goof. I never took him seriously. One time at the food court, he dropped down to one knee and held out an onion-ring. “Marry me, my sweet darling Kat,” he said in a silly British accent. His buddies all laughed and so did I.

He was still wearing the same deodorant he wore back in those days. That smell brought me back to our econ class. He was always sitting next to me. “Sorry, all the other spots are taken,” he would say, when more than three-quarters of the class was empty. For Valentines Day, he gave me a big, silly card with a G.I. Joe character on it. It said ‘I Dread-Nok having you in my life.’ Presumably the character on the card’s name was Dread-Nok. Inside he wrote, ‘How badly do you want my bod?’

Apparently, he was still the same guy, with more hair and more muscle mass.

“I think you should go,” I said. “This isn’t funny.”

“Who said I thought it was funny?”

“I’m marrying your brother in two days—one, seeing as it’s Friday morning now.”

“Marry me instead,” he said. “He doesn’t love you.”

“You don’t love me,” I said.

“I do so.”

“You’re lying.”

“I’ll prove it.”

“Then prove it,” I said, and then he rolled over me and started kissing my neck, tickling me with his scruffy facial hair. “Kenny, what are you doing?”

“I’m proving it.” He started to sink down. “I even love your bad taste in pyjamas,” he said, kissing my sternum.

He was a lump under the covers, moving down. “Kenny, this isn’t funny.”

Then I felt my pyjama bottoms being pulled down, along with my panties. He wasn’t just goofing around. He was actually going for it. “Kenny, stop,” I said. I tried to scooch away, but he pulled me back down. And then I felt his warm tongue slide up the length of my cock. I suddenly froze. He wasn’t kidding around anymore. He was really doing it, really proving to me that he didn’t care about my cock. He did a few more strokes of the tongue before slipping my whole member into his mouth. It felt good. I’d never been sucked off before. I’d never even been touched—or seen, for that matter—down there before.

I watched the lump of his head under the sheet bobbing up and down as he got me harder and harder. My body was tense with conflict. I wanted to stop him but it felt too good to put an end to. He really didn’t care that I had a cock, that I was born a man. And if he was telling the truth about that, did that mean he was telling the truth about the rest of it? The Osoyoos vacation? The point game? Did Steve lie to me about Kenny so I would go out with him instead? Had he told Kenny to leave and never come back so I would never find out?

I was rock-hard in Kenny’s mouth. His beard tickled my ball sack. The tension was starting to leave my body, along with all of my anxiety. I forgot what I was thinking about and I let myself drift away, surrendering to the moment. Kenny’s hands moved up and down my thighs softly. I suddenly remembered having a eerily similar fantasy, years before, before I met Steve, the night after Kenny’s phony onion-ring proposal. There was a time when I liked Kenny, but I’d always suppressed my feelings for him, knowing I would never be able to tell him my secret, knowing he would never understand. Was I wrong? It certainly seemed like it now. But what did that mean? What did it mean about the last eighteen months? What did any of it mean?

Kenny pulled the covers back, revealing his face. He was smiling. “Convinced yet?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” I said, and it was true. I had no idea what anything meant, or what I was supposed to do. He slid up my body and he began to unbutton my top. I didn’t stop him. As he began to squeeze my breasts, I realized his pants were down, and his bare cock was now rubbing against mine. He was big, hard, and warm. He slid the tip of his throbber up and down, from the tip of my cock, down to my puckering butthole. I was a virgin, and the day before my wedding, I was about to lose my virginity to my fiancé’s brother. Was I insane? Was I a terrible person?

In that moment, I didn’t even feel as though my relationship with Steve was real. If Kenny was telling me the truth, then so much of our relationship was a lie—maybe even all of it.

His lips found mine and I kissed him. My arms ended up around his body, my hands felling his muscular back. I felt his throbbing tip press up against my asshole and he started to press in. I didn’t resist. It felt so good—every inch of his veiny, hard cock. I moaned, muffled by his mouth. His tongue wrapped around mine.

And then he started to thrust, in and out, filling me deep and then leaving me empty. Goddamn, did it beat the hell out of that vibrator. He was hitting all the right spots, making my legs tremble, making my body squirm. My headache was gone and now my head was swirling in euphoria. “Harder,” I heard myself say. He came down harder, his pelvis slapping loudly against my butt.

He reached down and slipped his fingers around my rod. He looked me in the eyes and I looked into his. There was a glimmer I’d never seen before in anyone’s eyes, not even Steve’s. It was love. Somehow I could tell that he loved me, that he was telling me the truth. I don’t know how I knew, but I knew for sure.

He started beating me off. My state of euphoria became more intense. I could only think of him, of how badly I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him. I didn’t have a care in the world as his thick rod plunged my tight asshole, his ball sack slapping against my butt. “You’re going to make me come,” I said between breaths.

“Good,” he said. His grip tightened on my cock. I tried to hold back but I couldn’t. I started to come all over myself.

“Oh, shit,” I moaned. My eyes started to roll into the back of my head. I was trembling all over thanks to my seemingly endless orgasm. I dug my nails into his skin.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so tight,” he groaned. He was coming down harder and harder, faster and faster, making the whole bed shake and slam against the back wall. Thank God it was my kitchen on the other side of that wall and not my neighbour, or they probably would have called the police thinking someone was hanging drywall in the middle of the night.

He grabbed my tits and squeezed them tightly. Then, I felt his warm load filling me up. My eyes opened wide and I took a sharp breath in. I’d never felt anything like it, the warm, pulsing ecstasy overtaking me once again while he moaned and groaned and fell limp onto my cum-covered body.

Kenny spent the night, with me in his arms, cuddled warmly into his body. It felt right. But lingering in the back of my mind was the wedding—my wedding, which was about thirty-six hours away.
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When I woke up, I was alone. Kenny must have slipped out in the middle of the night, while I was asleep. I looked over at the clock and it was almost noon. I’d slept through multiple appointments—none of which were too important, but I still felt guilty nonetheless.

As I sat up and wandered through my own apartment, I wondered if Kenny had really been there that night, or if it had just been an extremely vivid dream. The note he left on the kitchen table was proof it was real. ‘Don’t worry about a thing. Everything will work itself out,’ it said, in Kenny’s handwriting, which I somehow recognized from his cheesy Valentines card, years before.

My gut turned. It was hard not to worry when I was about to marry a man who didn’t know that I was born a man, who I was starting to think I didn’t love—and maybe I never really loved him.

I had a cup of coffee and then I sat with my phone in my hand, with Steve’s phone number, ready to be dialled. I needed to tell him. I needed to find out how he really felt about me, regardless of what was between my legs, and I needed to ask him about Kenny. I called. But he didn’t pick up. I called a few more times, but there was no answer. Maybe his phone was turned off. Maybe he’d dropped it in the toilet while he was out with those execs. Or maybe he was already on the plane, coming home. I tried calling him a few more times throughout the day, eventually leaving a message telling him it was urgent. Still, there was no reply.

So I left another message. “Steve, this is Kat. I don’t know why you’re not picking up the phone. But there’s something you need to know, before tomorrow.” I told that voicemail everything. And then I said, “If you don’t want to get married, and you’re too angry to talk to me, just tell the wedding planner. I’ll understand.” My hands were trembling as I hung up the phone. The message was on his phone now—there was no taking it back. All I could do was hope that he got the message before the wedding.

But what if he got it and still wanted to get married? Would I say yes? Even now that I knew he’d cheated his way into my life?

I didn’t get any sleep that night as I sat next to my phone, waiting for a phone call from either Steve or the wedding planner. It was almost midnight when I finally called the wedding planner, asking if she’d heard anything from Steve. “No, why? Is everything alright?”

“I just haven’t heard from him today,” I said.

“Well, some people think it’s bad luck to be in contact the day before the wedding. Maybe he’s just superstitious,” the wedding planner said. But somehow I knew Steve had gotten the message. And I had no idea what to expect the next day.

When I pulled up to the wedding venue, the wedding planner was there to take me into the back room to get ready. “Have you heard from Steve?” I asked again.

“Still no. I’m sure he’ll be here on time. This happens more than you would believe,” she said, but it wasn’t much consolation. The thought of being left alone on my wedding day was horribly embarrassing.

I poked my head out into the ceremony room. The place was packed with Steve’s family members. But there was no sign of Steve anywhere. Jimmy was sitting up front, looking nervous as he scanned the room. I was all ready to go, in my dress and my veil and my shoes, with my hair all done up nicely. My makeup artist rubbed something hot under my eyes to get rid of my sleepless bags. “You been sleeping at all?” she asked.

“Not really,” I said.

“That’s normal,” she told me, but she had no idea.

The wedding planner came into the room, her face full or worry. “What’s going on?” I said.

She forced a big smile. “I don’t want to get you all worried, but Steve’s very late. We only have the venue for another fifteen minutes. I’ve tried calling him, but I think his phone’s turned off. Maybe you can try.” She handed me my phone and I tried. This time, it didn’t even ring. His phone was turned off, which meant he must have heard the message.

He wasn’t coming. And then I heard the commotion rumbling in the ceremony room. We all walked over to the door and poked our heads out. Kenny was standing up at the altar. “Well? What are we waiting for? Where’s my bride?” He said, adjusting the collar of his tuxedo, which didn’t quite fit perfectly. Everyone was looking around and mumbling to one another in a state of confusion.

“Who the hell is that?” the wedding planner asked.

I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. “That’s the groom,” I said, and she looked at me with glazed over eyes. “Tell them to start the music.”

She stared at me in silence for a moment and then she slowly walked over to the DJ. I overheard her say, “I have no idea what the hell is going on, but start the music I guess.” The music started, I took a deep breath, and then I walked out. Steve’s best man was standing off to the side, looking around wildly, confused as hell. Everyone was confused as hell—everyone except for Kenny and me.

He smiled as he saw me. I couldn’t fight back my own smile. When I got up to the altar, he whispered into my ear. “I met Steve at the airport yesterday morning, a few minutes after he got your message. He got on a plane and left. He told me I could have you, so now you’re stuck with me.” I probably should have been angry or embarrassed, but I was only happy. I didn’t even care about the disapproving rabbling from the crowd or the narrow-eyed looks we were getting from Steve’s parents. Steve’s mom got up and left when the commissioner started talking. A few other people left as well, but screw them—they wouldn’t understand anyway.

For the first time in my life, I felt truly happy, like the weight of the world had been lifted off of my shoulders. I was no longer carrying around the horrible burden of my secret. I was free, with nothing to hide, with the person I loved. Was it the wedding I’d always wanted? Not exactly, but in the end, I got the only thing I’d ever truly wanted: unconditional love.

THE END


90 DAYS TO MARRY
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90 DAYS TO MARRY


When Vlad briefly meets Ava in his home country, he doesn’t think that she will be reaching out to him with a marriage proposal, and a chance to become an American citizen. He can hardly remember his drunken night with the petite girl from New York City, but he’s not about to miss out on his chance to become an American. So he accepts her proposal and he accepts the plane ticket she buys for him.

Now, he just has to string her along for ninety days, until he gets his green card. How hard can it be to keep a young, petite woman happy for ninety days? Well, she’s not so petite everywhere, and if the wedding is going to happen, she just might want some regular servicing.


CHAPTER 1
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Iloved seeing her beautiful face on my computer screen. It was the highlight of my day, every day. Her smile was always so bright, and her eyes were always glowing as if she was just as happy to be seeing me. And when she laughed, my heart would flutter… At least that’s what I told the American embassy when I went in for my K-1 visa interview.

To be honest, Ava wasn’t really my type. First of all, she was much thinner than the girls I usually went for; I liked my girls with a bit of meat on their bones. I liked to be able to sink my face into a pair of soft pillows when I bent over, but Ava had small, perky breasts that didn’t move much. I was pretty sure that they were fake, even though she claimed they were completely real. And her hair was definitely not my style: very long and very curly: almost frazzled, even when she tried to straighten it with a straightener.

She didn’t dress like the girls I normally went for. She didn’t like to wear dresses and skirts like the girls in my country. Instead, she wore tight jeans and loose sweaters—outfits girls in my country would only wear if the weather dropped below -25 C. And Ava wore way too much makeup, as far as I was concerned.

But none of that mattered. It’s not like I was going to have to spend the rest of my life with her. I only had to marry her, and then I could ditch her for someone else. I just had to make her think that I was interested for a few months. Once I had my green card, I could find myself a cute little blonde: a curvy girl with big, natural tits, and thick thighs that she could wrap around my head when she sat on my face, smothering me with her chubby butt. Hey, people like what they like.

I’d only met Ava in person once, at a bar not too far from my house. I hardly remember much of our first meeting, seeing as I was already drunk when I set my eyes on her. She was only in my city for a few days while she travelled around Europe. She hadn’t even planned to visit Moldova, but she ended up there after tagging along with some people she met in a hostel. I really wanted to sleep with her Australian friend: a chubby blonde chick with plump lips and ridiculously long eyelashes (probably fake). My plan was to use Ava to get closer to the blonde, but after a few too many drinks, I found myself in a corner booth with Ava, lips locked together while our hands explored each others’ bodies.

It was late and I realized I wasn’t going to get any action from anyone else, so I invited Ava back to my place. She came along, but once we walked through my door, she became suddenly shy. We made out a little bit more and had a few more drinks, but she kept dodging my advances. She let me squeeze her perky tits, but when I reached for her pussy, she grabbed my hand and said, “Stop. I’m saving myself for marriage.” I didn’t believe her, especially because she had been wearing lingerie underneath her clothes. What girl casually wears lingerie while saving herself for marriage?

I wasn’t too heartbroken. I let her sleep in my bed with me. While she was sleeping, I snuck off to the bathroom with her phone, found a picture of her with her blonde friend, and then I masturbated (rather quickly). The next morning, I expected the girl to sneak away while I was still sleeping, but strangely, she waited for me to wake up. She wanted to kiss again, even though she was no longer drunk. I had a bit of a hangover, but I didn’t turn her down—and I’m glad I didn’t turn her down, because she ended up going down on me. It was definitely the best blowjob I’d ever gotten. She knew how to do things that blew my mind: she knew just where to suck, just how hard to suck, and she somehow knew exactly when I was about to burst, even though I didn’t say anything. “Let me eat you out,” I said after she finished swallowing my load.

She shook her head. “I should really be going,” she said.

We exchanged info, and I thought I was never going to hear from her again. And then I received a text message from her that night. She wanted to chat. She wanted to tell me all about her long trip through Europe. We kept chatting for weeks. To be honest, I was only entertaining the chat because she told me that there was a chance she would pass through Moldova again on her way home. I figured a bit of chatting was worth another blowjob in a few weeks.

She didn’t end up coming back, but she did send me a very strange text message after she returned to America. “I’m in love with you,” she wrote.

I wasn’t a big fan of throwing the L-word around, but I decided to send the same thing back. “I love you too,” I wrote. I didn’t mean it—though I did love her blowjob. I was sad that she didn’t end up coming back through Moldova, because I’d been seriously excited about another sucking.

“Come live with me in America,” she wrote.

“I wish I could,” I said.

It was a week later when she sent me a link to her government’s immigration website. “Read the paragraph about K-1 visas,” she said. I read the paragraph. Before I was completely finished, she wrote, “Let’s get married. Then you can live with me in America.”

I liked Moldova. I loved my friends and my family members. But the thought of becoming an American citizen was mind-blowing. Every Moldovan fantasizes about being an American. We obsess over American movies and American movie stars. We have channels that play America sports (which we watch more than the channels that play our own sports).

I barely had to do anything. Ava handled it all for me. She even paid for my K-1 visa application, which was more money than I had in my bank account. All I had to do was show up at the embassy for my meeting, which was just a ten minute face-to-face with an American man who was determined to figure out if I just wanted to marry Ava for the American citizenship, or if I actually loved her.

“Why do you love her?” he asked near the end of the meeting.

And I nearly said, ‘Because she’s American.’ I bit my tongue and smiled, and then I said, “Because she’s smart and beautiful and funny. And her blowjobs are amazing.”

The man smirked before scribbling something down in his notes. He grabbed a stamp, stamped a few pages, and then he reached out and shook my hand. “Well good luck with the wedding. You’ll have ninety days to get married once you pass through customs in the States. If you aren’t married within the ninety days, you’ll have to return here.”

I shook my head and smiled. “Sounds good.”

It was a win-win opportunity for me. Even if I didn’t like America, it’s not like it was costing me anything, and it’s not like I had to renounce my Moldovan citizenship. I was going to be a dual citizen, and it was all on Ava’s dime.

I talked with her on Skype that evening. We spoke for hours. She told me about her day while I only half-listened; I was surfing the net while she talked. Then I started to feel a bit horny, so I convinced her to take off her top for me while I stroked myself. “Squeeze your nipples,” I said. She followed my command, pinching her nipples and pulling outwards to make her perky boobs look even more perky. She laughed, and then she reached down below the horizon of my screen and she began to touch herself.

“Show me your pussy,” I said.

“I can’t—not until we’re married,” she said.

“But it’s not sex if you just show me your cunt,” I said.

She shook her head. “And people in America don’t like that word—so maybe erase it from your vocabulary.”

“Sex?” I said.

“Cunt,” she said.

“Oh. Okay. Why can’t you just show it to me?”

She giggled. She had a cute giggle—though I was still wishing that I was with her chubby Australian friend. I was tempted to ask her to send me pictures of her American friends. Maybe I could hop over to one of them once I figured out how to get divorced in America. But I bit my tongue and pulled my attention back to her perky, round tits. She still had one hand on one of her breasts. She squeezed it for me while she touched herself below her camera’s bottom frame. I watched as her eyes closed and her lips parted. Her head tilted back and then her body shuddered. She froze suddenly while she moaned. Then she smiled. She looked down and her eyes widened. “Is everything okay?” I asked.

“Huh?” she said. “Yeah. I just—I just remembered there’s something I need to do.” She tilted her screen up. Her fingers were glistening with something wet. Did she squirt? Was I about to marry an American squirter? I liked the idea of her being a squirter. Maybe she could sit on my face and make herself squirt. Maybe I could convince her to put on twenty pounds or so, and dye her hair blonde. It would still be curly, but it would be a step in the right direction.

She logged off of Skype very suddenly, leaving me feeling confused. I couldn’t wrap my head around how she was ‘saving herself for marriage’. Why did she think that showing me her pussy would ruin that? Why was it okay for me to show her my erect cock? Why could she show me her tits? Why could she rub herself until she had an orgasm on camera, but she couldn’t just tilt that camera down a few degrees?

I had a weird feeling that night that there was something strange going on with Ava. There was something she wasn’t telling me. But how bad could it be? Whatever it was, I only had to put up with it for ninety days once I touched down in America.


CHAPTER 2
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My flight was three weeks later: three weeks of talking to Ava on the computer, only seeing her face and sometimes her tits, but never anything below. As I sat on my first plane, from Moldova to London, I wondered if I was really going to have to wait ninety days before getting into her tight pussy. Surely I would be able to make her cave before the end of the ninety days. If not, I was perfectly happy being on the receiving end of her perfect blowjobs.

In the weeks leading up to my move to America, I’d done a lot of research. I read all about New York City, where Ava lived, and I’d done tons of reading about all of the job opportunities on the east coast of the United States of America. I was excited. I felt like I had so much to look forward to. With each passing day, my excitement grew stronger and my hopes rose higher. I spent time working on my English, which was already pretty good. I worked on developing an American accent, so it would be easier to get a job. I started getting ahead of myself, thinking about sending money home to my family. All I needed was a simple construction job, and I could send half of my paycheque home and still live like a king by Moldovan standards. And then my family could live like royalty back home as well.

Or maybe I could slide into Ava’s bank account. She obviously had a rich family and a lot of cash. She didn’t even hesitate before booking my flight and putting me in first class. I saw the receipt, and the cost of that flight was more than I earned in a year at my job, working for my dad. Surely there were cheaper flights, but Ava put me on that one, meaning she had more money than she probably knew what to do with.

I was tired when my second plane touched down in New York City. I yawned and stretched out my back. It was the middle of the day, but my brain was still on Moldovan time, where it was 4:30 AM. I dragged my feet through the tunnel and then I looked out the window at New York City, and my heart fluttered up near my throat and I suddenly found myself with a ton of new energy. I was in America! I was officially beginning my life as an American: a life I never knew that I would have until just a few weeks before that day.

I hurried down the terminal and I found myself squirming as I stood in line at customs. I couldn’t wait to feel the air in America. I couldn’t wait to hear the sounds of New York City. I couldn’t wait to feel like all of the characters from my favourite movies.

I followed the signs to the baggage claim. I was practically running as I passed through the sliding doors into the public area. I just couldn’t wait—the excitement had grown way beyond what I’d expected. America is the land of opportunity. In Moldova, you hear nothing but amazing stories of men and women going from having nothing to having everything: mansions, yachts, luxury cars, and so on. Soon, I would be one of those people.

I spotted my baggage carousel. Bags were already coming down, so I rushed over to try to find mine. I stopped and scanned left and right, looking for my red suitcase: the only suitcase I brought. Then suddenly, a pair of arms wrapped around me, squeezing me. I nearly screamed. I nearly spun around and attacked the assailant. Was I under attack? Had I done something wrong, and now border patrol was coming after me? Did they know that I didn’t actually want to spend the rest of my life with Ava?

I turned around and then a pair of plump lips pressed against mine. It was Ava, excited to see me. And to be honest, I’d forgotten all about her. I’d gotten carried away in my little American fantasy. I had myself convinced that I was coming to America as a single man, not as some woman’s fiance!

“I’m so happy to see you!” she said, hugging me again.

I was slow to put my arms around her. I looked around and saw a few pretty girls in the airport, looking our way. I didn’t want them seeing me with Ava, just in case they were potential girlfriends. But I had to play along—at least for ninety days. So I hugged her back and then I looked into her eyes. I’d forgotten what she looked like. For so long, I’d only seen her low-resolution face on my computer screen. The whole lower half of her body had been a mystery to me since she’d left Moldova. I’d only seen that half of her body once, and I’d been drunk. And even her face looked different than it did on the computer screen. Camera lenses tend to make people look different.

At least she was pretty—though still not my type. She had a thin face with perky cheekbones: something most guys liked, but I was more into chubby cheeks. She was smiling now: a cute smile, showing off her mousy front teeth. “Are you excited to be here?” she asked.

“Very excited,” I said. But I knew I wasn’t acting excited. I couldn’t seem to drum up that same enthusiasm that I’d had just moments ago, now that the reality of being engaged to Ava was reentering my mind. “I think I’m just tired. It’s very late back in Moldova.”

She nodded her head. “Of course. Well we can just go straight to my place and relax,” she said. “My roommate is home, but she won’t be too loud.”

“Your roommate?” I said. She’d never mentioned a roommate before—or maybe she had, and I just hadn’t been listening. There was probably a lot of information I’d tuned out during our long Skype sessions. Knowing that I would eventually divorce her and find someone else, it was hard to truly pay attention to whatever she had to say. All of the words that came out from her mouth all seemed so temporary: not to be relevant in my life after ninety days.

I turned around and saw my bag. I picked it up slowly and then I turned back to Ava. I tried to force a smile, but I produced nothing of value. She reached out and took my hand. “C’mon, let’s go. It’s a long drive to my place.”

And she was right. She lived far from the airport, across a very long bridge, and in an area that I didn’t recognize from any of the movies I’d seen that took place in New York City. It was a rundown area, and her apartment wasn’t much to call home about. It was narrow and tall: four stories, but with only a room on each story. The first floor was the kitchen, the next floor was the living room, the third floor was Ava’s room, then her roommate was up top. When we walked into Ava’s room, I could hear her roommate upstairs, singing.

“She’s got a show tomorrow night, so she’s rehearsing,” Ava said. But her voice was whiney and annoying.

“Does she practise a lot?” I asked.

Ava nodded. “But only during the day.” She said it as if I would never be home to hear it—but I had no job, and I wouldn’t be able to get a job for at least ninety days—until we were married. I planned on spending as much time as possible around the city, but even still, there would only be so much for an unemployed immigrant to do, so I knew there would be days I would be stuck in the apartment listening to the roommate’s lousy singing voice.

“You can take a nap, if you want,” Ava said with a big smile. But the singing was too annoying. There was no way I would be able to fall asleep with that sound in the house.

“I’ll wait until night. Thanks,” I said.

I was confused, and that confusion was growing by the second. Ava’s apartment was a dump. Her neighbourhood was a symphony of sirens and car horns and breaking glass. Her car couldn’t have been worth more than two hundred dollars. It was seeming more and more like she was poor—but that made no sense. If she was poor, how was she able to afford my visa application? How was she able to afford my first class flight?

“Isn’t it almost dinner? We should go out for a nice lobster dinner. I hear New York City has amazing lobster.”

She looked at me with a curious look. “Lobster is a bit out of my price range. But we can go out for pizza. Do you like pizza? New York has great pizza, if you know the right spots.”

“Pizza?” I said. It didn’t seem like the most amazing ‘welcome to America’ meal. In Moldova, pizza was what children ate at birthday parties. It wasn’t celebration food—it was kids’ food, or last resort food, when there was literally nothing else. “I mean—I guess we can get pizza.”

“I know a good place. It’s close.”

So we went down to the street and walked for what felt like an hour. It wasn’t close at all. But New York City was so big—maybe anything within fifteen miles was considered close. On our way, a car drove along the curb and hit a puddle, splashing me with filthy water. Ava managed to move out of the way, and then she giggle at me, as if I should have known better. “You shouldn’t walk so close to puddles,” she said. But in Moldova, drivers aren’t so rude. The drivers are the ones who watch out for puddles.

I forced an awkward smile and nodded my head. “I guess I should be more careful,” I said.

The pizza was not good. It was mostly cheese, which Ava and everyone else in the dingy little restaurant seemed to like. It almost seemed like the cheese was the only thing they liked about it. Had the cook put twice as much cheese on the pizza, they probably would have liked it twice as much. But even the cheese didn’t taste like anything. “Isn’t it great?” Ava said to me.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I lied. She passed me a Coke to wash down the cheese, but the Coke was too sweet, so I only had one small sip.

Then she wanted to go for a walk, to show me her neighbourhood. She didn’t seem to notice all of the garbage and broken glass on the street as she pointed out old buildings, which were severely lacking in upkeep. An ambulance zoomed by, making me jump, but Ava didn’t even flinch. “So what do you think?” she asked as we reached a park.

I smiled, but I just couldn’t handle the mounting confusion anymore. “It’s fine. But where’s the real New York City?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she asked, staring into my eyes.

“Like in the movies. You know...” I didn’t know how else to describe it.

She laughed. “You mean Manhattan? We can go there tomorrow, if you want. It’s kind of neat, I guess—for a tourist. But there’s not much there to do. We can probably cover it all in a day. But it’s pretty far from here. We’ll have to take the subway. It’s a couple hours.”

I nodded my head slowly. “Hours?” I said. I looked around. The city was so massive. It was a concrete jungle in every direction, for miles and miles. How could she possibly know how to find anything? How could anyone know where they were going? The population of New York City was nearly ten million—more than three times the population of my entire country!

“Why can’t we just drive?” I asked.

“With the gas and the tolls, it’s just too expensive,” she said.

“Right. But you’re an American and have plenty of money, no?” I said.

She giggled as if I’d just made a joke. And maybe she really thought that I was joking. “Once we’re married, you can get a job and then we’ll have two incomes. We’ll be able to afford more.”

“Maybe we can live in Manhattan,” I said.

Then she laughed again. “Try Brooklyn,” she said. I nodded my head slowly. I thought we were in Brooklyn, but now I wasn’t so sure. My confusion had reached a tipping point; I was no longer trying to figure everything out. Now, I was just trying to figure out how I was going to survive the next ninety days.

We returned to her apartment. Her roommate was still singing, even though the sun had set and it was past dinnertime. “Will she stop soon?” I asked.

Ava gave me a weird look. Then she laughed. “Oh, my roommate? I didn’t even notice her singing. I guess I’ve just lived with her for so long that I don’t even hear her anymore.” The comment made my stomach turn. Was the roommate so persistently annoying that Ava had to learn to tune her out completely?

“I think I just want to go to bed,” I said. “I think I need to sleep.”

“It’s only seven,” she said.

“I know. But it’s late where I’m from. You don’t mind, do you?”

She shook her head, then she showed me up to the bedroom. I popped open my suitcase and fished out a pair of sweatpants to wear to bed. As I shimmied down my jeans, Ava put her hands on my hips. She spun me around and looked into my eyes with her sly smile. Then she sunk down to her knees and grabbed the waistband of my boxers, pulling them down slowly, revealing my long cock. She held it up and giggle playfully before slipping it into her mouth. She closed her eyes and began to bob her head. I’d nearly forgotten how amazing she was at sucking cock.

I had a new theory as to why she was so good: because she never put out with her pussy. Oral was all that she knew. It was the only way she knew how to make a guy come. And if she was really determined to avoid vaginal penetration, then it was important for her to make her mouth feel so good that guys wouldn’t want her to stop. It made me wonder just how many guys she’d been with to develop such a tremendous skill—but I tried not to think of that. I didn’t want to think of my fiancee with other men, even if I was just going to divorce her as soon as my green card showed up in the mail.

I tilted my head back and I closed my eyes. I tried to drum up the image of her cute, blonde Australian friend while her head bobbed back and forth. Ava did this thing with her top row of teeth, gently gliding them along the top of my cock: just enough to make my whole bottom half pulse with euphoria. My legs trembled. Her mouth felt so good. And her tongue! She did this thing with the tip of her tongue: flicking the tip of my penis before plunging my shaft down her throat.

She cupped my balls with her hands and began to massage gently. Unlike most girls, she knew not to squeeze too hard. In fact, she knew exactly how hard to squeeze and fondle. She knew just how to gently tickle with the tips of her fingernails. I don’t think my cock had ever been so hard before!

I groaned and shuddered, and then I looked down at her face as she looked up with her eyes. “I’m going to come,” I warned her.

She pulled my cock out from her mouth. “Do you want to come on my face or in my mouth?” she asked.

“On your face,” I said. My heart bounced at the idea. Girls never wanted to get cum on their faces. I was thrilled for the opportunity. She squeezed my shaft firmly with a tight grip. She pumped me quickly, using her tongue to keep my tip stimulated. Then she leaned back just in time, taking my giant load on her pretty face. I coated her cheeks and her nose and her left eyelid. She smiled as my large, warm globs trickled down her smooth skin.

Maybe she wasn’t so bad. Maybe I could get past the fact she wasn’t very curvy or blonde. Maybe I could get past her makeup style and the clothes she wore. Maybe I could settle in and get used to her amazing blowjobs. And hell—maybe sex with her would be just as good, or maybe even better. I smiled as I looked down at her—the first real smile since she hugged me in the airport. “Are you sure you don’t want me to eat our your pussy?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not before marriage,” she said, as if sucking cocks somehow kept her pure. I shrugged my shoulders. I really wanted her to sit on my face, and I really wanted to dig my tongue into her warm hole, but I knew it was a hopeless fight—especially without any liquor involved. So I crawled into the bed while she went to clean up her face. Then, after just ten minutes, I fell asleep to the sound of terrible singing upstairs.


CHAPTER 3
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When I woke up, she was asleep next to me. It was early: only 5:00 AM, but I’d already been asleep for over nine hours. Her back was to me, with her bum perked out. I shimmied close, cradling her soft bum into my lap. Then I wrapped an arm around her, getting a firm grip on one of her breasts. She smelled nice: like a mix of flowery perfume and cedar. I nestled my face against the back of her neck, burying my head in her frizzy hair. I could feel her stiff nipple against the palm of my hand. I was tempted to grab it and pinch it, but I didn’t want to wake her up.

She was still snoring gently when she started to nestle her bum further back, rubbing it against my lap. It was a nice feeling: her bum cheeks cradling my shaft, which was now starting to grow hard from all the rubbing. She was wearing a little night dress, which was easy to pull up above her hips, so that her bare bum was against my bare lap. After she gave me the blowjob the night before, I didn’t end up putting those sweatpants on; instead, I went to bed naked.

And now there was only a pair of lacy panties between my cock and her pussy. But why was she grinding? Was she just doing it mindlessly while she was asleep? Or was she teasing me? I was tempted to pull those panties down. I was tempted to stick my cock into her tight body. Maybe I could get away with it while she was only half-awake. Maybe I could get her to give up on her ‘waiting until marriage’ crap while she was still in a dream state.

She got me hard fast. Her butt moved elegantly, grinding my shaft. It was hard to believe she’d never been with a man before. Maybe her amazing sexual moves were just hardwired. Maybe she came from a long line of girls who were amazing in the sack. I liked the way her perky bum cheeks felt as they moved up and down. I didn’t want her to stop. I was pretty sure she could get me to come.

I had the naughty idea of sliding my erection underneath her panties, so that my shaft was being pressed down into her butt crack while she grinded. I carefully reached down and stretched out her panties, slipping my cock up, placing it down against her soft skin, and then I let go and allowed her to continue.

It felt nice. I had a feeling that she was dreaming about sex. But how could she dream about sex if she’d never had it? I looked down her smooth body. I wanted to reach around and grab her pussy. I wanted to stick my fingers into her wet cunt and I wanted to rub her until she messed up her bed with her wet squirting. But I resisted the urge.

Then she took me by surprise. She brought a hand slowly to her mouth and then she spat. I froze. She reached around with her saliva-slicked fingers and she grabbed my cock. I let a gasp slip. She gripped my shaft and pulled up, sliding her spit along my whole manhood. Then she pulled my cock down to her butthole and pressed my tip firmly against her hole until my thick girth suddenly penetrated her. She groaned. Her asshole was tight. I was still frozen with shock and excitement and confusion. Was she sleeping or was she awake? Was anal sex allowed under her ‘no sex before marriage’ rule? I just couldn’t figure her out.

She let go of my cock and then she gently pressed her bum back, sinking my cock into her body. She moaned gently as her anal walls clenched firmly around my shaft. I couldn’t believe how tight she was. I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before. I was deeply confused, but I was also in heaven. I closed my eyes and let out a long, elated sigh. I caressed her soft side, slipping my hand under her satin night dress. I reached up for her breast and I began to play with her nipple. Then I began to thrust in and out.

I could feel her tight rectum stretching out. I could feel it hugging my cock as I pulled out. And then I could feel it pushing in when I thrusted into her—like a little suction cup. I bit down on my tongue. I was happy: my fiancee was a slut who liked taking it in the ass. But a part of me was worried: why was she taking it so well? If she was a virgin, then wouldn’t anal sex hurt? If I was the first cock to ever enter into her body, shouldn’t she be groaning with pain?

I tried not to think too much into it. I held her firmly with both of my hands and I pumped faster, sinking my cock deeper. She let me put all of it into her without any wincing or complaining. I still wasn’t sure if I was fucking a girl who was awake or a girl who was asleep—but I didn’t stop. I gripped her tighter as I pumped harder. Now my pelvis was slapping against her tight ass. She was moaning louder; she really liked it.

I squeezed her breast hard—almost sure that I was feeling an implant, but I couldn’t be certain. Why would a virgin get breast implants?

I could feel the euphoric tingling between my legs. I knew I was about to come, but I didn’t want the moment to end. I closed my eyes and tried to think of something else, so I could last longer, but I could only think about her tight body—so I came. I filled her tight asshole with my Moldovan cum while she moaned and squirmed. Then I noticed she had a hand down between her thighs. Apparently she’d been rubbing her pussy while I was fucking her.

And now, she was frozen, breathing heavily. “Are you okay?” I asked.

She nodded her head. Then she suddenly slipped out from the bed and sprung to her feet. “I just need to clean myself up,” she said without turning back to me. She rushed over to the bathroom and closed the door. I got a quick glimpse of my cum billowing out from her butthole, with her panties pulled over her left butt cheek and her night dress still hiked halfway up her body.

She was acting strange—maybe because she just gave up her anal virginity by accident. Maybe she’d just broken her ‘no sex before marriage’ rule, just one day after my arrival. Or maybe there was something else going on: something she wasn’t telling me...


CHAPTER 4
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Ifound myself talking more and more with friends from Moldova, over the phone, over the next couple of weeks. I didn’t think I would miss my old life so much, but with each passing day, the home sickness grew stronger. There were even a few days where I sunk into a depressed state, not wanting to leave the house—and not just because I had absolutely nothing to do.

New York City was okay. It wasn’t the city that the movies made it seem like. There were tons of cool things to do, but almost nothing was free. I wanted to see a football game. I wanted to see a hockey game. I wanted to go to the museums. But I couldn’t do anything because Ava had me on a tiny budget of thirty dollars per day: all she could afford to spare while I couldn’t work. And I needed that money for food, because Ava didn’t keep her apartment stocked with groceries. She ate out every day—which was apparently normal in New York City (in Moldova, eating out is only something people do on very rare occasions).

But she would spend twelve to fourteen hours each day out of the house, either at work or commuting to work. And during that time, I had nothing to do. My options were to wander the New York City streets or to sit in the apartment and listen to Ava’s roommate singing. I probably would have chosen the latter option had Ava’s roommate not been exactly my type: short, a bit chubby, and blonde. It was almost a week after I arrived before I finally saw her. She came down after a long practise session. I was in the living room and she was on her way down to the kitchen. She stopped to say hello to me. Ava was at work, and the roommate’s jiggly breasts were almost bulging out from her tight top.

It was a few days after that when she sat down next to me on the couch while I was watching TV. She asked me a bit about Moldova, and then she started talking about some ex-boyfriend. It was hard not to look down her top. She was always wearing low cut tops to show off her bouncy cleavage. When girls dressed like that in Moldova, it meant that they were looking to be stuffed. And I have to admit: I was often tempted. I saw her on her phone, looking through Tinder messages. I read a few of her messages over her shoulder and saw that she had some self esteem issues: accusing men of lying when they complimented her, and constantly suggesting that the men secretly think she’s fat. It would have been so easy to woo her. It would have been so easy to convince her to lay on her back and spread her legs.

But I knew it wasn’t worth the risk. I didn’t want to lose my chance at getting my green card. I was only a couple months away, after all.

Ava had already started to plan the wedding: a small event, at some local restaurant, with only a dozen guests: close friends, no family. I asked her why she wasn’t inviting her family, and she became strangely quiet, so I didn’t prod. Her roommate was going to be her ‘bridesmaid’, even though there wasn’t going to be any ceremony—just some drinks, some food, and some paper signing. In Moldova, such an event couldn’t possibly be called a wedding, but apparently it was enough to satisfy the requirements of my K-1 visa. That ‘wedding’ was only sixty-five days away when I found myself really tempted to empty my cock inside of the busty blonde roommate. I had to seriously bite my tongue to stop myself when I saw her come down the stairs in the tiny skirt that didn’t fully cover her jiggly butt.

So I left the apartment for the day, to get away from temptation. I didn’t know where to go, so I just wandered the streets, trying to figure out what exactly I was looking for in America. Why was I so determined to get my green card? Why did so many Eastern Europeans want to be Americans? After nearly two hours of pointless wandering, I ended up in a small pub. I still had my thirty bucks, plus ten bucks from the previous day that I didn’t tell Ava I saved. I sat down at the bar and ordered a drink. As I took my first sip, I heard a pair of men behind me speaking in a familiar language: Romanian.

I looked back at the men and could tell right away that they were Moldovan. I wanted to jump up and run to them, but I remained in my seat, not wanting to be strange. I looked away, but I kept my attention on their conversation. They were talking about their jobs. Then they started talking about their families back home. I was starting to tune them out when I recognized a name: the name of my uncle. My uncle was the cousin of one of the men. Now I couldn’t resist. I stood up and walked over. “I’m sorry, but it sounds like you’re talking about Victor Albot, my uncle.”

“He’s your uncle?” the man said. The pair was quick to pull a chair up for me. They even ordered my next drink on their tab before asking me about why I ended up in America. I told them about Ava, but I didn’t tell them that I was planning to leave her. I stuck to the same story I used with the American embassy. Then I noticed them smirking.

“What’s funny?” I asked.

“Once you get your green card, you’re going to become single, right?” one of the men asked.

And then I couldn’t help but let the truth slip out in the form of a smirk. I felt comfortable with the men. It was nice to be in the company of my own countrymen. They started laughing. Then they paid the tab and insisted I go with them to another bar.

It was a Romanian bar, tucked away on a dingy street that I would have never thought to turn down. But it was just like being back home: people were happy, occasionally breaking out into drunken songs. The drinks were cheap, and the language was familiar. My new friends told my story to the bartender, and the bartender ended up pouring me a few free drinks. The day was slipping away. My phone vibrated. I checked to see who was calling; it was Ava. I didn’t pick up. I decided to stay out with my people. Once we were very drunk, we went down to the pier. One of the men had golf clubs. He taught me how to properly swing the club, and then we all took turns hitting balls into the water. It was just like the movies I grew up watching. And it didn’t end there.

It was very late when we went to an American club. “You’ll love the girls here,” one of my new friends said to me. And he was right. The girls were my type: flirty, underdressed, with soft bodies and large breasts. We all danced. I ended up taking shots from between a beautiful woman’s breasts. And the next thing I knew, I was at a pizza joint with a new group of friends: all Americans. We got pizza, and it was so delicious—not at all like the pizza I ate with Ava.

It was 8:00 AM when I finally returned to Ava’s apartment. She was just getting ready to leave for work. “Oh my God, where were you?” she asked. I smiled and kissed her on the lips.

“Let’s go upstairs and have some quick sex before you have to go to work,” I said.

“I have to leave now. Seriously, where were you?”

I kissed her again. “I met some Moldovans,” I said.

“I was worried sick. I tried calling you. It was weird sleeping alone.”

“Let’s go upstairs,” I said again.

“I can’t, Vlad. I have to go to work. I’ll see you tonight. Try to drink some water. Okay?” She left the apartment. I stumbled up to the living room and saw the roommate on the couch. She looked at me with a smile, and I’m not entirely sure how I resisted the urge to seduce her. I wanted to rub her soft body. I wanted to press her big tits together around my cock, and then I wanted to come on her pretty face. And she probably wanted it too.

But now I really wanted to stay in America. Now I understood what people meant when they said that America is the most fun place on the planet. I’d never had such a fun night—and it would have been even more fun if the night could have ended with a one-night-stand with some blonde bimbo. I just had to get my green card, and that night would become every night. I wanted to be an American. I had to make sure nothing stopped me from marrying Ava—not even her sexy roommate.


CHAPTER 5
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The next week was the best of my life. I was quickly making new friends and my new friends were showing me the New York City of my dreams. Sure, the streets were dirty and the whole place was overpopulated, but I was starting to see the charm in it all. It wouldn’t have been the same if the streets were clean and quiet. There was something fun about honking taxis and the questionable exhaust that rose up from street vents at seemingly random times.

I was already calling myself an American. I was only fifty-nine days away from having my green card—and I was literally counting the days, each morning when I slipped out from bed. But fifty-nine days seemed like a lot, especially since Ava had been shutting down all of my attempts to fuck her. I tried convincing her to let me into her asshole again, but she was firmly against it. “Why though? We’ve already done it once,” I said.

“I just want to wait until marriage,” she said.

“I don’t understand. It’s not like you have your virginity to lose,” I said.

But still, she didn’t let me into her tight butthole. Instead, she would drop to her knees and she would provide one of her amazing blowjobs. I was getting a blowjob almost every evening, assuming I was home to get one. She worked the shaft with her magic fingers and mouth, making me come in record times—sometimes in less than a minute! She started doing this amazing thing where she would put both of her hands on my thighs and she would gently caress up and down while she bobbed her head forward and back. There was something about her gentle touch that just made my orgasms come faster.

But I felt bad. She was pleasuring me, but she wasn’t getting anything in return. I wanted her to enjoy the fruits of our relationship. Didn’t she want to have an orgasm? Didn’t she want to experience pleasure between her legs? She loved the anal I gave her so much—I couldn’t figure out how she could resist my advances. So one morning, with fifty-five days left before our ‘wedding’, I decided to go down on her, as a surprise.

It had become obvious to me that she wasn’t saving herself for marriage. It was obvious that she’d sucked many cocks before, and she obviously taken at least a few cocks in the ass before, based on how effortlessly she took mine (and I had a thick cock). So she wasn’t a virgin, which made me think she was just playing hard to get, in some sort of attempt to keep my interest. Maybe she was worried I would leave her before the wedding. Maybe she was just determined to keep my sexual interest piqued. Regardless of her intentions, I needed to pay her back for all of the amazing blowjobs—and even for the thirty dollars she was giving me each day. It wasn’t a lot of money in New York City, but it was a lot to her—and it added up. So the least I could do was surprise her with an early morning eat-out.

She was still sleeping, snoring gently. I carefully slipped down under the covers. I moved slowly, taking my time so she wouldn’t wake up. My strategy was the same as when I stuck my dick into her butt: move slow and get her while she was asleep. I knew she wanted it—I just had to get to her before she could remember that she was playing hard to get. I sunk lower and lower into the darkness under the covers. Then I found myself facing her crotch. She was turned towards me—but it was dark, so I couldn’t see anything. I was working blind, but it was no problem: I understood the female anatomy. I knew where a clit was on a woman. I didn’t need light to work. I gently pulled up her night dress and I carefully used my fingertips to locate the triangle between her thighs. I leaned my head in, pressing my nose against her lips. Then I began to nod my head slowly, using the tip of my nose to wean her into a sexual state. The lace of her panties felt a bit funny against my nose.

She had a bit of a bulge: plump pussy lips; in Moldova, we called big lips like Ava’s ‘hotdogs’. Some people made fun of girls with plump lips, but I liked them: it gave me more to work with. I carefully stuck out my tongue and began to tease that pussy bulge, up and down, trying to get her relaxed and into the mood.

Then I used my fingers to gently pull down her panties—just a few inches, so I could get my tongue onto her bare cunt. I leaned in again and used my tongue to stroke up and down. I was still working blind, following the flesh with my tongue. She squirmed slightly and then she let a soft moan out from her lips. I nestled my face in tighter, burying my nose into her soft mane of pubic hair. I kept licking, but her pussy was strangely plump: more plump than any pussy I’d ever been with. Her lips didn’t seem to open up. I couldn’t find her slit with my tongue. But I could feel a throbbing. I’d never had a woman’s pussy throb before.

Now I was wishing I had some light. Maybe I was just out of practise. It had been a couple of months since I’d last had sex. But how could I forget what a pussy felt like? I tried to find her clit with the tip of my tongue, but the length of her cunt was smooth. So I started going lower to find her hole—or any opening, even if it meant finding her butthole. I teased with my tongue, still making her moan in her sleep as I moved down. I had to use my hands to part her thighs. Then something hit my chin. It was warm and throbbing, but extending out from her body. I leaned back and paused for a moment. Then I used my hands to explore what I’d just felt. It was long and hard and veiny. I moved my hand up to the tip, which was smooth and bulbous. And then I quickly retracted my hand, realizing I was feeling a cock.

It suddenly made sense why Ava was so determined to keep me out of her pants: she was a man. Ava was a shemale—a tranny—and transgender. I was engaged to a biological boy! I crawled back slowly as my skin became cold. I shimmied my body up, until I was out from under the covers. Now, I was staring at her sleeping face. She had a peaceful look about her—but how could she possibly be at peace? How could she sleep knowing that she was tricking me into marrying a shemale?

She suddenly reached forward with her arm. She wrapped that arm around me and pulled herself close. I felt her warm erection press against my abdomen. I groaned. Then she leaned in to kiss me. I tried to retract my head, but her lips found mine. She cuddled in closer. I tried to cuddle back, but she had me pinned. She even rolled on top of me while I remained frozen and rigid. Her cock was now pressed against mine. Now I was wishing I would have put on some sweatpants before bed. Now I was regretting sleeping in the nude.

“Good morning,” she said, kissing me again. I couldn’t kiss her back. She gently moved her body, making her cock slide up against mine. I could feel her foreskin pulling back. Her eyes opened gently and she was smiling. “What’s wrong?” she said. My face was probably as white as it felt.

Then she looked down, between our bodies, and her face became white. “Oh my God,” she said. She suddenly rolled off of me, pulling that warm rod off of my skin. She reached down and tucked it away.

“W—What was that?” I asked. “Is it some kind of joke?”

“I was going to tell you,” she said with a broken voice.

“When?” I asked. “After we got married?”

“No—I mean—I don’t know. I—I knew it would scare you away.”

“Then what the hell was your plan? You’re a man? I’m engaged to a man?” I squirmed out from the bed and then I planted my bare feet on the cold ground. My heart was pounding. I wasn’t sure if I was living in real life or if this was all a nightmare. Surely it couldn’t be real. Surely no sane person would try to hide such a secret from their future spouse.

“I just...” she said, but she didn’t finish her thought.

“You just what?” I said, trying to keep my voice down so I wouldn’t wake up the roommate upstairs. I was so shocked. Even now, while she was under the covers, I could see the bulge of her erection. Her cock was so big—it was impossible to keep hidden while it was erect. And how had she managed to keep it hidden for weeks? How had I not found it?

I suddenly remembered all of the blowjobs I’d gotten, and then I remembered sticking my cock in her ass. I’d had anal sex with a biological man! Every day for over a month, I’d been getting my dick sucked by male lips! I squirmed and groaned, feeling betrayed and confused and terrified all at once.

“I just thought that you would like it. When I met you in Moldova...”

“When you met me in Moldova, what?” I said.

But she just looked away from me, unable to finish what she was saying.

“Why would I like it?” I said. “I’m a man. I want to be with a woman. I can’t be with—with that.”

She looked at me with wide, shimmering eyes. She was on the verge of tears. “Can’t you just give it a chance?” she said, taking me by surprise.

“A chance? No way,” I said.

She was quiet for a moment. “I guess I can buy you a flight back home then,” she said. “I’m sorry. I guess I just read you wrong.”

I couldn’t figure her out. How did she possibly think that I would be at all interested in her cock? Why would she convince me to move across the world and marry her, without telling me about the big, hard secret between her thighs? I wanted to be angry, but I was too shocked. “I guess that’s it then,” I said. “I just can’t believe this. It’s all so… shocking. I need to go for a walk.” I had to get away from her. I had to be far away from her body, which I’d fucked. I couldn’t stare at those plump lips, which my cock had slipped through many, many times. For over a month, I’d held her close to me in bed. We’d kissed. We’d fondled each others’ bodies. I played with her nipples. And the whole time, I was with a biological boy. My stomach was turning quickly; I’m not sure how I wasn’t throwing up.

I walked the cool morning streets of New York City. My head was spinning. I couldn’t get the image out of my mind, even though I never saw it—I only felt it. But still, I couldn’t stop imagining a big, thick cock between her legs. My God, she was bigger than me! How was it so big on her small frame? How did she keep it hidden for so long?

The sun crept up between the tall New York buildings, making the whole skyline glow. I looked out at the sunrise and suddenly felt a terrible dread. I was so close to being an American. I was so close to living the American Dream: less than a couple of months, just fifty-five days. I sat down on a bench and buried my face into the palms of my hands. I took a deep breath.

I found myself wishing that I wouldn’t have gone down on her. I wished I wouldn’t have discovered her cock until after the wedding night, so that I could at least part from this relationship with a green card. I’d come so far. I’d left so much behind in Moldova.

And then I looked back at the sunrise, back at the New York City skyline, and I thought: why does the plan have to change? I was going to leave her anyway, so what’s another fifty-five days? Could I not string her along for another couple of months, just so I could stay in America? I didn’t want to leave my new friends. I didn’t want to leave my new, exciting life. I liked New York City. I liked Americans. I wanted to stay. I’d already slept in a bed with Ava for thirty-five days. Why couldn’t I do another couple of months? Why could I lie and tell her that I didn’t care about her cock? I just needed to make it a little bit longer.

I stood up and took a deep breath. Then I turned back towards the apartment. I bit down on my tongue. I was going to do it. I was going to continue pretending like I loved her. It would be no different than before: just more lies. I was good at lying. I’d been lying since the day I met Ava and I could continue to lie. I just had to stop her before she booked that plane ticket.
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Ava’s eyes lit up when I told her that I didn’t actually care about her cock. She smiled and then she threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around me. “I knew it,” she said. And it was taking a lot of effort not to cringe as she pressed her body against me. She was still wearing that tight night dress, and now I was almost certain that I could feel her cock bulge against my body.

“I overreacted. I’m sorry,” I said, biting my tongue.

“Don’t apologize. I’m the one who should apologize for not telling you sooner. To be honest, I thought you knew,” she said. And her comment made me want to scream at her. There was no way she thought that I knew. I asked her almost every night to eat out her pussy. Why would I ask to eat out her pussy if I knew that she had a cock? But I didn’t fight. I just forced a smile. I only had to survive two more months. And it would be easy now that I had friends in New York City. That night, I didn’t go home to sleep. Instead, I partied with some of my new friends, and then I crashed on the couch of one of my Moldovan buddies. Then, the next day, I only saw Ava for dinner before going out again. I had a hangover, but I had to get out of the house. “You don’t want to watch a movie or something with me?” she said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “But I promised I would meet up with my friends.”

“Maybe I can come. I have tomorrow off,” she said.

I squirmed. I didn’t have an excuse. “It would be weird,” I said. “It will just be guys. But maybe another day. Okay?”

So I went out again. We went to a party but I didn’t drink much. I just hung out until the early hours of the morning. I nearly made out with a hot blonde, but I pulled myself away moments after our eyes locked, knowing that there was a small chance the news could possibly get back to Ava. I didn’t know who she knew. And with social media and all of the camera phones everywhere, it wasn’t worth the risk.

It was three days later when Ava insisted on coming out with me. She wanted to hold my hand as we walked down the street. “Where are we going?” she asked, clenching her fingers between mine. It was strange knowing that those manicured fingers belonged to a biological male.

“A bar where my friends hang out,” I said. I took her to that Romanian bar, which was bumping. I knew half of the people there, and they all cheered when I walked in. Ava was surrounded by my new friends. They wanted to know all about her. I had to nudge a few of my closer buddies when they started smirking; they knew that Ava was just a stepping stone for me.

And then, to my shock, one of my close friends came up to me and said, “You should just stay with her. She’s perfect.” We were watching Ava laughing with a few Romanians from across the small bar.

“What do you mean?” I said. “She’s not my type.”

He scoffed. “She’s everyone’s type. She’s fun and she’s pretty, and she seems to really like you. What else do you want?”

“She’s just… too much for me,” I said.

He laughed again, shaking his head as if I was a complete idiot. But he didn’t know what I knew. He didn’t know that she had a cock between her legs.

Ava found me a few minutes later. “So this is where you’ve been coming every night?” she said with a big, rosy cheeked smile.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s one place I come to,” I said. I could see my friends looking at me, judging me as if I was some sort of loser. Maybe they assumed Ava was some old, ugly woman when I told them that I had no intentions of staying with her. Maybe they thought that she would be a mean, cruel, and unlikeable lady. Now that they saw that she was pretty and kind, they seemed to think that I was an idiot. “Why don’t we go somewhere else?” I said.

“I’m having so much fun here,” she said.

“Let’s go find some food and then we’ll go somewhere else,” I said.

So I took her to my pizza place, which seemed to blow her mind. “This pizza is amazing,” she said. “How did you find out about it?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Some friends showed me.” Then I took her to the little hidden club that stayed open until the morning hours. I brought her in and we danced. She had a few drinks and then she pulled me aside.

“You’re a lot more fun that I thought you were. It’s amazing. In just a few weeks, you’ve managed to figure this city out more than I could in twenty-five years.”

“I guess I’m just lucky,” I said. “I’m going to get another drink. Do you want one?”

“Sure,” she said. So I went off to the bar while she continued to dance.

It was strange seeing other guys staring at her. They were ogling her, and begging her to dance with them. One man tried to put his hands on her, but she pushed him away. The man was much more handsome than me. Could no one tell that she was once a man? At least I wasn’t the only one fooled by her convincing looks.

And then I felt strangely jealous when I saw a particularly handsome man sliding up to her. He had huge muscles, covered in tattoos. He looked down into her eyes and smiled, and I thought for a moment that she was going to let him take her away. And maybe she would have gone with him had she not had a big, thick secret to hide. Maybe she was only with me because she figured I would tolerate her secret cock. But she brushed the man away and then she spotted me and waved me over. I went up to her and she leaned in for a kiss. I hesitated for a moment, having not forgotten that her lips were technically masculine. But I had to keep her happy for another fifty days, so I kissed her. I could feel the gazes of the jealous men staring at us, and it was a strangely nice feeling.

I even felt good as I took her hand when it was time to leave. I wanted people seeing me leaving with her. I wanted them to feel jealous. Handsome American men with all the opportunity in the world: and they were jealous of me!

We returned to the apartment and went up to the bedroom. “I guess we should get some sleep then,” I said, grabbing my sweatpants. I was going to go to the bathroom to change, no longer comfortable with the idea of stripping naked in front of her.

Then she stepped in front of me and put her hands on my shoulders. “Maybe we can stay up a bit longer,” she said, staring into my eyes. Then she reached down with both hands and pulled off her top, exposing her perky tits, which I now knew were fake. I looked down at the breasts—at least they looked convincing. At least they were round and perky and soft. I wanted to grab them and squeeze them, but Ava made me hesitate when she grabbed her skirt and shimmied it down along with her panties, exposing her long, curved cock, dangling peacefully between her thighs.

I stared at her as my heart pounded and my legs trembled. She was naked, showing off her dual-gendered body. I didn’t know what to do. Why was she suddenly offering herself to me? What happened to waiting until marriage? “I thought we were going to wait,” I said.

“I guess I changed my mind,” she said. “You can have me now.” She smirked.

I looked into her big, shining eyes. I didn’t want to upset her, but I didn’t want to fool around with her either. It was already bad enough that we shared a bed together. It was bad enough that I felt her sweat when we were on the dance floor: another male’s sweat rubbing onto my body. But I couldn’t possibly make it through the next fifty days without indulging in some form of intimacy. If I was going to become an American, I would eventually have to bite the bullet and fool around with her.

So I slowly reached out and put my hands on her soft sides. At least she felt like a woman. At least she had a cute face. At least she had long hair, and not some sort of boyish short haircut. She stepped forward and we kissed. She gently grabbed my shirt and pulled it off of my body. Then she pressed her chest against mine. I could feel the tackiness of her sweat, from a long night on the town. She rubbed against me, and then she began to fiddle with my belt. It came off in a few seconds, hitting the floor along with my pants. She sunk to her knees and tugged down my boxers. I stood motionless: rigid all over with fear as she lifted my cock and put it into her mouth. Now it made sense why she was so good at sucking cock: of course she knew her way around a cock. Of course she knew what would feel good.

I closed my eyes and tried to keep them closed, so I wouldn’t end up looking down at her growing erection, which was perfectly in the open. She held my cock firmly and bobbed her head quickly. Sadly, I got a quick erection—but only because she knew how to make her lips feel so good. It was just friction—it’s not like I was suddenly gay or anything like that.

Once I was erect, she stood up and pressed herself against me. But now she was erect as well, and our boners were pressed together. She giggled before reaching down, grabbing both cocks with one hand. She jerked them up and down while I tried my hardest not to shudder with disgust. I could feel her foreskin pulling up and down against my cock; it was a horrible feeling.

She gently pushed me down onto the bed. She giggled again as she crawled on top of me. I knew that I was going back into that asshole. But I had no choice. I had to keep her thinking that I liked her. It’s not like I had anything to lose at this point. I’d already fucked her in the asshole once. Maybe I could somehow convince myself to come quickly, so the terror would be over quickly.

Then she nudged my legs apart and lifted up my ball sack while holding her erection with her other hand. She giggled again. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I thought it would be fun if I was top tonight,” she said.

“What does that mean: top?” I said.

She smirked and bit her lip. She didn’t have to tell me; I figured it out on my own. I wanted to throw her off of me and scream at her. But instead, I gently said, “I don’t think I’m into that. Why don’t you just sit on my cock, baby?” I thought I was doing an amazing job of remaining calm.

She shook her head. “If you want to marry me, then you’ll need to be okay with being on the bottom from time to time—or maybe most of the time.” She giggled again. She was a bit drunk, and apparently the booze was making her much more outgoing. I’d never seen her like this. She was freely showing off a whole side of herself that I didn’t know existed.

I felt her tip nestle up between my butt cheeks. I closed my eyes, not sure what to do. I groaned and bit down hard on my tongue. The simplest solution in my mind was: just take it. I just needed to let her fuck me. It was an easy way to convince her that I liked her, and it was a small price to pay to become an American. So I let her push her big cock into my ass. I could feel my hole stretching within seconds of her penetrating my anus. I groaned and she giggled. She kept pushing, stretching me wider and wider. “It hurts,” I said.

“You need to relax,” she said, rubbing her hand on my chest. “Just try to relax.”

I felt so emasculated: on my back with my legs spread wide. I’d never been penetrated before, and now I was getting a ten inch rod in my rectum. It didn’t feel right, but I needed that green card. So I took a deep breath and I forced my anus to relax. And somehow, after a minute of focusing, everything relaxed. She pressed in deep and I screamed. Then she began to gently thrust in and out. “That’s good,” she said. “Doesn’t it feel nice?” She reached down and grabbed my cock, which was still erect for some strange reason.

I nodded my head, despite my strong urge to tell her that it felt horrible. She gently clutched my cock and jerked it, as if she was trying to reward me for taking her big dick. At least the jerking felt nice. She kept thrusting: in and out, in and out, in and out. The pain was going away. And there was something else: a tingling between moments of terror. I was worried that her thick girth was going to leave me permanently disabled. But that tingling was kind of nice, and it was getting nicer, growing from my butt to my cock. Suddenly, my legs went limp and my head sunk back onto my pillow. I let out a long sigh of relief as she began to thrust faster, sinking her cock deeper.

It was starting to feel good: very good. I was moaning. I didn’t want it to end. I was starting to like the way her veins felt as they rubbed my anal walls. I loved the way her tip would tease my rim before plunging back into me. Everything about it felt amazing. “Oh God,”I groaned. And then I started to moan in Romanian, which made her giggle. She started to pound me harder, slapping her pelvis into my butt. “Don’t stop,” I heard myself say. “Please don’t stop.”

“You’re coming,” she said. I opened my eyes and saw that she wasn’t lying. My cock was spewing come on my chest, but the euphoria wasn’t stopping. I was shocked and impressed at the same time. I was feeling pleasure in parts of my body that I didn’t know could feel pleasure. Everything was tingling. My whole body was warm.

She let go of my cock and grabbed my sides with both hands. She rammed harder and harder, straining as her cock stiffened in my anus. Then she burst, spilling her thick, gooey load inside of my body. I screamed out in pleasure. Then she fell forward, pressing her fake tits against my cum-streaked chest. We kissed. I sunk my fingers into her soft hair, and then I began to caress her soft body. I didn’t want her to pull her cock out from my ass. I liked how it was plugging me, keeping that warm cum inside of my body. But I could feel that she was getting soft, and I knew it had to come out eventually.

She rolled over and took a deep breath. Her cock slid out from my body and I suddenly felt empty and strange. I could feel the hot goo rushing down my anal passageway. It all felt so strange. But the strangest part of it all was that I liked it. It wasn’t a miserable experience. It wasn’t horrible. It was nice, and a part of me wanted to beg her to get her cock up again so we could have a second round.

But I didn’t want to like it. I didn’t want to enjoy my time with my transgender fiancee. I was straight, and I was supposed to be looking forward to my life as a single American. I was supposed to be dreaming about banging curvy blonde chicks, but instead I was now fantasizing about getting Ava’s long shaft in my asshole.


CHAPTER 7
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We only had thirty-two days left before the wedding when we went to check out our wedding venue, and to meet with the caterer. It was early in the afternoon, before the place received its usual nighttime rush. They sat us down at a small table in the corner and brought out many plates of food for us to try. Then they asked us question after question about our wedding day: what order food should be served in, what colour we wanted our napkins to be, what kind of music they should put on the speakers. Ava had put some thought into all of the details and I didn’t care in the slightest, so I just remained silent while she talked to the venue manager.

I started zoning out, looking out the window at New York City. It had been two months since I’d landed in America, and the sight of that magnificent skyline was now more incredible than ever. I couldn’t wait to start working. I couldn’t wait to begin my real life. I looked down from the buildings at a group of young women, walking down the road. They were all dolled up for some event or another. They looked at me and smiled, and my heart throbbed. There was something so appealing about American women: they were so beautiful and so strangely confident. I wanted to fuck every last one of them. I wanted to bend them all over and pull their long hair while ramming my long cock down their tight pussies. I wanted to—

Suddenly something curled around my cock. I perked up and looked down, nearly gasping. Ava had her heeled shoe off and her foot was nestled between my legs. She was gripping my cock with her toes while still talking to the venue manager. I cleared my throat as the manager looked towards me. “Is everything alright?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “I just swallowed some water funny,” I said, clearing my throat.

Ava looked at me with a grin. She began to knead my shaft gracefully with her cute toes, working through the denim of my jeans. I’m not sure how she located my shaft with so much ease. Luckily, there was a long tablecloth hanging over my lap, hiding the foot job from view.

The manager asked a few more questions and then he walked away, giving us a minute to ‘chat about the food options’. But Ava didn’t want to chat. The second the man was out of earshot, she looked at me and said, “Unzip your fly and take your cock out.”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

“Do it.”

But the place was starting to get busy. Waitresses and hostesses were showing up for work and older diners were coming in for the blue haired specials. Just twenty feet away, a hostess was seating a table of five. “Can’t this wait until we’re home?” I asked.

I watched her expression drop. “You’re no fun,” she said. And then she looked down at her plate. She looked genuinely upset that I didn’t want to partake in her risky game. But it really was a risky game: illegal as well as unsanitary. I didn’t want to upset her. I didn’t want her thinking that I wasn’t any fun. I had a bad feeling that she was catching onto my little scheme. A few days before, she nearly caught me texting a blonde bimbo I met at a bar. And a few days before that, she looked like she was going to cry when I passed on going out for dinner with her, so that I could meet up with my friends. I’d managed to go nearly three weeks without having to spend more than an hour with her, and I’d managed to dodge all of her sexual advances—but I was clearly started to lose my grip on her.

So I groaned and looked around to make sure nobody was looking. Then, with the tablecloth draped on my lap, I unzipped my fly and slipped out my cock. “Okay, it’s out. Are you happy?” I asked in a whisper.

She looked up with a smile. Then that foot slid between my legs again, and those warm toes curled around my bare cock. It was an awkward feeling, knowing that a tablecloth was all that was between me and a sex offender registry. It wasn’t even a minute before her second foot was up, nudging my thighs apart so she could get both sets of toes around my growing erection.

I didn’t want to get hard, but she knew how to give a foot job. She knew how to pull her toes up to my tip with the perfect amount of pressure. She even knew how to use the tip of her big toe to tickle the tip of my cock. It wasn’t long before I was squirming. The manager came back with some paperwork that we both needed to sign. He also had more questions, but I wasn’t able to focus on his words as the euphoria between my legs grew stronger and stronger. Ava wasn’t stopping. Her foot job continued without pause, even while she was chatting with the manager. I could feel my face turning red. I bit down hard on my tongue and let a small groan slip.

I was about to come, and I was already feeling the shame. Those feet were technically men’s feet. It didn’t matter how many hormone pills Ava consumed, or how many surgeries she underwent: nothing she could do could change those feet. At least she kept her skin soft. At least she painted her nails so the feet would look more feminine. And she had smaller feet, which looked and felt girly. But in my head, I knew the reality: I knew that foot job was basically a gay act.

I came, spewing cum onto the underside of the table before coating her warm feet. She giggled. The manager looked at her. “I’m sorry. Is something funny?” he asked with a curious look.

Ava shook her head. “No. Sorry. Go on.”

She squeezed my cock hard with both of her feet, draining that last drop out from my tip. She her feet slipped off of my chair and I quickly zipped up my fly, praying there wasn’t cum all over the front of my jeans. Hopefully it all ended up on her painted toes.

“I’m missing one form,” the manager said. “I’ll be right back.” He zipped away and then Ava looked into my eyes.

“That was cute,” she said.

I bit my tongue and forced a smile. I wasn’t happy about the public foot job. I wasn’t thrilled that she was able to get me off, and in only a few minutes. What did that say about me? Was I more of a degenerate than I thought?

“Now do me,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

She winked. “It’s already out. So do me—before we have to go.”

“No way,” I snapped.

“You want to get married, right?” She smirked and winked, and I had no idea if she was serious. Would she cancel the wedding if I didn’t do it? I felt like I had to make up for all of the disappointment I’d been responsible for over the past two months. I felt like I hardly had a grip on her—like she was on the verge of realizing I wanted the green card and not her as a wife. I had to do it. I had to massage her cock with my feet.

So I carefully slipped my shoes off and I extended my feet out, onto the seat, between her legs. I found her cock with my toes, then she grabbed my feet with her hands. “One second,” she said, and then she pulled off my socks. “Now do it.”

Then the manager came back with the other form. I felt stiff and awkward, trying to keep my torso still while pumping her long cock with my toes. It was squishy, but it was getting hard fast. I could feel it throbbing. She would squirm with delight when my toes pulled up over her tip. It was actually kind of fun, seeing what kind of reactions I could get out of her by clutching harder or rubbing faster. She really liked it when I would go low and massage her balls with my toes. Her eyes were nearly rolling into the back of her head. Her cock was throbbing hard. She was trying to sign a form when she suddenly let out a soft moan.

I felt her cock pulse. “Are you okay?” the manager asked. Then I felt the warm goo pouring down my left foot, then my right foot. I could feel her thick substance trickling over my toes. I held her shaft tight, trying not to laugh.

She nodded her head and said, “I’m fine. I’m all good.” Then she shuddered and groaned. One last large glob of semen rolled down my foot, then I carefully retracted my legs. The manager gave us both a strange look before walking away, then we both started laughing. Sure, the act was degenerate and maybe it was gay, but it was fun and silly. In a weird way, it made me feel closer to Ava: a shared experience that we could giggle about—which we did giggle about later that night when we went out for drinks.

I ended up having one drink too many. I took Ava by the hand and led her to the men’s bathroom. We went into a stall and I pulled down my pants and bent over the toilet (which had thankfully just been cleaned). “Do it quickly,” I said. The alcohol was overriding my sensibilities. I knew I was engaging in an act that I wanted nothing to do with, but I couldn’t help it: it felt nice. And it was probably for the best. It was probably a good thing to keep her thinking that I was sexually attracted to her and everything she had between her thighs.

And she had the decency to give me a wrap-around handjob while she pumped my bum full of her thick semen. I had a tough time walking in a straight line after that bathroom romp.

When I woke up the next morning, I promised myself that I would do everything I could to avoid having sex with her again. We were now less than a full month away from being married. It seemed unlikely that she would call off the wedding now. I knew that I could just do my best to stay away from the apartment whenever she was around, and then I could slip under the radar to get my green card.

But it was five days later when I caved to feelings I wished I didn’t have. I went out with my friends and had a few too many drinks. Once the buzz kicked in, I could only think of Ava’s long, smooth cock. I wanted it so badly. I had to have it. So I snuck out from the bar and took a cab home. Ava was asleep when I came in, but that didn’t stop me from slipping under the covers and pulling up her night dress. She woke up. “What are you doing?” she asked as I was just about to sink her shaft into my mouth. I didn’t reply. I just kept going, and she didn’t stop me. I sucked her until she was hard, then I climbed up on top of her and bounced on her cock until I felt her thick substance filling my tight passageway.

I didn’t think too much into it, until a week later when it happened again: I left the bar so I could crawl into bed with Ava—so I could feel that long, hard erection piercing up inside of me. But this time was different: this time, I wasn’t drunk. I’d only had a single beer before leaving the bar. I wasn’t even a tiny bit buzzed. I was acting on my own freewill, and I still ended up coming within minutes: moaning out with euphoria.

I didn’t sleep that night. I stared at the ceiling and tried to figure out what was happening to me. Was I falling for my fiancee? Was I still going to be able to leave her once I had my green card? I looked over and watched her sleeping. I tried to imagine myself laying next to a curvy blonde, but the fantasy didn’t resonate. When I was fooling around with Ava, I was no longer thinking about cute blondes. Instead, when girls came up to me at the bars, I found myself wishing they were more like Ava. I was starting to like her long, curly hair. I was starting to like her thin, slight body. I liked her small perky tits and her tight bum. And I really loved her big cock.

One girl came up to me at the bar one evening and sat on my lap. She started grinding me, even though we hadn’t even spoken. Then she bent over and kissed me. I froze up with terror, not sure what to do. A part of me wanted to go along with it. I wanted to convince myself that I was still single, despite what I had going with Ava. But another part of me felt guilty for letting it happen.

I moved my hands down the girl’s body, feeling her soft breasts and her curvy hips. I was just starting to relax, and then I slipped a hand between her thighs, grabbing her by the cunt. She was wet. She giggled as my fingers slipped down her slit. “Finger me right here,” she whispered, even though we were sitting at a booth in a busy bar.

But I was suddenly turned off. Maybe a part of me was hoping to find a cock between those legs. Maybe I was hoping to blink and see Ava on my lap instead of the blonde bimbo. So I shook my head. “I’m engaged,” I said. She looked at me with narrowed eyes, then she climbed off of me and went to the next guy. He ended up fingering her while his friends laughed around him.

And I sat in a state of silent shock. I’d just turned down my exact type. Why? Was I worried that Ava would find out and the wedding would be cancelled just a couple of weeks before the big day? Or was I starting to have real feelings for Ava?


CHAPTER 8
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Our wedding day came in a flash. It seemed like an eternity away, and then I was suddenly sitting there in my suit, next to her at a table, with the paperwork in front of me. A man handed me a pen, and then I looked around at Ava’s friends, and my own friends who ended up coming despite not originally being on the wedding list. Everyone was smiling genuinely, except for my own good friend from Moldova, who had a sly smirk on his face. He was one of the ones that I told the truth to. He knew I was only marrying Ava for a green card.

And now, everyone was waiting for me to sign the papers. Once that signature was on the page, I was basically an American citizen. Sure, the papers needed to be sent in and it would take a few days to process—but that would all be handled by the suited man currently staring at me with the rest of them. “Go ahead, Vlad,” said Ava. She was looking a bit nervous. She’d already signed her half of the paperwork. Now I just had to press my hand down.

I felt guilty. There hadn’t been enough time to really think about this. Was I letting her down? Would I break her heart if I left her the moment my green card arrived? Did she really think that I loved her? But it wasn’t just guilt in my gut: there was confusion as well.

What did she see in me? Why did she fall in love with me so quickly? Why did she want to get married so quickly? Why was she willing to fly me to America on such an expensive flight and pay for all of my applications? I looked at her and she looked at me. I’d been nothing but a sleazeball, so what could she possibly see in me?

“Are you going to sign it?” she asked me.

I bit down on my tongue. Until that moment, it hadn’t felt real. It didn’t matter to me if I had a divorce on my record, but I didn’t want to put her through the same thing.

“You want to get married, right?” she asked softly—quiet enough that the guests couldn’t hear her.

And in that moment, I realized that I did want to get married. I wanted to be with her. I felt terrible for all of the times I left her alone in the apartment. I felt awful for letting myself ogle other women. If we were going to part ways in a few days, then I knew that I was going to regret all of the time we didn’t spend together when we could have been with each other. So maybe I loved her, despite what I’d thought for so long.

But there was still something bugging me: what was her agenda? Originally, she’d planned on keeping her cock a secret from me until we were married. Did she think that she could trap me? Did she think that I wouldn’t divorce her the moment I found it? And why did she want to marry me after a single night together. “Do you want to get married?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Why do you think I signed the paper?” she said with a nervous laugh.

“But why me? Why did you go through so much trouble to bring me here. I mean—you hardly knew me. You knew almost nothing about me.”

I just couldn’t sign the paper. I loved her, but I had a bad feeling that she didn’t love me. I had a bad feeling that she was up to something, the way that I’d been up to something for so many months.

“I knew enough,” she said.

“But what did you even know?”

She made a cute smile. “I knew that you liked me, and everything I had to offer.”

“But you didn’t know that,” I said.

She looked into my eyes. “I know that you were drunk that night. Maybe you don’t remember. We spent that whole night together. When we got to your place in Moldova, I told you my secret, and then you told me your secret—and we kissed. It’s okay that you don’t remember—but I’ll never forget.” And as she said it, I did suddenly remember. She was right: she did tell me that she was a transgender back in Moldova, the night we met. The alcohol had temporarily erased that moment from my memory. She even pulled down her pants to show me her shaft, and then I told her that I’d always wanted to be with a well-hung woman.

It wasn’t something I was proud of before. It was a fetish that I kept repressed for many years. But occasionally it would come through in my fantasies—occasionally, I couldn’t help but imagine a girl with a big, hard dick. I’d never told anyone—at least I thought I’d never told anyone, but apparently I told Ava. Apparently that night we spent together was very romantic, and not just a strange encounter with a random American chick.

“I’d never met anyone who was so understanding before. It just seemed like we were meant to be together.” And she was right. Now that I’d spent a few months with her, it really did seem like we were meant to be together.

Now I felt foolish. I felt like scum and I felt the worst guilt of my life. But I was being given a chance at redemption. I was about to sign off on my vows, and I now had the opportunity to truly live by them. So I reached out and I signed the paperwork. Then I looked at her with a nervous smile and said, “When I came here, I was really just hoping for the green card. But now, I couldn’t care less. I just want you. If you want to live here or if you want to go back to Moldova—or anywhere—it makes no difference. As long as I have you.”

She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. “I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together,” she said. Our friends cheered. The waitresses brought out the food. We ate quickly and then we snuck away while the other guests were finishing their meals. “We have to be quick,” Ava said as we slid into the dark coat closet.

“I know I won’t last long,” I said as I undid my belt. I turned around and bent over, and then I felt her long, perfect cock sliding up my asshole. I liked the feeling of her wedding dress against my back and my bare legs while she thrusted in and out of me. But more than anything, I liked the thought that I would have that perfect girl and her perfect dick with me for the rest of my life.

THE END
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BIG BLIND LOVE


Rudy wants one thing in life: to find love. He gets his chance when the popular TV show, Blind Love, accepts his application. He meets with the show’s producers and lawyers and agrees to be documented for six straight weeks, starting in the Pairing Mansion where he will meet a dozen girls in the ‘Pairing Pods’, unable to see any of them before he’s expected to propose to one of them.

Right out of the gate, he hits it off with Yolanda, a quirky, bubbly character. She seems to be everything he’s been looking for in a girl, but she has a big, thick secret.


CHAPTER 1
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The first big red flag came when we pulled up to a large warehouse in the middle of the city’s industrial sector. It didn’t look at all like the Pairing Mansion on the show, and I was surprised when the producer sitting next to me said, “Here’s your home for the next week.”

“I’m sorry—excuse me?” I said, looking up at the rusty building. The sun was just beginning to rise above the distant skyline. I rubbed my eyes and looked around, thinking maybe the Pairing Mansion was in another direction. Maybe the warehouse was just where they stored their filming equipment. But there was nothing around but big, ugly warehouses.

“It’s just a week,” the producer said. “And just think about it this way: your future wife is inside of that building right now. Your soulmate is just on the other side of that big tin wall.”

“Where’s the Pairing Mansion?” I said, looking around again. I was tired. I wasn’t used to being up earlier than 11:00 AM, never mind 4:30 AM—not to mention the fact that I couldn’t sleep; I spent the night tossing and turning and worrying that I’d made the biggest mistake of my life signing up for that reality television show.

“This is it,” the producer said with a big smile. The producer was a middle-aged woman with a thin face and a big nose. She was wearing a full face of makeup and she had her hair done in loose curls, making me think she’d been up since 1:00 AM getting ready. Nestled between her thin thighs was a giant thermos of coffee, which she had been practically chugging nonstop since I got into the car, which picked me up at my little apartment on the other end of town.

“I’m confused,” I said.

She laughed and took another big sip from her coffee, which smelled burnt. “The Pairing Mansion you see on the show is just stock footage of some rich guy’s house in Spain. This is the real Pairing Mansion. We’ll do a few green screen shots later with you, and then they’ll comp you into some outside shots in post. The DIT will probably be in charge of all that. He’s actually more of a DMT, and sometimes a 2nd AD when Karl’s out for a smoke.”

I wasn’t familiar with all the lingo: comp, post, DIT, DMT, 2nd AD… though I knew what a green screen was, because they had one in high-school A/V class. I had no film or television experience. I was just a guy who went onto the production’s website and signed up to be part of the fourth season of Blind Love.

“Did I introduce myself, by the way?” the producer said. “I’m so sorry. I’m Karen. I’m going to be your designated producer. I’ll be your new best friend for the next six weeks. Excited?” She looked into my eyes, showing me her enlarged, caffeinated pupils.

I stared back at her silently as a confused sensation churned in my gut. “I think so,” I said. “I’m Rudy.”

“I know you are,” she said. Then she gave the binder next to her a pat. RUDY was printed in large letters on the binder. The binder was loaded with papers, and I could see a picture of my face poking out the top.

“What is all of that?” I asked.

“It’s your file,” she said. “All your paperwork and all the dirt our investigation team dug up on you.” She winked at me.

“Dirt?” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “God, it’s a joke, Rudy. Now c’mon, let’s get you in wardrobe.” Her walkie talkie suddenly crackled to life. “Karen, you around? Over.”

She picked it up. “This is Karen. Go.”

“Sound is running late—left his Comteks at home. We’re pushing ten minutes.”

Karen suddenly closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Are you fucking kidding me?” she snapped. “Get Bruce on finding a new sound team. I’m fucking sick of Adam’s shit. Wait until the end of the day and then tell him not to come back tomorrow.” She took another deep breath. “Over.”

“Got it. Over,” said the frightened man on the other end of the walkie talkie. Then Karen turned and looked at me with a warm smile.

“Did they do the consult with you, or do I have to do that?” she asked.

“Consult?” I said.

She groaned. “Okay, let’s get you into wardrobe. We’ll talk there.” She stepped out from the car and grunted as she picked up the heavy binder, which must have weighed thirty pounds. I didn’t realize how short she was until I got out of the car and jogged up next to her. The top of her head wasn’t even at my sternum. I looked around one more time. A few men were loading lights and light stands into the warehouse through an open bay door.

“So the real Pairing Mansion is just the back of an old warehouse?” I asked.

“No,” Karen said. “It’s the whole warehouse. We’re just coming in through the back because they’re loading the girls in through the front. Last season, one of the guys accidentally say the girls before we started filming. That was a gigantic pain in the ass. We had to get lawyers involved, and non-disclosure agreements written up. I’m not even supposed to be telling you.”

“Really?” I said. My excitement was quickly fizzling into apprehension. When I woke up that morning, I thought they would take me to a giant mansion where I would pick out a bedroom and meet some likeminded dudes before being sent to the Pairing Pods to chat with girls through a wall. I didn’t think there would be so much preparation work. I didn’t think the show was quite so fabricated. Now I was starting to wonder just how much of the show was fake. Would they really let me pick my own partner? Were the next six weeks just going to be staged, with long hours in wardrobe and makeup?

We went in through a small metal door, which spat us out into a long, narrow hallway. Karen pointed at an uninteresting door and said, “The kitchen set is just that way.” Then she pointed to another door. “The bedroom sets are that way.” And another door. “The Pod sets are down there. And the green room is just up here.”

She pushed open a door and held it for me. I went in. A number of male faces turned towards me. “Hi,” I said softly as I walked into the room.

The men all nodded. They were all mostly naked, standing in their undies with reddened faces. A group of women were quickly sorting through racks of clothing. “Take off your clothes,” Karen said.

“Right now?” I said.

“C’mon, Rudy. Don’t stall on me now. We’re running behind.”

So I took off my clothes, which I’d put on that morning for the show. No one told me that I wouldn’t be wearing my own clothes. I didn’t want to wear random clothes picked out from a rack of generic outfits, but I also didn’t want to slow things down; I didn’t want to add to Karen’s stress. The men watched me closely as I stripped down, but nobody said anything. The room was frighteningly silent, considering it was filled with twelve people.

“Okay,” Karen said before taking a deep breath. “Let’s go over what you missed in your consultation. I don’t know if they just forgot to do it with you, or if you maybe weren’t paying attention—like right now.”

I looked at Karen quickly. “Huh? I’m paying attention.”

“Then look at me. Quit staring at the naked men.”

“Are they the other guys?” I asked.

“Focus, Rudy. I need your full attention right now. This is important stuff. Every morning, you need to be on time for hair, makeup, wardrobe, and sound. You’ll get a call sheet every evening telling you what time to be up at. If you’re late more than once, I swear to God we’ll write you off the show. We did it with Brandon last season and we’ll do it again if we have to.”

“Really? That’s why Brandon left? I thought his mom was in the hospital and he had to go,” I said, remembering the very dramatic plot-line where all of the guys wake up one morning to find out that Brandon had left the Pairing Mansion.

“Don’t worry about that,” said Karen. “For the next six weeks, think of me as your boss. When I tell you to stand somewhere, I expect you to stand there. When I tell you to walk somewhere, I expect you to walk. You want to be paid at the end of all this? Then be sure to listen up.”

“What’s a call sheet?” I said, still trying to figure out what she was talking about before.

She sighed and planted her face into her hands. “Why are you so green?”

“Green?” I said.

“Oh God, Rudy, don’t do this to me,” she said with a loud sigh. “Look—you’ll figure it out. How’s about we leave it at that? The big thing right now is, don’t go through doors that you haven’t specifically been told you can go through. Got it? If you end up seeing one of the girls, I’m going to be beyond pissed off. Don’t be late for your call time. Don’t ever turn off your lav. And just remember that I know everything and everything I tell you is the absolute truth. Got it?”

“Sure,” I said. And then I forced an awkward smile. “But what’s a lav?”

She pressed her lips thin. “How’s about don’t turn anything off or on? Just don’t touch anything unless it’s your own dick.”

“Alright.”

A woman came up to me with a white dress shirt and a pair of brown pants. She pressed both up to my body. “Should we go lighter or darker?” she asked.

“You want to put him in a white shirt? He’s going to glow like Jesus on Easter. Don’t be an idiot,” said Karen.

The five other men in the room had their own producers, all women. None were quite as explosive as Karen. Most of them looked tired, chugging their own large thermoses of coffee. They kept stepping aside together to whisper and giggle, and then the mood would suddenly die when the walkie talkies crackled and someone said something along the lines of, ‘We’re running late.’

“I’m Xander,” said the man next to me after jabbing me in the arm with his elbow. “What’s your name?”

“Rudy,” I said.

Xander had thick arms and a big, cartoony jaw. He had his blonde hair slicked back, and his voice was a good octave deeper than mine. “Did I see you at the Heartland audition?”

I shook my head. “No,” I said. “I’m not an actor.”

“You’re not? Oh shit, are you one of the contestants?”

I nodded my head.

“Sorry, dude. You looked like an actor.” He gave me another nudge with his elbow as he cracked a big grin. “Are you excited?”

“Wait—are you just an actor? Are you not a contestant?”

Xander looked over at Karen. Karen rolled her eyes and sighed and then she walked away. “Didn’t they tell you at your consult?” he said. “Six actors and six contestants on both sides. Have you never watched the show?”

“Well, I know they only make six pairs in the end, but I assumed that was just because some people don’t end up finding love, or whatever.”

He laughed and shook his head. “No. Six contestants and six actors. I actually have a wife. Her name is Aubrey. She’s a huge fan of the show. She pushed me to audition.”

“Right…” I said, staring at the man. He did look a bit familiar—maybe an extra on some show that I had on in the background once while I was cleaning my apartment. “So does that mean all the contestants pair up?” I said.

“That’s what it means,” Karen said from behind me. “And you would know that had you been paying attention during your consult.” But I couldn’t remember any consult—unless the consult was when they brought me to the office to fill out paperwork. They handed me a stack of papers to sign and then they talked to me while I signed them. I couldn’t remember what they were saying as I tried to read as much of the fine-print as I could. “You’ll be leaving this place with a fiancee whether you like it or not.”

My heart fluttered. I signed up for the show because I wanted to find love. I wanted to leave the Pairing Mansion with a fiancee, like all the other contestants in the previous seasons. But I assumed that I only had around a fifty percent chance—maybe less. I just assumed nothing would happen if I didn’t end up clicking with a girl. I had no idea that I’d signed up to be engaged to a stranger, no matter what.

“Is your face always this pale, or do we need to get some darker powder on your skin?” Karen said.

“Huh?” I said. Everything was happening so fast. Maybe my friends were right—maybe signing up for Blind Love was a terrible idea.

It was only a few nights before when my buddy, Tanner, invited me out to have a drink. “Don’t do this, man,” he said to me once our drinks arrived. “You’re making a huge mistake. Haven’t you looked up the past contestants? Know how many are still married? Like, maybe three couples. The rest are all divorced. You want to be divorced? You think dating is tough now—try being divorced. And not to mention how humiliating that show is. You will literally have millions of people watching you and your girl fight about how you suck in bed. Did you see that episode? The one where the girl says that the guy is shit in bed? How much do you want to bet that that guy killed himself after that episode aired?”

“But maybe I’ll find a girl that I really get along with,” I said. “Maybe we won’t fight. Don’t worry about me. I think it’ll be fun.”

He scoffed and shook his head. “Fun,” he said under his breath. “You’re making a big mistake.”

“I’m not, and I can’t wait to prove it to you,” I said. And the very next night, another friend brought me to a bar to have a drink, and he gave me the same speech.

“You know it’s a real marriage at the end of the show, right? And even if you say ‘I don’t’, you’ll still have to tell girls in the future that you’d been engaged.”

“It’s not like I have to propose to someone in the Pairing Pods. I can just see the options and then bail.”

But now, I was learning that that wasn’t the case. I couldn’t just check out what the show had to offer and then bail. Apparently, I’d signed an agreement saying that I would propose to a woman within the next week.

Karen was staring into my eyes now with a worried look on her face. “Are you okay, Rudy? You look like you’re about to pass out. Don’t tell me that you’re camera shy. I can’t handle another blackout on this show.”

“I’m fine. It’s just—will I get to pick my own girl, or have you already picked her out for me?”

“Look, Rudy. I get that this is all new for you, and I get that you’re overwhelmed. But you have to remember that this is a TV show, and real life doesn’t tend to make for good television. Our first three seasons had great ratings. Last season, not so much. It’s my job to keep the ratings up, no matter what, and sometimes that means a bit of staging and a bit of embellishing.”

“So what are you saying?” I asked.

“You’ll have six girls to pick from, and we’ll let you pick—or maybe I should say fight, with your fellow contestants. But there’s no turning back now, or you’ll owe this production a lot of money, because that will mean delaying for a week while we find someone to take your spot. And do you have any idea how much it costs to pay an entire crew for an entire week? You don’t want to know—believe me. We’ll start filming in the next hour. We’ll shoot a few scenes—and yes, they will be staged—and then we’ll do your first interview—and yes, we will feed you a few answers if we don’t like your answers—and then we’ll send you to the Pairing Pods. Once you’re in there, you’re on you own. Got it?”

I nodded my head slowly. I didn’t know what to think anymore, but I knew that I could let my friends be right about this being a huge mistake. I couldn’t live with that shame.

I had to prove that I made a good choice. I wouldn’t accept anything short of envy from my friends.


CHAPTER 2
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When my application to be a contestant on the show was accepted, I was ecstatic. I was sick of dating. I was convinced that I was born one hundred years too late. All of the websites and the apps and the social media—none of it was for me. And it’s not like I didn’t give Tinder a try; I tried it for months and only ever went on a few lousy dates before being ghosted.

Getting the attention of a decent-looking girl is hard. The competition is curiously fierce. I read online that there are three men for every one woman on the average dating website. But how could that be possible? Why were there so many more single men than women? Or were women just better at finding partners outside of the apps and the websites?

And the competition was obvious, even though I could never see it as a man. I would send a girl a message and then, nine times out of ten, I would never hear back. Sometimes I would get a short reply, and I could just tell that the girl had ten other guys to reply to. I was starting to become convinced that I was just aiming out of my league. Maybe I needed to lower my standards. But even when I lowered my standards, it was still nearly impossible to get a girl’s attention.

I ended up going on a date with a little brunette, who was pretty enough. Her name was Frankie. She was short and she wore baggy sweaters and short skirts. She didn’t wear much makeup, except around her eyes where she wore thick eyeliner, heavy eye shadow, and dense mascara. Her hair was frizzy and down to the middle of her back, and she would keep her sleeves pulled over her hands, making her look childish and innocent, even though she had a terribly foul mouth. “You don’t want to just fuck me and leave me, do you?” she asked within minutes of meeting up at a mall.

“No,” I said. “I’m looking for something long term.”

“Long term?” she said. “So why the hell are you on Tinder?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Where else am I supposed to look?” I asked.

Then she shrugged her shoulders. “Don’t ask me. I’m single. It just seems like a fucking weird place to try to find a wife. You know how many dick pics I get in a day? You know how many of my friends use Tinder to charge guys for sex? They say they aren’t prostitutes, but I don’t think they know what it means to be a prostitute.”

I nodded my head slowly.

“So are you not looking for something long term?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders again. “No. I’m just bored and had nothing else to do this weekend. Want to buy me some fries?”

I bought her the fries and then we walked around the mall. She was a bit of a firecracker, and it was obvious that she had no interest in me, but I felt like I was learning a lot about modern women. She was brash and honest, lifting away some of the mystery that had been clouding my attempts at dating for so long.

We sat down in the food court so she could eat her fries, and I had a chance to look over at her phone while she went to check her messages. “Don’t take it personally,” she said as she opened up Tinder to reply to her new Tinder messages. I didn’t take it too personally—maybe just because I was blown away by the number of messages she had.

Frankie wasn’t a fox. She was a 6.5 on a good day in the best lighting. But even she was nearly drowning in men asking her on dates. “Ugh,” she said. “I get so many of these.” She turned her phone to me to show me a picture of a skinny man with thick glasses and way more gum than tooth. “I swear there’s a factory somewhere just churning these guys out.” She deleted most of the messages, except for a couple from particularly handsome men.

“How many messages do you think you get a day?” I asked.

“Who has time to count?”

Then I had a strange thought. “Don’t you have to swipe on them before they can message you?” I asked.

She nodded. “I swipe on everyone. I’d hate to accidentally swipe left on my future soulmate—you know?”

She was a perplexing character. It was only a few minutes later when she logged onto her OnlyFans account to check her messages there. She looked up at me with a blank stare and said, “By the way—you should follow me on OnlyFans.” I didn’t know what that was, but I looked it up when I got home, and I found her on it. It was literally an app where a man could pay a woman to access her nude and pornographic pictures and videos. I didn’t pay the money to see Frankie’s content.

I was shocked and silent. I couldn’t believe the landscape that I was born into. It seemed like nobody had interest in finding a soulmate, outside of Christian dating websites. So how was I going to find love? Was I going to be single for the rest of my life?

It was that night, after my date at the mall with Frankie, when I saw the ad on my computer. “WANTED: Contestants for BLIND LOVE, filming to begin in May. Looking for a soulmate? Click here for more details!” The ad seemed like a sign from the gods, even though it was probably just a targeted ad that saw that I was on Tinder and seven other dating websites. And maybe it even saw that I’d performed a Google search just a few minutes before ‘Which website should I use to find my soulmate?’

So I read through the details on the Blind Love website, and then I found myself filling out an application. I didn’t want to go on another date with another Frankie. I wanted to find the other two girls—the two out of three single girls that weren’t on dating apps. If they weren’t on dating apps and they were looking for love, then maybe they were all signing up to be on Blind Love.

My application was approved a month later, and twenty-nine days after I’d forgotten I filled an application out at all. I was brought to an office building downtown where they handed me a stack of paperwork before leading me to a studio where they must have taken one hundred promotional pictures of me. “Do not tell the public that you’ll be on the show,” a lawyer told me. “Or we will file a lawsuit.”

“Okay,” I said, and then I was handed another small stack of forms to sign. Reading all of the paperwork would have been impossible; reading all that paperwork would have taken at least a year.

“If we see that you make any posts on social media, we will file a lawsuit,” he said.

“Got it,” I said.

“If we find out that a relative or friend of yours makes a social media post, we will file a lawsuit.”

“Sure,” I said.

“If you disclose any dates or locations from your call sheets, we will file a lawsuit.”

“So maybe I’ll just unplug my computer, turn off my phone, and sit alone in my apartment for the next month,” I said with a chuckle.

He stared at me with a blank expression on his face. “Want to avoid a lawsuit that would leave you bankrupt?” he asked.

“That would be ideal,” I said, feeling suddenly intimidated.

“Then maybe that’s not such a bad idea,” he said. And then he continued going through the list of ways I could end up being sued into poverty.

But how could I not tell my closest friends that I was going to be on the show? Blind Love was one of the most popular shows on Netflix, and I was going to be on it! A part of me wanted to warn my buddies, so they weren’t shocked and offended to see my face on their TVs without any notice. Another part of me wanted to brag. “But you can’t tell anyone until my season airs,” I said to them.

And it wasn’t long after that when they started pulling me aside to beg me not to do the show. “I just don’t want you to end up getting hurt,” Tanner said to me, that night we went for a beer together.

“I won’t get hurt,” I said. “I can handle it.”

“Remember Kelsey? Remember how you were after that?” he asked.

I felt my body tensing up and my face turning red. “I was fine after Kelsey,” I said. “We had a fine relationship and we decided to split up. It was mutual.”

“That’s not what I heard,” he said.

I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue, and I nearly leaned over the table to grab him by the throat. “You heard wrong,” I said. “It was perfectly mutual. We even still talk from time to time. We just knew that we were better off as friends.”

Kelsey cheated on me with her personal trainer. It was the most horrible experience of my life, even though we’d only been casually going out for four months. We had started talking about moving in together. I’d always dreamed of marrying my high school sweetheart, and we’d technically started our little relationship on the last month of high school.

I was devastated and angry when she accidentally sent me the message that was intended for the trainer. “I want to suck your big, sweaty cock so badly,” she wrote. “I just love the way you bend me over the weight bench and pound my tight pussy.” I threw up a couple of times after getting the message.

I wanted to tell all of her friends what she’d done, so that people would know that she had an evil heart, but the thought of people finding out that I’d been cheated on was just too humiliating. When the rumor started passing around that she’d cheated on me, the humiliation was almost unbearable. I reached out to Kelsey and begged her to tell people that the split was mutual. We came up with a story together and we stuck to it—but that rumor kept going around. It didn’t help that there was supposedly a picture Kelsey accidentally leaked of her own face covered in his cum.

“Whatever happened with Kelsey, I don’t want it happening again,” said Tanner. “I just want you to be happy. If you really want to find love, why don’t we go try out that speed dating thing that they do downtown?”

“We?” I said. “You’re married.”

“Well I can pretend not to be, if you want someone to do it with. I don’t like Erin would mind,” he said.

“I don’t know,” I said, scratching the back of my neck. “Speed dating is kind of embarrassing.”

He laughed. “But going on one of the most popular TV shows in the world isn’t embarrassing?” he asked.

I bit down on my tongue. Somehow it really didn’t seem that embarrassing. I’d overheard people talking about the show before—on the subway and in bars and cafes. Girls loved talking about how charming and handsome the men were. Guys loved talking about how hot the girls were. Sure, people also talked about the drama on the show, and how embarrassing it was—but I didn’t plan on having any drama. I’d always been an easy-going, patient guy. I knew how to avoid drama. I knew I just had to be honest every step of the way. How hard could it be to not fight or cheat or have a mental breakdown for six weeks?

“I’m doing the show,” I said to Tanner. “It’ll be good. Trust me. And you’ll love the girl I pick—if I end up picking one.” I had no idea when I said it that I was legally locked into picking a girl.

“It’s your life,” he said. “Just—if you see a red flag, run away.”

I winked and smiled and took a long sip from my beer.

And now I was in the green room with the other contestants, surrounded by red flags: an old warehouse was actually the Pairing Mansion, half of the ‘contestants’ were actually actors, everything was scheduled and many of the ‘scenes’ were scripted. They were going to impose me onto stock footage they got in Spain, so that the world wouldn’t know that the show was mostly a farce.

It was seeming more and more like Tanner was correct: this was a giant mistake.

“Okay, let’s get Rudy in for his interview,” said a voice through a walkie talkie.

“Is he mic’d up?” Karen asked the sound guy, who had previously been fiddling with the waistband of my underpants.

“He’s good to go!” said the sound guy.

“Rudy, c’mon. We’re running behind. Let’s see a bit of hustle.” I chased her out into the hallway and scurried behind her as she walked down the hall. She moved quickly considering her tiny height. “Okay, Rudy,” she said. “This is your introductory interview. It’s the first thing viewers will see, so try to be spunky. First impressions are everything. Do you want to do a line before you go on stage? I’ve got it if you want it.”

“A line?” I said.

“Cocaine, dummy,” she said.

“Oh. No. I don’t do that,” I said.

“That’s up to you. But if you’re lifeless in front of that camera, it’s my ass on the line. So if you want to try cocaine for the first time, I would suggest now as a good time to start.”

“I’ll pass,” I said.

“Fine. Just don’t disappoint me, Rudy.” She threw open a door and I was instantly blinded by bright stage lights. Karen didn’t seem to care about the blinding light as she walked towards the stage where a chair was set up in front of a green screen. “Sit here, Rudy. Where’s makeup? Why isn’t there a makeup girl here? The talent has some shine on his forehead. Don’t make me do his fucking makeup myself!”

“I’m here!” a young woman said, running out from the shadows between two tall lights. She awkwardly pulled a brush out from her pouch and started to wipe my face with a smelly powder. I nearly sneezed, and then I nearly coughed.

“Close your eyes,” the makeup artist said. Then she brushed some powder onto my eyelids.

When I opened my eyes, there was a crowd of men around me: three cameramen (with cameras), a sound guy with a boom pole dangling over my head, two men with clipboards and another man holding a tablet with all three camera feeds displayed. “Okay, Rudy,” said one of the clipboard-wielding men. “I’m going to be asking you questions. Please don’t talk over me. Wait two full seconds once I finish speaking before you start speaking. And answer all of my questions with a full answer. So if I say, how is your day going, don’t say ‘well’, say, ‘my day is going well.’ Got it?”

I nodded my head.

“Okay, let’s lock it up and roll sound.”

“Sound is speeding!” a voice called out from the shadows.

“Cameras,” said the man with the clipboard.

“Rolling.”

A young man thrusted a clapboard in front of my face. “Rudy interview one, take one.”

“Mark it!” said a cameraman.

He clapped the board and then disappeared back into the shadows. I wondered how many crew-members were standing in the shadows, waiting for me to finish my interview so they could set up for the next person.

“And action!” yelled the man holding the tablet.

“Introduce yourself, Rudy,” said the man holding the clipboard.

“Uh, okay,” I said, trying to sit up straight. “I’m, uh, Rudy. And, uh, I’m twenty-eight years old, and, uh, hoping to find a partner here at the, uh—on Blind Love.”

“No!” yelled the director. “Let’s do it again. Lose the stuttering and please at least try to smile. We have to have at least one likeable guy on this season. Start again!”

“Go ahead Rudy,” said the man with the clipboard.

I pressed my lips thin and took a deep breath. Then I forced a smile. “Hi. My name is Rudy. I’m twenty-eight and I’m hoping to find a partner on Blind Love.”

“Better, but we still know nothing about you aside from your age. Can’t you say something interesting? What do you do for a living? What’s your hobby? Do you draw anime girls with big titties for money on the internet? Anything! Go again!”

So I took another deep breath and tried to think of something interesting about myself. My job certainly wasn’t interesting: I worked in a retail store, selling sandals. And as for hobbies, I didn’t have many. I liked drawing but I hadn’t picked up a pencil in years. I liked cooking, but I usually ordered takeout because it’s hard to cook for one person.

“Any day now, Rudy,” the director said, peering at me over his thick rimmed glasses.

So I bit hard on my tongue, tried to muster up my best smile—even though my confidence in this experiment was quickly evaporating—and then I did my little introductory speech.


CHAPTER 3
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My season aired three months later.

“Tonight, men and women, looking for love, will choose their life partners completely blind,” said the host as the Spanish Pairing Mansion faded in from black. Then they cut inside the house, which was actually inside of a warehouse in Vancouver, British Columbia. They showed the girls stepping into a large pink room together, looking around as if they’d never seen the place before, even though it was probably the third or fourth take. “Twelve hopeful women…” said the host, and then the footage cut to the men walking into a large blue room. “And twelve hopeful men—all looking for love.”

I spotted myself in the back of the crowd. I was only on screen for a few seconds before they cut to footage of the Pairing Pods: small, dimly lit rooms, with large walls of stretched black nylon. I remembered those little rooms well—though they looked a lot bigger in the footage than they did in real life.

“Men and women will get to know each other through these walls, without seeing each other!” the host continued. “After a week in the Pairing Mansion, couples will choose to either get married, or to end the experiment.” They started showing the faces of the contestants—and the actors. I’d forgotten many of those faces—particularly the actors, who would do their scenes and then disappear for many hours, until they were needed again for more scenes. They let the actors go home to sleep at night, but we all had to sleep in that old warehouse, because the production was worried we would go home and tell everyone spoilers and secrets. Apparently signing non-disclosure agreements wasn’t quite enough.

I came on the screen, just for a brief moment as they rolled through the faces. I looked so innocent and naive, smiling nervously. They took the footage from my first interview, during that moment I was trying to gather the courage to introduce myself with a bit of gusto.

“These singles are about to embark on a journey of a lifetime. Some will find love, and some will struggle to make it to the finish line. And some of them have no idea what they’re in for.” The showed me again, once again looking nervous and oblivious. And I truly was oblivious. I really had no idea what I was in for.

“I’m Mark,” said a man with short hair and a dark stubble beard. He was very short in real life, but he didn’t look short at all in his footage. “I’m from Penticton, British Columbia, and I work as a firefighter.”

“I’m Casey, and I’m a single mom,” said an older-looking blonde woman; I never met her, so I assume she was an actress.

“I’m Donovan, and I’m a pilot.” Donavan was a real asshole during the production. Right until the end, I suspected he was an actor that they planted to provoke the other couples, and to muster up some drama. It certainly worked, though his relationship with Bailey certainly didn’t work, because days before the show aired, I saw him walking down the street, holding hands with a young twenty-year-old.

“Hi. I’m Bailey,” Bailey said with a cute smile, making the peace sign with her fingers. Bailey was cute enough, but her high-pitched voice got a bit annoying after a while.

I came on the screen. My body tensed up. “I’m Rudy, and I’m just here looking to find love.” My voice was deeper than I thought it was. I didn’t look nearly as nervous as I felt when we were filming. I was sure that my heart was fluttering on my chest as my heart slammed into my ribcage—but that wasn’t the case. My face didn’t even look red—or maybe they had to fix my skin color in post production. And my smile didn’t look too fake. I actually looked genuinely excited to be on the show—and very, very oblivious.

“I’m Peter,” said another actor. His real name was Hector, and he was a very outgoing homosexual in real life. He tried to sleep with all the other actors. He even came into the green room when I was getting a coffee and he asked if he could suck my cock. I declined, of course.

My phone started buzzing—just a few times at first, and then it was buzzing non-stop. All of my friends must have been watching the premiere—friends who knew I was going to be on the show, and friends who had no idea. My mother called, so I picked up. “Rudy, did you go on a television show or have I lost my mind?” she said. Before I could answer, my brother tried calling me. ‘Put Mom on hold and answer?’ my phone asked.

I opened my mouth to reply to my mother, and then a nervousness swept over me. My mother was about to learn a lot about me. All of my friends were about to learn a lot about me. And maybe I was about to learn a lot about myself. I was petrified. I’d been dreading this day for months. “Um,” I said. “Yeah. I was on that show. I guess that airs today, huh?”

“Why the hell didn’t you tell me?” my mom shouted. “Did you meet a girl? Wait… Are you married? Rudy, tell me the truth. Did you get married on television?”

I knew my mom was going to be disappointed. She wasn’t invited to the wedding. In fact, I went through a lot of trouble to make sure that she wasn’t invited to the wedding. I had to beg Karen not to reach out to her. They ended up bringing in an actress to play my mother at the wedding—and my father, and my brother, and my friends. It was a deal I made with Karen. “If I do this for you,” she said. “Then you have to make damn sure your story arc is entertaining. You have no idea how much shit I will get in if your story falls flat.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I told her—because I knew there would be no stopping my wife from letting her cat out of the bag.

My heart was pounding now as they introduced the other singles. I had to stand up and walk away from the television. I needed to close my eyes. I needed to breathe. Why did I ever sign up to be on that stupid show? Why did I volunteer to be the target of humiliation?

I took a deep breath, and then I grabbed the remote and turned off my television. “Hey mom, I’ll call you back later. I can’t really talk right now.” I hung up the phone. I wasn’t ready to watch the show—or talk about it. I couldn’t sit there and binge every episode the way my mother was about to. I needed to busy myself. I needed to get my mind away from the torrent of texts and phone calls that were coming towards me. They were bad now, but I knew they were going to be worse once people started watching the show.

I walked over to my bedroom but I didn’t turn on the light. The room was dim, just like the Pairing Pods. The air even smelled a bit like perfume. Those Pairing Pods always smelled like perfume. The girls learned very quickly that sound wasn’t the only thing that penetrated those thin nylon walls. And the girls wanted to catch the best boys, so they started caking on the perfume. And I have to admit that it worked. Some of those perfumes really threw my brain for a loop. It’s hard not to picture stunning women when beautiful floral scents are wafting up your nostrils.

I sat down on the edge of my bed and then I reached down to play with my wedding ring. I still wasn’t used to that ring, which they told us all to wear until the show had been out for at least a week. Apparently previous seasons had been spoiled when contestants were spotted in public without a wedding band around their finger. “You don’t want that lawsuit,” Karen told me, and I believed her.

My wedding band was a bit loose. It was always sliding down my finger, and I was terrified I was going to lose it—terrified it would fall into some gutter without me realizing, and then some paparazzo would snap a photo of me and bring a major lawsuit down on my head. That was the last thing I needed.

I could hear my phone buzzing uncontrollably in the other room. “What have I gotten myself into?” I whispered to myself.


CHAPTER 4
[image: ]


We spent three long hours in that large fake kitchen, shooting our opening scene. All of us guys were just supposed to be moving around the room, meeting for the first time. But we were all so nervous. None of us knew what to do. None of us had anything to say, because all we wanted to talk about was the show—but they wanted us to talk about how excited we were to find love. Then, halfway through the scene, the doors opened and the show’s host walked into the room. We were all supposed to act shocked and excited, which was difficult because half of us weren’t actors.

“Today, some of you will talk to your future wives for the first time,” the host said. He had a big clean-shaven jaw and flowing brown hair. He was a new host—apparently the host of the previous seasons was spending a year in rehab after being arrested with a trunk full of meth. So the man was essentially a stranger—having done a short stint as a host on an unseen MTV reality show—but we were supposed to act like he was Brad Pitt. So of course there were many retakes as the director didn’t believe our feigned excitement.

“Give your friend here a pat on the back,” the director said to me between takes. I looked over at the man next to me, who was a whole foot taller than me.

“Are you sure?” I said.

“Yeah. It will look cool.” So I tried giving him a pat on the back after the host walked into the room. It felt horribly awkward, like I was pretending to be part of the cast of Grease. It didn’t help that the guy tensed up every time I touched him.

“In just a few minutes, you will go and meet with twelve beautiful women. You won’t get to see them, but over the next week, you’ll get to know them intimately. Some of you will leave here as engaged men. Are you excited?” the host said.

We all clapped and nodded our heads.

But we didn’t get to meet the girls a few minutes later. Instead, we all had to take turns doing more interviews, which took hours. They wanted us to talk about how excited we were when we saw the host, and how excited we were to get started with the experiment. I looked at my watch and saw that we’d been filming for nearly ten hours already. The crew was beginning to change. The original three cameramen had left for the day and three new guys had arrived. All of the grips had swapped over, and there was even a new director. But for us contestants, it was never-ending. After my second interview, Karen came up to me and said, “Are you sure you don’t want a bit of coke? You have to meet with twelve girls, and you’ll have to do an interview between each meeting.”

“How long is that going to take?” I asked.

“They’re hauling in the big generator now, to power the 10Ks.”

“What does that mean?”

“10Ks are big lights that are about as bright as the sun. They’re going to shoot them through all the studio windows, so it still looks like daytime.”

The regret was swelling and churning in my stomach. I wasn’t used to working long hours. I was an eight hour max kind of guy. Ten hours was excruciating, and it sounded like I had at least another eight ahead of me.

And I was right: the next few hours were complete torture. My first meeting was with a girl named Kate. She had a sweet voice, but she wouldn’t stop talking about women’s rights. I had no problem with women’s rights, but I was looking for a wife, not an activist. She went on for twenty minutes, and I was tempted to remind her that we couldn’t go to sleep until all of the initial meetings were finished. “Do you think a woman has the right to earn more than a man?” she asked me.

“Uh,” I said, having not been completely listening as she ranted on and on. “I’m more into drawing. Do you like drawing?”

It wasn’t until my third meeting that I realized we were allowed to stand up and leave the room. The production didn’t seem have any requirements when it came to meeting in the Pairing Pods. Everything was fake except for the conversations that happened within those narrow walls.

My second meeting was with a nice girl, but her voice was intolerable. She was a bit nasally and she laughed between every sentence, even when she was talking seriously. We had a little bit in common, but not enough to keep me in that room. Then the third girl was a complete bore; all she wanted to talk about was partying, and her only semi-interesting question was, “Do you like tequila, or are you more of a vodka person?”

I left that room after just a couple of minutes. And it was after my fifth interview that Karen came up to me and said, “You know you have to pick one of these girls, right? You can’t just blow them all off.”

“There are still nine more girls,” I said.

“No, there are three more girls. You’re meeting the contestants first, then we’ll breeze through the actors.”

My heart stuttered. I’d already talked to half of the contestants, and they were all lousy picks. And what if they didn’t get any better? What if I’d already talked to my future wife? What if my future wife’s only somewhat interesting question was, ‘Do you like tequila or vodka better?’

I was exhausted and I was beginning to feel hopeless. Another terrifying thought occurred to me: even if the next three girls were winners, there were still six guys competing for them. I was still going to have to fight for whatever slim pickings the show had for me.

I looked down the hallway and watched as Donovan walked into a room to meet with one of the female contestants I hadn’t yet met. Donovan was a successful pilot, and he had a suave sort of voice to match his handsome appearance. How could I compete with him? If a girl had to pick between an airline pilot and a retail worker, of course she was going to pick the pilot!

Now I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. In my mind, I was starting to create faces for the voices I’d already met. The party girl was probably the least interest, but I could almost guarantee that she was the prettiest. If I was going to marry a dud, at least I could marry a pretty dud.

Next, I met with a girl named Bailey. She had a cute voice. “How’s it going, Rudy?” she asked after I introduced myself.

“I’ve been better,” I said.

“Why? What’s the matter?” she asked.

I took a deep breath and shook my head. I knew there were cameras filming me, though I couldn’t see them. In the Pairing Pods, the cameras were hidden, except for the overhead camera, which was thirty feet in the air and obscured in the darkness of the warehouse rafters. “Just starting to think that this was a mistake,” I said. “I mean—I hope they edit this out—I know we really aren’t supposed to be talking about it. But it just seems like this is all about ratings, and not at all about finding love.”

She was silent.

“Are you there?” I asked, looking at the nylon wall.

“I’m here,” he said with her cutesy voice. “I just think that you should relax a little bit. It’s all just for fun.”

“It’s a real engagement,” I said.

“So what?” she said. “No one cares about that anymore. I date guys who were married all the time. Pretty much everyone over thirty’s been married. In fact, it’s weird when I meet a guy over thirty who hasn’t been married, you know? It’s like—what the heck have you been doing for the last decade?” She giggled. I just couldn’t agree with her. I couldn’t handle the idea of having to tell women that I’d been engaged before—though I had a feeling every woman I would meet after the show aired would know. Blind Love was one of the most popular shows on TV, after all. People were still talking about those early seasons, talking about the contestants as if they knew them personally.

“Have you been married?” I asked.

She laughed. “No way. I’m only twenty-one,” she said. And then my stomach turned. She was a twenty-one year old girl who had apparently dated many older divorced men. If that wasn’t the kind of red flag Tanner warned me about, then I had no idea what a red flag was.

I bit down on my tongue. “I’m twenty-eight,” I said.

“Oh, you’re young,” she said.

“I mean, I’m seven years older than you,” I said.

“That’s nothing.”

“Really?” I said.

“I consider myself an old soul. All of my friends call me an old lady.”

“Really?” I said. I felt more of a connection with Bailey than with any of the girls before her, but she certainly wasn’t popping out at me as any sort of ‘dream girl’.

“Yeah. Just last week, I went out clubbing, and I was wearing this little yellow dress, and my friend was like, ‘Oh my God, Bailey, that’s a dress my mom would wear.’ So yeah, I guess I’m totally an old lady.” She giggled again. “I got so drunk that night. It’s not even funny.” And just like that, Bailey was suddenly not an option.

“It was nice chatting with you, Bailey,” I said.

“Wait. That’s it? We’ve only been talking for, like, two minutes,” she said.

“I—uh—I’m just really tired,” I said. “Maybe we can talk more tomorrow.”

“Okay. That sounds nice,” she said.

I didn’t know it at the time, but the process was made much easier for the girls, for whatever reason. The girls had their assigned rooms where they would hang out all day. Camera teams would come into the room to do the girls’ interviews, and then they would leave. Meanwhile, us boys had to walk across the whole warehouse to specific interview rooms, and then we would have to walk all the way back to meet with more girls. It was a small difference, but all of that walking started to becoming exhausting by the end of that long day.

“What did you think of Bailey?” the interviewer asked me.

“Bailey seems like a nice girl,” I said.

There was a long silence. “That’s it?”

“Um,” I said. “She likes older guys. I think I’m too young for her. Maybe Donovan is more her type.”

“So you don’t see yourself pursuing a relationship with Bailey?” the interviewer asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. I didn’t want to rule her out, seeing as she was still a bit better than the previous three girls. I couldn’t even remember the first two girls. “I don’t know what else to say,” I said. “It seems like these girls like to party. I’m not big into partying. I have maybe one drink each month. I would probably bore these poor girls to death. I don’t really want to bore anyone to death. I mean—she sounds pretty, don’t get me wrong—but did we click? I don’t think so. She wanted to have the same exact conversation the girl before her wanted to have. Do I prefer tequila or vodka—I just don’t care. It’s not interesting to me. And don’t get me wrong, I’m not saying that I’m the world’s most interesting person…” I stopped myself, knowing that my little rant would likely end up in the first episode of the show, setting the stage for millions of first impressions. I knew my parents would be watching, and I knew my friends would be watching. I couldn’t let them all see me so defeated. I couldn’t let Tanner think that he was right about this whole thing being a giant mistake. “Bailey sounds cute,” I said. “I think there’s something there. I just don’t know what that something is yet.” It felt weird to lie, but it was better than admitting that I was failing.

I had two real women left to meet before I had to meet six actresses. And now I was starting to wonder if there was any hope in the actresses. Maybe if I had a spark with one of the actresses, the production would make some special arrangements. Maybe I could beg Karen to drop one of the contestants and promote whoever I end up falling in love with… I knew it was an unlikely scenario.

So I met with girl number five. “I’m Ash,” she said. “What’s your name?”

“Rudy,” I said. “Tell me about yourself, Ash. And please don’t tell me that you love to party.” I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I felt like I was playing Texas Hold’em with a terrible hand, waiting for some miracle card to come down before the end of the round—and I was all-in.

She laughed. “No, I’m not really into partying,” she said. “I haven’t done anything like that in years. These days, I mostly stay at home. I like to watch Netflix and I like to knit.”

“What do you knit?” I asked.

“Oh, you know, scarves and toques and sweaters—mostly for my nephews and nieces’ kids.”

“Sorry, say that again,” I said.

She repeated herself. Then I laughed nervously. “You must have some older siblings,” I said.

“Oh, they aren’t too much older,” she said.

Now I could feel a lump forming in my throat. Was this woman old enough to be a grandmother? “How old are you?” I asked.

“Wow. That was a blunt question,” she said.

“Well, it’s just that, uh, I want to have kids one day, and I have to make sure that, you know, my partner is young enough to—you know—make kids.” It was a lie—I didn’t actually want to have kids too badly. I was open to the idea, but it wasn’t something that was going to decide my future life partner.

“Well you know there’s always adoption,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said with an awkward laugh. “That’s fine.”

She was silent. She didn’t want to tell me how old she was. “So, uh, what kind of shows do you like to watch on TV?” I asked.

“Murder mysteries are my favorite. But sometimes I’ll just turn it to the gardening channel and I’ll take a long nap. It might even be the highlight of my day.” My grandmother did the same thing. But Ash’s voice didn’t sound too old—maybe she had a tiny bit of rasp. And the name Ashley was a popular millennial name—not a popular name before the 80s.”

“Sorry—but how old are you? It’s killing me,” I said.

“We aren’t supposed to ask questions about how we look,” she said, beginning to sound frustrated.

“Sure. But age is more than just looks. Like I said—the kid thing.”

“You can always adopt,” she said. And now I was starting to think that she was very old—maybe as old as my mother.

“What kind of music do you like?” I asked.

“The best concert I ever went to was a Duran Duran concert. It was so good.”

I didn’t know much about Duran Duran, other than the fact they were popular in the 80s. “No kidding…” I said.

“What about you?” she asked.

“Well I recently saw Modest Mouse, and they were pretty good.”

“What’s Modest Mouse?”

Now I was convinced that she was ancient. I started to think about that final girl, sitting in that final Pairing Pod. If she was the only catch, I needed to get to her quickly. I couldn’t let the other five guys make their first impressions before I had my chance. So I stood up. I thought about trying to come up with an excuse, and then I looked over at the door. No one was saying I couldn’t just leave, right?

“They’re a band,” I said. “Why don’t you tell me a bit about your childhood.”

She started to talk. I left quietly as she blabbed on about how great it was being a kid without a cellphone. And then I stopped in that long hallway. I looked down at the cameraman, who was now aiming his camera at me. I turned my back to him, so I was facing the wall. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I couldn’t let Tanner be right. I couldn’t let this experiment ruin my life. It had to work.

“Rudy!” Karen shouted from behind the cameraman. “We need to get you into the interview room! What are you doing there? We’re all tired and want to go home to sleep. Let’s get a move on!” But I didn’t move. That hallway seemed like the only place where I had some space. In the Pairing Pods, I had multiple hidden cameras on me while women talked to me through a nylon wall. In the ‘kitchen’ there were three cameras buzzing around, trying to catch every little facial expression and every little whimper. In the interview room, there were multiple cameras and dozens of crew members, all staring with blank gazes. But that hallway was quiet and empty, as long as my back was turned to the cameraman standing between the hall and the fake kitchen.

“Rudy! Everything okay, buddy?” Karen called out.

I took another deep breath, and then I turned to do another interview. “Sorry. I just needed a minute,” I said. Then I marched down to navigate the maze of hallways, so I could do another tedious interview about how I felt about a woman I had no feelings for.

And then, after forty minutes of retakes, I found myself back in that hallway. I was tired. It was 3:00 AM. My legs could hardly support my weight and now I was supposed to go into a room and hit it off with a woman would could have been my soulmate.

I opened the door to the Pairing Pod slowly. I stepped in while taking a deep breath. I saw the couch and was tempted to walk over and sleep on it. I knew they would come in and wake me up. I knew they would just make me restart the entire conversation if I didn’t give them what they wanted. So I bit hard on my tongue and decided to remain standing. I still had to do six meetings with actresses before they would let me go to sleep for the night.

“Hello?” a soft voice said from the other side of the nylon wall.

I gave myself a little slap on the cheek before straightening my back. “Hey there,” I said. “I’m Rudy, what’s your name?”

“I’m Yolanda,” she said. “Nice to meet you, Rudy.”


CHAPTER 5
[image: ]


There was something strange about her voice: a slight twang that I couldn’t quite figure out, probably because I was so exhausted. Maybe it was an accent or just a bit of rasp, or maybe it was just a normal inflection that I was too tired to discern. “I’m about ready for this night to be over,” she said.

I laughed. “You and me both. I know that I’ll fall asleep if I make the mistake of sitting down on the couch.”

“Right? I’ve been standing for the last three hours.”

“So have you met your soulmate yet? I’m assuming you’ve met the other guys already.”

“I’ve met them,” she said.

The room became silent. “And? Mind if I ask who you’re leaning towards?”

“Right now I’m leaning towards the door.”

I laughed. “So let me ask you: do you prefer vodka or tequila?”

“Vodka or tequila?” she said. “Hmm. How’s about just a nice cup of peppermint tea?”

My heart fluttered as an ounce of hope seeped into my body. “That actually sounds pretty good.”

“So what do you do, Rudy?” she asked. “Tell me about yourself.”

“Ah yes, the question I’ve been practicing over and over all day,” I said.

“Are you calling me unoriginal?”

“No, no,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s a good question. It’s an important question. And to be honest, it wasn’t until today that I realized just how important it was—and how hard it is to answer. I don’t really know who I am—am I allowed to say that? I can tell you what I’m not. I’m not a pilot, like that other guy. I’m not big into partying, and I don’t really like tequila or vodka, but I guess if I had to pick, I’d go with vodka because the smell of tequila reminds me of the last time I was drunk, which was nine years ago—and that night didn’t end well.

“I’m not into knitting, and the last thing I want to do is sit down and watch a murder mystery. I can’t stand murder mysteries. And I’m not saying that I want kids one day—because I really don’t know if I want kids one day—but I’d honestly prefer to not be with a woman older than my mother. Am I allowed to say that? The last girl told me I couldn’t say that.”

Yolanda laughed. “I’m assuming you saw Yolanda last?” she said.

“You have to tell me how old she is. She refused to tell me.”

“I don’t know if I’m allowed to tell you. The rules aren’t terribly clear and I’m terrified of breaking them. So you’re not a pilot, you don’t knit, you don’t party, and you don’t like murder mysteries.”

“That’s me. And what about you?”

She giggled. “Well, I get sick on planes. I don’t think I can hear another minute of investment advice. I can’t figure out why everyone thinks I want to go out for a steak dinner so badly. And if I didn’t have to meet with six other guys, I would happily sleep on this floor right now, even though it’s just a rug over a sheet of plywood.”

“I’m trying to figure out which guy has been giving you investment advice,” I said.

“I think his name was Ken,” she said.

“Oh, I haven’t talked to Ken yet. He’s the guy in the black suit, right?”

She was silent for a minute. “You know I can’t see through walls, right?”

“Right,” I said with a chuckle. “And I guess I wasn’t supposed to tell you that.”

“I honestly imagined him in sweatpants. But he’s wearing a suit, huh? With the dress shoes and everything?”

“And everything,” I said.

“My God, he must be dying. I’m wearing pink slippers, booty shorts, and a cotton t-shirt, and I feel like I need to rip my clothes off. The other girls are all wearing heels and tight dresses.”

“No way. I mean—I kind of figured as much. Are we allowed to be talking about this?” I asked.

“I have no idea, to be honest. I just want to go to sleep.”

“Well maybe we should just plan to talk tomorrow,” I said. “We can breeze through these last meetings and then maybe they’ll let us sleep.”

“I think that sounds like a fine plan,” she said.

I knew nothing about her, aside from the fact that she was better than the other options. She didn’t say anything that made my heart jump out for her, but somehow I knew that there was nothing the other girls could say at this point to redeem themselves, which meant that I was very likely currently talking to my future wife. As long as one of the other guys didn’t come through and sweep her off her feet, I would be proposing to Yolanda through that nylon wall. In six weeks, I would be standing with her at the altar. And would I say ‘I do?’ Of course I would—just to prove to Tanner and the others that I didn’t make a big mistake. Whether or not she would say ‘I do’, that was a whole other concern. But I had six weeks to convince her. I had six weeks to convince her to be my wife.

And then I could divorce her once the show was over and the paparazzi were gone. At least then the blow wouldn’t be quite so intense.

“We’ll talk tomorrow,” she said. “I look forward to it.”

“Bye, Yolanda,” I said.

“Bye, Rudy.”

And then I paused. There was a strange moment of sereneness. Maybe we did have a bit of a spark. Maybe there was something between us. A part of me wanted to stay. I didn’t know anything about her, but I knew that I had at least a few things in common with her: we were both looking for love, we were both serious enough to go on a show that required us to get married, and we were both completely exhausted with the process. Maybe it wasn’t enough of a connection to sustain a whole lifelong relationship, but it was certainly better than us both preferring tequila over vodka.

“Goodnight,” I said.

“Goodnight,” she replied with a smile in her voice. And my mind created an image to match her voice. She was beautiful, with long blonde hair and big, glowing eyes. She had thick, natural eyelashes, and plump, soft lips. That small glimmer of hope shined bright inside of me. I suddenly felt light and energetic. The thought of meeting six more women and doing seven more interviews suddenly didn’t seem so horrible. Now I had something to work towards, and something to look forward to. I might have seriously just met my life partner.

But, like with every good reality TV show, there was a big twist waiting for me.


CHAPTER 6
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They only let us sleep for three hours before waking us up. “You need to get into hair and makeup,” Karen said, tugging my arm and guiding me out from my small bedroom, which I’m pretty sure was just a large broom closet outfitted with a bed and a side table.

My legs weren’t even fully functioning yet; half of my body was still asleep, and it took me a moment to figure out why I wasn’t in my little apartment. I nearly stumbled down the hallway as I tried to rub the sleep from my eyes. “What’s happening?” I asked.

“We’re shooting in an hour and you look like shit. Want that coke yet? It’ll wake you up.”

“I’m fine,” I said with a big yawn. She practically threw me into the makeup chair, and then a new makeup artist began to brush my face. I winced away and groaned, tempted to fall back asleep in that chair. My actress interviews were exhausting. One of the show’s directors stood in the corner of each room, feeding me line after line. The torture seemed endless, running back and forth from the Pairing Pods to the interview room. I quickly lost count of how many interviews I had left, and I’m pretty sure I nodded off during a few of them. I had no memory of getting into bed. Maybe someone carried me after I zonked out on the couch.

Now, Karen was thrusting a big cup of coffee into my face. “If you won’t take the coke, at least drink the coffee.”

The morning started with more interviews, and more meetings with actresses. Then we shot some scenes in the kitchen. They made me have a very fake conversation with Donovan. “Act like you both like Trish,” said the director. “Maybe get into a little bit of a fight over her.”

“Who’s Trish?” we both asked. Even Donovan looked beat, and he was apparently used to fifteen hour shifts in the sky.

“One of the actresses,” the director said. “Just say you both feel like you hit it off with her. Make it natural—just adlib a little.”

I didn’t know what adlib meant, but he called action and Donovan started grilling me about Trish. “What did you guys talk about? Think you like her?” He leaned forward. He was a much better actor than me.

“She seems cute,” I said. “I think we, uh, really hit it off.” After a few takes, the director started feeding me lines. It was over an hour before they had the footage they wanted.

I wasn’t good at the scenes. I dreaded the interview room, even after I’d done two dozen interviews. The worst was when they just wanted to film me eating my breakfast: three cameras in my face, tilting down every time I dipped my spoon into my bowl. They called it ‘B-roll’ and apparently they needed a lot of it to make the Pairing Mansion seem real.

It was noon when they finally told us that we could go and carry on with the real experiment, and meet with the real female contestants of the show. I was excited to go and meet with Yolanda, but sadly one of the other guys was meeting with her, so I was stuck talking to Bailey again.

“I really think we have a spark,” she said to me. “I was thinking about you all night.”

“Really?” I said.

She was quiet for a moment. “Don’t you think we had a spark?”

I squirmed in my seat. “I, uh—yeah, I guess so.” I didn’t want to alienate her, just in case Yolanda ended up going for someone else. I felt strangely jealous, knowing that Yolanda was currently talking to another guy. It seemed hard to believe that I could be the only one who thought Yolanda was the best option.

I would keep asking Bailey questions, and then I would quietly slip into the hallway to see if Yolanda was free. There were little lights above each door that turned on whenever the room was occupied. I knew that I had to do an interview after meeting with Bailey before I could run into the room with Yolanda. But someone was still chatting with Yolanda. And who was it? Was it Donovan? Were we both competing for the same girl?

I felt antsy. I slipped back into the room with Bailey, but the room was quiet now. “Rudy, are you still there?” she asked.

“Huh? Yeah, I’m here,” I said. “Why?”

“I asked you a question.”

“Oh, sorry. I didn’t hear you,” I said.

“I asked if you like any of the other girls.”

“Oh,” I said, trying to figure out the proper way to answer. I wasn’t a good liar. I took a deep breath. “I don’t know. I haven’t really had a chance to talk with everyone yet.”

“Well has anyone stuck out to you? Are you looking forward to talking to anyone? I need to know.”

“Why do you need to know?” I asked curiously.

“I don’t want my heart broken. I need to know if you’re serious about me.” Why was she moving so quickly? We’d only had a total of thirty minutes together, and we hadn’t talked about much besides liquor and where we grew up.

“I just don’t know yet.”

“Who is it?” she asked.

“Who is who?”

“Who do you like? Is it Ashley? You know she’s like one hundred years old, right?”

“It’s not Ashley,” I said.

“Well then who is it? Is it that Yolanda girl?” I was quiet for a moment, then Bailey snickered. “You want me to tell you about her? I bet you wouldn’t want to even talk to her again if I told you about her.”

I hesitated, afraid of falling into the trap. “I’m not interested in Yolanda,” I lied. I had to keep Bailey as a backup. She seemed like the best second option, even though she seemed like a far cry from Yolanda. But what was wrong with Yolanda? What information did Bailey have that would have been so crucial? “But, uh, what’s so bad about her?”

Bailey scoffed again. “You really want to know?”

I hesitated again. “I don’t know. Why? Is she really crazy or something?”

“You could say that. She’s actually—” And before Bailey could finish her sentence, I heard a door open.

“Bailey,” a male voice said. “You need to stop right now. You’re about two seconds away from breaching your contract.”

“I—I’m sorry,” Bailey said. I remained still and rigid, with wide eyes. What was happening? How was Bailey about to breach her contract? Were we not allowed to talk about the other contestants?

I stepped back and peered back down the hallway. Yolanda’s room was clear. Bailey was still getting an earful from her producer, so I decided to say, “Why don’t we talk later? I’m going to take off for a bit.” And I didn’t wait for a reply before I hurried down the hallway towards the interview room, so I could get my post-Bailey interview out of the way, so I could get into the room with Yolanda.

And her room was still vacant when I returned. My heart pounced and my nerves tingled. I was actually excited to talk to her! I really wanted to hear her voice—and I wanted to know if there was a real connection, or if that initial tingly feeling was just a consequence of no sleep and desperation.

“Hello?” she said as I slipped into the room.

“Yolanda?” I said.

“Rudy?” she said. I could hear a smile in her voice. I bit my bottom lip. Now my heart was soaring up into my throat. But I couldn’t help but wonder what Bailey had been talking about. What did the producers of the show not want me to know about her? Was she some sort of burn victim? Was she morbidly obese? I could still hear that unidentifiable twang in her voice when she started talking. “I’m so glad to hear your voice again,” she said. And I was happy to hear her voice, though all I now wanted to do was ask her what was wrong with her—why did Bailey seem to think it was so funny that I might have some attraction for her?

“I’m happy to hear your voice, too,” I said, sitting down on the couch. “That was a long night. I only got a few hours of sleep, but I feel so much better.”

“Me too. I think they’re going to let us get more sleep tonight. I honestly can’t wait.”

“I’m right there with you,” I said with a chuckle. “So are you from Canada, Yolanda? I can’t help but hear some tinge of something in your voice—maybe an accent?”

She was silent for a moment. “I’m from Canada,” she said. “Born in Moncton, but raised in Toronto.” But still, there was something throwing me off with that voice.

“Maybe it’s the Moncton in you,” I said.

She giggled. “Maybe,” she said. “And I spent a few months in Ukraine. Maybe I picked something up there.”

“Ukraine? What were you doing there?”

“Helping out at an orphanage.”

“No kidding,” I said. “Good for you.”

“Have you done much traveling?”

And the conversation picked up naturally from there. We talked about where we’d been and where we wanted to go. Somehow that turned into talking about our favorite movies, and somehow that turned into talking about our future goals. “Want kids?” I asked.

“I’d like to have a kid or two one day,” she said. “Maybe adopt when we’re a bit older.” The word ‘we’ made my heart flutter. Was she seriously thinking about a future with me? Was the Blind Love experiment actually working? I didn’t want the conversation to end. We started talking about our parents, and I found myself telling her things I’d never told anyone before—even though the cameras were rolling all around me. And the conversation would have gone on had Karen not knocked on the door. “Alright, Lover Boy. You need to squeeze and interview in and see some other girls. We also need to shoot a few scenes in the kitchen, and then you need to meet with some of the actresses. And we need more B-roll.”

“I guess we’ll talk tomorrow,” I said to Yolanda. But we didn’t wait until tomorrow. Instead, after that long day was over, we both ended up in that Pairing Pod. We talked until we both fell asleep on our couches. The production didn’t seem to mind—it just meant more footage for them to work with. And Karen told me, “It will be cute when it airs.”

By the fourth day in that Pairing Mansion warehouse, the production seemed okay with me only talking to Yolanda—though they pushed me into one very awkward Pairing Pod conversation with Bailey, who decided to confront me again about Yolanda. “You deceived me,” she said. “You played me and I turned down two proposals because of you.” I couldn’t tell if she was being honest or if she was saying something the production told her to say.

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said.

“You made me think you loved me,” she said.

“Why did you think that?” I said.

“Why did you lead me on?” she said. I could hear her sniffling, making me think she was either a very good actress or very confused.

“I—I’m sorry, Bailey.”

“I’m marrying Donovan,” she said to me.

“Okay.”

“That’s it?” she said. “Okay? That’s all you have to say? Aren’t you going to fight for me?” Then she laughed “Let me guess, you’re going to marry that Yolanda girl. That’s rich. Oh God, you’re going to regret that decision. Just wait. You’ve made the biggest mistake of your life. I’m done with you.” I heard the door slam.

“Bailey?” I said. But she was gone. And now that confusion was back, fizzling inside of me. Why did Bailey think that Yolanda was such a big mistake—or was she just jealous? I was worried there was something wrong with Yolanda.

I met with Yolanda that night and we talked about Bailey. “She told me that I’ll regret marrying you,” I said. “Any idea why she would say that?”

Yolanda was quiet for a long moment, making my nerves tingle even more. “She’s a bit of a firecracker,” she said. “She’s probably just jealous.”

I laughed nervously. “She made it sound like you’re some sort of ogre or something.”

“I guess that’s the downside of not being able to talk about the way we look and whatnot.” It was the ‘whatnot’ that scared me. Blind Love was notoriously full of twists, and I understood why on the first day of filming, when Karen came up to me and said, “Under no circumstances can you tell anyone that you’re short.” It seemed so silly, but it made me wonder what the other contestants weren’t allowed saying in the Pairing Pods. What if Yolanda was hideously disfigured? What if she was in a wheelchair, and marrying her meant caring for her every day for the rest of my life? Was that something I was prepared to take on? Or, there was one season of Blind Love where the twist was that one of the men was already married to three different women; he was a polygamist, and the girl had no idea until three days after the wedding.

And what would I end up finding out at the wedding?

It was that night when Karen came up to me in the hallway, after my final interview of the night. For the first time, I had an eight hour break: eight hours until my hair and makeup call time. “What is it?” I asked Karen.

She held out a little ring box. “This is for you,” she said.

I stared down at it and my heart instantly started racing. “What is it?” I asked, even though I knew exactly what it was.

“You’ll propose tomorrow.”

“I thought I had three more days,” I said.

“It seems fake if everyone proposes right at the end,” she said. “We need to space the proposals out. So you’ll propose tomorrow. You can do it however you want, and then you’ll meet in the Pairing Bridge and you’ll see her for the first time. That’s where you’ll give her the ring.”

“But—But I’m not ready,” I said.

“You’ve pretty much only talked to her for the past three days. Who else are you considering?” Her eyes narrowed as she stared up at me. I still couldn’t figure out how she was so intimidating, seeing as she was so short and petite.

“No one,” I said. “But I—I still don’t really know anything about her.”

“That’s the whole point of the show, bucko,” she said.

“But Bailey said there’s something wrong with her. What is it? Just tell me—please.”

Karen shook her head. “I can’t tell you anything. And ‘wrong’ is subjective. There’s nothing wrong with anyone—except for pedophiles and murderers, and I promise you she’s not a pedophile.”

“Is she a murderer?” I asked.

“I don’t know—as far as I know you’re a murder. But that’s besides the point. Propose tomorrow. We’ll get you in a nice suit, and then we’ll spend an hour or two shooting your face-to-face meeting. Why do you look so pale? You’re supposed to be excited. This is your future wife we’re talking about. Cheer up. Isn’t this why you went on the show?”

“It’s just happening so quickly,” I said. “And—And I don’t even know what she looks like.”

Karen sighed. “Get some sleep. Propose tomorrow. It’s basically her or Ashley. Donovan already proposed to Bailey today. Ryan and Patrick are fighting over Noreen. Whoever loses that battle will end up with Ashley—unless you want Ashley, in which case one of those guys will end up with Yolanda.”

And I really didn’t want Ashley. So I took the ring box and I slipped it into my pocket without opening it to look at it. I felt sick to my stomach, but also strangely excited. If Yolanda wasn’t being fake with me, then there was a strong possibility that she could be the girl of my dreams. I’d already opened up to her more than I ever opened up with Kelsey, my only other girlfriend. And I looked forward to talking with her every day. It seemed like we never ran out of things to talk about.

That night, Donovan was getting drunk. He was already onto his second bottle of wine. He stumbled across the room and then he thrusted a full wine glass towards me. “Drink!” he said. “Celebrate with me! I’m engaged.”

I took the glass of wine and had a small sip.

“She said yes!” he said with slurred words. “Can you believe it? I’m engaged. I’m getting married. And I met her this afternoon, Rudy. I saw her with my own eyes. She’s beautiful! She’s got jet black hair and big eyes and I’m pretty sure I’ve seen her in a Playboy magazine, but I don’t even care! She’s going to be my wife!”

“Congratulations, Donovan,” I said with a smile and nod.

“You bet your ass,” he said, stumbling and nearly falling over. “She’ll be my wife. Not yours. I didn’t mean for this to be a fight, Rudy. I wish we could have both gotten with her. Sadly we can’t clone her though, and she chose me in the end. But it’s probably for the best. I’m sure you’ll end up with a lovely girl.”

I wanted to tell him that I never wanted Bailey, but I didn’t want to ruin his moment—and I definitely didn’t want to start a fight with a drunken pilot who was nearly twice my size. “Congratulations, Donovan,” I said again before walking away.

Then he called out to me. “If you try to steal her away from me, I’ll kill you!”

“Okay, Donovan,” I said.

“I mean it. I’ll kill you with my hands. And you’ll be dead!”

I took another sip from the wine, which was unusually warm, even for red wine. Then I looked over and saw Ryan and Patrick sitting together on the couch. They were both silent, staring at their feet, looking like they’d just reached a stalemate in an ugly fight. I thought about asking if they were okay, but I decided to walk away instead.

I peeked down the hallway to see if Yolanda’s light was on. It wasn’t. I wanted to chat with her, but I also wanted to have some alone time, so I could make sure I was making the right choice. The only other choice at this point was to leave the show and accept the lawsuit that would bankrupt me completely. But maybe that was better than ending up divorced and humiliated.

I finished my glass of wine and then I lay down on my bed, staring up at the ceiling, hoping the correct answer would come to me.

I knew I couldn’t let Tanner be correct. I knew I wouldn’t be able to handle hearing him saying, ‘I told you so.’ I needed to prove him wrong, which meant marrying Yolanda—and it meant making it work with Yolanda as well, even if she was disfigured or stuck in a wheelchair with no arms or legs.

I couldn’t sleep, even though it was getting late. I knew that I needed sleep more than anything else. I didn’t want to see Yolanda for the first time with half-shut eyes and pale skin. I wanted to be fully conscious and alert. I wanted to be able to process every second of that upcoming day, because it was quite possibly going to be the most important day of my life, with the possible exception of my wedding day, which was now only five weeks away.

I tried to calm myself down by taking a series of deep breaths. Then I found myself on my feet, pacing around my little closet bedroom. I had to pee, so I went out into the hallway and headed down towards the bathroom. For the first time ever, the facility was silent. Everyone was asleep. The production had efficiently filmed hundreds of hours of scenes and interviews and B-roll, and now things were finally starting to relax. Even Karen wasn’t around—probably getting some sleep for the first time in nearly a week.

I went to the only bathroom and tried to open it, but it was locked. I looked down at the crack beneath the door and saw that the light was turned on inside. “Hello?” I called out before trying the door handle again.

Then I heard a groan inside the room. There was a moment of silence before the sound of vomit connecting with the toilet. I stepped away from the door as the smell of a very drunk Donovan wafted up from under that bathroom door. But I still had to use the bathroom, so I started looking around for another option.

I tried a series of doors, discovering closets and hallways and studios that were never used as far as I knew. Then, at the very end of the hall, I found a door with a sign that read, ‘MALE CONTESTANTS: DO NOT ENTER.’ But now I was squirming, minutes away from pissing in my pants. So I pushed the door open and I found myself in a bright hallway. The floors were recently mopped and sparkling. Now I had more door options. I just needed to find a bathroom for two minutes.

And sure enough, eight doors down, I found one. I slipped inside and relieved myself with a loud sigh of relief. I washed my hands, looked myself in the mirror, and then I slipped back into the hallway, bumping into a young woman.

“Oh God, I’m so sorry,” I said as I grabbed her arms, stopping her from falling over.

And then I looked into her shining hazel eyes. Her thick eyelashes fluttered, and her lips parted. “Rudy?” she whispered. And it was her: it was Yolanda.

“Yolanda?” I said.

“What the hell are you doing on our side?” she said.

“Is this your side? I mean—you’re beautiful.”

Her cheeks turned red. “We’re not supposed to see each other. This is ruining the whole experiment. And I don’t want to be sued by the production.”

“I’m sorry—but Donovan is drunk and puking in our bathroom. I had to use the bathroom.”

“I didn’t expect you to have brown hair,” she said. “For some reason I imagined you with blonde hair.”

“Is that okay?” I said. My heart was now in the pit of my stomach. She was truly beautiful—way out of my league. And now that she could see me, I was terrified that she would say ‘no’ when I asked if she wanted to marry me. I’d ruined the whole Blind Love experiment. There was no longer anything blind about the upcoming proposal. And I was probably going to end up in the crosshairs of a very serious lawsuit. “I’m sorry. We can’t tell anyone this happened. We need to pretend like this never happened. Okay?” I said, taking a step back.

And then the door down the hallway opened. Yolanda gasped and then she pulled me back into the bathroom, closing the door with a swift slam before pressing her palm against my mouth. “Don’t say anything,” she whispered.

I nodded my head. Her body was now pressed against mine as she listened carefully. I could feel her breasts against my chest, and she could probably feel my pounding heart against her breasts. Someone walked by and then stopped not too far away. Then another set of footsteps came from the other direction. We heard a man laughing. “He’s so drunk, but he won’t open the door,” the voice said. It wasn’t a voice I was familiar with—not one of the contestants or one of the actors.

“Should I wake up the camera guys? Think it will fit into the cut?”

“I think we should probably get whatever we can get. Maybe they can spin it that he’s just having post-engagement nerves or something.”

“Okay. I’ll go wake up the camera guys. Just wait here—I’ll be a few minutes.”

“Sounds good. I need to text Bruce back anyway. That fucking Adam—the sound guy—is apparently trying to sue the production for wrongful termination. Can you believe that?”

“That guy was such a useless tool. Anyway—I’ll go get the camera guys up. See you in a few minutes.”

“Take your time. I don’t think Donovan’s going anywhere.”

They both laughed and then one set of footsteps pattered away. The other man remained in the hallway, pacing back and forth in front of the bathroom door as he answered e-mails on his phone.

I looked into Yolanda’s eyes: the eyes of my future wife, assuming we could make it out of that awkward situation. I couldn’t see what was wrong with her. She had gorgeous hair, an adorable face, a killer body, and now she was looking into my eyes. “You’re pretty,” I whispered.

“Shh,” she said, pressing a finger to my lips. But she kept looking into my eyes—looking into the eyes of her future husband. My heart was racing. I was so excited to be seeing her. I was so glad that she was beautiful. I smiled, and then she smiled.

So I leaned in for a kiss. Our lips pressed together and then she allowed my hands to wrap around her petite body. Her skin was soft and warm. I spun her around carefully and pressed her back against the bathroom wall. Then her tongue slipped through my lips. And in that moment, I knew that we were meant to be together. I knew that I’d made the right choice. And I couldn’t for the life of me figure out why every single contestant didn’t try proposing to her before me.

I slid my hands down onto her bum. She had a nice, firm tush. She giggled a little bit as my fingers explored downwards. Then she put her hands on my sides and caressed up and down. I leaned back for a moment, breaking away from the kiss so I could have a chance to peer into her eyes. She truly was stunning. I reached out and brushed her hair away from her eyes. She was blushing. We kissed again.

Now I held her closer, wrapping my arms around her tighter. I couldn’t wait to propose to her. I couldn’t wait to look into her eyes on our wedding day. I couldn’t wait for Tanner to see her and eat his words. I would be the one saying ‘I told you so’ and he would be the one shying away with his tail between his legs. Yolanda was perfect. There wasn’t a single flaw on her perfect body.

I grabbed her ass and I pulled her pelvis in close to me. She suddenly froze up and tried to pull away. “What’s wrong?” I asked quietly.

And then I felt something: a bulge against my thigh. It was dull and warm, and it felt like it was throbbing. I only felt it for a moment before she pulled away from me and turned around. But she didn’t turn around fast enough before I saw the tip of what looked like a semi-erect penis poking out from her tiny booty shorts.

I opened my mouth to speak, and then the man on the other side of the door spoke. “You’re back,” he said. “Are they awake? Do we need the sound guys or can we just add some puking sounds in post?”

“I woke the sound guys up too. They’ll be a minute.”

“Alright, let’s head over and get ready to shoot.” The men pattered away.

And I was now staring at Yolanda’s back. She wouldn’t turn towards me. “What the fuck was that?” I whispered.

“Nothing,” she said. “I mean—it’s just—they told me not to tell you. They said they’d sue me if I told you.”

“Told me what?” I said.

“I don’t want to get in trouble, Rudy. You should run back to your side of the warehouse before they find out we met.”

“No—I can’t. You need to tell me what the fuck that was. What was just rubbing against my leg?”

“A cock, Rudy. Okay? Now don’t you dare tell anyone that you found out. I can’t afford a lawsuit.”

I was shocked into silence. She was facing me now, with her bulge tucked away but still very visible. Yolanda was a transgender: that’s what Bailey was trying to tell me, that was the secret the production didn’t want me finding out until later (probably after the wedding).

“I can’t believe this,” I said.

“If you aren’t going to go, I’m going to go,” she said.

“I can’t marry you,” I said.

“Fine,” she said. And then, without looking at me, she grabbed the door handle and she flew out of the room, jogging down the hallway as tears swelled in her eyes. I waited a few minutes. I heard the camera guys run by and then I heard the sound guys run by. I waited until it was totally silent before slipping out from that bathroom and creeping back to my room. As I passed through that ‘DO NOT ENTER’ door, one of the producers spotted me. “What the hell are you doing?” he said.

I stood like a petrified deer while my heart rebooted. “Um,” I said. “I had to pee and this bathroom was taken.”

“You didn’t see anyone over there, did you?” he asked with narrowing eyes.

I shook my head quickly. “No. I just peed and I came right back.”

He stared at me for a long, horrifying moment. “Don’t you dare do that again,” he said.

I nodded my head and ran off to my room like an obedient little child. My heart was pounding. My head was spinning. Now the thought of getting any sleep seemed completely out of the question. Now I found myself seriously considering proposing to Ashley. I couldn’t propose to Yolanda—I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t face the humiliation of ‘finding out’ I had a transgender wife on the most popular television show in the world. I would be the laughing stock of every school and every office in the western hemisphere. They would make memes out of my pale face. Tanner wouldn’t be able to stop laughing, even at my funeral, after my own suicide.

So I had to marry Ashley, the only girl who was still up for grabs.
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Sadly, Ashley wasn’t interested in me. For over an hour, I desperately tried to convince her that we were meant to be together. Finally, Karen knocked on the door and said, “Rudy, can I talk to you for a minute?”

I went out in the hallways, jittery and covered in beads of cold sweat. “What is it?” I asked.

“What the hell are you doing?” she said.

“I like Ashley. I think I want to marry Ashley.”

“Um, bullshit,” she said. “Ashley’s almost twice your age and you’re talking to her today for the first time since day one. What the hell’s gotten into you? Are you drunk?”

“What? Can I not explore all of my options before I pull the trigger?” I said. My body was tense and my hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

“Ashley doesn’t like you, Rudy. She thinks you’re an asshole. And I’m pretty sure you don’t like her. So why don’t you go into the Pairing Pod with Yolanda and make that proposal? We’ll just delete this weird footage of you trying to flirt with Ashley and we’ll skip a post meeting interview. Sound good?”

I looked around. “What about the other girl—Krissy? Has anyone proposed to her yet?”

“Krissy and Dave are going to be getting engaged tomorrow. And you only talked to her for five minutes on day one, so I doubt anything’s changing there. Tell me what this is really about. Are you getting cold feet? Did I scare you with the ring? Look, Rudy—we’re going to let you make your own choice here. We want the show to be entertaining, but it’s still supposed to be an experiment, which means giving you a certain amount of freewill. But you and I both know that Yolanda is going to be your wife. Let’s not delay this anymore. We have lots of shots to shoot today in the Pairing Bridge.”

I looked into Karen’s eyes. I wanted to tell her that I knew about Yolanda’s secret. I knew that Yolanda was born a man. I wanted to beg Karen to find another woman for me—even if she was some young party girl who wanted to do nothing but get drunk and party. Anything was better than shacking up with a trans girl on a popular Netflix show! But how could I say anything without admitting that I broke the rules? If I told her, I would not only get myself in serious trouble, but Yolanda too.

“I just don’t think I can marry her,” I said. “It’s not—It’s not right.”

Her eyes narrowed even more. “Is there something you’re not telling me, Rudy?” I could see her fingers curling around her big binder. I could see the vein on her forehead beginning to pop out. It was clear that I couldn’t tell her. She wasn’t on my side—she was on the production’s side. And the production wanted to humiliate me.

I took a deep breath and I looked down towards Yolanda’s Pairing Pod. “Okay,” I said. “I, uh, guess I’ll go propose.”

I walked slowly down the hallway.

“And cheer up, Rudy, or we’ll make you do it over and over until you look happy!” Karen called out.

I took another deep breath. I straightened my back and tilted my head up. In a few minutes, I would no longer be a single man; I was about to be an engaged man. And my fiancee had a cock that was quite possibly bigger than mine.

I pushed the door open. I walked into the room. “Hello?” Yolanda’s voice said. But I couldn’t bring myself to reply. “Is someone there?” she asked.

I sighed. “Hey. It’s me,” I said. I paced back and forth, wishing I would have never signed up for that show. I should have known they were setting me up for a terrible humiliation. I’d seen every previous season of the show. I’d seen the horrible twists they spring on men and women. But there were always the happy couples: the twist free couples. Why could I be one of them? Why did I have to get stuck with the trans girl? “Do you have a minute?” I asked.

She was quiet for a minute. “I’m not doing anything else,” she said.

“Are you sitting or standing?” I asked.

“I’m sitting. Why?”

“Want to stand up and walk towards the wall?” I said. I reached into my pocket and fished out that ring box. Then I found myself staring at it as my stomach churned.

“Okay. I’m here,” she said, sounding like she was only a couple of feet away from my face.

“Yolanda, I, uh, think we really hit it off over the past few days. And now I think we should move this along to the next level.” I closed my eyes and tried to hold back the tears. I was going to be a divorced man. I was going to have to tell every woman that I was once married to a trans woman. Or maybe I would just be stuck with Yolanda forever, too stubborn to divorce her—too stubborn to let Tanner utter the words ‘I told you so’.

I sunk down to one knee. My heart was throbbing mercilessly against my ribcage. “Yolanda—will you marry me?”

The delay was long—horribly long. I closed my eyes and tried not to wince. My life was falling apart all around me. I was actually proposing to a transgender: another man. My parents were going to be so ashamed of me. My friends were going to ruthlessly mock me. But what could I do about it? The other option was to have my life ruined by a massive lawsuit.

A male voice chimed in from Yolanda’s side of the room. “What are you waiting for, Yolanda?” he asked.

“I just need a minute. I’m confused. I—I don’t understand. Why are you doing this?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” I said. “Because I—I…” I wasn’t able to say it without closing my eyes again and biting down on my tongue. “I love you.” It hurt to say the words, though now I was glistening with a bit of hope. Maybe she would end up saying no to me. Maybe she would end up being slapped with the lawsuit and I would be let off on a technicality. I took a deep breath in.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll marry you.”

“Let’s take that again!” a voice called out. “Try to sound more excited, Yolanda! And Rudy—maybe smile or something.”

I groaned and squirmed and tried not to shed a tear. I didn’t want to be engaged. I didn’t want to enter into an engagement that I knew was doomed to end in humiliating failure.

We did it again. “Will you marry me?” I asked with a fake smile on my face.

“I will,” she said.

And then I fought to keep that smile on my face. But it wasn’t enough. They made us do it again, and then again, and again, until our excitement was believable. When I left that room, Karen was standing in the hallway, staring at me with narrowed eyes. “What the hell is going on with you?” she hushed.

“What?” I said.

“If there’s something you want to tell me, I suggest you tell me now,” she said. “I’m not a fan of this weird behavior.

“I—I’m just nervous,” I said. “I just proposed to a girl I’ve never seen.” I forced a smile.

“I’ve seen more than fifty guys propose to girls they’ve never seen, and none of them have acted the way you’re acting now. Pull yourself together. If you make us do ten takes of every goddamned scene, I’m not going to be happy. I’ve got kids at home, and every retake is another five minutes you’re taking me away from them.” She pointed at me and narrowed her eyes even more. “So when you walk out onto the Pairing Bridge, and see your new fiancee for the first time, you better look fucking happy.”

I nodded my head and forced yet another smile, even though a horrible nausea was churning in my stomach.
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Ibrought myself to turn on the television again. I had to watch my scenes through the slits between my fingers. My God, I looked so oblivious, until I wasn’t. My proposal scene was cut up awkwardly, using different parts of different takes to string together a coherent proposal—and still, I looked like I was on the verge of passing out. Now I could see why Karen was so concerned; it seemed pretty obvious that I knew about Yolanda’s secret.

But the audience didn’t know—not yet. The show had only been live for a couple of hours. Even if people were straight binging the show, they would only be starting the third episode now: the beginning of our honeymoons. But I wasn’t there yet. I wasn’t sure I wanted to get there. A part of me just wanted to turn the show off so I didn’t have to endure my own humiliation.

I had no idea what the show decided to use and what they left on the editing room floor. I was surprised when they skipped over the scenes they shot of me getting dressed to meet Yolanda at the Pairing Bridge. They just jumped straight from another couple’s proposal to me walking up to that Pairing Bridge door.

I no longer looked quite so freaked out, thanks to a pill that Karen insisted I take. She never told me what the pill was, but it certainly mellowed me out. I felt like I was higher than a kite when I approached that door, but I looked surprisingly normal.

The camera zoomed in on my face, and then they cut to my interview. “I have no idea what to expect,” I said to the camera. It was obviously a lie, but it was surprisingly convincing. Maybe I was a better liar than I thought. “I hope she’s beautiful.”

They cut to her interview. She still looked shocked, with wide eyes and slightly parted lips. “I—I guess I’m engaged,” she said, sounding less enthusiastic. “I was surprised when he proposed. I couldn’t believe it, really.” She brushed her soft hair off of her face.

And now I was wondering if my friends and family would be able to tell that she wasn’t born a woman. I could hear it in her voice and I could see it slightly on her face—but maybe that was just because I already knew. Maybe it wasn’t so obvious to an oblivious audience member.

I still didn’t have the courage to look at my phone, which had been buzzing nonstop since the show went live on Netflix. I even had to turn my phone off when I started getting texts saying, “Oh my God! You got engaged! Are you married! Answer me, Rudy!” I had to sit on the ground because my legs were trembling so intensely, and my stomach was growling like a hungry lion, even though I had absolutely no appetite.

I looked at the television as the Pairing Bridge doors began to part open. It looked like the doors were opening mechanically—they did a good job of framing out the pair of production assistants who were crouching down and pulling the doors slowly. I remembered looking into the eyes of one of the production assistants. He smiled at me and nodded his head, as if he was trying to offer his support. Even he had no idea what I was in for—or maybe the nod was supposed to be a sort of ‘nice knowing you’ nod.

I looked up and saw her doors parting. I could see her silhouette as the bright lights shone behind her. I watched as she brushed her hair off of her face before taking a step forward in her tall heels.

I almost didn’t recognize her now that she was properly dolled up: in a dress and heels and a full face of makeup. She wasn’t just dressed for a quick trip to the bathroom in the middle of the night.

I bit hard on my tongue and made myself smile. I didn’t want to have to do the scene over and over. I had to give them what they wanted, and I had to make it convincing. I had to make Tanner think that he was wrong. I began to walk forward. The only thought on my mind now was ‘Thank God for that pill’; it was keeping me mellow and it was stopping my legs from collapsing under my bodyweight.

She was close enough now that I could see the details of her face. I did my best not to look over at the many cameramen that were chasing us. I knew they would call cut and make us restart if we looked into the camera lens.

She was smiling, but I had a feeling it was a fake smile. I couldn’t stop my gaze from moving down to her crotch. She was wearing a tight dress, yet somehow there was no visible bulge. I looked up quickly, before she noticed. Though it was hard not to look back down at her legs, which were surprisingly feminine: thin and smooth, curving nicely up at her bum. She had nice hips and a thin waist, and her breasts seemed to bounce realistically with every step she took. Maybe she was more convincing than I spent the night assuming. Maybe the audience of the show would be oblivious to her secret, and it would be less embarrassing when that secret came out. Maybe people would end up feeling bad for me instead of mocking me.

“Rudy?” she said.

“Yolanda,” I said with a little nod. But I knew nodding wasn’t going to be enough for the production, so I opened my arms and she came in for a hug. It felt strange, pressing my arms against her bare skin. Her dress was backless, so my hands were now against her bare back. It was awkward, touching another man’s bare skin. But I had to do it—I had to keep up the illusion for the sake of the show, and for the sake of my pride.

I looked into her eyes and then I realized the production was probably hoping for a kiss. Would they make us redo the scene if we didn’t kiss? I didn’t want to redo the scene. I didn’t want to let Karen down—and I didn’t want to give anybody any reason to believe that we’d already met before that moment on the Pairing Bridge. So I leaned forward, closed my eyes, and pressed my lips against hers. I felt her lips puckering after a moment of hesitation. We were kissing. I was kissing a biological male—and soon, all of my friends and family members would know about it.

When I pulled back, her eyes were wide. I don’t think I would have been able to do it without that pill that Karen gave to me. Now my heart was pounding. I felt strangely hopeful that we wouldn’t have to do the scene again. But now we had to talk. I had to say something to kill the awkward silence.

“We’re engaged,” I said.

She nodded her head. “Are we?”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment, trying to figure out what she was on about. Then I remembered the ring. “Oh right!” I said, digging into my pocket. And then I got down onto my knee and proposed properly, humiliating myself yet again for the entire western world to watch. She accepted the ring, and then I stood up and she went in for the kiss. This time I was the one to hesitate. I tried not to clench my whole face as our lips mashed together. I felt sick but I didn’t want to look sick. And this time the kiss lasted far too long. Had I given her the wrong impression? Was I doing too good of a job of pretending like I didn’t care about her cock?

I finally pulled my head back and smiled awkwardly. “Now we’re engaged,” I said.

She nodded her head. “Look at you,” she said, looking down my body. “You’re so much… taller than I expected.”

“Really?” I said, trying to play along. “I mean—yeah. I guess so. And you’re, uh, so much blonder than I expected. Is that your real hair color?”

She nodded her head. “Do you like it?” she brushed her fingers through her hair.

“It’s very nice,” I said. Then I looked down her body. I knew I was expected to compliment her. I just had to do it. “You’re very beautiful. You have, uh, an amazing body.”

And her cheeks turned a shade of red, as if she thought the compliment was real. Though maybe it was a bit real. She really did have a great body—but how much of it was her real body and how much was from surgery and hormone pills and God knows what else.”

“You’re very handsome too,” she said, shying her face away slightly. And now I was trying to figure out if she was just playing along or if she really meant it.

I found myself giggling: probably a repercussion of the pill. Then she started giggling and I wondered if they gave her a pill as well. We hugged again, and then I found myself kissing her, desperate to make the scene satisfying for the production. The last thing I wanted was to redo that scene. I couldn’t go through the hugs and the kisses, over and over—even though the next five weeks of my life were going to be filled with hugs and kisses. My stomach growled at the thought of sharing a bed with her.

I’d seen seasons where the couples break up right away. In the first season of the show, one couple didn’t make it beyond the fourth episode, and then they weren’t seen again until the reunion episode. Maybe that was a good goal: break up before the show had a chance to reveal her transgenderism to the world. Maybe I could avoid humiliation. Or maybe I could somehow convince her not to reveal her transgenderism. Maybe it could remain a secret; that way, I wouldn’t have to sulk up to Tanner and say ‘you told me so’.

“Are you excited?” she asked me.

“Excited about what?” I said. My head was spinning quickly and my brain was slow to process anything.

“Going on vacation, moving in together, getting married…” I knew that she was just playing along for the sake of the show, but I couldn’t help but hear the voice of the girl I had fallen for a few days before in the Pairing Pod, before I knew that she had a cock between her thighs. We did have some nice, long conversations. We stayed up for hours talking some nights. She knew more about me than most of my close friends. And at the same time, she seemed like a complete strange. And I couldn’t stop thinking about that cock, which was now mere millimeters away from my body.

I was relieved when we finally stepped away from each other. I smiled and waved. “I’ll see you soon,” I said as I turned to head back to the male side of the facility.

“Bye, Rudy,” she said. No one was yelling ‘cut’ and nobody was shouting at us to redo anything. Apparently our meeting was satisfactory. I turned around and walked back through the door, finding myself in that long hallway as the production assistants closed the doors behind me.

I took a deep breath. The horrible awkwardness was finally over—at least for the moment. I got through what I assumed was the toughest moment of my life and we managed to avoid a gigantic lawsuit. Now our accidental bathroom meeting was irrelevant, as long as we didn’t mention it.

It was a moment before I noticed Karen standing there with a mountain of paperwork.

“I just got off the phone with the airline. We got you on a flight in six hours, but first we need to go through all of these contracts.”

“I already signed a bunch of contracts,” I said.

“Right—you signed all the liability waivers for your stay in the Pairing Mansion, but now you’re going to Key West for a vacation, and then you’ll be living together. It’s a whole new set of paperwork, and it needs to be done before we ship you off to the airport. So let’s go.”

“Key West?” I said.

“All the contestants are going to Key West. Oh, but you need to pretend like you thought it would just be you and Yolanda.”

And in that moment, I realized that the worst of it wasn’t over. The worst of it was just getting started. I already had cameras on me for fifteen hours each day, and now I would have the cameras on me with Yolanda at my side. Faking enthusiasm for five minutes was tough. How was I going to make it through fifteen hours a day for five weeks?


CHAPTER 9
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We took up more than half of the flight to Miami, and the entire flight from Miami to Key West. Each couple had a team of three camera men, two sound guys, a hair and makeup artist, a production assistant and a producer: ten people per group, and six groups. The airline didn’t allow the cameramen to film, so we were encouraged to create self-diaries using our camera phones. It was a long six hour flight next to Yolanda. We didn’t speak much. Donovan and Bailey were sitting right in front of us, holding hands and making out constantly. Donovan kept looking back at me with a big grin. When Bailey got up to use the bathroom, he looked at me and said, “You missed out.”

I wasn’t entirely sure what he meant. I certainly wasn’t attracted to Bailey, even though she was young, fit, and looked like she could have been a model for a lingerie company. We weren’t even in the air for an hour before she got drunk on the production’s dime. And I’m pretty sure she kept going to the bathroom to throw up.

Yolanda only broke the awkward silence between us a few times, to ask questions like, “Have you ever been to Florida?” and, “Do you think the weather will be nice.”

It was awkward having all the other couples around us, constantly kissing and flirting and giggling with excitement. I felt ripped off—like I was supposed to be getting that experience; it was the experience I signed up for. But instead, I ended up being slapped with a transgender. I was being kept on that show just for the eventual humiliation of her secret being revealed. There was always one big bombshell twist with every season, and this season, that bombshell was set to explode in my face.

Karen came by our seats. Her face was white and green and she’d been going back and forth to the bathroom. Apparently she didn’t handle traveling well. “Don’t forget to do your self-diaries,” she said before running off to throw up into a bag.

I looked at Yolanda and she looked at me. Then we both looked away quickly. “Should we do it then?” she asked.

“I guess so. What do you want to talk about?”

“I don’t know,” she said.

And then we were both silent. That silence was horrible. Just a few days ago, there was too much to talk about. It seemed like we would need ten lifetimes just to do all the talking we wanted to do. Now, as we sat next to one another, there was nothing to say. My brain was too busy trying to come up with solutions to think of conversation topics. I was convinced that there was a way to sneak out of this show without being humiliated, and without having to hear ‘I told you so’ from Tanner. Surely there was something I could do.

Yolanda took out her phone and held it out. She leaned over, resting her head on my shoulder for the first time.

Then she opened the camera feature and pressed record. She smiled so I did the same. “We’re on our way to Florida,” she said. I just nodded, freezing up completely. With her head on my shoulder, I could now smell her soft hair. That smell was confusing and wrong. She smelled like a woman, even though she technically wasn’t one. “We’re so excited to finally get to spend time together. I already feel like I know you so well.” She turned and looked into my eyes. I just remained frozen, unable to play along properly.

“It’s going to be fun,” I finally managed to say. Then she ended the recording and pulled her head off of my shoulder, filling me with relief.

“I’m sure that’ll do,” she said.

“I’m sure,” I said, looking away. And then she reached across me to grab a drink from the flight attendant. The glint of her engagement ring caught my eye, and I remembered that we were literally engaged. We were due to get married in just five weeks. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine, as if she just had the same realization. That look lasted for a very long three seconds, and then we both looked away.

“What’s the matter, Rudy?” Karen asked once we got into the car to take us to the Key West resort.

“What? What’s wrong?” I said.

“You aren’t kissing her. You aren’t holding her hand. Give us something,” she said. “Don’t shut down on us now. I know you’re tired. I know you didn’t sleep last night. No one slept last night. But you need to give our editors something to work with.”

So I looked down at Yolanda’s hand. I hesitated for a long moment, and then I reached over and grabbed it. She decided to shuffle over and lean against my body. She was warm and she smelled amazing, which was exactly what I was afraid of.

“Now,” Karen said. “When we get to the resort, you’re going to see all the other couples. Pretend like it’s the first time you’ve seen them since the Pairing Mansion. Oh, and Rudy, pretend like you’ve never seen the girls before—especially Bailey. And Yolanda, pretend like you’ve never seen the guys before—especially Donovan.”

“Why Donovan?” I asked curiously. Then there was an awkward silence. Was Yolanda close to getting engaged to Donovan? No—I wasn’t close to getting engaged with Bailey; Donovan was probably just the only other guy who spent time talking to her. And why would I care? It’s not like I actually planned to have a real relationship with Yolanda. As soon as I could figure out how to break up with her without embarrassing myself, I was going to.

The car pulled up in front of the resort, but Karen made us sit for a few minutes until she got the okay from her walkie-talkie. Then the doors of the other cars opened and all of the show’s contestants stepped out. “Okay,” Karen said. “Get out and act surprised.”

So we went along with the rouse. We acted surprised. The girls hugged the other girls and the guys all gave out high-fives to one another. Donovan insisted on giving me a hug and a firm pat on the back, as if I was his son or something. “Great to see you again, buddy,” he said, even though we hadn’t even gone twenty minutes without seeing each other.

“Likewise,” I said with a grunt as he patted me on the back again.

We had to redo the scene two more times because Bailey kept stumbling on her heels and then looking into the camera lens. She was still drunk from the airplane. “Is she going to be okay?” I asked Donovan.

“She’s fine,” he said. “Don’t worry about her.”

But the filming wasn’t over once the production was satisfied with our meeting scene. They filmed up getting our keys and they filmed us checking out our rooms. The resort was also a sponsor of the show, so we were told to compliment everything from the carpet to the ceiling fans.

“Okay, Rudy,” Karen said. “We’re all tired but we have one more scene to shoot. We need to get the two of you going to bed. I know that it’s still early, and I’m sure you’re just going to go down to the bar once we’re gone, but just pretend like it’s late and you’re exhausted from traveling—but you want to get intimate with your fiancee. Start by getting changed into your nighttime clothes.”

I looked at Yolanda. We parted the room towards our suitcases. I pulled out a pair of sweatpants and a cotton t-shirt. I looked over and saw her pulling out a red satin slip. I turned my back to her to get changed, leaving my boxers on under my sweatpants. But I could see her in the mirror, with her back to me as she pulled off her dress.

She really did have a nice body, which made no sense. She was curvy and every woman in America would have killed to have her blonde hair. She threw her hair back and stood up straight before bending over to step into her little slip. Now I could see her round, smooth bum. It was a nice bum, but it seemed so wrong.

On an impulse, I looked back at her. It was meant to be a small little peek that would go unnoticed, but I forgot that I had a whole team of people watching me. I felt the cameras all turn towards me as I looked at that bum. I tried to look away quickly, but I knew that the damage was already done. I knew that little glance would end up making the cut, and I was right.

She pulled that cute slip over her tight body, and then she turned to me. “How do I look?” she asked.

I felt my face turning red, even though I didn’t want it to. I didn’t want people to think that I was attracted to her if her secret was going to end up coming out. But I also didn’t want my friends—the ones who told me that I was making a big mistake—to think that they were right. “You look great,” I said.

She smiled and then she came towards me. I put my hands on her sides, feeling that tight satin against her skin. Then she leaned in for another kiss. I closed my eyes and let it happen. We kissed once again. Her soft lips mashed against mine, and then her arms wrapped around me. My heart fluttered before sinking into the pit of my stomach. I had no idea what was real anymore. Was she just putting on a show for the cameras or was she actually into me?

We fell down onto the bed. She giggled and looked into my eyes. Then I grabbed the blanket and pulled it over us, hoping it would signal the camera team to go away. That was how those scenes always ended in the show: the couple would start to become intimate and then the cameras would back out of the room. But sadly, we weren’t so lucky. Now I was rolled on top of Yolanda and the cameras were still rolling. I could feel her perky nipples against my chest, and I could feel her smooth, bare thighs rubbing against my legs. I could even feel her heart pounding, surprisingly just as hard as mine.

But we were under the covers. They couldn’t see our faces. Now, Yolanda wasn’t smiling or giggling. Her eyes were wide and she was gently biting her bottom lip. I narrowed my eyes, trying to figure out what was wrong. Then I felt it: pulsing against my lower abdomen. She was getting aroused. My heart stopped beating for a moment and a pulled a deep breath of air into my lungs. “Sorry,” she whispered. “I can’t help it.”

“It—It’s okay,” I said. “They’ll be done any minute now.”

But they weren’t calling cut. They just kept rolling, as if they knew that this was torture and they wanted it to sting even worse. I could still feel that shaft throbbing. It had slipped out from her panties and now it was pushing against her satin slip. She had her eyes closed and her face was dark red with humiliation. I actually felt a bit bad for her—but I was still furious with her deep down.

I couldn’t figure out why she signed up to be on Blind Love. Surely she knew that they would use her trans status as a twist to stir up some drama. “Give us a bit more action,” Karen finally said, killing the silence in the room. “Roll around a bit. You look like a couple of rocks under a blanket.”

I wrapped my arms around her and we began to roll around. She tried using her hand to push her erection back into her panties, but it just kept springing loose and rubbing against my leg. It was a horrible feeling. It didn’t help that the cotton of my sweatpants was thin, so I could feel pretty much everything: her veins, the round bulge of her tip, and the curve of her impressive length. I tried to pull my body away from it, but I was also terrified of it looking like we were fucking on camera. I didn’t want to be pulling my pelvis back and forth and making people think I was penetrating her.

Finally, Karen called out, “Cut! That’s a wrap for the night.”

We both waited a moment before gently pulling the covers down over our chests. We remained in the bed while the team cleaned up.

Karen helped the camera guys pack up their batteries. Then she looked over at us while we remained perfectly still in that awkwardly silent room. “You guys can go down to the bar now. Or are you waiting for us to leave so you can actually get frisky?” she asked.

I shook my head. “I think I’ll go down to the bar,” I said.

“Me too,” Yolanda said.

Then Karen continued staring. She didn’t realize that Yolanda was waiting for her erection to go away. And neither Karen nor Yolanda realized that I was also waiting for my erection to go away. It was an unfortunate consequence of rubbing together—and that feminine perfume didn’t help at all. I was now trying to slowly move my hand down between my legs, to stuff my throbbing cock into the waistband of my pants, just in case Yolanda or someone decided to pull back those covers.

I hated that I was erect. I hated that I got aroused rolling around with a transgender. It wasn’t right.

Once the crew was gone, we both remained under those sheets, still waiting for our humiliation to settle. “So what are we going to do?” I asked Yolanda.

She looked at me and shook her head. It was the first time we’d been alone since the moment in the bathroom. “I don’t know.”

“Are you going to come out on the show?” I asked.

“I think that’s the plan. It’s not really up to me.”

“Well it could be up to you. You could just not come out.”

“They’ll sue me,” she said. “I signed all the contracts. I agreed to say whatever they want me to say—and you did too.”

My stomach gargled. Why couldn’t she just take one for the team? Why did she have to drag both of us down? “My parents are going to disown me,” I said.

“I’m sorry,” she said, looking away as her face turned that familiar shade of dark red. Finally, my cock was flaccid enough that I could slip out of bed. I went straight to my pile of clothes. I was exhausted and wanted to go to sleep, but more than sleep, I needed a drink.

“It just is what it is,” I said. “I didn’t know what I was signing up for and you didn’t know what you were signing up for. Now I just need to figure out how to stop this from being the biggest mistake of my life. I’d rather not be disowned by my parents and mocked by my friends, but we can’t all get what we want, right?”

“Well maybe your parents won’t care,” she said. And it was hard not to laugh. I didn’t want to be mean. I knew that she was trans and she probably wanted more people to accept her as a normal person—and I personally had no issues with people being trans. But I couldn’t help what my baby boomer parents thought, and I couldn’t help what my friends would think.

“Sorry, but you don’t know my parents. And you don’t know my friends. It’s just—I’m sorry, but why the hell would you go on this show?”

“I don’t know. I guess I thought it would just be fun,” she said.

“Fun? You didn’t stop to think that you might end up getting someone humiliated?” I was starting to get mad now. I just couldn’t figure out what her motive was. “I just—I need some space right now.” I looked around the small room. There wasn’t even a couch to sleep on—just that queen-sized bed. I thought about going down to the lobby and seeing if I could get another room, but I knew they would probably alert the production, and then it would become a whole ordeal—and probably the highlight of some early episode of the show. But I couldn’t allow myself to be the focus of any episodes. I couldn’t end up being one of the couples that got made fun of for weeks and weeks after the show came out.

So I took a deep breath. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I—I don’t know what I’m saying. I’m just really tired. I haven’t figured out how to process everything. Want to come and grab a drink with me?”

She stared into my eyes, still looking a bit defeated. “Okay,” she said softly. So we both got dressed and then we met up at the door to our little suite.

“So what are we going to do?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess we just see what happens.”

“I guess so,” I said, feeling the last bit of hope that I still had inside of me drifting away. We didn’t speak much as we sipped our drinks. It was hard to think of things to talk about as people stared at us from across the bar. I saw them whispering with each other, letting the newcomers know that we were there for the show. In a weird way, we were like celebrities, and now I was starting to understand why celebrities were always getting so frustrated in public. I just wanted to have a drink—I didn’t want to have a bunch of people staring at me.

When the waitress came by, she made a point of looking down at Yolanda’s ring finger, almost as if she was trying to get a little bit of intel so she could tell her friends that she knew some fifth season spoilers.

I looked at Yolanda while she took a sip from her drink. I still couldn’t believe I had nothing to say to her. I couldn’t believe that we’d gone from having everything to say to having nothing to say. “I guess we should probably get some sleep before we have to film tomorrow,” I said.

“I guess so.”

So we went upstairs and we crawled into bed, with a long pillow between our bodies.
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When I woke up the next morning, I was too tired to open my eyes. I could feel the faint glow of the morning sunlight against my eyelids, and I decided I would fall back asleep. I was comfortable, with a warm mass pressed against my body. I could feel her soft butt cheeks nestled against my lap, and in my over hand was her breast, and her perky nipple pressing into the palm of my hand. I snuggled in closer, getting more of her warm body pressed against my body.

“Can we get any tighter than that?” I heard a male voice ask.

I froze. Someone was in the room. And he wasn’t alone. I heard a pair of footsteps creeping forward. And that’s when I remembered I was currently the subject of a documentary series about men and women getting engaged without seeing each other first. Now, my fiancee was snuggled against my body, and I had an erection snuggled between her bare butt cheeks. Thankfully I was still wearing my sweatpants, though I knew that she would feel it once she woke up—if she wasn’t already awake.

My stomach groaned and I remained frozen, terrified of opening my eyes, like a toddler afraid to see the monster looming over his bed. I could feel the camera getting closer to my face. “That’s better,” that male voice whispered, as if they were trying not to wake us up. “Hold that shot. Are we getting sound on this, or is it MOS?”

“I’m speeding,” a voice said.

“Okay, we can tail slate, right?”

“Sure.”

Now Yolanda was stirring awake. She wriggled and then she stretched out her legs. I tried to wiggle my hips back, so I could get my morning erection away from her before she noticed, but I was near the edge of the bed; one little wiggle would have been enough to fall right off—and then the cameras would see my stiff bulge.

“Okay, now let’s wake them up. Rudy, Yolanda, wake up. Act natural. We’re filming. Pretend like we’re not here. Do whatever you would normally do. Just pretend like we aren’t in the room. Are you awake? Are they awake?”

“I don’t know,” whispered the camera guy.

I didn’t want to open my eyes first. Thankfully, Yolanda rolled over, onto her back—but the damage was done. They caught us cuddling and the footage would surely end up on Netflix. My parents would see me cuddling with a trans woman. After her big reveal, my friends would go back and watch that scene and they would cry with laughter.

I opened my eyes slowly and saw all three cameras aimed at us. “Just act natural,” The director said again. But it was hard to act natural with an audience of eight—not to mention the audience of a million that would be watching in a few months.

I looked on the floor next to my side of the bed and saw the long pillow that was supposed to keep us separated. How did it end up on the floor? How long had we been cuddling for?

It was probably for the best. It was good that they now had footage that made us look close and happy—as long as I could figure out a way to keep Yolanda from coming out on the show. I just needed to figure out some loophole.

“Talk about your sleep,” the director whispered.

Then Yolanda looked at me. “Good morning,” she said with a soft voice. She had a bit of a morning rasp, which was actually kind of sexy, with her blonde hair all ruffled and cute.

“Hey,” I said.

“How’d you sleep?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Fine.”

Then we became silent. The director broke the silence. “Yolanda, why don’t you tell him that you had fun last night. Maybe give him a little wink.”

My heart fluttered and fizzled down into my stomach. I didn’t think she was actually going to do it—and then she did. “Last night was fun,” she said with a smile and a wink.

I could feel my face turning white. Why did she play along? Why didn’t she put up a little bit of a fight? Now the entire world was going to think that we fucked. Under any under circumstances, that would have been wonderful. But knowing that the world would soon find out that she was actually born a boy—it was less than ideal.

“We should go get some breakfast,” I said.

“That sounds fine.”

“Yolanda, why don’t you get changed?” the director said. “Maybe change in the same room—make it look like you guys are already comfortable with each other.”

She nodded her head slowly.

“Let’s get a closed set. One camera, one sound guy.” Half of the crew shuffled out of the room so Yolanda could change, not that it made any difference. Sure, they would blur any nip slips, but there were still three strangers standing in the room, and Yolanda wasn’t actually perfectly comfortable with me.

But surprisingly, she still did it. She went to her suitcase and grabbed a little dress. Then she pulled her little slip off and tossed it on the ground. From behind her, I could see her side-boob. She had great tits. And her ass was something to fancy as well: perky and round and soft. Her panties covered her crack and somehow kept her big bulge from falling down between her legs.

Her dress was cute: a tight, white lace dress, like something a girl might wear at her wedding reception. I looked around the room at the director, the sound guy, and the cameraman. They were all staring at Yolanda’s body with wide eyes. Did they not already know her secret? Were the producers the only ones who knew? Surely these men wouldn’t be ogling her if they knew that she was born a boy. And I had to admit that their admiration for my fiancee made me feel a little bit better. Maybe it wouldn’t be too embarrassing once she came out. If she could fool the whole crew, then maybe she could fool the audience of the show—and then maybe they wouldn’t laugh so hard at me for being ‘fooled’.

Unsurprisingly, nobody ogled me when I got changed in the room. I even saw the sound guy wincing slightly when I slipped my sweatpants down to the floor. Yolanda giggled at me. “What?” I said.

“Your bum is so pale,” she said.

“What, am I supposed to tan my ass?” I said.

She giggled again, and I couldn’t help but let a little chuckle of my own slip out.

We went down to the restaurant for breakfast. As we sat down, Yolanda’s producer told the waitress to give our bill to the production. A small wave of relief washed over me. Maybe there was a slight silver-lining to being with the production. Maybe there were a few perks to having my privacy and humility stripped from me.

I didn’t hold back when the waitress came by to take our orders. I made sure to order the lobster breakfast, with access to the buffet, with a coffee, a large orange juice, and a Bloody Mary to cure the slight hangover that was ringing in the back of my head.

I got a dirty look from Yolanda’s producer. “Are you actually going to eat and drink all of that?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “It’s what I would have ordered regardless. You didn’t have to pick up the tab.”

He groaned as if it made a difference. It was a well known fact that Blind Love brought in millions of viewers, and they probably had hundreds of millions of profits—I wasn’t going to make the show go broke with my luxury breakfast.

“So what are we doing today?” Yolanda asked me.

“I don’t know. Maybe we can go hang out at the beach,” I said.

“You’re going snorkeling,” hushed the director. “So let’s take that answer again. Ready? Action!”

I sighed. I didn’t want to go snorkeling, but I knew I didn’t have the choice. “We’re going snorkeling,” I said, faking my biggest smile. I was tired of doing retakes after a long week of doing take after take after take. I just wanted to breeze through filming so I could have a short moment of peace at the end of the day.

“With the dolphins,” hushed the director.

“We’re going snorkeling with the dolphins!” I said with a giant smile and so much fake enthusiasm that I nearly made Yolanda spit out her coffee.

The director sighed. “Take it again!” he said. “And lost the attitude, please.” Now Yolanda was giggling. She couldn’t seem to stop herself. She had an addictive giggle. I bit down on the edge of my lip and let a little snicker out.

“Where are we going, Rudy?” she asked with her big grin.

I leaned over the table with a big grin of my own. “We’re going snorkeling… with the dolphins,” I whispered.

“Louder, please,” the director said.

So I stood up on my chair and yelled, “Hey everybody! We’re going snorkeling with the dolphins!” I don’t know what had gotten into me. Maybe I was having a mini mental breakdown. But I just couldn’t help myself. Yolanda’s inability to stop herself from giggling just seemed to get me going. Finally, after the director groaned and walked away for a moment, we managed to calm down, and then we got a good take.

They only gave us five minutes to get ready for the drive out to the snorkeling tour boat. Yolanda tried to put on a bit of makeup, but she only managed to get a touch of eyeliner on around her big eyes. Though she didn’t need a lot. She had naturally big eyes and naturally thick eyelashes. Her skin was fine too: a few little spots from old pimples, but those somehow just made her seem more likeable.

On the drive towards the boat, I noticed her freckles for the first time. She had a cute band across her nose and cheeks, and a larger band on her shoulders and upper back. “What are you looking at?” she asked me when she noticed me looking down her back. She was only wearing a bikini, so I could pretty much see everything.

“I like your freckles,” I said. I said it partially because there was a camera in my face, waiting for me to say something. But I also said it because it was true: I’d always liked girls with freckles, and Tanner knew it. It was one of my weaknesses.

Now I could feel my cheeks turning red. I didn’t mean for her to catch me looking at her body, even though it was a harmless little peer down her back. I found myself biting down on my tongue while a new thought began to swirl in my head: ‘Why couldn’t she just be a real girl?’

It would have been so much easier had she just been a real girl. She was pretty and she was fun, and we had a lot to talk about when we weren’t both thinking about the fact that she was trans. Had that one little detail been different, I wouldn’t have been battling to figure out how I could get off of this show; instead, I would be praising the show for successfully matching me with the girl of my dreams.

I tensed up as that term brushed through my mind: girl of my dreams. She wasn’t the girl of my dreams. Sure, she was pretty and we had a few things in common, but she certainly wasn’t the girl of my dreams. For starters, she’d spent the majority of her life as a boy. And even though she was mostly female now, every cell in her body was still male. There was still a possibility of her suffering from male pattern baldness in the future. She still couldn’t have kids—even though I didn’t necessarily want to have kids. She still had a prostate, and she had to use pills to hold back her male hormones, and more pills to stimulate the production of female hormones.

I looked out the window. The harbor was coming into view. And standing on the pier was Karen, holding her big binder and wearing a big pair of sunglasses. The morning had been so hectic, I hadn’t even realized she hadn’t been there.

“Get a good sleep?” she asked as we got out from the car. “Well I got a great sleep. I’ve never felt better. We’ve got a big day today. We need to film you guys snorkeling, and then we need to get lunch scenes, dinner scenes, and then you’ll be meeting the other couples for drinks at the bar. We want to get some drama there, so prepare yourself a little bit for that. But first, we’ll do these snorkeling scenes. Let’s get on this boat. Quit dragging your feet! C’mon! I want to FaceTime my kids before they go to sleep tonight.”

Aside from the cameras constantly being thrusted into our faces, the snorkeling trip wasn’t so bad. I always thought snorkeling seemed like a major pain in the ass: with all the gear and the cold water and I’ve never liked the idea of trying to breathe underwater. But it was actually a lot of fun. Below the surface of the water, I could see for miles. We saw dolphins and tons of different fish, and I’m convinced that I saw a baby whale, though the guide told me it was highly unlikely.

But it was hard to film us in the water, so most of that trip was spent hanging out on the boat deck, in the sun. They wanted us to talk about whether or not we wanted to have kids one day, and if so, when. “So do you want to have kids?” I asked Yolanda. And I had a bad feeling that this was their way of getting her to come out. I had no idea if they were going to spring it on me quickly or if they were going to wait until the bitter end. In my head, I was trying to figure out which would be worse.

“Well, we talked about it a bit in the Pairing Pods,” she said. “I think I want kids one day. I’d like to adopt.”

“Rudy, ask her why she wants to adopt,” said the director. My stomach fluttered. I licked my lips, which were dry from the salty air.

“Um,” I said. I could suddenly feel everyone staring at me. “Why do you want to adopt?” I asked, looking into her eyes. I could see that she was nervous. Her eyes were wide and her skin was paler than usual.

“Well,” she said, looking down at her legs. “I, uh, think that there are lots of kids stuck in the foster system, and they need homes too, you know?”

“Totally,” I said. “That’s where I’m at too.” I made a big smile. But I could tell the director and our producers weren’t satisfied.

“I’ve actually looked into it before, just out of curiosity. There are some agencies in Ukraine that have good reputations.”

“Really?” I said.

And then I heard Karen sighing. “Rudy, why don’t you ask her if she wants to have kids of her own?”

I looked at Yolanda again, and now her skin was really pale. “So do you want to have kids of your own?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’d like to, but I don’t think that’s possible.”

“Why not?” I asked, before they told me to ask. I wanted to close my eyes. I wanted to throw myself over the edge of the boat and swim to the nearest deserted island, so I could live there forever, and never know what my parents thought about my terrible decision to go on the show.

“I can’t, uh, medically have kids,” she said.

“Oh, I see,” I said. And I was waiting for the producers to make me push her further, but strangely, they left it at that. Apparently they just wanted to squeeze a bit of foreshadowing in. They wanted to keep me in the dark—and I couldn’t help but wonder if they already knew that I knew.

“Okay, I think that’s a wrap for snorkeling scenes. Let’s head back to land and get some lunch shots,” said Karen.

“What do we need for lunch shots?” asked Yolanda’s designated producer.

“Just them eating. If we can get a compliment or two in there, that would be great. Just mid-episode filler.”

The crew started packing up their gear on the other end of the boat, leaving us alone for the first time that morning. Yolanda was staring down at her lap. The giddy joy she’d been demonstrating all morning was suddenly gone. “You okay?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said. “I just—I don’t want to embarrass you, but in the end, I have to say whatever they want me to say. And trust me—I don’t want to come out on camera. I don’t want my grandparents to know about this. Whenever I go to visit them—which is only once every couple of years—I have to tie my hair up and dress up like a boy. It’s very awkward, but I know they just won’t understand. Some people just aren’t there yet, and will probably never be there.”

I nodded my head and looked down at my own lap. “It’s fine,” I said. “I have a plan. I think I can convince Karen to let it slide. I can’t make any promises, but I think she has a soft side.”

“You think so?” Yolanda asked, looking into my eyes with her big, glittery eyes.

I nodded my head. “I’m just saying there’s a chance. I’m not guaranteeing anything. She’s in a good mood today, so maybe I’ll try this afternoon.”

But that good mood didn’t last. When we met up with her at the lunch restaurant, she was fuming. Her face was red and her lips were pressed thin. I was afraid to go near her as she huffed and puffed. She waved over Yolanda’s designated producer. “What’s going on?” he said.

“They lost the fucking footage,” she said.

“What footage?”

“This morning’s footage. Your dim camera team didn’t back the files up, and now they’re gone. Howard dropped the card in the water before getting on the boat, and he just confessed now. I want him fired.”

“It’s fine,” said the male producer. “We’ll reshoot that stuff. We can drag up a couple of 10Ks to their room and it will take an hour.”

“That was supposed to be my fucking hour with my kids!” she snapped. “You know how pissed my husband already is with me? Every conversation we’ve had in the past three months has been a fucking fight because of this goddamned job. I don’t get any goddamned time off and it’s taking a toll on my family.”

“You had this morning off,” the man made the mistake of saying.

Karen took a deep breath. “And you idiots managed to fuck it all up by not backing up the fucking footage!” she yelled. The whole restaurant became quiet as every patron looked over at the steaming Karen.

So my plan to talk to Karen went on hold, until she was in a better mood.


CHAPTER 11
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The long day of filming ended with us in bed, finishing up the reshoot of our morning scenes. The last shot they needed was of us sleeping and waking up. And after that long day, it was difficult to open my eyes every time they closed. And the shooting was made especially awkward because they wanted us to cuddle the same way we did that morning, pressed tightly together, in our thin sleeping clothes.

“Give her a kiss good morning,” Karen said.

“We didn’t do that this morning,” I said.

“So do it now. She’s your fiancee, Rudy,” said Karen through clenched teeth. And I knew that I needed to get into Karen’s good books. I needed her to like me—love me, even. Yolanda rolled over and looked into my eyes, and then I leaned forward and kissed her. It wasn’t nearly as awkward as our previous smooches. I was getting used to kissing her, in a weird way. I knew that we both understood it was for the show, so I wasn’t worried about giving her the wrong impression. And it was easy enough to close my eyes and imagine that I was kissing a woman. Her lips did, after all, feel like the lips of a woman. They were soft and plump. She was a gentle kisser. In fact, after the third take of kissing her in that bed, I started to feel a bit awkward, almost looking forward to getting to do another take—but I knew that was wrong. I knew that I needed to remind myself that she was trans.

“Okay, that’s a wrap,” Karen said. “Good enough.” She looked defeated, and I didn’t blame her. It was nearly 10:00 PM, and her kids were almost definitely already in bed. I slipped out of bed and caught up to her as she began to pack up her things in the corner of the room.

“Sorry that took so long, Karen,” I said.

“It’s not your fault that moron dropped the card into the Atlantic Ocean,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Well, I feel like I’m learning quickly with all this production stuff. Maybe I can be on the lookout for stuff like that,” I said.

She looked up into my eyes. I caught a gleam in her retina before she said, “If I’m not here, then absolutely: remind these guys to back up their footage. And if you see them dragging their feet, tell them to hurry up.”

“Sure can do,” I said.

And then Karen cracked a smile. A burst of warm hope materialized in my chest. Maybe I would be able to get some sympathy from her. Maybe I could get her to drop the whole trans subplot. “See you tomorrow,” I said to her. And then I picked her bag up off the ground and handed it to her.

“Thanks, Rudy,” she said, suddenly not sounding so angry. The redness was beginning to flush from her face.

“My pleasure.” I went back to our room, which was quickly clearing out as the tired production members left for the night.

“Two more nights in paradise,” Yolanda said. “Then it’s back to the real world.”

I nodded my head, and then I realized what ‘the real world’ meant. I remembered previous seasons, where the drama always grew exponentially once contestants returned to the real world. And, as if on cue, I received a text message from Karen. “Sorry, Rudy, but I forgot to ask—could you send me the names of a few close friends? We want to reach out for interviews back home.”

A lump began to form in my throat.

“What is it?” Yolanda asked.

I shook my head. “It’s nothing,” I said. “Karen just wants me to send her some stuff.” My stomach turned. I knew they didn’t just want to get interviews with my friends. I knew that they were going to try to stir up some drama. The production of Blind Love was sneaky and conniving. They were probably going to try to dig up some dirt on me, so they could throw it in my face—and in Yolanda’s face.

I tried to think of my least innocent friends. But I didn’t have many friends, and I couldn’t just send her names of people I hadn’t talked to in eight years. I knew I had to send her Tanner’s information. I knew that I needed to give her what she wanted if I was going to be able to get what I wanted: Yolanda’s secret to remain a secret.
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It happened again. I woke up with my arm over Yolanda, her body pressed against mine, and my cock was a throbbing erection. The pillow barrier between us was on the ground, and I could see Yolanda’s sleeping face in the mirror across from her: she was snoozing peacefully, with a small smile on her face. And how had it happened again? Why were we snuggled together? I’d never been much of a deep sleeper, and as far as I knew, I’d never done any sleep walking or sleep talking or sleep throwing pillows on the floor to cuddle up with transgender women. So she must have been doing it—and was she doing it in her sleep, or was she waiting for me to fall asleep so she could snuggle into me?

There were no cameras in the room, but I knew they would arrive shortly, seeing the sun was starting to rise over the distant horizon. So I slipped carefully out of bed and went into the bathroom. I closed the door and looked down at my cock. The erection just wouldn’t go away. It had been almost two weeks since I’d last masturbated, which was a personal record. And now I was dying from the horniness. I knew that I would end up doing something regrettable if I didn’t deal with my stiff situation, so I clutched my fingers around it and began to gently jerk myself.

The silence in that bathroom made me nervous. I wasn’t used to being surrounded by silence. It had been so long since I’d experienced complete silence, so now I was extra conscious of every noise I was making, including the very quiet sound of my foreskin moving up and down my bulbous tip as I pumped myself.

But even though it had been weeks since I’d last gotten off, I just wasn’t able to make myself come. I looked around the room for something to use. Sadly, I’d left my phone on the nightstand, so I couldn’t look up a picture of Kate Upton or some other hot model. I tried using my imagination, but my brain was scattered with anxiety. Then I looked down on the floor and spotted a pile of Yolanda’s clothes in the corner. I knelt down and dug in and found a pair of red panties. As I curled my fingers around them, I smelled her amazing perfume. I held the panties up to my nose and breathed in the smell of that perfume—along with the smell of the sweat from her balls. It wasn’t a manly smell, but it definitely smelled like sweat; but I was horny enough to be turned on by it.

I wrapped the red lacy panties around my cock and squeezed tight. Now my cock was harder than ever before and throbbing intensely. I tried to pretend like the panties belonged to some hot model, and not to a trans woman with a cock and balls.

I closed my eyes and jerked faster. And then the image of Yolanda came into my mind. I could see her naked: her warm, smooth skin completely uncovered. I imagined her squeezing her perky breasts. A whimper escaped my lips. I squeezed my cock harder as an amazing euphoria swelled inside of me. I pumped faster. I had to reach out to grab onto the edge of the sink counter. I curled my fingers around that sink ledge and pumped fast. Now I had the image of Yolanda clutching her cock in my mind. I could picture her pumping it quickly, stroking it as she moaned with her long blonde hair gracing her soft, freckled back. I imagined her squeezing it as her climax approached, and then I imagined her blasting her own abdomen with a large glazing of glistening white cum.

And I was just about to come when there was a knock at the bathroom door. “Hey, are you almost done in there? I really have to pee,” Yolanda said, making me jump. But it was too late to stop myself: I was coming. The first blast of cum shot out from my cock as I groaned. It went straight into her panties. The next three shots filled her panties as well, and then cum began to drip through the small holes in the lace, and I realized that I’d meant to come into the toilet or into some tissue paper, and not into her panties!

“Shit,” I muttered.

“Rudy? You okay?” Yolanda asked.

My cock continued to drain—apparently I was having the biggest expulsion of cum in my entire life. I shuddered all over with the last moment of euphoria before forcing myself to say, “Sorry, I’m just shaving.”

But I don’t know why I said it, because I wasn’t shaving and I had no intention of shaving.

“Mind if I just slip in to pee for a minute?” she asked.

I had none of my shaving stuff out, and not even a dab of shaving cream on my face. And to make matters worse, I had her panties in my hand, and my cum was soaking into the soft lace. “Yeah, sure,” I said. “Just give me a second to wash the shaving cream off of my hand.” I tried acting quickly, running the hot water, rinsing the cum off of my hand, stuffing her panties into my shaving kit as I quickly spread shaving cream on my face. But I still had that erection, and my sweatpants were still on the ground.

I suddenly heard Yolanda giggling. Did she know that I was in the bathroom masturbating? Was my delaying just making it more and more obvious? I tried pulling up my sweatpants and I rushed to the door.

“Sorry,” I said. “I, uh—I’m really flustered this morning.” I wasn’t able to look her in the eyes. She was smiling and her cheeks were red. I did my best to brush by her before she could notice my erection. I looked back before she closed the door, and I could see splotches of my own cum on the ground. Luckily there were spots of water on the ground as well.

Once she was finished, I noticed that there were footsteps where my cum had been, and now it was squished and spread out. She must have stepped on it, which meant my cum was on the bottom of her foot. I felt a bit bad and terrible embarrassed, especially since she still had that big smirk on her face. She knew that she’d caught me masturbating. It was only five minutes later, while I was shaving, when she asked, “Have you seen my panties? They were with my clothes.”

“Panties? Huh? Why would I have seen panties?” I asked. My face was turning red. She started looking around for them. I pulled my shaving kit towards me, and when she wasn’t looking, I made sure that they were stuffed down as far as they would go. I felt like such a crazed degenerate, stuffing cum-soaked panties deep into my shaving kit. Why did I use her panties to jerk off to begin with? What was I thinking?

The camera team showed up a few minutes later. Karen was with them, looking exhausted and grumpy. “Okay, morning shots,” she said. “Let’s get them quickly.”

The day went more smoothly than previous days. The camera team was in a groove, us contestants were in a groove, and there wasn’t much drama to film, so the scenes were all quick—for us, at least. But Steve and Ashley were another story.

Apparently, Ashley admitted to Steve that she wasn’t 39, as she originally claimed—but she was 49. And to be honest, I was under the impression she was about 50, and I just assumed it was the case; I had no idea that she’d been lying and putting herself in her thirties. This revelation was particularly dreadful to Steve, who wanted to have kids and was under the impression his fiancee was still young enough to create human life.

Yolanda and I caught a glimpse of them later that night, fighting in the bar with four camera teams around them. We were finished filming for the night, so the producers just asked us to stay out of the shots while we had our drinks. “So I guess this episode will be mostly about them then,” Yolanda said.

“Poor guy,” I said. “Do you think he was really surprised? Or do you think they’re just playing it up for the cameras?”

“I don’t know. He looks pretty surprised. He definitely looks angry.”

“That’s for sure,” I said. Steve was now standing up and pointing at Ashley. His face was dark red and he was yelling, “You lied to me! You lied to me!” over and over.

“Think we’ll have a big fight like that?” Yolanda asked.

“That depends. Are you lying to me about your age?” I asked with a smirk.

She made a fake little gasp. “Oh no. I meant to tell you, but I’m actually eighty three.”

I gasped and threw my head back. “You lied to me?!” I stood up. “How could you lie to me?!”

“I’m so sorry, Rudy. I was going to tell you that my eighty-eighth birthday is coming up! I really was going to tell you!”

“Eighty eight? You lied to me again!?”

“I’m sorry. It’s just hard being ninety. No one wants to date a ninety year old.” She pressed her face into the palms of her hands. “I’m so sorry.”

“Ninety!? You’re actually ninety?”

Now everyone in the bar was looking at us. Even a few of the production members were staring at us with unimpressed looks on their faces.

“Oh God, I should have just told you that I’m actually one-hundred and twelve years old!” Yolanda said.

“Are you guys done yet?” asked one of the producers. Now Steve and Ashley were staring at us, looking even more unimpressed than their designated producers.

We both sat down and started giggling. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine, and then that unfortunately fluttered back through my mind: Why couldn’t she just be a proper girl?

The thought stung, but at least I had a bit of hope glistening inside of me, that I would be able to convince Karen to lose a few rating points for the sake of our sanities.

Outside on the patio, Bailey and Donovan were finishing up shooting their scenes: more making out, more stroking each other’s hair. “They’re so phoney,” Yolanda said.

“Why do you say that?” I asked, even though I agreed with her.

“I don’t know. You know I was talking to that Bailey girl and she’s trying to break into the modeling world. I’ll be you anything that she’s just using this show to promote herself.”

“Really?” I said.

“It’s just a hunch. Oh God, listen to me—I sound so catty. I’m not usually this catty.”

“It’s fine,” I said. “I don’t like that Donovan guy. He seems fake too. I’m not convinced that he’s an airline pilot.”

“Why do you say that?” Yolanda asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. Something about him just makes me think that he’s a liar—or an actor. Do you think that any of the couples are actually actors?”

“I haven’t thought about it,” she said.

Donovan and Bailey finished shooting. Once the camera team left, they got up, hand in hand, and started to head back to their room.

“Should we follow them?” Yolanda whispered with a big grin on her face.

“You want to follow them?” I asked with a small chuckle.

“It could be fun. We can see what they’re really up to. Aren’t they in the garden suite? We can probably see into their room if we find the right angle.”

I smiled. I was surprised by Yolanda’s naughty side. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s go.” So we left a tip and then we got up and followed them back to their room. We kept our distance, hiding behind bushes and trees whenever they were about to turn to look back. Yolanda couldn’t stop giggling, and the sound of her giggling made me giggle a few times.

At one point, Donovan did a full spin around, so I had to grab Yolanda and pull her tight against me, in a little nook on the side of the building. Her chest was pressed against mine and she was looking into my eyes, still giggling. “Shh,” I said.

“You’re laughing too,” she said.

“I know. But I’m laughing because you’re laughing.”

“Well maybe I’m laughing because you’re laughing!” I said.

“Shh!” she said, pressing a finger against my lips.

We both giggled and then peeked around the corner. They were gone, so we jogged to catch up. Then, around the corner, we had a view of their room. We got there just in time to see Donovan shutting the curtains. But they weren’t closed completely—a crack was left open.

“C’mon,” Yolanda said, grabbing me by the hand and giving me a playful tug.

“Are you crazy?” I said. “We’re going to get kicked out of the resort!”

“It’ll be fun. Let’s see if they’re really actors.”

I hesitated, and then I followed, running with her and giggling as we hopped over the small picket fence between their little deck and the resort grass. Yolanda let go of my hand and crept up to the window.

“Don’t get seen!” I whispered.

“They can’t see anything. It’s so bright in their room.”

“Be careful,” I said.

“Oh my God,” she hushed. “You have to see this.”

“What? What are they doing?”

“Come look.”

“I don’t want to. This is crazy. I thought you were just kidding around.”

She looked back at me with a big smile. “Live a little,” she said.

I groaned and rolled my head, and then I reluctantly crept up to their window. It felt very wrong—but the adrenaline felt kind of nice. It was fun getting into a bit of trouble.

I peered through the slit in the curtains. Bailey and Donovan were both undressing. Bailey grabbed the base of her tight shirt and pulled it up over her braless tits. There were visible scars under her breasts from a recent breast surgery. “We shouldn’t be looking,” I said, stepping back.

“Oh, you’re not fun,” Yolanda said, stepping back with me.

“What if people looked at us while we were in our room?” I said.

“Well they wouldn’t see much, would they?” she said with a sly wink.

I looked away quickly, feeling strangely shy.

“Do you think they do weird stuff?” Yolanda whispered.

“Who?”

“Bailey and Donovan,” she said.

“What kind of weird stuff?” I said.

“I bet they do weird stuff.” She giggled, and then once again, I couldn’t help but giggle as well. I don’t know why her laughter was so contagious. Her smile was also strangely contagious.

Then Yolanda crept back up to the window. “Hey! What are you doing?” I hushed. I was already at the fence, about to hop over before a resort security guard decided to stroll by.

“Oh my God,” she said. “You have to come see this.”

“No. It’s none of our business.”

“You won’t want to miss it,” she said.

I groaned. I was extremely curious, but I wasn’t quite sure why. Maybe it was her contagious curiosity, just like her smile and her laughter. So I crept up to the window and peered between that slit in the curtains. Bailey was on her knees, on the carpet, with a blindfold around her eyes. She had her hands up near her chest, fingers pointed down as if she was imitating a begging puppy. Donovan had his head tilted back and his eyes closed. He was stroking his flaccid penis, but for some reason he wasn’t looking down at his fiancee.

“What are they doing?” Yolanda asked.

“Minding their own business,” I said. But it was a bit strange. Bailey wasn’t moving—she was just blindfolded and sitting like a patient dog while Donovan stroked his cock, with his eyes closed. We watched for a long minute while Donovan’s cock got bigger and bigger. “We really shouldn’t be watching this.”

“Don’t you want to see what the hell they’re doing?” Yolanda asked.

I squirmed. For some reason I wanted to know, even though I knew it was none of my business. So we stayed to watch. Now Donovan was rock hard. He took his free hand and started to feel his own body, running his fingers over the contours of his muscles, and spending a good deal of time exploring his own pecs. Bailey continued to remain still.

“This is just weird,” I said.

“Is this all they’re going to do?” Yolanda whispered.

“I guess so.”

It was another minute later when Donovan belted out a deep ground. He stumbled forward with his cock clenched firmly in his fist, and then he began to come all over Bailey’s face and hair. He made a real mess, and she only flinched slightly when the first shot connected with her nose. I looked away before he finished. “This is just gross. C’mon, let’s get out of here before we get arrested.”

Yolanda finally backed away from the window. Her cheeks were red and she was giggling once again, unable to stop herself. He hopped over the little fence and we jogged until we reached the little path—then we slowed down and acted as casually as possible.

Across the grassy patch, we noticed a group of people pointing at us, recognizing us from all of the filming that had been happening around the resort. “They’re so desperate for spoilers,” Yolanda said. “It’s like everyone wants to be in on some secret, even though it has nothing to do with them.”

“I guess some people are just desperate to make their lives meaningful. If they know something that thousands of other people want to know, they’re somehow better—or something like that. I don’t know, I’ve never understood it.”

“Well I can’t totally blame them,” Yolanda said. “It’s exciting knowing something that no one else knows. Like Bailey and Donovan—aside from them, we’re the only people who know that they do… whatever that was.” She chuckled, and I chuckled as well.

The group was still watching us, as if we were going to do something wild. One of them lifted up a camera phone, aimed in our direction. “I guess we’re going to be on someone’s Facebook or Twitter now,” I said.

“We should pretend to make-out,” Yolanda said.

The thought was silly and fun, so I grabbed her and spun her around. I dipped her and leaned in, pressing my nose against hers. She giggled. We turned our heads slightly away from the group so they wouldn’t be able to see that our lips were actually touching.

And then our lips actually touched, and we kissed. For the first time without cameras on us, we were making out. I don’t know why I was letting it happen—I may have even been the one to initiate the kiss. No, she definitely initiated the kiss—she was the one who turned her face towards mine, so our lips were touching… but I was the one to actually kiss her. But she instantly kissed back!

But why weren’t we stopping? Why was I allowing the kiss to continue. Why was I letting her explore my body with her hands now, and why was I exploring her body with my hands? We slowly stood back upright, not breaking away from the kiss. Her lips parted and I let her wet tongue slide into my mouth. Our tongues wrapped together, and the kiss continued.

I knew that she was a biological male. I knew that she was a transgender. I knew that my friends and family would mock and disown me if they knew what I was doing—so why was I doing it? My heart was pounding ferociously now. I could feel my legs beginning to wobble as anxiety crept through my whole body. I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I opened my eyes just as she opened her eyes. Now we were looking into each other’s eyes, still kissing.

Finally, I gathered the courage to pull away. We were silent for a long moment. Then we looked back over at the group. They were still filming us, so we looked away quickly. “That was nice,” Yolanda said with rosy cheeks.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said.

“Want to go back to the room?” she asked.

My heart fluttered and throbbed into my ribcage. I knew that I needed to tell her no—I needed to tell her that we couldn’t explore this avenue. But for some reason, I said, “Let’s go.”

So we went back to the room. As soon as the door was closed and the curtains were shut (without even a slit to expose us to any peeping toms), we started kissing again. Now we were determined. She was almost clawing at me as she grasped my body, and I was squeezing her all over, making her moan and whimper.

I got her little dress straps off of her shoulders and then I tugged her little dress to the floor. Then I made quick work of her bra so I could squeeze her perky tits. They were much softer than I was expecting—and unlike Bailey’s tits, there were no scars.

I took her nipples with my thumbs and pointer fingers and gently rolled, massaging and stimulating. She moaned. Then we fell down on the bed. I was on top of her, topless. She reached down for my belt to get my cock free. My cock was already hard and throbbing against the inside of my jeans. She freed it and it flung upwards, almost slapping my abdomen. Her eyes lit up and she gasped. But I still hadn’t forgotten that she was hiding a cock of her own in her little panties. I could see the bulge now: throbbing and stiffening. I could make out the definition of her tip and her thick veins. It was real and it was big—maybe bigger than my own. I had to look away from it. The sight of the long, curved shaft just filled me with a terrible anxiety: a reminder that I was indulging in something very wrong.

She reached down and grabbed my stiff cock, letting out another cute whimper. Some of my anxiety suddenly fluttered away as she squeezed firmly. She began to stroke. She had soft, gentle fingers, applying the perfect amount of pressure in the perfect places. I began to melt, letting out a loud sigh of relief. I looked down at her chest, which was speckled with cute faint freckles. I grabbed her breasts again and squeezed, getting one more cute moan out from her lips.

Then I couldn’t help but look down again. Now she was fully erect and her cock was out from her panties, poking out the top of her lace band and stretching beyond her belly button. I gasped. She reached down and tried to cover it with both of her hands, but even combined, both of her hands weren’t big enough to cover the massive beast. I forced myself to look away.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“Huh?” I was able to say. My mind wasn’t operating properly. I looked into her eyes and tried to force a smile.

“I said I’m sorry.”

“About what?”

“Having a dick,” she said.

“It’s fine,” I said with glazed eyes. But really it wasn’t fine. It was the only thing stopping me from accepting her as a fiancee. It just seemed wrong on so many different levels. I knew my parents wouldn’t approve, I knew my friends would make fun of me, and I knew it simply wasn’t biologically normal. People can’t just change their genders. Her body was still technically a male body—and not even just that penis. Her skin was male skin, even though it seemed so smooth and soft. Her bum was a male bum, even though it was so perky and round. Her torso was a male torso, even though she had perfect tits and a narrow waist and wide hips, just like a woman.

I leaned down and kissed her again. I was having a hard time breathing through the lump in my throat, but I was having a harder time gathering my sensibilities. I knew that what I was doing was wrong, but I just couldn’t stop myself.

We continued kissing and she latched back onto my cock with her firm grip, stroking gently and making me even more aroused and out of control. I stared into her eyes and she stared into mine. Then I grabbed under her knees and I pulled her legs up, so her bum was exposed. I lifted up her big ball sack with my left hand and then I used my right hand to guide my tip to her puckering asshole. “Oh God,” she whimpered. She was gently biting her bottom lip, squirming slightly with buzzing anticipation. I had to lean my head forward to spit, to get a bit of lubrication right on her hole. I used the tip of my cock to spread it again, and then she moaned again.

I closed my eyes as I pushed in. There was an awful dread churning in my gut, and it just wouldn’t go away. It didn’t help that I could always see that big, erect cock. It was always in my line of sight, no matter how much I turned my head. And it didn’t help that it was strangely mesmerizing. I couldn’t look away from it for some reason. It was interesting, the way it throbbed and pulsed as it sat on her soft abdomen.

The tip of my cock was inside of her tight body. Her eyes were open and she was staring at me, so I had to try hard not to look disgusted. I wanted to be disgusted. I wanted to jump away in revolt, but for some reason I just couldn’t summon that disgust. I couldn’t force myself to think she was gross or unattractive. I tried spotting her Adam’s apple and I tried convincing myself that her shoulders were broader than the average woman’s shoulders—but none of that mattered. My cock remained rock hard and I desperately wanted to fuck her. So I pushed my cock in deeper, eliciting one more soft moan.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” I said. “You’re so tight.”

She nodded her head. Her cheeks were dark red, making her freckles stand out even more. I looked down at my cock. I saw that her ball sack was just grazing the top of my shaft, but I couldn’t convince myself to care. I whimpered and shuddered and pushed in deeper. I could feel her tight anal lips contracting along the length of my cock, puckering and begging me to go deeper. I pushed hard, groaning. It was tighter than any hole I’d ever stuck my cock into.

“Oh God,” she groaned again. And now I was starting to worry about hurting her. Was I going to damager her insides? Was she too petite for my big cock? Then I looked down at her cock. If my cock was causing her distress, what would that thing do to a person? Surely it would leave a person without the ability to walk for days.

She grabbed her own cock with her prettily manicured hand. She began to stroke with a gentle fist. I don’t think she realized she was doing it—I think it was a basic instinct: an instinctual reaction to the swell of euphoria that was consuming her pretty body.

I didn’t stop her from stroking herself. I just watched as she tilted her head back and let her lips part. I basked in the smell of her amazing perfume, with a tinge of sweat in the air. I began to pump slowly, making her knees contract upwards, closing in around my body. I watched as her free hand moved up to her breast, and she squeezed hard, making her nipple perk out even more. I groaned. A swell of pleasure buzzed through me.

“Shit,” I moaned. It felt good: too good—better than any sex I’d ever had before. It almost seemed like my cock was meant to plunge that asshole. How could something that felt so good be considered wrong? What was wrong about this? She was overwhelmed with pleasure and so was I. I started pumping faster. I grabbed her hips firmly with both hands. She groaned a little bit louder. “Don’t stop,” she said with her cute, raspy voice.

I bit hard on my tongue. I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to keep going until she came. I wanted to watch her giant load spill out from her enormous cock—and my God, was it ever enormous! I was looking at it again and I was pretty sure it had grown, stretching up and nearly touching her perky breasts. It was thick like a pop can, and it looked incredibly heavy. I wanted to pick it up to see just how heavy it was, but I was terrified of touching it. But my God, it must have weighed five hefty pounds!

I couldn’t look away from it. I couldn’t stop watching her stroking it, drifting her hand up and down her amazing length. Then I noticed she was looking into my eyes again, still with those rosy cheeks. “Is it okay?” she asked.

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

“Come on it,” she said.

“What?”

“I want you to come on it,” she said with narrowing, lethargic eyes.

I nodded my head. And now I couldn’t hold back any longer. The thought of coming on her enormous cock was just too appealing. I pulled my cock out from her impossibly tight asshole and then I pressed my tip hard against the middle of her shaft. I squeezed my cock and trembled all over, then I unloaded warm, gooey cum all over her shaft. She used her hand to spread it up and down her length, making her cock glisten with my sticky goo. She let her head fall back onto the pillow as she moaned, jerking herself off with my come.

And it was only a minute later when her knees pressed hard against my sides and she unloaded all over her own breasts. Her substance was thick, like a paste. It was slow to trickle down the curves of her breasts. She brought both of her hands to her breasts once she was empty, and she manually spread it all around, making sure her nipples were properly coated with her own cream. She continued to moan as the euphoria slowly died down—and I just watched with mesmerized eyes. Slowly, my anxieties came back to me, and I could tell that they were coming back stronger than ever before.

I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. Now the redness was flushing into whiteness, and I could feel the same thing happening on my face. I took a deep breath in and then I looked away quickly. “Well, uh, we should probably get cleaned up. Do you want to shower first or should I go?” I said.

“Maybe I’ll go,” she said, looking down at her glistening body.

“Okay. Go ahead,” I said, rolling off of her. I didn’t look at her as she carefully wobbled to her feet and tiptoed over to the bathroom. Once the bathroom door was closed, I let out a big sigh. My heart was pounding harder than ever now. What had I done? Why did I do that? How was I going to convince her that it meant nothing, and it was just a big mistake—just like going on the show Blind Love to begin with?


CHAPTER 12
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Iwas exhausted the next morning when the camera team snuck into our room. I woke up for a minute as they all filtered in, and then I dozed back off. I didn’t wake up again until one of the producers was giving me a nudge on the shoulder. “Wake up, Rudy,” he said. “Let’s get on with it. We’ve got tons of footage of you sleeping.”

I rolled over and noticed Yolanda wasn’t there. “Where’s Yolanda?” I asked.

“Do you remember her leaving?” asked one of the producers.

I shook my head.

“Did you have a fight?” The cameras moved in, getting a close up of my tired face.

I hesitated for a moment. “No,” I said.

Then I saw Karen with narrowed eyes, standing behind the rest of the crowd. “Rudy…” she said, as if she was accusing me of lying.

“What?” I said.

“What happened? Where did Yolanda go? She won’t answer the phone, she’s not in the room with you. You have to talk to us. You’re contractually obligated to talk to us right now.”

The cameras moved in even closer, as if I had something to say.

“I don’t know. We just had drinks last night and then we came home and, uh, we went to bed,” I said.

“You didn’t get into an argument? A spat? Did you talk about anything? Did you see anything?” Now just one of her eyes was narrowed.

I shook my head slowly. Then Karen sighed.

“Okay, fine,” she said. “But we need to get footage, so I guess we can just do a bit of scripting. Let’s just say that you guys got into a big fight last night. Maybe you wanted to have sex and she turned you down, even though things were really heating up. Let’s get the cameras set up for an in-bed interview.”

“Wait,” I said. My heart throbbed against my ribcage. I didn’t want to tell the whole world that we’d gotten into a fight (especially a non-existent fight). I didn’t want my friends thinking that there was trouble in paradise. “I don’t want to do that. Can’t we just wait until Yolanda gets back?”

“It’s my job to make sure we get a certain amount of footage every day, so the editors can cut a full episode out of every day. Do you understand? We need material, and you laying in bed alone is bad television. So unless you want to tell me the real reason that Yolanda isn’t here right now, and why no one can get a hold of her, then we’re going to film you detailing the fight you got into because she wouldn’t put out.” She took a deep breath. “We’ll try to make it so you don’t sound like a monster though, don’t worry. Maybe let’s not say that she left angry. Maybe let’s just say that she left suddenly, after you started touching her—or something like that. Are you guys going to start setting the cameras up or what?” She turned to the camera team and scowled, and they suddenly started setting up their tripods.

My stomach turned. I knew what they were doing: trying to foreshadow Yolanda’s big reveal. And I was now more convinced than ever that they had no idea that I knew Yolanda’s big secret.

I sat up awkwardly in the bed as they set the cameras up. I could feel my skin turning pale. I knew that Tanner was going to phone me up immediately after the interview aired on TV, just to tell me that I should have listened to him.

“Okay, Rudy,” said Karen once everything was set up. “We’re going to roll.” The cameras started rolling and one of the production staff clapped the slate. “Okay, Rudy, run us through what happened last night. Tell us the story of Yolanda leaving suddenly, just before you thought you were going to have sex.”

The boom microphone sunk down into my line of sight. A cool breeze made the hairs on my arms stand up. And now there was a lump swelling up in my throat. I saw Karen checking the time on her watch. I could tell that she didn’t have the patience for my reluctance today, and I knew that if I wanted to stay in her good books, I needed to bite my tongue and accept the blow. So I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. “I don’t know what happened,” I said softly. “We were having a good night. We… We talked for a few hours, and then we started, uh, kissing. We turned out the lights and kept kissing, and then we were about to take it a step further, and she got up and left.”

I hated myself for lying, even though I had a feeling the editors were probably chopping up every single interview I’d done up until that point and forming my words into whatever sentences they wanted.

Karen was nodding her head, happy with my lie. “Now talk about how she won’t answer your calls, and then we’ll get some footage of you looking sad and wandering around alone.”

I went along with the lie as the lump swelled bigger in my throat, and my heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. While we were getting shots of me staring longingly out the window, Karen said, “When Yolanda finally does show up, we’ll have to fill her in on the script, and get an interview with her. Assuming she turns up soon, this may end up being a blessing in disguise. We’re getting tons of good stuff and it’s not even 9:00 AM.” Karen flipped through her thick binder. “We may even be able to wrap early today. Wouldn’t that be nice?” She smiled.

I had to take the small victory, even though it came with a small defeat. Karen was in a good mood. Maybe this was my chance to talk to her, and to beg her to spare me from Yolanda’s big secret.

The cameras followed me around the resort for the next three hours. The producers kept telling me to act natural, but it was tough. “Do whatever you would do if we weren’t here,” Karen said, but I couldn’t think of what I would be doing if I didn’t have a team of cameramen, sound guys, and producers trailing me everywhere I went. So I just awkwardly wandered around and ended up on the beach, feeling awkward as everyone peered over at me. Everyone staying at the resort knew that we were filming Blind Love, and now they could all see that I was alone. It was just a small sample of the humiliation I would end up feeling once the show was released on Netflix.

Karen’s walkie talkie fizzled. “Hey Karen, we found her.”

“Where are you now?” Karen asked.

“In the hotel lobby.”

“Okay, we’ll be right there. Don’t let her slip away.”

Karen picked up her things and commanded the camera crew to follow her. I sat up from the warm sand, and then she turned to me. “You can stay here, Rudy. Take a break. We’ll spend the next few hours with Yolanda. Don’t worry—we’ll fill her in on everything. Then we’ll all meet up to shoot a couple scenes with you together, and then we’ll wrap for the day. Sound good?”

I wasn’t sure what to do. I didn’t want to sit on the beach alone, surrounded by people who couldn’t stop staring at me as if I was some animal in the zoo.

So I waited for the team to be gone before I began to slowly saunter over to the lobby. I peeked in through the lobby window, but there was nobody there, so I assumed they’d all gone up to the room to do some filming with Yolanda, but they weren’t there either. So I began to wander around the resort, feeling strangely alone. I was starting to miss Yolanda a bit. She was fun to be around; she always knew how to turn a boring lull into some sort of silly game. She was fun to talk to, and she often made me think about things I wouldn’t normally think about.

I was starting to think that she could be a good friend after the show was finished. Maybe we could continue to hang out. My friends probably wouldn’t make fun of me too much for having a trans woman friend.

I ended up spotting them filming in a small garden area. All three cameras were pointed at Yolanda while Karen asked questions. I crept closer, staying hidden behind a line of bushes. Yolanda looked sad: genuinely sad, and not just a frown for the camera. I still wasn’t sure what happened. We had a good night together—though it ended somewhat awkwardly, with a lot of silence. But was that enough to make her take off? Why did she just abandon me to face the production alone? Where did she go? Could she not stand being around me after our little mistaken romp?

I watched for the next fifteen minutes. They ended up getting up to film shots of Yolanda wandering around the resort area. The shots would end up being spliced with my morning interview, as if that was what she was doing when I woke up alone—and maybe it was.

I ate lunch alone at the restaurant, which was particularly awkward as two of the other couples were also at the restaurant eating lunch. They kept looking at me, but none of them came up to talk to me. Whenever I caught them looking at me, they were smirking—seemingly happy that today’s drama was about me and not them. I suppose it was inevitable that the drama would come to me eventually. I still had hope that I could fix everything. I was still certain that I could convince Karen to save me from the tyranny of my friends and family members.

Karen phoned me at 1:00 PM. “We just need to shoot a scene with you guys making up, and then maybe a scene of you having fun together. It shouldn’t take long. Are you close by? We’re up in your room.”

“I’ll be there in a minute,” I said.

I was nervous ascending the stairs. When I saw our room’s ajar door, my heart started pounding. It was the longest I’d gone without seeing Yolanda face-to-face since we officially met on the Pairing Bridge, and I still didn’t know why she suddenly up and left me alone in bed.

I walked into the room and saw her sitting down on the end of the bed. She was the only one to notice me come in. She looked into my eyes and my heart stuttered. She looked pretty. She had her makeup done beautifully and her hair was tied into a nice French braid. She batted her eyelashes and let a small smile slip.

I walked up to her and sat down next to her. “Where have you been?” I asked.

“Sorry. I woke up this morning and I needed to get some fresh air.”

“Why didn’t you answer your phone?”

The crew suddenly noticed me in the room. They jumped into action, grabbing their camera gear and aiming it at us, not wanting to miss our genuine moment.

“Rudy!” Karen shouted. She put her phone down, even though she was in the middle of a call. “What are you doing? Go back outside until we’re ready for you. It will only be a minute—stop talking. Don’t ruin the energy!”

I stood up and Yolanda looked into my eyes. “I’ll tell you later,” she whispered.

So we did the scene according to the lie that Karen forced upon us. Yolanda said that she left because she wasn’t ready to have sex, and I told her that I was fine waiting if she wanted to wait. Karen kept pushing me to push Yolanda, hoping to get me to elicit a full confession from Yolanda. But I didn’t want a full confession. I wanted that secret to remain a secret—at least until I had a chance to convince Karen to spare me.

We ended up doing three takes before Karen was satisfied, then we went down to the pool and filmed a quick scene of us goofing around in the water, now having made up.

Yolanda was wearing a red one-piece bathing suit at the pool. Her curvy body fit perfectly in the outfit, as if it was made for her figure. I kept finding myself looking between her legs whenever she wasn’t looking. I couldn’t understand how there was no bulge. I’d seen her cock when it was erect: it was a whole foot long! So how could it simply vanish when she was wearing a tight one-piece? Where did it go? I’d heard of cross dressers ‘tucking’ their cocks by pushing their balls into their bodies. The thought made me shudder, but maybe that’s how Yolanda kept things hidden.

Karen wanted to get a few shots of us kissing in the water, so Yolanda wrapped her legs around my torso and we kissed without much hesitation. I wanted to do more takes, just so I could feel those plump lips against mine, but another part of me was happy when Karen said, “That’s enough. Let’s wrap for the day.”

We stayed in the pool, still snuggled together. I had my hands on her soft, bare sides, and she had her gentle forearms resting on my shoulders. “I’m sorry,” she said once we had some privacy. “I didn’t know they would turn it into a big thing. I just needed some space, and some time to think.”

“Think about what?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. I was tempted to remind her that she still had her thighs wrapped around my torso, but a part of me wanted to revel in the moment for a little bit longer. “Last night,” she said. “When we went to sleep… I could just tell that you weren’t feeling right about it. I think we made a mistake.”

I nodded my head. “Let’s just pretend like it didn’t happen,” I said.

Now she looked hurt, as if she was hoping I would have instead said something along the lines of ‘It wasn’t a mistake and we should really get married.’ But I wasn’t going to lie to her. I think she understood that I couldn’t be with a trans woman for many different reasons.

She relaxed her thighs and gently pushed herself off of me. Then she forced a smile and said, “Just four more weeks.” But four weeks sounded like an awful lot like a life sentence.


CHAPTER 13
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We were watching TV in our room that night when I looked out the window and saw Karen walking alone down the walking path, towards the little resort bar. I looked over at Yolanda, who was now on her phone, scrolling mindlessly through Instagram. We hadn’t talked much since the swimming pool. I could still see that disappointment on her face, which made me think that I did indeed give her the wrong impression the night before, when I spread her legs and stuck my cock into her asshole. I hated to think that she actually liked me because now I just felt like an asshole for breaking her heart.

And to make matters worse, the production was going to force her to come out as trans on a hugely popular television show. I still thought that it was partially her own fault for signing up for the show and agreeing to all of the show’s contracts—but I still didn’t want to see her broken down even further. But I felt like I was in a position to help. I could save the day, if I could just get through to Karen.

Karen was a producer—one of twelve set producers, and one of twenty-two when you include the line producers and associate producers and executive producers (I did a bit of research that afternoon). The show didn’t belong to her, and she wasn’t even the show’s top producer (she was fifth billed in the credits). But of all the people I could talk to, she was the only one who possibly had the power to do something—anything.

“I’m going to go for a little walk. Are you going to stay up?” I asked, slipping out from the bed.

“I might doze off in a minute here,” Yolanda said.

“Alright. Well maybe I’ll see you in a bit, or maybe I’ll see you in the morning.”

She gave me a little smile, reminding me that she was unfortunately cute. Had she just been hideous, then I could have just refused to kiss or touch her. They could have made our plot about how revolted I was by her rugged jawline and bulging Adam’s apple—but instead she had to be pretty. She had to have soft features and thick eyelashes and glistening eyes. It hardly seemed fair.

Karen was sitting alone at the bar. She was at the far end, already with a glass of whiskey in her hand when I showed up. She had her phone on the bar, and she was spinning it around, bored, staring at shelves of liquor with a blank stare. I approached slowly, trying to think of a good opening line, or a joke to perk her up.

“Hey, Karen,” I said, taking the seat next to her. She looked at me slowly, and then she looked down the line of empty seats, as if to say, ‘Why don’t you sit further away from me?’ She no longer appeared to be in the happy mood she was in earlier. Maybe this wasn’t the best time to make my move—or maybe there was never going to be a good time. Maybe this was as good a time as ever. At least she wasn’t steaming with anger.

“Do you need something?” she asked. “If the resort tries to charge you, just tell them you’re with the production. They know the deal.”

“No—I don’t need anything,” I said. “I just—I just wanted to see how you’re doing.” I forced a big smile. “You’re so busy all the time. Have you had a chance to relax yet?”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “If it’s not one thing, it’s another. That’s life—and it’s definitely marriage. If you end up sticking with Yolanda, just remember that: if it’s not one thing, it’s another.”

I nodded my head. “I bet your husband misses you,” I said, and then she laughed and shook her head.

“That’s cute, Rudy. But no, he doesn’t miss me.” My attempt to reel her in was failing. I was losing her. I was pushing her further towards that angry Karen that I was all too familiar with.

So I tried changing the subject. “At least it’s beautiful here. Not too many people can call this their office—but you can,” I said, pointing out at the ocean.

Now she was staring at the bar again. “Do all men cheat?” she asked. Then she looked at me. “Do you just think about sex all the time, and the second it’s not readily available, you just go out and get it somewhere else?”

My skin was suddenly cold. “Um,” I said. “I mean, I’ve never cheated on a girl, but I’ve been cheated on. I don’t know that cheating is a male or a female thing—I think it just happens sometimes.”

“How long have we been gone?” she said. “Four days? He couldn’t hold our for four days? You want to know how I found out he cheated? The babysitter texted me and asked when he’d be home. It was 2:00 AM last night and she was still at our house. I didn’t even know that he hired a babysitter. So I tried calling him, and he didn’t pick up. I finally got through to him an hour ago. He said that he’d just gone out drinking and fell asleep at a friend’s house.” She laughed and shook her head, far from amused. “But I know that he cheated on me.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, looking around the bar, desperate for an exit. Now I was very much regretting sitting down with Karen.

She took another big sip from her whiskey. “It is what it is,” she said. “I can’t imagine it will happen again—at least not with the same woman. He’s shit in bed, so I can’t picture the girl running back for more.”

I wasn’t sure if she wanted me to laugh or to nod or to respond. “You never know. Maybe he was telling the truth. Maybe he just went out drinking and fell asleep at a friend’s house. I’ve done that before.”

“Did you do it with two kids at home? Did you do it while your wife was out of town? Did you do it while the babysitter was being paid by the hour? Did you do it when you were forty-two years old? I didn’t think so.” She was staring into my eyes now with a scowl on her face. I really was just making her angrier. I needed to step away. I knew that I was doing more damage than good.

“I should probably head back to my room,” I said, pushing myself back in my seat. Then her hand came down and landed on my thigh.

“No. Stay with me,” she said, now looking into my eyes. She had a rosy complexion, and glistening eyes.

I was frozen, tingling in my fingertips, not sure how to respond. So I forced a smile and settled back into my seat. And then she went on about her husband. It wasn’t the first time he’d cheated on her, and it didn’t sound like they were very intimate in the bedroom. “All he does is watch porn,” she said. “He’ll tell me that he needs to stay up late to work, but he doesn’t realize I can hear his porn through the vents in the house.”

I could only nod my head awkwardly, not sure how to properly respond. And it was twenty long minutes later when I began to realize that this was probably the first time she’d ever spilled her guts. She was like a compression tank, filling with more and more air, about to explode in a disastrous way—and now that tank was being empties slowly. I kept smiling and nodding my head: avoiding eye contact when the topic was awkward, and looking into her eyes whenever she started to sound hopeful.

“I think divorce is inevitable,” she said. “And it’s probably been inevitable for years.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said.

“You don’t care,” she said. “And that’s fine. Why should you care? I’m just some annoying lady who’s making your life a living hell. You’re probably the first person on this show who hasn’t wanted to strangle me to death. Or maybe you do want to strangle me to death and I’m just too stupid to realize it.”

I suddenly saw my opportunity. She was giving me an opening. She was vulnerable. I opened my mouth to say the words: ‘I know about Yolanda’s secret and I don’t want it getting out on television.’ But before I could say it, she opened her mouth to speak.

“Come to my room and fuck me,” she said.

And my lips were suddenly dry and my fingers and toes were suddenly cold. I waited a moment while her words pinged around in my brain. I wasn’t sure I heard her correctly. Did she just ask me to fuck her? Did she actually want me to go to her room to have sex? What about her husband? What about Yolanda? What about the show? “Sorry—what?” I said.

“I know you’re technically engaged,” she said. “But you’ve only known the girl for a few days. And trust me—you don’t know her at all. So before things get serious with her—if they’re going to get serious at all (which I doubt), come with me to my room and fuck me. Please, Rudy—I need to be fucked. My husband won’t fuck me—maybe twice a year, and I dread those two times because he won’t actually fuck me. I need a man to fuck me. Please, Rudy—fuck my pussy and give me my first orgasm in a decade.” She was staring into my eyes now. She was desperate.

She scared the hell out of me. She was a powerful woman, with my entire reputation in the palms of her hands. “Okay,” I said reluctantly.

She smiled, downed her drink (the fourth since I sat down next to her), and then she sprung to her feet. She extended a hand towards me, and I gently took it. I caught myself looking back towards my suite, where Yolanda was sleeping. The window was dark and the curtains were closed. She was most likely asleep, so I could take my time. But in a weird way, I felt like I was doing something wrong—like I was breaking some sort of vow that I never really made.

I didn’t actually plan on marrying Yolanda, and I couldn’t actually be with her because she wasn’t a proper female—but I was still engaged to her, and I still felt terrible about hurting her feelings.


CHAPTER 14
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Her room was much nicer than mine. It was one of the penthouse suites in the taller building on the property, with a beautiful view of the ocean. The suite had two bedrooms, both behind hidden doors on opposing ends of the massive living area, which had two televisions, five couches, a giant dining table, and an impressive telescope to look out at the stars at night.

Karen went straight from the door to the bar, which was fully stocked with small bottles (which probably cost ten bucks each). She popped open a whiskey and pored it into a glass, neat. “Want something?” she asked before taking a sip from her drink. “It’s all on the production, so don’t be shy.”

I nodded my head. “Sure. I’ll just take a whiskey.”

She poured two small bottles into a glass without hesitation. She handed me the glass with a thrust of the arm, and the whiskey splashed over the edge. “Sorry,” she said. She was clearly drunk, but not drunk enough that she was out of control. She wasn’t slurring her words or stumbling. She had impressive control over herself.

She put her glass down and then she went over to one of her bedrooms. “Just wait here, okay?”

I nodded my head, and then she went into the bedroom. I began to pace around the large space. I spotted her brand new expensive MacBook Pro next to her brand new iPad—and I knew that she had a brand new iPhone as well. Four suitcases were stacked in the corner of the room: a matching Gucci set. I always suspected that Karen was well-paid, but it never occurred to me that she was a multi-millionaire. Though she’d been on the show since the beginning, according to her IMDb page, and the show was wildly popular, so it made sense that she was quite wealthy.

Though the wealth in her room made me think that she was more devoted to high ratings than I originally suspected. And if she really wanted the show to rate high, it seemed more unlikely than ever that she would let Yolanda’s transgenderism slide.

I heard the large bedroom door slide open. I turned to look at Karen, who was now clad in tight red lingerie and fishnet stockings. She was leaning against the doorframe. “You know I haven’t put on lingerie for my husband since 2014.”

“Really?” I said. My voice was soft and broken. She was actually quite beautiful considering the fact that she was older, and the fact she’d pushed multiple children out from her body. Her tummy was surprisingly flat, but she had a pair of yummy mummy thighs, with a nice, full ass. She did a little spin for me, cracking a smile and a little giggle.

“I feel so naughty,” she said. “But do you want to know the worst part?”

“What’s that?” I asked, taking a sip from my drink while keeping my distance.

“I don’t even feel like I’m cheating on him. I mean—how can you cheat on someone who isn’t even checked into the relationship? Let’s face it: we’ve been two single people living together for years. It’s about time I get a little bit of action.”

I nodded my head slowly. Now she was walking towards me. From fifteen feet away I could smell her floral perfume; it was a nice smell, making my heart bounce in my chest. She blinked a few times and then smiled. Then she gently bit her bottom lip and looked down my body. “You’d better not suck in bed. It would be a real shame to end a decade of loyalty for a lousy fuck.”

“O—Okay,” I said. Her hands were on my shoulders now. That floral smell was strong, corrupting my brain, making my head spin and my knees weak.

She gently ran the palms of her hands down my chest. She slipped her fingers under my shirt and then pushed up over my abs and pecs. Then she let a little groan slip. “It’s nice to feel a man who hasn’t let himself go.”

“Yeah?” I said. I reluctantly put my hands on her sides. Her skin was soft and so was her lingerie. I gently caressed up and down. I could see her nipples through her lace top. She had big areolae and perky nipples. I was tempted to grab them and squeeze them, but it just felt so wrong. Those breasts belonged to an oblivious man. Sure, maybe he was cheating on her, but that didn’t mean that it was right to fondle and fuck her—did it?

Her hands slid down to my belt and she started to tinker. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. When was I going to bring up Yolanda? If I didn’t act, I was going to lose my opportunity, and this would all be for nothing. I opened my eyes again and looked down her tasty milf body. Maybe it wouldn’t be for nothing. She was quite beautiful in a mature kind of way, after all. I was still a man and I liked women. And I had to keep reminding myself that my relationship with Yolanda wasn’t a real one, even though we’d had sex. It was just a rouse for television: a contract that had a few weeks left on it.

Karen tugged my pants down, along with my boxer shorts. Then she let out a long sigh. “Oh, thank God,” she said. “I was worried you were going to have a small cock.” She reached down and curled her fingers around it. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath before letting out another long sigh of relief. “I can feel it getting hard,” she said. “Do you have any idea how hard it is to get my husband hard? He needs to go into another room to watch porn for forty-five minutes first. But you—you’re just getting hard because I’m holding you. Look at it! Look how hard it already is. Oh God, I’m going to squirt just looking at it. My husband’s cock is so pathetically small.” She was staring at my shaft, mesmerized as it throbbed. And I had to admit: the way she was fondling it was nice. She was mashing it with the perfect amount of pressure, gently pulling back my foreskin and sighing at the sight of my bulbous tip.

She started to sink down. I took another deep breath, still paralyzed with terror and confusion. Everything about this still felt wrong, even though it was exactly what I needed. I was being given a golden opportunity. This was my chance to get out of my public humiliation—and on top of that, I was about to get a blowjob from a beautiful milf. She opened her mouth and leaned forward, allowing my cock onto her warm, wet tongue. She pressed her lips firmly around my nearly-erect girth, and then she began to suck and bob her head. It felt nice, especially once she started to tickle my tip with the tip of her tongue. She giggled with my cock in her mouth. I looked down and saw that she was looking up at me with her eyes. She winked and continued sucking.

I was hard and it felt amazing, but that dread was growing inside of my stomach. Nothing about this felt right. What would Yolanda think if she saw me now?

Karen leaned back and let my cock fall out from her warm mouth. She took a deep breath and looked at my cock. “Fuck—it’s so fucking big. Look—I’m literally coming from looking at it.” She stood up and looked down at her thighs. Glistening streams of fluid were streaking from her pussy to her knees. Did she actually have a female ejaculation just from sucking my cock?

She giggled and then she reached down, pressing two fingers into her cunt. She began to push them deep, making the skin of her face turn dark red. She whimpered and moaned as she began to finger herself. “How badly do you want to fuck me?” she asked. One of her eyes was slightly more closed than the other, making her look very drunk. She was wobbling slightly, but not stumbling. She was speaking out of character, but she wasn’t slurring. Was she going to regret this in the morning? Would I win more clout with her by turning her down? Or did I need to go through with her drunken fantasy in order to get what I needed?

I looked down between her legs. She took both of her hands and pulled her pussy open to show me her gape. Then she giggled. “Look how wet I am. Oh my God.” And she truly was drenched, with fluid trickling out of her like a creek in the spring thaw.

She stepped back and stared into my eyes with a big grin on her face as she fingered herself. She started plunging those fingers faster and faster as I stood silently with my erection throbbing up beyond my bellybutton. She wanted me to watch as she fucked herself and warmed herself up for me. And she was mesmerizing.

But that dread just wouldn’t go away. It didn’t stop feeling wrong. I knew that Yolanda would have been sad to know that I hooked up with Karen—regardless of whether or relationship was real or not. But why did I care? Why couldn’t I just make myself properly understand that Yolanda was basically just a co-worker, and we were both employed by the production. We were little more than actors.

She sat down on the couch and leaned back, spreading her pussy again to let a big gush of warm juice out. “Come and fuck me,” she said, holding that pussy open.

I was still for a moment before walking towards her. I stopped to consider making my proposition. If she wanted me to fuck her so badly, maybe we could make a deal. Maybe I could convince her into a trade: sex for my reputation. I didn’t mind putting out if I knew I would get what I wanted.

But the lure of her body was strong. She pulled her knees up, showing off her thick mummy thighs and big tush. She rubbed her pussy with the palm of her hand before pushing that hand down and sticking a single finger into her butthole. She giggled and her face turned red. “What are you waiting for?” she asked.

“It’s just—Yolanda is probably wondering where I am,” I said.

“Oh don’t give me that. Don’t pussy out on me now, Rudy. I need you inside of me. I need to feel that big cock stretching out my dirty cunt. C’mon, Rudy. Don’t give me that shit now.” She spread her lips again. My heart fluttered. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Then I took another step towards her.

I knew it would feel good. I knew that I might end up regretting it in the morning, but I knew that I wouldn’t regret it in the moment. I knew that I would probably end up coming quickly, with a glorious orgasm. So I took another step forward, so I was standing right before her. Then I took her thick thighs and I pulled them wide apart. I pressed my erection against her wet lips. She moaned and trembled all over. She looked into my eyes, gently biting her bottom lip. “Please fuck me,” she said.

So I took my tip and slid it down until it was against her hole. I felt her warm wetness, which was a little bit stick. I took one last big deep breath in, and then I penetrated her. She clenched all over, letting her head fall back. The skin on her face turned red and it looked for a moment like she’d stopped breathing. I paused as I felt her vaginal walls contracting along my shaft. Then I noticed her thighs were trembling as if she was having a seizure. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“Fuck me,” she said.

So I fucked her. I plunged and pumped her tight hole, making warm juice gush all over that couch, all over her legs, and all over my legs. I literally had drops of fluid falling at my feet. “Oh, fuck!” she screamed. I looked down and watched as her tight pussy gripped my cock. But it just didn’t feel quite right. Something about fucking her was terribly wrong.

I ended up closing my eyes, unable to look at her, knowing she had a husband and I technically had a fiancee. Closing my eyes didn’t help much, until the image of Yolanda suddenly appeared in my mind.

I could see myself standing in front of Yolanda, with her knees pulled up tight to her chest and her giant erection resting firmly on her abdomen. I could imagine my cock stretching her tight hole wide as she moaned. I could imagine her big eyes fluttering and her lips quivering. I could even imagine the warm sweat beginning to form on her smooth thighs as I held her firmly in place.

Now I didn’t want to open my eyes. I didn’t want to lose that image—it was the only thing keeping me going. And my God, was it keeping me going! I was thrusting hard and deep, pounding Karen harder than I’d ever pounded a woman before. She was screaming and clenching and rolling her head from side to side in a state of absolute euphoria: an unending orgasm.

And now I was letting out a lot of steam and pent up aggression. I had some anger in me, though I wasn’t sure who the anger was necessarily for. Maybe it was for Yolanda, who signed up for a blind dating show without stopping to think that her transgenderism might be used to stir up some intense drama. Or maybe my anger was for Karen, who didn’t seem to have any moral qualms when it came to humiliating me in front of millions of people. Or maybe the anger was for myself, for being dumb enough to sign myself up for this circus, and for being too stubborn to just accept the lawsuit that would leave me penniless.

I groaned and grunted, still with the image of a submissive Yolanda in my mind. I dug my fingertips into the skin of her amazing thighs, and then I pushed my long erection deep into her wet cunt, and I came.

She screamed, digging her claws into me, but I didn’t flinch. I filled her tight pussy with a pint of cum before pulling out and letting it spill down her butt and thighs, pooling on the couch while she squirmed in those final moments of her amazing euphoria. She reached down with her hand and grabbed my spilling cum. She pulled it back up, spreading it over her plump pussy lips, and up to her abdomen. She continued to moan while I watched with a fluttering heart.

Now I felt like a terrible man. I’d betrayed Yolanda, even though we were never a proper couple. And still, I hadn’t received what I originally left our hotel suite to achieve.

“Karen?” I said.

She took another moment to revel in her euphoria, still spreading my cum all over her wet cunt. She looked up at me with glazed eyes and a crooked smile. “Yeah?” she said.

“I know that Yolanda is a transgender,” I said.

And then that crooked smile vanished. Her eyes widened and her skin began to turn pale. “What?” she said.

“I was hoping we could keep that a secret. I was hoping we could not reveal that on the show. My parents would lose it. My friends would instantly drop me. And Yolanda—she has family members that have no idea.”

“It’s not up to you, Rudy. And how did you find out? Did she tell you?”

I paused for a moment as my stomach turned. Karen looked furious. Her face was turning red now—and not in an orgasmic kind of way. I could see that she was biting down on the edge of her tongue, trying to hold the steam back from billowing out of her ears. “I just found out on my own,” I said.

“Tell me how you found out, Rudy. And when did you find out? You’re supposed to tell this production everything, and it sounds like you’ve been keeping a secret—a secret that’s a pretty big fucking deal.”

“Well why didn’t you tell me before I proposed to her? Why did you tell her not to tell me?” I said.

“She wasn’t supposed to tell you that we told her that,” Karen said with narrowed eyes. She reached down and pulled her red lacy panties back up, over her cum-stained crotch. “We could sue her blind for telling you that. Do you understand? And we could sue you blind for conspiring with her. Don’t think we won’t do it. We’ve done it many times before, Rudy.” She was speaking through clenched teeth: holding back her true fury. I probably should have kept my mouth shut. I should have just gone along with the show’s punches and lived with the consequences. At least then I wouldn’t be sued penniless. Would that have been better?

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“Tomorrow morning, we’re going to film the reveal, and you’re going to pretend like you know nothing. Got it? And if you so much as look like you might have a clue, then that’s it for you, and for Yolanda.”

It wasn’t the reaction I was expecting. I assumed I had Karen in a vulnerable position. I assumed I had an opening. Apparently I was wrong. Apparently Karen didn’t give openings.

“C’mon, Karen. Just let this one slide. I gave you what you wanted, now do me a favor,” I said.

She gasped. “That’s all this was? You fucked me because you thought you were doing me a favor You fucked me so you could cash in the favor later?”

“It’s not like that, Karen. I think you’re really pretty—hot, even. I liked fucking you. But—I don’t know—I guess I saw you at the bar and I thought I would talk to you about Yolanda. Then you started talking about your husband, and then you asked me to fuck you before I had a chance to say anything.”

“I’m really disappointed in you right now, Rudy,” she said, shaking her head like a disappointed mother—which is exactly what she was, technically.

I reached down and pulled my my pants, stuffing my shrinking erection into my boxer shorts. I turned to the door, and then Karen spoke again. “Have you kissed her since you found out?”

I turned and looked at Karen again. I wasn’t sure how to respond. I felt like the question was some sort of trap. “No,” I lied.

Then Karen cracked a smile: the first smile since I came inside of her tight snatch. “Good,” she said. “And we won’t make you kiss her again, so don’t worry about that. You can go back to your room now.” I didn’t like the way she was now dismissing me, as if I was her student or some lowly employee. Although maybe that’s all I was. Maybe I was just an employee of the show.


CHAPTER 15
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When I woke up, Yolanda was snuggled up against me, facing me, with her face pressed against my chest. She was asleep and smiling, snoring gently in a cute way. That snore was curious and confusing. If she was a man, wouldn’t she snore like a man? It’s not like she was awake to fake a feminine snoring sound. Were the hormones changing the way that she snored, or was that just the way she’d always snored, even before she was a female? I didn’t spend too long thinking about it. I quickly remembered that Karen would soon be in our suite with a whole production crew, ready to film Yolanda’s big reveal and my terrible humiliation.

I looked at Yolanda, who still looked so peaceful. I gently brushed the hair off of her face. She really did seem so precious, and I didn’t want to end our cuddle. I liked the way her warm body felt snuggled up against me. I loved how her one thigh was pressed between my thighs, and I could feel that bulge between her legs against my leg.

She had no idea what was coming. She knew her reveal was inevitable, sure, but she had no idea that I’d spilled the beans to Karen while she was asleep. She had no idea that a crew was en-route to expose her to the entire world.

The guilt was boiling strong inside of me, making me nauseous. I hated myself for telling Karen that I knew about Yolanda’s secret. I hated myself for expediting this whole process because I couldn’t keep my mouth shut.

She wriggled slightly, snuggling in closer. I still had no idea how she was snuggling in. We never fell asleep together, but we always seemed to wake up together.

I brushed another piece of hair off of her face, and then her eyes gently opened. “Good morning,” she said with a small smile.

“Hey,” I said. I knew that I needed to tell her the truth. I needed to tell her to prepare herself for the worst, which was just around the corner.

“How’d you sleep?” she asked.

“Not great,” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “Really? Why not?”

I stared into her eyes as that guilt grew stronger and stronger. I don’t know why I cared so much. I was hardly even thinking about my own reputation, which was about to be shattered on a very popular TV program. I was only thinking about what I’d done to her, as if it really mattered. She’d technically done it to herself. She signed up for the show and she gave the production full access to her life. She signed all those contracts. All I did was tell Karen that I knew what was coming. Was that really so bad? If not, why did I feel so horrible.

“We need to get out of here,” I said.

“Get out of here? What are you talking about?”

I looked over at the little clock next to the bed. It was 6:48 AM. The crew usually showed up around 7:00 AM—sometimes earlier when they had more to shoot. And this was a day that they would have more to shoot.

“I’ll tell you later, but right now we just need to get out of here.”

I sat up and picked my shirt up off the ground. She sat up and watched me for a moment before slipping out of bed and grabbing a little yellow dress from her suitcase. “We’re going to get in trouble if we aren’t here when they show up,” she said.

“I know,” I said. “But—I just need to talk to you first, and I need to talk to you in private.”

“What’s going on, Rudy?” asked Yolanda. She picked up her phone.

“Just leave the phone,” I said. “We’ll both leave our phones. We don’t need them.” I looked at the clock again. It was now 6:54 AM. “Let’s get out of here.”

She wasn’t moving quickly enough, so I grabbed her by the hand and gently pulled her towards the door. I wasn’t expecting her to curl her fingers in-between mine. We slipped into the hallway and started towards the elevators. Then the elevator suddenly dinged and the doors opened. “You didn’t forget the 600 again, did you? Patrick likes the 600 kicker. Please don’t tell me you forgot it.”

I pulled Yolanda to the side, around a convenient corner and then up against a door to someone else’s suite. We pressed our bodies firmly against the door as the crew members passed and went down to our room.

“I didn’t forget the 600,” the familiar grip said as they walked obliviously by us.

“C’mon,” I whispered, and then I tugged Yolanda down that new hallway, towards the stairs. We moved quickly. Her dress floated up, into the air. She had to reach down to hold it down, so she wouldn’t expose herself accidentally, even thought there was nobody there.

In thirty seconds, they would find our empty suite, and in two minutes, they would begin to scour the resort looking for us.

As we jogged down the stairs towards the lobby, Yolanda said, “What’s going on, Rudy? Please tell me.”

“It’s a long story. But I ran into Karen last night, and—and she knows that I know about your secret.”

“What?” Yolanda said. We reached the lobby. We stepped out from the stairwell and then we stopped as we saw the back of one of the show’s producers. He was holding a phone to his ear. “What do you mean, neither of them are there? Where the fuck are they?” he said. We cautiously side-stepped towards the beach-side exit. Once we were far enough away to not be heard, we turned and started sprinting. Yolanda clutched my hand firmly as we ran out onto the sand. “Don’t stop!” I said.

She even giggled as we stumbled over the uncombed sand lumps. We managed to stay on our feet. I knew we were going to end up in a lot of trouble, but I couldn’t help but let a giggle slip as well. Her laughter was contagious. “We’re going to be in so much trouble!” she said.

We were finally around the bend and out of sight of the resort. The sun was just starting to come up over the horizon. The clouds in the sky turned a brilliant shade of pink, and the most gentle breeze lifted the skirt of Yolanda’s dress up, ever so slightly. She turned to look at me. “They’re going to find us, you know,” she said. “It’s not like we can just hide forever. They were always planning to film the reveal.”

“I know,” I said.

“So why did we run? Why risk getting into trouble if it’s just inevitable?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess I just wanted to have you for one last moment before they set out to ruin everything.”

Her eyes glistened. Her lips parted but it was a long moment before any words came out. “One last moment,” she said.

I nodded my head. Then we kissed as that warm breeze returned, swirling around our bodies. It was a comforting feeling, but that dread was still lingering. I knew that it was our last moment together. Maybe it would only last a minute or maybe it would last an hour—but once that reveal was filmed, it would all be over.

I’d spent most of the night awake coming to terms with Yolanda’s reveal. I knew that it was inevitable and there was nothing I could do to stop it. I knew that my friends would be calling me up to say, ‘I told you so’, and that stung. But it could be worse. They could know that Yolanda and I had been together intimately. They could know that I penetrated her while her cock throbbed on her stomach. They could know that I kissed her gently on the beach as the sun romantically rose into the sky. They could actually think that we were together.

Yolanda leaned back and looked into my eyes. “So what do they want you to do?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I think it’s up to me,” I said. “And I guess that means we split.”

Her smile faded, as if she was expecting a different answer. “Right,” she said softly.

“On the bright side, that probably means we finish filming early.” In previous seasons, when couples decided to break up before the end of the show, the show stopped covering them. They stopped existing until the sit down tell-all finale. And now, we would be one of those couples. It meant telling my friends that the experiment failed, but at least it didn’t mean telling my friends that I was romantically involved with a transgender.

“So this is it then,” she said.

I nodded my head. “This is it.” I leaned in to kiss her again, but she pulled back. I paused, looking into her eyes. I wanted to ask her why she was dodging me, but I knew the answer in my heart.

“Let’s head back then, before we get into a ton of trouble.” She let go of my hands and looked down at the sand.

“Don’t you want to stay out here for a bit longer? We can just tell them that we went for a walk and lost track of time.”

“It’s going to be a long day of filming,” she said. “Let’s just get back before we piss people off.” She started walking back. I remained still for a moment, trying to figure out why she was so devastated. Did she honestly think that I was going to stick with her and announce to the world that I was perfectly happy dating a biological male? Was she insane?

I jogged to catch up to her, but we didn’t end up speaking again until we were both sitting on our bed, with three cameras on us, with Karen saying, “Okay, Yolanda. Tell him what you’ve been hiding, and make it convincing. And Rudy—relax your body. Look more oblivious. I don’t want to be shooting this scene all day.”

“Action!” yelled the director.

“Rudy, I have something to tell you,” said Yolanda, looking down at her lap. And the strangest part of me was praying that she wouldn’t go through with it. I was tense all over, biting down on my tongue as I waited for her to ruin my reputation—almost entirely, but not quite. I would still hold onto a small piece of my dignity by ending the relationship after her reveal. “I’m a male-to-female transgender.”


CHAPTER 16
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The reveal was broadcasted to the world on episode five of that fifth season. I’m sure Karen and the other producers had hoped to save it for the end of the fifteen episode season.

Each episode was about forty minutes long, so I knew that my friends and family members would end up seeing that big reveal approximately three hours or so after they sat down to binge the whole season. Now, it had been about four hours since my friends and parents started messaging me. Surely they’d reached that giant twist and were blowing up my phone, which was still turned off. I looked over at it as it sat on the coffee table, looking strangely like it wanted to buzz. I wanted to turn the phone on, but I was terrified of facing the reality.

I stood up and picked it up. I hovered my thumb over that power button, but I didn’t press it down. Maybe I just needed to do it. Maybe I just needed to swallow my pride and allow Tanner and the others to mock me: let them get it out of their system so life could start to get back to normal.

I was just about to press the button when someone knocked at the door, making me jump. I dropped the phone onto my foot and then I jumped back, yelping as my toe began to throb. “Shit!” I said, and then I looked towards the door. Who was it? Why did they come to my house? Were my friends sick of waiting for me to answer my messages? Did they come to confront me about what they’d seen on Blind Love?

My stomach turned and then the person knocked again. Now my heart was racing. My heart hadn’t pounded that hard into my ribcage since I was sitting in front of those cameras in Key West, pretending like I was just finding out about Yolanda’s secret. “You’re a what?” I said as my skin turned cold.

“A transgender. I was born a boy,” Yolanda said to me, looking into my eyes. Her skin was pale. I could tell that she wasn’t enjoying this—and maybe it was just as horrible for her as it was for me. I looked to the side and saw Karen. She was smirking, satisfied with our little performance.

“Get up and storm out of the room,” Karen whispered.

I followed the direction. I stood up and said nothing as I went into the hallway. One of the cameras followed me while the other two stayed to film Yolanda on the bed. I looked back and saw Karen shuffling after the camera team, and the sound guy was jogging after them. I was tempted to run away, but the last thing I wanted was to have to take the scene again, so I let them follow me and I let that camera come within five feet of my face.

“How do you feel right now, Rudy?” Karen asked as the boom microphone lowered within a few inches of my eyes.

“I can’t believe it,” I said, trying to remember how I felt in the bathroom of that warehouse, just a week before. “I—I didn’t see it coming.”

“Why not?” Karen asked. Apparently the scene was turning into my post-scene interview.

“I thought she was a woman. She sounds like a woman and she looks like a woman. I mean—look at her, she’s b—” I stopped myself before saying it. “She looks like a woman.”

“What are you going to do now?” Karen asked.

“What am I going to do?” I asked. “I don’t know. I—I guess I’m done. I didn’t sign up to marry a man.”

“Do you really think she’s a man?” Karen asked, still with that smirk on her face as if she was getting a good laugh out of the scene.

“I mean—she was born a man. She has a… you know. She can’t physically have kids. And as she gets older, will she continue to look like a girl? What if she starts going bald? What if she… I don’t know—gets prostate cancer!? And like I said: I’m not gay. I can’t be with a man. I feel deceived right now. I feel like the show should have done a better job vetting the contestants. This isn’t fair. I came onto this show to find love and now I feel like I was used in an experiment.”

The crew was quiet now. Karen just stared at me, no longer smirking.

“I’m not a guinea pig. We aren’t just animals in a zoo!” I wanted to call out the production, and out them for knowingly sticking me with Yolanda, giving me no choice, and telling her not to say anything about her cock to me—but I knew it wouldn’t end up making the cut, so it was pointless to say anything. I sighed and shook my head. “I guess this is just over. I guess the wedding is off.”

The hallway was silent for a long moment, and then Karen yelled “Cut! Perfect! Let’s move on. We’ll get some shots of you packing, and then we’ll get a shot of you getting on a shuttle outside, to take you back to the airport.”

“So that’s it?” I said. “You’re just going to send me home?”

“Isn’t that what you want? You broke up with her. I mean—it’s not completely over. We’ll still pick up a few more interviews from you. Maybe one at the airport, maybe one once you’re home, and then maybe we’ll catch up with you in a week and get another interview there. But you’ve seen the show before: once a couple splits, they’re done; the experiment is over. We’ll spend more time focussing on the other couples and then we’ll bring you back for the finale tell-all interview. What’s wrong, Rudy? I thought you wanted to be off the show. You’ve practically been dragging your feet since day one, like a little boy being forced into a ballet class by his mother.” She was staring into my eyes. Then she sighed and shook her head. She stepped towards me and put her hand on my shoulder, trying to offer some support. “Look, Rudy. I know you came on this show to find love. Everyone does, and everyone goes through the same process of realizing that this is TV. This isn’t the real world and people don’t find love here. Those couples who stayed together in the previous seasons—do you really think that they’re still together? No—they all signed contracts saying that they would fake it for the next five years. They all see other people on the side, and in return, we pay them handsomely. The weddings aren’t even real, Rudy. The minister is an actor and usually the families and friends are all actors.”

“So why did you ask me for my friends’ contact information then?” I said.

“Oh that?” she said. “That was just for our investigation team. We try to dig up dirt on everyone to stir up drama. That’s just the business. Dealing with real people is too hard. We had an actor already hired to play your buddy back home. We might still get a scene or two with you and him, drinking at a bar and discussing Yolanda—but we’ll see if we need the filler.” She gave me a firm pat on the back. “But for the most part, you’re done. We’ll fly you and Yolanda home and then we’ll reach out if and when we need more footage. Perk up, Rudy. Put a smile on your face.”

My stomach ached. The back of my head was throbbing. I knew that the show was fake, but I didn’t quite realize just how fake it was until that point. “So why don’t you just use actors then?” I said. “Why drag people like me and Yolanda through this? We aren’t actors. Wouldn’t things run smoother if you just hired trained actors? Then you probably wouldn’t have to do ten takes to get a single shot.”

She nodded her head. “We tried that with another show, but the fans just ended up finding out the contestants were all actors. If people look you up and see that you just work in retail, they’re more likely to believe our product. And right now, we’re the most popular reality show in the world because people believe it’s reality.”

“It just doesn’t seem right. None of this seems right. You’re lying to people. You lied to me and you lied to Yolanda and you’re lying to every person tuning in to watch this show.”

“And how is that different from any other show on TV?” Karen asked, raising one eyebrow. “You’re cute, Rudy. You’ve got a big heart. But this is how the industry works. This is the truth of reality television—and it’s not even necessarily a secret. Tons of people suspect our show is scripted. Most people know that every other reality show is scripted. So how is this any different?”

“It’s just wrong,” I said.

“Well let’s see how wrong you think it is when your paycheck arrives in the mail. Will you deposit it or will you rip it up. That’s up to you. Now we’ve got a lot of stuff to shoot here, so can we get you back to the room? B-camera will get shots of you packing while we set up for your last conversation scene with Yolanda.”

I watched as the whole camera team went back towards the room, expecting me to follow. And once again, I thought about turning around and running away, even though I had nowhere to go. Maybe Karen was right: maybe I was just a victim of my own naivety. Maybe I should have done more research before signing up for the show.

And now, I was trying to remember why I signed up for the show. I knew why, but it hurt to think of: I wanted to find love. I’d never truly experienced love in my life, and now I was starting to think that I never would experience love. And maybe that’s just the way it was supposed to be.

Yolanda was in another room when I was packing my suitcase (which they made me do three times for a reason I couldn’t figure out). Then, they brought Yolanda into the suite so we could do our farewell scene. Karen wanted me to act angry. “That betrayal stuff was good before; give us more of that,” she said. “Maybe yell if you’ve got it in you.”

But I didn’t want to yell at Yolanda, even if it was just fake yelling. She looked so crushed. The skin around her eyes was red as if she’d been crying, and her frown was genuine. She wouldn’t look into my eyes as if I was the one who betrayed her. And in a weird way, it really felt like I was the one who betrayed her. “Okay, guys? Ready? Action!” the director said.

I took a deep breath. “I’m all packed up to go,” I said.

“Alright,” she said.

“I guess this is goodbye,” I said.

“I guess so,” she said, still without looking up from the floor.

I couldn’t think of anything else to say. The silence in the room was horrible. Then Karen broke it by saying, “Betrayal, Rudy—bring up the betrayal stuff again.”

I bit down on my tongue and tried not to squirm. “You, uh, betrayed me,” I said. “You should have told me everything in the Pairing Pods.”

She nodded her head slowly.

“Ask her why she didn’t tell you,” said Karen.

“I know why she didn’t tell me,” I said, glancing over at Karen with narrowed eyes.

“Just ask her, Rudy. Let’s not make this take all day, please.”

I looked back at Yolanda and bit hard on my tongue. “So yeah, you, uh, betrayed me. Why didn’t you just tell me in the Pairing Pods?”

“Say it like you mean it, Rudy. Don’t break apart on me now,” said Karen, so I redid the line.

Yolanda remained silent for a moment, staring at her cute feet. A soft breeze slipped into the room and made her yellow dress dance around her. She rubbed her right arm with her left hand. Her skin looked so soft. I wanted to reach out and put my hands on her, but I couldn’t let the audience think that I had any feelings for her. “I just couldn’t bring myself to tell you,” she said. “I liked you too much and I didn’t want to ruin it.”

I felt sick.

“Tell her that she ruined it for both of you,” said Karen.

“I don’t want to say that,” I said.

“Just say it, Rudy!”

I took another deep breath and shook my head. “You ruined it for both of us, Yolanda,” I said. And now I could see tear drops glistening in her eyes. She knew that I was just acting, so why was she so hurt? Why was she taking it all so personally? Did she think Karens words were my actual feelings? Were my actual feelings any better? Was it really so much better that I didn’t want to be with her because I didn’t want to see how my friends and family would react?

“Okay. I guess that’s it then,” she said.

“I guess so.” I picked up my bag and turned to the door. I was expecting her to tell me to stop. I was expecting her to grab me from behind. Is that what I wanted? Did I want her to want me to stay? I had no idea if we were acting anymore. Was this real? Were they really going to let me walk down to the street and get into a shuttle to take me to the airport? I started walking. Nobody stopped me. Two cameras followed me down the hall to the elevator. They got into the elevator with me. Karen was standing with them, flicking through notes on her phone. Nobody stopped me as I walked across the lobby. Nobody stopped me as I walked out to the road. I saw a shuttle: was it there for me?

I turned to look back at Karen. “You can get on,” she said. “I’ll come to the airport with you. We’re just trying to finalize your seat on the plane. The website is a bit glitchy today.” She didn’t even look up from her phone when she said it. So I stepped onto the shuttle, still expecting her to say ‘cut’, or for Yolanda to come running after me. Karen sat next to me, then the shuttle started moving.

“Wait,” I said. “Are we really going to the airport?”

“Where else would we be going?” she said.

“But I didn’t get to say goodbye to Yolanda,” I said.

“What do you mean? You were literally just talking to her,” Karen said with narrowed eyes.

“But that was with the cameras. Can’t I talk to her in private first?”

She shook her head. “You’re on a reality show, Rudy. There is no private,” she said. My heart fluttered before plunging down into my stomach. “Don’t worry though. You’ll see her again on the reunion show. We’ll film that in about five weeks from now.”

My skin tingled. I wanted to throw up. I looked back at the resort, which was now just a tiny little dot on the horizon. We were really going to the airport. “Ah ha,” Karen said. “The flight is booked. You’re officially on your way home—but the flight leaves in fifty-five minutes, so we really need to punch it.”

I suddenly had a new anxiety in my head: was I making a giant mistake? Was saving a piece of my dignity worth losing Yolanda?
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It was eight hours later when I walked into my home. It was quiet and dark, and that darkness didn’t seem to go away even after I turned on all the lights, and that quietness didn’t seem to go away after I turned on the TV in one room and the radio in the other. I felt strangely empty, as if I was missing something, even though I had exactly the same stuff I had before I set out to film Blind Love.

I got undressed and took a long shower, and that’s when I noticed there was still a mic and a transmitter attached to me. The battery in the transmitter was long dead, and there was a phone number written on the back, on a piece of masking tape. ‘RETURN TO SOUND DEPARTMENT’ the tape read. I put the transmitter on my counter and hopped into the shower.

I was exhausted, but I couldn’t sleep. I crawled into my bed and I stared blankly at the ceiling, waiting for my eyes to close, but they just remained heavy. My stomach continued to turn.

It was an hour before I felt compelled to message Yolanda, to apologize, though I wasn’t sure what I needed to apologize for. I didn’t like that I left her feeling sad, but what else could I have done? I was at the mercy of the production.

But I didn’t have Yolanda’s phone number. I never bothered putting it in my phone because there had never been a point. After we met on the Pairing Bridge, we were together—almost always. I went to my laptop and I tried looking her up, but I couldn’t find her—probably because all of her social media accounts were set to private (just like mine). The production insisted that we make our pages private until the show came out.

So I had no way of contacting her, unless I wanted to get her information from Karen, but I didn’t want to alert Karen; I didn’t want her thinking that I was having some sort of secret relationship, lest the camera crew would fall upon me and make my life miserable all over again.

But was it really so miserable? Was the trip to Key West really so horrible? Sure, there were some long shooting days, but even the long shooting days were fun. They were exhausting, but I never felt bored or lonely. Sometimes they were exciting and sometimes they were relaxing. And I kind of missed hearing Yolanda’s giggling; I liked that it made me giggle.

Now she was gone. Now it was back to normal. I wouldn’t have to tell anyone that I’d been married. If anyone asked if I’d ever been engaged, I could tell them that I only got engaged because Blind Love gave me no other option. Aside from a bit of humiliation I would soon face with my friends and family members, life would go back to normal—and isn’t that exactly what I wanted? Wasn’t this basically me getting the best case scenario?

No, the best case scenario would have been Yolanda being a real woman. Then maybe we could have pursued a real relationship. Maybe we could have stayed on the show and continued having fun and goofing around every night. Maybe we really would have gotten married after the show’s sham marriage at the season finale. Maybe I would have found real love, had she just been a real girl.

Now I was back in bed. I was staring at the ceiling again, this time wondering what the difference really was. Sure, Yolanda wouldn’t be able to ever naturally conceive children. She didn’t have a vagina, and she was genetically a male—but what was the real difference at the end of the day? I didn’t even know if I wanted kids—and if I did, then I would have been fine adopting. So was my only real fear that people would make fun of me? Was my fear of hearing Tanner say, ‘I told you so’ really so horrible? I was going to hear it anyway, wasn’t I?

I tried to imagine the worst possible scenario if I had stayed with Yolanda. I imagined Tanner holding his sides while laughing. I imagined my mother reaching into her pocket to grab her prayer beads. I imagined my father shaking his head with a disappointed look on his face. But that was the worst my brain could muster. I knew that Tanner wouldn’t go beyond a bit of mockery (which he would probably get tired of after a week). I knew that my mom would take a few days before accepting me. And I knew that my dad wouldn’t disown me. My parents loved me—they weren’t going to disown me because the beautiful girl I was with once was a boy.

Now I was tossing and turning, feeling sicker than before. I had to sit up at one point, legitimately worried that I would have to run to the bathroom to throw up. It had been a long time since I’d felt anxiety like this—not since I found out Kelsey cheated on me. And even then I didn’t have the same sense of existential dread that now consumed me. This was new; there was something different about this feeling. I felt like I wanted to cry. I felt like I wanted to get into a time machine, but I didn’t want to go back to before I signed up for the show—I wanted to go back to that night with Yolanda, when I saw Karen walking alone to the bar. I should have never followed her. I should have never sat down to talk to her. I should have never had sex with her. I should have never tried to make a deal with her.

I should have let the show go on. I should have just waited for the show to force Yolanda’s reveal on me. But then what would be different? Would my answer not be the same?

I didn’t want to fall asleep, because I didn’t want to wake up without her snuggled up against my body. I already felt cold, even though it was a hot day outside. I was missing an important piece of the puzzle, and it was slowly dawning on me what that piece was: love.
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It was a long week. It was three days before I had the courage to message Tanner. “Did anyone ever reach out to you?” I asked.

“No, why? Are you going to film that show soon? When does that start?”

I couldn’t tell him that it had already come and gone. I wasn’t even allowed to be talking about it at all. “Soon,” I said. “Just remember that I wasn’t supposed to tell you about it.”

“Well I’m going to find out when it airs, right?” he said. “I looked online and saw that there’s already an air date: in six weeks. I’m definitely going to throw a watch party. I’ll invite everyone over, but I won’t tell them why. Then I’ll turn on Netflix, and everyone will shit themselves. Holy shit, it will be epic. Tell me how it goes, yeah?”

“Sure thing,” I said, and then I hung up the phone.

Now my stomach was churning again. I thought about calling him back, to warn him about what was going to happen, so I could at least get his ‘I told you so’ out of the way. But I knew that he was just a small fish in a very large pond of upcoming humiliation. Getting his little ‘I told you so’ out of the way wouldn’t make much difference in the end.

It was the next day when I received the first paycheck in the mail: something I never even realized I was entitled to. It was for a lot of money, too: more than I made in four months of work. It was the biggest cheque I’d ever held in my hands—by a lot—but it still wasn’t able to put a smile on my face, not even when I took it to the bank and cashed it. The cashier looked at the cheque and then she looked at me. “Blind Love Inc? Like the show, Blind Love?” she said.

I shook my head. “It’s just the name of a company I did some work for,” I said softly. I could feel the gaze of a nearby cashier looking towards us. People were obsessed with Blind Love, and I had a feeling this was just a little tease of the hell storm that my life would become once the show was out.

“What kind of work do you do?” the woman asked. She stared into my eyes, as if she was trying to decide if I was telling her the truth.

“It’s none of your business,” I said, and that brought the conversation to an awkward silence. Her eyes opened wide and she finished with her business and handed me my receipt. I left quickly, feeling defeated and humiliated. I would never be able to go into that bank again—especially once the season aired.

Another string of long days went by. I assumed I would start to get over that strange empty feeling, but it just wasn’t going away. With each passing day, I felt more and more like I needed to talk to Yolanda, just to get some closure. I hated that our last conversation happened on camera. I hated that I assumed I would get a chance to talk to her in private. I still had no idea what I wanted to say, but I knew that I needed to say something.

That night, I saw that microphone transmitter box sitting on my counter, flipped over to show that sound department phone number. My heart throbbed as an idea entered into my head. I picked up my phone and made the call. “Hey, this is Ralph. Who’s calling?” said the deep voice on the other end.

“It’s Rudy, from the show,” I said.

“Oh, hey Rudy. We’re just about to film some interviews. What’s up?”

“I have a microphone here—I guess it was left on me when they took me to the airport.”

“Oh shit—that’s where that went? Thank God you still have it—those things are like four grand a pop. What’s your address? I can come and grab it tonight.”

“I don’t mind dropping it off at the set, if that’s fine with you,” I said.

He paused for a moment. “Well, I guess you are technically part of the production, so that should be fine. I’ll meet you in the parking lot. We’re at Donovan’s apartment. I’ll text you the address.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

I packed a few things and slipped into a black hoodie. The sun was just going down. I knew that they wouldn’t be filming for much longer, and I didn’t want to miss my opportunity. I zipped down to Donovan’s apartment building. I spotted the white grip vans parked by the front door. Then I looked up the building and saw a shining room, probably lit by three 10K lights as they reshot daylight scenes in the dying evening light.

I sent Ralph a message to let him know I was there. He came down ten minutes later. “Thanks, man. I’m pretty sure production was going to make me pay for this. I owe you one.”

“Don’t mention it,” I said.

He smiled and nodded his head and then he jogged back into the building to finish shooting for the day. I pulled my car around to the side of the building, and then I got out. I flipped up my hood and then I started to pace in the shadows of the tall building, waiting for the crew to emerge. I looked up every few minutes, to see if the apartment was still lit up as if it was 11:00 AM. As I looked up the fifth time, the lights suddenly went out. My heart bounced: they were done shooting. I slinked up against the wall and took a deep breath. My hands began to tremble when the crew began to emerge from the building: loading their gear into the vans. I watched carefully from around the corner, feeling like some sort of criminal—and that’s basically what I was.

I waited for one of the producers to emerge, and five minutes later, one did. She was about my age, with her hair tied into a tight bun on the top of her head. She wore glasses over her tired eyes, and her little pantsuit didn’t do much to make her look professional. She was holding a thick binder, which made her small frame look ever smaller. And it was that binder that I was out for—I knew that binder had all of the phone numbers of all the cast members and crew members.

I watched as she got into a nice, shiny SUV. Then I ran back to my car and fired up the engine. I waited for her to drive by before I pulled out behind her. Now my heart was truly racing. Was I really going to try to steal that binder?

My palms were sweaty on the steering wheel, and my fingers were trembling. I kept my distance, keeping about three cars back. I was slouched in my seat, just in case she managed to spot me. I knew that she would recognize me. I’m sure my face was in her big binder.

She turned off the main highway just outside of town, onto a quiet side street. Now I let that gap grow even larger between our cars. Luckily, my car was older, so I could flip off the headlights, making my vehicle completely black in her rear-view. I followed her for another ten minutes until we reached an impressive farmhouse, surrounded by an iron gate. Even the young producers on the show were extraordinarily wealthy: maybe from the show, or maybe their wealthy producer parents landed them the gig to begin with. I drove by the house and then I circled around about a kilometer down the road. I parked four hundred meters away, nestled between two large trees, and then I began to sneak towards the large house.

Scaling the iron gate was fairly straight forward. Falling down from the top hurt a bit. I had to take a second to wait for my ass to stop throbbing before I stood up and set my sights back on the large house.

There was a dog in the yard: a little collie, staring at me and wagging its tail. His tongue fell out and then he came towards me, wiggling his bum as if he was excited to see me. “Easy, boy,” I said, and then he started licking my legs. I tried to push him away with my foot, and then he started humping me.

“Oh God,” I groaned. So I dragged the dog towards the house, so I could see through one of the windows. As I looked into the house, she walked into the room. I ducked down. My heart raced. It was a minute before I poked my head back up. The dog was still humping me.

I looked around. She was gone, but the binder wasn’t there. I crept around the house, looking in windows, until I spotted the binder, which was by the front door, on a small side table. I could see that she had a camera above her front door, looking down at her step. It was probably armed to alert her whenever someone stepped into view. But I needed that binder, so I cinched my hood tight around my face, covering my mouth with my sweater, and then I made my move. I jumped onto the doorstep and threw open the door. Luckily it was unlocked while her dog was out.

I grabbed the binder and then I saw her across the room with wide eyes and a pale face. She looked like she wanted to scream but she was too afraid. I felt horrible. My heart was on the verge of arrest. I froze for a few seconds too long before turning around and sprinting across the grass. The dog chased me, still trying to hump me.

Then I heard her scream. I threw the binder over the fence and then I threw myself up the length of the fence with impressive speed. I don’t think I’d ever jumped nearly as high in my entire life.

I landed on the other side with a painful thud, but the adrenaline quickly washed away the pain. I jumped to my feet and began sprinting towards my car. Now the dog was barking at me as I held that binder firmly against my chest. I got into my car and sped off. Now my hands were shaking violently. I couldn’t even keep the car in a straight line. I pressed my foot as hard as I could on the gas pedal. My car fishtailed on the gravel road, then I nearly flipped as I hit the highway. Beads of sweat were falling into my eyes. I was having a hard time breathing. I’d never committed a crime before that night, and now I was on the run, with serious criminal charges looming over my head.

A line of cop cars whizzed by me, making me sink into my seat. They were headed in the opposite direction. “Fuck,” I whimpered, regretting my stupid decision. I looked over at the binder on my passenger seat. Then a tiny glimmer of hope filled my heart. I knew that her phone number was in that book. I knew that I could now reach out to Yolanda without the crew of Blind Love knowing.
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It was over a day before I left my place. I was terrified of stepping out and getting nabbed by the cops. I couldn’t figure out how they hadn’t caught me yet. After returning home with that binder, I started to realize how foolish I was. The producer had cameras around her house, and surely one of them was aimed at the street and able to see my license plate. And even with my hoodie cinched around my face, surely the producer would have been able to recognize my eyes—if not right away, then when she watched the footage.

I looked online to see if there were any reported burglaries in the area, but nothing had been reported—at least not publicly.

Maybe I was just being paranoid. Maybe I was letting my anxiety get the better of me. It was two sleeps later when I finally left my place. I just went outside for a moment, to look around and make sure there weren’t undercover cops circling my block.

I went back inside and then I found myself staring at Yolanda’s phone number, which was listed underneath mine on the very last page in that thick binder. I’d spent the better part of the past two days staring at that number. I was afraid to make the call: afraid it would be too suspicious to make the call right after stealing the binder, and afraid Yolanda wanted nothing to do with me after I abandoned her in Key West.

But I knew I had to make the call. I had to reach out to her, otherwise risking my clean criminal record was all for nothing. So I picked up the phone, dialed the number, and then I began to breathe deeply as I waited for her to pick up.

“Hello?” her gentle voice said.

My heart jumped up into my throat and a warm energy suddenly washed over me. I hadn’t heard her voice in over a week. I opened my mouth to reply, but I wasn’t able to produce any words.

“Hello? I can hear you breathing. Is this a prank call?” she said.

I bit down on my tongue. Now I was tempted to hang up before I made a fool of myself, but I needed closure. I needed her to know that I didn’t just leave her because I didn’t want to see her again. She had to know that the production put me in that shuttle and zoomed me off to the airport. “It’s Rudy,” I said.

And now she was the silent one.

“I, uh, found your number and—and I had to call you.”

“Why?” she said after a long pause.

“I thought I was going to see you again at the resort. I didn’t actually think they were going to ship me off.”

She was quiet for a long moment. “Is that all, Rudy?” she said. Her voice sounded sad and broken. She was upset—but was she upset with me or with the production?

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I wanted to talk to you in private before I left. I didn’t get the chance.”

“About what?” she said. “What couldn’t you just say with the cameras in the room?”

I was about to speak and then I realized I still didn’t know what I wanted to say. “We should meet up,” I said. “Without the cameras. I feel like this ended in a bad way.”

“Why?” she asked.

I was confused. Why didn’t she want to meet up? Why was she angry with me? Why was her anger not directed towards the show? It was the show that made everything awkward. It was the show that forced her to come out on television. I was the one who tried to save us. Was she mad that I failed? “I just want to talk,” I said.

“About what, Rudy?” she said. “What do you want to say? You’re talking to me now—so just say whatever it is you want to say to me now.”

I stuttered. “I don’t know what I want to say. I just want closure.”

“Goodbye, Rudy,” she said. And before I could get a word in, she hung up the phone. My heart fluttered in my stomach. What did I want to say to her? What kind of closure was I looking for? Was I just hoping to hear her say, ‘It wasn’t your fault,’ so I could feel better about myself?

I paced around my room and then I found myself staring at that binder again. Under Yolanda’s phone number was her address. I looked the address up in my phone and saw that it wasn’t very far away from my house: a ten minute drive at most.

If she wouldn’t agree to meet with me, maybe I could just show up at her home. I was sure that she wouldn’t be so cold with me if she could see my face, and see that I was genuinely sorry about the way things ended in Key West. So I grabbed my keys and I got into my car for the first time since I drove out to the country and stole that binder.

I risked so much to get Yolanda’s contact information. But why did I make the risk? Why did I go through so much trouble? Did I really want closure, or did I just want to hear her voice?

I missed her voice. I especially missed her giggle. I wanted to see her smile. I wanted to feel her body against mine again—even though I knew that it was wrong.

My hands were trembling again, as if I was on the run from the police all over again. I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I knew that this was probably my last chance to get through to Yolanda. If she brushed me off in person after brushing me off over the phone, what else could I do? Where could I go from there? Would I just need to accept that it was all over?

She lived in a small house in a cute little suburb. Her front lawn was overgrown in a charming kind of way, with a dense apple tree lurching over a winding path of cracked cement. Sunlight glittered on the leaves. I parked my car and stepped out, feeling the warm summer sun on my skin.

My heart was racing now. This was my moment of truth: my last chance to make things right with the girl that I was so sure was my soulmate when I was sitting in that Pairing Pod and talking through that nylon wall.

I went to her door and pressed my finger against the doorbell. I didn’t push down. I gave myself one last chance to turn around, to leave her alone and forget about her. Maybe that’s what I needed to do: cut her out of my life and go back to normalcy. I was risking a lot being at her house. What if someone caught me there and wondered how I got her address? What if a crew member saw me and thought that we were having a secret relationship? I didn’t want my friends and family members thinking that I was seeing a trans girl in secret.

But the worst anxiety in my head was: what if I never see her again? My heart ached at the thought of never hearing that cute giggle again. So I rang that doorbell. I waited on that doorstep, counting the seconds in my head as my heart slammed against my ribcage. Then I rang the doorbell again. No one was answering. Was she inside, peeking at me through a slit in the curtains? Was she purposely not answering? Did she not want to see me?

I stepped back and looked at her windows. The house was silent. Maybe she wasn’t home. Maybe I was thinking too much into it. She had a job and she had friends. I could think of dozens of other places she could be. I took a deep breath and then I went back to my car. I looked at her house one last time before pulling away.

I turned around the corner and started down a quiet side street, so I could loop back onto the main road. But before I made the U-turn, I saw her: walking down the street in that little yellow dress and a pair of adorable white stockings. She was heading towards a park, by herself, looking precious and gentle.

I slowed down and watched her as she walked. Even when she was alone, she was somehow so graceful. I missed her. It seemed like years since I’d seen her last. She was so vibrant, and so youthful. I pulled my car over and got out. I started to follow her. I wanted to call out to her, but I also wanted to watch her in her natural element for a moment longer. I loved the way her dress danced around her with every step. I loved the way her soft hair bounced on her shoulders. She truly was precious.

“Yolanda!” I called out.

She stopped and turned around suddenly. She stared into my eyes for a moment as her face turned pale. “Rudy?” she said. “W—What are you doing here?”

“I had to see you. I couldn’t let this all end the way it did,” I said. I started walking towards her. She became tense, looking left and right as if she was worried we would be seen together.

“I don’t have anything to say to you, Rudy,” she said.

“Well I think I have something to say to you,” I said. My heart fluttered and my legs began to tremble. “I just can’t do this anymore. I can’t keep lying to myself.”

And she was looking over again, with her worried eyes and pale skin. I wanted to ask what was wrong, but I also didn’t want to kill my momentum.

“I have to tell you something, and I don’t know if you’ll feel the same way. But I just have to say it. I can’t keep it in any longer,” I said.

And that’s when I looked over and saw what she was looking at: two cameramen, a sound guy, and Karen, standing across the street. They were filming filler for an episode: showing Yolanda in her natural element, maybe to be used in her first episode introduction, or maybe it was supposed to be some sort of ‘after the split’ segment.

My heart plunged into my stomach and my skin became cold. The camera men started to move in. The filler was now turning into a scene. It was like I was pulled back in time: brought back to the terror of that production. My privacy was gone again, and now every word that came out from my mouth could end up on a tremendously popular Netflix program.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I hated that production. I hated those cameras. I hated all of the people complicit in their little social experiment, turning us all into guinea pigs. I wanted to yell at them, even though I knew they would just force me to ‘restart’. I was still contractually obligated to do whatever they wanted me to do.

“Do you have something to say to me, Rudy?” Yolanda said. She was staring into my eyes.

I thought about Tanner. I thought about all of my other friends. I thought about my disappointed religious mother and my angry father. I knew I just needed to turn around and leave her alone. I knew that I needed to save that last piece of my dignity that I put so much effort into conserving.

But I couldn’t do it. “I love you,” I said. “I don’t care if your trans—I love you anyway. And I want to be with you. I’d prefer to be with you without these cameras around, but if they have to be around then so be it—I can’t keep it in any longer. I just needed to tell you.”

Her eyes glistened and her mouth parted. She looked over at Karen and then she looked back at me. “Did they tell you to say that?” she asked.

I shook my head. “If they told me not to say it, I would still say it,” I said. “Because it’s true. I hate this show and I hate whoever thought it would be a good idea to tell people to lie to each other—but I love you. So if I have to stand in front of these cameras to say it, that’s what it is.”

She reached out and grabbed both of my hands. Then she giggled: that sweet giggle that I’d waited so long to hear. It was like ecstasy for the ears. A warm pulse washed over me and I couldn’t stop my goofy smile from appearing on my face. She didn’t have to say it back: that little giggle was enough. That little giggle was worth giving up my final shred of dignity.

“I love you too,” she said.

I had to kiss her. I couldn’t go another second without kissing her. So I leaned forward and pressed my lips against hers. She kissed me back, wrapping her arms around me. The smell of her amazing perfume wafted up my nose. I finally understood why she had been so standoffish over the phone. I understood that disappointed look she gave me when I ran down to the beach with her, before the show forced her to out herself on camera. The problem wasn’t the show: it was me.

“They’re going to air this,” she said after we finally pulled apart.

“I know,” I said.

“Your parents are going to see this,” she said.

I shook my head. “I don’t care. I’ll deal with that when the time comes,” I said.

She smiled and then she covered her lips with both of her hands. She was cute when she was shy. “I’ve never seen your house before,” I said. “Maybe you can give me the tour.”

“Why don’t we just go for a walk. I can give you the tour when we’re done shooting today.” She gave me a little wink. I knew that the innuendo would be obvious for the show’s audience, but I didn’t care. I didn’t care if anyone knew that I was with a transgender. I didn’t care if they knew that we were sleeping together. It was nobody’s business but my own.

The cameras followed us on our walk, and they continued to follow us for the next three hours, until we arrived back at Yolanda’s little home. We walked through the front door and then Yolanda closed the door, blocking the cameras from coming inside. They didn’t try to find a way into the house—they were apparently fine with what they got. They knew that we were going to fool around and they knew they wouldn’t be able to air any of it on the show, unless Netflix decided to sell the show to a porn website.

We kissed for a long moment by the door. Then she ran to the bedroom, giggling, and I chased her. She jumped onto the bed and then she rolled onto her back, looking into my eyes. “You know you can’t take any of this back,” she said.

“I don’t want to take it back,” I said. “I’ve never felt happier than I do right now.”

She giggled: that sweet giggle that I was finding myself living for. We kissed again. She wrapped her arms and legs around me and we rolled over—nearly falling off the bed. Her hands slipped underneath my shirt and pushed up onto my chest. I ran my hands delicately up her sides, feeling her soft skin as I pulled up her dress, getting ready to pull it up over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so I was able to feel her amazing breasts and her perky nipples. Once the dress was off, I reached down to take off her panties. I ran my fingertips over her large bulge. My heart bounced. That cock was what started this whole mess—but I wouldn’t have her any other way. I loved every part of her, including that shaft that was now hardening against the palm of my hand.

I took a deep breath in before reaching down her panties to feel her warm throbber. I curled my fingers around it and groaned. She giggled. “You like it?” she asked.

I nodded my head. Maybe I did like it more than I realized. Maybe I was happier that she had a cock than I would have been had she had a vagina. Sure, if she had a vagina it would have been a lot easier to mitigate the situation with my friends and my parents, but that cock was just so much fun. I loved how it got hard when she was aroused: proving that she really did like me. I loved how it throbbed and curved up her abdomen so gracefully.

“Suck it,” she whispered.

So I sunk down and allowed her giant cock into my mouth. I sucked, bobbing my head and teasing her tip with the tip of my tongue. I loved the way her bulging veins rubbed on my tongue and against the insides of my cheeks. She nestled her fingers into my hair and began to groan gently, pulling me down further into her crotch.

Her carefully trimmed pubic hair tickled the tip of my nose as her cock pushed down my throat. I managed not to gag, but it wasn’t easy. I kept sucking, loving how I was making her moan. I didn’t want that moaning to end. I wanted to make her moan like that for the rest of my life—and that’s what I planned on doing.

I had to surface for air. I took a deep breath while she giggled. Her cheeks were rosy and her face was flushed. She gently bit her bottom lip before sitting up, wrapping her arms around me, and rolling me over, so that I was on my stomach. I laughed. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“We’re going to try something different,” she said, tugging down my pants and leaving me bottomless. My heart bounced and a chill ran through me. Then I felt her warm shaft sliding up between my butt cheeks. I knew that she had a massive cock, but without being able to see it now: it felt absolutely enormous. I was terrified, but strangely excited at the same time. Maybe it would hurt, or maybe it would feel good; I had a weird feeling that it was going to feel really good, because it belonged to her.

She bent over and then she ran her tongue up the length of my butt crack, making a tingle buzz through me. A little whimper slipped out from my lips. “It might hurt for a minute,” she said. “But don’t worry, I’ll be gentle—at first.” She giggled again, and then she pressed her tip up to my tight little hole.

“Oh God,” I whimpered. My heart was pounding. My legs were trembling. I was clutching the bed sheets up to my chin, worried I was making a big mistake. But somehow, deep down, I knew it was going to be fine. I knew I was going to like it, and I knew it was going to make Yolanda happy.

She pushed into me. I gasped. It hurt a tiny bit, but not nearly as much as I was expecting. But I could feel my hole stretching to accommodate her girth. I could feel her veins pulsing against my anal walls. I squirmed, but I didn’t tap out. I let her push deeper and deeper, slowly. She was gently caressing my back.

Another euphoric shiver buzzed through me. She pushed deeper. Now it felt like her tip was pressing up against my sternum. I could feel her pushing towards my lungs. That pain was still there, but hearing her moan gently was beyond worth it. I clenched my ass and she moaned louder. Then she giggled and my heart melted.

And then she pushed deeper, which I didn’t think was possible. It felt like her cock was between my lungs, trying to reach for my throat. How was it possible? Was it really that long?

She started to thrust, and my whole body suddenly melted. I became a limp sex doll while she ploughed me: sliding in and sliding out. I clutched the bed sheets firmly and tried not to scream. That pain was going away. Was I going numb or was the stretching over?

I could feel her tip sliding through my body, exploring my body, stimulating my body. It felt so good. I was on the verge of screaming out. And with each passing second, it felt even better. “Don’t stop,” I said through clenched teeth. “Fuck me harder.” So she started pumping me harder and harder, driving into me faster. My legs trembled and now I was moaning uncontrollably. It felt so good. I just didn’t want it to end.

My own cock was rock hard and throbbing against the bed. As she drove into me, my shaft rubbed on the bed sheets, and I was starting to think that I was going to end up coming before her. It already felt like I was coming, but I reached down with my fingers to check a number of times, and felt nothing. I clenched my ass again, making her moan once again. She liked it when I squeezed her shaft with my butt.

She pressed her hands firmly against my back and drove her long shaft in and out of me, faster and faster. I was moaning and trying to squirm. I bit down on the pillow as a swell of euphoria grew between my legs. I clenched again, and then I felt something wet growing around my stomach and cock. I reached a hand down and felt my gooey expulsion: I was coming, and ejaculating more substance than ever before.

I groaned as my eyes rolled into the back of my head. Then Yolanda rammed her cock deep into my body with a loud grunt, and I started feeling her warm goo filling up my deep cavity. I could feel her cock pulsing and her tip twitching with every blast. I suddenly felt fuller than ever, as if my insides were about to rupture. I gasped and looked back at her.

She was looking at me with bright eyes. “You’re coming,” I said.

She giggled and bit her lip. One of her eyes twitched slightly before she said, “Do you like it?”

I nodded my head. Then I turned to look the other way, at our clothes on the ground. And that’s when I saw the mic pack, which was still turned on and transmitting to the sound guy. My heart skipped a beat, but I wasn’t too worried. Even if they played a sound bite from our romp—it made no difference. I no longer cared what anyone had to think or say about our relationship.


CHAPTER 20
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Karen and the camera crew were there when we woke up, pointing their cameras at us and hanging their microphones over our heads. I didn’t miss that circus, but I did miss the feeling of Yolanda’s warm body cozied up against my chest. I had my arm over her and her bum pressed against my crotch.

My bum was still a bit sore from our little romp, but it didn’t matter.

Yolanda yawned and rolled over. Her eyes opened slowly and she smiled. “Good morning,” she said.

“Good morning,” I replied. I gave her a small kiss on the lips. The cameras moved in closer to ensure they were documenting everything.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you more.”

And they really were documenting everything: more than I realized.

It was just one week later when the camera team showed up at our house (we were living together in Yolanda’s place) to collect their gear. I was in the living room when one of the camera guys went to the mantle and reached behind a small pot to pick up a tiny device. “What’s that?” I asked.

“A camera,” he said.

My heart groaned.

“Hey—mind unlocking your car? We have a couple in there, too.”

This season of Blind Love was a special one: a new format. They were documenting absolutely everything. We agreed to it when we signed those contracts, but none of us looked close enough to know that they were going to hide cameras everywhere.

I was sitting on the couch and watching the episode where I broke into the producer’s home to steal the binder when Yolanda came home from work. “You started the show without me?” she said with a little gasp.

“I couldn’t help it,” I said. “I just needed to see it. We can watch it all again—but I just had to see it. I couldn’t wait.”

“We were going to watch it together,” she said.

“I know, I know. I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it.” She sat down next to me on the couch and then she looked at the screen.

“What scene is this? Why are you all sweaty and breathing heavily?” she said.

I felt my face turning red. “I kind of broke into one of the producer’s houses to get your contact information,” I said. And now I understood why the cops never came for me: the production was letting it slide because it made for good television.

And after that driving scene, they showed a scene where Yolanda was at home, looking at a picture she took of us together in Key West. A tear rolled down her cheek. It was difficult to watch, remembering how sad I made her. “I’m still sorry that I didn’t man up in Key West.”

“It’s fine,” she said. “It worked out in the end.”

“It really did.” We shared a little kiss on the couch.

“Skip ahead to the wedding,” she said. “We can watch all of this later, but I really want to see our wedding.” So together we watched our wedding. And we watched the first ever real wedding on Blind Love—though nobody knew that but us and the production. There were still actors. Our fake parents were sitting in the front row, and our fake friends were sitting behind them. But the officiant was a real officiant and we said our real vows—as per our request, which was granted by Karen. “I’ll never let anyone tell me that I can’t love you,” I said to Yolanda on the altar. “I promise.”

It was a romantic scene, and I knew my parents and friends would soon be blowing up my phone to demand an explanation. “My phone’s been ringing all night,” Yolanda said.

“Same,” I said. “I turned mine off.”

“Me too,” she said. “Want to turn them on now and see what people are saying?”

I shook my head. “I honestly don’t care what they’re saying.” She giggled and we kissed again. Then I grabbed my phone. “Actually, there is one message I want to send.” So I turned on my phone, ignored the hundreds of messages and missed calls I had, and I navigated over to my text chain with Tanner. ‘I told you so,’ I wrote, then I turned my phone back off.

THE END
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GROOM TO BRIDE


It’s the night before their wedding when Kevin and Terri get a strange phone call. On the line is Ben Buckley of Win Big with Ben Buckley, a controversial game show where contestants are given dares, and if completed, they can win big money.

Ben has a special dare for Kevin and Terri: if Kevin can dress up and pass as Terri at the wedding (and Terri as Kevin), then they will win one-hundred thousand dollars. They’ll get help from the best makeup artists in the country, but they have to convince the whole wedding or there’s no big prize.

Kevin thinks the offer is nuts. He’s so offended that he hangs up the phone. But Terri has a different mindset, and she’s not willing to pass the opportunity to earn a hundred grand, even if it means sacrificing the wedding that she’s dreamed of her whole life.


CHAPTER 1
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It was the night before the wedding when we got a very strange phone call.

Terri had her foot out the door. She was about to head to her friend’s house where she was going to spend the night, so we wouldn’t see each other when we woke up (she was very much into all of those old wedding superstitions). She turned to look at me as I answered that call. “Hello?” I said.

“Kevin Parker?” the voice asked.

“That’s me. Who’s this?” I said.

Terri lowered her brow, as if to say, ‘Who are you talking to?’ I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head.

“This is Ben Buckley. Have you heard that name before, Kevin?” he asked with a strange amount of enthusiasm in his voice.

“Ben Buckley?” I said. “Sorry, man. I don’t think I know you. What’s this about?”

But now, Terri had beaming eyes and a bright smile. She was bouncing up and down. I covered the phone’s mouthpiece and shrugged my shoulders. “You know a Ben Buckley?” I asked.

She nodded her head quickly. “Duh!” she whispered. “Win Big with Ben Buckley!” she said. I had no idea what she was talking about. “Is that who’s on the phone? No way. There’s no way.”

“That’s what he said,” I said. “Do you want to talk to him?” Then I uncovered the mouth piece. “Do you want to talk to my fiancé? She apparently knows you.”

He laughed. “Put me on speaker phone, will you, Kevin?” I put him on speaker phone. “Can you hear me, Terri?”

“He knows my name!” Terri squealed with excitement I didn’t know she was capable of mustering.

I laughed and shook my head. “How do you know this guy?” I whispered, though I’m not sure why I whispered. My mouth was inches from the phone.

“You really don’t know me, Kevin?” said Ben.

“He does,” Terri said, rushing closer to the phone and then snatching it away from me. “He’s just got a lot on his mind. He’s not thinking straight. We’re getting married tomorrow and he’s been stressed out for the past month, trying to get everything in order.” She was giving up a lot of information to this guy, as if she’d known him for a long time.

But I did have to admit that the name was familiar: Ben Buckley. I’d heard it before. It resonated in my mind. I thought for a long moment before it suddenly clicked. Of course! Win Big with Ben Buckley. It was one of the shows we watched together every night before we cancelled our cable subscription. He was a game show host—one of those game shows where the contestants are picked off the streets and dared to do silly things for cash. Most of the ‘dares’ were only worth a hundred bucks or so, but each episode always ended with one big dare, worth thousands of dollars.

After the shock and excitement set in, an apprehension filled me. This guy certainly sounded like Ben Buckley, but I had a feeling it was a prank call. Jeff, a friend of mine, was always doing impressions, and I’d gotten calls from Jack Nicholson before, Jason Statham, Sylvester Stallone, and Barrack Obama.

“Alright, Jeff,” I said. “Very funny. You got us. But we’ve got a lot going on right now. We’ll see you at the wedding tomorrow.”

“This isn’t Jeff,” said the man on the phone. “I assure you that this is the real Ben Buckley, and I have an offer that I want to make to the two of you. My team is in your town this weekend and we’re looking for someone brave enough to accept a Ben Buckley dare. A little birdie told me that you two were getting married tomorrow.”

“It’s really him, Kevin,” hushed Terri.

“How do you know?” I said.

“It’s a California number. Look,” she said, pointing at my phone’s screen. But it just wasn’t enough proof. I didn’t want to get caught falling for a prank call.

“Let’s just cut to the chase,” I said, shaking my head. “Why do you care that we’re getting married tomorrow?”

Terri elbowed me in the gut. “Don’t be rude!” she hissed.

“I still have to iron my suit,” I said. “And I’ve been up since four this morning.”

“Look,” Ben said. “I’m going to give the two of you a dare. It’s a big one, so get ready. It would be for our big season finale, and there’s a hundred grand for you if you go through with it—and if you can pull it off.”

Terri gasped, but I was still convinced that Jeff found a way to make his caller ID appear to be from California. “Did you say a hundred thousand dollars?” Terri whimpered.

“That’s right,” Ben said with an audible smile. “And you would be featured in our season finale. It would mean hidden cameras at your wedding. We’ll have one of our cameramen disguised as a wedding videographer, and two other cameramen filming with discreet cameras from the audience. Now, there’s a catch. Just going through with this won’t get you the money—you actually have to pull it off. You have to convince your friends and family if we’re going to reward you with the money. Now, if you fail to convince them, we’ll still pay you a thousand dollars, and we’ll cover half of the night’s bar bill as a courtesy.”

“Convince them what?” I said. “What’s this about?”

He was silent now. Terri was leaning close to the phone. Her face was glowing, with big eyes and parted lips. I was trying hard not to roll my eyes. We had so much to do to get ready for our big day, and this guy—whether he was the real deal or not—was just wasting our time.

“Terri,” said Ben, “tomorrow, I want you to go up to the altar as Kevin. And Kevin, I want you to go up as Terri.”

“What?” we both said in perfect synchronicity.

“I’m going to send in a team of professional makeup artists and stylists,” Ben said. “The transformation will start early, at 4:00 AM. Terri, you’ll be standing at the altar when Kevin walks down the aisle, wearing your dress. Your bridesmaids will be in on it, Terri, and same with your groomsmen, Kevin. But everyone else will have no idea—and if they’re still oblivious after you leave the ceremony, you’ll be a hundred thousand dollars richer.”

“That’s so stupid!” I said at the exact moment Terri said, “We’ll do it!”

We both turned to look at each other. I think I gasped louder than her. “Terri!” I said. “You can’t be serious! This is our wedding! This guy wants to make a joke out of the wedding we’ve spent the past two years planning.”

“It’s a hundred grand, Kevin!” Terri said, brushing back her long blonde hair with her gentle fingers. She was staring into my eyes, brow furrowed as if she was trying to beg me to do it. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and hearing. She was the one who always told me she’d dreamed of her wedding since she was five-years-old. She had the whole thing planned out before we even met. It was all she’d talked about since before I gave her the ring. And now she was just okay ruining it for a shot at some cash?

“It’s not a hundred grand,” I said. “It’s a thousand dollars, because nobody will ever fall for it.”

“Even still, that’s enough to pay for the venue.”

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing from you,” I said, shaking my head slowly. “This guy’s trying to ruin our wedding and you’re falling for it.” Now I was sure that this was really Ben Buckley on the phone, but the prank wasn’t what he was proposing; the cameras were probably already hidden in that room and the prank was currently unfolding, with me as the victim.

“But Kevin,” Terri said, taking a deep breath. “Just imagine that we can trick the audience. The ceremony is only fifteen minutes long, and we’ll be pretty far away from the crowd. People are always saying we look like brother and sister, so maybe we can pull it off.”

I grunted. A few of her friends joked that we looked like brother and sister because we had similar facial features, but we didn’t actually look that similar—and we definitely didn’t look like sister and sister. There was no way that I could look like a woman, and she was too feminine to ever look like a dude. “It’s stupid,” I said. “There’s just no way. We would be ruining our wedding over nothing.” I turned my attention back to the phone. “Sorry, Ben. We’re not interested.” And before Terri could apologize on my behalf (and before Ben could try to convince me to reconsider) I hung up the phone. I pushed the phone into my pocket and I crossed my arms. “Let’s just pretend like that phone call never happened.”

“I’m so mad at you!” Terri gasped.

“Why?”

“Because!” she snapped. “Right now, we’re on track to buy our first house in ten years; that’s the plan we made together, saving about five-hundred each month until we can afford a down-payment—and that’s assuming inflation doesn’t go off the rails again.”

“So what?”

“If we could actually get a hundred grand, ten years would become fifteen minutes. It would be such a huge leg up for us. We could get into a house and we could start paying down the mortgage, and then we could retire at fifty instead of sixty.”

I was actually a bit surprised that she knew our financial plan so well. It was a plan that I created, and every time I went over it with her, I assumed she was only half-listening, distracted by the notifications on her phone.

Then, Terri reached into her purse. She pulled out a vibrating phone, looked at the screen, and said, “It’s California. It’s Ben.”

“Don’t answer it,” I said. “How did he get our numbers?”

She answered it against my wishes. “Ben?” she said.

I grunted.

“Hold on, I’m going to put you on speaker phone,” Terri said. “Okay, we can both hear you now.”

“Can you hear me, Kevin?” he said with that smug smile in his voice.

“I can hear you just fine,” I said.

“I think you should really consider this offer, Kevin,” he said. “Maybe I can sweeten the deal a bit for you. If your friends and family don’t fall for it, we’ll pay you ten thousand and the whole bar bill for the night. It’s an open bar, right?”

I felt a tingling running down my spine. “It’s just a no. I’m not going to ruin my wedding for money.”

“And why would it be ruined? It doesn’t have to be ruined, Kevin. Think of it as something fun you’re doing with your new wife. Think of it like a bonding exercise. Think of it as something that will bring the two of you closer together.”

“How did you even get our numbers?” I asked. “And who told you about our wedding?”

“Kevin, calm down,” Terri said, turning red with embarrassment. I still couldn’t understand why she was so intrigued by this offer. Even if he offered a million dollars, it wasn’t worth ruining our wedding over. It was just silly.

“I don’t want to dress up like a girl!” I said.

And then the room became silent. For a moment, I thought Ben had finally given up and hung up the phone. I stared at Terri and Terri stared at me. “It’s not that big of a deal,” she whispered. “Like it said, it would just be something fun we’re doing together.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. She wasn’t dropping it. This phone call was going to ruin my wedding, regardless of whether we did it or not. Now, Terri was starting to think that I was some sort of grump, some sort of villain, some sort of party-pooper. Now, she was going to look back on our wedding as some sort of missed opportunity.

I stared into Terri’s eyes and she stared into mine. I could see the disappointment on her face, and it was there because she could clearly see on my face that I wasn’t going to budge. “Sorry, Mr. Buckley,” Terri said with a sigh. “But thank you for thinking of us.” She hung up the phone and then she looked down at her feet.

“Don’t get all sad about it,” I said. “It was a silly dare. We don’t want to ruin our wedding over some silly game show.”

“I just thought it might be fun,” she said. “I thought it could be something we would laugh at together later in life.”

My heart fluttered down into my stomach. Was she genuinely sad about this? Was she going to be sad through our wedding? Was this going to be a source of regret for years to come?

I bit down on my tongue as I watched her turn around, picking up the handle of her suitcase and turning to the open door.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said. “We’re getting married!” I tried to breathe some enthusiasm back into her, but she just wasn’t in a perky mood. Seeing her so sad made me guilty, but that didn’t seem fair. Why should I be guilty? I didn’t want to dress up like a girl in front of my parents! I didn’t need to set myself up for a horrible humiliation, just so that some TV show would have a funny segment for its final episode. And Terri would surely come to realize that passing up the deal was for the best; she’d spent her whole life dreaming of her perfect wedding, and that dream didn’t involve her wearing my suit, putting on a fake beard, and kissing a man in a dress.

I took a deep breath and stood firm. I made the right decision and I was sure that Terri would quickly forget the offer ever happened. Maybe I could even convince Jeff to lie to Terri and say that it was him on the phone, just so she wouldn’t feel like she actually missed some sort of opportunity.

I got my suit out and spent the next hour getting every little crease out of it. Then I slipped into bed, exhausted from a long day of meeting up with the relatives who flew in from other countries. As I started to close my eyes, I was excited about the fast-approaching wedding. Then, that guilt suddenly caught back up to me. What if Terri was actually disappointed? What if getting that money was more important to her than having a dream wedding?
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It’s not like our wedding was really her dream wedding. She always wanted to get married on the beach, but the cost to fly out to a beach destination was just out of our budget. She wanted to invite five-hundred people, but there was no way we could afford to feed that many people, so we only invited sixty. Her dream dress was fifteen-thousand dollars, so she picked up a different one for fifteen-hundred. Her dream caterer gave us a quote for twenty-thousand; we opted for the cheaper option, which was a quarter the price.

So no, it wasn’t really her dream wedding, but that didn’t mean it was worth ruining completely. It was still supposed to be a fountain of happy memories, and not a source of dread and humiliation. Terri would like the hall we rented just fine—maybe it would even be better, because we wouldn’t be bogged down by the stress of knowing we paid a fortune to rent a beach destination. And the budget caterer’s food was honestly pretty good (maybe not quite as amazing, but after a few drinks, who could tell the difference?).

It was 4:00 AM when a series of thuds woke me up. I’d hardly been asleep for two hours. “Terri?” I called out, hearing footsteps in our rental basement suite. Had she forgotten something? Was she here to pick it up before I woke up and saw her? No—there were multiple people in the house. I could hear at least three different sets of footsteps, moving through our living room. Maybe she sent her friends to find some missing shoes or something…

Or maybe we were being robbed.

I jumped out of the bed, completely naked. I grabbed a pair of boxers and wriggled into them quickly before snatching the baseball bat that we kept under the bed. “Who’s there?!” I called out, creeping up to the bedroom door. My heart was racing. My hands were shaking. I thought for a moment that I was dreaming, and then I heard another thud, making my heart skip a beat. “I said, who’s there!?”

And then the bedroom door opened. I jumped back, ready to swing that bat. I yelled when I saw a stranger standing in my doorway. She was wearing jeans and a sweater, with a Bluetooth headset on her head, complete with microphone. “Groom’s up,” she said.

“Who are you?” I asked, seeing the crew of people behind her.

“We’re with the production. Key makeup is getting set up. She should be ready in about ten minutes. Hold on just a minute.” The woman grabbed her little microphone and turned away from me. “Giana to makeup. Yep. Hey. So, Kevin’s beard. What are we doing with that? What’s the plan there?”

I scanned the room and saw at least twelve different people fluttering around in my place. Who let them in? What were they doing there? What production were they talking about?

Then I spotted the orange T-shirt of one crew member: Win Big Productions. “No,” I said. “I told Ben that we weren’t doing this. You can all leave. This isn’t happening.”

“That’s not what we were told last night,” said Giana, the woman with the headset.

“Well, there’s been some sort of communication breakdown,” I said. “I’m not dressing up like a woman for my own wedding.”

“Giana to Michael. Come in, Michael,” Giana said, turning away from me. “Yeah. Hey. Groom says he never agreed to the show. He’s refusing makeup. I don’t know, that’s just what he said. Okay, well I can tell him.” She turned back to me. “We got the greenlight from Terri.”

“What!?” I said. “No—I need to call Terri. This is crazy. There’s no way I’m doing this.”

“Kevin!” shouted a male voice from across the room. Then, a man in a black suit with slick black hair came towards me, wearing a charming smile, perked up with perfect posture. “Kevin, my man,” he said. “My name’s Julio Corning. I’m a producer for Win Big with Ben Buckley. Nice to meet you. How are you doing this morning?”

“Terrible,” I said. “I told Ben on the phone that we weren’t doing this.”

“Well, let’s chat for a minute, okay? Just try to calm down and let’s chat. I spoke to Terri this morning. She really doesn’t want to talk to you until the ceremony. You know it’s bad luck to talk to the bride before the wedding, right?”

“I know, but I’m not doing this. I made it very clear.”

“Terri called us late last night and she told us that the two of you wanted to go through with it,” said Julio with his proud smile. “I’m guessing you two weren’t quite on the same page, but maybe I can help to get you on the same page. We’re working with the biggest budget we’ve ever had right now. This is going to be our biggest episode yet. Wave to the camera, Kevin.” He pointed at a cameraman, who I hadn’t even noticed until that very moment. I turned my face away and covered my chest with my arms. My apartment was suddenly feeling very cold.

A light went on, blinding me, but Julio didn’t even seem to notice as he stood with that smug smile on his face. “Your fiancé did ask me to pass a message along to you, Kevin.” He handed me a slip of paper. I unfolded it, and it was in her handwriting.

‘Kevin, I hope you aren’t mad. I thought a lot about Ben’s offer and I think we should do it. I think we could pull it off. The money would change our lives.’

“I don’t understand why she didn’t call me,” I said.

“Let’s try not to get too worked up. It’s your wedding day,” Julio smiled. “Try to relax. Let our team do their magic. Then, all you have to do is step out onto the altar, let your fiancé slip a ring on your finger, and you’ll be a very wealthy man.”

That cameraman moved in closer. The gleam of his lens filled me with a tingling frustration. I was tempted to lash out at him, to push him back. I hated that my privacy had been stripped away from me. I hated that I’d been pulled out of bed on the one night that I actually needed to get some rest.

I scanned the room again. There were lights going up everywhere. A huge makeup station was being erected. And there was Terri’s wedding dress: hanging on a rack. I hadn’t seen it before, and I don’t think I was supposed to be seeing it now.

Is this really what Terri wanted?
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Iwent along with it begrudgingly. There were many moments that I was tempted to message Terri, to tell her what I thought about her agreeing to this behind my back, after explicitly saying that I did not want to do it.

But I kept thinking about that guilt that kept me up so late into the night. I didn’t want to let her down.

And I had to keep thinking about that money. One hundred thousand dollars would truly go a long way. It was more than a down payment on a very nice house, beyond what we were planning on getting in ten years. And Terri was right: with the way the market and the economy were going, in ten years, our savings probably wouldn’t amount to much.

So was it worth sacrificing our wedding? Could we endure a little bit of humiliation for some cash? Well, it wasn’t going to be very humiliating for her. Girls can dress up like guys and nobody really cares. But when guys dress up like girls, it’s a different story. I already had to go through an awkward few years after I moved out of my parents’ house, and my parents were convinced that my roommate was actually my gay partner. I’m not sure why my parents were so convinced that I was gay; maybe it was because I listened to so much Neil Diamond when I was a teenager, or maybe it was my strange obsession with Tom Cruise (I had three different Tom Cruise in Top Gun posters in my childhood bedroom). Then there was the month that I got really into Tom Jones.

And it didn’t help that Cory was gay (though I didn’t know it until years later). I just thought that he had a funny voice. We’d been friends since we were little and we always talked about getting a place together after high-school: a place where we could throw parties and play tons of video games without worrying about what our parents thought…

Okay, so maybe I could see why my parents thought I might be gay. But I wasn’t gay, and it seemed like it took years to convince them that I was ‘normal’. Now they were going to see me getting married while wearing a wedding dress… I was already groaning at the embarrassment that hadn’t happened yet.

The production team had me shave my own beard. I really liked that beard. I’d been perfecting it over years, and it was one of the few features that I had that gave me an inkling of manliness. Without it, I was always getting IDed at liquor stores and bars. Old ladies were always telling me that I had ‘such a precious baby face’, as if that was some sort of compliment.

Julio, the show’s producer (or maybe one of many) stood in the bathroom with me while I shaved, annoying talking into his headset the whole time to the rest of the production, constantly updating them with an ‘ETA’ as to when the shaving would be done. And then they decided that I didn’t do a good enough job with the shave. They sat me down and got out a frighteningly sharp razor, leaned my head back, and spent five minutes making my skin smooth like butter.

My apartment was a noisy whirlwind—so noisy that one of our neighbors came by and pounded on the door. “It’s 4:30 in the fucking morning!” he shouted. “What the fuck is going on over here?!” I hid my face so he wouldn’t see me as the makeup girls (there were two of them) prepared their supplies next to me. I don’t think he spotted me before Julio closed the door on him. “Don’t mind that guy,” he said to the crew. “We have permits.”

“Sit still, Kevin,” said one of the makeup girls. And then suddenly, they were smearing cream on my face. It smelled a bit like cucumbers. “Close your eyes.”

The two girls worked simultaneously: one girl working on my eyes, the other working on the rest of my face. It was a weird feeling, all of those brushes and fingers touching my face. Every time I made the slightest move—even taking a breath in too quickly—they would scold me. “Sit still or we’ll have to start from the beginning!”

“Wedding is in five hours,” Julio announced. “Please tell me we’re on track.”

“Makeup will be done in thirty minutes,” said one makeup girl. She had a remarkably young voice.

“Lady coach has been in the green room for thirty minutes already. Let’s not keep her waiting, alright? I want hair ready ASAP.”

“Buckley’s on site!” shouted a male voice from the hallway.

“Okay, everyone! Act together. Cameras, let’s make sure we’re all rolling. I want three angles. Let’s get costumes on that dress. I don’t care if the dress is ready, just pretend to be steaming it or something.”

My heart raced faster. Twelve hours earlier, I thought that I was about to have a normal wedding with the love of my life. Now, it had turned into some sort of freak wedding. I was dreading the ceremony, and I was dreading the reception too. Maybe they would let me change back into my normal clothes for the reception, but then I would still have to face all of my friends and family members. I would have to explain to them all that we only did it for money. And I’m sure there were going to be a few people who would jump on the assumption that Terri and I were into some weird stuff.

“Good morning, everybody!” Ben announced with a lively voice from the front door. “It’s a beautiful morning—a great day for a wedding. My name is Ben Buckley, and I’m the host of Win Big with Ben Buckley. Do you hear wedding bells? Love is in the air, and today, a young couple has agreed to one of our most daring dares yet—and a chance to win the biggest prize we’ve ever given away: one-hundred thousand dollars.”

“Cut!” a man yelled. “Sorry, Ben. Can we retake that? A-Camera’s got something on the lens.”

“Let’s get our act together!” Julio shouted. “Lock it up! We’re going for another take!”

The room became silent, and then Ben burst into the room again. “It’s a beautiful morning—a great day for a wedding. My name is Ben Buckley, and I’m the host of Win Big with Ben Buckley. Do you hear wedding bells? Love is in the air, and today, a young couple has agreed to one of our most daring dares yet—and a chance to win the biggest prize we’ve ever given away: one-hundred thousand dollars.

“Today’s contestants are from the beautiful city of St. Anne. They met eight years ago, when they were hardly out of high-school. A couple of college kids, love at first sight. Two years ago, Kevin finally popped the question and Terri said ‘I do’ to the man of her dreams.”

“Keep your eyes closed, please,” the makeup artist whispered when I tried to see what was happening in my apartment. The lights were blinding.

“Kevin and Terri are a normal couple, but their wedding is going to be far from normal. Last night, I made a phone call. Check it out!”

“Okay, cut!” called the director. “Cameras happy with that take?”

“I need to talk to Ben,” I said.

“You need to just sit still. We’re behind schedule,” the makeup artist said.

“Let me talk to Ben, damnit!” I said, forcing myself up from the chair. I winced as the bright lights flared in my eyes. “Ben?” I called out.

“Do I hear Kevin?” Ben asked with that smile in his voice.

“Let’s roll cameras. I want this interaction filmed!” Julio shouted.

“I don’t want it filmed,” I said. “I just want to talk to Ben privately for a minute.” But there was no privacy. They were determined to film everything. Three cameras swarmed us.

“Kevin, you have beautiful eyes. Are those your real lashes or did the girls glue those on?” Ben asked with a big smirk. I must admit that I felt a sudden wave of overwhelming awkwardness. I’d never been so close to a famous person before. He was so recognizable—and much taller than I thought he would be. I suddenly forgot what I was going to say. It took a moment of stuttering to remember that I wanted to chew him out for ruining my wedding.

“What did you say to Terri?” I growled. “You can’t just go around taking advantage of less-fortunate people like this.”

“Taking advantage? Kevin! Please! I’m being very generous. This is a chance for you to make a lot of money.”

“You’re buying our humiliation,” I said. “And I never agreed to any of this. The only reason I’m doing this is because you corrupted my fiancé with your big bank account. You’ve ruined our wedding.”

“Kevin, Kevin, Kevin. Please just calm down. Your wedding isn’t ruined. I’ve just helped to make it… more memorable. It’s just the ceremony. Who cares about the ceremony? By the time the reception rolls around, everything will be back to normal, and maybe you and your wife will be able to buy that house you’ve always wanted next week.”

“She told you about that!?” I said.

“Please try to relax, Kevin. A bit of drama makes for good TV, but too much drama is just a pain for the crew. We have some of the best makeup artists in the world here. They’re going to make you look just like Terri. As long as you stay in character, you’ll have a real chance of making some big money. I believe in you, Kevin, but if you’re going to pull this off, you need to believe in yourself.”

There were a number of aggressive words I wanted to spew out in that moment, but I bit my tongue. I wanted to make my fiancé happy, and this seemed to be what she wanted. “Let’s get you back to makeup so we don’t fall too far behind schedule. Once you’re all dolled up, we’ll have you sit for an hour with a feminine mannerisms coach. She’ll help you to really blossom as a beautiful bride.”

I groaned.

“And please, Kevin. Try to relax. It’s your wedding day! And you’re the bride! This is your day!” He snickered, and I’d never been more tempted to punch a man in the face before in my life.

“We’re ready to roll the next segment!” shouted Julio. Now, Julio had a frustrated look on his face. “Can we move this along, please?”

Ben smiled at me and then stepped back, into the light, in front of the cameras. “So the task seems simple enough! Kevin has to convince his friends and family members that he’s actually Terri, and Terri has to convince everyone that she’s Kevin. With the help of our top-of-the-industry makeup specialists, it should be a breeze, right? Well, that’s mostly up to Kevin. Can he stay in that persona through the whole ceremony? Or will the pressure of his extremely-conservative parents made him crack?”

I felt the color draining from my face. How did Ben know about my parents?

My father was the president of the local firing range, and he was one of the top donors to our local conservative campaigns. He would grab the TV remote violently and change the channel every time there was a rainbow on the screen, even if the rainbow didn’t have anything to do with the gay community. He stormed into my third-grade classroom on the first day of sex ed and dragged me out, red in the face, and I had to spend a week in my room because I failed to tell him that sex-ed week was coming up.

And when my parents wrongly suspected that I was gay, my father hardly spoke with me. He would look at me as if I was some sort of broken inconvenience. I was desperate to find a girlfriend, just to prove to him that there was nothing wrong with me, but it was hard to find a girlfriend between my small frame and my lack of confidence (which was mostly caused by my small frame).

Then there was my mother, who wasn’t much better, though she insisted that she loved me whether I was straight or gay. She awkwardly went down to a funeral at the local cemetery after a gay man died of AIDs. She handed out church fliers, which had a link to a website that gave advice on how to stop being gay. She claimed she didn’t know about the link, but it was embarrassing nonetheless when pictures were posted of her handing out the slips online.

Yes, my parents were conservative, traditionalist, straight-edge Christians. They weren’t the kind of people to get a laugh out of the sight of their son in a wedding dress. And they weren’t blind either (well, my dad now wore glasses, but they knew what I looked like and they knew what Terri looked like).

“Okay, makeup’s done!” said the makeup artist.

“Hair’s ready!” shouted a chubby blonde girl holding a wig. She rushed in and then shoved that wig onto my head. A moment later, three sets of hands were messing with that blonde hair, which was styled to look exactly like Terri’s hair.

They weren’t offering me a mirror, so I could only assume that I looked like a complete dunce. I could just see my nose, which looked a bit weird because they brushed some shadow on the sides and highlights on the tip.

The big fake eyelashes were weighing my eyelids down. Terri wore fake eyelashes; how did she live with these? They were remarkably uncomfortable! Every time I would blink, my eyes would try to remain closed, weighed down by those thick lashes.

“How does that look?” asked one hair girl.

“I think she looks pretty cute.”

“He,” I grunted.

But they ignored me. “Pass, or no?” she asked her partner.

“Remember she’ll have the veil on.”

“Right!”

They were treating me like I was a mannequin.

“Though maybe you girls can take her jawline in a touch,” said one hair girl to the makeup team. They had a picture of my wife and they were holding it up next to my face. “And a bit more of that highlight above the brow.”

“On it.”

More brushes came at me without warning. I sneezed when the makeup dust went up my nostrils.

“Earrings,” said one girl, pointing her finger into the air.

“We’ll put them in after the dress goes on. First, we need to do her nails.”

“His nails,” I clarified, but they still weren’t listening to me. They fetched a nude polish and got to work on my feet.

“I’ll start the shave,” said another girl.

“I already shaved,” I said, but they continued ignoring me. The girl rushed away and then came back with a whole bag of disposable razors. She rubbed an oily substance up my legs and quickly started shaving.

“Hey!” I snapped, tempted to pull my leg back, but worried I would end up getting cut. “Can’t I just wear some big socks?”

They kept ignoring me and started talking about what happened on the most recent episode of The Bachelor. I groaned as another girl took my left hand and started working on my fingernails: filing, working the cuticles, brushing on the polish, and so on.

But the most awkward moment was when one of the makeup girls came up with an airbrushing machine and a stencil that was an exact replica of my fiancé’s wrist tattoo. They had me hold still as they painted the tattoo on me, and then they slipped my fiancé’s ring onto my finger.

“Why does that fit?” I asked.

“We had it resized last night,” she said, proving that she could indeed hear me when I spoke. Then they went back to talking about their TV show.

“The transformation is well underway!” Ben announced from across the room—and I thought he’d left long ago. “We’re an hour into Kevin’s major gender transformation. Now he’s really starting to look like Terri. If you ask me, the resemblance is uncanny.” The camera crew swarmed, and Ben came in with them. “Kevin, has anyone ever asked you if you’re related to Terri?”

I stared at him for a long moment, biting down on the edge of my tongue. “It’s never come up,” I lied.

“You’re both very beautiful,” he said with a laugh. There were a few little snickers in the room, which I fully resented. Then Ben turned to the main camera. “We’re just minutes away from dress time. Once Kevin puts on his fiancé’s wedding dress, his physical transformation will be complete, and then begins the mental transformation that will be necessary to fool a room filled with Terri’s closest friends and relatives. Will Kevin succeed in tricking his entire wedding into thinking he’s actually his wife, or will his stubborn resistance be the kink in his armor?”

“It’s not resistance. I just think this whole thing is stupid,” I said, even though I was pretty sure I wasn’t supposed to chime in. “Nobody’s going to believe this. My friends aren’t blind. My parents will know within seconds.”

Ben just grinned. Then he turned to the cameras. “Kevin still hasn’t seen himself since waking up this morning. He’s completely oblivious to how he looks right now. I think it’s the right time to reveal his transformation to him, and we’ll see if that changes his tune.”

I rolled my eyes as a crew of production staff rolled a big mirror into my apartment. They were quick to spark lights, turning the far side of my living room into a set. Ben helped me up to my feet, holding my hand as if I was some sort of princess. I quickly pulled my hand away from him, and nearly scolded him as I followed him in my boxers to that big mirror.

“Take a look, Kevin,” he said.

I was still rolling my eyes when I stepped in front of the mirror.

And then I froze when I saw my wife staring back at me. I quickly reached up for my face, expecting the reflection to remain still, because I was sure that it wasn’t actually my reflection but a TV screen instead. But Terri did everything I did, because that wasn’t Terri—it was me.
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So maybe I needed to give that makeup crew a bit of credit. I’m not sure how they did it without using a mask or any prosthetic pieces. Using only makeup, they made me look exactly like my fiancé. Well, maybe not exactly. They did their best to make our features match. My cheekbones were a bit higher and my nose was a bit bigger, but those were very small details, and I had to look pretty close to really notice the differences.

I let out a gasp. I tried to control my reaction, but the reflection was just too shocking. I was giving those cameras exactly what they wanted—and exactly what I didn’t want to give them: satisfaction.

They even managed to nail that thick-eyeliner look that Terri was always wearing, with the cat-eye flicks that pointed down slightly. I carefully touched my lips, trying to figure out how they made them so plump. I always thought that I had thin, lifeless lips, but these were far from lifeless.

“I think he’s impressed!” Ben laughed as he turned to the camera. “And we’re just getting started. In a few hours, Kevin will be walking down the aisle to marry his long-time fiancé, Terri. Speaking of Terri, let’s go check in with her.”

“And cut,” said the director. “We got the shot. Let’s move on.”

“Mr. Buckley, the car’s waiting for you downstairs,” said an eager, nervous PA, who also handed him a coffee and a donut.

Ben didn’t say goodbye before leaving. He had more work to do on the other end of town. Now, I was being left alone with a stomach filled with dread and anxiety, surrounded by strangers who were determined to make my wedding day as humiliating as possible.

I couldn’t help but imagine Terri over at her friend’s house, where she stayed the night. I could picture her with all of her bridesmaids, sipping a morning cocktail, giggling as if this was all so quirky and funny. There was no way that Terri fully realized just how embarrassing this was; there was no way she could grasp that being gender-swapped as a man was so much worse than being gender-swapped as a woman. When a woman dresses like a man, it’s just quirky fashion. When a man dresses like a woman, he’s gay, he’s deranged, he’s transitioning. Maybe you could argue that some guys do it for a laugh, but this makeup job was just too good. I looked too pretty to pass this off as a joke.

But for the first time that morning (and it had been a long morning), I felt something like a glimmer of hope. I thought about that big payout—one-hundred thousand dollars—and it actually seemed like a real possibility. I looked enough like Terri that people might just fall for it. But could they make Terri look like me? She was lucky: half of her face would be covered by a beard.

I kept reaching up to touch my face. “Please stop touching your face, Kevin,” said the makeup artist. But it wasn’t easy, especially when that mirror was in front of me, showing me an impossible reflection.

The more I looked at myself, the less I saw my wife. I mean—sure, I looked a lot like my wife (so much so that it was a bit scary), but I also looked different, like another woman, like my own woman. I shuddered at the thought that I was seeing what I would look like if I’d been born a woman, and then a dread crept in as I wondered if it was normal for a man to be able to look so convincing as a woman. Terri watched those drag queen shows from time to time, and those ‘men’ never really looked like women. It was always obvious that they were just men wearing tons of makeup.

But that’s now how I looked.

The costume girl came in with some lacy white lingerie. “Please take off your boxers,” she said in a strangely robotic tone.

“What? Why?” I said.

“Please, Kevin,” she sighed. “We’re so far behind schedule. Nobody cares if they see you naked. We see it every day. Please just be quick.”

There was a strange pressure on me to get the day back on track, though I’m not sure why it was all on me; this wasn’t my idea. It wasn’t even something I wanted to be doing. I was playing along with their game and that should have been enough for them. They should have been bowing to me and kissing my feet, but instead they were treating me like a nuisance.

“Just give me the thing and I’ll change in the bathroom,” I said.

“Your bathroom is the green room,” Julio said from across the room. He was on his phone, dealing with his email inbox.

“Kevin, please! None of us want to be here longer than we have to,” the costume girl said, thrusting that lingerie into my hands.

My fiancé was the only woman who had seen me naked in the past decade. But the pressure was intense now, with all of the girls staring at me, so I closed my eyes and shimmied down my boxers. I turned my back to them and awkwardly stepped into the lingerie. “I don’t even get why I have to wear this,” I grunted. “It’s not like I’m going to be taking the dress off at the altar.”

But they didn’t care. They wanted me in the full attire. At this point, I just wanted this day to be over with. I wanted my wedding to be finished so I didn’t have to think about it anymore. Ben Buckley and his crew had succeeded in ruining my wedding.

The lingerie was tight, but soft and curiously comfortable. It held everything in place better than my boxers, so in a way I was relieved. Terri’s dress looked tight (much tighter than I was expecting) and I didn’t want to have an embarrassing bulge as I stood in front of my future in-laws.

I knew that they all saw my cock, but they didn’t seem to care. This was just business to them. They didn’t even seem to care when they saw me with those pads pushed into the lingerie top, giving me a bust—and then the pads they pushed down my hips to give me Terri’s curves. Suddenly, I looked a lot more like a woman, and I already thought that I was frighteningly convincing.

Now, I was trying to avoid looking in the mirror. I didn’t like seeing myself like that. I didn’t like knowing that such a feminine appearance was possible. It shouldn’t have been possible. It just wasn’t right.

I had my back to the door when I heard it open. I didn’t bother looking back because the door had been opening and closing all morning as crew members came and went. I’d become numb to the thought of strangers seeing me like that, though still absolutely dreading the thought of being seen by my parents and friends (and my uncle, who was currently running for mayor as the town’s conservative candidate).

Then, I heard giggling. It wasn’t just one girl giggling, it was three. “I actually thought that was Terri for a minute!” one of them said, and I recognized that voice. I suddenly became lightheaded. I suddenly wanted to faint, though the urge to vomit was possibly even stronger. I was terrified to look back and see them.

My future wife’s best friends were now in the room with me: Terri’s bridesmaids.
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Mimi was Terri’s maid of honor, though I suppose she was now my maid of honor. She had thick, curly blonde hair and rosy cheeks. Now, she was staring at me with her hand over her lips, so I wouldn’t see her giggling. Georgia and Mila were behind her, doing the same exact thing.

“Laugh it up,” I grunted. “I’m glad your amused.”

“You’re so cute!” Mila burst out. “I can’t believe how cute you are!” And it wouldn’t have been so horrible had it not been clear that she was being genuine. She was actually trying to compliment me. I turned my face away, trying to hide the red humiliation that was seeping into my cheeks.

“Ooh, look at her nails,” Georgia said, rushing up to me and grabbing my hand. Her long black hair touched my wrist as she bent down to admire the polish on my fingernails. “Cute!” Unlike Mila, Georgia was actually just trying to tease me. She was trying hard not to laugh as she rubbed the salt into my sounds.

“Get it out of your system,” I said. “In a few hours, we might be a hundred grand richer. Then you won’t be laughing so much.”

“If you want a hundred grand, just start an OnlyFans account,” Georgia grinned. “Looking like that, it wouldn’t take you long to make that kind of cash!”

I growled under my breath. This was just a taste of what kind of day I had ahead of me: a day of torture and humiliation. At least it seemed like we were getting some of that humiliation out of the way before the ceremony. At this rate, I was going to be fully numb by the time I walked down the aisle to meet my ‘groom’.

“Why are you here?” I asked.

“It’s customary to help the bride get ready for the wedding,” said Mimi with a proud smile on her face. And then I noticed a fourth woman standing in the room with us. I didn’t recognize her, though my first thought was that she was Terri’s childhood friend, Kristal. I’d never met Kristal but Terri talked about her all the time. Apparently, she moved to Australia when they were young and they only ever kept in touch online.

“Make some room please,” the woman said, and I thought it sounded like she had a bit of an Australian accent. She squeezed between Mila and Georgia and then she looked down at me. She stared at me for a long moment, narrowing her gaze, examining me, making me feel even more self-conscious than I knew possible.

“What?” I said softly. I hated how intimidated this woman was making me feel.

“Sit upright,” she said. “Stop slouching.”

I don’t know why, but I followed her command. She had a commanding presence. She spoke in an authoritative tone. Even Georgia and Mila both perked up. And it’s not like her authority came from seniority; she must have been the youngest woman in that room, no older than twenty-two. But there was an intensity about her that just freaked me out.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“Softer voice,” she said. “Try it again.”

I felt a tension surging through my muscles. I followed her order and tried the line again. “Who are you?” I asked with a soft voice. It was embarrassing talking like a girl in front of Terri’s friends, but I was still doing it, now for reasons that I couldn’t quite figure out.

“Better,” she said, still examining me. She hadn’t taken her eyes off of me. I’m not even sure that she’d blinked. Then she looked down at my feet. “Don’t sit like that. Cross your legs. Thigh over thigh. And point your dangling toe. Don’t just let it hang limp like that.”

My heart was racing. I felt like I was back in Bible Camp, being screamed at by nuns. But this woman’s energy was more intense than ten nuns. Georgia, Mila, and Mimi backed away, afraid to get in her way.

“My name is Trinity and I’m going to be your femme coach today,” she said. “I will be with you until your wedding ceremony. It’s my job to get you acting and sounding like a proper woman before you walk the aisle. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Softer,” she scolded. “And raise your pitch just slightly—just slightly.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, a bit softer, a bit quieter, and a bit higher. It felt weird. I was expecting the other girls to laugh at me, but they were straight-faced, afraid to get on Trinity’s bad side.

“Straighten your back. Why aren’t you in heels yet? You shouldn’t wait until the ceremony to put your heels on. Have you ever worn heels before?”

I shook my head. Georgia rushed to fetch the box of white, sparkly heels. She dropped to her knees and put them on my feet for me. I have to admit that I felt a bit like a princess in that moment, especially when the hair girls came back in to finish styling my wig for me, and one of the makeup girls came in with a bottle of perfume.

“So, Terri,” said Mimi, trying the name out on me. “Are you excited to marry the man of your dreams.” She had a big smirk on her face. I couldn’t quite tell if she was teasing me or if she was helping me to get into character.

I decided not to answer her, assuming it was just a tease, but Trinity was quick to bark at me. “Answer your maid of honor!”

I cleared my throat. “Yes, I’m excited,” I said.

“I just think you guys are the cutest couple,” Mila said. “He’d a bit short for my taste, but he’s perfect for you.”

I scolded her. “He’s not that short,” I said, trying to stay in character so Trinity wouldn’t snap again.

“He’s pretty short,” Georgia grinned.

“Well I like him the way he is!” I said.

The girls giggled, then Trinity scolded them and they all turned quiet. “Why aren’t you in your bridesmaid dresses?” Trinity asked.

The girls all rushed over to a wardrobe bag, unzipped it, and pulled out their pink dresses. I was shocked when they all started undressing in front of me, as if I wasn’t even there—or as if I was actually Terri. It almost seemed like they’d forgotten that I was actually a man, just from being around me for ten minutes as a woman.

Mila wasn’t even wearing a bra. I looked away quickly after seeing her perky tits. I felt my face turning red. I didn’t want them telling Terri that I saw them all naked.

Georgia was wearing a tiny thong that didn’t even cover her whole pussy. It was pushed aside, tucked between her thigh and her plump pussy lip, so I got a quick glimpse of her clit and her taco. She stepped into her tight pink dress and pulled it up, shimmying it up her slightly-chubby body.

She looked back at me suddenly and I looked away fast. “Were you looking at my ass?” she asked me.

“No,” I said. “I’m trying to look away.”

“No, you were checking out my ass!” she gasped.

“No, I wasn’t!”

“Girl voice!” Trinity snapped.

It was awkward arguing with Georgia in a girl voice. “I didn’t look at your ass. I just had my head turned in that direction. Why are you even changing in front of me?”

“Because I didn’t think you were a perv. I’m totally telling Terri.”

“Don’t tell Terri!” I said.

“You are Terri!” Trinity said.

And now I was starting to get a headache. This was all just too much for me. This day had been non-stop to a level that was beyond the normal wedding-day non-stop. The bridesmaids weren’t making things any better, and this femme coach was certainly piling more stress onto my shoulders.

The girls at least looked good in their bridesmaid dresses. The dresses were low cut, showing off their cleavage. That distraction was going to be extra-helpful during the ceremony. All of the men would be staring at their tits—Georgia in particular, with her big perky melons, bursting out from that little dress, which was probably a size too small for her plump body.

I knew that she was going to make for a good distraction because she was currently making a good distraction. I kept letting my gaze drift over to those big round knockers. Her hard nipples were pushing fiercely against the soft fabric of that dress, making distinguishable lumps that were toxic for the male brain. I may have looked and smelled and sounded like a woman in that moment, but the brain in my head was still strongly male. I was quick to look away whenever she looked over at me, but I probably should have been doing a better job of controlling myself, because it wasn’t long before Mimi caught me.

“Are you staring at Georgia’s boobs!?” she gasped.

“What?” I said, looking away quickly. “No. I—I was just wondering if her dress is… maybe too tight.”

“I thought I looked good!” Georgia gasped, looking down at herself. She did look good, but she probably looked too good for a wedding that wasn’t her own wedding.

I cleared my throat and looked around the room, desperate to change the topic. “Should I get into that wedding dress now?”

The girls all perked up. “Ooh! Yes! Let’s get you into your dress.”

But Mimi noticed my hand between my legs. “Why are you covering yourself like that?” she asked.

“Like what? This is just how I’m sitting.”

“Move your hand,” she said.

“No.”

She walked over and grabbed my arm, pulling it back, exposing my erection.

Yes: staring at Georgia’s plump tits made me hard. I couldn’t help it. Terri and I hadn’t had sex in a while. The stress from the wedding had been weighing us both down—primarily the financial stress, but also the fact that our wedding planner dropped us just three weeks before the wedding, saying that she had a chance to go on a dream trip and she didn’t want to miss out. Terri was so busy with work and planning the wedding that she was hardly home, and when she was home, she was tired. I was trying hard not to masturbate because I thought abstaining from masturbation might make me a better husband (that’s what I was told anyway). So I had a lot of pent-up horniness. And Georgia just happened to be the type of girl that I usually looked for when I went onto those porn sites (which I hadn’t visited in a long time).

She was a bit plump, with big breasts, and a round, cute face. Her dark hair reminded me of the girls I went for in high-school: those hot emo chicks that were everywhere in that decade…

But it’s not like I ever fantasized about being with Georgia. She was my type physically, but our personalities didn’t match. When I first started dating Terri, Georgia and I had an awkward moment at a party. We were both drunk, Terri was passed out, and Georgia made a move on me. She shared a very short kiss—not even two whole seconds—and then we both just pulled away, knowing that it wasn’t a good idea or a good fit. We never told Terri about the kiss because it just seemed inconsequential, though I did sometimes wonder if the sex would have been good.

And those same ponderings were coming at me now in my state of horniness, seeing her in that tight dress, breasts bulging, skirt hiked up and hardly covering her ass.

“Get it together!” Mimi hushed. “Or we’re not going to let you marry our best friend.”

“I’m together just fine,” I said, covering my dick again. “What do you expect when you change in front of a man? It’s just biology.”

“Girl voice!” Trinity snapped, and the room became quiet again as we all perked up into that feminine posture, worried we were going to disappoint the femme coach.

Then, Mila came forward with the wedding dress. She had a beaming smile on her face. “You’re going to look like a princess!” she said, bouncing with excitement.


CHAPTER 6
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Idid kind of look like a princess, especially once the veiled tiara was on my head. The girls all bounced up and down with excitement, clasping their hands together, ogling me, and even taking pictures of me. “You better not be posting those,” I said.

“Why not? You look just like Terri,” Georgia said before posting one of the photos to her Instagram story. “If anything, it helps your cause.”

I pulled out my own phone to look at her Instagram feed, and saw that she’d posted many photos with me in them. I groaned, but luckily, I really did look like Terri. The femme coach snapped her fingers to get my attention, and then she showed me how to properly hold a cellphone as a girl. I didn’t realize there was a difference. And I have to say that stretching out my fingers constantly was somewhat exhausting.

Then she showed me how to properly brush my hair with my fingertips when I needed my bangs away from my eyes. She showed me how to properly adjust my dress, to look feminine at all times. I was pretty sure she was going overboard. I don’t even think Terri looked this feminine when she went about her day-to-day life, but this coach seemed to think these were important details, so I followed along.

It was starting to seem like the worst part of the day was behind me. Ben came back with his camera team and they filmed a new segment. “Kevin’s transformation is complete!” he said to the camera. “After four hours with the industry’s top makeup artists, Kevin has become his bride-to-be, Terri. The similarities are astounding. But the question still remains: will Kevin be able to stay in character through the ceremony, and will his ultra-conservative parents fall for the trick? Can Kevin and Terri trick a room filled with their closest friends and relatives to win big?”

They pulled me aside and made me do an interview, asking me questions about the process. The director constantly asked me how I was feeling. The femme coach sat next to me, off-camera, prodding me whenever I slipped my posture or my voice.

But there was now champagne in my hand and I was happy to be pouring it back. After two glasses, some of the edge was off. The liquor was working twice as strong because I hadn’t had a bite of breakfast, and because I was running off of no sleep. I even caught myself giggling along with the bridesmaids a few times when they cracked their girly jokes—most of which I didn’t get, because they were referencing Real Housewives or Kardashians or some other reality show that Terri only watched when I was out of the house.

The fun came to a quick stop when the photographer showed up. This wasn’t the production’s photographer—this was the photographer that Terri and I hired two weeks earlier. She looked around with a surprised look on her face, her camera bag at her side. “Wow,” she said. “I didn’t know that you guys hired a video crew. This is quite the production.”

I looked over at Julio, who had a wide-eyed look, like he wasn’t sure what to do. It was obvious that the photographer wasn’t let in on the rouse. She turned and looked into my eyes and smiled. “Terri, you look so beautiful! Sorry I’m a few minutes late. I was on my way to the original location when I got your message about the location change. Sorry about that. Still lots of time to take photos though. Are you making a documentary of your wedding? There are so many people here!”

The room was silent. Did I have to convince this woman that I was actually Terri if I wanted that money? I looked over at the bridesmaids, and they all had pale, nervous faces, except for Georgia. She was already drunk and giggling. But even Trinity looked tense and uncertain.

“Just a big video crew, I guess,” I said softly.

“Well try not to mind me. These shots will all be candid. In about thirty minutes, we’ll do some shots of you and your bridesmaids. You really do look beautiful, by the way. I love that dress. And your makeup is just stunning.”

I forced a smile and tried to nod my head, but I was frozen with terror: another sample of what was to come. If this is how I was in front of an oblivious stranger, how was I going to be in front of all of my friends and family members?

It wasn’t even five minutes later when I heard her camera snapping off shots. Each shot made my skin tingle. Could she really not tell that I wasn’t Terri? We sat with her for two hours discussing our wedding—maybe that wasn’t quite long enough for her to really get to know what Terri looked like… or maybe I really did look like Terri.

“Oh, I love those shoes,” she said. “And your manicure is so adorable. You just look so beautiful.”

Georgia giggled again, but luckily, she was playing along. Everyone was now playing along. Julio even rushed to the door whenever a new crew member arrived, whispering in their ear, telling them to pretend to be part of the wedding videography crew.

Now, I couldn’t slip. I had to stay on top of my game, and not just because Trinity was sitting there, watching me like a starving eagle. I took a series of slow, controlled breaths. Time was moving extra slow as the ceremony approached, one second at a time. I was happy to drink a third glass of champagne, but starting to worry that I was going to slip. The booze was making me a tiny bit dizzy and I still had to practice walking in those heels (which was now going to be harder with that photographer there).

It almost seemed like the number of people in that room had doubled, and now, they were all watching me closely, waiting for me to make the slightest slip so that they could run to Ben Buckley and say that I failed the challenge. Then, Terri would hate me forever, thinking that I ruined her chance at having a decent life. I couldn’t let that happen. I’d come too far and suffered through too much humiliation.

“Wedding in forty minutes!” the director called out. “We need to get Terri to the venue now.”

The bridesmaids jumped to their feet. Mimi helped me up. I wobbled slightly, still a bit uncomfortable in those heels. “You’ve got this, girly,” she whispered in my ear. And I hardly even noticed that she called me a girl; I was just happy to have a bit of emotional support in that tense moment.

Those morning hours went by so painfully slowly, and now everything was going by so quickly. I could hardly catch my breath as they whisked me away, taking me down the hallway of my own apartment building, rushing me down to the limo that was parked out front of the building. People emerged from their rooms to ogle me. Some cheered for me. I recognized many of them. “Hey Terri! Looking good! Congratulations!” called out Uma, the older woman who was always getting her mail when I was getting mine. I managed to smile at her before being tugged down the steps. A few people even took out their phones and took photos of me.

But strangely, I no longer felt embarrassed—not in front of strangers and borderline strangers, anyway. I was only thinking about my parents and what they would think of this nonsense. And I was thinking of Terri.

Was I making her happy? Is this really what she wanted? Was this going to make our lives better? Would she appreciate the effort that I was putting into this? Would she still want to marry me?

Now, minutes were ticking by like seconds. I was trying to think of ways to delay that wedding, to buy myself some time to gather my composure, but time just kept speeding up. We were suddenly at the venue. A crowd forced in the parking lot. The photographer and her assistant rushed out to make sure they got tons of photos of me. My bridesmaids gathered close to me, putting their hands on me. “This is so exciting,” they said. Mimi gripped my hand. “I’m so happy for you.”

It almost seemed like they’d forgotten that I wasn’t actually Terri. And maybe that was for the best. I was feeling strangely good about the trick. I had a feeling we were actually going to have everyone fooled.

Our wedding assistant rushed out and started sending the bridesmaids in. Music was now playing. I knew that Terri was standing at the altar, dressed like me. And if the wedding was still going without a hitch, that meant she actually looked enough like me that people weren’t demanding answers. My stomach groaned. If the wedding was still going on, which it was, that meant that Terri had successfully fooled the crowd. Now, all of the pressure was on me.

Mimi went in next, taking my best man’s arm and walking with him towards the curtain that was blocking the aisle.

Was this really happening? Was I really about to get married? Was I really about to get a ring on my finger? My heart was racing fast. I was worried that I was about to faint. I felt dizzy. I tried to catch my breath.

“Terri! You’re up! Come on!” said the wedding assistant as she stared into my eyes.

I thought hard about running away. I didn’t know where I could go, but I knew that if I started running, I could get far, far away from everyone at that wedding. I didn’t want to be seen like that. I didn’t want anybody to see me in Terri’s wedding dress, even if they were oblivious—because they weren’t going to be oblivious forever. The news would come out that we swapped eventually, and then I would have to deal with the fallout: the laughter and the embarrassment. My father was probably going to disown me for embarrassing him. Nothing good was going to come out of this…

Except for the money.

So was it worth it? My life would be changed forever. Relationships would be irreparably damaged. Was it worth the cash?

“Terri!” she said. “It’s your cue! C’mon!”

I’m not sure how I gathered the strength to walk, but I started talking steps. I walked into the venue. I approached the curtain. I took a deep breath and came around the corner and saw that whole wedding.

I froze for a moment, trying hard not to look at my side of the aisle: my friends and family members. But looking at her side wasn’t any easier, so I just turned my gaze forward—and then I saw myself: Kevin, bearded, standing at the altar. My heart plunged into the pit of my stomach.

She actually looked like me. The resemblance was frightening, like looking at a mirror. It almost seemed like our wedding was happening as it was planned, but some cruel god had plucked my soul from my body and her soul from her body, and then swapped us so we would experience the wedding through each other’s eyes. It was a surreal sensation…

But seeing her smile—or, I should say, seeing him smile, made me smile. A wave of curious relief washed over me. I felt at ease. I realized in that moment that this was something we were doing together, and this whole Ben Buckley thing was something that we would be able to laugh at later in life—maybe even later that night. Maybe there would be some angry family members and some snickering friends, but this was something special that we would always be able to share.

She giggled, covering her lips, looking like a girl for a second. I made my eyes wide, urging her to compose herself, and she did, quickly perking up and turning up her chin. I’m not sure what that beard was made of, but it certainly looked realistic. I walked closer. The whole audience was standing now, staring at me. People were taking photos. The wedding photographer was down on her knee, getting low angle shots from in front of me. I pressed my lips thin and tried hard to remember all of the femme coach’s tips.

The world around me seemed to fade away. I didn’t notice the cameras, the crowd, the bridesmaids, or even my best man standing at the altar. I only saw Terri—and I hardly even noticed that she was disguised. It almost seemed like I could only see her soul, though I understand how corny that sounds. I didn’t see the fake beard or the slicked back hair (a hair piece that was put over a bald cap). I didn’t take much notice of the suit she was wearing, or the clunky shoes on her feet. I looked straight into her eyes and saw Terri, and I could tell that she was looking into my eyes and she was seeing me.

I smiled. She laughed. We both pressed our lips firmly together. Terri peeked out at the crowd. I kept my eyes on her. The officiant started to read his bit, but we weren’t listening. We were both just trying to giggle.

It was going well—too well. We were both so giddy, so happy, and the crowd was just going along with it, thinking we were just another cute couple.

And then something caught my eyes. I turned and looked at the crowd and saw my father, rising up from his chair. He grabbed his coat off the back of the chair. My mother tried to stop him, but he pulled away his hand. He took his coat and walked down the side of the room towards the exit.

“And you, Terri Alice Brown, do you take Kevin Wallace Parker to be your lawfully wedded husband?”

I didn’t realize I was supposed to reply until I got a big of a nudge from Mimi. “That’s your cue,” she whispered.

I said the line. The wedding went on. We kissed. The crowd clapped. We signed the thing. I felt like I was hardly conscious, like the day was just swirling out of control. Why did my dad leave? Did he realize the charade and stormed out, humiliated?

It was time to leave. The officiant ordered us to leave for the first time as husband and wife. Terri took my hand and we rushed down the aisle together. She was still happy, giggling, smiling. Apparently, she didn’t notice my dad leaving.

As we turned the corner, there was Ben Buckley. He was slowly shaking his head. “First of all, I’d like to say congratulations to the beautiful couple. The wedding was beautiful. The bride was stunning. But sadly, not everyone was convinced.”

Cameras moved in quickly.

“What!?” Terri said with parted lips. “No—they all cheered. You’re mistaken.”

Instead of addressing her, Ben turned to the main camera. “Near the end of the ceremony, Kevin’s father stormed out of the venue. He refused an interview, though we were able to get him to admit, on camera, that he recognized his son in the bride’s wedding dress and makeup. The couple was so close to fooling everyone, but I guess there are just some people who can’t be fooled, even by the best makeup artists in the world. Sorry, Mr. and Mrs. Parker. You didn’t succeed in winning big today. But I wish you the best of luck as a couple.”

Terri was stunned into silence. Her face was white. Her gaze was lost. Now, the bridesmaids were rushing to catch up with us, giggling, beaming, thinking that everything had gone perfectly. My dad’s exit had gone unnoticed by most.

“Did you guys win!?” Mila asked. “You won, right?”

But we were both shocked into silence. The humiliation was for nothing. We were going to continue being poor, and now I would have to deal with a strained relationship with my father.
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Terri took my hand and led me away from that main hall as the guests began to emerge from the ceremony hall. She pulled my wrist, almost pulling me over as I tried to catch my balance in those tiny heels. Her bridesmaids followed us, but my best man stayed behind to distract the guests and the wedding photographer, who was now expecting to take photos of us as a married couple.

We found the honeymoon suite, where we were supposed to spend that night, with big picture windows that looked out at a beautiful garden (we had actually planned originally to get married in that garden, but they only rented it out to smaller wedding parties). Terri had me sit down. “Breathe, Kevin,” she said.

“This can’t be happening,” I groaned under my breath.

“It’s going to be fine,” she said, putting her hand on my shoulder. And then she used her other hand to carefully pull off that fake beard. It took a lot of careful tugging to get it loose. But it was nice to see her without the scratchy beard on her face. Seeing her naturally plump lips was a small reminder why I wanted to marry her so badly.

But it was hard to muster up any enthusiasm, knowing that my father had left the wedding, feeling humiliated, furious that I went along with this gender-swapping nonsense.

“You looked really good out there,” she said to me, as if it was supposed to calm me down. I stared into her eyes, perplexed.

“My dad could tell,” I said. “He’s pissed.”

“He’ll get over it,” she said. “We’ll tell him we just did it for fun.”

“He won’t care,” I said. “This is a disaster.”

Then, I was surprised when Georgia came up behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. “You really did look cute up there, Kev.”

“Please stop telling me that I was cute,” I groaned, sinking into the chair.

“Okay, then I’ll tell you that you currently look cute,” she said with a grin. She apparently didn’t care about what I was currently going through. She didn’t care that my family was being torn apart by what she thought was just a silly joke.

“Did you see her legs?” Mila asked Terri, rushing up next to me and then pulling up my skirt. “Doesn’t she have the best legs?”

“Can I just get out of this dress now? The show’s over, right?” I said.

“I think they want to get interviews,” said Terri.

“But I don’t need to be in this stupid outfit for the interviews, do I?” I asked.

Terri gasped. “Stupid! That’s my wedding dress!”

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s not stupid; I’m just frustrated. It looks really nice, Terri. Sorry I screwed up the chance at getting that money.”

“It’s fine, Kevin. I just want you to calm down so that we can enjoy the rest of the wedding.” She looked around suddenly. “Is my makeup artist coming soon? I want to have a bit of makeup for the reception.”

“She’s running late,” Mimi said. “She’ll be here in forty-five minutes.”

“Oh gosh, what are we going to do until then?” Terri stood up and went to the corner where a box of makeup wipes was waiting for her. She started to wipe off her face. I remained in that chair, replaying that horrible moment in my mind: my father getting up and leaving, red in the face, betrayed.

“Oh my,” giggled Mila suddenly. She was over at the large bed, looking through a box that was right in the middle of the mattress. She lifted out a big silicone dildo.

“Mila!” barked Mimi. “That’s not for you to go through!”

“The venue got them all of this?!” Mila said.

“No! I got it for them! And it’s not for your eyes!”

I sunk further into my seat. The bridesmaids had somehow made our wedding even more uncomfortable. “I don’t think I can go back out,” I said. “I think this wedding is over. Let’s have the guests sent home.”

“You can go back out,” Terri said, waving her hand at me. “We’ll get you dressed up normally.”

“I don’t think I can do it, Terri,” I said. “They trimmed my eyebrows. This nail polish isn’t going to come off anytime soon. Even if I take a shower and put on that suit, I’m going to look like a fool.”

“Who cares!?” she said, throwing up her hands. “Kevin! The whole point of this was to get you out of your shell—to get you to relax a bit and have some fun. You aren’t supposed to care what people think of you at your wedding. It’s your night. This is your party. You’re paying for it all so you should be able to look how you want and do what you want—and screw everyone else! Even your father. If he doesn’t want to be happy for you, let him be crabby.”

“It’s not so simple,” I groaned. And then I opened my mouth to deliberate, but I couldn’t think of anything else to say. What else could I say? Was Terri right? Did I need to stop caring so much about what my dad thought?

If my dad was really going to disown me and never speak to me again, did I really care what he thought? If he loved me, he would get over it. And my friends—maybe they would laugh at me, but then what? This wasn’t middle school; nobody was going to find me during lunch and beat me up for being ‘gay’. Why did I care so much about what people thought? I only saw most of the people in that room once every five years, at family reunions, or when we randomly ran into each other at the mall. They were all going to see that TV show (or hear about it), and they were all going to find out that we did it to try to earn a hundred grand.

Most guys would dress up like a girl for a hundred grand. Hell, most guys would get on their knees in front of a line of twenty-five men for a hundred grand. Money like that can go a long way.

I jumped when Georgia popped a bottle of champagne. I got the first flute. “Maybe this will help you relax,” she smiled. I drank the champagne, and it did help me relax a little bit. Then Terri, now wearing nothing but her bra and panties, hopped onto my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. She gave me a big smooch on the lips. “We’re married, Kevin,” she smiled. “That’s all that matters right now. We’re actually married!”

“But we can’t get that house we wanted,” I said. “We’re back to the original plan, saving up for the next ten years to hopefully afford a townhouse.”

“And so what?” she said. “That was our plan before and we were both fine with it. Cheer up. Your dad will probably come to his senses before the end of the night. Let’s just enjoy this time together, because we’re going to remember it for the rest of our lives.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” I moaned.

She kissed me again: a big kiss on the lips. It was a bit funny to see her leaning back with lipstick smeared all around her lips. “You really looked like me,” she said.

“I know. It was weird.”

“You still look like me,” she said. She giggled. “It’s kind of sexy in a weird way. I didn’t realize how good I looked.”

“Don’t start rubbing it in like your friends.”

“Stand up,” she said, jumping off of my lap. “Do a spin for me. Let me see you properly. Wow! That dress looks so beautiful. It looks better on you than it did on me. And did I see that you were wearing lingerie under that dress.” She blushed. “Feel like doing a little strip tease for me?”

“Terri,” I groaned. “Please—let’s just put this behind us already. It’s been, like, eight hours of this now. I don’t think I can take anymore.”

“Oh, please,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Just entertain me.” Then she walked up to me, put her hands on my hips, and leaned her lips next to my right ear. “I’m kind of turned on, to be honest with you.”

“What!?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders and her cheeks became darker. “What can I say? I’m into it.” She rubbed my sides, up and down.

Then I stared into her eyes. It was a nice, sweet moment—until I was suddenly spanked on the ass. I yelped and jumped into the air, spinning around to see Georgia holding that big dildo. I grabbed my ass. “Ouch!” I said. “Did you just hit me with that fake dick?”

“I couldn’t help it,” she said.

“You’re deranged!” I said.

All of the girls were laughing now, even Terri. And I couldn’t wrap my head around it; they really didn’t care that the game show didn’t pan out. Terri really didn’t mind that we didn’t quite pass the finish line without being recognized.

“You just look so sad,” Terri said. “I don’t want you to be sad. It’s our wedding day. Your dad will come around.”

“I’m not worried about my dad. I know he’ll come around. I just wanted you to be happy,” I said.

“I am happy,” she smiled.

“But you wanted that money. You wanted to win the game show, and we failed.”

“They’re still going to pay half the bar bill and they’re going to give us a bit of cash—it wasn’t a complete loss. And we got to do something fun. I got to see another side of you that I’ve never seen before.”

I sighed.

“I know how to cheer you up,” she said. She carefully lowered herself down to her knees. I had no idea what was happening, so I didn’t pay much attention to her, until she was shimmying up the skirt of that wedding dress. I assumed she was just helping me to get undressed, and then she wriggled her fingers underneath my lingerie bottoms, fishing out my cock and pulling it out. Before I could react, she had my flaccid dick in her mouth.

I gasped, looking at her for a moment before looking up at her bridesmaids. “Terri! We’re not alone right now!” I tried to gently push her head back but she held her ground and continued sucking. It felt nice but I didn’t want her friends to see me getting a blowjob.

“They don’t care,” Terri said, and in that moment, I realized that she was a bit drunk—or maybe just a bit ‘high’ on the thrill of the day. Our egos had been obliterated by that gender-swapping challenge. We didn’t have much shame left to bog us down. I felt my face turning dark red and I tried not to look at the giggling girls behind my wife.

“Just relax, Kevin!” Georgia giggled, rolling her eyes. “It’s nothing we haven’t seen before.” And, of course, she was referring to the ski trip we went on years earlier, all together. After having a few too many drinks (and a couple tabs of some recreational drugs that I won’t name for legal reasons), Terri and I had sex on the couch. Everyone saw. That was back when we were more wild, young, and free. Now, we were getting older. We had our careers and we were more… predictable.

But the crazy events of that day reminded me a lot of those wilder days, back when we would experiment with drugs, back when we were naughtier. I couldn’t help but remember the time we were hiking in the park and Terri pulled me into a bush. She gave me a blowjob in that bush while people walked by on the path just twenty feet away. It was heart-pounding naughtiness, but it was fun. We hadn’t done anything like that in a long, long time.

I was hard in Terri’s mouth now. I tried to ignore her friends, who were watching. When Terri pulled back for a breath of air, they all saw my throbbing erection. I blushed and closed my eyes, trying to pretend like we were alone. Terri started pumping me with her fist. She leaned back in, and I thought that I was about to get some more sucking, but this time she went lower, pressing her tongue against my anus. “I like you all shaved up,” she giggled.

“The crew did it to me. They shaved everything,” I said softly. In all of our years, Terri had never tongued my asshole. It was something I often thought about, hearing stories from other people about how good it felt, but I was always too embarrassed to ask her to try it. It really did feel good, though it was a bit weird—and a bit wet. Her friends giggled, but I was getting better at ignoring them. Terri had a surprisingly strong tongue. She was able to penetrate me by a couple of inches. “That feels funny,” I laughed.

“Do you like it?”

“I guess so,” I said.

“You guys are ridiculous,” Mila giggled, covering her reddened face.

“Turn him over,” Georgia said with that big dildo in her hand. Terri looked back and then her eyes beamed. That naughty energy was contagious. My heart jumped, skipping a beat. Terri pulled me up to my feet and then she spun me around. The other girls moved in, giggling.

“What’s happening?” I asked. My legs were trembling now.

“Consider it our wedding gift,” Mimi said, putting her hand on my back to bend me over.

The girls all giggled. Was Terri really okay with this? I felt a hand grip my shaft and I thought it belonged to my wife, until I looked back and saw that Mila was blushing and stroking me. Terri was getting down onto her knees, spreading my butt cheeks, and licking my hole. Mimi grabbed my legs and spread them wide. She stopped for a moment to admire the heels on my feet. “I love these so much,” she said.

“What’s happening?” I asked again. This time, the girls ignored me. They kept giggling.

Georgia came in next with that big toy.

“That better not be going where I think it’s going,” I said, but they ignored me, giggling. Sometimes I forgot how close they were: best friends since they were little. But this was making me think that they were much, much closer than I ever realized. I felt the tip of that silicone toy press against my tight hole. I clenched, gasping me. I felt Terri’s hands caressing my thighs, trying to calm me down. Mila was still stroking my shaft.

“Try to relax,” Terri said with a smile. “You look so cute.” I’m not sure why she said it—was it supposed to help me relax? It did make me blush—and it did make me crack a little smile, though I wasn’t quite sure why.

Maybe I liked being dressed up like that more than I was willing to admit aloud. The lingerie was super comfortable, and it made my body look surprisingly sexy. I wasn’t used to feeling ‘sexy’ but it was a nice feeling. That dress was really pretty, and it got tons of attention. I’d never really gotten any attention before, but I kind of liked it. And then the hair on my head was so soft and… fun. It was just fun to feel it moving around, to brush it away, to feel it teasing my shoulders—and again, it made me feel sexy.

Why did I like feeling sexy?

Did I actually enjoy being the bride at my own wedding?

I had a lot of thinking to do. Now, I was just starting to enjoy the feeling of all of those hands exploring my body. They were touching me as if they wanted me. Each caress helped me to relax. I felt my shoulders sinking down. I heard my lips let out a soft whimper.

And then the dildo pushed into my ass and I gasped. The girls giggled—except for Terri, who let out a gasp of her own. “It’s actually in her!” she said. And why was she calling me a ‘her’? Had she forgotten that I was her husband? Was she into this gender-bending stuff? Did she want me to play along? I clenched hard, squeezing that sex toy with my asshole, but my clenching wasn’t enough to stop Georgia from pushing it deeper.

“It’s inside of me!” I said. I’m not sure why I felt the need to say it, but those were the words that came out. The girls giggled again.

I thought for a moment that this was all just part of some giant scheme to humiliate me. Maybe the whole wedding was just a giant scheme to humiliate me. If so, it had been working… at first. But that embarrassment was starting to fade. I was starting to settle into my role. Maybe I’d just accepted my fate, or maybe I was learning something new about myself.

She pushed the toy deeper. I moaned and let my face fall down onto a pillow. The girls started pumping that toy.

Mila gripped the tip of my cock and jerked it quickly, until Terri swatted her hand away. “That’s my husband!” she said.

“Sorry. I got carried away,” Mila said.

“Her cock is for me. Her ass is all yours.”

I heard more giggling. Then, I felt my wife’s beautiful hand slipping in, gripping my shaft, squeezing hard, pumping delicately. She really knew how to work me. And in each of those delicate strokes, I could feel the true, genuine love she had for me. This wasn’t just some quick tug to get me off. There was passion in that rub down. I looked over and peered into her eyes. She smiled and I blushed.

Meanwhile, the bridesmaids were busy pumping my ass. They were taking turns, pumping for about a minute each, and it was quickly turning into a contest to see who could get the toy deeper, who could pump it harder, faster. When the toy first went in, it felt weird: tight, full, like something was in me that didn’t belong. But now, as I started to relax even more, I could feel the pulses of pleasure. I could feel the amazing tingling deep in my body. I didn’t want them to stop. In a way, it was like the best massage I’d ever gotten.

But we were on a tight schedule. Terri’s makeup artist was going to arrive soon and none of us wanted to be caught like this—and I wasn’t going to be able to hold back my orgasm forever, even with Terri’s slow, passionate strokes.

“Oh God,” I said, pushing my face back into that pillow. Now, Georgia was in control of the dildo and she was making her time count. She was thrusting it hard into me, plunging my asshole and making my whole body bounce on that mattress. Terri had me on the verge of an orgasm. I clenched and groaned—and then I started to scream. It was pleasure like I’d never felt before.

I couldn’t hold back. I sprayed that honeymoon bed while moaning loud. My eyes rolled far back into my head and literal drool ran down my chin. The girls slowly pulled that toy out from my butt, leaving me gaping and sapped of energy, unable to move as I remained slumped over that bed.

Terri rubbed my back. She gave me a peck on the lips. “That was fun,” she giggled. The other girls were giggling as they cleaned up. “The makeup girl is downstairs,” Mimi said. “I’m going to go and get her. I’ll be back in two minutes!”

Terri helped me up to my feet. “Let’s quickly get you to the bathroom. We can change in there.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment. I felt a bit embarrassed about what I was about to say, but I really had to say it. “What if…” I took a deep breath. “What if we didn’t change?”

“What?” she said.

“Well—you can have your dress back. I know you really want to wear it. But maybe… Maybe I can put on something else… and leave the makeup and the wig.”

Terri cracked a small smile. “Now why would you want to do that?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe it could be fun,” I said. “Like something we do together. You have to admit that it would make the reception really memorable. Besides, everyone already knows about the swap at the altar by now. The game show production has been doing interviews downstairs for the last thirty minutes.”

Terri blushed hard and bit her bottom lip. Maybe something good came out of that silly game show. Maybe we didn’t win the big prize, but that’s okay. What we did end up getting out of it was far more valuable than a hundred thousand dollars.

THE END
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WALK A MILE IN HER SHOES


John has been the perfect partner, but that all changed on the wedding day. It’s almost like a switch flipped in his brain. Now, he’s acting like a chauvinist, and he wants his wife, Lily, to be a proper, submissive housewife.

But Lily isn’t having any of it. A lawyer tells her it’s not too late to get an annulment. She gets the paperwork in order, but John won’t sign it. He wants one last chance, and Lily is only willing to give it to him if he agrees to walk a mile in her shoes: in the shoes that John so badly wants her to wear.
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Everyone warned me that men change after marriage, but I didn’t realize it would happen quite so quickly.

It was almost like the wedding ring that I slipped over his finger flicked a switch in his brain, like he suddenly didn’t feel like he had to try at all anymore. It almost seemed like he assumed the ring around my finger was binding, like there was nothing he could do to make me go.

And he was right…

I’d never been one of those girls who believed that marriages could just be ended. Vows aren’t just words we say because tradition says we have to say them in order to get the benefits of marriage at tax seasons. I really meant it when I said, “for better or worse…” But I wasn’t at all happy when it started to look like I was in for the latter end of that spectrum.

We took our photos together after the ceremony. Right away, he was ignoring me, joking around with his friends. I kept sauntering over to him, trying to get him to slip his arm around me, but he kept ignoring me. “One sec, babe,” he would say, and then a moment later, he would be fifty yards away, with his buddies.

I just assumed he was overly-excited. A few of his friends had flown in from out of the country; he hadn’t seen them in years. But that night got worse. He went off and did a few shots with them and returned drunk before the reception. He made a few nasty comments to me while people made speeches. After I kissed him, he told me I needed to check my breath. He kept telling me that my breasts looked like they were sagging in my dress. “Now that you’re married, you look like you have old lady boobs,” he said. I could tell that he just thought he was being funny, but the words stung—especially after I spent a good chunk of my savings on that dress.

He told me that my makeup looked “dry”. “It makes you look older. Mikey didn’t believe me when I told him you’re younger than me.”

It was during dinner when I finally said, “John, you’re being mean to me.”

He rolled his eyes and chuckled. “Can’t take a joke all of a sudden?” he asked with a condescending tone.

I knew he was a bit drunk, and sometimes he was obnoxious when he was drunk. I swear he wasn’t always so bad. In fact, I could only remember a few times that he’d ever been drunk. But even then, he wasn’t so bad. Maybe he would tell me that he wished I would bleach my hair blonde or he would ask me why I had so much hair on my arms. But now, he was taking it to another level.

After the dinner, he disappeared. I tried to find him to have our first dance, but couldn’t. Some guests were itching to dance, so I just told the DJ to start the music. We didn’t end up having a first dance together while my older relatives were still there.

John was with his friends, smoking a joint that Mikey brought from Australia.

Later that night, John got into a fight with my stepmother, because he heard that she’d been running up the open bar tab by ordering the most expensive scotch on the menu. Maybe it was true—but it was an open bar and we didn’t put any limitations in place. But the fight turned ugly. My stepmom ended up leaving, taking a number of my family members with her.

And it only got worse from there.

When we got to the suite we’d rented for the night, John became a sort of animal. He burped and farted in front of me, giggling like a schoolboy, even though I wasn’t smiling. He told me that I needed to give him a blowjob. “John, to be honest, I’m not really in the mood,” I said. “You’ve been a jerk all night. I just want to go to bed and pretend like this night wasn’t a total disaster.”

“Are you serious?” he asked, burping again. “It’s our wedding night and you’re rejecting me?”

“I’m tired,” I said.

“Oh, so that’s going to start now?” he asked, frowning—almost scowling at me, as if he suddenly hated my guts. “Mikey told me you’d do that. He said all girls do it. I guess you aren’t any different.”

“John!” I snapped. “You need to pull yourself together! You’re being such a jerk!”

I made the mistake of taking my dress off in front of him, exposing my bridal lingerie that I’d been wearing under my dress since after the photos. I didn’t think much of it, but he seemed to think it was some sort of act of cruelty, like I was teasing him and rubbing the sexless night in his face. He scoffed and said, “And you think I’m being a jerk!”

“You are!” I said. “You’ve never been like this. I have to go to my stepmom’s house tomorrow and apologize for what you did.”

“Don’t you dare,” he said with narrowed eyes. “You can’t ever talk to her again. She only came for the free booze. She’s a witch.”

“She raised me,” I said.

“You don’t even like her!” he snapped.

“We have our problems, but she’s still my stepmom!”

The fight raged on, and it was unlike any fight we’d ever had before. Sure, we’d had spats. Sure, we’d had our quarrels. But this was something different. For the first time ever, John gave me an ultimatum: “If this is how you plan on being while we’re married, then we may as well divorce.”

“You told me that you don’t believe in divorce!” I said, almost in tears now. And that was exactly what he’d told me. It was one of those core values that I’d always considered vital to our relationship. It was one of the most important values.

“I’ll do what I have to do. I’m not putting up with you if you’re just going to give up.”

Now, I was left stunned. “Me? You’re accusing me of giving up?”

He made his eyes wide as he nodded his head.

“How the hell am I giving up?”

“I mean—no offense, but look at you.”

I gasped, not entirely sure what he was getting at—but I already didn’t like it.

“You could have put a bit of effort into looking sexier today. Maybe you didn’t want to look sexy for your folks—but c’mon. Your makeup makes you look old. And your boobs, well, we already talked about those. And now you’re just not going to put out on our wedding night. You seem to think that you can just stop putting out. Why? Now that you have a ring on my finger, you don’t need to put out anymore? Did you never actually like it?”

I was so stunned and so overwhelmed, I didn’t even know where to start.

I decided not to get into it. I could tell he was drunk, but my feelings were hurt. No—they were destroyed. I felt violated. I felt betrayed.

I wanted to throw up. I grabbed my only set of clothes and I left the suite. I went down to the front desk, trying not to cry. The woman at the front desk congratulated me before seeing the redness in my eyes. Humiliated, I asked for another room. Then she became silent and that embarrassment turned even worse.

It was, quite possibly, the worst night of my life. I went to sleep not knowing who I married or what to expect from the future.
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He was at my door in the morning. His face was pale—almost green as he tried to look proper while coping with his hangover. He looked into my eyes for a short second before looking down at the floor. He took a deep breath and said, very softly, “I’m so sorry about last night.”

I just stared at him, stunned. I was tired, running off of an hour or two of sleep.

“I don’t know if I want to talk right now, John,” I said, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes: sleep those two cups of coffee couldn’t even help.

“I didn’t mean the stuff that I said,” he said. “I had too much to drink.”

“That’s no excuse,” I said. “You said what you said. People are more honest when they drink.”

“But I didn’t mean any of it,” he said firmly. “I regret saying it.”

It was hard to stay angry at him. He looked broken, and not just from that hangover. I could tell he was being destroyed by guilt, and even though I was angry with him, I didn’t want to torture him by letting those feelings linger. I’d always believed in coming up with a resolution as quickly as possible, through conversation—but I couldn’t help but think that he meant those things that he said—he just didn’t mean to say them. There’s a big difference between meaning something and meaning to say it, after all. He probably did think that I looked older than I should have looked. He probably wasn’t thrilled about my breasts, which admittedly weren’t as perky as they were when I was eighteen.

And him pushing for that blowjob before exploding about me rejecting him: maybe he was drunk, but that little tantrum gave me a glimpse into his brain. I got to see what he wanted and how he thought when his filter was turned off.

Now, I felt like I knew why he married me, and it wasn’t because he loved me. He wanted something ‘sexy’ to show off to his friends, maybe to elevate his status. He wanted someone to pleasure him when he wanted pleasuring. He seemed to think that it was my job to look a certain way for him. And had he always been like that? It was hard to say…

We’d only been together for two years. During that time, I’d been fairly conscious of my appearance. I always did my makeup before going out. I spent twenty minutes every morning doing my hair. I always kept my leg hair shaved, never going more than three days without shaving. If I knew we were going to meet with his friends, I would put in a bit of extra work, because I wanted him to feel proud.

And was that going to be expected of me forever? What was I supposed to do about my breasts? Did he want me to get a boob lift? Would I have to get implants? And would he want me to get a face lift eventually? Would he want me to start hitting the gym once my metabolism slowed down?

“Can I come in to talk?” he asked.

“I just want to be alone for a while,” I said.

“But I’m sorry,” I said. “We’re supposed to meet with my parents in an hour.”

I rolled my eyes. “Is that what this is? Are you just pretending to apologize so that you won’t be embarrassed in front of your parents?”

He turned a curious shade of red: the first time color had been in his face that morning. “No,” he said, but I didn’t believe him. “I just want to put this all behind us. I want to pretend like the fight never happened. I think you’re beautiful and I love you the way you are. You know that.”

I bit down on my tongue. I could have prolonged the fight. I could have questioned his motives. I could have tried to pry, to see if I could get him to admit that his drunken speech the night before wasn’t just random nonsense, but that he actually felt that way.

But what was the point? What could I get out of fighting more? If this was going to be a permanent problem, I would find out soon enough, with or without continuing that particular spat. “Fine,” I said. “Let’s just forget it.”

He smiled and then he wrapped his arms around me. “Thanks, babe. And just for the record, I don’t want you to change. I love you just the way that you are.”

“Even with saggy tits and an old lady face? Or was it a saggy face and old lady tits? I can’t remember.”

He sighed. “Lily,” he said.

“Sorry,” I said. “I’ll try to forget it.”

“I have to take a shower. You going to be good to go in about forty-five minutes?” He looked into my eyes with a warm smile. It was nice seeing that smile, seeing him acting like himself. Maybe I could blame the booze more than I was. Maybe I could relax and try to remember the nice parts of the wedding while forgetting the terrible parts.

I went to take a shower. The warm water felt nice, running down my naked body. I still had red marks on my hips and ribs where my dress was sinched tight. I let the water splash my face for a good fifteen minutes before I remembered I was on a time crunch.

I got out from the shower and stared at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t help but look closely at my face, trying to see if I really had aged all that much since John and I started dating. Maybe I had a few extra lines. Maybe I didn’t look quite as young and perky as I once did.

I stood tall and looked at my boobs. I’d always thought that I had nice boobs, but now I wasn’t so sure. What if they did hang a bit low? What if they weren’t quite as full and perky as they once were? Maybe John was just drunk the night before, but he put a lot of scary ideas into my head. Did I need a boob lift? I cupped my breasts and held them up an inch or so. I pushed them harder against my chest. Was this where they were supposed to sit? I grabbed my bra and started to adjust the straps. I made it so that it held my boobs higher, so maybe I would look a bit younger. Then I went to grab my makeup box. I usually only used a little bit of concealer, but now I was paranoid about those lines. Maybe I needed to start caking the concealer on more…

I was about to rub a big glob of expensive concealer on my face, and then I paused. I stared at myself for a long moment, and then I had a curious idea. What if I went out without makeup? What if I met with John’s family just looking natural? What if I didn’t style my hair? And hell—what if I didn’t wear that push-up bra?

I caught myself grinning. It seemed like a good way to test John, to see how he actually felt about me.

So I put my makeup away. I had the outfit that I’d planned on wearing to that brunch, but now I decided to slip into something more comfortable: a pink Juicy jumpsuit. It was a bit baggy, but super soft. I spent the whole previous day in a ruthlessly tight dress, stiff heels, and tons of makeup. I deserved a comfort day. It was just brunch, after all. It’s not like we were going out to the city’s most prestigious steak house.

I met John down in the lobby, and his face turned white at the sight of me. He looked around suddenly, almost as if he was looking for the camera team that followed around the Pranked crew. “W—What are you doing?” he asked, almost whispering as I approached him.

“What’s the problem?” I asked. It felt nice to feel the fresh air on my face.

“I thought you were getting ready. We have to go in, like, three minutes.”

“I am ready,” I said.

“You can’t wear that out,” he said.

“Why not? You’re not dressed up.” He was wearing a Led Zeppelin T-shirt and a pair of jeans with a fresh rip in the left knee.

“It’s different. You—You’re the bride.” He said it as if it made any sense.

“So what?” I said.

“Just go put on that nice dress you had. And maybe put on—I don’t know—some mascara, or whatever. I’ll tell my mom we’re running late.”

“Why would I do that?” I asked. “Don’t you like me like this?”

“I like you just fine! But you’re going to send the wrong message. My parents are going to think that you don’t care enough to get pretty for them.”

“You don’t think I’m pretty?” I asked. Suddenly, it felt like that old argument was sparking up again.

“Lily!” he sighed. “Let’s not do this again. You’re already putting words in my mouth. I know that you know what I’m trying to say. I just don’t want this to be a… a thing. I just want to have brunch. Let’s get this over with.”

“I just don’t understand why you think it matters!” I said.

“I don’t understand why you think it’s such an insult! I’m not asking much!”

I crossed my arms. “Well too bad for you. I’m not changing anything.”

“Then we’re not going,” he hissed through clenched teeth.

“Excuse me?” I said.

“We’re not going. I’ll tell my mom that you’re feeling sick.”

“What’s wrong with you?”

“With me?” he said. “Nothing is wrong with me. I just don’t want to insult my parents. It’s really not that much work for you to put on a dress and a bit of makeup. You can even tie your hair into a bun—I don’t care—but at least put in a little effort.”

“What effort are you putting in!?” I said. “You wore a tuxedo T-shirt to the groom’s dinner!”

“That was a joke, Lily. There’s a difference between making a joke and showing up to a family brunch in your pajamas.”

“These aren’t my pajamas. This is loungewear. There’s a big difference.”

“I don’t see the difference,” he said.

“Fine. You can tell them that you’re sick. I’m going, with or without you.” I smiled and crossed my arms, but I didn’t like fighting with him like this. I didn’t like freaking him out. I didn’t like to think that we had become enemies, seemingly overnight. We were supposed to be partners. We were supposed to be best friends. My goal should have been to make him happy and his goal should have been to make me happy. But now, it felt like I was trying to come up with a way to piss him off, just to get a bit of revenge for him making me feel so lousy.

“Don’t,” he said firmly.

“Are you going to stop me?” I asked.

Now, there were people looking at us. Maybe our voices were getting a bit louder as our argument heated up.

“I’m going to forbid you.”

“Forbid me?” I said, almost shocked. I thought he was kidding for a moment. “You can’t.”

“You have to submit to me,” he said. “I’m your husband. I’m not going to let you walk all over me. I’m not going to let you treat me like a cuck.”

“A cuck? Since when have you ever used the word cuck? And how is that relevant right now?”

“Lily. You are not going to show yourself to my parents like this,” he said.

“John, you are not the person I thought that I was marrying!”

And sadly, he got what he wanted. I was too distraught to go and meet with his family. I was embarrassed as people stared at me. I just wanted to hop in a time machine and end this before the wedding happened.

Now, I was running back to my room so I could lock the door and cry in my bed. I hated feeling betrayed by my own husband.
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Ihoped that the fighting would be resolved over the next couple of days. Then a few days went by and a hopelessness entered my heart. John moved in with a friend because I wouldn’t let him into my apartment where we planned on living for the next few years while we saved for a house.

I just wanted an apology, but he was refusing to give it. He kept doubling down, saying that he was justified in telling me to put on makeup and a dress. “It was the least you could do,” he would say to me, bringing that morning up, again and again. “As much as I love you, I won’t let you insult my parents.”

I knew that he came from a relatively conservative household. His parents were immigrants from Serbia. They were very traditional people. But now they were in Canada, and they knew that I was a Canadian woman. They knew how people were in Canada, and I’m sure they wouldn’t have been too offended if I went to breakfast in a tracksuit instead of a dress. I’m sure they understood that I was tired from a very long wedding night.

But John refused to budge. He was convinced that I was in the wrong. And maybe I wouldn’t have been so angry had it not been for what happened on the wedding night: all of the things he said while he was drunk. Those mean remarks were just confirmed to be his true thoughts when he wouldn’t let me out in public without a dress and makeup.

Days turned into weeks. Now, it was seeming like we were having some sort of standoff. It was starting to seem like that horrible fight wasn’t going to end until I gave in and accepted that I would submit to him because I was a woman and he was a man and that’s just the way it’s supposed to be.

There were days that I didn’t even hear from him: not even a check-in message. An entire week went by where he didn’t call, and I felt like I was starting to forget what his voice sounded like. I was a wreck. I spent many nights crying, starting to think that I’d ruined everything by being so stubborn. Maybe it wouldn’t have been so bad to just do what he asked. Maybe it wasn’t worth what now seemed like an inevitable divorce.

It was a month after our wedding when a friend of mine—the only friend who knew that I was fighting with John—suggested I get an annulment. And I’m sad to say that I did look into it, just so I wouldn’t have to tell everyone that I’d been married before. The thought of having a failed marriage on my record was just too shameful to handle, though I wasn’t sure an annulment was so much better.

It was a Friday night when I met with a lawyer who specialized in divorce and annulment. “You haven’t had sex yet as a married couple, have you?”

“No sex,” I said. “We haven’t even kissed since the officiant told us to.”

“That’s good for your case. Would John tell a judge that you haven’t consummated the marriage?”

“I—I don’t know. He’s not one to lie, so I guess he probably would,” I said. It was so hard to speak. I was so filled with shame, just entertaining that idea. But I was doing more than entertaining it. I was getting the paperwork. I was being taught the process, and I had the file started.

“You’re just within forty-five days,” the lawyer said with a smile. “So it really shouldn’t be an issue. This happens… It’s rare, but it happens. I don’t see this getting held up at any point. I can run it through on Monday, if you can just get me the signed paperwork.”

She slipped me the forms. There weren’t many that needed to be filled out. It was a shockingly easy process, as long as we filed within forty-five days of marriage, and we could vouch, under oath, that we never consummated the marriage.

I took those papers home and read them over many times. Then I started to cry as I remembered the good times with John.

Now I know that I haven’t exactly painted John in the nicest light. He was really a very nice guy up until our wedding night. He was so romantic after we met in a bar, where I was working at the time. I’d just gotten off work, and I was having a drink before taking off. He asked me out the night I met him. I said no, and then he just smiled. “Why are you smiling like that?” I said, feeling bad that I’d just rejected him.

“I had a feeling you weren’t going to make it easy for me,” he said. “Okay, so maybe you don’t want to go on a date with me, but at least let me take you out dancing.”

“That sounds like a date,” I said.

“Then coffee,” he said.

“That sounds like a date,” I said again.

“How’s about a beer? We can have a beer together.”

“That would also be a date. I don’t even know you!”

“What do you mean, you don’t know me?” he asked with a cheeky grin. “We’re dating.”

“What are you talking about?”

He held up his beer. “We’re having a beer together right now. So we’re dating.”

Then I found myself blushing. I finished my drink and said goodbye. But John was determined to get me. He convinced one of my co-workers to give him my address. He waited outside of the building the next morning—for six hours—waiting for me to come out. “I promise I’m not a stalker. I just didn’t want to miss the opportunity.”

“You seem like a stalker,” I said to him. “It’s kind of creepy.”

“I’m sure if Brad Pitt sat out here waiting for you, you wouldn’t call him creepy.”

“You might be insane,” I said, giggling as I walked to the café where I always got my morning coffee. He followed me inside.

“I might be,” I said. “I just want to take you out. I’m not so bad, am I? I mean—I know I’m a bit short. I get that girls like tall dudes. Whatever. And maybe I’m a bit skinny, but I know how to do stuff. I can change lightbulbs and whatever. I actually renovated an entire house last year.”

“Are you a carpenter?” I asked.

“Nah,” he said. “I just figured it all out with YouTube and whatever. And look—I make some decent money. I make more than I spend, so why not just let me spend it on you? Let me treat you.”

He insisted on paying for my coffee. “See?” he said.

“Like I said—I don’t even know you.”

“You don’t know anyone until you meet them,” I said.

“But I’ve never even met you. I don’t know where you came from! You were just at the bar last night. I’m pretty sure I saw you hitting on my friend.”

“Me!?” he said. “No! I walked into the bar, saw you, and had my mind made up.” Then he looked around with a smile on his face. “You picked a really nice joint for our second date.”

“It’s not a date. And I’m not staying here. I have to run some errands.”

“I’ll tag along,” he said.

“No! I hardly know you!” I said.

“So what? You’ll only date a guy who you already know? I don’t get it. How many guys do you know well enough to consider dating potential? Five? Six? How many are single?”

“Why are you so persistent?”

“Because you’re so pretty,” he said.

And then I was blushing all over again.

“I like your lips. You’ve got great lips. That’s what does it for me, really. But the rest of you is pretty too. Where are you going?”

“To run errands. I already told you,” I said as I went out the door.

“No cream or milk in your coffee?”

“I like it black.”

“I’ll remember that,” he said. “I like mine black too. So we’ll save money by never having to buy cream.”

“I buy lots of cream for baking.”

“Baking, huh?”

“My favorite cookie recipe uses heavy cream. I make those cookies every week.”

“I like chocolate chip. You ever make those?”

“Sure,” she said.

“You make some for me, I’ll come by and fix your toilet.”

I looked at him, stunned for a moment, and then I became afraid that he actually was a stalker. “How do you know about my toilet!?”

“I heard you telling the bartender at the bar last night!” he said. “You said it right in front of me. What? Am I supposed to cover my ears whenever people aren’t directly addressing me? So whatever. I’ll come by tomorrow. I’ll take a couple cookies and I’ll fix the toilet.”

“It’s just a bit… invasive. Look, I appreciate your interest. And I don’t want to sound mean, but… you aren’t really my type. I’m flattered, John. I wish you all the best. But I can’t help my type, you know?” I felt bad turning him down. I’d never really had a man so interested in me before, though I’d also never had a problem getting guys to ask me out. But John wasn’t my type. He was a bit small for me. He was a bit too confident too. Every girl likes a confident guy, but John was completely unashamed. I’d rejected him over and over, and he was still smiling, as if he was totally deaf.

I waved down a cab. “Bye, John,” I said.

“Bye,” he said with a cool smile. And I saw him the next morning at 10:00 AM. There was a knock at my door. I opened it, assuming it was a neighbor. I almost screamed when I saw him.

“How did you get into my building?” I closed my housecoat tight, not wanting him to see my satin nightie underneath.

“They just let me in. I guess they thought I was a real plumber.” He held up his tool box and then he brushed by me. “So where’s this toilet?”

“You’re insane,” she said. “I should call the cops!”

“Why?” he said, unrattled. “I told you I was coming. You didn’t tell me not to come. Why are you so shocked? I’m just here to fix your toilet. Your landlord won’t do it for you. There it is—that one looks broken!”

He went in and started working. I stood in the doorway. I wanted to throw him out, but I also wanted that toilet fixed. If he could fix it, maybe I could let him—but that didn’t mean he was getting a date.

He started working. “So maybe after this we can grab some lunch. I know a good place,” he said.

“Sorry, John,” I said. “I already told you, we’re not going on a date.”

He opened up my toilet and then he laughed. “Easy,” he said.

I watched him for a few minutes, and it didn’t take him long. He had the thing working in no time. “It works,” I said with a smile.

“Yeah, but there’s one problem,” I said.

“What is it?”

“No cookies,” I said.

I sighed. I’d been meaning to make the cookies, and I had all of the ingredients. “Fine,” I said. “I’ll make a batch, but then you’re out.”

“Sounds good,” he smiled. I went to the kitchen and he just left. I assumed he went to put his tools in his car, but he didn’t come back—not right away. I was perplexed—and after fifteen minutes, I started to feel a bit… rejected. I started to worry that he’d actually given up on me. Maybe I’d rejected him enough for him to get the message—but now I was starting to wonder if I should have given him a shot. Sure, he was short and thin, but he was handsome. He had thick, full hair, and big, glowing eyes. He had good style. He really was handy. Having a working toilet for the first time in two months was nice—and I had a feeling he could fix a few other things around my apartment that my landlord just wouldn’t fix for me.

Another fifteen minutes went by. My cookies finished baking. I took them out and felt a bit sad, not having anyone to share them with. But I knew I couldn’t be too upset: I drove him away, after all.

Then suddenly, he came back. He had a pair of coffees in his hands. “Black, just like you like,” he smiled. And I will admit that I let a smile slip, and my cheeks probably turned a dark shade of red. I let him stay. I let him chat with me, though he was mostly just interested in hearing me talk about myself. He stared into my eyes in a way that no man had ever stared into my eyes before. He was actually admiring me, blessed to be in my company. He made me feel so worthwhile. I couldn’t stop blushing… And he loved my cookies. He probably ate seven. “How do you stay so thin?” I asked.

“Fast metabolism,” he said.

We had our coffees. I learned a little bit about him, and he learned a lot about me, asking question after question—and then just listening, staring at me with those admiring eyes.

He ended that morning by saying, “I’ll pick you up tomorrow around eight. We’ll go dancing.”

“It’s a no, John,” I said, rolling my eyes.

He left with a smirk on his face. And the next day, around 5:00 PM, I started getting ready because I knew he was going to be there. I made myself pretty, put on my best perfume, wriggled into my cutest (and tightest) dress. He showed up at eight and I pretended like I didn’t want to go with him, but we went and we had a great time.

And then it was suddenly like we were dating… because we were dating. It really wasn’t long before he proposed to me. I didn’t think twice before saying yes, because it seemed to me like we were the perfect couple. We rarely fought—and our fights weren’t real fights. We would occasionally bicker about stupid things, and then we would make up easily before having sex. And it almost seemed like the little fights were just an excuse to have passionate make-up sex.

So I really don’t know what happened on the wedding night. I don’t know what snapped in his brain. I don’t know how he changed so drastically. I couldn’t help but think that one of his friends whispered doubts into his ear… probably Mikey. I couldn’t help but think that the entire duration of our relationship was just some sort of sham. But maybe I gave him the wrong idea. I always got dolled up for him, without question. I always presented myself nicely for his friends and family members—and maybe he just assumed that was what he was getting.

It was a rainy night when I showed up at his friend’s house, seeing him for the first time in so, so long. He looked perplexed when he came to the door. “Lily, what are you doing here?” he asked. He was wearing sweatpants. His T-shirt had orange Dorito dust smeared across it. His face was unshaved. He looked like he hadn’t left that house in close to a week. It was an unsettling sight. “Can I come in and talk to you for a minute?” I asked.

“I guess so,” he said softly before stepping aside. I saw where he’d been sleeping: a couch with a scrunched-up blanket and a yellowed pillow that once was white. There was a video game system, currently running, hooked up to a big TV. A pair of controllers suggested he’d been playing with a friend. And the many Red Bull cans suggested they’d been going for a while.

“What happened to you?” I asked.

He took offense to the question. His eyes narrowed. “When did you become so judging?”

I sighed, already detecting a fight. “Never mind, John,” I said, shaking my head. “I—I guess I just need to get this over with.” I pulled out the papers. “I need you to sign these.” It was hard not to cry. I felt so defeated and so humiliated. Separation seemed like the ultimate failure, and this was just the start of the humiliation. Soon, all of my family members and friends who came to our wedding and bought us wedding gifts would find out the marriage was off. My catholic parents would scorn me, even though it wasn’t technically a divorce.

“What is this?” he asked, flipping through the pages.

“Annulment,” I said. “If we file in the next two weeks, there’s no divorce. It’s just like we were never married. So, uh, you don’t have to tell girls that you’re divorced when you start dating again.”

His face was now white. He looked into my eyes, looking like he was trying not to cry. “Start dating again?” he asked. His voice was hardly a whimper.

“Just sign them, John,” I said, hoping he would be fast so I could get out of there before I broke down crying.

“I don’t want to sign them,” he said.

“I don’t want to have to go through the divorce process, so please just sign them!” I said.

“That’s it? You’re just giving up?”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then I pointed at his couch bed. “Who here has given up, John?” I asked, now letting a tear slip out.

“Well what am I supposed to do? You won’t let me back in the apartment and I don’t have my own apartment anymore. Mikey wants to play video games and I don’t have anything to do when I’m not working.”

“Whatever. Just sign the papers,” I said.

“No.”

“Do it! Please!”

“I don’t want to split up!” he said.

“Yes, you do! You don’t even like me! You want me to be somebody that I’m not. I’m not the girl you want. I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong idea. There are lots of girls who will love to get dolled up for you and be your little traditional housewife. That’s not me. It never was me. And you can’t seem to get past it, so let’s just deal with this before it’s a process that costs thousands of dollars in lawyer fees. This is simple. You sign it, my lawyer will process the papers, and it will be like the wedding never happened. So just do it!”

“I refuse to give up on you.”

“That’s such bullshit, John,” I groaned. “It’s been a month and you’ve refused to apologize for what you said to me. That’s not the actions of someone who refuses to give up.”

“Fine. I’m sorry. Can you rip up the papers now?” He was crying, and it killed me to see him crying. In fact, I’d never seen him cry before. It wasn’t an ugly cry; he was just letting a few tears slip out, but that was enough to fill me with a terrible guilt.

“You aren’t sorry,” I said.

“I said sorry!”

“For what?”

“For being a dick! It won’t happen again.”

“But it’s not that simple.”

“Then what do you want me to say!?” he asked, now starting to shout.

And I was silent. There was nothing he could say—and I think that’s why I was so convinced that the marriage was over. There was no romantic set of words good enough to mend this issue. He could write a love letter or compose a twenty-minute monologue, and it wouldn’t change anything in my mind.

“Lily,” he said, taking a deep breath. “Just give me one more chance. Give me another shot.”

I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t trust him. I’d never felt like I couldn’t trust him before. “I just don’t know if we can fix this,” I whispered.

“Why can’t you just accept my apology?” he asked. “I was a prick. I treated you like crap. It’s been weighing on me for weeks. I haven’t slept. I want to call you every night, but I feel like I don’t deserve to talk to you.”

“You’re just saying words,” I said. “How can I believe anything you’re saying?”

“What else can I do?”

“I want actions,” I said.

“Okay, fine. Then what do you want me to do? I’ll do anything.”

“Do you actually understand why I’m so upset? Do you even know?”

“I’ll set up a brunch for this weekend. You can wear whatever you want. If my mom has a problem, I’ll just tell her that—I don’t know—that your nice clothes are being cleaned.”

I sighed. “You really don’t get it.”

“Then help me to get it!” he said.

And then, I giggled. It was an oddly placed giggle, and it caught me off-guard—but it really confused John. “What? What’s so funny?” he asked.

“I just had a silly thought. I don’t know why,” I said.

“What?”

“It’s nothing,” I said.

“Just say it.”

“It’s dumb.”

“Just say it!”

“Fine!” I snapped. “I just had a funny picture in my head of you being in my shoes for a week or two. If you had to do your hair and makeup every single morning, and wear uncomfortable shoes and revealing clothes—maybe you would finally get it.”

He scoffed, rolling his eyes, apparently offended by the mere suggestion of the idea, which wasn’t even a real idea, just a funny thought that had flickered in my brain. But his suddenly stubborn refusal made me frustrated. Right after he said he would do anything—now he was crossing his arms and pouting like a child. He was already rejecting my idea to save our relationship, and it wasn’t even a real idea.

“It was just a joke, John. Relax,” I said.

“It’s dumb,” he said.

I narrowed my eyes. “It’s not dumb,” I said. “If you actually did it, you might learn a lesson.”

“I really doubt it,” he scoffed.

“Well fine then! I want you to do it! If you want any chance of saving this marriage, you’re going to do it, starting tomorrow morning.”

“What!?” he snapped.

I tried not to grin, feeling just a little bit like I was getting a taste of revenge, though I wasn’t entirely sure why.

“I have meetings and shit,” he said. “I can’t just dress up like a girl.”

“You can tell people you’re gender fluid,” I said. “If that’s a problem for them, I’m pretty sure that’s considered discrimination.”

“You’re insane,” he said.

“Tomorrow morning, you can be at the apartment at eight. I’ll help you get ready.”

“I won’t be there,” he said.

“Bye, John,” I said, turning around.

“I won’t be there, Lily!” he shouted.

I didn’t turn back and I didn’t say anything else. Because I knew that he was going to be there.


CHAPTER 4
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He showed up, on time, though he hadn’t put much effort into getting ready for the day, so I wasn’t exactly convinced that he was prepared to do what I wanted him to do.

And I really wasn’t even sure that I knew what I wanted him to do. I just wanted him to prove to me that he actually cared about me, and that he was actually willing to work on this glaring issue that was suddenly such a massive wedge in our marriage.

“Come in,” I said. He stepped into the apartment slowly and looked around.

“It’s clean in here,” he said, pushing his hands into his pockets.

“Why didn’t you shave?” I asked.

“Do I really need to?”

“Of course you do. What woman has a quarter inch of beard hair?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “You don’t actually want me to do this, do you?”

“I do,” I said. “And I don’t want to argue about it all morning. You’re either going to do it or you can leave. You told me you would do anything. Well, I’m making you do this—and I’m also going to insist you don’t bitch about it.”

He pressed his lips firmly together and glared into my eyes. It wasn’t that look of admiration that used to be on his face. He wasn’t staring at me as if I was the missing piece of his soul. He was just looking at me like I was some sort of inconvenient obstacle that he was being forced to deal with. “Go shave,” I said. “I’m going to make myself a coffee.”

“Make me one too,” he said.

“No,” I said.

Now, he looked baffled. “You always make me a coffee.”

“Not today. You’re a woman now. You can make the coffee from now on. I’m just going to make myself one because I don’t feel like waiting for you to get yourself ready before I get a sip of coffee.”

He stood there, looking shocked.

“Go!” I said.

And I was a bit surprised when he went without putting up a fight. I heard him running the sink. I saw the steam coming from the bathroom door.

“Make sure it’s the closest shave you’ve ever gotten!” I called out.

It took him some time, but he came out shaved—on the face. I pulled up the leg of his sweatpants and shook my head. “Everywhere, John.”

“But I have to see people,” he said. “I can’t just shave my legs.”

“You want to walk a mile in my shoes, John? How would you feel if I went to meet with your family with hairy legs?”

He stood there, processing what I was saying. He was really thinking about it. He pressed his lips thin, groaned, and then he marched back into the bathroom. I sipped my coffee until there was nothing left. I made a new cup. Then he came out with a towel around his waist. “Happy?” he asked with a scowl.

“Smile more, John,” I said with a smile. “Girls don’t get far when they frown all the time.”

I went up to him and peeked down the front of his towel, seeing that he still had pubic hair. So I told him to march back into the bathroom and deal with all of his hair. “Armpits too,” I said, and that gave me time to finish another half cup of coffee. Then, he finally came out as a clean slate that I could work with.

We had a lot of work to do that morning. It was only 9:00 AM, and I had a feeling this was going to take all day. But I needed the make sure he had the skills and the tools that he needed to do this on his own, because I really did want him to live through this for the next week or so. I really wanted him to understand why he was being an asshole to me at our wedding. I didn’t just want him to apologize—that was too easy, and it meant nothing.

But if he could really see just how much work went into getting dolled up, then maybe he would have a bit more sympathy.

Maybe…

But it wasn’t seeming to be shaping up that way. At first, he was just frustrated—and that frustration actually gave me some hope. I thought he might be able to see how getting dolled up could be frustration, and then maybe he would appreciate the effort a bit more. But I don’t think he was frustrated at the process—showing him how to put on concealer, eyeliner, mascara, shadow, blush, and so on—but he was frustrated that I was making him do it.

In fact, I could tell that he wasn’t quite listening. I could tell that he already thought that he could do this on his own, easily. He’d always been that kind of guy: the kind of guy to figure something out quickly, deeming himself an expert before the end of the day. And usually, he could actually figure things out quite quickly. He went through a drawing phase, where he suddenly found himself interested in architectural drawing—and by the end of the week, he could draw some impressive buildings with careful details and done to convincing scale. It was something he could have been great at, but after a few weeks, he was bored and onto the next thing.

“I can’t tell if you’re listening,” I said to him as I showed him how to get the lip gloss just right.

“Huh?” he said, proving that he wasn’t listening.

“You know that I’m expecting you to do this yourself after today, right?”

“Sure, whatever,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“Why are you rolling your eyes?” Now I was getting frustrated. I was close to kicking him out and putting an end to this experiment. If this was just going to be a waste of time, then there were other things I would have preferred to be doing.

“It’s just not that big of a deal!” he said.

“Explain!”

“It’s not rocket science, Lily. It’s just makeup. I’ve seen you do it a hundred times before. It’s all pretty straight forward. I dated a girl before you who could do it in less than five minutes.”

“You’re so naïve,” I said, shaking my head.

“Whatever,” he said. “Can we just continue so we can get this over with?”

“No,” I said, and then I handed him a bag of makeup wipes. “Just take it off then.”

“What?” he said, narrowing his eyes. That fight was coming, but it was hard to take him seriously with his face covered in makeup. He actually did look a bit like a girl with that dark eyeliner around his eyes, and with that blush on his cheekbones. And I’d never really realized just how long and thick his eyelashes were until that moment.

“Just wipe it off, John.”

“I want to prove to you that I can do whatever you want, so let’s just keep going,” he said stubbornly.

“You’re just proving that you can’t listen,” I said. “So now we have that on our pile of problems.”

“I was listening. I just zoned out a bit at the end there,” he said.

“You were listening?” I said with a grin on my face.

He nodded his head with a proud smirk.

“Then wipe it off and do it again, by yourself. If you were listening, you should know how to do it.”

“Fine,” he said. He took the wipes and started to rub down his face. He made a trip to the bathroom to scrub himself back to a clean slate, and then he came back and snatched the concealer tube and got to work.

At first, I was amused, thinking that he was a fool for thinking he could just do it on his own. But then, as I watched, I felt my heart fluttering down into my stomach. He was doing it… right. He was using the tips I gave him. He was even doing a better job than I could do at putting on the eyeliner, keeping his hand frighteningly steady, making perfect flicks that were perfectly equal in length. He even went rogue and picked out his own shadow colors to decorate around his eyes, and he went with a softer pink that suited his face better for his lips. Then he puckered his lips at the mirror before turning to me with a cheeky grin. “How do I look?” he asked with a fake girl voice.

I bit hard on my tongue, trying not to snap. It was just one more talent on Mr. Naturally-Talented’s list of natural talents. “Wipe the grin off of your face,” I said. “A good woman doesn’t gloat.”

“Are you feeling a bit jealous?” he asked.

“No!” I said. “I just wish you would take this more seriously.”

“I am taking it seriously!” he said with big eyes. “How am I not taking it seriously? Did I not do my makeup just like you asked me to? Now what’s next? You have a wig for me or what?”

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Yes,” I said through clenched teeth.

The day before, I’d gone to the store to get a blonde wig. It was naturally curly and a bit expensive—but I thought it would be a good challenge for him. I didn’t want to buy him something that was pre-styled and made from synthetic hair that would just remain styled so he wouldn’t have to do anything. I wanted to make sure that it would be a chore—and long, curly hair is always challenging.

So I gave him the wig. I told him to pay close attention. Then he just took the straightening iron from me and started making his hair straight. “I’ve seen you do this before, Lily,” he said. “It’s not rocket science.” And I wouldn’t have been so mad had he not done it just like I was about to show him. I was tempted to lie and say that I was going to show him a different style, but I didn’t want to be a liar. I didn’t want to make this about torture. It wasn’t a punishment; it was supposed to be a lesson, but I wasn’t sure he was learning it.

“Fine,” I said once he had a nice head of straight blonde hair, which actually suited him very nicely. “Then if you think you’re so smart, you can pick out your own outfit. I want something classy. And if you look in the closet, you’ll see that I picked you up a breast form. I want that to go on first. Or maybe the guy at the store called it a breast plate… I can’t remember. Just put it on.”

“A breast form? What the hell is that?”

He opened the closet and saw it. He burst into laughter holding it up. “Lily!” he roared. “How much did you spend on this!?”

“It doesn’t matter!” I said.

He wriggled into it, laughing as if the whole thing was a big joke. But the form fit him nicely. And once he had it on correctly, the seams were hardly visible. The breasts were about a C-cup, which was apparently perfect for his slender frame. And I will admit that I was suddenly feeling a bit jealous of his perky tits, even though they weren’t his and they weren’t real. I was suddenly wondering if he was right, if my breasts had sagged quite a bit over the past few years. Now, his were sitting so high up, so firm, and so perky. He was cupping them and giggling, pinching the silicone nipples and turning red in the face. “They actually feel pretty real.”

“I bet it’s pretty uncomfortable,” I said, hoping he would agree.

But he just shrugged his shoulders. “Not really,” he said. “Maybe when I lift up my arms, like this, but otherwise it’s kind of just like wearing a tight shirt.”

Maybe he was downplaying the effort and frustration, or maybe this really wasn’t a big deal to him. Maybe he was just not having a very hard time with this at all, and my whole plan was backfiring. I looked at the clock and saw that it wasn’t even 10:00 AM. I thought it would take all day to get to this point, and I wasn’t sure where to go from here.

I watched him as he went through my closet, picking out a skirt and a top that I’d never put together before—but the combination was actually kind of cute. Then I watched him find a pair of heels that matched the outfit, and a choker that just put it all together perfectly. He looked at me and smiled. “Happy yet?” he asked.

“Whatever,” I said.

“Is this fine or not?” he asked. The skirt was one that I’d forgotten about: black leather, pleated, and short—but not over-the-top short. It was the perfect length for his frame. The top was a crop-top sweater: another item I’d forgotten about. I wasn’t even sure where he found it in the closet. The heels were tight and strappy, making his feet look small… and feminine. They had a nice gloss to them, drawing more attention to his legs. It was almost like he’d done this a thousand times before.

“It’s fine!” I said, getting increasingly annoyed with his big smirk. I was literally proving nothing; I was just wasting his time and my own time. There was no point to any of this.

“So what are we doing now?” he asked.

And now, that big smirk was making me mad enough that I did indeed want to make him suffer—just a little bit. Maybe he would finally take this seriously once there were some real consequences. “We’re going to the mall,” I said with my chin tilted up.

And finally, I saw his face turn white. I saw a bit of humility in my husband, and I had a feeling that he was finally going to learn a little something.

“And that’s the outfit you’re going to wear,” I grinned. I could tell he was now wishing he would have picked some pants, or at least a longer skirt. I knew he was going to spend the whole outing tugging at his skirt and covering his chest with his arms. But maybe that would finally be enough to let him know how I felt.

Getting him out of my apartment was hard. He didn’t want to go past the door. “What if someone sees us?” he asked.

“They’ll think you’re a girl. I mean—you actually look like a girl.”

He looked suddenly angry. “I’m not a girl,” he said.

“Well, you have me fooled!” I said. And I must admit that I got a bit of pleasure out of his disdain.

“C’mon. Let’s go show the world how pretty you are.”

“This is just mean. It’s torture.”

“It’s character building,” I said.

I got him to the elevator. Then, a couple emerged from their apartment and got into the elevator with us. John turned his face away. I could practically hear his heart beating. I tried not to laugh. The man eyed John quickly before looking away. Then I saw the woman nudge the man with her elbow, as if to say, ‘I saw you checking that girl out, you bastard!’ I giggled. John was dark red. The elevator ride took a long minute, and then John was trembling as we stepped outside onto the busy street.

“It’s cold. I should have a jacket,” he said softly, trying not to be heard. He knew that his voice would give him away, and once people knew he was a man, he would be getting more looks.

“It’s literally hot out, John,” I said.

“Don’t call me that,” he snapped suddenly.

I grinned. “Do you have a girl name you want me to use?” I asked. I knew that he didn’t want to draw attention to himself, and that meant committing to the feminine persona. When people were close to us, he suddenly had a convincing girl voice. He was suddenly very conscious of how he looked, constantly checking his appearance in every side-view mirror and every store window.

“Just pick one. I don’t care,” he said quietly.

“How’s about… Jessica?”

“Sure. Whatever,” he groaned.

“Okay, Jessica,” I giggled. “Let’s walk to the mall. I don’t feel like taking the bus. Plus, it will give you some time to get used to the heels.”

John—or I should say, Jessica—got many looks on the way to the mall, and they were mostly from men who thought she was actually a chick. I laughed the first dozen times, but then I realized something terrible: I wasn’t getting any looks that I noticed. Jessica was getting all of the attention. Sure, she was wearing a much more revealing outfit, with heels, and her makeup was done nicely while I was only wearing a bit of mascara. But still… Even when I did do my makeup, I didn’t get the kind of attention Jessica was getting now.

Was I feeling jealous?

I tried to bite my tongue. I tried not to think about it. I tried to take it as a compliment, seeing as I was the one who showed her how to get dolled up properly.

And there was one redeeming moment, where she finally noticed a few men staring at her as we approached the mall, and she inched towards me, nestling up to me as if she thought that I gave her a sort of sense of security. It was nice to know that, after a month of being apart, she still saw me as someone she could rely on.

“How long do we have to be here for?” she asked, tugging down at her skirt, just like I predicted.

“Until we’re done shopping,” I said.

Then she looked at me and saw my smirk. “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” she asked with an unimpressed glare.

“Who, me? Maybe…” I let a giggle slip.

Then she started smirking, and I knew that she wasn’t going to let me have any more fun. She was determined to make a point, to prove that nothing could rattle her—or I should say, rattle him. It was strange, but from the time it took to get from the apartment to the mall, I’d almost forgotten in moments that John was actually John—not a girl named Jessica. John was my husband: a man, who was very charismatic and confident when he wanted to be. And now, he wanted to be.

He’d decided to make a point, that I couldn’t rustle him. Now, he was walking through the mall with a smile on his face, even hamming up the feminine mannerisms and speaking more girly than ever. And there were moments where I was taken aback, stunned by how convincing he was able to be. “Why can you do that?” I asked when he did a perfect voice.

“It’s not rocket science, Lily,” he said with his chin up. “It’s just talking higher and with an inflection.” And to be fair, he would tease me when we were dating, doing impressions of me and my friends. The impressions were good but I never thought much of them. Now, paired with the dolled-up face and cute outfit, it was almost too much to handle.

John had the whole mall convinced he was a woman. Every shop girl approached him and called him ma’am, and not just because they were trying to be polite and inclusive. One woman even asked my husband where he got the skirt, and he put on a strangely good performance when he answered her, even doing little hand waves and gestures.

And again, there were moments where I felt like I was out with a girlfriend. I forgot that I was trying to embarrass him. I would remember suddenly, and then feel defeated and grumpy. I decided that I needed something to eat. “Let’s go get some food from the food court.”

And I finally got to send a little bit of a lesson his way when we got up to the food court. John wanted to get pizza, but I stopped him, the same way he stopped me once when I was out with his family. “Get a salad,” I said.

He looked unimpressed. I just smiled and could tell that he remembered the exact incident.

It happened before the wedding, and maybe it was a red-flag that I should have been more aware of. When it happened, I didn’t think much of it. I just assumed that he was trying to help me make a good impression with his parents. The salad I got was fine and I didn’t hold any grudge, but looking back now, it was a sign of worse to come.

Maybe I should have paid closer attention.

Now, John, dressed as Jessica, was dragging her feet over to the salad bar. I giggled and went off to get myself some fried chicken. I felt good about myself, like I was actually making some progress—and then I looked over and saw a guy standing next to Jessica. They were chatting. The guy was casually pulling up his sleeves to show off his tattoos—and maybe his muscles too. Jessica was laughing as she chatted with him, apparently forgetting that she wasn’t actually a girl—and apparently forgetting that she wasn’t single.

I wanted to storm over and put an end to the conversation, but then I stopped myself. I told myself that it would be funny to let him figure it out on his own—on her own. But the conversation dragged on, and the muscular man started blushing, as if Jessica was actually charming him. “What the fuck?” I whispered under my breath. I even saw Jessica put her hand on his arm, being a flirty slut.

It apparently was all just a game to her, and it was a game that she was winning.

I had to pull her away from the man. “She’s married,” I said to the guy, and he gave me a look as if to say, ‘Who the hell are you?’ I took Jessica to a table and sat her down. “Maybe don’t flirt with strangers.”

“I wasn’t flirting,” she said, turning red.

“I saw you pawing his arm!” I said. “Are you into guys now?”

“Don’t be crazy!” he said, waving me off. “I’m just doing what you asked me to do. And I’m hoping you’re almost done with this, because it’s starting to feel a bit tedious.”

“That’s the point,” I groaned, taking a bite of my lunch.

“Not in the way you think,” he said.

“Then how?”

“It’s boring,” he said suddenly, taking me by surprise.

“Boring? I’m boring you?”

“It just feels like we’re wasting time.”

“We’re shopping. Girls shop. It’s how they get the outfits and the makeup that guys like you insist they wear.”

“Guys like me?”

“Looking good takes work.”

“Maybe a little bit. But that’s not what we’re doing. We’re just pointlessly walking around.”

“If you think it’s so easy, why don’t you find yourself a few outfits. Try to find some makeup. And also finding deals is important. As women, we have to have many outfits. You can’t wear the same thing every day. And outfits are expensive, so finding those core pieces is really crucial—are you even listening to me right now?”

“I get it,” he said. “You’re over-complicating it. It’s not that complicated.”

“It is!” I gasped.

He ate his salad quickly, and not very gracefully. Then he stood up. “I’ll do it in less than an hour. Three outfits, makeup, some shoes—and I’ll keep it under one-fifty. No problem.”

“Yeah right!” I said.

He just grinned, perked himself up, taking on that feminine persona, and then he went at it. I scurried to catch up.

Now, as Jessica, she worked quickly. She moved fast and zoned in on exactly what she was looking for. I’m not sure how she found things so easily. It was almost like she had the mall memorized. She could spot an item from a hundred yards away in the middle of a rack and just shoot straight for it, knowing it was her exact size.

It was impressive, but it got even more impressive.

In the makeup store, she did one sauntering lap before making a second quick lap, grabbing everything she needed. It was like she did a full inventory during that first pass, making a list of the options and then narrowing it down to exactly what she needed to beautify herself. She even grabbed a perfume that I must admit smelled fantastic.

And then, while I was taking a bathroom break, she managed to pick out three pairs of heels, and she convinced the store owner to cut her a great deal. I didn’t even know it was possible. But now, Jessica had a huge haul and she hardly paid anything for it.

I wanted to scream at her. She was making me look and feel like a fool. Was that her goal?

As that day went on, the frustration mounted. I kept reminding myself that it was just day one of this little game. Maybe she thought this was fun and games now, but the tediousness that I was trying to show her would become obvious soon enough.

As we made our way home, I said, “I want to go out for breakfast tomorrow, and I want you to be ready to go before seven, because I have a Zoom meeting at ten.”

“No problem,” she said with that annoying smirk. But I knew it would be a problem. John hated mornings. He always struggled to get up early, and now he had to get up early enough to do his hair, makeup, and pick out a decent outfit. I was sure that he was going to struggle with this challenge.
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“Are you going to get up, or no?” I heard his voice say the next morning as a hand nudged my arm. I let my eyelids flutter open before eyeing the clock and seeing that it was already seven. Then I turned to see him standing there, all dolled up and ready to go. And it wasn’t like he just slapped together a quick look. He had his hair braided and wrapped in a fancy up-do. His makeup was impressive and cute. The outfit was perfect for a cool morning at a hip breakfast joint.

And then he handed me a mug of coffee. “Don’t forget about your meeting,” he smiled. I think what made my brain hurt the most was that voice: that girly voice that he knew he didn’t have to use, but he was using it anyway because he knew that he was rubbing it in. He knew that I was getting more and more frustrated as he proved to me that being a girl really wasn’t that hard.

I dragged myself out of bed and groaned on my way to the bathroom. I hadn’t gotten much sleep. That horrible dread kept me awake all night: knowing that there was a good chance I wasn’t going to be able to change my husband enough to salvage this relationship. He was too resilient. This was too easy for him, and now I was just feeling like I was some sort of weak link, holding him back. Maybe I was the one who needed to step up and do a better job. Maybe he finally just told me the truth at our wedding.

I wasn’t quite ready to give up yet. I was still hopeful that I could pound some humility into him with another day out as a woman.

“How early did you get up, John?” I asked, rubbing my eyes.

“Call me Jessica!” she said, almost laughing as if it was a joke—but I just wasn’t sure anymore. Was it a joke, or was she just trying to stay in character? Was she just going that extra mile to make it sting a little bit more?

“Okay, Jessica. What time were you up?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Six.”

“You did all of this in an hour?” I said.

“I also cleaned the bathroom, which was long overdue—and I ran down to the corner store and bought some new coffee beans.”

“You did all of that in an hour!?” I said. This was supposed to save our relationship, but it was just making me hate my husband even more.

So we went out for breakfast as my hope dwindled. I made a point of ordering for her, not letting her get the big meat breakfast that I knew she wanted. I ordered her brown toast and a green salad with light dressing. I got a moment of satisfaction when she nudged her food around her plate with her fork, while I ate the big meat breakfast that I knew she wanted—which she never let me order because it was too many calories. Even now, she was eyeing my emptying plate. “You really shouldn’t eat that much meat for breakfast.”

“You always do!” I said.

“But you’re a woman. Your body metabolizes food differently.”

“Are you worried I’ll get fat?” I said.

“No,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I don’t care if you put on weight personally. But I know that’s not what you want. I know how you are when you can’t get into your favorite jeans, Lily. You’re just a happier person when you’re healthy.”

“Well too bad,” I said. It was a familiar little conversation: one we’d had many times before. But before, it never seemed like a ‘fight’. I never thought that John was trying to control me. I always thought that he was just genuinely concerned on my behalf. But now, I couldn’t help but think it was all just a polite way of controlling me, making sure I stayed thin so he wouldn’t be embarrassed showing me off to his friends. I finished the food on my plate…

But then, I must admit, that I felt rather terrible for the rest of the day, especially when my bloated stomach wouldn’t quite fit into the tight jeans that I really did like to wear.

Meanwhile, Jessica was slipping into a new outfit: a dress that I hadn’t worn in over a year, because it was a size-one and I hadn’t been that thin since around the time I met John.

But it fit Jessica just fine, making my frustration mount. It even looked great on her, showing off her long, smooth, perfect legs. She posed for a moment in front of the mirror, admiring curves that I didn’t have. “What are we doing next?” she asked.

I grunted. “I have my meeting, then I think we’ll go for a walk.”

I wanted to take her out into public, for another attempt to bash some humility into her. I wanted her to see what it was like to be seen by many people, wearing tight clothing. I wanted her to know how it felt to be extra-conscious, constantly, about her appearance. But, of course, it was a failure. We went down to the busy boardwalk and she basked in the attention, smiling at strangers, and even chatting a few up whenever I drifted more than ten feet away from her. She was a social butterfly, even as a woman—maybe even more so as a woman.

Watching her order a pair of ice-creams with a smile on her face made me realize I wasn’t going to break her—not by toting her around in public. She truly did have an unbreakable ego.

But there was more to being a woman than just looking presentable in public. I remembered our wedding night: John telling me to suck his cock and getting upset when I wouldn’t do it.

While Jessica was off looking for a trash can to throw away our ice-cream napkins, I noticed the adult store across the road. When she came back, I told her that I had to use the bathroom. I snuck away and went to that adult store, with a mean idea in my head. “I need a strap-on,” I said.

“We have tons,” smiled the woman who owned the shop. “Let me show you around.” And they really did have tons: too many to choose from. I knew I didn’t have long. I had to be fast before Jessica began to think that I just abandoned her on the boardwalk. But there was one strap-on unit that caught my attention: a long black cock that had little sensors in the shaft. The sensors could detect friction and pressure, and that friction and pressure controlled a vibrator that sat against the user’s pussy. “This is the ninety-dollar model,” said the shop owner. “Then there’s this one. It’s more expensive and has the same vibration feature—but it also comes.”

“It comes?” I said, blushing.

She showed me the photo on the back of the box. “You load it up with the fake cum—or whatever you want, really—and then it will come when you press this button on the side. It’s kind of cheesy—but some girls like it. Just be careful what you put inside of it; make sure it’s safe for internal use. You know?” She laughed. “White glue looks like cum, but it can’t go inside of a girl’s snatch.” The store sold little tubes of lubricant that was designed to look like cum, so I bought a tube along with the strap-on.

It was a bit of an investment, but I was confident that it would do the trick; I was sure that it would strike some humility into my jerk of a husband.
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Ihanded Jessica a recipe when we got back to the apartment. She eyed it, scratching her head. One thing she’d never been good at was cooking. “What’s this about?”

“I want this for dinner,” I said.

“Do we even have the stuff to make it?”

“I don’t know. It’s your job to figure all of that out.” But I did know: we didn’t have the stuff. If Jessica was going to make the food, she needed to go to the store, alone. Maybe she was okay out with me—but I had a feeling she would be a bit more insecure alone… or maybe I was wrong, like I had been, over and over.

But I could tell that she was starting to get bored with this whole thing. I knew that there were other things she wanted to be doing: one of her many hobbies, or even just relaxing and watching a TV show or a hockey game. But now, I was going to use up her whole afternoon. Maybe she could get dolled up at a record pace, but there was no way she could prepare a fancy dinner any faster than the recipe allowed. Beef could only slow roast so quickly…

So she took the recipe to the kitchen and started doing her inventory while I sat down and put on a show. I tried to relax, but it was hard to relax knowing I was leaving Jessica in charge of my kitchen. I didn’t want the kitchen to end up being trashed. I didn’t want Jessica going out and wasting our money on the wrong ingredients.

Once she was off to the store, I got up and grabbed that strap-on box from the bag. I opened it up and gasped at the long length of the cock. I blushed all over as I ran my hand down the realistic silicone skin. It even had an impressive foreskin that could be pulled back.

I stared at the little hole where the cum would shoot out. I put one hand on the strap while gently stroking the shaft with the other. I giggled when I felt the vibration starting. “Oh my…” I said, probably sounding like a little old lady. I looked at a mirror and saw that my face was dark red. I went to the door and made sure it was locked. Then I made sure the curtains were closed.

I was blushing hard. I’d never played with a dildo before, and I don’t really know why I had that idea in my head now. The dildo was much bigger than John’s cock. I’d never been with a guy bigger than six inches. Now, I was holding a ten-inch mega-cock.

I pulled down my pants and shimmied my panties around my ankles. I took a deep breath. Then I pushed that fat tip against my pussy. I mashed it, turning it slightly left and right. I was wet, apparently horny—maybe because I hadn’t had sex in over a month. There were many times I wanted to have sex during my fight with John. There were moments that I almost caved, almost phoning him and begging him to come over so we could have hard, fast, furious make-up sex. Maybe he wasn’t the biggest guy in the world, but he could fuck hard. He could make me scream and squirt unlike any partner I’d ever been with. And when he came: spewing his warm goo into me… Oh God, it felt like soft, hot oil, sloshing in my tight pussy.

Now, I was mashing that fat tip into myself. It was a bit dry, but luckily, I bought some lube. I grabbed the bottle and squirted some onto the tip before gasping at the sight of it. I covered my mouth, blushing again. It really did look like cum. It even dribbled like cum: sticky and thick, but slippery enough to make that cock slick.

Now, I was mashing that fat tip and a healthy glob of cum-like lube into my pussy hole. I felt myself stretching. Maybe I should have bought a smaller unit.

I finally penetrated myself, letting out a loud moan. I looked down and saw that thick white goo squishing out from my hole, dribbling down my butt cheeks. “Shit,” I muttered. I pushed the toy deeper, watching my lips as they clutched tightly, turning a slight shade of red.

Then I heard the thump at the door. The handle jiggled and then there was a silence. I gasped, realizing Jessica was already back.

I jumped to my feet, pulling that big cock out of my body. I tossed it under the bed pillow and quickly pulled up my pants, just in time. Jessica came in, pulling her key from the keyhole. “Why was the door locked?” she asked.

I was still zipping up my jeans. “How did you get that stuff so fast?” I asked.

She was already holding a grocery bag. She’d only been gone for fifteen minutes.

“It’s easy when you know what you need,” she said.

“Bullshit,” I said. “Even if you ran to the store and ran back, there was no way you could get all of that stuff so quickly.”

But she wasn’t listening. Instead, she was looking down at my hands. “What were you doing?”

I bit down on my tongue.

“Why was the door locked?”

“I always lock it,” I said softly.

“No, you don’t. Oh my God! You were masturbating!”

“No!” I snapped.

“Yes, you were! Your hands are all damp. And it smells like sex lube. Why were you using sex lube? Do you have a dildo?”

“No!” I snapped again, turning even redder.

After two long days of feminizing my husband, I was the one facing the worst humiliation. Why was this scheme backfiring so hard? Why did it seem like God was determined to leave me feeling like a failure?

“It’s fine, Lily. You’re allowed to masturbate. In fact, it’s healthy. But if you’re feeling frisky, you can always ask me for help.”

“Whatever,” I said, waving her off. “Just make dinner!”

She giggled as she went off to cook dinner. Now, I was extra-frustrated, though it wasn’t really her fault. She just caught me… But somehow, it still made me angrier with her. Nothing was rattling her, and now she was the one making fun of me! How could I break through to her? Nothing was working. Now, it seemed like dominating her in the bedroom was the only way to make her feel a slight sense of humility.

The dinner came out surprisingly well: another layer of frustration. She even washed all of the dishes with fast ease, making me even more annoyed.

And to make it worse, she cleaned. She cleaned more than just the dishes. She cleaned the powder room and the whole kitchen and she lit candles and she cleaned the baseboards for the first time in at least six months. The place was sparkling—and then I noticed a smell. “What is that smell?” I asked.

She just grinned. A few minutes later, she went to the oven and took out a batch of brownies. And that’s when I noticed that she’d changed into a little traditional housewife dress, and I’m not even sure where she found the thing. Was it new? Was it something I owned? “What are you wearing?” I asked, trying to bite my tongue so I wouldn’t get too angry.

“I bought it today while we were out,” she laughed. “I thought it would go well with your little roleplay.”

“It’s not a roleplay!” I said, almost shouting. “It’s supposed to be a lesson, and you aren’t taking it seriously!”

“Not taking it seriously!?” she said with a grin on her face. “How am I not taking it seriously? I’m doing everything you want, plus more.”

“That’s exactly it: plus more. You’re rubbing it in!”

She rolled her eyes. “I can’t help that you feel that way, Lily.”

“It’s annoying,” I said. “You’re just working extra hard to make me feel like a useless wife.”

“I’m not working extra hard,” she said.

I groaned and glared at her. She just had that smile on her face, as if this was all a big joke. “Maybe a brownie will help you relax.”

She brought me a fresh brownie, and it was actually good, but that didn’t make me feel any better. “Since when could you bake?”

“I’ve never tried until today,” she said. “But it’s pretty easy. You just follow the directions. What could be easier?”

I grunted again. Every time I tried to make brownies, they came out black on the outside and raw on the inside. But not Jessica’s brownies; her brownies were perfect. And she knew it. She couldn’t stop smirking. I would have refused to eat those damned things had they not been so good.

“So is that it then?” she asked. “Are we done for the day?”

I stared into her eyes. I took a deep breath. “No,” I said. “I want a blowjob.”

She scoffed. “A blowjob? You mean you want me to eat you out?”

“No,” I said. “A blowjob. Just like you wanted from me on our wedding. I want a blowjob.”

“With what cock?” she giggled.

I took a deep breath. Then I marched into the bedroom. I pulled the strap-on out from under the pillow and spent a moment getting it on firmly. The big cock made my body look small.

“What are you doing in there?” she called out. I quickly grabbed my housecoat and sinched it tight to hide the shaft. Then I went to the closet and looked for the most uncomfortable costume lingerie I had. Then, I spotted my bridal lingerie. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but it gave me an idea. Maybe she would get the point better if I made the connection more obvious. Maybe this would all make more sense if I put her in my shoes—literally.

I dug out my wedding heels.

I opened the door. “Put all of this on,” I said.

She eyed the outfit. “Is that from the wedding?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “And you’re going to wear it.”

“Alrighty,” she said. I left her alone in the room. My heart was pounding, but I wasn’t sure why. I was so nervous, venturing into uncharted territory. Maybe I was taking it too far. Maybe she’d endured enough humiliation. I’m sure she felt some humiliation and she was just doing a good job of hiding it. But this was taking it a step too far. I was about to strip my husband of his masculinity in the worst way possible. I was about to emasculate him entirely. Was it fair? Did he really do enough to deserve it?

What other option did I have? Right now, it seemed like my other option was separation. I couldn’t live with him if he was going to treat me the way he’d treated me. I deserved better. I needed him to realize that my life had challenges, and he had to respect me the way I respected him.

The door opened and he came in, wearing that bridal lingerie. It was white, lacy, tight, and admittedly quite sexy. I never considered myself a bisexual by any means, but I knew a hot lady when I saw one—and I will admit that whenever we watched porn together (which wasn’t often), I sometimes looked at the ladies and admired their beauty. Now, Jessica was looking better than ever. She was soft, curvy—but tight. Her bust was perfect. Her ass was sublime. Her hair, braided and fancy, was perfect with that little outfit.

And I was jealous. I didn’t look that good in that lingerie. I couldn’t look that way for my husband, no matter how hard I tried… But she wasn’t even trying. This was just natural for her.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s do this. Take off your housecoat and I’ll eat you out.”

I opened up my housecoat, letting that ten-inch mega-dick spring out.

Her face turned a shade of white. Her gaze stared at the realistic shaft and then her cheeks began to burn red. She cleared her throat. “Is that a strap-on?” she asked softly, almost as if she was suddenly losing her voice.

“Yes,” I said.

“Where did you get it?”

“What difference does it make?” I took a deep breath. “I want a blowjob.”

“You want me to suck the strap-on?”

“Until I come,” I said.

“What? How does that work?”

“I don’t know. But that’s what I want. That’s what you’re going to do for me.”

And finally, I felt like I was getting what I wanted. She was stunned into a silence. She was white in the face. She was showing an ounce of humiliation, and she wasn’t shaking it off so easily. I tried not to grin. “Well?” I said. “Go on.”

She took a moment to compose herself. Then, standing strangely perfectly in those heels, she walked to me. She stopped before me and looked down at the cock, refusing to make eye-contact with me. She went down slowly, to her knees, carefully holding out the skirt of her little lingerie one-piece. She rested down cautiously, straightened her outfit, and then she reached slowly for the cock. I saw that her hand was trembling.

I could tell that her heart was pounding, but I wasn’t sure if it was pounding harder than mine. Was she more nervous than me? Was she going to regret this? Was I going to regret this? Was I causing permanent damage to this relationship? Would we ever be able to forget this humiliating little event? Would I ever be able to look at my husband the same, now that I’d seen him as her, as Jessica?

She gripped the cock firmly, and I felt something: a little tingling. She tilted it down, putting the tip to her lips. Then, she closed her eyes and opened her mouth to let a little groan out.

And in that moment, I was about to fold; I was about to tell her not to worry about it. Now, I just felt guilty. I felt like I was being mean, and I no longer knew why. I hadn’t proven any point, but she proved her point just fine: I really should have been putting in more effort to looking good, to being a better partner.

Then, she pushed the cock into her mouth. She pressed her lips firmly around that big tip and began to suck. And somehow, she activated the buzzer between my thighs. I gasped as a jolt made my body tense up. She paused for a moment, maybe noticing the buzzing, or maybe just noticing my reaction. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“I—I’m fine,” I said.

She sucked the cock back into her mouth. With a hand gripping the length, she began to pump. She sucked and stroked without much enthusiasm. It felt good: a growing buzzing, but it also felt downright awkward. From that angle, John really looked like Jessica. John really looked like a girl. Hell, she’d looked like a girl for the past two days—but now was different. Now, I was half-convinced that she was a woman. She looked more like a woman than me!

And she was starting to get into the blowjob. She was sucking harder, bobbing deeper. She was relaxing into it, the way she relaxed into the feminine role with every other challenge I threw her way. She looked now like she was auditioning for a role in some porn, trying to deep-throat that cock. For some reason, the more she got into it, the more that thing buzzed between my legs. She was making it work harder. She was making my legs tremble. I pressed my lips thin together.

“Oh God,” I mumbled. She kept sucking. My God, it felt so good. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. I don’t know how she got so much into her mouth. I couldn’t even get her whole dick in my mouth, and this thing was four inches longer. So that was just another thing she was better at than me: pleasing her partner.

She gripping the cock as hard as she could. She began to pump it hard. She clearly clued in that it was controlling my vibrator, and now she was trying to make it vibrate as hard as possible. It was working. I was practically paralyzed with euphoria, groaning loudly as liquid dribbled down my thighs. “Oh my God,” I moaned, bending forward.

I heard her giggle when she took a breath, then she went right back to sucking.

Was this amusing to her? Was I proving nothing at all? Was this just one more failure on my long list of failures?

She pulled her mouth away suddenly, right after I had an amazing orgasm. And it took a moment to realize that she’d done what I asked: she sucked me until I came. Now, she was looking at me with blushing cheeks. I stared back at her, not sure what to say. I was out of ideas. She was just better than me. Maybe I needed to be more like her. Maybe I needed to submit to my husband. Maybe that was the key to saving this relationship. Maybe my little stand was pointless, doing more harm than good.

“What are you doing?” I asked as she stood up, wiping her lips. She didn’t answer me. She just turned around and walked over to the bed. She climbed up, on her hands and knees. Then, she unclipped the little button between her thighs, undoing that snap that covered her butthole. She looked back at me, and without words, asked me to fuck her in the ass with my big strap-on cock.

It took a moment to realize she really wanted it. Her face was dark red. Her eyes were glowing and her lip was quivering. Her asshole was puckering, asking for it.

So I climbed onto the bed. I got behind her, feeling her soft thighs with my hands, caressing her tight tush. She moaned. I pushed that fat tip against her tiny butthole. “It won’t fit,” I said.

“Yes, it will,” she whispered. “Just push.”

I tried. The big tip slipped left and right. I tried so hard, pushing as she moaned loudly.

“We need lube,” she said.

And that’s when I remembered that I had lube, loaded into that shaft. So I placed the tip to her hole and I pressed that button, and the cock suddenly spewed cum. I gasped, watching that warm glob running down her crack. I quickly used the tip to push it back up, pushing it to her hole. Now, I was pushing with the help of that lubricant, and it seemed to be working. Jessica’s tight asshole was beginning to part, making room for my big dick.

“Oh God,” she moaned with a high-pitched, girly inflection.

Then, the penetration happened. The fat tip launched into her butthole and I watched her tight rim clench around the veiny dick. I watched that hole pucker for a perfect minute as she moaned, dominated, submissive. And in a weird way, it felt good to be on top. It felt good to be in control, making her submit to my big cock.

In a weird way, the past two days had been better than most days in our relationship, even the happy, exciting days. Jessica seemed to almost be better than John. She got more done. She seemed more natural and in her element. And in a curious way, I felt more comfortable too. I kind of liked ordering food for her at the restaurant. I liked feeling in control. I liked telling her what to do, and seeing her doing it. And if she liked it, was it really so wrong?

Now, my head was spinning. I didn’t know how to make sense of any of this.

I liked being dominant, and I could see that she liked being submissive. She liked being a pushover. She liked being… a girl.

I pushed the cock further into her. As she clenched, the vibrator between my thighs buzzed, making me squirm and moan. As I began to thrust, that vibration became even more intense, making me want to pump harder—so I did. I pumped harder and harder: faster and faster, until I reached that perfect euphoria.

And she felt it too: she was moaning, letting her face fall into the bed as drool ran down her chin.

My legs were shaking violently. I was hardly able to stand upright. I went to reach down to quickly adjust one of the hip straps, but then a jolt of ecstasy made me stumble, and I hit that ejaculation button.

Jessica gasped when she felt the cum unloading inside of her. “You—You’re coming!” she gasped. And the button got stuck for a moment: long enough to fill her with a good few ounces of creamy lubricant. It was so much that it began to push the cock out from her ass. Her butt was too full.

I pulled back and the cum lube gushed out of her hole as she let out a loud scream of pleasure. Her buckling legs trembled and then she fell to the side as she drained.

I just stared at her, in disbelief, trying to wrap my head around the thoughts that I now had. Was this more than her just playing along? Was this more than her doing what I said because she felt she had to? Did she like it? I never asked her to get on her hands and knees. I never asked her to take that cock in her ass.

And I never asked her to wear that little housewife dress earlier. I never asked her to make her hair so fancy that morning. She was doing it all on her own, and now I was starting to think that she wasn’t just doing it to rub it into my face.

She finally had the energy to roll over. She looked into my eyes, blushing, nervous, shy. Then, she cracked a small smile. “Feel like finishing me off?” she asked, raising her eyebrows before looking down at her solid erection.

I took a deep breath. I looked at her cock. It looked so different, shaved and smooth. I leaned in and smelled that she was wearing a new perfume, which she must have sprayed right on her pubic bone. That smell made the blowjob a bit strange, like I was sucking a real woman’s cock. Naturally, those confused thoughts only became more confusing.

And when she came within a minute of sucking—faster than ever before—I was really left in a state of confusion. If she was coming that fast, she must have liked it. And it’s not like I’d just performed some award-winning blowjob, better than anything I’d done before. She was aroused by something else, and I had a feeling it was her outfit, her makeup, and the feeling of being totally submissive.

“John?” I said.

“It’s Jessica for the next two weeks,” she said with a grin, trying to make it all back into a joke. She apparently felt like she could hide safely behind a joke. As long as she was pretending not to take it seriously, she could do anything without any consequence.

“Take this seriously,” I said.

“I’m doing everything you’re asking me to do. I can’t take it anymore seriously,” she said, but with that grin that suggested it was a joke.

“No,” I said. “Take this conversation seriously—right now—because I’m not kidding around. You like this. You like being a girl.”

Suddenly, she turned silent. She stared at me, no longer grinning, no longer with color in her face. “What are you talking about?” she said.

“You’re happy being a girl,” I said. “How long have you felt this way?”

“I don’t know what you’re on about,” she said, looking away from me suddenly.

“Stop lying to me,” I said. “This experiment is over. Now, if you want to stay married, you need to start being honest with me. This is your last chance. Be honest with me, or I’m proceeding with the divorce, because I can’t be with a man who won’t tell me how’s he’s feeling inside. I don’t care if you like being a girl or not. I only care that you’re honest with me.”

She pressed her lips firmly together, squirmed, cleared her throat, and then she said, “I don’t want to split up. I love you.”

“I know you do. But love me or not, I can’t be with someone who keeps secrets from me.”

“Fine!” she said suddenly. “You want honesty? What difference does it really make? Sure, I kind of like dressing up. Who cares? You’re so determined to humiliate me—well there you go! You win! I’m humiliated. I like wearing your clothes.”

“John…” I said.

“You said to be honest. And this is why I didn’t tell you—because you’re repulsed.”

“No, I’m not,” I said. “I just want to know how long you’ve kept this a secret.”

“A year,” she said quickly. “I was at your place. You were out. I put on one of your dresses, just as a joke. But I liked it. I wore it while you were out. I liked it. The next day, after you went to work, I put on your makeup. I liked it. I was ashamed of myself. I’ve been ashamed of myself ever since, but I do it whenever you leave. And it kills me when you don’t realize how lucky you are. You get an opportunity to put on a beautiful dress, and you’d rather just put on an old T-shirt and baggy jeans. You have no idea how I’d kill for an opportunity like that.”

“John,” I said, shaking my head. “Why didn’t you just say something?”

“And ruin our relationship? I like dressing up, Lily, but I like you more. I care too much about you to lose you. I was prepared to keep it a secret forever so I wouldn’t lose you.”

“You won’t lose me,” I said. “You might lose me if you treat me badly, but not if you’re open and honest with me. I just can’t understand why you treated me so badly at our wedding.”

“I was out of sorts,” she said, looking down, ashamed. “I blame a little on the alcohol, a little on my friends, but mostly I blame myself. I had this idea in my head, that you should be the way that I want to be… and I realized that’s not fair. People are different. I can’t be mad that you don’t want what I want.”

“What you want to be?” I said.

“It’s a stupid fantasy,” she said. “Oh God, this is so embarrassing… I’m a man with a woman’s wedding fantasy. You looked beautiful at our wedding. You looked gorgeous. The next day, after we had our fight, I felt so awful. I felt like a piece of shit. I felt like I didn’t deserve you. And I didn’t… and I don’t.”

“Are you telling me that you wished you could have worn a wedding dress? I’m confused.”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “That’s silly. My parents would have been outraged. My friends would have walked out. I don’t want to embarrass myself. But… I guess I’ve wanted to wear a wedding dress for a while now. They’re really beautiful.”

“Do you want to wear mine?” I asked.

Then I saw her face light up. She smiled for a moment, then she turned white. “Are you going to ever look at me the same after this?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess time will tell. But I have a feeling things are going to be better, now that you’re being open with me. I feel like I can understand you a little better. It’s nice to know that you aren’t just trying your hardest to make me feel like crap.”

“Why would I do that?” she asked.

“That’s just how it seemed,” I said. “But really, you were just… living your best life.”

“I’m still a man,” she said. “I’m still your man. It’s not like I’m going to make you call me Jessica from now on. It’s not like I’m going to make you tell your family that your husband wants to be a woman. This can just be between us. It can be a secret—something we do for fun… if you like it. But if you don’t like it, don’t worry about. I can just do it when I’m alone—or not at all, if that’s what you’d prefer. I want you more than I want any of this.”

“You have me,” I said. I smiled and looked into her eyes. She smiled and looked back into my eyes. And in that moment, I was certain that things would be better. Maybe they would be different. Maybe they would take some getting used to…

But they were going to be better.

THE END
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I HAD NO IDEA


Steve just married Chloe, the girl of his dreams. Together, they saved themselves for marriage. It was a long wait, but that wait is finally over. Now, up in that wedding suite, Steve can’t wait to get down to business…

And then he realizes Chloe forgot to mention something… Or maybe she did mention it a long time ago, when he was too tipsy to remember what she said.

Chloe has something other girls don’t—and it’s a lot bigger than the one he has.

He can’t divorce her: divorce is against his religion and he wouldn’t be able to bear the shame. So now, he needs to figure out a way to salvage the relationship.


CHAPTER 1
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Trey stared at me, looking white and nervous, as if he was the one who was about to get married. “What is it, Trey? Out with it already!” I said. He’d had that look on his face all morning, and it was starting to worry me, as if he had something important to tell me but couldn’t figure out how to get the words out.

“It’s nothing, mate,” he said.

“Just say it!” I said. “I can’t take this anymore. I feel like you’ve got some bad news for me or something.”

He looked down at his feet, groaned, bit his lip, and then looked back into my eyes. “I get that you have your morals—and that’s great. I think it’s great that you practice what you preach.” He couldn’t look into my eyes, constantly sending his gaze around the room in a sheepish sort of way.

“So what?” I said.

“It’s just… You’ve never had sex with this girl. You’ve never lived with her. You’ve never slept in the same bed as her. Now you’re going to be married to her.”

I rolled my eyes. I’d heard it from other friends before. Trey wasn’t the first one to raise that old concern. “I’m not worried about it,” I said. “I love her. That’s all that matters.”

“But you’ve been with other girls. You know what good sex is. I mean—other religious guys, when they get married, they don’t really know the difference between good and bad sex, so bad sex to them is… fine. But you weren’t always a Christian.”

“But I am now,” I said. “And I have been since meeting Chloe. Just relax, Trey. I know what I’m doing. I know I want to be with her. Even if there is no sex—I love her.”

“Okay,” he said. “Okay. Fine. I just… I care about you. I don’t want this turning into a bad thing for you.” Now he was finally staring into my eyes. I knew why he was nervous; he didn’t have to say it—we both knew it. He remembered Georgia, and the big breakup, five years earlier. I dated Georgia for two years before moving in with her. We were mad for each other, fucking twice a day, talking on the phone for hours, going on dates five nights a week… And then everything changed when we moved in together. She revealed a side of herself that wasn’t so pleasant—you might even call it ugly. She got violently angry for seemingly no reason at all. I would leave my toothbrush on the side of the sink instead of in the cup where it was supposed to go, and that would start a fight that would have her screaming and breaking glasses. And the breakup was the messiest part of all; she went to the cops and told them that I beat her and raped her regularly. I spent two nights in a jail cell and then I spent months hiring lawyers and even going to court once to beg a judge to believe me when I said that she was just lying in an attempt to ruin my life…

So yes, I knew why Trey was so nervous. I’d never lived with Chloe. I’d never had sex with Chloe. But Chloe was different. She was a virgin. She was so innocent and sweet. It didn’t even seem fair to compare her to Georgia, but even I will admit that there were times that I paused and thought about that horrible relationship. I didn’t exactly get a ton of sleep leading up to the wedding.

But I loved Chloe more than I ever loved Georgia. We had a different kind of love for each other: one that wasn’t based around sex. I didn’t need sex to survive…

At least, that’s what I thought. And maybe I thought it because I just assumed that there wouldn’t actually be any issues with our sex life, so it was pointless to worry about.

“You need to be down at the altar, Steve,” said Agnes, the wedding planner, from the doorway.

I took a deep breath. I bit down on my tongue, trying to hide that slight tinge of nervousness that Trey just breathed into me. “It’s all going to be fine,” I said with a smile. “No turning back now.”

“Well,” he said. “You could turn back now. But in thirty minutes from now, there really won’t be any turning back.”

I laughed and shook my head. “Just relax, alright?”

We went down together, into the hall where all of the guests were arriving. I rushed into my position to smile and greet the guests. I knew them all, with the exception of three or four people. They were all from my side of the family.

Chloe didn’t have a huge family. She didn’t have tons of friends in the city, and she told me that her friends from her hometown couldn’t afford to come out. “I’m happy if it’s just your family and friends,” she told me, and I didn’t think much of it. Some people, like me, have a huge social network. Some people just don’t have many people close to them. My dad had twelve brothers and three sisters, and they all had kids of their own. My mom had six brothers and seven sisters, all with their own tribes. And I liked to consider myself a fairly social person—even after converting to the church. I liked being out and surrounded by people. If I ever had downtime, I wanted to be catching up with old friends, not just sitting around watching TV. So I invited four hundred to our wedding.

Chloe was shocked when I showed her my list. “It’s not that many,” I laughed. “I went to a wedding in India and they invited five thousand people.”

“This isn’t India,” she said to me.

“And that’s why I only invited four hundred.”

She turned white. I knew that she got nervous in front of crowds. But it was only going to be for a short period of time. And she was going to be beautiful, in an amazing wedding dress, with her makeup done professionally.

I couldn’t wait to see her in that dress.

As I stood and greeted guests, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I slipped it out quickly to check it, and saw that it was a message from Chloe. My heart bounced. We agreed that we wouldn’t communicate until we were facing each other on the altar. I hesitated to check the message, but I was worried that something was wrong. “Hey Steve, I really think we should talk before going through with this,” the message said.

I quickly messaged her back. “You aren’t getting cold feet, are you?” I said. My heart was starting to race. But I had a good feeling that I knew what she was on about: the same topic that had come up every week since I proposed.

“I just think we should talk about sex,” she said.

“No,” I replied firmly. “We can talk about it once we’re married.”

“I think it’s something we should talk about first. There are things you don’t know.”

“No,” I said again. I was tired of having that old conversation.

Chloe knew that I wasn’t born into our faith. She knew that I had a lot of life before meeting her. She knew that I’d been with a number of different girls. I could tell that she was nervous that she wasn’t going to live up to a standard she assumed existed. I could tell that she was scared she wouldn’t know what to do. I didn’t care about any of that. I didn’t want her thinking that I cared at all about experience, or bedroom skills.

There was one little thing making me nervous: she couldn’t have babies. She told me the week we started dating. I was okay with that—I didn’t want to have babies. But the more she brought up the sex conversation, the more I worried that she wanted to tell me that she wouldn’t be having sex. The priest at our church was always saying that ‘sex is for procreation, not enjoyment’. And if she couldn’t physically procreate, maybe she was planning on having no sex whatsoever in our marriage? “I know everything,” I said to her. “I don’t care about any of that stuff. Let’s just relax and enjoy our wedding day. Okay?”

I worked hard to push that fear out of my head. There was no way she could abstain for her entire life. A doctor told her that she couldn’t have babies—that didn’t mean that we couldn’t try… Or maybe that was just me trying to come up with a loophole that would allow us to mess around under the sheets…

“Just get down here and let’s get married. I love you, Chloe. I love you no matter what. I’m putting my phone away now. See you soon!” I gave my phone to the wedding planner. “I don’t want to see this thing until tomorrow, unless there’s an actual emergency.”

“Got it,” she said with a smile, and then I went back to greeting guests.

The next twenty minutes rushed by in an anxious whirlwind. Once the guests had all arrived, I started to agree with Chloe: maybe four hundred people was too many. There were so many eyes on me, watching me stand alone at that altar. The place became silence and the music started, and that’s when I started to tremble. A lump filled my throat and the whole room suddenly felt cold. I tried to take a deep breath in.

Was I signing myself up for a life without sex? Is that what Chloe wanted to tell me? Maybe I should have entertained the sex conversation, even though it seemed so taboo, and so against our religion.

“Everybody, please stand for the bride,” said the announcer. The guests rose to their feet. I thought for a moment about running for the door. My heart was about to break through my ribcage. My legs were starting to wobble.

And then I saw her and all of my anxieties fluttered away. She was beautiful: stunning in her long white dress. I was surprised to see how low-cut it was, showing off her cleavage in a drool-inducing sort of way. No woman who planned to never have sex would wear a dress like that! It would just be cruel!

Her long leg stepped out from the lone slit down the side of her dress, and then it disappeared with her next step, only briefly showing off that sparkling heel. My God, she was so beautiful.

She smiled when she saw me. I couldn’t hear her from across the hall, but I could tell the little giggle she let out was the cutest sound ever made. I nearly fainted when her eyes looked into mine. I couldn’t believe this princess was going to marry me.

The next ten minutes was a blur. I have no idea what the officiant said, and I have no idea what I said. But I do know that I said, “I do,” and so did she. We kissed and the everyone clapped. Then we were whisked away for photos, pulled left and right, told to kiss, told to hug, pulled left and right again, and then suddenly we were sitting back in that hall, now converted into a dining area. Food was placed before us and my friends were making speeches. But my heart was still racing and my head was still spinning. Every time I looked left, I could see Chloe, my wife…

I couldn’t believe she was my wife. I couldn’t believe that I was married. And now, her cleavage was on display. I’d never seen her tits before. They were perfect. But I was shocked to see that they looked… a bit fake. They were nice tits, don’t get me wrong, but they clearly had a slight unrealistic firmness to them. They were being held up without the help of a bra, only moving slightly when she moved. I’d always liked fake breasts—I was never one of those natural-only guys—but it did make me wonder if there was something she wasn’t telling me.

Why would a virgin get breast implants?

I tried not to let it stress me out. Maybe she just had tiny tits and thought they needed to be bigger. It wasn’t worth thinking about—not during my wedding night. Maybe it was something she did for me. Maybe she was just nervous about impressing me and she thought that’s what I wanted.

“Are you okay, Steve?” she asked me softly between speeches. “You’ve been so quiet tonight.”

“Huh? Me? Oh, it’s just—it’s happening so fast. I’m trying to take it all in.” I stared at her and smiled, still shocked that I was married to her. Why would a beautiful vixen like her want to marry me? Her eyes sparkled and her plump lips glistened in the orange wedding hall glow. “You’re so beautiful.”

She blushed. “You look pretty good too,” she said softly.

And then the drinking started. It was nice getting some liquor into me. I lost sight of my wife as my friends pulled me around. Then I found my wife again. We danced. Then my friends pulled me away again, to smoke a little weed out back, and then I was back inside, mingling with the guests. Before I knew it, it was 3:00 AM. Most of the guests had gone. Trey came up to me, wobbling and with a red nose. He giggled, hiccupped, and then teetered for a moment. “Want me to call you a cab, Trey?” I asked.

“I already called one,” he slurred. Then he gave me a firm pat on the shoulder. “I’m proud of you, buddy.”

“Thanks,” I smiled.

“But what are you still doing here? Take your wife up to your room and fuck her already.”

I blushed all over. It had been years since I’d had sex. I’d been a born-again virgin since breaking up with Georgia, and I could hardly remember that feeling of being inside of a woman’s warm, tight body. I was about to know that feeling again…

At least that’s what I thought.


CHAPTER 2
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Icarried Chloe down the hall from the elevator. I grunted as I kicked the door to our suite open, and then she laughed as I threw her down on the bed. Then she gasped as I pounced on her, pressing my lips against hers. We’d kissed many times before, but we always stopped after a minute, not wanting to get carried away. I knew that the temptation would get too strong if we kissed for too long, but now it didn’t matter. Now, sex was on the table, and God wasn’t going to be angry if I had my way with her.

But she was a virgin, and I was expecting a bit of hesitancy. I got that hesitancy after a minute, when my cock became hard and I started to gently grind myself against her tight body. She pushed me back and wiped her lips. “You know, we don’t have to have sex on night one. That’s really just a movie thing.” She smiled and blushed, turning her face away after a moment.

“Aren’t you ready?” I asked.

“I’m just nervous,” she said.

“It will be nice,” I said. “We can take it slow. I’ll be gentle. We have all night. We have the rest of our lives, really.”

“I just—I feel like we should have talked about this. I feel like you don’t know—”

“—Enough!” I said with a laugh, tired of that old conversation. “I told you: I know everything there is to know.”

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“I talked to Beatrice,” I said. Beatrice was her sister. “She told me everything—months ago. None of that matters to me.”

She stared into my eyes, frozen for a moment, and then she smiled, relaxing finally. “I knew you talked to Beatrice. I—I didn’t realize she told you.”

“It’s really not a big deal to me,” I said. Beatrice told me that Chloe was petrified of having sex for the first time. She told me that, shortly after we started dating, she found Chloe crying, worried that I would reject her. But I knew that I could calm her down. I knew I could walk her through the process. And I wasn’t going to judge her on the first time—or even the second or third or tenth time.

“We’re going to have fun together,” I said. And then I gently fell back onto her, holding her while I kissed her. Now, she was starting to relax. She even decided to explore my body a little bit, running her hands down, down, down, until her fingers found the bulge in my pants. She let out a small gasp.

“Is it hard?” she whispered, as if she was worried someone would hear us.

“Of course it is,” I laughed. “Look at you. It’s okay, Chloe. You can feel it. Want me to take it out?”

“O—Okay,” she said softly, taking a deep breath in. She blushed all over as I unzipped my pants. I used two fingers to pull my erection out. It was veiny and throbbing, ready to be used. I hadn’t used it in a long time. I stopped masturbating when I stopped having sex. Occasionally I would wake up in a little pool of cum, but that only happened once every few months—and it hadn’t happened in about two months now.

“I’ll warn you that I probably won’t last long,” I laughed nervously. “But we can always go again—and again.”

She stared at it with twinkling eyes. I could tell that she liked it, and that made me happy. I was no longer worried that this was going to be a no-sex relationship. I could tell that I was in for a very, very sexual relationship with this girl. Though now I was starting to worry that she would get a taste for sex and instantly crave more, sneaking around behind my back so she could know what it feels like with other partners.

No—I had to get those thoughts out from my head. She was a good girl. She was devoted to me. She wasn’t like Georgia.

“You can suck it, if you want,” I smiled, blushing hard.

She took a deep breath, turning a dark shade of red. She looked down at it. Her lip quivered. She giggled. Then she went down, pulling my foreskin back gently and sinking the cock into her warm, wet mouth. I moaned as I felt her beginning to suck. She was good—suspiciously good, keeping her mouth relaxed and keeping her teeth away from brushing my shaft. She bobbed her head nicely, and started massaging my balls pleasantly. “You’re good at that,” I smiled.

She kept sucking.

“You sure you haven’t done this before?” I asked, laughing nervously.

She looked up at me with her eyes. “Never,” she said, letting my tip rest on her bottom lip. Then she sucked for another few minutes.

“Shit. I’m going to come in your mouth if you aren’t careful.” I groaned and squirmed.

“That’s okay,” she said. “I don’t mind.”

“You sure?” I said, clenching to hold back.

“I don’t mind,” she smiled.

And then, seconds later, I couldn’t hold back. I creamed on her face, taking her by surprise. She gasped, closed her eyes, and then she leaned in with an opened mouth, trying to catch my cumshot. She giggled and then she pressed her lips around my tip, sucking and slurping before swallowing and leaving me with a pounding heart.

“Sorry—I told you I wouldn’t last long,” I blushed.

“I don’t mind,” she said, wiping her lips.

“I can pleasure you until I’m ready to go again,” I said.

And then I watched her turn a shade of white. Her eyes were wide and she was frozen, seemingly not even breathing. “We could just kiss for a while,” she said.

“Just lay back and relax,” I said, gently pushing her shoulders until she fell onto her back. But she was tense. I knew she would relax as soon as she experienced the pleasure of my tongue slithering around in her pussy. God, I was so happy to be having sex again. I was so happy to be with a woman, for the first time in so long.

I pushed up her long white lacy dress. I felt her amazing stockings and I toyed with the straps of her garter belt. I licked her perfect thighs and then I nestled my nose into her crotch. I heard her whimper as I took her white panties and pulled them down those perfect legs—

“What the hell?” I said as I saw it, half erect and throbbing in front of my face. It was almost erect, still stretching out. Her foreskin was pulling back—and it was huge: a hell of a lot bigger than mine.

As soon as I realized that it was real and not just a joke, I jumped back, gasping loudly. “You have a cock!?” I gasped.

She pulled her dress down and flushed white. “You told me you knew!” she gasped.

“I didn’t say anything like that!” I stuttered for a moment. “You—You should have told me!”

“I tried to tell me, but then you didn’t want to talk about it. You told me that you knew. You told me that my sister told you!”

“You have a cock!” I said, shaking my head. “A—Are you a guy?”

“No!” she cried, jumping to her feet. Then she rushed over to the window and crossed her arms around her chest. “Oh my God, I’ve made such a big mistake,” I heard her say under her breath. “I knew I should have just said it.”

“Why didn’t you say it!? Oh my God—I married a… a guy!”

“I’m not a guy! Don’t call me a guy!”

Then, the room became silent, save for the sound of my heart tolling against my ribcage. Was this really happening? Was my wife actually a trans girl? Did I just marry a woman who was born a man?

“I just don’t understand why you didn’t tell me,” I said.

She looked back and stared into my eyes. “Well, again, you told me that Beatrice told you everything. I thought that you were talking about… about everything.”

“She just said you were shy about sex!” I said, shaking my head.

“And then, when we started dating. I think it was our fourth date.”

“We went to that club and we danced all night. Of course I remember. What about it?”

“I told you that night,” she said. “You told me you didn’t care. But—But you were pretty drunk that night. Maybe that’s my fault, for telling you while you were drunk.”

“I can’t believe this is happening,” I said. I got up and walked to the other end of the room, trying to get my heart to stop pounding so hard. I looked back at her. How was it possible? Was I sure that this wasn’t a prank?

Then, I noticed that she was crying. Her eyes were glistening and she was trying hard to stop herself from whimpering. In that moment, the strangest wave of guilt washed over me. I felt a clenching at my heart as my jaw fell open slightly.

I stared at her for a long moment. I watched her, feeling conflicted. Did she lie to me? Maybe; it wasn’t quite clear. I could understand how she thought that I knew. But why didn’t she just tell me? Why couldn’t she just say it on our first date: ‘By the way, before we go any further, I was born male.’ It would have saved a lot of confusion and heartache. Now, there was no way that I could stay with her. Now, I had to figure out a way to get an annulment. But that wouldn’t help with the embarrassment. Four hundred people watched me marry her. They watched me kiss her. And what would I tell everyone? What was my reason for leaving her?

What would my priest say? Divorce was essentially a sin. I agreed to be with Chloe with God as my witness, in sickness and in health.

But surely there was an exception in this case. Surely there was a verse in the Bible that gave me a pass here, right?

“I need to be alone for a bit,” I said to her, and she didn’t even turn to me, not wanting to show me her crying face. I felt bad. I felt responsible for the tears. But was it really my fault?

I took a bottle of bourbon to the guest room in our penthouse suite. I had my Bible with me too, and my phone. I took some time to calm down. I took some time to do some research, even making a post on a religious forum that I was part of. I made a new account and posted anonymously. I sat there and waited for replied while searching frivolously for a verse in my Bible: something that could tell me that the marriage was not legitimate. I could figure out a way to tell my friends and family that there was a mistake.

“You can probably get the marriage annulled because you haven’t had any form of sexual intercourse,” said one reply. “But because she was born a male—unfortunately, there’s nothing clear in the Bible against that, at least not in terms of unions.”

I had to look up the annulment rules. It did say that it could be annulled if intercourse hadn’t taken place. But their definition of intercourse was hazy. I had to ask on my forum. “Any form of intercourse: vaginal, anal, oral, or even if she gave you a handjob.”

My heart dropped into the pit of my stomach. Maybe I could convince Chloe to lie with me, to tell our priest that we didn’t do anything. But I couldn’t stand the idea of lying to a man of God. I couldn’t bear the idea of lying with God as my witness.

Was I stuck with Chloe?

I heard her crying now. I could hear her small sniffles as she wiped away her tears. I felt like the world was crashing down around me. How could this be happening? This was supposed to be the perfect marriage. This was supposed to be the most amazing night of my life…

I opened the door and looked across the room at her. Now, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, facing the window. After a moment, she looked back at me. Her eyes were red, but she tried to hold it together. “I’m, uh, assuming you want to get a divorce. Right?”

I paused for a moment, staring at her, not sure what to say. I don’t know why I felt so guilty. This mess wasn’t my fault. “No,” I said. “We can’t get divorced.”

“You want to stay married?” she asked, wiping another rogue tear.

“Um,” I said. “We don’t really have any other option.”

And then she continued to stare at me, not quite sure what to make of what I was saying. But even I wasn’t sure what I was saying. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know where to go from there—but I knew that divorce wasn’t an option. We both knew it going into the marriage: there would be no divorce. We were locked in for life.

I probably should have gotten more information before I locked into that marriage.


CHAPTER 3
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There was nothing in the Bible that said we had to sleep in the same bed. There was nothing in the Bible that said we had to kiss or say ‘I love you’ or even sleep in the same house. We just had to stay married on paper…

But we also couldn’t see other people. Infidelity was a sin in our religion, even if the marriage wasn’t a real bond between two lovers. I spent that first night coming fully to terms with the fact that I would probably never know what love was, or what it was like to grow old with a soulmate. It wasn’t an easy realization to come to. I slept on the couch that night.

I cried—I won’t lie. I felt like a big part of my life had been ruined. I heard her crying too, which just made me feel like an evil person, like somehow this was all my fault, and I ruined her life. I didn’t want to ruin anybody’s life.

I had to wake Chloe up at 9:00 AM the next morning. “We’re supposed to do breakfast with my parents,” I said.

“We’re still doing that?” she asked, rubbing the sleep out from her eyes. Now, she wasn’t wearing makeup. It was the first time I’d ever seen her with no makeup—though she never wore much makeup: usually just a touch of mascara, sometimes some eyeliner and a bit of blush. She really did look like girl. At least she was convincing. At least people wouldn’t say, “Hey, is your wife actually a dude?” It wouldn’t be too hard to keep her secret a secret.

“Why wouldn’t we be doing it?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t know what’s happening,” she said.

“Neither do I,” I said. “But until we figure it out, let’s just pretend like everything’s normal. Okay?”

She got out of bed, revealing her tight white lace lingerie, which didn’t cover her whole bum. I felt myself turning red all over, turning away quickly. “Why are you wearing that?” I asked suddenly.

“It’s all I brought,” she said. “I have my wedding dress, this lingerie, and the dress I’m wearing to brunch. My clothes are at home.”

“Oh,” I said before clearing my throat.

She had her back to me when she bent over to get that dress out of her suitcase. I won’t lie: I used that opportunity to look at her body. She really did look like a woman. Who could blame me for being so naïve? She had wide hips, a narrow waist, and perfect legs: long, just the right thickness, and smooth like whipped butter.

She stood up and looked back at me. She quickly covered her chest with both of her arms. “Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Sorry. I was just zoned out,” I said. I hadn’t gotten much sleep that night. I kept getting lost in my head. And I was still trying to figure out what I was feeling inside. I’d been with Chloe for a long time. I had feeling for Chloe that weren’t just going to go away after a night. I had to spend some time reflecting. I had to figure out what the future was going to look like.

She took her dress and slipped into the bathroom. I got changed in the corner of that bedroom, and then we met out in the hallway twenty-five minutes later. She kept her gaze down and I didn’t say anything as I led her to the elevator.

Was this going to be life now? Were we going to pretend to be married for the next… sixty years? Were we just going to go through the motions from now on?

The hum in the elevator seemed louder than I remembered it being.

We crossed the wedding hall to get to my car. They were working hard to clean it up. The staff turned to us and smiled. “Congratulations!” they all said, smiling and waving.

We smiled and acted happy as we thanked them all, and then we went right back to being silent once we were outside. On our way to the car, we were spotted by our wedding planner. She looked tired, as if she hadn’t yet gone home. She rubbed her eyes and extended her arms for a hug. “Congratulations you two!” she said before yawning. We hugged her and put on that same act, smiling and acting as cheerful as we could.

Then she looked into my eyes. “Are you okay, Steven?”

I panicked suddenly. Did I look upset? Was I not putting on the act well enough? I tried my best to force a big smile. “I’m great,” I said. And was this going to be my life from now on? Did I have to put on an annoying act every day until I was dead?

“We’re in a bit of a rush,” I said. “We’re late for breakfast.”

“Okay. I’ll touch base with you a bit later,” she said to us, and then we got into the car and went right back to being silent.

I had a feeling Chloe wanted to talk about her downstairs business—maybe she wanted to come to some sort of resolution. But there was nothing to be said. I married a woman with a penis. There was nothing that could be done about it… Or was there?

Breakfast with my family was awkward. They had big smirks on their face the whole time, and they kept alluding to our night together. “Grandchildren soon?” my mother asked.

“I don’t think we want to have kids, mom,” I said.

“Oh, you’ll want to have kids. Just you wait!”

And even if she was right, it made no difference. It wasn’t an option. “Alright, if you say so.”

“Do you want kids, Chloe?” she said, turning to look at Chloe. Chloe was doing a better job than me putting on a smiling face.

“Maybe one day—but like Steve said, it’s not really something I’m thinking about now.”

“Every woman wants to have kids at some point,” my mom said. “It’s just biological.”

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t want to hear that word: biological. Because biologically speaking, Chloe wasn’t a woman. I didn’t need the reminder. I didn’t need to be reminded that Chloe was biologically male.

My dad gave me a firm pat on the back. “Tired, son?” he asked with a big grin, obviously referring to sex that he assumed happened.

“It was a long night,” I said.

He chuckled, thinking I was talking about sex. I tried not to groan. The breakfast hadn’t even been served and I was already dying to leave.

That night, we met with Chloe’s sister for dinner. That dinner was even more awkward than breakfast with my parents. “I’m so, so happy that you found a man who loves you, Chloe,” Beatrice kept saying. “And Steve—you’re so great. It’s so amazing that you’re so open-minded.”

I wanted to grab her by the throat and throttle her. I wanted to shake her and say, ‘Why didn’t you just tell me!?’ I hated that feeling of being trapped now. And with each passing minute, I felt more trapped. When Beatrice went to use the bathroom, our table turned silent. I didn’t look at Chloe and she didn’t look at me. Another word wasn’t spoken until Beatrice returned, beaming and smiling. “It was such a beautiful wedding! I’ll never forget it!”

That night, we went back to my house, where we had originally planned on living together. The guest room wasn’t set up, so I went straight to setting it up. Chloe went to take a shower. When she was done, we met awkwardly in the hallway. We both paused, staring at each other. “Do you want the guest bed or should I take it? It makes no difference to me,” I said.

And then, once again, I could see that she’d been crying. I could tell that my question stung her deeply, and I couldn’t blame her: it wasn’t a question anyone wanted to hear the day after their wedding. And that sudden wave of guilt really made me take a pause; it really made me stop to wonder if I was the bad guy here.

No—she was the one who kept her reality a secret… even though she thought that it wasn’t a secret. She seemed to think that she tried to tell me, and she seemed to think that I told her that I knew. Damn that communication breakdown!

“I—I guess I can take the guest bed,” she said softly.

I’d been sleeping alone for a long time, but that night, I felt more alone than ever before. The bed was cold and quiet. That guilt continued to churn in my stomach. The feeling of defeat just grew stronger and stronger, until I had to cry again.

The next day wasn’t much better. We didn’t speak. It was the evening when my email reminded me of my upcoming flight: our honeymoon. I groaned. We were due to leave in forty-eight hours. I’d forgotten about it completely, thanks to all of the drama.

I was still sleeping in the guest room. I went onto the airline website to see if I could cancel our flights—but it was too late. There would be no refund for the flights or for the hotel we booked. Maybe Chloe could just go alone. Maybe I could hide out in the house, watching TV, playing video games, trying to figure out how I could muster up a somewhat normal life with a sham marriage…

And then I started to wonder if maybe I needed to come up with a different strategy. If I really was going to be stuck with Chloe for the rest of my life, maybe I could figure out a way to actually make it work.

It was 11:00 PM and I could see that her reading light was on. So I knocked on the door and pushed it open carefully. “Are you up?” I asked.

She looked up from her book. She had her long hair tied into a bun, a short-sleeved shirt covering her top and a tiny pair of shorts covering her crotch. “What is it?” she asked.

“I think we, uh… need to talk,” I said.

She stared at me for a long, long moment. I watched her eyes become wider and wider. She was afraid of that conversation, and so was I. But if there was going to be any chance of our future not being miserable, that conversation needed to happen.
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“We’re stuck together,” I said to her. “We can’t get divorced. So one way or another, we’re stuck together.”

“Don’t sound too excited…” she said, rolling her eyes.

“I’m not excited,” I said. “But I’ve had a lot of time to think about this, and… well, I don’t blame you for this mess. It was my fault for avoiding that conversation.”

“Let’s just say the fault is shared. I should have just told you when we were both sober, and you should have listened when I tried to talk about it. Let’s just leave it at that.”

“Agreed,” I said. “And we used to have fun together, back when I thought you were a girl. I don’t see why we can’t keep having fun together. I mean—we can just pretend like nothing’s changed.”

“I am a girl,” she said.

“Right, right,” I said, shaking my head. “You know what I meant.”

She rolled her eyes again. “Maybe you need to figure out a way to see me as a girl. I do look like a girl to you, don’t I?”

“Of course you do. I thought you were a girl our entire relationship. All of my friends and family members think you’re a girl.”

“Because I am a girl,” she said, glaring at me, starting to look increasingly offended.

“You know what I mean,” I said. “But long story short, I don’t see why we can’t keep being friends like we were before. We can still hang out. We can still go to movies and to dinner.”

“Can we still kiss?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

I tensed up all over. Goosebumps rose on my skin. I thought of all the times I kissed her before. I considered her the best kisser I’d ever kissed… but now, my skin crawled when I thought about those kisses. Those lips weren’t any different now than they were when she was a boy. It’s not like she had them replaced with biological female lips.

“Okay, so no kissing,” she said.

“I didn’t say that,” I said before clearing my throat. “Let’s just… take it one step at a time.”

“Whatever,” she said. “I’m open to the idea of just being friends for now, and we can work on the rest later. At least there’s a bit of hope in that plan.” She made a small smile, and it seemed genuine—genuine enough that a bit of my guilt fluttered away. Maybe I had some hope too, but that hope would vanish each time I remembered what was between her legs.

“Okay, I’m glad that’s settled. Because that way I don’t have to cancel the honeymoon.”

She glared at me with an unimpressed look. “Won’t that be fun…”

“But we have to talk about the other thing.”

“What thing?”

“Sex,” I said. “I don’t believe in cheating. It goes against the church and I’ll never do it—not even if we agree to have one of those open relationships that are so popular these days. It’s just not okay with me.”

“Okay,” she said. “Masturbating is also a sin—so what are you suggesting?”

“We need to have sex,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.

“Maybe we will one day,” she said. “I mean—that’s the plan you just suggested, right? We work on being friends again and then we’ll get to that other stuff.”

“No,” I said, feeling embarrassed. “It needs to happen, like… soon.”

“Soon?” she said, turning red all over. “Why?”

“I don’t know!” I snapped. “Because I’m a man, okay? I held it in for a long, long time. I can’t keep doing that. I’ve consulted with some members of the church, and it seems to me that there’s nothing wrong with us having sex. As long as, you know… you really are a ‘girl’, and the church seems to currently consider trans girls as girls for the purposes of Biblical interpretation…”

“Wait, Steve…” she said, shaking her head and covering her eyes with the palm of her hand. “You don’t want to kiss, but you want to have sex?”

I felt myself turning red all over. “Sex is less intimate,” I said.

“Have you lost your mind?”

“There’s a difference between being romantic and just… releasing. I need to have some sort of release to stay sane while we work on the other stuff. I know it sounds stupid, okay! It sounds stupid to me too, but I’ve had time to think about this, and… well, you look like a girl. Even when you were naked the other day, from behind, you looked like a girl.”

“Because I am a girl,” she said with that increasingly familiar glare.

“Right. Whatever,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re getting side tracked. The point is: maybe we can start by having sex, and then we can work on being friends, and then we can figure out if we can salvage some sort of… love.”

“Wow,” she said. “You’re so romantic. I feel like such a princess.”

“Save the sarcasm, Chloe. I’m trying to figure this out here—for both of us.”

“Okay. Well then, at least we have a plan. I would say that’s the best progress we’ve made since the wedding.”

“Right,” I smiled. “So, uh, can you roll onto your stomach then?”

“You want to do it now!?” she snapped suddenly.

“What difference does it make when we do it?”

She stared at me in horror, as if I was some sort of lunatic. But I really didn’t see how it made any difference, whether we fucked that night or during the honeymoon. Plus, I wanted to know if it was even possible. I wanted to know if I could go through with it. I wanted to know if I could find enough pleasure in it to make that relationship salvageable.

“You might actually be insane,” she said.

“So are we going to do it or not? I’m really doing this for you, to be honest.”

“You’re a prince,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Just… flip onto your stomach.”

She sighed and shook her head, putting her book down on the nightstand. She rolled over slowly onto her stomach. “I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.”

I looked down at her body, which looked refreshingly feminine. I was trying to see masculine traits, but there weren’t any that I could spot—which was a relief. As long as she was keeping that cock hidden, I could trick my brain into thinking she was essentially female. I pulled her shirt up to expose her soft back. Then I tugged down her shorts, letting out that firm, perky bum. But I could see her ball sack pressed against her bed. “Can you pull that up where I can’t see it?” I said, looking away.

“Pull what away?” she asked.

“Your balls.”

She sighed and reached under herself, pulling the male bits out of sight. “Better?” she asked with that unimpressed tone.

“Thanks,” I said. I shimmied down my pants and got on top of her. I carefully lowered my hands onto her lower back to feel her skin. I let out a small sigh of relief when I felt that she was soft and warm, just like a woman. “Okay… I can work with this.”

“I’m thrilled,” she groaned in that sarcastic voice.

I slid my hands down to her butt cheeks. They were marvelously feminine. I jiggled them and squeezed them. I spread them wide to see her tiny butthole. I relaxed a little bit more, even getting a bit excited, and then I remembered what was on the other side. That butthole hadn’t changed when she started taking her hormone pills. She didn’t have any sort of female butthole transplant when she transitioned.

I froze.

“You don’t want any foreplay at all?” she asked.

“No, no,” I said. “I don’t want to kill the mood. Let’s just—Let’s just do this…”

“This is my virginity,” she said. “I’m not sure this is how I really want to lose it.”

“What difference does it make?” I asked.

“I always thought losing my virginity would be romantic.”

“I’m just not ready for kissing and stuff yet,” I said.

“Well maybe I’m not ready to lose my virginity yet!” she said, flipping over underneath me. She kept her cock covered by her hand.

“You’re putting me on the spot,” I said.

“Likewise,” she growled. “Maybe this was a bad idea. I’m not just going to be your convenient get-out-of-hell-free card. I’m not some sort of God-approved sex doll.”

“I’m sure you’ll like it. I mean—you like taking it… in the butt, right?” I said.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I’ve never tried it.”

“So how do you know if you even like guys? How do you know you even want to be a girl?”

“You didn’t know you were a straight man until you had sex for the first time?” she said.

I thought for a moment. “Fair point.” I took a deep breath. “Okay, fine. You want romance. Okay… We, uh, kissed before. I guess we can just do it again, this one time. It doesn’t have to mean anything. I’ll just pretend like I don’t know.”

“Maybe just keep your internal monologue to yourself, Steve,” she said.

I looked down into her eyes. I was dreading what was coming, but it seemed to me like it needed to happen. I closed my eyes and bent forward. I puckered my lips, groaned, and then I felt our lips connect. She was tense, and I was tenser. We remained still with our lips locked for a long ten seconds. I wouldn’t call it kissing. “Seriously?” she said.

“You aren’t kissing,” I said.

“Because you aren’t,” she said. “We don’t have to do this, Steve. I’m perfectly fine with waiting.”

“No—we’re going to do it,” I said. “I’ll… I’ll just kiss you. Alright?” I sighed and then I went back in. I kissed her, trying hard to go through the motions of a normal kiss. She finally kissed back. It felt weird and awkward… at first. Then, I started to remember the kisses we shared before. I remembered those warm, exciting feelings that would flare up inside of me. I used to love kissing her. It was the one thing I looked forward to more than anything.

And maybe this didn’t feel quite so different—as long as I kept my mind blank, or occupied by other things that didn’t involve her gender. She started slipping me some tongue, which made me freeze: that tongue belonged to a biological male. But I tried to force myself to relax, for her sake.

Her hands moved up and down my body, pulling off my shirt and feeling my chest. And then I remembered all of the times I wanted to pull off her top to feel her breasts. Now I could—though I froze the second I had my hands on her fake tits. They were harder than the real thing: not unpleasantly hard, but a reminder that that chest wasn’t biologically female.

She moaned when I squeezed them. I wondered if that was a fake moan or if it actually felt good. And I started to find myself getting into it. Maybe I could get through this if I could keep my mind focused. I just had to keep reminding myself that she looked like a girl.

She reached down and grabbed my cock. She squeezed it and started to stroke it. Her grip felt nice. She knew how to stroke perfectly… but now I knew why. She wasn’t working with experience with others—she had experience with her own shaft.

I tried not to imagine her paying with herself. I tried to picture a different version of her: a version with a tight pussy. That was an easier pill to swallow.

“You’re getting hard,” she smiled.

And for a moment, it seemed like our marriage had some hope—maybe not the same level hope that I had going into our wedding night, but at least it was hope. At least there was a possibility that things could seem somewhat normal—

That’s when I felt it. I felt a hard bulge, throbbing against my body. She wasn’t covering herself and now my pants were down. Her growing erection was against my thigh, turning my heart around in my chest. I froze for a moment before jumping away. I caught a quick glimpse of her cock, and I wished that I hadn’t looked down at all.

She was big.

She was huge.

She was enormous.

Her cock must have been an entire foot in length. It was thicker than my wrist, and that’s not an exaggeration. It looked like she had a clenched forearm sticking out from between her legs. I had to gasp.

She covered herself quickly, but it wasn’t quickly enough. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“Just keep it covered,” I said quickly. Then I stuttered, turning white all over.

“Are you embarrassed?” she asked.

“About what?”

“That it’s bigger than yours? I don’t care about size,” she said.

I was embarrassed, but not about that—not until that moment. “I don’t care about how big it is!” I said. I stuttered again. I didn’t love that she was bigger than me. She was almost twice as big as me. I didn’t even know cocks could be that big.

My wife had a monster porn-sized cock. Now I was starting to think that God was punishing me for having sexual relationships with women before marriage. Surely this was some sort of punishment.

“Lay on your stomach,” I said, trying to swallow that lump that was growing in my throat. She went onto her stomach, and now I couldn’t see that monster rod between her thighs. I took a deep breath and tried hard to pretend like I saw nothing. Maybe this relationship would end up being a deeply alcoholic one. I certainly wished I was tipsy right now.

She lifted her hips up. “Be gentle. It’s my first time,” she said softly, reaching her hands back to spread her cheeks for me. Now, she was inviting me inside. Apparently, that was enough foreplay for her—or maybe she was just tired of my wincing and groaning.

I had a conflicted erection. I looked down at it. I really did feel embarrassed that she was a good five inches longer than me. She said she didn’t care about size, but compared to her, I had nothing. “Okay,” I said. My voice was shaky. “Here we go.”

I used spit to coat my cock, lubricating it for entry. I stroked myself a few times, watching her perfect feminine butt paused in the air. She was puckering her little butthole. I stepped closer. Did I really want to do this? Once it was done, I couldn’t take it back…

But I really did need some sort of release. I couldn’t go the rest of my life only ejaculating in my sleep. I was devoted to my religion, but I wasn’t a monk. I pushed my tip between her cheeks, touching it to her asshole. I felt her puckering against my tip. It felt kind of nice, but I was still feeling horribly conflicted.

I took a deep breath.

“Okay. Here I go,” I said. “I’m, uh, going to fuck my wife now.”

My heart raced. My head was spinning. I didn’t want to do it but I felt like I didn’t have many options. I started pushing. I felt the resistance of her virgin asshole. I groaned and kept going, holding my cock firmly in my right hand, close to the tip. I watched her body tense up. She clenched hard, and then she forced herself to relax. Then suddenly, I penetrated her. She gasped and I did the same, feeling her tight rim closing around my tip.

“It’s in!” I said.

“Oh my God, it’s inside of me,” she moaned, letting her head fall down.

I stuttered and then I froze again. “This is just for a release,” I said. “It’s just—It’s just for the release.”

“I can feel it inside of me,” she said with a strained voice, as if she couldn’t hear me talking at all.

I looked down and saw that two inches of me were in her body. I stayed like that for a long moment before forcing myself to push more in: another inch, then another, then another. She moaned loudly. “Oh my—I feel it throbbing,” she said.

I carefully put my hands on her hips. I held her firmly in place, and then I started thrusting in and out—slowly. She let her head fall onto the mattress. Her back curved in a feline sort of way. Her next moan almost sounded like a purr. At least she had the feminine act down. At least she looked like a girl from behind. Hell, she looked like a girl from the front too—it was just that gigantic cock that made things confusing. But now, I couldn’t see it. I was fine as long as I didn’t have to see it. I could figure out a way to get used to this. I’m sure it would feel normal after a certain amount of time. And she seemed to like it.

Maybe we really did just need to figure out how to continue the friendship we had, and this marriage could be bearable.

“Go deeper,” she moaned.

I looked down. I still had about two inches to work with. I pushed in a bit further.

“Deeper,” she said, now very strained.

I pushed my last inch into her body. She let out a loud moan. “Oh yes, that’s just—that’s perfect. That’s it right there. That feels so good. Oh Steve—fuck me.”

My heart raced. I wanted to hear all of those moans for so long. I dreamed about hearing her in that state of bliss. Now, I wasn’t sure how to feel. Her hole was tight, but the sex wasn’t what I imagined. I always imagined myself going down on my wife. I imagined myself fucking her missionary-style, maybe with her on top, facing me. I imagined myself making out with her while I thrusted in and out of her. But this was at least better than nothing.

So I thrusted in and out of her. I pumped her hard and she moaned louder and louder. I put my hands on her sides and rubbed up and down. Then I grabbed her breasts and squeezed. I pulled her long hair. I spanked her firm ass. I was really getting into it, forgetting whatever it was I was worried about to begin with.

Then I reached around to give her clit a rub, and that’s when it all came back to me. I ran my hand across her erection, and then I pulled my hand away fast. She was hard: like cured concrete. She was warm too: straight out of the oven level of warmth. That lump was back in my throat. I froze, but it wasn’t enough to make her stop. She was still pushing herself back into me, riding my cock, pleasuring her tight hole.

I closed my eyes and took a moment to reset, then I focused on the task at hand: ejaculating. Two minutes later, I managed to focus hard enough to make it happen. I groaned loudly and then I erupted inside of her body. She let out loud scream, clenching so tight that I was worried for a moment she was about to pinch my cock in half. Then I pulled out and watched my cum stream out of her body.

I took a few deep breaths. “Okay. That wasn’t so bad,” I said.

“It was good,” she said. She turned around to face me. She tried to keep her hand over her cock, but her hand wasn’t big enough to cover the monster. I kept my gaze up, trying hard not to look at it.

“Okay. That was a good start,” I said quickly. “So, uh, let’s keep working on this again tomorrow maybe.”

I jumped to my feet.

“Wait,” she said, stopping me from heading to that bedroom door.

“What is it?” I said, still trying not to look at her throbbing erection.

“I—I’m really close,” she said.

“Close?”

“You know…”

“Oh,” I said. “You can just… uh… finish yourself off.”

“That’s a sin,” she said. “You don’t think you can just…”

“Just what?” I said.

“I’m not asking you to get on your knees. I’m just asking for a quick… you know.”

“You want me to jerk you off?” I asked, feeling the color draining from my face.

“I’d appreciate it,” she whispered.

The room became silent. I really didn’t want to do it, but I knew that feeling. I hated the idea of just leaving her there on the edge of an orgasm, unable to feel that pleasure—maybe even a pleasure she’d never felt before.

But there was no way I could do it. There was no way I could touch her cock. It just seemed… wrong. But when I started to think about leaving her there, the guilt immediately started flooding in. “How close are you?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Like, really close,” she said.

“You’ll be fast?” I said.

“Really fast,” she said with wide eyes.

I groaned. I couldn’t just leave her hanging. She was still the girl I fell in love with. I still had those strong feelings for her. So I walked over to her. I sat down next to her. She uncovered her cock. It was standing tall, throbbing. Her tip was red. I looked away from it. I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath.

“Be fast,” I said. Blind, I reached out and gripped it. It was hot. I could feel that hard throbbing. I started pumping. I felt her skin moving over top of her hard shaft. I heard her moaning. “Yes, just like that. Maybe a bit closer to the tip. Okay—Okay, just like that. Don’t stop,” she said. She started moaning.

“Are you close?” I said, keeping my eyes shut.

“I’m close. Don’t stop, Steve. Pump it harder.”

I gripped it tighter and pumped it fast. I didn’t want that moment to last any longer than it needed to.

“Oh God!” she yelled. And I didn’t think fast enough. I didn’t react in time. She started erupting and I kept pumping, wincing my face away. I never thought it would touch me—but it did. Cum glazed my hand and my wrist, erupting out of her tip like lava from a volcano. And she had a lot of built-up product: a tidal wave of messy, thick, white goo.

Her body convulsed and she let out a scream of pleasure. I opened my eyes for a moment to look, to see if it was really as much cum as it felt like—and it was a lot: maybe more than two ounces. “Holy shit,” I gasped.

Then she looked down and her eyes became wide. The last gush of cum billowed out of her and then her face turned dark red. “Maybe we should have had a cloth ready.”

“A cloth?” I said. “More like a beach towel or two!” I held out my hand, which was dripping. I winced and wiped it on the bed, which was already ruined with cum. “I—I need to go take a shower.”

“I’m sorry, Steve. I didn’t know I would get it on you. I’ve never… done anything like that before.”

“It’s fine. I’m, uh, glad that you got to get off too. So we’re basically even now. Maybe go throw the sheets in the wash. You can’t sleep in this bed.” It didn’t help that my own cum was on the sheets too, billowed out from her tush. And the room had that smell of anal sex: which was hot in the moment, but a bit unpleasant once the act was through. “I can grab the air spray.”

But God had other plans for us that night. Chloe tried to run a load of laundry, and that’s when the machine decided to die on us. We didn’t have spare sheets—those were already on the guest bed. “Should I go home?” she asked sheepishly, now dressed in that little t-shirt and tiny pair of shorts.

“It’s late, and it’s a long drive,” I said. “And I don’t really want anyone seeing you at your place. They would get the wrong idea.”

“So what then?” she asked.

Then we both eyed my bed: the guest bed. “Maybe, uh, just tonight, we can share the bed. We can use the clean pillows from your bed as a divider.”

“Okay,” she said.

It seemed like a fine plan. I’d shared beds before. It didn’t seem like such a big deal. Back when I played hockey, when we were out of town for competitions, we always shared beds. And that’s how this started out: completely platonic. But when I woke up in the morning, the pillow divider was gone. Her bum was nestled into my lap and my arm was around her. I’m not sure how it happened. I’m not sure who initiated it while we slept. My other arm was under her neck and wrapped around her chest. It wasn’t easy getting away from her, so I remained still, scared of waking her up. I tried to move extra slowly, one inch at a time, desperate to get away from her before she woke up and thought that the cuddling was something I was responsible for.

And moment before I broke away from her, she rolled over to face me. She put her arm over me and snuggled in close, breathing her warm breath down my chest, snoring in a cute, girly way. But there was something very non-girly about that slumbering embrace: the hard morning erection that was now pressed against my stomach.

My body turned cold. I was frozen, with her nestled into me. I tried not to groan. I had to restart the process of inching away from her—now with her cock touching my body.

I managed to get out without waking her up. I snuck away, got dressed, made coffee, and then I got another reminder on my phone that the honeymoon was coming up. And that got me thinking about how I originally envisioned my honeymoon: a sex-fueled three days with my beautiful wife, unloading inside of her and on her every few hours until I had nothing left in me. It was supposed to be a romantic time, cuddling on the beach, watching the waves, going for sunset walks…

Those hopes were gone now, but at least it seemed like we were on half-decent terms. Maybe I could survive the rest of my life without going entirely insane, but it still pained me to know that I would never get to experience the true joys of a real marriage.
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“Last night was fun,” Chloe smiled at me when she came into the kitchen that morning. “You had fun too, right?”

“It was a release,” I said, looking away from her. “I thought we agreed we weren’t going to talk about it.”

“Did we?” she said, narrowing her gaze.

“Let’s just not talk about it,” I said.

“Alrighty,” she said, heading straight for the coffee. I wasn’t ready to talk about the sex we had. I wasn’t even ready to talk about what she had between her thighs. I was still hopeful that I could figure out a way to make it so I never saw that cock again. Maybe after a few years, I would forget that it even existed. Maybe in time I could convince myself that I was with a woman who just really liked anal from behind—and I could convince myself that I didn’t want anything else.

But Chloe seemed desperate to talk about it. “I’ve never felt anything like that,” she said softly.

“Chloe!”

“What?” she said.

“Remember what the pastor said? Sex is for procreating. So, let’s just keep the sex talk to that topic then.”

“What happened to your release?” She rolled her eyes.

I hated that she was pointing out my contradictions. “I don’t know why you want to talk about it so badly. It’s gross.”

“What’s gross? That’s rude! You’re being rude, Steve.”

“I don’t mean with you—I just mean sex in general. It’s not proper to talk about it openly.”

“I just wanted to tell you that it felt good. I’ve never done anything like that. I’ve never even had an orgasm before.”

“Wait,” I said suddenly, turning to look at her. “What did you just say?”

“I’ve never had an orgasm before. That was the first one.”

“You’re twenty-four,” I said. “I’m sure you jerked off at least a few times as a teen.”

She shook her head. “No,” she said. “I wouldn’t dare.”

“You probably had your share of wet dreams then.”

She shook her head. “That was the first time I’ve ever seen semen.” She blushed and looked away.

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re fucking with me. Right?”

“Why is it so hard to believe? Why are you trying to make me feel bad about it?”

“I’m not!” I said. “I just… I find it hard to believe. I know you were raised in the faith, but c’mon… Never?”

“Never. One time I think I came close, when I started wearing panties. I was walking downtown and there was a lot of rubbing happening. I had to stop and sit down… It was a bit embarrassing—but I didn’t…”

“Come?” I said.

She giggled and bit her lip. “But last night. Wow. That felt so good. I’ve honestly never felt anything like it.”

“That’s insane,” I said, shaking my head. “Well good for you. You’re practically a saint.”

“Thanks,” she smiled. Then she poured a tall mug of coffee. She blushed again and then she eyed me. “We should do it again tonight.”

“Chloe,” I said. “Let’s just not talk about it.”

“I’ll blow you and you can just jerk me off again. It’s not like I’m asking you to blow me.” Her eyes glistened. Had I unleashed some sort of beast in her? Now that she had a taste for orgasms, was she going to expect them frequently?

“I’m not doing that again,” I said. “I had to soap, like, four times to get it off of my skin.”

“Yours didn’t exactly just disappear from inside of my body!” she said.

“Let’s just focus on being friends, alright? If we both really need a release every… month or so, we can work something out.” And then my phone buzzed: another reminder that I’d set earlier. “Shit,” I said. “We have dinner with my uncle and aunt before they leave for Ontario. I totally forgot. Shit—and it’s at that restaurant downtown that has the dress code. I was supposed to pick up that dress shirt from the cleaners.”

“I can pick it up for you,” Chloe smiled.

“Really? Oh man, that would be so helpful.”

“But at a price,” she grinned, leaning on the counter. I stared into her eyes for a moment before I realized she was back on the handjob thing again.

“What!? No way. Stop it with that. It’s not appropriate. Seriously.”

“Okay. I’m going to meet up with some friends tonight for drinks. I guess we will see each other later.”

“No,” I said, perking up. “You have to come to dinner too. They’re expecting both of us.”

“You never told me about this,” she grinned, playing dumb.

“Chloe,” I growled. “Don’t make this into a thing. Just come! It will only be an hour—two at most.”

“I’d rather go out and be with people who like me,” she said, turning away from me.

“Don’t do this,” I said, rushing up behind her. “They’ll think that we’re fighting. I want them to think everything’s normal. Please just come.”

“I’ll think about it… but it’s not likely,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “I really want to see my friends.”

“Chloe!” I groaned. “I know what you’re doing, and I think it’s wrong.”

“What am I doing? I can’t help that you never told me about this dinner.”

“I put it in the calendar,” I said.

“I didn’t know that. How am I supposed to know that?”

“I know you check it!” I said.

“Do I?” she smiled.

I stared into her eyes. I knew she wasn’t going to give me what I wanted—not without getting what she wanted. I squirmed. I groaned. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. “Will you be fast?” I whispered.

“What’s that? I can’t hear you.”

“Will you be fast!” I said, raising my voice. “And will you warn me when it’s going to happen, so I can move out of the way? And can I wear a glove?”

“I will be fast, I will warn you—but no, you can’t wear a glove! Don’t treat me like I’m diseased, Steven.”

“Fine!” I said. “Take it out. Let’s get it over with.”

“Wait. Now?” she said, eyes suddenly wide and glowing.

“When? Let’s just get it over with.”

“Oh. Okay,” she said, turning red. “Um. Okay. If you want to be in me when you do it, that’s okay with me too. Then it’s more like we’re both getting something out of it.”

Then I felt myself turning dark red. I nearly shouted the offer down, but then I thought about it. I’d already done it once, the night before. It did feel good—but I wasn’t holding and jerking her cock when I did it.

She suddenly dropped to her knees. “What are you doing, Chloe?”

She pushed her fingers through the opening in my pajama bottoms and grabbed my cock, making me gasp. She pulled it out. I looked around nervously, as if there was a chance of being caught.

“Seriously—what are you doing?”

“If you’re not in the mood, I can get you in the mood.”

“You’re being inappropriate. You can’t just push yourself on me like—oh…” I laughed nervously. “Your mouth is super warm right now. Oh—that feels kind of good. How are you doing that with your tongue? Okay, fine—just for a minute. But, uh, you’re coming to dinner tonight. And I’m just doing this for you as a favor—and because you’re blackmailing me. I just want to make that clear—oh shit—right there.” I felt an intense tingling. I reached down and grabbed a handful of her hair. I pulled her head tight into my crotch. She did a good job of deep throating me.

It really was nice, but then she stopped suddenly once I was erect, letting her saliva fall to the floor with a splat. She wiped her lips and stood up, turning around and bending over the kitchen counter. “Okay, Steve. Put it in me and jerk me off.”

“Don’t talk like that. It’s not proper,” I said, tensing up, feeling like God was staring down at me. My heart skipped a beat. At least I couldn’t see that cock. I tugged down her little shorts and her panties. I pushed my slicked cock between her butt cheeks. I pushed in deep. She moaned beautifully. I began to thrust.

It felt nice: tight, warm, with all of those pleasant, feminine moaning sounds. It was going just fine until she grabbed my hand and pulled it around front to grab her half-erect cock. “Stroke me, baby,” she whimpered.

I paused for a moment. My heart bounced in my chest. I could feel her big tip and her swollen veins. I bit hard on my tongue and I started to pump. She promised me she would be fast after all.

“Faster, baby,” she moaned. I wasn’t sure if she meant with my cock or hers, so I tried to pick up the pace with both, jerking her off faster and thrusting into her quicker.

“Oh fuck. Just like that, baby. Just like that,” she moaned, bouncing on my lap, taking the whole length of my cock.

She was hard in my hand now—and huge. Her cock was too big to wrap my fingers around.

She grabbed my hand and slid it up high, near her tip. “I’m so close,” she moaned. “Fuck—I’m so fucking close.”

“Should I let go?” I asked.

“Not yet. Keep pumping. I’ll tell you when. Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I—I think—I think I’m coming. Shit. Okay! Let go!”

But for some reason I kept pumping. For some reason, I didn’t let go. And for some reason, I leaned to the side to see what would happen. I don’t know why, but I wanted to see if it was real. I wanted to see what I kept my eyes closed for the night before… And then I saw it. I saw it all, as if it was happening in super-slow-motion. I saw the little hole on the tip of her cock widening. I saw white cream gushing out. I watched it flutter through the air and splat against the kitchen cupboards. I saw the next shot too—and the next one. I felt her cock twitching and fluttering in my hand. I pulled up with a clenched fist, squeezing out those final few blasts, and getting some warm cum on my fingers.

And then my body trembled all over. I groaned and my mouth fell open—and then I came inside of her. She gasped when she felt it. She even looked back at me with those wide, elated eyes. I stared into her eyes, and for a brief moment, I remembered those wonderful times we had together, before I knew about her secret.

We stayed like that for a minute, and then reality came rushing back to me. I cleared my throat and pulled out suddenly. “So you’re coming then,” I said firmly. “And you can pick up my dry-cleaning. A deal is a deal.”

I grabbed a tissue and wiped my cock before pulling my pants up. Then I watched as she fished her giant dick back into her little shorts. “Thanks, Steve,” she said softly.

She looked at me with a little smile. For a moment, the smile made me smile, filling me with a curious taboo excitement. Then, that excitement fluttered away as I realized I had a whole new problem on my hands. I didn’t have to worry about myself needing an occasional release—I had to worry about Chloe needing an occasional release. And because it was so new and exciting for her, I had a feeling that release wasn’t going to be quite so occasional…
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Chloe was perfectly pleasant during the dinner with my aunt and uncle. They absolutely adored her—and she was really putting on a good show for everyone—particularly for me, because she knew that I wanted her to maintain the image of a perfect wife, like there were no issues at all with our relationship. My aunt came up to me after the dinner and gave me a big hug. “I’m so proud of you, Steve. You found yourself a truly amazing woman.”

I smiled and hugged my wife as a wave of relief washed over me. It was nice to know that Chloe was willing to put on a show for me, but I hadn’t forgotten the price tag attached. And Chloe hadn’t forgotten either. After dinner, once we were in the car and away from other people, she looked me in the eyes and smiled before saying, “I went the extra mile for you. Are you happy?”

“I’m thrilled. Thanks for that.”

“You know, I didn’t have to do that.”

“I know you didn’t. But—I mean—I imagine you also want people to think that everything is fine and normal between us… Don’t you?”

“Is that all you care about? What people think about you?”

“No, of course not,” I said. “But I don’t want to be embarrassed either.”

“So you think that I’m embarrassing?” she asked, lowering her brow.

“Don’t put words in my mouth.”

“You’re putting words in your own mouth, Steve,” she groaned. Then she looked away from me.

“Let’s just focus on getting ready for the trip,” I said. “By the way—how are you going to wear a bikini on the beach? There’s no way you can hide that thing.”

“Maybe I won’t hide it,” she said. “A bulge isn’t going to kill anyone.”

I felt my skin tingling. “People will see, Chloe. They’ll talk behind our backs.”

“Maybe I don’t care about that,” she said.

“Maybe I do care.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t.”

“Maybe it’s not that easy!” I snapped.

She stared into my eyes for a long time. “What is it that you want from me, Steve? It seems like you want me to be someone else.”

“I want you to be the girl I married,” I said. “The girl I thought I was saying ‘I do’ to at the altar.”

“I am that girl, Steven. Nothing’s changed.”

I knew she was trying to make me feel guilty. It was working. But I felt like I was allowed to be bitter about the situation. I wasn’t necessarily blaming her, but I felt like I’d been deceived. Maybe it was partially my own fault, but did that mean I wasn’t allowed to have some resentment?

“You, on the other hand…” she said.

“Me what?” I said, turning to look at her again.

“You haven’t been the guy I thought I was marrying,” she said. “You used to be so sweet—so kind and funny. You would have done anything for me. Now you treat me like some sort of… sick animal that someone made you take care of while they left town.”

“Are you desperate to make me feel guilty? Because it’s working. You’ve done your job. I feel guilty, okay? I don’t want this for you. It’s not like I brewed this whole conundrum just to torment you. I’m in this too!”

“I’m not sure I know what you think is so horrible. So I have a dick—get over it! Nothing else is different from what you imagined it would be.”

I paused for a long moment, trying to process what she was saying. She was talking about her dick as if it was like a mole on her thigh that I didn’t know about. “There you go, making me feel guilty again.”

“You’re making yourself guilty. I’m not doing anything,” she said. “If you’re feeling guilty, maybe there’s a reason for it. I’m feeling guilty too, Steven. I haven’t slept very much since the wedding because I’ve been sick with guilt. I wish I could go back in time and tell you that I’m trans. If I could, I would. And then, I guess we probably wouldn’t be together. And I guess that’s what you want.” Now her eyes were starting to water, making the guilt swelling inside of me ten times worse: worse than it had ever been.

“I still love you,” I said, and then the car became silent. “That’s what’s making this so hard for me.”

“And I still love you,” she said. “So why can’t we move past this?”

“I just don’t know if I can.”

“Maybe you just need to try it and realize it’s not that big of a deal. Maybe you’d even like it.”

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head with closed eyes. “Try what? What are you saying?”

Then I saw that she was staring at me. That silence made a number of different scenarios play out in my mind—and I quickly realized that she was suggesting I be on the receiving end in the bedroom. I stuttered for a moment. I felt a wave of coldness tingling all over my skin.

“You’re messing with me right now, right?”

“I want this marriage to work. I want to get back to where we were. Maybe things won’t be exactly as you envisioned before we got married… Maybe they can be better.”

“This is just nuts,” I said, shaking my head.

“Do you believe in God, Steve?”

“What? Of course I do! What kind of question is that?”

“Do you believe in His plan?”

“Yes. Why are you bringing my faith into question?”

“Have you ever stopped to consider that maybe this is all part of His plan? Maybe it’s something He facilitated for you?”

I froze for a moment. I hadn’t thought about that possibility. It just seemed… unlikely. I had myself convinced that it was some sort of test… But what if Chloe was right?
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Iwasn’t excited, but I was willing to entertain her theory. I had faith in God, and deep down, I really did want to have a wonderful marriage.

Chloe went into the bathroom as soon as we got home, getting herself ready while I went into the bedroom to get myself ready. There wasn’t much for me to do: turn on the lamps, get the lubricant and the tissues out from the side table, and take off my clothes.

My body was trembling. I thought about running to the kitchen to take a few shots, to numb a bit of the terror that was brooding inside of me. But if this was what God wanted, then he probably wanted me to be present in the moment. Maybe—just maybe—Chloe had a point. Maybe I would like it…

I didn’t want to like it. I was afraid of liking it. I was a man, and I always assumed that men didn’t take it in the ass. That was reserved for ‘degenerates’, as my pastor put it. But life wasn’t so simple. This was more complicated than ‘is it straight or gay?’

I could hear her getting ready, though I wasn’t entirely sure what she was doing. I carefully stripped down. The room was warm, which was nice, but that didn’t stop me from shivering. I knew what was coming. I knew how big her cock was. I’d never put anything up there before—not even a finger, and now I was about to take something about as wide as a beer bottle.

I did love Chloe. I had to try to make this work. Maybe this was a step in the right direction. Maybe I just had to endure this… and maybe liking it wouldn’t be the end of the world.

“Are you ready, Steve?” she asked, making me jump. I spun around and saw that she was now in that white bridal lingerie: the outfit I never got to enjoy on our wedding day. I could see her large bulge, pointing up, across her stomach, hidden barely by white lace.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said, but my voice was broken: hardly a whisper. I kept staring at that bulge, thinking that I was making a huge mistake.

Then, she took a step forward, making her breasts bounce slightly: enough of a bounce that my gaze moved up to the rest of her body: the obviously feminine part of her body. I could see her nipples through the sheer lace top half of that outfit. Her legs looked amazing: smooth, thin, tucked into lacy stockings. And she had her hair done similarly to how it was done on our wedding day. I could still remember her walking down the aisle, even though it seemed to happen in a flash. My God, she was so beautiful that day. She was always beautiful…

She stepped towards me. I turned around and bent over. “Okay. Get it over with.”

She giggled and grabbed my wrist, spinning me around to face her. “We’ll have some foreplay, Steve,” she said, shaking her head. “Just relax. We’ll take it slow.”

“I don’t know if I want to take it slow. I—I think I just want to get it over with.”

“Try to enjoy it,” she said, and then she leaned in and kissed me. She put her hands on my sides. She filled my nostrils with her amazing perfume. I really couldn’t understand how her cock was so big, but her hands were so small. Her whole body was so petite. It almost seemed like that cock was some sort of curse, forced on her for being too beautiful.

We kissed for a long ten minutes. A part of me wanted to rush things along, just to get it all over with. Another part of me wanted to keep kissing, so we never had to get to that scary finale. At least her lips were soft and cushy like balloons. She gave me a bit of tongue, kissing me deeply and reminding me of how things were before we were married.

And then she used her hand to rub between my legs. It felt nice. I let her go on. I let her get me hard while we continued to kiss. I even let her grip my cock and pump it.

A glimmer of hope was glowing inside of me now. Maybe I did still have those strong feelings for Chloe that I had going into our wedding day. Maybe less had changed than I thought.

But if things were going to work out, we needed to find a way to make it a two-way street. I had to find a way to satisfy her sexual needs as well. I took a moment of pause while my heart rate jumped. I didn’t want to do it—but I knew I had to: I reached down and grabbed her cock, with that thin layer of lace between my hand and her shaft.

I gripped it firmly and rubbed. It was already hard. I tried hard not to groan or squirm. I tried my best not to look disgusted when she leaned back from me and moaned. She looked down and watched my hand as it caressed her package.

“Does, uh… Does that feel okay?” I asked.

“It feels really nice,” she said.

“Good, I guess,” I said, biting down on my lip. I could feel her veins through the lace. I could feel her big, bulging tip. I knew she was expecting more. And maybe this was my chance to make up for being such a shitty husband. Maybe this was my chance for tormenting her over the past few days. I didn’t want to do it, but I knew a perfect opportunity when I saw one.

I dropped to my knees. I bit hard on my tongue as I pulled her cock out the side of that racy lingerie. It stood tall, throbbing, warm. I took a deep breath and leaned in, pulling the shaft down so that her tip touched my lips. I tried so hard not to let out a groan as I opened my lips. Then I tried so hard not to cringe as I let the cock slide into my mouth, on my tongue.

She moaned. “Oh shit,” I heard her say. I reluctantly pressed my lips around it.

At least it didn’t taste bad. It actually had a pleasant smell, like floral soap and her perfume. She was clean and fragrant; I really couldn’t say the same for some of my past flings… Maybe this wasn’t so bad. I bobbed my head, feeling her whole shaft with my lips, exploring the bottom of her cock with my tongue. She moaned louder.

I have to admit that it was nice to hear those little moans. It was nice to know that I was pleasing my wife. It wasn’t quite as horrible as I was expecting. In fact, there was a curious satisfaction to it; it was nice to know that I could do it. And I loved her. I loved her enough that I wanted to make her happy. I was sick of making her sad. I couldn’t take being a disappointment any longer.

So I sucked. I sucked and sucked and sucked—for the next fifteen minutes, until I could taste pre-cum dribbling out her tip—and that wasn’t so bad either.

I let her push it deeper and deeper, pushing that enormous tip into my throat. I gagged slightly, but I endured. Now, I was doing it for her.

After everything I put her through, she deserved it. I was lucky she was still willing to give me a chance. I acted like a child, like a brat. This really wasn’t so bad. Her cock wasn’t some disgusting mutation attached to her body; it was just like any other part of her body. It didn’t really seem any different from eating out a pussy, quite honestly.

She pulled her cock out of my mouth and turned away from me. She was clenching her cock hard, red in the face. “What are you doing? Are you okay? Did I bite you or something without realizing it?”

“I’m trying not to come,” she said with a nervous laugh. “Just—Just give me a second.”

“Oh,” I said awkwardly. “I mean—I thought that was the point.”

“I want to go further,” she said, now looking into my eyes.

I froze. That familiar terror returned, but I pushed it away. I could do this. I had to do it for her. “Turn over,” she said.

“Okay,” I said softly. I went onto my stomach. I was expecting her to jam it into me, making me scream. Instead, she went in with her face. She gently licked my hole with her tongue, like a kitten lapping up milk. I clenched hard in response, and then I relaxed, letting a small laugh slip. “That feels funny. It’s, uh, actually kind of nice.”

I’d never had a girl lick my back door before. It was a weird feeling, but nice. It was strangely relaxing, and she was good at it. Her tongue moved in magical circles, and flicked and tickled in cute ways. I even let a soft moan out after a minute, which made me feel a bit embarrassed, but I felt oddly comfortable in the moment.

Her finger went in next, penetrating me. I clenched hard, but it didn’t hurt. She pumped that finger and kept licking my rim. “That’s nice,” I admitted. Then the second finger went in.

I gasped slightly but managed to relax. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in. Then, she was suddenly on top of me. She was sitting on my thighs, pointing her cock down between my butt cheeks. Once more, that terror returned. It wouldn’t have been so scary if her cock hadn’t been as long as the submarine sandwich I ate for lunch. “Ready, baby?” she asked.

“Just do it,” I groaned.

And then I felt the pressure. I felt her big tip pushing hard, prying my hole wide. I really didn’t think it was going to go in. It seemed impossible. My hole barely fit her two fingers, and that cock was as thick as a dozen fingers…

But it went in. It made me gasp. It made me perk up and it made me scream.

Then, her soft, gentle hands pushed me down and made me relax. She pushed deep. I felt all of it. But amazingly, I wasn’t curdling with disgust. I wasn’t wincing or revolting. It felt… fine. I could feel my hole stretching, but it didn’t feel bad. It didn’t feel like anything was going where it didn’t belong.

I quickly started to wonder what I’d been so afraid of.

She sunk half her cock into me, and that was enough for that first go. She pumped me slowly, getting me used to her amazing cock. Her thick veins made a pleasant rubbing on my rim, multiplying the euphoria that was quickly growing between my legs. “Alright,” I said with a sigh. “That feels okay.”

“You like it?” she asked.

“Maybe it’s not so bad,” I said. I wasn’t ready to admit it fully—but I did like it. I liked it way more than I thought I would—way more than I was afraid I would. But now, I wasn’t afraid to like it. Now, I knew that it wasn’t quite the taboo naughtiness I assumed it was.

It felt natural.

She pushed two more inches into me. “Is that okay?” she asked.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “It—It feels good.”

She laughed, and then she made a slow push, committing fully to the full insertion. I felt every inch going in: a dozen long inches, filling my anal cavity. It was probably more than I should have attempted on my first try, but it didn’t kill me. It still felt good, though I gagged for a moment, feeling like that cock was up in my throat.

She pinned me down on that bed. She got on top of me and drilled down. She used both her hands to push on my lower back. She fucked me with a growing intensity. My body rattled and drool fell from my mouth. My God, it was unbelievable. So maybe I did like it. Maybe I did like Chloe still… Maybe I even liked her more than I liked her before. Maybe this whole cock mix-up was actually a blessing in disguise. Maybe she was right about it being a gift from God and not some sort of punishment.

I wanted her to fuck my brains out. That night, she did—as long as she could last. She came inside of me, pumping me full of her thick, creamy trans cum. Once I could stand again, we switched spots. I fucked her ass and then I pulled out. “Turn around!” I said quickly. I made sure to come all over her long dick, watching those big globs running down her shaft and dripping off of her tip. She giggled.

“So you do like it then?” she asked.

“Maybe I do,” I blushed. “It might take me some time before I can really admit it though—let’s just leave it at that for now.”

She smiled, beaming as if I just told her the greatest news she’d ever heard. She bit her lip, hiding her smile poorly. Then she nodded her head quickly. “Okay. That sounds fair to me!”

I smiled and then I went to take a shower. I wasn’t mad when she slipped into the shower with me. She wasn’t mad when I slipped into her bed with her… I guess it wasn’t her bed anymore. Now it was our bed. Now, I was sure that we could make this work. It was already working.

Maybe we got off to a rocky start. It was my fault, and now I can admit it. I was immature about the situation I found myself in, but I’m thrilled that it happened. I’m glad that I was put through it because now I know that I can truly appreciate my wife.

I let her wear her bikini on our honeymoon. In fact, I encouraged it. I didn’t care if anyone saw that bulge. I was starting to feel a bit proud of that bulge. If only people knew just how good it felt… they would have been staring at me with jealous eyes (and I think some of them were).

So maybe I had no idea Chloe was trans when I married her, but maybe that was for the best. I probably wouldn’t have gone through with it had I known; I was too immature. But my God, I’m so glad I went through with it.

THE END
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FILMING THEM


Amanda is a videographer, struggling to find work during the pandemic. Teddy and Mavis are a married couple, struggling to find a spark in the bedroom. So when Teddy suggests trying out a little video session in the bedroom with his wife, it’s hard for Amanda to say no—especially when Teddy offers four thousand dollars to film for a single evening.

Amanda has never filmed two people getting it on before. It’s outside of her comfort zone, but she needs the money. She just needs to stay focussed for one hour while the couple gets it on. Though it’s hard to stay focussed when Teddy gets his wife undressed and exposes the footlong shaft between her legs.


CHAPTER 1
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His message was short and lacking details. “Just come out here and we’ll discuss the details once you get here.” I tried phoning him, but he didn’t pick up. Instead, he texted me his address.

“I really would like to go over the details before I make the drive,” I said.

“1:00 PM. Be here,” he said.

“But we should really talk about your budget and what exactly you’re looking for,” I replied. He didn’t message back.

I had no idea what I was getting myself into. Normally, I would have just turned down the job. But now I needed everything I could get. There weren’t many jobs for videographers—not since the whole pandemic started. Companies weren’t filming ads. Couples weren’t getting married. Even artists weren’t trying to promote their weird installation art.

My bank account went from impressive to concerning very fast. I was trying to make some extra cash filming YouTube videos. I got a few bucks for every thousand views that I got, but apparently people weren’t even watching YouTube videos during the pandemic… I’m not sure what people were doing with their time.

So I needed to find some money. I had to take what I could get. That’s why I put my services on that classifieds website. I felt ashamed posting my resume on the same page that people were using to advertise their prostitution services—but I needed the work. My post ended up sandwiched between a questionable private massage service and a local guy who cleaned septic tanks. And I was just about to delete the posting that I made—it had been up for five days and I hadn’t gotten a single bite—when message appeared on my phone. “I need a video guy. I live out in the country. You free today?”

I packed up all of my gear into my car and I plugged his address into my GPS. It was far away: about eighty minutes of driving—probably close to half a tank of gas round trip. So I was praying that I would be paid more than the fifty bucks I was going to end up dropping in gas.

I had no idea what I was on my way to shoot. I had no idea how long he needed me. I had no idea if the guy even had money to pay me. Usually, I had some time to prepare between gigs. Usually I got my clients to sign contracts and transfer half the amount as a deposit beforehand. Now, I was just running on hope. I had no idea what this man wanted, so I was packing all of my gear: lights, sliders, tripods, monitors, gimbals, my drone—everything. It took forty minutes to haul everything down into my car.

I sighed and shook my head as I fired up my engine. I needed gas to make the drive, so I pulled into a gas station and spent a good chunk of what was left in my bank account on gas. Then I started out into the country.

It was a long drive—longer than expected. It didn’t help that I got lost on the backroads. When I finally found the proper range road, my heart started pounding. I was no longer in reception. I had no idea what I was getting into. What if this guy wanted me to film him murdering some children or something? What if he wanted me to film myself being murdered?

I drove by a farm that looked familiar. I was pretty sure that it was the same farm where that deranged cereal killer buried all of those bodies.

I could feel beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck. I could feel them trickling down my back, making the hairs on my body stand upright. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath in. “It’s going to be fine,” I said to myself. I tried to imagine more positive scenarios. Maybe the guy just wanted me to film his dog playing in his yard. Maybe he was willing to pay a lot of money for whatever it was he needed. Maybe he was a nice guy. Maybe he would refer me to dozens of new clients.

Or maybe he was a serial rapist and I was his next victim.

I took a deep breath in.

It didn’t help that I was a female. It didn’t help that I was small and dainty. It didn’t help that I was pretty—at least according to the men who hit on me from time to time. I didn’t want to give some freak the wrong idea by showing up on his property alone. Maybe I should have put on some jeans, even though it was a very hot day. Maybe wearing short shorts was a bad idea.

I wiped the sweat from my forehead as I saw his address appearing in the distance. “Here we go,” I said to myself.

He lived on a forested acreage. The trees were old and massive. There were no neighbours for miles. The temperature dropped suddenly as I drove into the shade of his private forest. It was the perfect place to murder someone and get away with it. Maybe I should have told some friends where I was going.

I looked down at my dashboard. I’d already used nearly a quarter tank of gas. “Shit,” I muttered. I prayed the pay from this gig would cover the loss.

His driveway was long and winding. Finally, after a minute of slowly driving, I arrived at a large log home. Three large dogs swarmed my car and started barking. One jumped up and pressed his face against my window. He growled and spread his saliva from one end of my window to the other. His long claws scraped my glass.

My heart rate increased. I suddenly had the urge to flee. I put my car into reverse, and then I saw the big dog in my rearview. I didn’t want to kill the dog, but I did want to get the hell out of there. My hands were suddenly trembling. Then I heard someone yelling. “Hey! Down from there!”

A bearded man was walking out from the woods. He was holding a large axe. I could feel my face turning white as my body filled with regret. I should have never accepted that job.

Now the man with the axe was coming up to my window. I tried to force a smile, but I could feel that my body was completely tense.

“You the video person?” he asked with a brooding look.

I nodded my head slowly as I wondered if his axe would be able to smash through my window and chop my head off in the same swing.

“Perfect timing,” he said. “How long you need to set up?”

I just stared at him, not sure how to reply. “What?” I said.

“Open your window!” he said.

I rolled it down two inches. Then he walked up and pressed his lips through the opening. “I said, how long do you need to set up?”

“Set up for what?” I asked, leaning away from him. He had awful breath.

“For the shot,” he said.

“What shot?”

“Oh right,” he said, leaning back. He let out a big laugh, sounding a bit like Santa Claus. Then he leaned back in. “I forgot we didn’t talk about the shot. I need you to shoot me jumping on my bike, while I slam a beer. It’s going to be hilarious. My friends are going to die.”

“Sorry, what?” I said.

“Okay, here’s the set up: I’m going to get on my dirt bike. I’ve got a whole case of Bud, so we can do a few takes. I’ve set up a jump down at the end of my property. I’m going to hit the jump while smashing a Bud, and you’re going to get it all on film. That’s your thing, right?”

“My thing?” I said, suddenly filled with more regret than ever before.

“You film stuff, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Cool. So it should only take like fifteen minutes for you to set up and get the shot, right? What do you think—like twenty bucks?”

“Twenty bucks?” I said. “I mean—I spent about fifty on gas getting here.”

His smile went away and that brooding look came back. I felt my body tense up with fear again. I looked to the side and saw his snarling German Shepherd. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “Maybe thirty dollars?” I said, trying not to cry.

“Twenty-five and it’s a deal,” he said.

So I filmed his stupid thing for twenty-five dollars. It actually took two hours because he had a hard time synchronising his beer drinking with his motorbike jumping. And with each take, he was a bit drunker, making him less coordinated. Finally, after the twelfth take, he did it good enough that he was happy. He paid me in change, which I didn’t bother to count, and then I started my long journey home. I cried on the way, knowing I just wasted money on the dumbed gig of my lifetime.

I probably should have deleted that classifieds posting when I got home, to make sure I didn’t end up getting roped into another gigantic waste of time. But I was so emotional that I went straight to my shower and cried. Then I made a $0.90 pack of ramen noodles, ate half a bowl, and went to sleep.


CHAPTER 2
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Ihad no new job offers in the morning. People weren’t even asking to rent my gear. A year earlier, I was emailed every day by people in the industry wanting to rent my gear. I usually let reputable people use my gear for a lower price than the gear houses were offering. Since the pandemic started, I only had a single guy asking to rent my drone. I made the mistake of letting him rent it without signing a contract first. He crashed it into a tree and it cost me two hundred dollars to repair it—eighty dollars more than he rented it for.

So I spent the day making a video for YouTube. It seemed like a better use of time than sulking.

The video was simple and stupid: filming my cat as she tried to catch a dancing toy. I tried to light my cat using my LED lights, to make it seem more cinematic. It wasn’t an Oscar winning video, but at least it was something. At least it would be a few dollars in the bank thanks to ad revenue.

While I was uploading the video to YouTube that night, an email appeared in my inbox. “Videography inquiry,” was the subject.

I clicked it quickly. My heart fluttered with hope. A year earlier, I got similar messages two or three times per day. Sometimes it would take me days just to get around to reading the inquiries. But now, I was desperate. I needed anything I could get.

“Hello good sir or madame,” was how the email started. “My name is Daniel and I am looking for a videographer who is comfortable with filming a project of a sexual nature.” My stomach turned. I nearly stopped reading the email right there—and I would have stopped, had there been any other job offers on the table. Now, I was willing to read ahead, just to satisfy my curiosity. “My wife and I have been advised by our therapist to try new things in the bedroom. This is a bit embarrassing for me to write, but I have no experience using film equipment. My wife and I tried to use our phones, but filming the act on our phones just doesn’t have the same excitement as having an actual camera person in the room.” I bit down on my tongue. Something about the message made me feel ill. I imagined an eighty year old man typing the message slowly on his computer while his eighty-five-year-old wife sat naked on the bed, covered in liver spots and drooping skin.

Was I really so desperate for work that I was bothering to finish reading the message? It wasn’t the first time someone asked me to film their home pornography. I got a similar proposition about once per month, and I always deleted them immediately. Now, I found myself thinking about filming that motorbike jump. I remembered that horrible feeling, counting nickels and dimes once I got home, thinking about applying for a job at Burger King.

I was just about to close down the email, and then I read the next line. “I know that this is probably an awkward proposition for you—as it is for me—but we would be willing to pay a good price for your services. I’m not sure what you generally charge by the hour, and I’m sure that you would charge more for this particular job, and that is fine. I have made a lot of money in my career and don’t mind paying for a higher quality product. Please just let me know what would charge for this kind of work. We are hoping to film tomorrow night.”

My stomach groaned again. I imagined myself in the room with some old couple while they fucked. I imagined myself getting my camera close to some old man’s swinging ball sack. I imagined myself getting splashed by some chick’s fluid ejection. I imagined all of the smells of a strange couple having sex. There was no way I could do the job, even though I was desperate. I wasn’t a pornographer and I had no intention of becoming one…

Though this wasn’t technically pornography. According to the potential client, it was ‘therapy’. A licensed doctor made the suggestion. So maybe it would just be like helping with a medical thing… At least that was one way to justify it.

Maybe they had a large bedroom and I could just put long lenses on my camera. I could stay far back and maybe I could shoot it like an artsy thing. I had lots of photographer friends who shot boudoir. Boudoir is artsy. I’ve seen lots of artsy nudes. Maybe sex can be artsy too.

No—I didn’t want to film the old people having sex. I was desperate, but I wasn’t that desperate. But I also didn’t want to be rude. So I thought for a long time about how to reply. “That’s not generally something I do,” I said. “But thank you for considering me, and good luck finding someone!”

He replied quickly. “We would be willing to pay a good sum for your services,” he said.

And once again, my mind started racing with different justifications. It would be quick. They couldn’t possibly fuck for more than an hour. I didn’t need to bring in much: my camera, a single lens, and a few lights. I could set up a microphone above the bed, to capture all the audio. But then I would also have to edit it—which meant a few more hours staring at their old, naked, pasty bodies. My stomach groaned, begging me to turn the offer down.

“Honestly,” I replied. “I wouldn’t do something like this for less than two thousand dollars.” It was nearly ten times my usual rate, and I was positive that he was going to turn the offer down. He could certainly find someone more desperate than me to film his sex video for much less—probably in the range of three to five hundred bucks.

“That’s fine and totally reasonable. If we start at 5:00 PM tomorrow, does that work for you?” I stared for a long moment at his reply. My heart plunged down into the pit of my stomach.

I still didn’t want to do the job. “That two thousand is just for shooting the film,” I replied. “Editing and processing is another two thousand.” Now I was positive I was going to be turned down.

But then he replied. “That sounds reasonable,” he said. “So does 5:00 PM work?”

And I was just about to tell him that I was already booked up for the next few weeks—then I imagined having four thousand dollars in my bank account. Four grand would go a long way. It was enough to feed me and pay my rent for a couple of months. It was enough to upgrade some of my old gear. It was enough to pull me through the rest of that damned pandemic.

I looked down at my fingers and saw that they were trembling. I took a deep breath and bit down on the edge of my tongue. I closed my eyes. I felt so ashamed for even considering the offer, but how could I turn down so much money? I’d accepted less than half of what I was being offered to film two-week-long events. I did a whole eight day medical conference for just eight hundred dollars, a few months before. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. It’s not like I had to put it on my resume. It’s not like I was being asked to touch the naked people while they fucked. I didn’t even have to look at them—I just had to keep my eye on my camera screen and make sure the framing was okay.

“Okay,” I replied. “I can do 5:00 PM.”

Before I went to bed, he sent me the address and an e-transfer for the full amount: four thousand dollars. My legs went numb as I watched the money appear on my online banking statement.

Of course I didn’t get much sleep. The terrible sights and sounds and smells of that future job were already haunting me. I was already cringing at the thought of coming into contact with some fluid or another. Oh God—what if cum got on me? What if the man made eye contact with me while his old lady wife was giving him a blowjob?

In the morning, I drank an entire pot of coffee. My hands were shaking and my heart was racing. I found myself in an internal struggle, trying to figure out a way to turn the job down and keep the money. Of course I knew that I only really had two options: film the sex and keep the money, or stay home and return the money.

And by lunchtime, I was leaning more towards returning the money. I even logged into my bank account to send the money back—and that’s when I noticed that my bills had gone through. I had already spent two hundred dollars of what the man had sent me. “Shit,” I said. I didn’t even have the money to send back to him—not the full amount, anyway. And I couldn’t just send him most of it and promise to send the rest later, because I had no idea how long it would be before I had expendable cash.

I was locked into the job. And now, the minutes were quickly ticking by. The horrible hour was approaching.

I loaded the necessary gear into my car. I made sure my camera was already set up and my lights were already loaded with fresh batteries. I didn’t want to spend any more time in that house than I needed to.

Usually, I showed up early for jobs. This time, I planned to be right on time—maybe even a few minutes late. There weren’t going to be any second or third takes. I didn’t care if my shots were shaky, slightly out of focus, or just downright bad. They never said anything about getting pretty shots—they just wanted to see themselves fucking, so that’s all they were going to get.

I pulled up to the house at 5:05 PM. I stayed in my car for a few minutes, staring at the large home. It was two stories, with probably four thousand square feet of living space. There was a nice black BMW parked in the driveway. They couple was clearly wealthy. Maybe I should have asked for more money.

The front door suddenly opened and a man stepped out. He wasn’t old, like I was expecting. He was actually young—younger than me. He couldn’t have been older than twenty-five. He was clean-shaven and well-dressed. He waved at me with a smile. I stared at him for a moment, wondering if I had the wrong house. Then I waved back.

He motioned for me to come into his house. So I turned off my car, grabbed my gear, and hauled it all up his steps. I made sure to only pack a single load of gear. I didn’t want to be making two or three or four trips—especially once I was finished. As soon as they were done fucking, I was getting the hell out of there.

The smell of Febreze hit me as I walked through the door, into their sparkling lobby. “Welcome,” the man said with a big smile. “Can I help you with your gear? Do you need a glass of water? We also have Coca Cola, coffee, tea, sparking water—anything you want.”

I was tempted to ask for a shot of whiskey. “I’m fine, thank you,” I said with a smile. I kept my mask on, even though he wasn’t wearing one, and the house was clearly super clean. I didn’t need him seeing any more of my face than he had to see. I planned to keep that mask on the whole time.

“Thank you so much for coming. I know that it’s short notice, and you must be very busy,” he said, clutching his hands at his pelvis. He was clearly nervous, unable to stand still.

“It’s fine. Are you the guy? I mean—the guy who’s going to be… you know?”

He laughed and looked down at his feet. “Yes, it will be my wife and I.”

“I thought you would be older,” I said.

“Why’s that?” he said, looking up with wide eyes.

I shrugged my shoulders. “No reason,” I said. I didn’t want to tell him that it’s usually old people who want to do weird shit, like film themselves having sex in front of a stranger.

“Well we will get started soon,” he said. He cleared his throat. “My wife is just, uh, getting herself ready. This is really for her more than it, uh, is for me.”

“Okay,” I said. “Where can I set up?”

“In the bedroom, but that’s where she’s getting ready—so we’ll just give her a few minutes. You don’t mind waiting, do you? I hope I’m not wasting your time. It’s just that… This means a lot to her. It’s something she’s wanted to do for a while—apparently. I mean—I didn’t know until we went over it with our therapist. We’ve only been married for three months. We were dating for almost a year. In fact, I think it’s almost the anniversary of our meeting. Isn’t that funny?”

“You’ve only been together a year?” I asked.

I looked around and couldn’t spot a picture of his wife anywhere.

“Well, we were friends for many years before—just friends.”

“But I thought you said you just met a year ago,” I said, narrowing my eyes. He was nervous and clearly his nerves were making him babble nonsense. He probably didn’t even realise he was talking nonsense.

“Yes, well, it’s complicated. She sort of… reinvented herself. But it’s been tough for her.” He cleared his throat. “We haven’t, uh, consummated our marriage yet.”

I tried not to groan. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing—and I didn’t understand what I was hearing. None of it made any sense. He was talking nonsense. How could he have been married for three months and they’d never had sex? Why would he hire a videographer to film him having sex with his wife for the first time?

I just stared at him. I was starting to think that I signed myself up for something a bit more weird than two normal people having sex.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. He stared at the screen and his face turned red. “Okay,” he said, taking a deep breath. “She’s ready for us.”

“I’ll need ten minutes to set everything up before we start shooting.”

“That’s fine,” he said. He took another deep breath. “Take all the time you need.”

He led me to the stairs. It was a tall staircase. I grunted as I hauled all of my gear up to the top. He offered to help, but I didn’t want him touching my things. He hadn’t had sex yet, but I already saw him as ‘tainted’, as if he was already covered in sweat and cum and female ejaculate. I was counting down the seconds until this night was over in my head.

We went down a long hallway to a large room. He opened the door and waved me inside. In that moment, I realised that I hadn’t told anyone where I was. If I went missing, nobody would be able to find me. Maybe he was a crazy stalker. Maybe he had been following me for years. Maybe he thought that I was his wife, and he thought he was going to have sex with me for the first time.

I paused. “Are you okay?” he asked.

I nodded my head slowly. I cleared my throat. “I’m totally fine,” I said.

I went into the room. Thankfully, it was large. I could set my lights up in the corners and I could stay near the wall, far from the bed. I could shoot everything on my 50mm-105mm lens. That would be fine for wides and closeups, without having to change glass.

I looked around. There was no woman there. My heart started pounding harder. “I’ll just set up and then you guys can go at it.” I took a deep breath. “I’ll just, uh, shoot and move around. Try to ignore me. If I need you to stop, I’ll tell you to stop, but I’m hoping we can just get everything we need in a single go.”

“That sounds fine,” he said.

I looked around again. “Where’s your wife?” I said.

“She’ll be out soon,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. I opened my light bag and extended my light stands. I got everything set up quickly, not caring too much about how it looked. I just needed enough light to be able to properly expose my camera. It didn’t need to look cinematic or dramatic—it just needed to be lit. I got my camera onto my small gimbal, which I planned on using for the entire shoot. I made sure my settings were all correct, and then I looked at the man, who was still standing by the door, watching me with wide, scared-looking eyes. “I’m ready,” I said, still sensing that something was off.

“Okay,” he said. He turned around and leaned out the door. “Mavis!” he shouted. “We’re ready for you!”

He stepped into the room. “She’s a bit shy,” he said to me. “But like I said, it was her idea. This is what she wants.”

“It’s all good. Just pretend like I’m not here.”

He stared into my eyes. “Actually,” he said. “We want you to make yourself known. It would be great if you could really be close to the action, where my wife can see you. See… it’s complicated, but my wife has a hard time getting aroused. It’s not so simple for me to get her aroused—so that’s where you come in.” My heart was once again plunging down into my gut.

“What?” I said.

“It’s her fetish—to be filmed. If she can’t see or sense you, then it might turn her off. It’s important that she stays aroused. Please—you don’t have to get too close, but please stay where she can see you, if possible.”

I was silent for a long moment. “O—Okay,” I said.

I heard her coming. I had no idea what she looked like, but I was expecting something crazy: maybe she was obese or maybe she was forty years older than him. Maybe she had a weird disability that would be hard to ignore. The man seemed afraid of her, so naturally I was afraid of her too.

He was trembling and white in the face. He closed his eyes and took a series of deep breaths, as if a violent bull was about to enter the room. What was this girl’s deal? Why was she so terrifying?

She stepped in. The man stared at her with a big, nervous smile. She looked at me with a small, shy smile. She was completely normal looking—quite beautiful even. She had long blonde hair, pretty pink lips, high cheek bones, and a thin but curvy body. She was wearing white lingerie—like something a girl would wear on her wedding night. The lace was slightly see-thru, so I could see her big nipples and the contour of her large breasts.

“Hi there,” she said softly.

“Hi,” I said. “I’m Amanda. I’m going to be filming you today.”

“I’m Teddy, by the way,” the man said. His wife looked at him, and he retracted, as if she was about to hit him. But she seemed totally harmless. She was petite and gentle and soft-spoken. Why was he so afraid of her? Why was he so nervous?

“Did Teddy tell you everything?” she asked.

“Yeah, I think so,” he said suddenly. “I went over everything with you, Amanda, didn’t I? I think so. She says we can just get started and she’ll film everything, so should we just get started? Or do you maybe want to do this another day? We can wait until another day—we don’t have to do this right now.”

“We can do it now,” Mavis said, looking at her husband. “You just need to relax.” She giggled and leaned forward to kiss him on the lips.

He didn’t relax. He remained stiff, breathing heavily, constantly looking over at me. “Are you rolling?” he asked me.

“I can start,” I said.

“Start. We’ll see if it works,” he said.

I pressed record. “Um, it works,” she said. “We’re rolling.” It seemed like a strange thing to say: ‘We’ll see if it works.’

He looked at his wife. “Is it working for you?” he asked.

She smiled. “Give it a minute,” she said. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I guess we should get you undressed.”

“Already?” he said.

She nodded her head. Then she reached down and grabbed the base of his shirt. She pulled it up slowly, revealing his bare torso. He wasn’t very muscular. He was actually quite skinny—with no ab or pec definition at all. I guess he didn’t land a hottie with his body.

She dropped to her knees and grabbed his belt buckle. My heart skipped a beat. I was starting to feel ill, knowing I was about to see two people having sex. I’d never been anywhere near other people having sex before—and it was definitely not something I wanted to film. It didn’t help that they both kept side-eyeing me.

“Try not to look at me,” I said. My voice was low and shaken. I took a step back and bumped into the wall, but it still didn’t seem like far enough away as she slipped his pants down to his ankles.

Now he was just in boxers. His skin was pale, and his legs were smooth and hairless. His wife ran her hands down his legs. “You shaved,” she said.

She smiled nervously. “Just in case,” he said.

“I don’t think we’ll need it,” she said.

“Really?” he said. His eyes became wide.

I had no idea what was going on. I’d seen a few porn movies before, and the porn stars didn’t talk like this.

“Oh God,” he said, closing his eyes and tilting his head back. Everything about the little rendezvous was weird and uncomfortable. But it was underway, and every passing second was one second closer to it being finished. I dropped down to one knee to get a new angle. I zoomed in slightly, framing out his face, getting closer to his boxers for when she pulled them down.

She had her fingers on his waistband. She was pulling down slowly, revealing his shaved pelvis. Slowly, his pale cock emerged. It was small and flaccid—only about two inches long. Maybe he was a grower. I looked up from my camera monitor and saw that his eyes were still closed. Now, his face was dark red.

Why did he shave his legs for this? It certainly wasn’t helping his lack of manliness.

I felt awkward as I zoomed in on his cock. I tried not to cringe as she wrapped her fingers around it and pulled back his foreskin. She leaned in and licked his lip, and I nearly groaned.

I wasn’t a prude, but I didn’t want to be in the room while other people fucked. There was something off-putting about other people being naked together—and soon, there was going to be penetration and sweat and other fluids being transferred. It was hard not to gag. Maybe I should have taken a Xanax before leaving the house.

She opened her mouth and put his flaccid penis on her tongue. She closed her lips firmly around his shaft and began to bob her head back and forth. He moaned. I moved quietly down the wall to get a new angle. I had no idea how I was going to edit this movie together. Maybe I could just give them an unedited cut and tell them that I did some colour work to it.

I moved around so I could see her face as she bobbed on the cock. She had a pretty face. It was hard to believe that she ended up with a skinny, short, pale man who shaved his legs. But I suppose he was quite wealthy. They lived in a very nice house in a very nice neighbourhood. He said that he made a bunch of money with some sort of business venture. Maybe she was just a gold digger. Or maybe she saw through his appearance… Maybe he was just a really nice guy.

She leaned her head back for a breath of air. Now, her husband was erect. His cock was long and pointing forward, bobbing as a drop of saliva fell from his tip to the floor. I tried to get a good shot of the glistening cock.

I was starting to feel less like gagging. My stomach was churning a bit less. I was starting to focus more on getting good shots so that I could edit the movie together properly—and that focus helped to distract me from the fact that I was filming pornography. I didn’t pay fifteen thousand dollars for film school so that I could film pornography. But I did pay that money so I could learn to shoot nice shots, so that’s what I was doing now.

I moved in closer, inching forward on my knees, staying low. The low angle helped to make his cock look bigger. I panned up for a shot of his face as she went to suck him again, and then I panned down and got a good shot of her plump lips sliding along his shaft. She opened her eyes and looked at me for a moment, making my heart leap. I felt like I was being so invasive, even though I was only doing exactly what they asked me to do.

I watched on my monitor as her face turned red. Was I too close? Was I making her uncomfortable? She let out a soft moan. “Oh God, it’s really working,” she said.

“Really?” he said.

I still had no idea what they were talking about, but I was about to find out.

I inched closer again, to get a nice closeup of her tongue as it slid along his erect, throbbing cock. Up close, with my camera zoomed in, I could see every detail on his veiny throbber, and every little drop of saliva that formed down his cock. I panned slowly and smoothly to her face: her glistening lips, thick eyelashes, and glowing eyes. She looked right into the camera lens for a moment, and then she smiled nervously before turning back to that cock for one last suck.

She leaned back. “I think I’m ready,” she said.

“Really?” he said with big eyes. I went to him to get his reaction.

She nodded her head.

“Can I see?” he said.

She stood up. Then she reached into her lingerie, as if she was going to pull the lacy garment out from her pussy. But instead, she flipped out a big, erect cock. Teddy gasped and pressed his hand against his lips. I froze with my camera right on the action: perfectly framing that enormous, real penis.

“You—You’re hard,” he said.

She nodded her head. “I’m really hard.”

“So it’s really working?” he said.

She nodded her head with a smile. Then the room became silent.

“W—What’s happening?” I asked, even though I knew I was supposed to stay quiet.

They both looked at me. “Didn’t he tell you?” she said.

“Sorry—I don’t think I mentioned it,” he said, biting his bottom lip.

“What?” I said.

“My wife is transgender,” he said. “But she hasn’t been able to get an erection with me. We’ve been in therapy for months. This—This is the first time.”

I was shocked into silence. It was hard to believe that she was trans—she was so pretty, prettier than any trans girl I’d ever seen. Or maybe I’d seen many pretty trans girls without realising that they were trans.

“It’s embarrassing,” she said. “But being with men is new to me. Just over a year ago, I was just starting to transition, and I was still with women.”

“We just needed to find what turns her on,” Teddy said. Then he looked down at her big erection. “I think this was it.” He cleared his throat. “We should probably keep going before we lose it.”

She nodded her head. “I think that’s a good idea,” she said. “Do you want to suck it?”

“O—Okay,” he said.

I was still too shocked to move. I wasn’t just filming a pornography—I was filming a very strange pornography. Now, I was filming a man as he sucked his wife’s cock. He was on his knees, with both hands clutching her giant cock. He was bobbing his face on her tip, slurping it like he’d been waiting his whole life for a chance to taste it. My stomach churned again. I inched further back.

He tried to deep-throat her, but she was too big. He was gagging before he had half of her cock in his mouth. She reached down and grabbed his head with both of her hands. She held him firmly and began to thrust in and out of his mouth. He moaned and saliva fell out from his mouth. “That feels good,” she said.

He leaned back and caught his breath. “I’m so happy,” he said with glowing eyes as he looked up at her.

I suppose it was nice to think that I was helping them and making them happy. But still, everything about the scenario was strange and awkward.

I moved around to get a new angle. I stood up and framed up her top half as she pumped into his face. She looked over at me again for a split second before turning red. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Oh God,” she said. “I’m so horny right now.”

“You’re so hard,” he said, muffled by her cock.

She reached down and scooped one of her tits out from her lingerie, letting it hang out for the camera to see. Then she gently pinched her nipple and began to tease it by rolling it side to side. She moaned.

Then her husband stood up. I stepped back and zoomed out, to get the whole picture. He stepped in. I thought he was going to kiss her, but instead, he pressed his erection against her erection. She was nearly twice as big as him. He squeezed their cocks together with both hands and pumped up and down. She giggled as he turned a shade of dark red all over. I still couldn’t believe what I was witnessing.

“Are we going to do it?” she asked softly.

“I think I’m ready,” he said.

She smiled. “Okay. Bend over.”

He paused, and then he spun around. He leaned over and pressed his hands down on the bed. Mavis grabbed his butt cheeks and spread them wide with both hands, exposing his puckering asshole. It looked tight. I bit my tongue and zoomed in for a closeup, just a moment before she pressed her thick cock between his cheeks. She was as thick as a can of soda, and as long as her own forearm. It was hard to believe her cock was real—and it was no wonder that she had a hard time getting it up—it probably needed four pints of blood just to be hard!

He closed his eyes and groaned. She rubbed her tip against his hole. I moved around for a new angle. I wasn’t excited to watch her fuck him with that beast of a cock. I had a hard time believing he could survive such a brutal cock—but he was about to try.

She began to push. He groaned. “Just relax,” she said. “Like you’ve been practising.”

He took a big deep breath in and then he let it out loudly. Suddenly, her tip pushed into him. He gasped. “Stay relaxed,” she said, gently rubbing his bum. She pushed in further: another two inches, making him groan and squirm. I couldn’t believe the size of that cock. I couldn’t look away from it. I couldn’t believe how big it was! Her veins alone were as thick as my fingers.

“Oh God, it’s so big,” he said.

“You’re doing fine,” she said, pushing another two inches into him. He clutched the bed sheets and moaned. She pushed more into him.

“I can feel it in my stomach,” he said—and she wasn’t even halfway inside of him yet.

“Relax, Teddy,” she said, gently caressing him again. She grabbed his hips and pushed another two inches into him. I sunk low for a new angle. From below, I could see his anus stretching. I could see it turning red. I could see him trying to clench, to stop her from going further in, but she just kept pushing: another inch, another two inches, another three inches.

“That’s enough,” he said. “That’s all I can take.”

“We’ll stop there for now,” she said with a small smile. Then she gently began to thrust in and out of him. He moaned loudly. His body trembled. Her cock was a shade of red from being squeezed so tightly by his anus—but she was still rock-hard.

“How does it feel?” she asked. I crept up next to their bed to get a good shot of her face. Her one tit was still out, and it was bouncing slightly every time she thrusted into his body. I sunk down low to get a shot of his dark red face. He was biting hard on his tongue and trying not to scream.

“It feels good,” he said. “Oh God, I can feel it so deep inside of me!”

She started pumping him faster, making him moan louder. I moved around and got different angles of the fucking, since it was somewhat repetitive. She slapped him on the ass a few times, leaving dark red hand prints. After a few minutes, she was plunging deeper into his body, almost getting her whole monster-sized-cock inside of him

“You’re going to make me come,” he said. “Oh God, I’m going to come.”

“Wait,” she said. She pulled out, leaving him with a gaping asshole. Then she helped to flip him over onto his back. She pulled him down so that his ass was right on the edge of the bed. Now, his erect penis (which looked tiny compared to hers) was on his stomach. It was throbbing and twitching, as if it really was about to burst.

“I want to see,” she said. “And we should get the camera to see.”

She pressed her tip back up against his gaping asshole. She pushed into him, making him groan again. He winced his head to the side. Then I sunk to my knees to get a good shot of his penis tip. I made sure that I wasn’t in its sights. I didn’t want to get cum on me or on my equipment. I fully zoomed my camera and stayed at my safe distance as she began to pump into him.

“Oh my God, is that your cock?” he said, looking down at his stomach. Every time she thrusted into him, a lump would appear on his stomach.

“Yeah,” she said, reaching down to rub the tip of her penis through his abdomen. It didn’t seem right. How was he not in intense pain? How was she not shredding the inside of his body?

He watched that lump as it came and went, as she pumped his asshole. “Fuck, I’m about to come,” he said.

I inched a bit closer, to make sure I got the cumshot properly. He reached at his sides and grabbed two handfuls of bedsheets. Then he groaned loudly and came. Cum spewed all over his chest and abdomen, and even a bit on the underside of his chin. “Fuck!” he screamed. Every time she pumped, cum flew out from his cock. And he apparently had a lot of cum built up inside of him.

I was strangely mesmerised watching him unload all over himself while his wife thrusted into him. But what came next mesmerised me more than anything.

She pulled out and grabbed her shaft firmly with one hand. She squeezed and let out a soft whimper, then massive blasts of cum began to coat Teddy’s body. I gasped from behind the camera. I’d never seen cum blasts so big—not with the few men I’d been with, and not in the few porn movies I’d seen. I covered my mouth so I wouldn’t ruin the audio recording.

She was coating him completely with buckets of cum. She squeezed her cock harder. That cum continued to blast. It seemed like an entire minute went by before she was finished, and his whole body was slicked with thick white goo. Even his cock was covered and dripping with her substance.

She took a moment to catch her breath. He took a moment to catch his. I snapped out of my daze and managed to get a few reaction shots, ending my recording. Then I cleared my throat and stood up, taking a step back from the couple.

“I—I think I got everything I need to make a video,” I said.

They both looked at me, making my heart tremble. “Are you sure?” they asked.

I nodded my head. “Yep,” I said. I took another step towards the door. Then I realised my audio and lighting equipment was still in the room. I didn’t want to stay for a minute longer, but I couldn’t leave without my stuff. So I put my camera down and tried not to look at the cum-slicked Teddy as I walked to the corner to take down one of my lights.

“Thank you for helping us,” Teddy said, sitting himself up.

“No worries,” I said, still refusing to look over at him.

“It means a lot to us,” he said. “That was the first time—that was the first time we’ve had sex.”

“That’s great,” I said. My hands were trembling now. I wanted to be out of that house. I didn’t feel comfortable. I was starting to feel the shame brewing inside of me. I shouldn’t have accepted that job. It wasn’t worth the money. Now, I was going to have a lifetime of uncomfortable memories: images in my head of a trans woman coming all over her scrawny husband. Those images were already flashing in my mind—and I hadn’t even started editing the footage yet.

“I’ll just take down my lights and then I’ll be out of your hair.”

“You’re welcome to stay,” Mavis said. She pushed her breasts back into her lingerie. Then she grabbed her large cock and stuffed it back between her legs. There was still a big bulge, but it was strangely invisible, tucked in that white lace one-piece. “Have a drink and relax a little bit.”

“No thank you,” I said quickly. I didn’t want to get roped into whatever weird shit they had in mind. I just wanted to get out of there.

I took down my second light. I didn’t bother putting the lights and stands into their cases. Instead, I just picked everything up awkwardly and said, “I’ll be on my way.” I carried it in a big pile down the stairs, heading quickly for the door. I nearly dropped my lights, and then I nearly dropped my camera. Finally, once I was at my car (I opened my trunk using my foot), I threw everything in and drove off. I could feel them watching me from the window. I needed to get away from that place.

At least I was a few thousand dollars richer.


CHAPTER 3
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Idecided to edit the whole video that night, just so I could get it over with. I stayed up until 4:00 AM, making all the cuts and correcting all the colour. It came together easily, and the final edit was fourteen minutes. I only ended up cutting out about seven minutes of footage: mostly thrusting and cock sucking.

I sent the video off and then I wiped my SD cards. I didn’t make a copy of the original footage on my hard drive, like I did for everything else I shot (I even had safety copies of the dirt bike beer stunt). I didn’t want that footage on my computer. I did keep the final edit, just in case there was a problem with the transfer—but I planned on deleting it as soon as Teddy replied to let me know the edit was okay.

I was finished with the job. But I wasn’t free from the memories. They came back to me that night, in a dream. I was right back in that room, with my camera, filming Teddy on his knees while he sucked that enormous cock.

In my dream, Mavis looked over at me with her cute, red cheeked smile. “Do you want to suck me?” she asked.

“No thank you,” I said.

Then Teddy stood up. He stared at me for a long moment before walking up to me. “What are you doing?” I asked. He stepped behind me and put his hands on my arms. He walked me towards the bed, and for some reason I didn’t fight back. Mavis and Teddy worked together to pick me up and place me down on the bed. Then Teddy grabbed my shorts and pulled them down my legs, along with my white panties. “Seriously. What are you doing?” I said, reaching my hand between my legs to cover my pussy.

“Keep your hands on your camera rig,” Mavis said. She grabbed my hand and put it back on my gimbal handle. “Keep filming. This will make a good POV scene.”

“What?” I said. And for some reason, I kept filming. I was now on a wide lens: 12mm, so I could see my whole body.

I was aiming the camera down my stomach, at the little patch of hair above my pussy. Mavis sunk down between my legs and pressed her face up to my crotch. I took a sharp breath in. “Relax,” she said, using the same tone that she used with her husband. “I’m just going to eat out your cunt.” She started licking. Her tongue was wet and warm, making my legs tremble. I kept filming, now letting the odd moan slip out from my lips.

She dug her tongue deeper. I turned my head to the side, and there was Teddy’s long, narrow cock: erect and in my face. “Open your mouth,” he said. For some reason I complied. He pushed his cock into my mouth and I found myself sucking while his wife licked out the inside of my cunt.

“Your pussy is sweet,” Mavis said with a grin in her voice. “I like it.” She kept eating me out, making me tremble more and more.

“Think she can handle it?” Teddy asked.

“We’ll find out,” Mavis said.

I pulled my face away from his throbbing cock. “Handle what?” I asked.

Now, Mavis was standing up with her monster cock in her clenched fist. She gently stroked it, pulling back her foreskin. She tilted it down and pressed her thick tip against my tight pussy. “No,” I said. “Don’t! It’s too big! It’s going to hurt too much. Please, don’t!”

She started pushing in. I felt the painful stretching, and then I suddenly woke up.

I sat up quickly and let out a sharp little cry. I looked around and realised I was at home, alone. Beads of hot sweat were on my forehead and chest and the back of my neck. I had to slip out of bed and pace around my cool bedroom for a moment, just to calm my nerves.

Now, even though I was awake, I couldn’t stop thinking about Mavis’s giant dick sliding in and out of her husband’s tight asshole. I could stop thinking about her thick veins, throbbing and pumping blood through her heavy shaft.

“I need water,” I said. So I went to the kitchen to get myself a cool glass of water. I ended up splashing some cold water on my face: a much needed cool down—but it didn’t get those images out from my mind.

I had to assure myself that the weird memory would eventually fade away. Maybe it would take a while, but eventually, it would seem like a long-distant dream that may or may not have every happened.

And the memory really did start to fade after a few days. Once a week had gone by, I was sleeping normally again. My memory of that strange evening in that house would only come back to me when I peered at my bank account and saw that I was wealthier than I’d been in a very long time. But I was starting to feel better about what I’d done. I was starting to feel like I could turn it into a funny story one day, that I could tell to my close friends. Or maybe it was better kept a secret…

I went out to a bar with some friends. It was my first time out in a very long time—partially because of the pandemic, and partially because I was too broke to buy drinks. Now, I had a healthy little sum in my account. I’d hardly chipped away at it since getting the big payout, and I’d gotten a few smaller gigs to keep it stable: an engagement video shoot, a short promo video for a petting zoo’s Instagram page, and an older man’s intro video for a dating website. None of the little jobs took more than a few hours, but they were all good for a couple hundred bucks each.

I was in a better place. Restrictions with the pandemic were starting to lift and businesses were going back to normal. So I treated myself to a martini with my friends.

“Your hair has gotten so long!” Mandy said to me. “Man, it’s been so long since I’ve seen you. I feel like you’ve been hiding out for years.”

“I saw you two months ago, Mandy,” I said with a smile. We clinked our glasses and then two more friends showed up. We all squished into a booth and ordered some appetisers. It felt so good to be out. It felt so good to not have to worry about money—at least not as much. I could order some food and a couple of drinks without going into full panic mode.

But I ended up ordering more than a couple of drinks. I ended up getting a bit carried away, enjoying my new freedom just a bit too much. “How many drinks is that for you, Amanda?” Mandy asked.

I swayed slightly, feeling the alcohol running through me. “I don’t know. Three—I think,” I said. “Why? It’s not a big deal. I’m fine.” I smiled. But it was more than three. I could certainly remember at least four, and I had another one on the way. But I was having fun. Was I not allowed to have fun for one night?

My next drink came. I tried sipping it slowly, being very aware that I was going to end up passed out in a dirty bar bathroom. My friends began to migrate around the bar. Mandy ended up in the arms of some college football player who showed up with some friends. Carol ended up doing shots with some bachelorette party. Nancy had to go home because her babysitter wasn’t feeling well. And I ended up outside, getting some fresh air.

“Cigarette?” a man said to me. I looked over at him and he was looking down at my body: his gaze practically glued to my breasts. I was wearing a low-cut top, but that didn’t mean that I wanted to be ogled half to death.

“No, thank you,” I said. I moved away from him, just to get away from his glare. I wanted to go back inside for another drink, but I knew that I needed to sober up. I wasn’t hammered yet, and I didn’t want to end up being hammered. I just wanted to ride out my buzz.

The man was still staring at me, now looking at my ass, making me regret the tight leather skirt I was wearing. So I kept walking. I decided to do a lap around the block, just to get my blood flowing, and to get fresh air on my skin. I turned the corner and then I saw a crowd of women standing outside of another bar.

I looked up at the sign. ‘Kitty Kat Lounge’. It was a well-known lesbian bar.

I stopped and stared at the girls. Some of the girls in that lineup were surprisingly attractive. I stood and wobbled a bit as I watched them giggle. One of them was a smoker and the rest were just hanging out. One girl was wearing a skirt that was so short, I could see the bulge of her pussy in her panties from across the street. I was pretty sure it wasn’t a real skirt, but a little piece of a lingerie set she had at home.

One of the girls looked over at me. She smiled and waved. I felt myself blushing. I waved back. Then she motioned for me to cross the road. I looked around for a moment and then I decided to go say hello.

I wasn’t a lesbian. Like most girls, I appreciated a beautiful girl with good fashion sense. I’d never thought about having sex with a woman before, though I had been in a threesome before: me, an ex-boyfriend, and a girl we were mutual friends with. It was an awkward romp—not at all the fun I was expecting. My then-boyfriend spent most of the engagement fondling the other girl, and then once he was inside of her, he didn’t go back to me. But he did keep reaching over to pat me on the back, as if to say, ‘You’re being a good sport,’ or, ‘Don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten that you’re here.’ But that romp was made more awkward when the other girl reached out, while she had my boyfriend’s cock in her pussy, and she pushed two fingers into my pussy. I gasped, and then I let it go on for about twenty seconds before I had to pull her out. It just felt so wrong, like I was breaking some sort of rule. After I pulled her fingers out of me, she reached into her mouth to lick up the dampness from my cunt. After that moment, I backed away and let my boyfriend finish up. He came a minute later, then we broke up two weeks later.

Now, four lesbians were staring into my eyes with big smiles on their drunken faces. “What’s your name?” one girl asked.

“Amanda,” I said.

“Just out for a walk, Amanda?” said another girl.

I nodded my head. “My group split up.”

“Want to come and hang out with us?” the girls asked. One of the girls looked down at my body the same way the smoking mad did outside the busy straight bar. But for some reason, I didn’t get uncomfortable with the feminine glance. It somehow seemed harmless in comparison—and I took it as a compliment.

“Sure. That sounds like fun,” I said.

The girls were nice. They accepted me quickly. One girl dragged me onto the dance floor after we did a shot. We laughed and tripped over each other. Then karaoke started. One of the girls made me sing a romantic ballad with her. We both giggled until we were booed off the stage by the other lesbians. Then, later in the night, one of the girls walked up to me and tried to kiss me as I stood in line for the bathroom. I had to politely dodge the kiss, getting it on the cheek. “I’m sorry,” I said, “but I’m not a lesbian.”

“Don’t you want to give it a try?” she asked, putting her hands on my hips.

I smiled. “No, thank you,” I said. “But you’re very beautiful. I love your makeup.”

She smiled, looking a bit upset. “Thanks,” she said.

She stared into my eyes with a sad smile for a minute before turning away.

“Wait,” I said. She stopped and looked back at me.

“What is it?” she said.

Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was a strange urge that had been dwelling inside of me for a long time. “Do you have a strap-on?” I asked.

She laughed and looked around with red cheeks. “Like—do I have one here?” she said.

“At home,” I said. I could feel my face turning red. I could feel my muscles tensing up. I took a deep breath in and smiled.

She nodded her head. “Why?” she said.

“Is it… you know—realistic?” I asked.

“Do you mean is it like a real cock?” she said with another nervous laugh.

“Yeah,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “If you put on a condom on it, you can’t really tell the difference. I mean—a real cock is warmer.” She bit her bottom lip and laughed again. “This sounds silly, but I was with one girl a month ago who put her strap-on in the microwave for fifteen seconds before putting it in me. It was frighteningly realistic—and I’m bisexual.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Okay what?”

I bit hard on my tongue. I felt my legs beginning to wobble. “Okay. Let’s go try it,” I said.

She was still for a moment and then her eyes lit up. Suddenly, I was in a cab, sitting next to her. She put her hand on my thigh as the cab driver sped towards her house. My heart was pounding. A moment later, he fingers were crawling up my skirt. “I’m not a lesbian,” I whispered.

“Then what are you?” she asked.

I just stared into her eyes, feeling terrified and excited at the same time. Her fingers slid up more, now touching my pussy over my panties. She gently rubbed. I could feel her fake fingernails. I squirmed. Was I already regretting this drunken decision?

Then we were in her apartment. She grabbed me and pulled me to the wall. She pushed herself against me and started kissing me. I hesitated, and then I kissed back. I decided to go along with the experiment. I’d come this far, after all.

I pushed my hips against hers. I could feel her abdomen and her thighs and her pelvis. I lifted my knee up slightly, nestling it between her legs. It was a tactic that usually turned guys on: a thigh rubbing their crotch. And it worked with her too: she began to grind her pussy on my thigh—but it didn’t feel right. My heart was still pounding. Luckily, I was still drunk enough that I wasn’t having a regret-induced panic attack.

“Put on the strap-on,” I said.

“Already?” she said.

“Just put it on under your skirt,” I said.

She laughed and then she shrugged her shoulders. “Sure. If that’s what you want. Just hang on a minute.” She left for her bedroom, leaving me alone by the front door. My sobriety came back to me suddenly, for a brief moment: long enough for me to turn to the door and reach for the handle. I paused. “What are you doing?” I whispered to myself? I took a deep breath, and then I heard her coming back.

I turned around. Now, she was standing with a giant bulge in her skirt. It was stiff and standing straight out, pushing her skirt up like a pop-up tent. She giggled and swayed from side to side. “Like this better?” she said. Her cheeks were still dark red from the booze in her system.

I nodded my head. She approached and we kissed again. Now, somehow, it felt more natural. I could feel her shaft rubbing against my body as I pushed myself up against her. I reached both of my hands up her tight top and pressed my palms firmly against her breasts. I squeezed her tits through her bra before pushed the bra up and over her big boobs. Then I grabbed her nipples and fondled them.

Why was I so fine with touching a woman’s breasts, but I needed to have a hard cock against my body to justify it? Why did I not mind sucking on the plump, glossy lips of a woman, as long as I could feel that shaft occasionally teasing my pussy between my legs?

She stuck two of her fingers into my mouth. I instantly began to suck. She giggled, and then she pulled her fingers out. Then she reached down, pushed those same fingers underneath my panties, and pushed them into my hole. I gasped. She wiggled them around while giggling. “You’re tight,” she said. “Maybe too tight for the strap-on.”

“Just call it a cock,” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “Deep in the closet?” she asked.

I stared into her eyes, terrified by what she was suggesting. I liked men. I hadn’t been with many, but I enjoyed all of the straight sex that I’d had. I loved nothing more than to be bent over and plugged for a few minutes—not to sound too unladylike.

But now, the thought of being bent over by a woman had my heart pounding and my head spinning. I felt something warm and wet moving down my leg. I leaned away from her and looked down to see a line of fluid oozing from from my pussy. I was wet—wetter than I’d ever been outside of the shower or the rain.

I let a moan slip.

“Relax, honey,” she said. Then she sunk to her knees and slipped her head under my skirt. I felt her fingers pulling my panties aside, and then I felt the warm wetness of her tongue pressing against my slit. I gasped and became stiff. Suddenly, I wasn’t feeling so turned on. “Stop,” I said as her tongue flicked back and forth. It felt just like that threesome, when our friend stuck her fingers into me: awkward and unnatural.

The girl now looked up at me with narrowed eyes. Her lips were wet from my cunt. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“I just don’t want that,” I said.

“What do you want?”

“You go up and I’ll go down,” I said.

She stared at me for a moment before shrugging. She was too drunk to care, and I was probably too sober to still be in her house. She stood up and I sunk down to my knees. She used her fingers to expose her pussy under that strap-on, but I wasn’t interested in her pussy. I grabbed the shaft of the cock and pulled it down to my lips. I closed my eyes and began sucking it. I sucked for a long two minutes, feeling the plastic tip and the artificial veins. It wasn’t the same as the real thing, but it felt more comfortable.

“Not much fun for me,” she said. “I can’t exactly feel your mouth.”

I looked up at her and saw that she was staring at me with an unimpressed look. “Sorry,” I said. Then I looked at her perky breasts. I stood up, cupped one with both hands, and began to suck on her nipples. “That’s more like it,” she said with a soft moan. She reached a hand down between her own legs and began to rub herself. She moaned again.

And once again, it somehow felt more natural—but her breasts were just as taboo as her pussy. They were both parts of the female body, so why was I okay with one and not the other? What was wrong with my brain?

I squeezed her boob hard and sucked that nipple ferociously. I was feeling wetter and wetter between my legs. I pushed myself forward again to feel that hard shaft. “Fuck me,” I said.

She grabbed me and spun me around. She pushed the tip of her strap-on cock between my legs and began to push in. I closed my eyes and bit hard on my tongue. “Wait!” I said.

She paused. “What now?” she said. I could practically hear her rolling her eyes.

I turned around and pushed my back against the wall. “I want to see you while you fuck me,” I said. I could feel that my face was dark, dark red. I was so embarrassed but so charged up at the same time.

She grinned. She stepped forward and bent her knees slightly to get that cock lined up with my pussy. She reached down with her hand and gave me a rub on the clit before pressing that dull tip against my cunt.

“Wait,” I said again.

“What?”

“Put it in the microwave. Like you said your friend did.”

She shook her head and laughed. “Fine. You’re weird.” She walked away. I heard the beeping of her microwave. I heard the hum. Then I heard the finishing chime. There was a moment of silence—save for the beating of my heart—and then she came back. She pinned me again against the wall and she pushed that tip against my pussy. It was warm now, making me squirm. I felt a bit of fluid gush out of me and she hadn’t even pushed in yet.

I looked down at her breasts. “Do it,” I said. She pushed into me. I screamed out. It was a thick dildo, and it had probably been in the microwave for a few seconds too long. It wasn’t burning me, but it was unusually warm. I clenched my pussy around it and then I reached out and grabbed her by the sides. I caressed her soft, feminine body, feeling her curves before reaching down to touch her ass. She pushed in deeper, making me squeal again.

“You’re cute,” she said.

“Thanks. You’re cute too,” I said. We kissed. Then she began to fuck me. I tried not to look down, to see that the cock was fake. I didn’t want to spoil the euphoric illusion. Instead, I kept my eyes on her pretty face and on her curvy body. I couldn’t stop squeezing her breasts. I couldn’t stop kissing her lips and sucking her neck. I loved it when she pushed her fingers into my mouth so I could suck on her manicured fingernails. “Don’t stop,” I whined. she fucked me hard and fast against that wall. Then she hugged me firmly, pressing her breasts against mine. “Please don’t stop!” I said.

She plunged faster.

“Oh God!” I screamed. “Come in me. I want your cum inside of me. Please!”

She let a small laugh slip. “This thing doesn’t come,” she said, reminding me that she was just a normal woman and not a trans bombshell like Mavis. I felt my heart flutter. I bit down on my tongue.

After that moment, my high was gone. The euphoria began to fade. She kept plunging me, but my orgasm had passed. She noticed a minute later that I was out of the moment, so she pulled out of me. “My turn?” she said.

It was awkward putting the strap-on around my hips. I didn’t want to use it. I felt weird when she bent over and spread her legs for me, exposing her dangling labia and her big, round clit. I tried not to look at it. I wasn’t disgusted by it, but it just wasn’t a turn on. It only pushed me out of the mood.

“Do it,” she said. I awkwardly pushed the dildo into her, and then I humped her for the next five minutes, trying my best to pretend like I liked it. I was quickly learning that I wasn’t a lesbian, and I definitely wasn’t a top. It was a fun little experiment, but overall, it just left me feeling more confused than anything.

And that confusion got worse a week later when a man took me home after I went out with some friends.

He threw me onto his bed as if I weighed less than a toddler. Then he pounced on me, naked and erect. We kissed, but somehow the kissing felt wrong. He took my hands and pressed them against his chest, which he clearly worked on frequently. He was two-hundred and thirty pounds of muscle: a guy I would have normally swooned over. But now I was just feeling awkward, until I closed my eyes and put his cock in my mouth. He kept his crotch shaved smooth, so it was easy to imagine a woman in his place. He was big and veiny and throbbing hard. I tried to ignore his manly groans while I sucked.

Then he wanted to fuck me missionary style, but I insisted on doggy-style. There were mirrors everywhere in his room, so I had to keep my eyes closed. I also insisted on having some loud music playing, so I could drown out his grunting. It was the only way to imagine Mavis behind me.

The best part was when he pulled out and came on me, streaking my back with thick, warm cum. I moaned and then I ended up saying, “Your cum feels so good, Mavis.” He was silent after that. It wasn’t until I was getting dressed that he asked, “Who’s Mavis?”

I felt so embarrassed and stupid. “I—I don’t know,” I said. “Did I say Mavis? Isn’t that your name?”

He stared at me as if I was an idiot, and then I left. The humiliation was intense, but the confusion was worse than anything.

I wanted to be with a transgender. I wanted to be with that hung transgender that I filmed on that fateful evening.


CHAPTER 4
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My new feelings were driving me insane. Two long weeks went by and I made sure not to get into bed with anyone: male or female. I even kept my hands away from my pussy: no masturbating, no fantasising. I needed to give my brain a detox.

I wanted to have kids one day. I wanted to be married one day. Now, I was inching into my late-twenties and I didn’t have time to mess around with strange fetishes. I was convinced that that’s all I was facing: a strange fetish—and a temporary one.

I was positive that I was just combining my appreciation for pretty women with my natural female desire to enjoy a good cock. I needed to let my brain reset. I needed to let my feelings settle down and normalise.

And for a few days, it seemed to be working. I found myself thinking less and less about sex. I was focussing more and more on work. The work was still a bit slow, but I still had that big sum from that evening earlier in the month.

Then I got an email. It was from Teddy. When I saw it in my inbox, I wished that I knew another person named Teddy. I tried to scan my brain for another Teddy in my life. Surely this was someone else—or maybe just a spam bot using the name Teddy.

I opened the message, and it was him. “Amanda, I hope you’re doing well. We’re still so thankful about the video you created for us.” I took a deep breath. I could feel my face turning hot. I wiped the back of my neck and bit down on my tongue. Maybe he was just following up and saying thanks. People did that all the time—it wasn’t weird to do. “I hope you’re doing well. I could tell that you were pretty nervous when you were at our house, and I hope that you don’t regret working with us. Your really did help us out.”

I began to relax, thinking it was just a thank you message. Then came the new request. “But now, we’re struggling again. For a few weeks, we were able to put on the movie and that got my wife aroused. But now, it’s begun to lose its excitement. My wife is struggling again, and I think having you back might be a good temporary solution while we look into the bigger problem. I’m happy to pay your rate of four thousand for the video, if you’re available.”

I felt sick. I could feel my stomach churning.

I looked down at my fingers and saw that they were trembling. My head was hot. I got up to check the thermostat, making sure it hadn’t been bumped to the highest setting. Apparently it was actually a bit cold in my place—strange, as there was now sweat on my back and down my arms. I went back to my computer. “I can make tomorrow work,” I replied. I instantly regretted pressing send on the message. I had to stand up and for a walk, just to give my mind something to focus on: one foot in front of the other, don’t walk into the wall, keep your eyes open, don’t think about Mavis’s big cock…

“See you tomorrow. 6PM,” he replied quickly.

I wanted to cry. I could already feel the shame, even though I hadn’t signed myself up for anything that I hadn’t already done before. It’s not like I was going to spend the rest of my life wondering why I filmed the act twice—the damage was already done the first time. Plus, it was more money: a lot more money. Another four grand in the bank account for an evening of work. I could take that four grand and use it towards a new car, more camera equipment, new clothes, months of rent, groceries, bills, and so on.

But I knew that I didn’t agree to the job for the money. I knew that I replied to that email because I wanted to see Teddy’s beautiful wife with my own eyes, one more time. For days, I’d found myself regretting deleting that footage. I kept nothing from that first shoot: not even a still of Mavis’s perfect, veiny shaft. I wanted to see it again. I wanted to be in that room again—and that made me terrified.

I didn’t sleep more than two hours. I didn’t fall asleep until 5AM, and then the moment the morning sunshine was creeping into my bedroom, I was awake. I spent the whole day charging my batteries, checking and testing my equipment, and staring at the clock. I took my car and topped it up with gas, even though I still had seven eighths of a tank. I even checked the air in my tires, just because it was something to do.

I paced around my apartment and tried my best to calm my nerves. Then, it was suddenly time to leave. The longest wait of my life was suddenly over, and I suddenly didn’t feel at all prepared. I felt like I was forgetting something. I quickly scanned my house, trying to figure out what I was missing. I had everything packed in the car—at least I thought I did. But I didn’t have time to take it all out to go over it, even though I’d gone over it a million times.

I was panicking and overreacting. I took a deep breath and slapped myself on the face. “Just do the job,” I said to myself. I didn’t need anything but my camera. Sure, I could bring a spare camera body, extra lenses, lights, extra data cards, tripods, gimbals—and all of that stuff was in my car—but I really just needed my camera, a lens, and a single data card.

I started towards the house. It had been almost a month since I’d been there last, but I remembered the way by memory, without having to punch the address into my phone. It seemed like a tediously slow drive, until I was suddenly at their door. My heart was somewhere in my stomach. My legs were shaking. My head was still hot, with beads of sweat creeping down from my hair. I wiped my head and tried to gather my wits. Why was I so nervous? I knew what I was doing. It wasn’t anything new for me—just a bit uncomfortable.

I saw the front door open. I saw Teddy step out. He was dressed in a long-sleeved dress shirt and slacks. He waved at me. I forced a smile and waved back.

I took a deep breath and got out from my car. He came down to the car to greet me. “So nice of you to come back,” he said. He nodded his head and almost did a bow.

“It’s all good,” I said. “I’ll just need a minute or two to set up.” I grabbed a few of my things.

“Let me help you with that,” he said nervously, taking my gear out from my hands. I didn’t love the idea of him touching my stuff, but if him helping sped up the process, then I was fine with it. I never let clients help me with anything. I never let anyone paying me money do my job. But this was a special case. This was a job that just needed to be done with and forgotten.

But first, I desperately wanted to see Mavis.

We hauled all of my gear up into the house. He helped me carry it to the bedroom. The house was quiet. “Is Mavis getting ready?” I asked.

He nodded his head quickly. “She is. She should be ready any minute. But take your time. We don’t have anything else tonight.”

“Okay,” I said. I quickly started setting up the lights. My head was pinging with strange thoughts. Teddy left the room, giving me some space, which was nice. But when I went to set up a light in the corner of the room, I noticed the pair of panties in the used clothes bin next to the nightstand. I looked around before grabbing them and smelling them. They smelled just like her perfume—and her cock. I felt a tingle between my legs, then I threw the panties back as my heart fluttered. What was wrong with me? Why was I smelling dirty panties? Had I lost my mind? Was I turning into one of those weird female perverts?

I got my three lights up, and then I got my camera set up on my gimbal, with my 18-55mm zoom lens. It seemed like a versatile option. This time, I figured I didn’t need to stick to the wall. I could get a bit closer to the action—and a bit closer to Mavis.

God, I couldn’t wait to see her. I already wanted to smell those panties again.

I slapped myself on the face. “Get a grip, Amanda,” I whispered to myself. I took a deep breath and shook out my arms, trying to keep my blood flowing normally through my body. Then I heard Teddy walk in behind me.

“Okay, she’s coming,” he said nervously. “Are you all ready in here?”

“Yeah,” I said softly. I couldn’t wait to see her come through that door. I couldn’t wait to see how she’d done her makeup, her hair—and to see what she was wearing. I couldn’t wait to see that long cock become massive and hard. I couldn’t wait to see thick cum spew out of it.

“Are you okay?” Teddy asked.

I snapped out of my fantasising daze. “Huh? Yeah. I’m fine,” I said. “I’m all ready to go. Once she comes in, I guess you can get right to it. I’ll start rolling.”

He nodded his head, then he turned to the door. I could hear the clicking of high heels on the floor. I perked up. I could smell her perfume approaching. My legs wobbled. I lifted up the camera and my heart fluttered. I couldn’t wait. I wanted to see her.

She stepped in, looking more beautiful than ever. He long hair was bouncing on her shoulders with each step. Her lips looked plumper and softer than ever. Her breasts seemed bigger and perkier than ever. Her legs were so smooth and long. Her red lingerie made me tingle between the legs. It was slightly sheer—just enough that I could see her snake curled down and pressed between her legs. A whimper escaped my lips. She looked at me and smiled, melting my heart slightly. Why was I so obsessed with her?

I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. Luckily, I was able to look down at my monitor, instead looking like I was focussing on my job instead of her perfect body.

“Thanks for coming back,” she said with her soft, harmless voice.

I looked up with a smile. “My pleasure. Just do your thing and I’ll be filming around, just like last time.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled, melting my heart just a little bit more. I took another deep breath.

“Should we get started?” Teddy asked.

Mavis nodded her head. Teddy cleared his throat. He stepped up to his wife and they kissed. I felt a bit jealous. I wanted to be kissing her—but she was his wife. I had no business kissing her. I moved in to get a closer shot of the kiss. I spent a moment filming their hands as they moved all over each other. Teddy was careful with his hands, not touching her on her breasts or her bum, as if he was afraid he was going to get in trouble. Mavis didn’t hold back as much. She happily squeezed his ass and grabbed his cock, fondling it and massaging it. Maybe Mavis had a hard time getting aroused because Teddy didn’t know how to please a woman…

I kept filming, getting as many fresh angles as possible during the embrace. I wanted to have lots to work with in post production. I sunk to my knees for a good low angle. From that low angle, I could see her cock in her tight lingerie. It was still soft: still curled and waiting to become aroused. Why wasn’t he grabbing it and massaging it?

She took his hand and pulled it down. It looked like he was resisting, and then he hesitantly allowed her to put his hand on her cock. She used her hand to make his hand rub. But still, she wasn’t getting aroused.

So she undressed him. She got him naked and she pumped his hard cock while letting one of her cute giggles slip. I couldn’t understand how he wasn’t coming instantly. If I was a man in his place, I would have been done already. Maybe he was too scared. Maybe it was the camera, or maybe he was just afraid of his own wife.

“Is it working?” he asked.

“Not yet,” she said. “Just try to relax.”

He looked down at her crotch. “Why isn’t it working?”

“Teddy, it’s fine, just relax. Give it a minute,” she said.

His face was turning red. She dropped down to her knees and put his cock in her mouth. She gracefully bobbed her head back and forth, but Teddy didn’t look like he was enjoying himself. He looked tense and awkward and nervous. He kept looking over at me. How was he not coming? His arousal seemed minimal. His body language suggested he wasn’t attracted to his own wife.

I had no idea what was happening—but I was just there to film.

She looked up at him with a smile. “Do you like that?” she asked as she playfully tickled the tip of his cock with the tip of her tongue. She was going to make me come—so how was he holding off?

“It’s nice,” he said. “Is it working for you?”

She let a small sigh slip. “Don’t worry about me, Teddy. Just try to relax and enjoy yourself.”

Now, Teddy’s cock seemed to be getting less hard. He was going flaccid, as if he was turned off. Maybe Mavis wasn’t the problem—maybe there was something wrong with Teddy. I was in no place to judge. He was paying me, so I just kept on filming.

“Just try to come closer,” Teddy said to me. “So she can see you.”

“Okay,” I whispered. I walked closer.

Mavis rolled her eyes. “Teddy, it’s not that,” she said. “I just need you to relax. You’re so tense.”

“Because it’s not working. You aren’t getting hard,” he said, sounding frustrated, as if they’d had this same spat a million times.

Now, Mavis face was turning dark red.

“I just want you to be hard,” he whispered to her. “I want you in me.” He was whispering quietly, as if he didn’t want me hearing him. I pretended like I heard nothing.

“Try sucking me,” she said. She reached down and dug out her snake. She dropped it down and it dangled beautifully. I wanted to jump forward to suck it. I think a whimper even escaped my lips.

He sunk to his knees and he took a deep breath. He grabbed her flaccid cock and pushed it into his mouth. He sucked, bobbing his head back and forth. I got close for a closeup. Even flaccid, he couldn’t fit all of her in his mouth.

After a minute, he tried stroking her with a clenched fist, but she just wasn’t getting very hard for him. She was a bit erect—not enough for penetration—just enough to remind me how enormous she was, with her cock beginning to lift up into the air. “It’s just not working,” Teddy said, sounding frustrated. “Are you looking at the camera? Isn’t it working for you?”

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I just need you to relax, Teddy,” she said.

“I just can’t,” he said. “This isn’t working. We’ve had sex three times since getting married. I just want…”

“What do you want?” she said.

His face turned dark red. “Nothing,” he said. “It’s fine.”

I kept filming, not sure if they wanted me to cut. I was being paid to film, so that’s what I was going to do. I took the time to get a few shots of her big cock, just as an excuse to stare at it on my monitor.

“What is it?” she said.

“Nothing,” he said again.

There was an awkward silence in the room. “Do you want to try the other thing?” she asked.

“While she’s filming?” Teddy said.

“Why not? It worked once before, remember?”

“I know—it’s just… It’s a bit embarrassing.”

“You guys can do whatever,” I said softly. “I’m just here to film. Pretend like I’m not here at all.”

Teddy took a deep breath. “I’ll need twenty minutes,” he said.

“Go ahead.”

He paused for a moment before turning and leaving the room. Now, I was alone with Mavis. I stared at her and she smiled at me. Her cock was still out, making me nervous and aroused at the same time.

“I’m sorry about that,” she said.

“Don’t be sorry. I don’t mind waiting,” I said. But the thought of standing for twenty minutes seemed tedious. I was already on edge. Twenty minutes was basically a lifetime.

She stared at me for a long moment, looking down at my equipment and then back at me.

I cleared my throat, feeling that hot rush coming back. “Here’s a fun idea,” I said.

Her eyes lit up and she smiled. “What’s that?” she said.

“What if we film a little solo scene while we wait. It can be like a little gift for your husband—for him to use when you’re gone, or if he’s out of town for business.”

She bit her bottom lip. “A solo scene?” she said. “You mean—masturbating?” Her face was dark red.

“A little strip tease and then… yeah—like solo stuff.” I’d never felt more red and hot in my life. She was grinning, also red, staring into my eyes as she stood with her cock out. I pressed my lips thin, and then I noticed her long shaft twitching. Was she getting hard? Did my suggestion arouse her? Did we need to call Teddy back before the window closed?

“Okay,” she said with a nervous giggle. “Where do you want me?”

I cleared my throat. “You can start there. Just, like, wink and smile at the camera. Do a little strip tease. Be seductive. Then move to the bed and go from there.”

She looked down into my lens. I pressed record. She looked so beautiful on my monitor. She looked beautiful in person too—maybe even more than on camera. She nervously ran her hands down her body. She did a little wink before turning around to show off her backside. She had an amazing ass. She grabbed it with both hands, lifted it up, and then dropped it, making it bounce and jiggle, making my pussy a little bit more wet.

She turned around again. This time, she cupped her breasts. She swayed from side to side and then she let a little giggle slip. “Do I look ridiculous?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “You look beautiful.”

She paused and stared into my eyes. I instantly felt a lump forming in my throat. I quickly looked back at the camera monitor. She paused for a moment longer and then she started her little dance again, moving gracefully for the camera as she gently fondled herself. It was a moment later when she slipped the straps of her lingerie over her shoulders. She tugged her top down, exposing her breasts. Then she pinched her nipples and rolled them, still looking down the lens. As I stared at the monitor, it looked like she was staring at me—into my eyes—seducing me and not her husband.

I moved in a bit closer to get a tighter shot. “Now slide your hand down slowly—I will follow it. Down to your crotch.”

I zoomed in on her hand and then I followed it as it slithered down her perfect body, back onto her lingerie and down between her legs. Now, her cock was half erect, standing straight out. Her fingers slipped around her shaft and she pulled down, squishing her foreskin over her tip. Then she pulled back, pulling back her foreskin and exposing her whole cock. I got a bit closer, getting all of that sexy detail on that veiny shaft.

“Just stroke it a bit,” I whispered, directing her as she followed my commands. She pulled and massaged her penis, making it harder and harder. Her tip was becoming red. She was squeezing tight. She moaned a little bit. I got down low and close, aiming up to get her erection and her face in the same low-angle shot. She looked down at the lens. Then she giggled and stepped forward, touching her erect tip to the lens in a playful way. I giggled too. I could almost smell her amazing shaft. I wanted to suck it. I wanted to reach out and grab it—and now I was close enough. But I resisted.

She turned around to show me her ass. She grabbed both of her cheeks with both of her hands and she spread herself wide, exposing her puckering asshole. She used one of her own fingers and pushed inside of herself, making my head spin a little bit faster. I took a deep breath.

When she turned back around, her cock was fully erect and throbbing intensely. “I’m so horny right now,” she whimpered.

“Keep going,” I said. “This is hot.”

She looked into my eyes again. I looked into hers. There was a strange moment as the hairs on my arms stood up. Then I quickly looked back down at my camera.

“I’ll get on the bed now,” she said. She climbed up onto the bed. She inched back, towards the headboard, and then she stretched out her legs. She grabbed her cock in her fist and then she smiled at the camera lens again. I took a minute to get various angles of her starting to stroke herself. She pulled up and down slowly, massaging her footlong monster cock. “Use both hands,” I whispered. So she grabbed her shaft with her other hand and she pumped up and down like she was churning butter in an Amish village.

She stared right into my camera lens. She smirked and then she let out an adorable whimper.

“Just tilt it up more for the camera,” I said, getting closer for a good close shot.

“Like this?” she said, pushing her cock up.

“A little more, just this way. Cheat it for the camera,” I said.

“I’m sorry—I’m not sure what you mean,” she said with red cheeks.

I paused for a moment, trying to think of how to direct her. “Do you mind if I just show you?” I said.

“Sure,” she said.

So I got closer. I took a hand off of my camera rig and reached out. I grabbed her erection to move it to where it looked best on camera. She let out an elated moan as my fingers curled around her. Her body tensed up and I felt her cock twitch. Did she like me touching her?

Her cock was warm and unbelievably hard. I could feel it pulsing. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine again. “L—Like this,” I said.

“Can you show me how you want me to stroke it,” she said, staring into my eyes.

“O—Okay,” I said. I curled my fingers around it and slowly pumped up and down. “Just like this.” Now I didn’t want to let go.

“Okay, sure,” she said, still staring into my eyes. And I kept staring into her eyes. I kept pumping her shaft, feeling my face getting hotter and hotter. I didn’t want to let go. I didn’t want to stop pumping her. She moaned. She ran her fingers through her hair.

“That feels good,” she whispered.

I nodded my head. “Good,” I said. I kept pumping her, filming wide with my free hand.

“You’re really pretty,” she said. My heart skipped a beat.

“I think you’re pretty,” I said.

“Pump me harder,” she said. So I squeezed tighter and pumped faster. She moaned again. I looked down at her cock and saw that it was turning a darker shade of red. Her fingers were now gripping the bed sheets. She was tense all over, biting her bottom lip as she squirmed.

Then I put down my camera and I leaned forward. I pushed my lips around her shaft and I sucked her. She let out a loud moan. “Oh God,” she said. I sucked hard, and it wasn’t even five seconds before I could taste the dribble of her pre-cum. It was sweet. “Don’t stop,” she said. I grabbed her big ball sack with my hand and I massaged it as I bobbed my head.

I sucked her for a beautiful minute, and then I remembered that she was married and her husband was in the house. So I leaned up, wiped my lips, and cleared my throat. I looked down at my camera and grabbed it quickly. “Sorry about that. Let’s—uh—Let’s keep filming.”

She looked into my eyes. “I want to fuck you in the pussy,” she whispered.

I nodded my head. “We shouldn’t do that,” I said.

“I want to—so badly,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

“Just keep stroking yourself—for the video,” I said, holding firm. I didn’t want to be chased out of the house. I didn’t want to break up a marriage.

It was a good thing that I didn’t cave, because now I could hear footsteps coming towards the room. I took a few steps back from the bed. Mavis looked to the door. Then I turned the camera to the doorway, just as Teddy stepped into the room, looking completely unrecognisable. He was dressed up as a girl, in fishnet stockings, a blonde wig, and tight lingerie. He actually looked pretty cute. He made a better girl than he did a boy. His face was red. He looked at me for a brief second before looking away. Then he looked at Mavis. “You—You’re hard,” he said in a strangely feminine voice. He reached down to pull up one of his stockings, even though it never appeared to be falling down.

“We filmed a little solo scene,” she said.

“You did?” he said.

She nodded her head. He cleared his throat. “I’m ready for you now,” she said. “Come onto the bed.”

He got onto the bed. She grabbed him and rolled him onto his back. Then she took her cock and pressed it down on his chest as she hovered next to him. She rubbed it down his body, making him groan. He closed his eyes, though I had no idea why. With that beauty in front of him, how could he not stare at her?

Then she moved around, nestling herself between his legs. She lifted his knees up and then she almost put her massive cock into his asshole. Teddy really did look cute in those fishnets. His legs were remarkably feminine and his figure was so cute and petite. He was even turning me on a little bit now, with his bulge growing between his legs.

“Wait,” he said, still not looking at her.

“What is it?” she said.

“Let me roll over,” he said. “I want to be on my stomach.”

“Why?” she said.

“I just do,” he said.

She paused for a moment, sighed, and then allowed him to flip over, so he couldn’t see her at all. I felt bad for Mavis. Her and Teddy weren’t a good pair—at least not in bed. I had no idea how they were outside of the bedroom, but they certainly weren’t sexually compatible. Mavis didn’t have any issues with becoming aroused—Teddy had issues getting her aroused. They didn’t need me in the room. They needed to find new partners. They needed to be with people who actually matched with them sexually.

Mavis started pushing her cock into Teddy’s bum. Flipped over, Teddy was convincingly female: 100%. Even his butt was great: round and soft and smooth, just like hers. She slapped him on the ass, making him moan. Now he was aroused. Now that he couldn’t see her, he was into it. She started to push herself into his asshole.

I moved in close to get a close shot. I watched the monitor as that cock pushed deep into Teddy’s bum. Teddy moaned loudly. Then Mavis started pumping. Her cock was impressively hard. Teddy endured the pumping impressively as well.

After a moment, I looked up and caught Mavis looking at me while she fucked her husband. She was staring at my body, as if it was me that was keeping her aroused: not her husband, not the camera—but me. She looked up into my eyes. We shared another strange moment. Then she looked away as her cheeks turned red.

“Just like that,” Teddy said. “Don’t stop.”

So Mavis kept going: plunging her husband’s asshole: in and out and in and out, over and over.

I caved to an urge. I reached out and put my hand on Mavis’s bum. She looked down at my hand and then she looked into my eyes. She smiled and bit her lip. So I went further, slipping my hand towards her crack. I pushed a finger into her tight asshole. She moaned and bit her lip harder.

Teddy’s face was buried into a pillow. He was moaning, muffled by that pillow, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife was sharing a moment with someone else.

I pushed my finger deeper, feeling the inside of her body. She was warm. I pushed a second finger in, making her tremble. Then I pushed those same fingers into her mouth, making her taste her own asshole. She sucked my fingers quietly, still thrusting in and out of her man.

I felt her breasts and then I gently pulled on her hair.

Then I pulled myself back, knowing I was playing a dumb and dangerous game. So maybe I was obsessed with her: it wasn’t worth ruining her marriage. It wasn’t worth being chased out of the house… was it?

I spent the next five minutes filming her body. And she spent most of that time staring at me, looking into my eyes, and massaging her breasts while wishing she was pumping me.

Then, something happened. “Oh God,” Teddy said. “That’s the spot. Right there. Don’t stop, Rich. Don’t stop.”

But Mavis stopped. “Rich?” she said.

I felt a cool tension enter the room. I didn’t know who Rich was, but I had a feeling this wasn’t good. I took another step back. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to cut.

“Did you just say Rich?” Mavis said.

“It was just a slip of the tongue,” he said.

“Teddy…” she said.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I just—I want to be with Rich.”

Mavis’s face turned white and she went silent. I took another step back. Now this was bad. Now I was pretty sure it was my cue to leave. I turned off the camera and considered abandoning my lighting equipment just to escape the awkwardness. But those lights were worth a thousand bucks, so I couldn’t really just leave them. “I think I’ve got enough,” I said softly. “I’ll just grab my things and go.”

Nobody replied to me, so I took it as a confirmation. I went to the first light stand to break it down and pack it up.

“Rich is gone, Teddy,” Mavis said.

“I know. But he might come back.”

“What are you talking about?”

“He might come back. I think he should come back.”

I had no idea who they were talking about. Maybe Teddy had some gay fling with a guy. Maybe he cheated on her. I had no idea.

“No,” Mavis said. “How long have you been thinking about this?”

“Since… I don’t know. Right after you started transitioning,” he said. “I liked it when you were Rich. Then, once you started changing… I like men, okay? I thought that you transitioning would be perfect. You get to be a woman, and I still get to be with a biological man, and my family thinks that I’m with a woman. But… But it’s just not the same. When I’m with you, even with your cock—it’s like you’re actually a woman.”

“I am a woman, Teddy,” she said. “And you knew that I wanted to be a woman back when we were just friends. You didn’t even make a move on me until a week before my surgery.”

“I was confused!” he said. “I thought it would be perfect. I was attracted to you then, and I thought it wouldn’t change.”

“That wasn’t me. That was just an identity that I’d been trapped with.”

I managed to collapse the first light. Now, I was moving onto the next. Then I had one more before I could start lugging stuff to my car.

“Don’t act like you’re so shocked,” Teddy said. “You want to be with a woman—just admit it. I’ve seen the way you look at girls. And you always want me to dress up. I don’t like dressing up—I just do it because it’s the only way you’ll put it inside of me.”

Now Mavis’s face was red again, but this time with humiliation and not arousal. “I thought you liked being a girl with me. You said you did,” she said.

“I lied.”

I finished collapsing the second light. Now there was just the one final light.

“So what are you saying, Teddy?” Mavis said.

“I’m saying, undo the transition. Be Rich again. We’ll be happy—like we were back then.”

“You were happy back then,” she said. “Not me. You knew what I wanted. Now I’m happy. I thought you were happy too, but now you’re telling me that you’ve been lying to me.”

I finished collapsing that final light. Now I just needed to make two trips to get my stuff to my car.

“So if I don’t go back, then what?” Mavis said.

“I don’t know,” said Teddy. “Maybe I can just… I don’t know… Get a boyfriend. You can get a girlfriend, and we can stay married.”

“Why would we stay married?”

“My parents,” Teddy said. “They would be ashamed of me if I got a divorce. They’re very against it—you know that.”

Mavis laughed, wiping a tear from her eyes. “No,” she said. “Too bad. I’m not staying married to you because you’re afraid of your parents.”

I took that first load to my car, leaving the room. The feeling of the cool air was amazing. I was so happy to be done with that job and with that awkward tension. I couldn’t wait to get home and start the process of forgetting all about my days as a sex videographer. I knew I would never forget Mavis. I knew that she’d changed me. She made me realise what I wanted in life. I had no idea where or how I would find it—but just from being around her for that short period of time, I felt so certain. I felt enlightened. And somehow, it didn’t seem weird or shameful. I wanted to be with a trans girl. I was attracted to trans girls. Why should I feel embarrassed about that?

I went back for my next round of gear. Now, Teddy was in the bathroom, angry. I heard a smashing: the sound of something breaking a mirror. Mavis was in the bedroom, standing by the door, looking afraid and vulnerable—and still cuter than ever. I grabbed the rest of my gear, but I knew that I couldn’t just leave her there. If Teddy was being violent, I couldn’t stand the thought of her getting hurt.

She looked at me and I looked into her eyes. “You can stay with me if you need a place to stay,” I said.

She kept staring into my eyes. “Really?” she said.

I nodded my head. “As long as you don’t mind sleeping on the couch… or sharing a bed.”

She smiled. It was a bitter sweet smile. Sure, she had just broken up suddenly with her husband. It was probably a horrifying moment for her. She was still in shock, finding out her husband never loved her as a woman. But I could also see some hope in those eyes. I could see a glimmer of excitement. Maybe she now knew what she wanted in life. Maybe she didn’t know back when she married Teddy. And maybe Teddy didn’t know either. Sometimes it takes a long time for people to figure out what they want in life. Sometimes people have to go through hardships to figure it out.

“That sounds great,” she said to me. “You really don’t mind?”

“Not at all. It could be fun,” I said.

She smiled. “Let’s get out of here.”

I heard another loud smash. I felt bad for Teddy; he was also going through a lot—but it was something he needed to go through if he was going to grow and become a better man. He needed to be honest with himself, and he took a big step that evening.

Mavis hopped into my passenger seat. She was still in her lingerie. She looked over at me with a smile. “It will take some time,” she said to me.

“Of course,” I said. “Take all the time you need.” And already, that glimmer of hope in her eyes was shining brighter than ever.

THE END


HAPPY WIFE, HAPPY LIFE
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HAPPY WIFE, HAPPY LIFE


Devin’s wife Kate hasn’t been herself lately. She’s been quiet and uninterested in intimacy, and the problem only seems to be getting worse. It’s been driving Devin crazier by the day—until he can’t take any more. He demands to know what’s wrong.

Apparently Kate has recently started to come to terms with the fact that she will never get to experience a fantasy that she’s kept deeply secret for many years—a fantasy that involves Devin putting on her lingerie and some makeup for a night with a complete stranger while she watches from the corner. And now Devin has to decide what he is willing to do to make his wife happy.


CHAPTER 1
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We had been married for four years—together for six—when I started to notice there was something wrong with Kate, my wife.

I first noticed it after we would have sex, while we were getting cleaned up. She would have this glazed over look in her eyes, as if her thoughts were elsewhere. I just assumed that she had a lot on her mind. But that look didn’t go away—it was always there moments after I would pull out of her and my creampie would ooze out from her tight pussy. And it would stay on her face for a long time—sometimes for the rest of the day, as if our sex was ruining her day. But she seemed to enjoy the actual fucking—

At least it seemed that way until one day, when I was sticking my cock into her. I looked into her eyes before I was even inside of her, and I noticed that familiar glazed over look. “What’s wrong?” I said.

It took a moment for her to realize I’d asked a question. “With me?” she said. “Nothing. I’m fine.” He forced a smile. I assumed that she just had working on her mind or something—so I didn’t let it stop me. She didn’t end up coming, but I didn’t think too much into it. She didn’t come from time to time—it wasn’t that unusual.

But then she didn’t come the next time, or the time after that. I would be pumping her with my cock and she would have that glazed over look in her eyes. She wouldn’t moan and she wouldn’t do much moving. I was starting to think that she was only putting out for my sake. Had she lost interest in sex altogether?

I decided to conduct an experiment. I didn’t initiate sex for a whole week, to see if she would be the one to drag me into the bedroom. But for that whole week, there was no mention of sex. I wanted to extend the experiment for another week, but I was way too horny. I ended up throwing her onto the bed and pumping my cock inside of her for a glorious thirty seconds until I unloaded a whole week’s worth of semen into her body. But even then, she hardly flinched. She didn’t even giggle the way she used to when I pounced her like a wild animal. Was the lust gone?

It got worse. That faraway look started showing up when we weren’t fucking. When we would go to bed at night, I would look over and notice her staring up at the ceiling, with that same look, as if she wasn’t just losing her lust for me, but she was losing her lust for life. “Is everything okay with you?” I asked. “You’ve been weird lately.”

“I’m fine,” she said with that familiar faked smile. Then she rolled over and went to sleep. But that look was there again the next night.

Our sex life took a big hit, and she didn’t even seem to notice. We went from fucking daily to fucking weekly—sometimes even just once a month. And I was always the one to start it—but she never came. She’d apparently lost the ability to come… at least with me. And I couldn’t help but wonder if she was feeling regretful. Maybe I was lousy in bed and she was just too polite to tell me. Maybe she was wishing that she would have married a stallion: some guy who could fuck like a pornstar.

Or maybe she was just bored. Maybe we needed to spice things up a little bit.

I went online and made a big order. I bought lingerie, games, and sex toys. It all came a few days later. While she was at work, I set the bedroom up, sprinkling fake rose petals around, setting up a sex-themed board game on the bed, lining the new toys up on the dresser. I even set up our video camera on a tripod, thinking that a sex tape could reignite that spark.

And when she came home, she played along. She put on the lingerie and we played that game—doing our best to work out the positions on the cards in the game. She even let me fuck her with the long vibrator I bought. But she still didn’t come—though at one point I thought I saw that glimmer in her eyes that I’d been so desperate to see for so long.

I set everything up again a few nights later. Kate played along again, but that glimmer was definitely nowhere to be seen. After just a few nights, the games and the toys were already old and boring. Our sex life wasn’t saved, and our marriage was starting to seem rocky.

I was driving home from work one afternoon when I noticed a new sex store had opened up. I pulled into the parking lot and ventured inside. I always hated going into sex shops—always feeling like a pervert—probably because there were always trench coat prevents meandering around the places. I was desperate to find something to spice things up, even though I was starting to think that the problem with our marriage wasn’t sex at all. I was starting to think that I was the problem. Maybe I wasn’t romantic enough. Maybe I wasn’t attentive enough. Maybe I didn’t make enough money. Maybe Kate just wanted more out of life and she wasn’t getting it from me.

I walked through the store, seeing some familiar items on the shelves—items I’d purchased online and gotten a bit of use out—but nothing that was able to fix my new intimacy issues. Then I ventured towards the back of the store, where the more hardcore stuff was kept. There were leather masks and chains. To me, it was intimidating and even a little bit creepy—but maybe that’s what Kate needed: a bit of a thrill. I bought a couple pairs of handcuffs and a gag ball. Then, the storeowner convinced me to buy a whip.

I got the bedroom set up again, before Kate came home. This time I felt awkward—my heart pounding, worried that Kate would see the new items and think that I was some sort of pervert. I was already feeling like we hardly knew each other anymore.

I could feel that my face was red when she came up to the bedroom. “Take off your clothes and lay down,” I said. She stared at me with that blank stare from the doorway.

“What is all this stuff?” she said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Something different. Now get undressed and lay down.”

She hesitated, but then she went along with it. I cuffed her wrists to the bedposts and then I stuffed that gag ball into her mouth. I took my clothes off and I climbed onto the bed with her. I looked up her gorgeous body and then I looked into her eyes. But that lifeless gaze was still there. The cuffs and the gag ball were doing nothing.

But that didn’t stop me from trying. I squirted some lubricant on my cock—I’d needed lube ever since she started getting that look in her eyes—and then I mashed my tip up and down the length of her pussy. But she didn’t flinch. It was just normal sex to her, except now she had the inconvenience of handcuffs to deal with. There was nothing exciting to her—and maybe this really was all just a waste of money.

But I was determined to get a reaction out of her, so I lowered my tip to her butthole. We’d never done anal before. I’d never asked and she’d never offered. But now I wasn’t asking—I was just going for it. I started to push my tip into her back door. I looked at her eyes and saw that they were wide. She took a deep breath in as my tip penetrated her tight anus. I felt like I was getting somewhere.

She groaned slightly as I pushed in. It probably hurt a little bit, but maybe that was part of the fun. She tried to move, but the handcuffs were tight. So I pushed in further, feeling her tight hole clenching along the length of my shaft. I let a groan out of my own. I didn’t think it would be this tight! I could feel her anal walls hugging my shaft—possibly trying to push me out. But I just kept sinking in deeper.

Her eyes were still wide, and wide eyes were better than dead eyes. I got my whole cock into her ass and then I started to pump. She groaned, muffled by that gag ball. I pumped faster and faster, looking down at her rectum, which hugged my shaft in both directions: in and out. I grabbed the bottle of lube and squirted some onto the action. It made a squishing sound as I pushed in.

It felt good. I closed my eyes and revelled in the tight euphoria. Then I opened my eyes and saw that she was staring up at the ceiling, back to looking uninterested. But how could that be? I was penetrating her anus for the first time! I pumped faster and came down harder, but I couldn’t get a reaction out of her.

And now I was about to come. I thought about coming inside of her, because that’s how I always came, but then I had another new idea. I pulled my cock out and stood up quickly. I started beating my shaft until cum started blasting in every direction. I did my best to point my tip down, so that my load would mostly end up on her. She closed her eyes and winced her face away as I coated her pretty body and her cute face.

Then I just felt guilty. She was messy and probably a bit sore—but no closer to being sexually satisfied. And maybe my initial fears were correct: maybe her lifeless look had nothing to do with sex. Maybe she was just over me.


CHAPTER 2
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It was a week later when my computer died because I forgot to plug it in. While it was charging, I went to grab Kate’s computer. I went to use her Internet, and then I saw that she had real estate listing opened. She was looking at properties on Vancouver Island, where she was from. Was she thinking of moving back without me? Was she creating an exit strategy?

I looked through the properties. There was no way she could afford them on her own. They were worth more than our current house, and we were only able to afford that with our combined salaries.

I shook my head. We’d already been through this—years ago. She wanted us to move to the island and I wanted to stay in Manitoba, where the work was. I tried explaining to her that we would both take salary hits if we moved to the island, and we would be leaving behind the friends I grew up with—and she agreed. So is that what this was about? Was she upset about where we lived? Did we need to have that same conversation again? Did I have to re-explain to her why we were better off in Manitoba?

I closed the tabs and went on with my Internet browsing. As I went to type a website into the browser, a suggestion for a different website came up: one that my wife had apparently visited recently. I clicked it.

It was an ad for a dog. ‘Bowser needs a loving home!’ the ad read. I sighed. We already had a dog, and we’d already been over this: we weren’t getting a second dog. Kate thought that our dog was lonely, and that walks would be more fun with another dog—but she wasn’t thinking about the cost of another dog. She wasn’t thinking about how much more poop we would have to pick up in the yard. She wasn’t thinking about the pain of trying to house train an animal.

And then I looked through Kate’s Internet history. She had been looking at new clothes. She had shopping carts full of outfits picked out, a few clicks away from being purchased. I groaned again. How many times did I have to explain to her that she didn’t need new clothes? Her wardrobe was perfectly fine. Everything was in good condition and it was all still in style. The way I grew up was, you don’t buy something new unless you can’t salvage the old. I’d tried explaining the dangers of rampant consumerism to Kate, but apparently she hadn’t been listening. At least she hadn’t been buying stuff behind my back—at least as far as I knew.

What really killed me inside was when I saw that Kate was on a porn website. She’d been watching a video of a young woman being fucked in the ass. I clicked on the video and watched, hoping I could maybe see what she was into—if there was something I was missing. But the sex seemed fairly straight forward: the girl was on her stomach and the guy was mounting her and pumping his big cock in and out of her tight back door.

But why was she watching it? Was she masturbating when I wasn’t around? Did she prefer to masturbate? Did her fingers feel better than my dick?

I was just about to close the video when the man dismounted the girl. Her asshole was left agape. Then he reached his hands underneath her and he flipped her over on to her back. He grabbed her legs and lifted them up and shimmied back in, to stick his cock back in her ass. And it took my brain a moment to realize my eyes weren’t playing a trick on me: the girl wasn’t a girl at all! She had a cock and a ball sack. Her cock was small, but erect, and her ball sack was swollen and tight. But aside from the package, she looked like a real girl—though her tits were maybe a bit stiff, and her jawline was maybe a bit rugged.

I quickly closed the video. My heart was suddenly pounding. Why was Kate watching that? What did she possibly see in that video that turned her on? There wasn’t even a girl in the video—no one for her to relate to. Did she maybe click on the video without realizing the girl wasn’t actually a girl? Was she just attracted to the man in the video? He wasn’t especially handsome, though he did have a big dick. Maybe she just wished that my dick was bigger…

I made sure to clear my own history from her computer before putting it back exactly where I found it. I even reopened her real estate listings, so she wouldn’t know that I’d been peeping—not that I originally intended to peep.

And now I wasn’t sure what to do. I had a wife who was apparently going through some sort of mid-life crisis, possibly about to derail everything we’d worked towards together. We had a good life in Manitoba: a nice house, an affordable lifestyle—everything we needed without being superfluous. You can’t have everything in life, but you can have what you need if you work hard. She was just going to need to put her exaggerated dreams aside for the sake of our family.

When she came home that night, I watched her closely. I watched as she went through her normal motions: getting undressed, taking a shower, and then putting dinner in the over: pasta Wednesday. Then I watched as she sat down in front of the TV and put on the news. She stared blankly at the screen, not really paying attention to what the news anchor was saying. She had that dull look in her eyes, as if her mind was elsewhere—possibly on the beach on Vancouver Island. It was probably just a matter of time before she got over it. She’d gotten over it once before and she could get over it again. And as soon as our current dog pooped in the house or threw up in the middle of the night, she would realize that the idea of getting a second dog was silly nonsense.

“Want to talk about anything?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “Like what?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Anything. You seem down. I just want to make sure you’re okay.”

She shook her head and forced a smile. “I’m not down,” she said. And then she turned her blank gaze back towards the television screen.

“Nothing you want to tell me at all? Nothing you want to talk about?” I said, keeping my distance.

She shook her head. “Nope.”

But it wasn’t enough for me. As long as she seemed down, I felt down. Her sad energy seemed to be rubbing off on me, no matter how hard I tried to shake it. I tried to convince myself that she would cheer up in a matter of time, and that she would forget all about this Vancouver Island nonsense—maybe in a matter of days. And then our sex life would be back to normal. It was out of my control as long as she wasn’t willing to talk about it… But still, I couldn’t help but feel bogged down by the weight of her depression. It was like a virus, seeping into my body.

I tried to initiate sex that night, but she said she had a headache. She rolled over and went to sleep, leaving me feeling vulnerable and worried about our future. So I reminded myself again that she was just going through a phase, and it would end soon.


CHAPTER 3
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Two weeks later, nothing had changed. Her glazed look was still in her eyes, seemingly permanently. Her mind was elsewhere, and I could do nothing to fix it. The sex had dried up. I didn’t want to have lifeless sex so I didn’t bother to initiate lifeless sex. Meanwhile, she didn’t even seem to notice. We went about our usual schedules, meeting up in the mornings and at night, hardly talking because no topic would keep her interest for very long. I could always tell that she was still thinking about whatever it was she was thinking about when I chatted with her.

So at the end of those two miserable weeks, I asked again: “What’s wrong with you? Please tell me. I can’t take any more of this.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know why you think something’s wrong. I’m fine.”

“Do you need to see a doctor? Are you feeling depressed?”

She shook her head. “I’m fine.”

“Why don’t you enjoy sex anymore? Am I doing something wrong?”

And she just shook her head in the most frustrating way. “It’s fine,” she said, as if she thought we were still having regular sex.

“No—it’s not fine. I can’t take this any longer. You need to tell me right now what’s on your mind. What are you thinking about when you stare blankly at the ceiling at night? When we’re watching the news, what’s going through your head? Is it Vancouver Island? Do you really want to move back this badly? Do we need to talk about why we can’t do that?”

She shook her head slowly. “I don’t want to talk about it.”

“I’m not letting this go until we talk about it. I can’t take another night of this. It’s killing me. I’m going crazy. If you aren’t happy, I’m not happy. So just come out with it already. What is it?”

She looked down at her lap, awkwardly fidgeting her fingers together. “It’s nothing,” she said.

“No—don’t give me that! No more of that! Either you tell me, or… or I’ll leave.”

She looked up at me with wide eyes. “You’ll leave?” she said with a broken voice.

“If you don’t feel comfortable even talking to me anymore, what’s the point in us staying together? Why be married? We don’t talk, we don’t have sex, we don’t even touch—it’s madness.”

She looked back down at her lap, once again toying with her fingers, moving her rings around mindlessly. “I don’t know,” she said.

“Fine. If you can’t be open with me, then I guess this is it,” I said. My heart stammered and my gut turned. I hated to admit it, but it was true: what was the point of being together if we were only together physically? If she couldn’t be open with me, then there was no longer any point in being together romantically.

After a long silence, she said, “I’m worried you’ll make fun of me—or worse.”

“Worse?” I said.

“What if you don’t ever look at me the same again?”

I stared at her. Now I was starting to worry. Was she having an affair? No, no—it couldn’t be that. Why would she think I would laugh at her about an affair? What could make me laugh at her? Did she want to quit her job to do something ridiculous, like join the circus or become an abstract painter? “What is it?” I asked.

She closed her eyes and then she laughed nervously. “When we got married, I thought I had everything. I thought that I was used to this lifestyle. And, well, I had some dreams that I just figured I would forget about. Maybe it’s silly to call them dreams. Maybe ‘dreams’ is exaggerating a little bit.”

“Well? What the hell are you on about? Quit beating around the bush.”

She looked into my eyes, with a glimmer for the first time in such a long time. She bit down on her lip as her cheeks turned red. “There is this thing that I always thought was just a silly fantasy, but now that I’m sure it will probably never happen, I’m kind of sad. And it makes me think that none of my dreams will ever happen… There’s that word again: dreams. It’s probably the wrong word to use.”

“Out with it, Kate!” I said.

“I don’t know! It’s embarrassing. I guess I’ve always wanted to see another man… Oh God, this is so humiliating. I’ve always wanted to see another man have sex with you.”

I opened my mouth to reply, having expected a harmless little fantasy. But I wasn’t expecting anything close to that. I swallowed a gulp of air and then I tried to form a sentence, but I was in too much shock. Did she just say what I thought she said? She wanted to see me have sex with another man?

“I’m not gay, Kate,” I said.

She looked down at the floor. “I know. It’s stupid. It’s just a dumb fantasy. I’ve been trying to tell myself that it’s just stupid, but that just makes me sadder—knowing that there are things I’ll never have.”

“I can’t have sex with a man,” I said. “I won’t do it.”

She nodded her head. “Right. I know,” she said. “Like I said: stupid dream.” She faked a laugh, but now she seemed more depressed than ever, knowing that her fantasy really never would become a reality.

“Let’s not talk about this again. It’s silly,” I said. “Maybe we can buy you some new clothes. Do you have clothes you want? I got a little bonus at work—we can use it to buy some clothes. What do you think?”

She forced a painful smile and nodded her head. And now I just felt guilty. I was responsible for ending a long-running fantasy of hers. But it’s not like I could do it. It’s not like I could have sex with another man, just to satisfy some whimsy of hers. I was straight. I loved pussy—my wife’s pussy, to be specific. I wasn’t interested in being with other people—especially not people of the male persuasion.

She was quiet that night: embarrassed and maybe a bit depressed still. But I knew it would pass. She just needed a few days—a week at the most.

But a week went by, and those glazed eyes were still there. And now it was worse than ever, because I knew what those eyes meant. I knew that she was thinking about me with another man, fulfilling some fantasy she’d apparently had for so many years.

There was one ad that would come on the television: an ad for condoms. In the ad, there was a gay couple fondling each other on a bed while getting undressed. Whenever that ad would come on, my wife would zone out, and then she wouldn’t come back all night. Is that what she wanted? Did she want to see me with a muscular dude? The thought made me nauseous.

But there was an even worse ad: the ad for a new dating show called Blind Dates. The ad shows multiple couples on dates, but one of the couples is a man on a date with a transgender girl. At the end of the ad, the narrator says, “Will their dates end in chaos? Or will sparks fly?” The end ends showing the man kissing the tranny. The ad wouldn’t be so bad if Kate didn’t let a little whimper out from her lips every time they showed the kiss.

Was that part of her fantasy? Did she want me to dress up like a girl for this fucking she wanted me to get? Is that why she’d been watching the tranny porn on her computer?

When she was out of the house a few days later, I checked her browser history again, and I saw that she’d been watching that kinky porn again: men fucking ditsy little trannies. It couldn’t have been a coincidence. There was no way Kate was accidentally clicking on tranny porn videos over and over. That must have been part of her fantasy—the fantasy that was making my life so miserable.

I just wanted our old life back. I wanted to see Kate smiling. I wanted to see that glimmer in her eyes. I didn’t want to think about this silly fantasy any longer. And I was starting to think that the only way this terrible period of our marriage would end was with me putting on a skirt and spreading my legs for a man. My heart stammered at the thought.

I looked at Kate that night. I watched her as she stared blankly. Would she ever smile again? Did she really want me to fuck a man so badly?

I bit down hard on my tongue and took a deep breath. Then, breaking the silence, I said, “Fine. I’ll do it—just once. Set it up and I’ll do it. Just don’t expect me to enjoy it.”

She looked at me with wide eyes and parted lips. It took her a moment before she was able to say, “Wait—are you serious?”

“Unfortunately I am serious. Let’s just get this over with and out of the way so I never have to think about it again. Okay?”

She remained frozen for a moment, and then she nodded her head quickly. “You’ll really do it for me?”

“Just once,” I said. “And then we’ll never talk about it again.”

It took hours to fall asleep that night. I still hardly had any idea of what I’d just agreed to do. I didn’t know the extent of her fantasy. I didn’t even know if she wanted me to be a man or a woman during the act. Would she want me to kiss this stranger? Getting pegged was one thing, but making out with a man was a whole other nightmare. I didn’t want a man’s tongue in my mouth, and I didn’t want to feel his scratchy face against mine.

I thought I was going to be sick at one point in the night. I even got up and went to the bathroom, expecting the worst. But I didn’t throw up. I just ended up staring in the mirror at my pale face.

Was this really what my wife needed to be happy? Was this really the cure to this horrible depression that had been weighing the both of us down for so long?


CHAPTER 4
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Kate informed me the very next night that a date had been set. “Friday night,” she said. “He’ll be here at 9:00 PM.” I didn’t know who ‘he’ was or how she found him so easily, but I was too afraid to ask. I kept telling myself that I wouldn’t think at all about it until the act was underway, and then once it was done, I would never think about it again. But it was impossible not to think about. How could I just scrub such an insane anxiety from my mind?

Friday night was just two nights away. I still had no idea what I was expected to do on this ‘date’. Did she want me to go out and get dinner with the guy? Was I going to be dolled up like the trannies in the videos? Was he just going to fuck me, or was I going to be expected to fuck him as well? Maybe he would be the tranny and I would be the male character in the scenario… And then what about Kate? Would she just be in the room watching? Or was she going to leave and just be happy knowing that this was happening? Would I ever be able to look at my wife the same after she watched me getting sodomized by a stranger?

For that first day, I managed not to ask for any details. I didn’t want Kate thinking that I was putting too much thought into this scenario. But the night before the big act, I couldn’t help myself. I needed to know. “How the hell is this going to work?” I asked.

“I have your outfit all picked out. When I get home from work, we’ll shave your legs and do your makeup. I’m going to pick up a wig during lunch tomorrow. I’ve got a blonde one already picked out. And then, if we have time, we’ll do your nails—if that’s okay with you.”

I nodded my head slowly, shocked by how much planning had already gone into this affair. I bit down on my tongue and swallowed a big gulp of nervous air. “Okay. Sure. Whatever,” I said, terrified—but I didn’t want her to know that I was terrified. I just wanted her to think that I was an open husband who didn’t think she was a crazy psychopath. Though I was starting to worry that she had much more in her brain than I ever thought before.

Once again, I didn’t get much sleep. In less than twenty-four hours, I would be having homosexual sex with a stranger, probably in front of my wife, while dressed up like—presumably—a prostitute. And maybe I was about to be a prostitute. Maybe she found this guy through some escort listing she made. Maybe we were going to get paid for this madness. Or maybe this guy was a friend from work. Maybe he knew me, and he wasn’t a stranger at all.

It was at 5:00 PM when Kate came down the stairs from the bedroom and told me it was time to get ready. I stood up slowly from the couch and followed her up the stairs. My joints were stiff and my head was spacey, probably from lack of sleep. I knew I still had a few hours to back out of this absurdity—but first I wanted to get a better idea of what Kate seemed to think that she needed in order to be happy again.

She had the bathroom all set up and ready, with an outfit hanging on the shower rod and makeup scattered on the vanity. There was even a chair, which she’d dragged in from the garage. “Take a seat,” she said. “We’ll start with your makeup.”

I didn’t say anything as I sat down and stared at myself in the mirror. I wasn’t surprised by how white my face was—and I wasn’t surprised by how red her face was. She picked up the first product and squirted a glob onto her fingertip. Then she started rubbing it into my skin. I don’t know what it was, but it made my face shiny. I didn’t care to ask what it was or why I needed it. A minute later, she was rubbing something else on my face: a flesh-toned cream that made my skin look clear and blemish free.

I kept taking deep breaths, trying to gather the courage to ask what I should expect, but I wasn’t able to think of anything to say. And if I didn’t have the courage to speak, how was I going to have the courage to let a man fuck me? I suppose I would be just as docile for the man as I was now, in front of the mirror—there would be no work on my end, aside from bearing the inevitable pain.

Next, Kate started working on my eyes. She told me to shut my eyes and then I felt her drawing on my eyelids. It was a strange feeling, like being poked in the eyes constantly, but it didn’t hurt. I was constantly tempted to open my eyes, but at the same time I wanted to keep them closed—even once she moved onto different products. I didn’t want to see my transformation. I wanted to pretend like I was just having a strange dream. I was safe behind my eyelids. Nothing could hurt me as long as my eyes were closed.

Once again, she was working on the eyes, but I didn’t open my eyes to see what she was doing. It felt like she was flicking my eyelashes—and at one point, it felt like she was pulling them: pinching them and squeezing them. “That kind of hurts,” I said.

She didn’t reply. It was five minutes later when she said, “When the guy gets here, you’ll either have to be quiet or talk in a girl voice.”

My stomach turned at being reminded a man was on his way to fuck me. I bit down on my tongue and I took another deep breath of air into my lungs.

“In fact, he might end up chatting with you, so it’s probably best that you practise your voice—at least a little bit.” My eyes were still closed, but I could hear the embarrassment in her voice. I understood why she didn’t tell me about this little fetish of hers: it was embarrassing. It was embarrassing for both of us. In fact, I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing, and I was trying. If her fetish were to make me walk around the city naked—that would have been less embarrassing. If her fetish was to pee on my face, that would have been less embarrassing. “Why don’t you try saying something?”

I cleared my throat and wished time was going by quicker. “What time is it?” I asked in my best soft, high-pitched voice.

“Hey, that’s not bad,” she said with a smile in her voice.

“No—I’m asking,” I said, still using that voice.

“Oh. It’s, uh, almost seven. We still have a lot to get done here.”

I kept my eyes closed, but I could hear the excitement in her voice. I could practically hear that glimmer that I’d been so desperate to see for so long. So maybe this really wasn’t so horrible. Sure, I would be left with a sore bum and a memory I would wish I didn’t have—but at least she would be happy. At least life would return to normal—at least for a little while, until her next strange fantasy became an overwhelming desire.

“Okay—I think we’re done with your face,” she said. “Open your eyes.”

But I didn’t want to open my eyes. I wanted to keep them closed until the night was over. I bit down on my tongue and fought away the nausea in my gut—then I forced my eyes open. I didn’t love what I was seeing. I looked… strangely androgynous. My skin was smooth like a child’s and my eyes looked big and almost alien. Somehow, my lips looked plump and wet, and I was tempted to wipe them, like when you get water on your lips after drinking too quickly. But most strangely of all was the shape of my nose and my cheekbones. She’d done something with her makeup to alter the shape of my face.

“What do you think?” she asked.

I looked closer at the mirror. I hardly recognized myself. Even my eyes seemed to be a different shade of blue: brighter and deeper. But I know for a fact she didn’t put any makeup on my eyeballs. “It’s, uh—if you’re happy, I’m happy.”

I looked up at her and she was staring at me, still with those red cheeks. “Can you say it in your girl voice for me?” she asked sheepishly.

I fought the urge to roll my eyes. I couldn’t let her think that I wasn’t taking this seriously or that I was dreading every single second of this. I didn’t want to ruin it for her. We’d come this far. “If you’re happy, I’m happy,” I said in my soft, high-pitched voice. Then I watched my wife smile.

I looked back at the mirror. Was this going to be enough for the man coming to fuck me? Was he hoping for an androgynous, blank-eyed, nervous thirty-year-old?

“Now let’s shave you up,” my wife said. She turned on the tub and told me to get undressed carefully. “Don’t smudge your makeup. Maybe we should have gotten your shirt off before we started. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

I carefully got out of my clothes and I hopped in the tub. I was about to reach for my razor when she handed me her pink razor. “Use this,” she said. “It lubricated while you shave.” I felt strange holding the girly razor, but that was the least of my concerns. I went ahead and shaved my legs. Kate made me shave my chest, armpits, and crotch as well. It wasn’t a quick process. And every single swipe of the razor was gut turning. I hated watching smooth skin emerge from my manly hairiness—even though I was never very hairy to begin with.

When I stepped out from the tub, my wide immediately reached down to feel my legs. “Wow,” she said. I didn’t reply. I was shocked that she liked what she was seeing and feeling. No woman should want to see her man hairless like some gimmicky cat. Men should be hairy and manly—shouldn’t they? Men should be big and strong… though I suppose I was never big and strong, even before this little makeover.

My wife’s face was glowing now. Her eyes were big and glistening and her lips seemed to be permanently curved into a little smile. She skipped away briefly to grab a blonde wig, and then she skipped back. “Hold still,” she said as she moved behind me and started to wriggle the hair onto my head. It was surprisingly soft—probably human hair, and probably expensive. It was cut with bangs, which hung just over my eyebrows. She pushed and primped it until she was satisfied, and then her eyes were glowing brighter than ever—maybe even brighter than on our wedding day.

So I looked in the mirror to see what all the excitement was about. And I was shocked to see that the wig was enough to take me from androgynous to feminine. My face really looked like a girl’s face! I could feel my skin turning white, but I couldn’t see it because of all the makeup.

“What do you think? I think you turned out really well!” she said.

“Sure,” I said, feeling sicker than ever. I had no idea how I was going to go through with this. I already felt like I was about to vomit. Could all men look like women with a wig and some makeup, or was I a rare sissy? I reached up slowly and felt my face. I couldn’t believe it was real. I was almost convinced that I was looking at a TV screen and not a mirror, and this was all just a big prank. But my reflection moved with me.

“Now let’s get your dressed. Your date should be here in twenty minutes.” Twenty minutes? Was it almost nine already? Had we really been getting ready for that long?

I followed my wife like a zombie, looking at every reflection I could along the way: in the glass of our picture frames and in our windows. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe my wife had actually turned me into a chick.

And was this part of the reason she married me? As a man, did I have a feminine look to me? Was that part of what turned her on when we made love? When she closed her eyes while we fucked, was she imagining a girl with a strap-on? Or was she imagining a tranny. Did she want me to be a tranny? Would this game of dress up become a normal occurrence, even when we just wanted to have sex?

For my outfit, Kate put me in lingerie that I bought for her: a white lace teddy with little snaps at the crotch for easy sex access. It was a bit tight, but it looked fine. It even made my shape appear more slender and curvy—not too different from Kate’s shape.

On my feet, she had me wear a pair of black heels—a pair she bought online, but they ended up being too big for her feet. They fit me perfectly.

“Do a little spin for me,” Kate said. So I did a little spin. Once my gaze was back on her, her smile was enormous. Her glowing eyes could have lit up the darkest cave. “I think you’re ready.”

I forced an awkward smile and nodded my head. Then I heard the crunching of gravel in our driveway. She rushed to the window and I became frozen in my place, trying to breathe as reality sunk in. “He’s here,” she said. I was starting to feel faint. This wasn’t just a little joke or silly playtime. This was real. I was really about to have homosexual sex. I was about to be fucked by a man while my wife watched.

“What do I do?” I managed to ask.

“Just wait in here. Lay on the bed and he will do the rest. And don’t worry—I’ll be here the whole time to help if you need anything.” She smiled as she looked into my eyes. I don’t know how I managed not to throw up on our bedroom floor. Kate leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. It was a slow, gentle kiss. She hadn’t kissed me like that in years. My heart throbbed and then I remembered why I was doing this: to get the old Kate back. I bit down on the inside of my cheek and I nodded my head.

As my wife skipped away to answer the door, I crawled up onto the bed. And I wouldn’t be getting down until I no longer had my anal virginity.


CHAPTER 5
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Iheard the front door open downstairs. I heard my wife saying, “Come on in. You’re just on time.”

And then I heard an unfamiliar male voice saying, “I’ve got the money here.” He sounded nervous, but he couldn’t have possibly been as nervous as me.

“Your beautiful date for the night is just up this way,” Kate said. And then I heard the footsteps approaching the stairs. I groaned and squirmed and kept reminding myself that it would all be over soon. Maybe the guy wouldn’t last long. Maybe he would have a small cock and he would erupt within thirty seconds, and the whole thing would be over and done with before I even realized what was happening.

They were walking up the stairs now. I felt so awkward on that bed. How was I supposed to lie? On my back? On my stomach? Was I supposed to keep my bulge hidden? Was I supposed to kiss this stranger? What if he wanted to play with my cock?

I put my hands on my hips, but that felt strange, so I took them off. Then I sprawled them out to the side, but that felt even weirder. I tried holding them against my sides, but then I just felt stiff. I tried rolling into my side, putting one hand on my hip—but then I didn’t know what to do with my other hand. Should I put it behind me?

They were approaching the door now. “And sorry—you said you were going to watch, or are you going to participate as well?” I heard the man ask as they came up to the door.

“I’ll be watching. She’s a new client—still in training. So it’s important that I watch to make sure she’s doing everything you need her to do.”

“Okay—that makes sense,” the man said. Now Kate had her hand on the doorknob. My head was spinning and my skin was cold. I tried to fight away the nausea. The last thing I wanted was to throw up in front of my wife’s ‘client’. Where did she even find this guy? How did she know he was clean? What if he went around sleeping with lots of gay prostitutes? What if he had AIDS? No, no—my wife was more careful than that. Surely he was clean. Surely my wife wouldn’t put myself—and herself—in any sort of peril.

“Here she is,” Kate said, opening the door. I perked up and tried to force a smile.

She moved aside for a tall man. He had neat dark hair and dark-framed glasses. He was wearing a black suit with a black tie. His face was dark red, and it became even redder when he saw me.

I figured it was my cue to greet the man, but I was rendered mute. I couldn’t think of any words to say—and even if I could, I don’t think I would have been able to push them past the lump that was swelling in my throat.

“Hello there,” he said nervously.

I tried to say hi, but it didn’t work. So I just nodded my head and kept that forced smile on my face.

He took a step into the room. Kate slipped through behind him, moving to the side of the room where she had a chair set up. I hadn’t even noticed the chair until that moment.

“I’m Kurt. I’m—uh—going to be your date for the night,” he said.

I just nodded my head again.

“Like I said—Delilah is new and a bit shy. Don’t worry—she’ll relax once things get going,” Kate said as she took her seat. And I assumed that I was Delilah. I actually didn’t mind the name. I always liked the song… Though I couldn’t help but wonder how my wife came to pick that name.

The man was just standing there. Was I supposed to do something? Was I supposed to get up and shake his hand?

“Go ahead and get undressed, Kurt,” Kate said nervously. I wanted to look over at her to see if she was okay, but I was too afraid to make eye contact with her. I felt so vulnerable and flustered.

Kurt started by loosening his tie. Then he went through his buttons one at a time, exposing his chest slowly. The room was silent. And Kate seemed to notice at the same moment as me. “Maybe I’ll put on some music,” she said, digging her phone out of her pocket. Her phone was connected to our Bluetooth speaker. She started playing some club music, which I’d never heard her play before. Did she have it picked out for this occasion? It wasn’t my kind of music, but at least it killed the horrible silence.

Kurt took his shirt off, placing it neatly on our dresser. He had a surprisingly toned body. Now he was working on his belt.

And I was still unmoved on that bed, waiting for exact instructions. Was I supposed to take off my teddy? Or was I just supposed to remain still until he moved me? Was my role for the night just as ‘glorified sex doll’?

I watched as Kurt unzipped his fly. He bent over, tugging his pants down, but leaving his boxer shorts up. I could see a bulge in his loose boxers. My stomach turned. It was a good thing I was wearing makeup, or Kurt would have seen that my face was turning dark green—and I’m sure that wouldn’t have been very attractive.

I was frozen with terror, still trying to wrap my head around why this was happening. Was this seriously what my wife wanted?

“Okay. I guess we’ll just get to it?” he said.

I nodded my head slowly. Kate was silent and Kurt seemed to be waiting for a reply. So I opened my mouth and managed to say, “Whatever you want.”

He smiled, pushing his glasses back up his nose. Then he walked towards the bed. He stepped up easily. He crawled over me as I gently rolled onto my back. I realized just how tall he was in that moment. His large figure loomed over me and his cologne tickled my nostrils. I looked into his eyes and he looked into mine. And suddenly, I was terrified that he would be able to tell that I was a man and not a woman at all—even though I’m sure he knew.

“You’re very beautiful,” he said.

I know that he was trying to compliment me, but the comment did not register as a compliment—just a reminder that there had been a gigantic elephant in my marriage and I was completely oblivious for so many years. “Thank you,” I said.

He gently put his hand on my arm and moved it down, feeling my skin. I didn’t like the idea of being touched by a man, but I knew that it would all be over soon. I’d never had sex for longer than thirty minutes, so I couldn’t imagine he was going to last much longer than that. He put his other hand on my other arm. Then, after a moment, he moved those hands to the sides of my torso. He moved his hands up and down, feeling my figure. He took a deep breath in, as if he actually liked what he was feeling.

And I wondered: was he gay, or was he just a straight man indulging in a tranny fantasy? He looked down at my body with big eyes and parted lips. I could hear him breathing slowly. At times I could even feel his hot breath tickling my skin. “You’re very beautiful,” he said again.

I nodded my head. I looked down his body and saw his abs flexing as he bent over. He was a strong man—stronger than me. He wasn’t jacked like a regular gym rat, but he was still intimidating and overwhelming. I wondered if he wanted me to put my hands on his body. Could I do it? I didn’t want to touch his muscles, but I wanted to make Kate happy. Did she want me to touch his body? I bit down on my tongue and I forced myself to do it.

His torso was warm and his body was hard. His muscles bulged and dipped. A whimper escaped his lips as I slipped my fingers over his back muscles.

I still couldn’t look over at my wife. I was still terrified to see her reaction. But I could feel her gaze. I could feel her watching my every move. Was I doing it right for her? Was this turning her on?

The man lowered his body down on top of mine. And that’s when I felt his erection throbbing behind his thin cotton boxers. Even in the undergarment, I could feel that it was warm and excited. I closed my eyes as it rubbed against my thigh. He started kissing my neck, forcing my face towards my wife. But I didn’t want to open my eyes and see her sitting there. I didn’t want to see her expression. What if she was regretting this? What if she suddenly realized how humiliating this was? What if the way she was looking at me now was the way she would look at me for the rest of our marriage? I couldn’t bring myself to open my eyes—I just couldn’t do it.

Kurt’s hand slipped down between my legs. His fingers slid over my crotch until he had a comfortable grip on my whole package. He squeezed gently, making my gut turn once again.

What was I getting myself into?
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Iknew I needed to move things along. I couldn’t just let the act stagnate. I couldn’t spend the whole night with this man. I knew I could only take so much—so I reached down and grabbed his boxers with both of my hands. Still with my eyes closed, I started pulling them down. I felt his soft public hair now rubbing against my leg. And once the elastic band of his boxers was down far enough, I felt his erection swing up and brush against my thigh. It was even warmer and harder than I was expecting. And it was actually touching me—a real, erect penis was actually touching my body.

“Shit,” I muttered, trying to will the clock to move faster in my mind.

Kurt sat up and pulled his boxers off completely. He tossed them aside. It took a moment for me to force my eyes open, so I wouldn’t look like I’d fallen asleep. And then my gaze was drawn directly towards it: his big, curved shaft, throbbing with a thick blue vein running from tip to base. It was an impressive cock—and an intimidating cock. It took a few seconds before I was able to look away from it. But I wasn’t free from it.

He crawled up my body, hovering that massive shaft over my. He finally planted his muscular butt down on my chest. His erection was now dangling in front of my face, and he was staring into my eyes, waiting for me to play the next move. I knew exactly what he wanted—and I had a feeling Kate was hoping for the same thing. But I wasn’t sure I could do it. I loved women. I loved eating pussy. I never ever wanted a cock anywhere near my body—never mind in my mouth. But what else could I do? I couldn’t just kill the mood. And not to mention, the guy was apparently paying money—so he was probably expecting certain things that come standard with a prostitute. I’m sure cock sucking was one of those things.

So I closed my eyes again. I took a deep breath, and then I parted my lips. Maybe he wanted me to grab his cock and stroke it and put it into my mouth—but he was going to have to do the work himself. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

My heart was pounding fast and hard. I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t passing out. I wasn’t sure how I wasn’t going into cardiac arrest.

Suddenly, I felt his warm tip press up to my lips. I flinched, but I managed to keep my mouth open. Then I felt him sliding in, pushing his cock in deep. It was an awkward and uncomfortable feeling. I did my best not to cringe my face muscles. I didn’t want him to know that I was disgusted. I had a feeling that he didn’t know I was only doing this for my wife.

He groaned quietly as his shaft pushed into my mouth, sliding along my tongue. I could feel him throbbing—a horrible feeling—especially horrible because I knew he was throbbing because he thought I was sexy. And it didn’t help that he kept saying, “You’re so beautiful.” I didn’t want to hear it again, but he kept saying it. And maybe that meant it was true. Maybe I was a beautiful woman—that didn’t mean I wanted to be one.

I pressed my lips around his girth, and then I started to stimulate his tip with my tongue. He groaned again. I could feel Kate’s gaze burning my skin. Now I was sure that she would never look at me the same way again. She would never be able to kiss my lips without thinking of the stranger’s cock that was once sliding in and out of them. But maybe that’s what she wanted—at least for now. But maybe she would wake up in a few weeks and realize how pathetic it was—how humiliating it was that her husband could pass for a woman in her makeup and lingerie.

I kept sucking. He was rock hard—hard enough that I was almost sure he wouldn’t last long. I just needed to work it. If I turned him of enough, I knew he wouldn’t last long and this would all be over with. Luckily, I knew what turned men on, because I knew what turned me on.

I faked a moan, as if I was actually liking his cock. I reached both of my hands around and placed them on his ass, and then I started to massage gently. It was horrible, but I was getting through it. I could feel his cock throbbing harder and twitching with anticipation. Maybe I would get lucky and he would come before he even got his cock near my ass. Maybe I wouldn’t have to take it in the butt. But then did that mean that I would have to taste his cum? Would he want me to swallow? At least in my bum there were no taste buds.

He pulled his cock out suddenly, pulling long strands of saliva with it. I took a sharp breath in, realizing I hadn’t breathed in close to a minute. His cock was bigger and mightier than ever. And his face was dark red, as if I really did bring him close to orgasm, just by teasing his tip and massaging his length with my lips. I caught myself smiling, impressed with myself—but only for a moment. I managed to brush that smile away quickly—hopefully before Kate noticed.

Now Kurt was crawling back down. He was probably ready for show time—but I wasn’t ready. Having his cock in my mouth was bad enough. I didn’t want to know how it felt in my ass. I’d never had anything in my ass before—except for the finger Kate stuck in it once when we were fucking, early in our relationship... Now that made more sense.

I pressed my legs together, even though he was probably wanting me to spread them wide. I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t force myself to spread for him, even though I knew it would be over sooner if I just did it.

But my closed legs didn’t seem to bother him. Instead of trying to spread them, he flipped me over with a single move. Now I was on my stomach, with my legs pressed together and my hands cautiously at my sides. My heart fluttered. I felt his big, wet cock slap between my butt cheeks. I whimpered and became tense.

I turned my head to the side and found myself staring at my wife. But she didn’t look horrified or disgusted or regretful like I thought she would. Instead, she looked amazed and excited. Her lips were parted and her eyes were wide and glowing. She really was loving this. This really was what she wanted. And seeing that face made the whole thing more tolerable. Maybe this wasn’t so bad. If it could make my wife feel happy for just a little while, then it was worth it.

I felt that tip press up to my hole, and then I could feel him pushing, trying to penetrate me with his large throbber. I turned my head back down, nestling it into the pillow. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself. I had no idea if Kate or Kurt could hear me. I could feel that warm tip mashing against my hole, trying to break through. And finally, as I took a deep breath in, it did break through.
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There was a cock in my asshole. He was literally inside of my body. My back door was no longer a virgin back door. I suppose I was officially a prostitute. I could feel my anus stretching, both inside and out. I could feel his hard shaft sinking deeper, pushing further and further into my body. It didn’t feel right—but strangely, it didn’t hurt.

“Oh God,” I groaned into that pillow.

Kurt had his hands on my hips, holding me firmly in place. He didn’t want me to move while he sunk in deep. And he really was going deep, trying to get the entire length of his shaft into my body. Now I knew how Kate felt when I cuffed her to the bed and stuck it in her ass. It was a weird feeling that words can hardly describe. I could feel him in my ass, but I could feel him in other places too: filling up my chest and my throat—even my mouth felt strangely full. But of course he wasn’t any higher than my bellybutton, even when he was completely inside of my body.

“How does it feel?” I heard Kate ask.

I had no idea if she was asking my date or me.

“It feels fucking amazing,” Kurt said through clenched teeth. “She’s so tight. I can feel her hole stretching wide.”

“Be gentle with her. She’s a virgin,” Kate said.

I heard Kurt scoff. Then he started to pump. He didn’t seem to care that I was clenching hard, trying to get him to stop so that I could have a moment to get used to the strange feeling that was overwhelming my body. At least he started slowly, pulling up carefully and then sinking down meticulously. He made sure to get his whole cock in and out with every rotation. It was a weird feeling when he was completely inside of me, but it was an even weirder feeling when he was nearly out completely, only with the tip of his tip through my puckering hole. For a brief moment, I would feel empty and almost deflated, then his cock would push back in, creating the opposite feeling.

And I realized in that moment that I was positioned exactly like the tranny in the porn video I saw on my wife’s computer. It was an exact re-enactment of a video she got off to. I turned my head to look at her, and I saw that she had a hand down the front of her skirt—and likely down the front of her panties as well. She was touching herself: rubbing her clit, getting off to the sight of me being pumped and humiliated. I hardly recognized her. When I stood up on the altar with her, I had no idea that she had such a perverted mind. When she was looking into my eyes on our wedding day, was she thinking about this? Was she hoping a day would come where I would be wearing her makeup and lingerie, pinned underneath a muscular man with a giant cock?

She smiled at me. Her eyes were heavy, as if she was on the cusp of an orgasm. She gently bit her bottom lip. And then I noticed the trickle of fluid down her leg. Was she really getting off this much? Was this really her ultimate fantasy, being played out perfectly as she imagined it?

Kurt started pumping faster. His cock suddenly felt thicker and harder—bulging in seemingly random places, and rubbing in all the right places. It actually felt kind of nice. He was hitting a spot that made my legs tremble with warm euphoria. That same euphoria was blasting through my body. It felt good—better than good; it felt amazing. I was starting to understand why some men liked being fucked in the ass. It almost felt like something was rubbing the tip of my cock in the perfect way. The stimulation was intense and incredible.

I started to squirm and moan—no matter how hard I tried to remain still and silent. Kurt did a good job of holding me still, but he couldn’t stop me from trembling and groaning. That euphoria was getting stronger and stronger and stronger. My cock was tingling with hot intensity. Then suddenly, I felt a strange relief between my legs. I let out a deep sigh, and then I felt something wet and warm pooling around my crotch. Was I coming? Did Kurt make me come with his big cock? I reached a hand down, slipping my fingers under my pinned body, and I felt the warm gooey substance. I really did come. I didn’t even know that was possible!

Kurt was groaning now, digging his fingertips into my body. He was slamming my ass harder and harder with each thrust. I could feel him clenching and straining, trying to hold back his orgasm. I wanted him to come. I wanted to feel his hot load inside of my body. “Oh God,” he groaned through clenched teeth. And then I felt it: he was filling me up. With each twitch of his cock, hot goo was being expelled deep into my body. I’d never felt anything like it. It was a nice, pleasant, warm feeling. I revelled in it, squirming and moaning. I remembered that my wife was watching. But the pleasure overrode the embarrassment.

I looked over at her and saw that her face was dark red. The inside of her left leg was very wet, as if she’d squirted in her panties. Apparently she’d gotten what she wanted.

Kurt pulled out, leaving me with that awkward empty feeling. I tried to sit up, but my body was sapped of energy. I could hear him breathing heavily as he stumbled away from the bed. “Wow,” he said. “That was… amazing.”

“She really is something, isn’t she?” Kate said.

A minute passed and I still couldn’t move. I was still frozen with euphoria and exhaustion. Why did that feel so good? Why did I feel so amazingly satisfied?

I felt that thick goo pouring out from my stretched hole. A part of me wanted to reach around and push it back in, so I could feel it sliding around in side of me for a few more minutes—but I didn’t even have the energy to do that. I just remained still while Kate led my date back to his car. I listened as his engine fired up and he pulled away.
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We didn’t talk about it that night. While Kate was still downstairs, I managed to get up and slip into the bathroom. I showered and scrubbed my face until there wasn’t a spec of makeup left. Then I brought my outfit back to the bedroom in a neat pile and left it on the dresser. Kate took it while I wasn’t looking and put it away.

We went to bed quietly. I couldn’t even bring myself to give Kate a kiss after I whispered, “Goodnight.”

The next morning was just as silent. I had the day off, but was up early anyway. I was in the kitchen when she came down the stairs. She went straight to the coffee maker without making eye contact. I was suddenly tense in her presence, knowing that she knew something awfully embarrassing about me. I knew it was something that I would never just casually forget. I knew it was something that would always be on her mind. But I had no idea how to make it less awkward. The thought of talking about it was horrible. I didn’t want to acknowledge that it happened, even though I knew it had obviously happened, and I knew that she knew it too. But maybe if I ignored it for long enough it would just become a weird memory, confused with a dream. And maybe with enough time, I would just assume that it was a dream—as long as we never talked about it.

But by noon I realized that was going to be impossible. Kate and I had hardly exchanged a handful of words, and the tension was becoming unbearable. I couldn’t survive another day of this awkwardness, never mind weeks or months. So while we were eating lunch, I decided to bite my tongue and say, “Did you have fun last night?” I wasn’t able to look up from my plate of food when I said it—and I wasn’t able to look up to see the reaction on her face once the words were out of my mouth.

“Yeah, that was really nice,” she said. And I could see out of the corner of my eye that she also wasn’t looking up from her plate.

“So would you say that your fantasy has been satisfied?” I asked after another moment of silence.

“Yeah. It was great. Thank you.”

And the silence returned. We’d officially talked about it, so why wasn’t it feeling better? Why was that tension still lingering in the room like a dense fog?

I looked up slowly at my wife. She looked at me and smiled. “So what now?” I asked.

Her eyes narrowed slightly. “What do you mean?”

“Do we just forget about it? Do things just go back to normal? Are you over it? Is that something you’ll ever want me to do again?”

She stared at me for a moment then she shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know,” she said.

The response stung. How could she not know? How could I have gone through that night without absolute certainty that it would solve her mental issue? I would never forget the feeling on that throbbing erection in my mouth, and I would never forget the feeling of his cum blasting deep into my ass before dribbling out of my loose hole. I probably would never be able to smell my wife’s perfume again without thinking of the time it was on me while a man was thrusting himself into my asshole—and all of that, just for a ‘maybe’ from my wife?

I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. “You know—last night was for you,” I said. “And it was a lot for me.”

She got up and walked to me. She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. “I know. And I love you so much for it,” she said. Then she took her plate to the sink and started casually washing it, as if she wasn’t really understanding what I was saying to her. How was it not getting through to her? How did she not see that I’d made a gigantic—possibly life changing—sacrifice, just for her?

“Okay,” I said, smiling and nodding my head. “I guess that’s that then.”

She turned to me and smiled, as if that really was that. But of course I couldn’t just stop thinking about it. I was starting to worry that I would never be able to think of anything else.

That night, while we were slipping into bed, Kate rolled over on top of me unexpectedly and planted her lips on mine. She kissed deeply, gently and playfully biting my lower lip—pulling it back as she stared into my eyes. Her hands were on my body. “What are you doing?” I asked.

She laughed. “What do you mean? I’m kissing you.” Then she leaned forward again. This time she started to kiss and suck my neck. Her hands slipped underneath my shirt and she gently rubbed up and down my torso. I took a deep breath. Was she initiating sex? I couldn’t even remember the last time she initiated sex! Maybe the night before wasn’t such a waste. Maybe it really had put a firm Band-Aid on our situation.

She sunk down, pulling my boxers down with her. She ran her fingers over my smooth, shaved pelvic bone, and then she gently grabbed my package. She stared at it with glowing eyes for a moment before sinking my shaft into her mouth. She started to suck, now with her eyes closed. And maybe she was remembering the previous night—maybe she was slipping back into that fantasy of hers, which was now a memory and not just a fantasy.

She got me hard fast. While she sucked me, she ran her hands up and down my legs, feeling my smooth, hairless skin. “That feels good,” I said. She hesitated for a moment after I said it, as if I took her out of the mood momentarily. I had to think about it for a second before I realized it was my voice. Did she want me to use the girly voice? Could I use the girly voice? Maybe it was better to just keep my mouth shut—so that’s what I did. She kept sucking and I remained silent, trying my best not to even groan. After a minute, she was back into it, sucking and bobbing with grace and speed. I nestled my fingers into her hair and I breathed deeply.

Then her head sunk down lower. She continued to stroke my shaft with her hand, but now her lips were nestled between my butt cheeks. She stuck out her tongue and began to tease my butthole. I squirmed. My butt was still a bit sore from the previous night, and the stimulation inevitably reminded me of Kurt and his large penis. I tried to push that memory away, but it refused to go—especially once Kate had her tongue pressed into my hole.

She’d never eaten out my asshole before—this was a first. And it was a weird first. Was she just more comfortable now? Was this just the new Kate? She moaned gently as her tongue circled my rectum wildly. A warm shudder passed through my body. But I didn’t want it to feel good. I didn’t want my wife to think that I was a sissy, even if she thought that’s what she wanted. Because maybe that’s what she wanted now—now that she was obsessed with her little fantasy—but I knew it wouldn’t be what she wanted once she was over this little phase. No woman wants a sissy for a husband.

But my God, did it feel good! She had my whole body tingling, and she was only using her tongue. It didn’t even seem possible. I squired and groaned and I reached down to pull her head in closer. And then I realized what I was doing and I released her. “Babe—that’s enough of that,” I said. I could feel that my face was red. Thankfully the lights in the bedroom were off, so I don’t think she could tell.

“Okay. Sure,” she said. She crawled back up. Then she prepared to mount my erect dick. I looked up at her. But it didn’t feel right. Even just her being on top made me feel inferior. I had to be the one in control. I couldn’t become the submissive one in our sexual relationship. So I flipped her over and I pinned her down. I smiled as I slid my cock along the length of her slit. But her smile seemed to fade suddenly. Did she not like being on the bottom? Was she really that set on being on top?

It didn’t matter. She would like it once I was inside of her. So I took my cock and I pressed it into her pussy, which was warmer and wetter than it had been in at least a year—maybe many years. Her cunt made a squishing sound as my thick rod pressed into her body. She moaned slightly—a sound she hadn’t made in at least a year. I smiled again before cupping her soft breasts with my hands. I squeezed as I started to thrust in and out of her.

Her tight, damp pussy felt good. I let my body rest on top of hers, nestling my face against her neck as I pumped faster and faster. I loved the sound of her moaning into my ear. I loved the way her body squirmed under the weight of my body.

She was approaching her climax: moaning louder and squirming harder. I could hear her taking in sharper breaths of air. Her fingers were moving faster up and down my body. Then, she brought a hand to my ass. Suddenly, a finger pressed into my butthole. I gasped and perked up, but I managed to continue thrusting. She pushed her finger in far. The last time she tried the same move—near the beginning of our relationship—I jumped off of her and told her never to do it again. But now, I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I didn’t want to take her away from her approaching climax. I let her finger my asshole. Besides, her finger was nothing compared to Kurt’s cock—though it brought those memories back into my mind.

I kept pumping. She kept moaning. She managed to get her finger deep enough to be pressed against that sweet spot. My legs buzzed and a warmth washed over me. I groaned and pumped faster. But I wanted more. I wanted to feel that amazing euphoria one more time.

Her nightstand was within reach—where we kept some of our sex toys and sex games. I quickly reached over without pulling out of my wife. I dug through the drawer until I found a dildo. Then I reached it back and put it in her hand. I didn’t have to give her any more guidance than that. She took the dildo and mashed it into my hole. I groaned as it stretched me wide for the second time in as many days. She started to pump it in and out of me, making the euphoria grow quickly inside of my body.

I moaned and squirmed and groaned—but I didn’t stop fucking her. She was screaming now, hardly holding onto that dildo, but still, somehow, fucking me with it. Her skin was hot now—and sweaty. I loved rubbing our sweaty bodies together. I loved the feeling of her large breasts rubbing against my chest. I almost wished that we both had big sweaty breasts so that we could rub them together.

I came, blasting a powerful barrage of cum into her wet cunt. She screamed loud—loud enough that the neighbours could probably hear. Once my cock was empty, I pushed it in deep, so that I could feel my warm load all over my shaft. I bent down and we kissed again—this time for nearly ten minutes, as if we were teenagers making out.

We hadn’t had sex like that since we first started dating.
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Ithought that our amazing night of sex was just a one-off—that things would settle down after a few days, or a week at the most. But after two weeks, we were still having amazing sex, night after night. And I was starting to be more open with Kate, letting her do whatever she wanted: being on top, playing with dildos. We even invested in a new strap-on, which she quickly became obsessed with using. By the end of the week, I was putting on her lingerie, a bit of makeup, and that blonde wig before slipping into bed. From time to time, I would even sleep with that blonde wig and lingerie on. Kate liked being the big-spoon from time to time.

It was two weeks later when I noticed that things were happening outside of the bedroom. I felt more energized when I woke up in the mornings. My workdays seemed to go by quicker. I wasn’t exhausted by the time the end of the workday came along—and my boss apparently noticed as well. I ended up getting a raise just two weeks after letting Kurt fuck me in front of my wife—and it was a big raise, adding an extra ten percent onto my income.

I was on my way home from work a few days after getting the raise when I saw a dog wandering around on the street. I managed to corner it and grab it by the collar. “Are you lost, buddy?” I asked as I flipped over his tag to reveal a name and a phone number. “Charlie,” I said. “Cute name.” I called the number. “Hi. I found a dog named Charlie on the street. Did you lose a dog, by chance?”

The man on the other line sighed and said, “Keep him,” before hanging up the phone. My heart ached for Charlie, so I took the old owner’s advice and I kept him. I took him home. Kate was ecstatic. She couldn’t stop smiling for days.

Kate got a promotion at her job just a few days after that—and I’m sure that it had something to do with her elevated mood. She even got a bonus and some new benefits, which would save us a ton of money down the road. Our bank account was suddenly starting to look much better.

I was proud of her, so I decided I would reward her. While she was out of the house, I got dressed up in that blonde wig, a little dress, and a bit of makeup. I set our camera up on a tripod and I snapped a few photos of me posing in our living room. Then I posted those photos online, on an escort ad that I spent a good hour creating and publishing. It was only an hour before I got a phone call from an interested client. “Is this Delilah?” he asked. “Are you free tonight?”

“I’m free,” I said in my girly voice. “By the way—do you mind if a young woman watches? She won’t get in the way—she just wants to watch.”

“Sure, that’s fine,” the client said. So I told him to come around 9:00 PM, which gave me lots of time to prepare our bedroom. Kate came home at 6:00 PM. I didn’t tell her why I was dolled up. We had dinner together as wife and wife. “I love that dress on you,” she said.

“It’s so soft,” I said. “I wish my clothes were this soft.”

“Well they are—because my clothes are your clothes,” she said with a big smile. We cleaned up together then we watched a movie together. As the credits began to roll, there was a knock at our door. “Who’s that?” Kate asked.

“I’ll get it,” I said, springing to my feet.

“But babe—you’re all dolled up. What if it’s one of our neighbours?” she said.

I opened the door, revealing a tall, handsome man. “Delilah?” he said.

I looked back at my wife and saw that her eyes were glowing and her lips were parted. We all went straight up to the bedroom. Kate took her seat at the edge of the room while I dropped to my knees and got the man’s cock out from his pants. I sucked him deeply, making sure we were turned so Kate could see every inch of his cock slipping in and out of my mouth. He wasn’t quite as long as Kurt, but he was thicker. I got him hard in a matter of seconds. I liked the way his veins throbbed on my tongue.

This client was more interested in my cock than Kurt was. Once I was straddling him on the bed, he reached down and dug my penis out from my panties. He started to massage it, getting it hard so that he could stroke it and stare at it with lustful eyes. It was a bit of a weird feeling, having someone who wasn’t my wife jerking me off—but Kate seemed to like it. I looked over at her often to make sure she was still happy and into it. While the man stroked me off, Kate rubbed her clit. I even heard her moaning while I finally started to take the man’s thick penis in my asshole.

He didn’t last long. I only bounced on his cock for about four minutes before he unloaded half a pint inside of my body. “Your friend,” he said. “Make her suck it out.”

I looked over at Kate. She laughed with red cheeks. “What do you think?” she asked me.

“If you want to do it—I can’t hold it back forever,” I said. So she stood up and walked over, dropping down to her knees. I bent over, pressing my bum against her face. Then she started to suck. She sucked for a few seconds before she suddenly gasped, muffled by my butt and by the client’s big creampie. She sucked it all up, but she didn’t swallow it. Instead, she stood up and kissed me, swapping that creampie into my mouth to swallow. I swapped it back to her momentarily, and then she swapped it back. The client watched the whole thing with a red face and parted lips. Apparently we were putting on a good show. He left a hefty tip.

Once he was gone, Kate and I giggled like schoolgirls. I looked into her eyes and then we kissed, with the taste of the man’s cum still on both of our lips.

And in that moment, I realized that the old saying was true: happy wife, happy life.

THE END


COUPLES NIGHT
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COUPLES NIGHT


Jim never thought that things with his cute wife, Kate, were dull—until Steve, the new guy, starts working at his office. Steve is always bragging about the wild times he has with his wife—stories that are probably even too raunchy for adult websites. Jim doesn’t think much of it until he finds out that Steve has been married longer than him.

One day, Jim builds up the courage to ask how Steve keeps things so fresh in—and out of—the bedroom. Steve tells Jim about a mysterious couples’ counsellor and convinces him to book an appointment, and to tell Kate that it’s a mandatory work thing. When Jim calls the counsellor, he has no idea what he’s getting into—and he has no idea what he’s about to discover about his shy, petite wife.


CHAPTER 1
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Sadly, I was the one who suggested Kate and I go to couples’ counselling.

Our marriage wasn’t bad by any means, but the sex had become boring: two quickies per month, missionary-style on the bed. Kate didn’t like taking her clothes off when we fucked because she thought it was too much of a hassle, and she didn’t like it when I talked dirty because she said, “It puts too much pressure on me to talk dirty, and I never know what to say.”

For a long time, I just accepted that our days as wild new lovers were behind us, and then I met Steve, the new guy at my office. I was filling up my water bottle in the break room one afternoon when I overheard him talking about how he broke his ankle. “She wanted me to fuck her up on the kitchen island,” he said about his wife. “She started having a convulsing orgasm, and then we both fell off.”

“How long have you been married?” I asked, interjecting myself into the conversation.

“Eleven years—twelve next month, actually.” That was longer than I’d even been with Kate. Later that afternoon, when I was walking by his desk, I saw that he was on a sex toy website, buying skimpy lingerie and intimidating sex toys. He closed his screen quickly when he noticed me staring. “Sorry—I know I’m not supposed to do this at work, but my wife and I have this thing we do every month, and, well, I forgot the buy the stuff, and the shipping cut-off is in two hours.”

I was technically Steve’s boss, and it was technically my responsibility to report what I saw to my manager. But instead, I decided to ask, “What thing do you do once a month?”

He grinned. “On the second Friday of every month, we have role playing night. Last week my wife dressed up like Sports Illustrated Kate Upton—we found the exact gold outfit—you know the one. I played the photographer. And let’s just say that we didn’t get many pictures before things got out of control.”

Steve was probably too open about his sex life. It was only the next day when I overheard him hitting on one of the girls from the mailroom. I stopped to listen to their conversation from around the corner, where I couldn’t be seen. “You’re my wife’s type,” he whispered to her. “I promise you wouldn’t regret it. You can even keep the lingerie.”

“You’re a creep,” the girl said before storming off.

But it was just a week later when I heard the rumour from one of my co-workers. Apparently Janine from upstairs went over to Steve’s house that weekend and partied with Steve and his wife.

Suddenly, the two quickies I had with Kate each month, clothed on the bed, seemed especially dull. Sure, I agreed with all of my co-workers who thought that Steve was a bit of a creepy pervert, but at least he was getting laid and having fun. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what his life was like—though I agreed that he should have kept his mouth shut about it when he was at the office.

Steve came into my office one afternoon to drop off a file. He noticed the picture of Kate on my desk, and then he stopped. “Is that your wife, Jim?” he asked.

I nodded my head. “That’s Kate—married eight years ago this month.”

“She’s cute,” he said. “I bet the two of you have a lot of fun.” I’m pretty sure I caught him winking.

“We do alright,” I said.

“I’ll send you a link to something you might be interested in,” he said. Then he left my office, leaving me with a strange feeling churning in my gut. A couple of minutes later, my inbox dinged with a new e-mail from Steve. It was a link to a three hundred dollar sex machine: a large dildo attached to a solid base. I hesitantly clicked on the ‘NOT SAFE FOR WORK’ video after muting my audio. The video started with a nervous young woman taking off her clothes. She carefully got onto the large machine, lining the artificial vertical cock with her tight pussy. A warning came on the screen, which read, ‘Be sure to use lots of lube!’ Then the girl reached down and pressed a button. Suddenly, the cock started moving up and down slowly, thrusting into her body. She giggled at first, and then the machine started picking up pace.

Another message came on the screen. ‘Smart sensors carefully listen to your body to find your G-spot!’

Within a minute, the girl in the video was moaning and squirming, clutching at her breasts because there was nothing else to grasp at.

Then another message came on the screen. ‘This device is guaranteed to make you squirt—even if you’ve never squirted before in your life!’ Suddenly, the girl’s pussy expelled a gush of fluid all over the device’s base. ‘Don’t worry about making a mess. The entire unit is waterproof!’ I quickly closed the video. My heart was racing.

I couldn’t even begin to imagine Kate agreeing to ride the crazy machine. The mounted cock was so large, and it moved so quickly. I found myself wondering if Steve had one in his house. Did his wife use it regularly? Did Janine from upstairs use it when she paid them a visit?

Later that day, Steve came back into my office. “So did you buy one? They’re on sale—fifty percent off. Believe me: every couple needs one.”

I shook my head. “I don’t think my wife would really be into it.”

His eyes narrowed and he laughed. “What do you mean? It’s every girl’s dream.”

“My wife really doesn’t like that kind of thing. She’s more into… regular stuff.” I felt my cheeks turning red. I didn’t like talking about sex with other people—especially people who had wild sex lives that were beyond what my fantasies could muster up.

He stared at me for a moment. “You know, we were like that too a few years ago. Then we saw this great counsellor. I’ll send you her link. Just tell your wife that the company is making all its married employees go.”

He sent me the link for Pamela Richards’s website a few minutes later. She was a couple’s counsellor who specialized in sex. My heart stuttered as I read through her testimonials: so many couples claiming that she liberated them sexually. ‘We were only having sex once a year on Valentine’s Day,’ said one testimonial. ‘Now, we have sex every night, and I give my husband a blowjob every morning to wake him up—and I love it more than he does. Thanks Pamela! You’re the best!’

I couldn’t even remember the last time I got a blowjob. Kate hated giving them because she was convinced that she was terrible at it, and that I was secretly disappointed whenever she went down on me.

I wasn’t going to suggest the counselling to my wife, and then we had sex that night. I tried to go down on her, but she pulled me back up. “I haven’t shaved in a week,” she said.

“So what?” I said. “I don’t mind. In fact, I kind of like it like that.”

“Don’t be gross,” she said. “Let’s just do it before Jeopardy is on.”

While we fucked, I tried pumping her harder and faster than usual. According to that sex machine ad, every girl had the ability to squirt, but I’d never seen Kate squirt. Now, I was wondering if it was just a matter of finding the right angle and pounding with the right amount of force.

But while I was fucking her, I noticed that she was looking over at the clock on the wall—apparently more worried about missing Jeopardy than getting off. My heart fluttered down into my stomach. Maybe we did need the counselling. Maybe it would be fun to watch Kate ride that crazy sex machine. Maybe it would be fun to fuck her up on the kitchen island. Maybe—though I couldn’t even begin to imagine Kate being into the idea—it would be fun to bring another girl home to tag-team together. I nearly laughed at the thought of Kate with another woman. It was hard enough to imagine Kate being on top, never mind with someone of the same gender.

While we were heading back into the living room to watch Jeopardy, I bit my tongue and forced myself to say, “The HR department at my company wants everyone to sign up for couples counselling.”

She looked over at me, and I fought the urge to look back to see her reaction. I was terrified that she could see through my lie. I didn’t want her to know that I was bored with our sex life.

“I guess it’s part of some mental health awareness thing,” I said.

Kate was silent for a minute. Then she said, “Okay.”

“I can set it up for this Thursday, so we can just get it over with,” I said.

She nodded her head. “Thursday is fine.”

I couldn’t tell if she was buying my lie or if she was actually into the idea of seeing a couples’ counsellor.

“Great. I’ll set it up. See you Thursday.” I faked an awkward laugh while my heart pounded ferociously into my ribcage. What if this Pamela Richards chick was the real deal? What if my wife did end up being turned into a kinky slut? I found myself smirking, and then I bit my tongue, worried I was going to give myself away.


CHAPTER 2
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My heart was beating faster than a John Bonham drum solo when we walked into Pamela’s office and took a seat in the waiting room. I told Pamela about my lie over the phone when I booked the appointment, and she promised she would stick to my lie—at least at first. “But before we’re done with our sessions, I want you to tell your wife the truth,” she said in her thick British accent. Now I could only hope that she was being honest when she said that she would play along with my HR department lie.

She stepped out from her counselling room. She was an older woman, with orange and grey hair and small glasses teetering on the tip of her nose. “Jim and Kate?” she said as the previous couple skirted quickly to the exit, holding hands as if they couldn’t wait to get home to fuck. Kate’s head turned to watch the couple, until they were gone. Then her gaze snapped back to Pamela. We got up and went into the room.

It was a large room, and it was mostly empty, save for the couch and Pamela’s big, comfy chair. I was relieved to see that the room wasn’t filled with sex toys and Kama Sutra books. On the surface, it looked like a normal counselling office—not so different from the one that was two floors below my office at my work—the one I would have been sent to had the HR department actually required all married employees to receive couples counselling.

I took a seat next to Kate and awkwardly put my arm over her shoulders, to show Pamela that we were a happy couple. I noticed Pamela looked at my arm, and suddenly I felt stupid. Maybe I was laying it on a little bit thick.

“So the office sent you here, did they?” she asked as she took her seat in her big comfy sofa chair.

“That’s right,” I said, nodding my head quickly.

She nodded her head slowly, looking from me to Kate and then back again. My heart fluttered again.

“So are there any issues in particular that the two of you want to talk about?” she asked, now looking into my eyes with a slight smirk on her face, as if she was deriving some sort of pleasure out of the moment. Maybe it was obvious that I was terrified. She almost certainly understood how much power she currently had over me. It would be easy for her to spill the beans and get me into a lot of trouble with my wife.

I looked over at Kate. “Honey? Any issues you want to talk about specifically?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I think things have been pretty good,” she said casually.

Pamela asked for some backstory. She asked how long we’d been married, if we had kids, what we did for jobs, and then she dropped the big question: “How’s the sex life?”

I looked over at Kate again, letting her answer the question. Kate shrugged her shoulders. “It’s fine,” she said. I had to bite down on my tongue. How could she say our sex life was fine? It was so far from fine! I couldn’t even remember the last time she had an orgasm.

Pamela looked at me with that slow head turn. “Jim—do you agree?” she asked.

I nodded my head slowly. I had to decide between potentially elevating my sex life and siding with my wife. “It’s fine,” I said, going with the latter option.

Pamela nodded her head. The room became silent. Now Pamela was probably confused as to why I scheduled this meeting. She was a sex expert, and we just told her that we were perfectly find in the sex department. So what exactly was I paying for? What was the point of this wasted afternoon?

“Describe it to me,” Pamela said, suddenly breaking the silence.

“Describe what?” Kate said.

“Your sex. Run me through it, as if you were broadcasting a sports game.”

I looked over at Kate. Her cheeks were now a shade of pink. “Well… Um… We usually start by going up to the bedroom. I’ll get on the bed while, uh, Jim gets undressed. Then he gets on top of me and he’ll, uh, kiss my neck. Then—I don’t know—we get to it. We don’t have a lot of time for foreplay these days, unless it’s a special occasion, like Valentine’s Day. But it’s fine—I’ve never liked foreplay much anyway.” She laughed nervously and made a big smile. “It’s normal—that’s all.”

Pamela nodded her head. “When Jim gets onto the bed, is he already erect?”

Now I felt my face turning red. I bit down hard on the side of my tongue and tried to keep a straight face.

Kate squirmed slightly. “Is he erect? Well… No, not usually right away. He usually has to—you know—stroke it for a minute before he puts it in me.”

“Don’t you suck it for him?”

My heart fluttered. Now I was too afraid to look over at Kate. I could feel her discomfort radiating off of her body. I had a feeling I was going to get an earful once our session was over.

“Suck it? Well… sometimes. Not always.”

I cleared my throat and shook my head—I just couldn’t help it. “No offense, honey, but the last time you sucked it was probably our honeymoon.”

Kate looked into my eyes. Her eyes were wide and her skin was pale. Now I felt sick with guilt, like I’d set her up to be attacked. I looked away quickly, and then she said, “That’s not true. I’ve sucked it since then. There was that time at the hotel, when we were in New York for that work thing. Remember?”

I nodded my head. “Sure. I remember.”

“When was that?” Pamela asked.

Kate was silent for a moment. “Um, about four years ago,” she said.

“And Jim, when was the last time you ate out your wife?”

That nausea growled in my stomach. I closed my eyes and tried to will away the intense regret that was surging through my body. I don’t know what I thought Pamela would say to us. I’m not even sure what I expected to get out of this meeting.

“I don’t really like that,” Kate said for me. “He offers all the time, but it’s just weird. It’s not where a tongue belongs, if you know what I mean.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” Pamela said calmly. “Tell me what you mean.”

Kate shrugged her shoulders. Her face was dark red with embarrassment once again. “My parents always told me that sex was for babies. And I know that it’s 2019, and that’s not really the case anymore—but we’re not teenagers anymore either. We’re adults. We have stuff to do, and we can’t just be wasting time going down on each other.”

“Tell me about what you have to do. What do you do after you have sex?” Pamela asked.

And that nasty silence returned, but just for a moment. “We watch Jeopardy reruns,” Kate said with defeat in her voice. Pamela picked up a pen and a notepad and scribbled something down.

After another long silence, Pamela said, “I watch Jeopardy too.” And then that silence returned. She looked up at me with that slight smile on her face. “Jim—describe your fondest sexual experience to me. Maybe it was your honeymoon or your wedding night, or maybe it was the first time you and Kate had sex—or maybe just one drunken night a long time ago. Tell me about it.”

So I awkwardly told her about the sex we had two nights before our wedding. Kate had been nervous and overwhelmed about the upcoming wedding, and she ended up having a bit too much to drink while trying to relax. We ended up fucking for hours in various rooms of the house. She was so drunk that she insisted on eating out my asshole, which actually felt kind of nice in a weird way—but I didn’t tell that part to Pamela.

Once my story was finished, Pamela asked the same question. I was surprised when Kate described that night in New York City, where she sucked my cock until I came on her face: the only time in our entire relationship that I came on her face. But that night, I didn’t even penetrate her. After I finished, I fingered her on the sofa while waiting for my cock to get stiff and ready again, and she ended up coming three times, so penetration no longer seemed necessary.

Pamela’s grin grew bigger. She scribbled something else down on her notepad. Then she looked up at us. “Who’s better at Jeopardy? Jim or Kate?”

Kate looked at me. “Jim gets all the math and science and book questions—which is most of them—and then I get all the pop culture questions.”

Pamela laughed while nodding her head. “Tonight, you’re going to play a game while watching Jeopardy,” she said. “You’re going to be playing against each other and together. When one of you gets a question right, the other one has to take off a piece of clothing. Whoever gets naked first has to go down on the other person, until they come. Just like that night in New York City, I don’t want any penetration—unless you really can’t help yourselves, in which case I urge you to go for it. Do you think you can do that for me?”

We both nodded our heads slowly after an awkward moment of silence. Pamela scribbled something else down. Then she looked back up at us. “How shy are the two of you?”

We both shrugged our shoulders.

“I would like it if you filmed yourselves during the game of Jeopardy tonight—just on a phone, or a camcorder if you have one. And then I want you to bring that tape in to show me.”

I could feel Kate’s body tensing up. I’d jokingly suggested making an amateur porno with her before, and the mere suggestion had always been enough to make her horribly uncomfortable—sometimes even ending the chance of intercourse altogether.

“Okay,” Kate said with a coy voice. I was shocked to hear her say it—though I wasn’t sure I believed her. I had a feeling that we would get into the car and she would immediately say, ‘We’re never going back to see that crazy woman!’ I had a feeling there wasn’t going to be any Strip Jeopardy, and no penetration-free pleasure time. I even had a feeling that Kate was going to contact my manager to complain about the mandatory couples counseling, which she still didn’t know that I made up… Unless she was clueing in now that I actually brought her to see a sex expert by my own decision.

“Okay, then that’s all for today. I’ll see you two on Friday,” Pamela said, standing up with a big smile on her face. We both stood up and awkwardly shuffled out of the room. We weren’t like the couple that left before us. We weren’t holding hands and sprinting off to the car so we could fuck in the backseat. We weren’t even talking as we left the building and slowly made our way to our car like a couple of confused zombies. I was too afraid to look Kate in the eye, to see her reaction to the whole counseling ordeal.

“So that was weird, huh?” I said, breaking the silence nearly five minutes after we pulled away from Pamela’s office.

“Yeah. It was something else,” Kate said, still with that coy voice she was using with Pamela.

I put on my best joking voice. “Excited to film ourselves playing Strip Jeopardy?” I laughed, to make sure it was obvious that I was kidding.

And then I was shocked when Kate said, “It’s going to be weird, but it might be fun.”

I suddenly became silent, biting down on my tongue. Were we actually going to play? Was Kate actually interested in trying out Pamela’s kinky sex advice?

I cleared my throat. “It might be,” I said. “I guess we’ll see.”


CHAPTER 3
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Ikept checking my watch as Jeopardy approached. It was ten minutes before the start of the show when Kate got up and went to the bathroom. She was in that bathroom for a while, as if she didn’t actually have to use the potty, but instead had to mentally prepare for the thirty minutes she would have to spend being intimate with me.

I changed the channel so the show would start right away. Then I took my phone and stood it up on the kitchen table, camera pointed towards the couch where we would be ‘watching’ the trivia show. My heart was pounding as if I was about to have sex with a complete stranger. I knew it was just going to be another night with my wife, so why was I so nervous?

The intro jingle came on. I looked back, down the hallway, and then I called for Kate. “Should I pause it?”

“No—I’ll be out in one second!” she called back. I still had no idea what she was doing.

I looked back at the screen. The little jingle came to an end, and now Alex Trebek was on the screen, introducing the show. My heart fluttered and I took a deep breath. What exactly was I nervous about? Getting my cock sucked? Having to eat out my wife’s fuckhole? Or being on camera so an almost complete stranger could watch me being awkwardly intimate with my wife?

Alex Trebek was now introducing the contestants. Kate still was nowhere to be seen. “Are you sure you don’t want me to pause it?” I called out.

Then I heard the door open. I looked back and saw Kate coming towards me. She was wearing a baggy sweater and a pair of grey sweatpants—not exactly the sexiest outfit. “Before you sit down, just press record on the phone,” I said, pointing at the phone on the kitchen table. She said nothing as she pressed that button and then took a seat next to me—just in time for the first question.

It was a political question. Neither of us knew the answer. Usually we would spout out random guesses, but tonight we were both silent, waiting until there was a question we knew for sure.

The girl who answered correctly chose the literature category next. I took a deep breath. Literature was my category. “The fictional ship in this book is called…” Before Alex could even finish the question, Kate said, “Moby Dick!” It was an easy question, but she beat me to it fairly.

I laughed nervously. “I guess I have to take off a piece of clothing,” I said. I reached down and pulled off a sock.

While I was putting the sock down on the side table, Kate beat me to the next answer, shouting it out before Alex could even finish the question, and before I could even clue in that a question was being read. And she was right, so my other sock came off.

I got the next answer right, so Kate had to take a sock off. Then I easily got the next one, which was a Daily Double. We argued for a minute as to whether she should have to take off more than just a sock under the circumstances.

Then the category shifted over to pop culture. Now all of the answers were about Kim Kardashian and The Real Housewives of some city or another. Kate fired off the answers, getting me quickly down to just my boxer shorts. I felt awkwardly aware of the camera now. Pamela would be watching this footage: staring at my naked body and judging me. I felt the strangest urge to cover my chest with my forearm.

I got the next question right, so Kate reached down and slipped her sweatpants off, tossing them aside on the floor. She let out a little giggle, as if she was having fun with the little game. And if nothing else, it was fun—something silly and fun that we could do together. Maybe our relationship really wasn’t so bad. Maybe the sex was a bit dull, but we still loved each other—right?

I looked down at Kate’s bare legs. Those legs used to drive me wild. Now, I was so used to seeing them that they did nothing to elicit any sort of response inside of my body. During the warm months, she would lounge around the house in nothing but a t-shirt and panties, so I was more familiar with those legs than my own legs.

“This province of Russia is nestled between Lithuania and Poland,” Alex said.

“Kaliningrad!” I shouted out.

Kate’s face turned a surprising shade of pink as the show went to commercial break. I stared at her for a moment and then I said, “Well? Are you going to take the sweater off or what?”

She reached for the base of her sweater with both hands, and then she slowly pulled it up, revealing her pink lace clad body. She was wearing a tight lingerie one-piece that I’d never seen before. It hugged her curves and pushed up her tits. I suddenly caught a whiff of a perfume I didn’t recognize. It was youthful and sexy, like one of the cheap perfumes they sell at mall lingerie stores. The removal of the sweater also revealed a black lace choker around my wife’s throat.

My lips parted. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw my wife in lingerie. And when did she buy this lingerie? Was it new? It looked new. I was pretty sure I’d never seen it before. “W—What are you wearing?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Lingerie,” she said.

“Where did you get it?”

“I’ve had it for a while. I’ve just never had a chance to wear it,” she said.

“I like it,” I said. And once again, I was overly conscious of that recording camera on the kitchen table. I looked back at the screen quickly as the show came back on.

The questions started up right away. The category went back to pop culture. I fought back the urge to curse, knowing I was just two questions away from losing and having to eat my wife out. But surprisingly, I managed to answer the next question, which was about Paris Hilton. I looked over at my wife, who now only had a choker and that lingerie one-piece on. “I guess the choker is coming off,” I said.

“Don’t you like it?”

“I really like it. It’s hot. But that’s just the rules,” I said.

She grinned. “Can’t we just say that I’m naked now?” she said with pink cheeks. She pulled the cups of her top down so that her breasts were out in the open. Then she rose to her cute bare feet. She stepped in front of me and slowly sunk down to her knees. “I guess you win,” she said before pulling my boxer shorts down my thighs to expose my semi-erect penis.

She lifted it up carefully and started to massage it. My heart skipped a beat. Why wasn’t she hesitating? Did she purposely lose so that she could suck my cock? Surely she knew the answers to that last questions about Paris Hilton…

She leaned forward and accepted my cock into her mouth. She started sucking and bobbing her head. I reached out to gently brush her hair back behind her ear. “That feels good,” I said. She didn’t reply. She just kept sucking and bobbing her head. I was rock hard now—the first time in a very long time that I’d gotten hard without having to stroke myself.

I melted back into the couch and took a deep breath. I was still hyper-conscious of that recording phone camera. It was embarrassing to think that some strange older woman would be watching it. But at least I was getting some real action, that wasn’t just repetitive missionary sex.

I nestled my fingers into Kate’s soft hair. I gently guided her head up and down, making her move more quickly as the buzzing intensity grew between my legs.

“Shit,” I muttered. Then I looked down her lingerie-clad body. I found myself thinking about that little outfit again. When could she have bought it? When did she plan on wearing it? It made her ass look so perfect. I wanted to reach down and slap her cheeks hard. I wanted to bury my face between those perky cheeks. “Get up on the couch,” I said, patting on the couch cushion.

She climbed up and then went right back to work, sucking my cock while curled up with her knees to her chest. I was able to reach down her petite body, between her legs. I pushed my fingers under her lingerie. Her skin was smooth. Apparently she was shaving in the bathroom before the show started. I started rubbing her clit, which was already wet. After just a minute, my fingers were dripping wet. I couldn’t even remember the last time she got herself wet. We always had to use lubricant for sex—but now I could have shoved anything into that horny cunt without a drop of artificial lubricant. But for now, I settled with a few fingers.

She moaned as I plunged my digits into her body. I started fingering her quickly. Her body squirmed and her back curled. Her pretty bum swayed in the air.

“Finger me harder,” she said, taking a two second break from my cock. Then she was right back to sucking me: bobbing her head and slurping her tongue up and down my shaft. I groaned as I plunged my fingers faster. I couldn’t believe how wet she was. I found myself rubbing her own thick product all over her plump lips, and then I pushed my fingers back into her. She moaned loudly, coming for the first time in so long. A minute later she came again. She was screaming out in pleasure now, just like that night in New York City—and that may have been the last time she had a real orgasm, until now.

The buzzing between my legs was too strong now. I clenched and groaned, but it wasn’t enough to stop myself from coming. “Babe—I’m about to come,” I said, warning her. I knew she would be pissed if I came in her mouth.

But shockingly, she didn’t spit out my dick. She just took a deep breath and kept her lips pressed around my shaft. She used her hand to massage my cock, squeezing it tightly to make my orgasm more intense. “Fuck!” I screamed. And then I started coming in her mouth. She moaned with her eyes shut tightly. I pulled my fingers out from her pussy and then I pushed her head down into my crotch. I unloaded a ton of semen into her mouth. Then, while I was still coming the last few blasts, she rose up and pressed her lips against mine. I went to kiss her, and then she spat my cum into my own mouth.

“Swallow it,” she said with bright glowing eyes. My heart stammered. My head was spinning too fast to process what was happening. I closed my eyes and pulled my own cum to the back of my throat, and then I swallowed it down.

She giggled, and then she reached down and fingered the last drop of cum off of the tip of my cock. She brought it to my mouth and wiped it off on my bottom lip. “That was fun,” she said. She bounced up to her feet and then zipped off to the bathroom to get cleaned up.

I remained still, shocked and confused. Did that just happen? Did she just suck the cum out of my cock and then spit it into my mouth? Did I really just swallow it? Was that something Kate was secretly into? Was that the kinky sort of sex she was into?

I looked up at the screen and saw that Law & Order was on. Apparently we sucked and fingered each other through Double Jeopardy and Final Jeopardy, and all of the ads in between. The last time we had sex for that long was probably our honeymoon.
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It was an awkward fifteen minutes in the waiting area of Pamela’s office while Pamela watched our tape alone in her office. It was even more awkward when that door finally opened and she told us to come in. She gave me my phone back as I passed.

Kate’s face was possibly redder than mine. Her gaze was set on the floor and an awkward smile was stuck on her face.

“So you had some fun with your homework,” Pamela said after a long moment of silence.

We both nodded our heads, but we were too embarrassed to say anything.

“I liked the lingerie. That was a nice touch,” Pamela said. “Kate—why don’t you tell me about why you like being fingered so much? It seems to me like your biggest orgasms have been accomplished without any penis penetration. That’s very interesting.”

Kate shrugged her shoulders. Now her face was dark red.

“Do you like cocks?”

Kate shrugged her shoulders again, like a shy child on her first day of school. “I like them fine,” she said.

“Do you ever think about pussies?” Pamela asked.

I had to bite down on the edge of my tongue. Was Pamela suggesting that my wife was secretly a lesbo?

Kate shook her head quickly. “What? No—I love my husband.”

“I know—I know. Of course. But I’m just asking: do you ever think about pussies? Have you ever thought about touching another woman between the legs?”

Kate was silent and still. Her eyes were wide but her gaze was lost. “I don’t feel comfortable with the question,” she said. Why couldn’t she just say ‘no’? If she was straight, then it was an easy question to answer. But if she couldn’t simply say no with ease, then maybe there was more going on. Maybe my wife was secretly a lesbian. Maybe that’s why our sex life had gotten so dull.

“When you touch your own pussy, do you pretend as though you’re touching another woman between the legs—or do you pretend like another woman is touching you between the legs?”

“I said I don’t want to talk about it,” Kate snapped.

Pamela nodded her head with a big grin on her face. “We’ll get back to that question when you’re feeling more comfortable. Jim, what about you? When you masturbate, do you think about other men?”

I shook my head quickly. “No—of course not.”

“When you stroke your long cock, do you ever close your eyes and pretend like you’re stroking off another man? Or do you pretend like you’re being stroked by another man—maybe a bigger man, with large muscles?”

“I said no,” I said. My stomach groaned. This session wasn’t going nearly as well as our last session. I didn’t appreciate the accusation, and I certainly didn’t like Pamela putting my wife on the spot. Though now I couldn’t help but wonder why Kate was acting so awkward.

The room became silent. Pamela jotted down some notes, and then she asked us both to describe our dream sexual partner. We were encouraged not to describe each other, but instead the physical qualities of our fantasy partners. I don’t think Kate was mad when I gave my dream girl Mary Elizabeth Winstead’s face with Kate Upton’s body. It was all just for fun.

Though I was a bit surprised when Kate went ahead and described her fantasy man as being short and thin, without any body hair. She described him with the body of a young Robert Plant and the face of a young Nikki Sixx, from Motley Crue. Wasn’t that the guy who wore lipstick and mascara? I snuck a glance at my wife, and then I noticed Pamela jotting down more notes as if my wife’s fantasy description was particularly interesting. I don’t think she took any notes while I was describing my very-predictable super-model fantasy.

Then, once again, the room became silent. “I want to do an exercise,” Pamela said. “Kate, I want you to get undressed. And Jim, I want you to follow my commands. More than anything, I want you both to relax—Kate especially.”

“Take off my clothes?” Kate said with a quiet voice.

“Yes, please.” Her voice was so casual, as if she was just asking my wife to take her shoes off, and not her entire wardrobe.

But to my surprise, my wife started to disrobe. She pulled off her shirt and then she shimmied down her pants. She closed her eyes after she took off her bra, and then she took a deep breath before sliding her panties down to her ankles, leaving her completely naked on the couch.

“Okay, good,” Pamela said. “Now I want you to keep your eyes closed. Think about your fantasy character. Get a good image in your mind.”

Kate nodded her head, still with her eyes closed.

Pamela ran Kate through some breathing exercises, getting her more and more relaxed, almost as if she was being hypnotised.

“Take a deep breath and relax. Imagine you’re in a hotel bedroom. You’re away on a business trip and Jim is far away—hundreds of miles away. Your fantasy character is there with you. You’re naked, and so are they—but don’t worry—you’re not cheating. You’ve got Jim’s permission to fool around for one night.”

My stomach turned. I wasn’t so fond of this fantasy role-play. I didn’t want my wife imagining a scenario in which I was totally okay with her sleeping around.

“Your fantasy character crawls on top of you. You kiss, and then your character sinks down and starts to kiss your neck. You put your hands on their back—and then you move those hands down to their bum. Explore that body. Let your fingers slip in-between her butt cheeks, and feel that butthole.” My wife didn’t flinch, as if she didn’t notice Pamela’s little ‘her’ slip. Was my wife imagining a woman? Did she go ahead and give her fantasy character a pair of tits and a pussy?

“Okay, Jim, now I want you to rub your wife’s pussy for me. Start rubbing. And Kate, I want you to imagine your fantasy character pressing her fingers against your slit. Can you imagine that for me?”

I reached over and pressed my fingers against my wife’s cunt. I was shocked to feel that she was already wet. I started rubbing in small circles, teasing her clit and moving my fingers gently into her hole. She let out a small moan.

“She’s pushing her fingers deeper into you now,” Pamela said. So I pushed my fingers in deeper. I felt a bit awkward fingering my wife in front of Pamela, but she’d already watched our video, so it’s not like she was seeing anything new. I started plunging my hand back and forth faster, curling my fingers slightly, to massage her G-spot.

“Oh God,” Kate groaned.

“Okay, Kate. Now, while you’re being stimulated, describe what’s happening for me: what’s happening in your imagination.”

“She’s got her other hand on my breast,” Kate said with a drowsy voice. “I’ve got my hand on her breast. She’s got small breasts, but they’re soft. I want to suck her nipple.”

“Go ahead and suck it,” said Pamela.

Kate let out a whimper. The room became silent. I kept fingering her. Her knees started rising up. She planted her feet up on the couch. “Oh God,” she groaned.

“What’s she doing now, Kate?” Pamela asked.

“She’s going down on me,” Kate said.

Pamela looked at me and then she nodded her head down, motioning for me to go down. So I pulled my fingers out and I sunk down, pressing my face between my wife’s thighs. I stuck out my tongue and started licking her little clit. She moaned again. I felt awkward, knowing that I was currently playing the role of ‘fantasy girl’ in my wife’s imagination.

My wife moaned loudly with a heavy groan—a sound I’d never heard her make before. I paused for a moment, terrified of what was being revealed. And then I kept licking, digging my tongue deeper. She put her feet down on my shoulders and curled her toes into my shoulder blades.

“Does it feel good, Kate?”

“It feels so fucking good,” my wife said. “Oh God, it feels so fucking good!” I’d never heard my wife curse during intercourse. She hated dirty talk, but now she couldn’t seem to help herself. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t fucking stop.”

She had both of her hands on her breasts. She squeezed and squirmed and groaned.

“Okay, Kate. Now I want you to come out of your fantasy. Slowly open your eyes and return to us in the real world,” Pamela said.

Kate moaned for a moment longer, and then her body relaxed down and her eyes peeled open. She took a deep breath and then she looked down at me with glowing, confused eyes. I watched as her face became red while I wiped the moisture off of my lips.

The room returned to that awkward silence as Kate realized she’d admitted that she had lesbian fantasies.

“I think we made some good progress today,” said Pamela with a big smile on her face. She jotted down a little note and then she shut her notebook and placed it down on the table. “Why don’t we reconvene on Monday, so we can make even more progress?”

Kate nodded her head slowly. Her gaze was still lost and her face was still dark red with embarrassment.

“Try to have sex every night this weekend. Try new things. Be brave and explore your sexualities.”


CHAPTER 5
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We didn’t talk about our appointment that night. It wasn’t until the next day that I decided to break the awkward silence. “Should we talk about it?” I said.

Kate took a minute to reply. “Talk about what?” she asked.

“You know.”

“What do you want me to say?” she said without looking at me.

“I don’t know. Is that something you’re into?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s just a stupid fetish. Everyone has stupid fetishes.”

I nodded my head while biting my bottom lip. “Yeah—totally. I’m not judging you. I just want to know everything about you. I mean—we’ve been married for a while now. It’s weird to me that we have secrets.”

“It’s not even a secret—just a weird little kink, I guess. I wouldn’t think too much about it,” she said.

“Right. Of course,” I said, nodding my head. I’m not sure I made the tension any less awkward by broaching the topic. I excused myself to the use the bathroom, and then once I was alone, I took a deep breath and shook my head.

We had sex that night. We met in the bedroom during Jeopardy, though we kept the television off, which I suppose was a step in the right direction. We both got undressed, which was also a step in the right direction—but then we ended up in our usual missionary position on the bed. I kissed her neck while grinding my cock against her pussy, trying to get myself hard without having to touch myself.

She was silent and not moving much. It was starting to seem like a usual romp, except for the fact that we were naked. But I didn’t want to reverse our progress—I wanted to keep our intensity going. But what could I do? What move could I make to get her more in the mood?

“Why don’t you put the lingerie on again?” I said.

She laughed and shrugged her shoulders. “Is that what you want?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “Yeah—sure.”

She slid out from underneath me. She went to the closet and dug out that lingerie one-piece. She was just about to slip into it when I said in a joking voice, “Want me to put it on instead?”

I laughed, and then I noticed that she was staring at me with wide, lost eyes, as if I’d just teased her little fetish. I stopped laughing and the room became terrifyingly silent. I stood up slowly and took the lingerie from her. “It’s not a big deal,” I said. I stepped into the tight one-piece. She didn’t stop me. She just stared at me as I tugged the tight teddy onto my body.

I pushed my arms through the armholes. It fit surprisingly well. I did a little spin, laughing nervously. “What do you think?” I asked, half-jokingly, but trying not to offend my wife now that I knew that she was possibly into this.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I didn’t think it would fit you.”

I climbed up onto the bed, on all fours, with my bum facing her. I swayed my bum in the air and said, “Do what you want to me.” I was still half-joking around, worried about my dignity but also worried about her dignity.

She climbed up behind me and put her hands on my bum. She rubbed and then laughed nervously. Then she bent over and pressed her face between my butt cheeks. I felt her nose tickling my butt crack, so I giggled.

My face was suddenly warm and my arms were trembling under my weight. She pulled aside the tight lingerie covering my butthole, and then she started licking, teasing my hole without any comment. I tensed up and let out a slight gasp, but I managed to keep my composure. I wanted her to get what she wanted—thought this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when I booked that first appointment with Pamela Richards. I was hoping that my wife would turn into more of a slut: wearing kinky clothing, spreading her legs more often, wanting to fuck in more rooms in the house—and maybe even in public. I didn’t see myself putting on her lingerie and getting eaten out like a sissy.

But I had to admit: it felt good. She moved her tongue gracefully and pushed in surprisingly far. Every now and then she let a moan slip. And at one point, I looked back and saw that she was gently fingering herself while eating me out. Apparently she really did like this—and I wasn’t about to shut down something she enjoyed.

“Hold on,” she said. She hopped to her feet and darted over to the nightstand. Then she came back and resumed eating me out. I had no idea what she went to get, until a moment later when she pulled her head back and I felt something thick and dull pressing between my cheeks. It took my brain a moment to realize she was pushing a dildo into me. The tip penetrated me and I heard her gasp with elation.

Then I clenched and hopped forward, covering my butthole with my hand. “Whoa,” I said. “I’m not into that. Sorry. I don’t want that.”

Her face was dark red—even redder than it was in Pamela’s office when she came out of her state of hypnosis. “I’m so sorry,” she said.

“It’s okay. I just—I’m not into that.”

She nodded her head. “Okay. That’s fair. Now what do we do?”

I fell down onto my back and fished my erection out from my lingerie. I held it up and gently pulled back my foreskin. “Why don’t you ride me?” I asked. “Maybe you can pretend like it’s a strap-on.”

“I’m not a lesbian,” she said.

“Right—I know. I just thought—I don’t know. You can think whatever you want. I love you no matter what.”

She stared at me for a moment, and then she climbed on top of me. It had been a long time since she’d been on top. She always said that she didn’t like me looking up at her from that low angle. She was worried she looked ugly, even though she was just as beautiful as ever.

She threw her thigh over me and then grabbed my cock out from my hand. She lined it up with her pussy and then she closed her eyes before sitting down. She groaned as I filled her up. “You’re so hard,” she said.

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah. I can feel you throbbing. It sure doesn’t feel like a strap-on.”

She started bouncing slowly. She had her eyes closed at first, and then she opened them and looked down at my lingerie-clad body. Suddenly her gaze was fixated on me. Her cheeks were pink and her lips were parted. She picked up her pace. Every time she came down, her pussy made a gushing sound, and that sound was getting louder and louder as she was getting wetter and wetter.

Then she spoke. “Grab your tits and squeeze them,” she said.

I hesitated for a moment. Then I reached for my non-existent breasts and I started to fondle them, curling my fingers towards my palms as if I was giving myself a massage. She stared with wide-open eyes and parted lips. Another moan slipped out from her mouth. Was I going to have to do this all the time now? Was this going to be the only way we could have sex?

And if this was just the start of our counselling, how was it going to end? By the end of the month, would my wife be leaving me for a woman? Was she lying when she said that she wasn’t a lesbian?

She was bouncing quickly, massaging my rod with her tight, wet cunt. She groaned and I felt her pussy clenching over and over. Suddenly she screamed out and then her body fell forward. Her hips continued to bounce as she slumped herself over on top of me. She was fucking me quickly, sliding that wet hole up and down with intensity.

“Fucking shit! That feels so fucking good!” she cried out.

And then she clenched hard and groaned loudly, and my cock erupted inside of her body. I groaned and squeezed her naked body firmly.

Then, she did it again. She stood up, covering her pussy with her hand, and she stepped up the bed. She sat down on my face and uncovered her gaping hole. “Open your mouth,” she said. I was slow to follow her command. I didn’t love the thought of eating my own cum again, but I wanted to make her happy. So I parted my lips and then she pushed my seed out. Most of it got into my mouth, but some of it splattered on my lips and nose with a loud queef.

“Don’t swallow it,” she commanded, just seconds before I was about to gulp it down. She lowered herself down and pressed her lips against mine. She sucked the cum out from my mouth and then she spat it back in while we made out. It was messy and possibly disgusting. She left me with half, and then she swallowed the other half. “Now swallow it,” she said. I swallowed, and then I turned my head and looked in the mirror, seeing myself in her lingerie, with cum dribbling down my cheek.

She kissed me on the forehead, and then she bounced up to her feet. “I’m going to clean myself up,” she said, skipping away to the bathroom. I kept staring at myself in the mirror. Was this the sex life I was looking for? Was this what I was hoping to get out of my wife?
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Sure, the next day was awkward—especially when I caught Kate on her computer looking at lingerie. Was she shopping for me? Were those outfits going to end up on my body? When she was in the bathroom, I looked at her search history and saw that she’d looked into buying a wig and a pair of black high heels that just happened to be in my size. She didn’t actually purchase anything—it was all just online window-shopping, but it still made me nervous.

But even more awkward was Monday afternoon, as we sat in Pamela’s office and described our sexual encounters. Pamela made me talk about how I felt in the lingerie, and then she even asked me if I liked the feeling of having cum in my mouth. I felt so humiliated and awkward. “I just want to make my wife happy,” I said.

Pamela nodded her head. “I think we’re making very good progress,” she said. “But we’re not quite there yet. You’re both being much more open, but you’re still not acting as though you’re free. Married couples should be free with one another. There should be no awkward tension—and certainly no secrets. So Jim, why don’t you go ahead and tell Kate something you’ve never told her before.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. I tried to think of something to say, but I couldn’t think of anything. “Like what?” I asked.

“When Kate isn’t around, do you watch porn? Do you masturbate?”

“Doesn’t everybody? It’s not like I do it ten times a day like some sort of pervert,” I said.

Pamela laughed. “So you masturbate to pornography.”

“Sure, sometimes when she’s not in the mood. But I think Kate knows that. Right, Kate?”

Kate shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. It’s not really my business.”

“Oh, but it is!” Pamela said. “Now Jim, why don’t you tell Kate about the dirtiest video you’ve ever watched and gotten off to. Something that you think is very embarrassing—something you would be terrified of her finding in your search history, so to speak. Just get it off your chest.”

I bit down hard on my tongue, trying to decide whether I should lie or just follow the command and get it over with. I groaned and then I admitted, “I’ve watched some peeing videos. I don’t know—it’s kind of hot when girls go pee—never guys though—that’s gross.”

“Peeing?” Kate said.

I shrugged my shoulders and pushed my knees tightly together in an attempt to will away the awkward tension that we were apparently not supposed to be feeling. “It’s not like I want you to pee on me,” I said. “I just occasionally watch porn with girls peeing on each other. It’s just… like you said: a weird fetish. It’s not like I’m about to run away with some girl who wants to pee on me, just like you’re not about to run away with a woman.”

“I’m not a lesbian, Jim,” she snapped, narrowing her eyes.

“I know! I didn’t say that you were. It’s just a fetish. Right?”

Kate looked away from me quickly, rolling her eyes. “Whatever,” she said.

“It’s okay, Kate. He’s trying to be open with you. It’s actually very common for men to fantasize about women peeing. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. And it’s also common for straight women to fantasize about being with other women or feminized men—it’s all natural.”

We looked at each other. “Sorry,” she said, to my surprise.

“It’s fine.”

“Do you want me to pee on you?” she asked.

“Not if you don’t want to,” I said. “And to be honest—I don’t even know if that is what I want. It’s fine in a video, but in real life there’s a mess and it’s probably not that sanitary.”

“I’ve got homework for the two of you,” Pamela said, stealing away the conversation. We both looked to her.

“I really don’t need her to pee on me,” I said.

She laughed. “No, no—it’s nothing like that. Jim, one of my other clients is a friend of yours.”

“Who’s that?” I said, pretending to be oblivious. I knew who she was talking about.

“Steve. I believe you’re his manager. He’s been seeing me for some time with his wife. They’re very far along with their progress, and I think it could be good for the two of you to meet up with them to further along your own progress.”

I nodded my head. “Sure. I’ll set up a lunch or something for this week.”

Pamela shook her head. “No. I’d like for you to have a couple’s night. I’ll talk to Steve today about arranging it. I want the two of you to be open and honest with each other, and with Steve and his wife. I want you to take risks and—if the opportunity comes up—to try new things.”

My heart stuttered. I remembered hearing the rumours about Janine being fucked by Steve and his wife. What if Steve and his wife wanted to fuck my wife? What if they wanted to fuck me? I didn’t love the thought of being a cuckold. I couldn’t even begin to understand how I would ever look at my wife again if I let Steve put his cock inside of her—and how would I look at Steve every day at work?

“Jim, you look nervous. Tell me about what’s making you worried,” Pamela said.

“I have to work with Steve. I’m not sure that this is appropriate,” I said.

“You need to separate your work life and your personal life if you ever want to be truly liberated.”

I nodded my head slowly as nausea turned in my gut. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe we would see Steve and his wife doing crazy things and we would realize that we liked our vanilla sex life just fine.

“That’s all for today. I’ll see you again after your double date,” Pamela said, shutting her notebook and placing it down on the table.

Kate stood up casually, but I hesitated. I’d never told her about Steve and his wild sex life. She didn’t know the story of Janine, or about the crazy sex machine Steve tried to convince me to buy. She had no idea what she was in for. Even I had no idea what I was in for.
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My wife was so oblivious. As we pulled up to Steve’s house, she had a casual smile on her face, with her purse sitting gently on her lap. I looked over at her and forced a smile. “I hope your friend’s wife can cook because I’m hungry,” Kate said, making her seem even more oblivious. She probably just thought that we were all going to talk—and hopefully that assumption was going to be correct.

“Let’s just try to be home before Jeopardy,” I said, straining hard to keep that smile on my face.

We stepped out from the car. “You haven’t told me much about your friend. I don’t even think you told me his wife’s name.”

“He’s not my friend,” I said. “He’s just a guy from work who happens to have the same counsellor as us.”

“Don’t be rude,” Kate said with narrowing eyes. “They have a nice house, though, huh?”

It was a surprisingly nice house, considering Steve made fifteen thousand dollars per year less than me. It was a bit further from downtown from us, but it was nearly twice the size.

“Maybe we should consider moving to this neighbourhood.” I had a feeling she was going to take that suggestion back as soon as this night was over.

I let Kate step up the stairs first. I kept my distance and then my body shuddered as she reached for the doorbell. I groaned and Kate turned around to look at me. “What’s wrong with you?” she asked.

“I’m just not feeling great,” I said. “I think I ate something weird at lunch.”

The door opened and the sight of Steve’s face made the colour drain from my face. He had on a big, long smile, and he was wearing a purple satin shirt and baggy cotton pants, as if he was dressed to run a Japanese geisha house. “I’m so glad you guys could make it,” he said.

I tried to force a smile, but my lips refused to curve. I just stared at my wife as she entered into the house of horrors, and I remained at the bottom of the steps. I wanted to scream out for my wife—to warn her not to go any further or they would turn her into a depraved sex lunatic. But I was too afraid to open my mouth.

“Jim—are you coming inside or what?” Steve said, still with that big, horror movie smile on his face.

“O—Okay,” I said. I awkwardly took a step. My joints were stiff and my muscles were tense. Those three steps up to his door seemed like a whole flight—like I was one of those horribly obese people on My 600-lb Life.

“Come in, come in,” Steve said, stepping aside. I walked into the foyer, where my wife was already standing. I looked around carefully and was surprised to see that the house appeared to be shockingly normal. I was expecting to see a statute of two people fucking in the foyer, with depraved sex art on the walls, and a big sex chair hanging where the chandelier was supposed to be—but instead, I saw some pleasant pictures of flowers, some nice family photos, and a totally standard chandelier from the Home Depot. “Take your shoes off or leave them on—it’s totally fine either way.”

My wife left her heels on, so I did the same. I wanted to be ready to run in case things got suddenly weird.

“Come on to the kitchen and meet my wife, Stacy,” Steve said. He whisked us through his big, open concept house to his large kitchen. The island alone was bigger than our kitchen. Stacy was standing behind the counter in a tight red dress. She had her blonde hair done up in a fancy up-do, with long fake eyelashes fluttering above her eyes. She was surprisingly pretty, though I don’t know why I was surprised; Steve was a handsome man, so it only made sense that his wife would be attractive. But for some reason, I’d been expecting some meth-addict-looking ghoul, dressed like a crack whore while begging to have her dirty holes plugged.

“Have an appetizer,” Stacy said, sliding a large plate of delicious-looking appies towards us. Kate didn’t hesitate, but I was slow to react, worried the food was potentially tainted. As I was reaching for one of the smoked salmon bites, I remembered overhearing Steve telling another employee about the time he fucked his wife in the asshole on his kitchen island. ‘I came inside of her three times before pulling out,’ he claimed—and I couldn’t help but wonder if some of that cum had gotten onto that marble countertop. So I pulled my hand away from the appies. “I think I’ll wait for the main course,” I said. And then I watched the food go into my wife’s mouth. I was tempted to slap it out of her hand, but I was too much of a coward.

“So you’ve been seeing Pamela,” Stacy said. “That’s so great. She’s really a miracle worker.”

Kate nodded her head and smiled. “I think she’s been really great so far.” I looked at Kate curiously. It was surprising to hear her talking positively about our counselling experience, even though it made sense, seeing as she’d obviously gotten more out of it than me. “She really has a way of getting you to open up.”

“Doesn’t she?” Stacy agreed.

“Jim,” said Steve. “What do you think of Pamela? She’s pretty hot for an older gal, huh?”

My heart stuttered. “Hot?” I said.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t fantasized about her just a little bit,” he said with a chuckle. I couldn’t tell if he was kidding—and apparently my wife assumed he was kidding, because she started laughing as if she was in on the joke.

I just nodded my head. “She’s something,” I said.

“I was happy when she told us that she wanted us all to get together. I think it’s such a great idea,” Steve said.

I just nodded my head. I didn’t want to agree, because I didn’t agree. I thought it was a terrible idea. I’d heard too many stories about Steve and his house of questionable acts, and I felt like it was my duty to protect my wife from Steve’s degeneracy. But at the same time, I wanted Pamela’s regimen to work. I wanted to have the sexual excitement that Steve often bragged about at work.

“Dinner will be ready in five minutes,” Stacy said. “Steve—why don’t you give Kate and Jim the tour?”

“I’d love to,” Steve said. He turned to us and said, “Follow me.”

Every time he opened a door, I kept expecting to see rooms filled with bondage and whips and sex chairs—or that large machine that he kept insisting I invest in—but every room was normal. Bedrooms were nicely made and decorated with tasteful artwork and furniture. He even went to open closet doors for us—and none of the closets were filled with questionable costumes. So where was this crazy life that he was always bragging about? Was it all a big lie? Was it not as wild as my brain imagined it to be?

The tour ended in their bedroom. They had a nice king-sized bed and two sofa chairs for reading. Their walk-in closet was spacious and clean and well organized. “And that’s our house,” Steve said. “What do you think?”

“It’s so lovely,” Kate said. “I was just telling Jim that I want to live in this neighbourhood.”

“It’s very affordable,” Steve said. “You guys totally should move. We could be neighbours.”

“We still have twelve years left on our mortgage,” I said bluntly.

Kate gave me a playful shove. “That doesn’t mean we can’t sell. It’s something to think about.”

Maybe Steve’s house was normal—and maybe Steve was more normal than he let on at work—but I still didn’t want to live near him. I still didn’t like the idea of my wife being anywhere near him.

Stacy called us down for dinner, so we all went down to the dining area. The dining table was already set and the food smelled delicious. “Eat as much as you want. There’s tons of food,” Stacy said. She waited for us all to sit before she took her seat.

And even I had to admit: the food was amazing. I was tempted to ask Stacy to teach Kate how to cook, but I resisted the temptation to ask because I was worried Stacy would actually accept the joking offer and my wife would end up without me in Steve’s house.

We ate and ate and ate, and then Stacy zipped away and came back with two different pies. I was stuffed, but I still accepted a small slice of each. Then, Steve said, “So I guess we should talk about what Pamela told us to talk about.”

I was just about to scoop the last piece of pie into my mouth, and then I stopped. I looked up at Steve slowly and lowered my fork down. Then I looked over at Kate, who was still seemingly undisturbed, eating the last of her pie with a casual smile on her oblivious face.

“The hardest part—for us—of Pamela’s regimen, was learning to be open about our sex life,” Steve said. “I remember being in your position. Pamela sent us to meet with this other couple, and we had a dinner just like this one. It was so awkward telling that couple about what we did behind closed doors. But man, it really felt good to be open about it. It really is a liberating feeling.”

My heart stammered. But at the same time, I felt a wave of relief. Was this all that Pamela wanted us to do with Steve? Were we just there to talk? Sure, talking about sex with Steve would be embarrassing, but at least I didn’t have to worry about Steve making a move on my wife, and I didn’t have to awkwardly resist Stacy in front of Kate.

Kate wiped her mouth with a napkin. Her cheeks were now almost as red as the cherry pie filling. “So what are we supposed to say?” she asked.

“You can say whatever you want—whatever you’re feeling brave enough to say. I have to admit, I’m a bit curious to know what kind of kinky stuff Jim is interested in. He’s always so shy and quiet at work.”

Kate giggled while my stomach turned. Apparently she wasn’t nearly as mortified as me. “Jim is a pretty vanilla guy,” she said. Her cheeks became even redder. “I think he likes it when I put on lingerie.”

Steve and Stacy both started laughing at my wife’s oblivious innocence. “Is it true, Jim? Do you like it when Kate puts on lingerie?” Steve asked with a big grin on his face. I didn’t appreciate him poking fun at my wife, but I managed to keep my composure.

“I like her however she wants to be. But of course I’m not going to say no to some lingerie.”

The room became uncomfortably quiet. Then Stacy broke the silence by asking, “How often do you guys have sex?”

I had no intention of responding. I assumed Kate would keep her mouth shut as well, so I was surprised when she shrugged and said, “I don’t know. A few times a month. A bit more since we’ve been seeing Pamela.”

“Ouch,” Steve said. He started laughing. I looked at him with narrowed eyes. That pleasant night was quickly losing its charm. Then he looked at me. “Don’t you just want to rip her clothes off the moment you come home from work?”

I bit down on my tongue. “She’s not always in the mood. She works too, and sometimes she’s tired.”

He scoffed, which made my blood a little bit hotter. “If I were you, I wouldn’t be able to keep my hands off of her.”

“Watch your mouth,” I snapped.

“Jim!” Kate said. “Be nice. I’m so sorry, Steve. He’s just a bit uncomfortable with the sex talk still.”

“And you’re not?” I said, turning my gaze to my wife.

“Jim, you need to relax. Pamela asked them to talk to us about this.”

“It’s just not really any of their business,” I said.

“It’s not going to kill you to be a little bit open,” she said. I couldn’t believe the words coming out from her mouth.

But I bit my tongue regardless and forced a smile before saying, “Sorry. I didn’t mean to overreact.” I cleared my throat. “I think our sex life is fine. Maybe it could be better, but we have fun together.”

Stave and Stacy both nodded their heads politely. I started trying to think of an out. I ran through a number of excuses in my head. Maybe I could lie and say that we left the oven running—or I could say that we had to return some videotapes before the store closed. Are videotape rental houses still a thing?

“What’s something about your sex life that you haven’t told anybody before?” Stacy asked my wife.

“Everything,” I said.

Kate gave me a dirty look, as if to tell me to stop acting like a child. Then she looked back at Stacy and said, “I don’t know. I like it when Jim goes down on me—but sometimes—a lot of the times—I’m afraid to let him go down.”

“Why?” Stacy asked.

“I don’t know. I guess I’ve always just been afraid to like it.”

Stacy smiled. “Afraid to like it? Why?”

I’d never had the urge to bury my face in the ground until that moment.

“I don’t know. Girls go down on each other. That’s how lesbians pleasure one another. And I’m not a lesbian.”

Stacy laughed at my wife’s precious innocence. “Straight couples do it too.”

“I know they do. Believe me: I know that it’s weird. But it’s true.”

Steve looked at me. “What about you, Jim? When your wife goes down on you, are you worried that you’ll like it?”

I bit hard on my tongue and forced a thin-lipped smile. “No, that’s never been an issue for me.” I resisted the urge to call him a mean name. Instead, I said, “Why don’t you tell us something about your sex life that you don’t tell other people.”

Steve and Stacy both looked at one another, then they looked back at me. “For months, I’ve been practising to suck my own cock. Just last week I managed to do it. I came in my own mouth while Stacy watched and pleasured herself.” The room became silent. Now Kate’s face was white as she got a taste of exactly what I was afraid of. Steve’s degeneracy was coming out, washing over the room like an arctic breeze seeping through a cracked window.

“Is that actually possible?” Kate asked nervously.

Steve nodded his head. “It takes some flexibility, but it can be done. And I definitely recommend it, because it feels amazing.”

“Do you want to see him do it?” Stacy asked with bright eyes. Her skin wasn’t red or white—she was completely unphased by the fact her husband just admitted to sucking cum out from his own cock.

“No,” I said suddenly. “We don’t want to see that.”

Steve chuckled. “C’mon, Jim. Don’t be such a prude.” He turned to my wife. “If you want to see, I can show you quickly.”

Kate was silent. Her lips were parted and I could see fear glowing in her eyes. “I don’t know. I don’t think it would be appropriate.”

Stacy smiled and nodded her head. “All of this might seem uncomfortable now—but just imagine how open you’ll be able to be together if you can learn to be open with strangers. I mean—not that we’re strangers, but we’re not so far off.”

Kate nodded her head slowly. Then she looked at me. “Maybe we could just see him do it quickly. She has a good point, after all.”

I wanted to grab my wife and shake some sense into her. Why was she submitting to these lunatics? Why wasn’t she grabbing her purse and running to the door? “If that’s what you want, I guess.”

Steve smiled. He looked over at his wife. “Darling, why don’t you get me hard so I can start the demonstration?”

Stacy laughed as if it was some sort of weird joke. “Sure, sweetie.” They both got up and walked over to the other side of the room. I looked at Kate with wide eyes. She was blushing and biting down on her lip. She shrugged her shoulders, and then I shook my head. We were having an entire conversation—or maybe it was a fight—without using a single word. Then we looked back at our hosts and saw that Steve had his back to us. In front of him, Stacy was on her knees. Her head was bobbing back and forth and we could hear the subtle sound of slurping as she sucked his cock.

Steve let out a long sigh. “You know just how to do it, babe.”

Stacy stood up, and then Steve pulled down his pants and yanked off his shirt. I looked away quickly from the sight of his surprisingly tanned ass. Kate kept staring. I tried to get her attention by only using my eyes, but she seemed to be transfixed.

Then Steve turned around. I didn’t want to look over, but I also didn’t want to create another scene, so I forced my head to turn, and then I saw my co-worker’s long, curved erection. He had no pubic hair and his cock was an impressive length, towering higher than his belly button. “Okay,” he said. “Let’s see if I’ve still got it.” He sat down on the ground and brought his feet to his bum, with his knees in the air. Then he slipped his arms under his knees and bent his body over in an impressive way.

I was frozen. I suddenly couldn’t look away. My wife reached slowly under the table and took my hand. I squeezed that hand firmly. Then we watched as Steve managed to get the tip of his cock into his mouth. He started to suck.

“See?” Stacy said. “It’s pretty hot, huh?”

“It’s definitely something,” Kate said with a quiet voice.

“I think that’s enough. We get the idea,” I said. I finally forced myself to look away, but the image of his erect cock in his own mouth remained in my mind, and I had a feeling that it would be stuck there for a long time. It didn’t help that I could see his asshole in the same mental image.

Steve uncurled his body and chuckled as he pulled his boxer shorts back up. “Oh, c’mon, Jim. It’s not that big of a deal.”

“It’s just not really our cup of tea,” I said. “But thanks for the demonstration. We should probably get going.”

“Going?” Stacy said. “You can’t go now!”

“We haven’t even gotten to the meat of what Pamela sent you here for,” said Steve with big wide eyes.

I looked over at Kate. She was looking at me. We exchanged a nervous glance, and then she shrugged her shoulders, as if to say, ‘Let’s just give them a chance’—as if this night hadn’t already been weird enough. I already didn’t know how I was going to look Steve in the eye on Monday morning, now that I’d seen him sucking his own cock.

“Kate, tell us one thing you’re most embarrassed about. Just get it off your chest. It can be anything sex related. Just say it,” said Stacy with a big smile on her face.

Kate looked at me then she looked at Stacy then she looked at the ground. She took a deep breath. “The other day, Jim wore my lingerie when we were having sex, and I really liked it.”

I closed my eyes and tried not to groan, but a groan slipped out. Why would she tell them that? Didn’t she know that I had to go to work with this man? Could she not tell that Steve was the kind of guy to blab his big mouth around the office? I couldn’t have people knowing I wore my wife’s lingerie! Was she insane? “Kate,” I whispered through clenched teeth.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Jim,” said Stacy.

“Jim, did you like wearing Kate’s lingerie?” Steve asked.

“What kind of question is that?” I snapped. “I did it… as a joke. I just did it as a joke.”

“That doesn’t answer my question,” Steve said with high eyebrows.

“This is so stupid,” I said.

“Jim,” Kate said, as if she was embarrassed. How could she be embarrassed? I was the embarrassed one. I was the one being humiliated!

“Jim. Why don’t you come with me, and maybe I can help you relax a little bit,” Stacy said. She had a small grin on her face, as if she was suggesting I go and have sex with her.

I hesitated, and then I looked over at my wife. And shockingly, she was motioning me to follow Steve’s wife over to another room. But I didn’t want to be alone with her, and I certainly didn’t want my wife to be alone with Steve of all people. “Well? What are you waiting for?” Kate asked with that embarrassed look on her face.

“Can’t we just go home?” I asked—almost begging.

“Jim, c’mon. Just try to be open,” Kate said.

I couldn’t believe my ears. I looked back at Stacy and then I broke free from my paralysis and followed her up the stairs towards her bedroom. My heart was pounding hard—but it wasn’t until we were inside the bedroom and Stacy closed her bedroom door that my heart started to slam against my ribcage. She turned to me and put her hands on my sides. She looked up into my eye. “You need to relax. We’re not going to make fun of you here,” she said.

“That’s very nice of you,” I said, remaining stiff while resisting the urge to push her hands off of me.

“Pamela wants you to free your sexuality. You need to trust her, and that means trusting us.”

She moved her hands gently down my sides, onto my thighs. She moved them around back, onto my ass, and then she pulled one hand around my front and cupped my crotch. “Tell me why you’re so nervous,” she asked while gently massaging the bulge between my legs.

“Well, for starters, my friend’s wife is rubbing my dick and my wife is just downstairs,” I said.

“Don’t worry about your wife. Just trust me that I won’t say anything to her,” she said. She closed her grip tighter and rubbed harder. She got her fingers nestled comfortably under my ball sack. Then she let out a soft moan, making my spine tingle.

“I don’t want to cheat on my wife,” I said.

“It’s not cheating,” Stacy said. “You’re just exploring and experimenting—finding out what arouses you. I’m just here to help your marriage—not to ruin it.” And strangely, her justification seemed to make sense in my head. Maybe I was just letting it make sense because the rubbing felt so good. Or maybe there was some truth in what she was saying.

I watched her gentle hands as they unbuckled my belt, and then I watched as she pulled down my fly. She slid my pants down my legs with a strangely hypnotising rhythm, and then she started lifting up my shirt. For some reason, I held my arms into the air so there would be no resistance. And then I thought about my wife downstairs. Was Steve doing the same thing to her? Were these weirdoes using some sort of sexual voodoo on us? Was Steve going to stick his big dick inside of my wife? My stomach groaned, and then Kate said, “You’re tensing up again. Just relax.” I looked down and watched her take my boxers down to my ankles. “You have a nice cock. You should be able to make your wife very happy with it.” She slipped her fingers under my shaft and held it up.

It was a strange feeling, having another woman touch my dick for the first time in so many years. Her fingers were soft and warm and small. She closed her grip around my shaft and gently pulled my foreskin back to reveal my throbbing tip. I let out a whimper and my knees trembled—nearly buckling. I felt so guilty, but for some reason I couldn’t stop her. It had been so long since a woman handled my cock with so much lust.

I started getting hard—and fast. She kept handling my cock in a way that I wasn’t familiar with: twisting and clutching and massaging. One I was erect, she slid her hand up to my tip and started to rub and pull in all the right spots. I stumbled back and clutched onto the bedframe. My legs were trembling hard now. I could feel buzzing between my legs, as if I was about to come—even though she’d only been rubbing for thirty seconds. I’d heard that Thai massage girls can get guys off in seconds using special rubbing techniques, and I had a feeling Stacy was using one of those techniques now.

I groaned, feeling that cumshot coming, and then she let go, leaving me with nothing. I squirmed and bit down on my tongue as my cock twitched, but I didn’t come. I just needed one more second of rubbing—so why did she stop? My heart was pounding and I was breathing quickly. “What the hell? Why did you stop?”

“It’s called edging,” she said. “That sexual energy you’re feeling right now—you can turn it into confidence. Let your body reabsorb that energy and redirect it in a positive way.” I had no idea what kind of pseudo-science nonsense she was talking about. But I managed to force a smile through my suddenly overwhelming sense of humiliation.

Stacy bent over and picked up my clothes. Instead of handing them to me, she turned around and walked over to her closet. “What are you doing? Give me my clothes,” I said.

“You can have them back later. Now, you’re going to do something for your wife.” She opened her closet and stuffed my clothes inside. Then she started digging until she found what she was looking for: a little lacy lingerie one-piece. She tossed it to me, and then she continued casually digging through her closet, looking for something else.

“What do you want me to do with this?” I asked.

“Put it on,” she said.

“Are you crazy?” I said. “Is this some sort of prank?”

“You want your wife to be happy?” she asked.

“Of course I do,” I said.

“Then put the lingerie on for your wife. And here—put this on, too.” She pulled out a black wig and tossed it to me. Once you’ve got that on, we’ll quickly shave your legs and put on a bit of makeup—it will only take ten minutes.”

“I’m not doing this. Give me my clothes back,” I said.

“You think you’re the first couple Pamela has sent our way? We do this all the time, Jim. You know that look in your wife’s eyes? I’ve seen it many times before. If you don’t address that look, your relationship is doomed—no offense. I’ve seen men go down the same path you’re going down. You need to make a decision. And if a little embarrassment is stopping you from making the decision you know is right, then I’m very afraid for you and Kate.”

I had to bite down hard on my tongue. “If Steve even mentions this at work, I’m going to have him fired and blacklisted from the industry,” I said. “And I mean it.”

I awkwardly pulled the tight lingerie onto my naked body. Then I walked over to the mirror and got the wig on my head. It was long with straight-cut bangs that sat just above my eyes. I groaned and my stomach growled. Then I looked back and saw that Stacy was already in the bathroom. “Let’s get those legs shaved up,” she said, waving me over.

I looked down at my cock, which was still erect and bulging against that tight lingerie. That ‘sexual energy’ was still pulsing through my veins, making me tremble, as if I’d just chugged three energy drinks in under a minute. I had to take a deep breath to regain control of my nerves. Then I went towards the bathroom to get dolled up. And I still wasn’t sure what I was getting dolled up for.


CHAPTER 8
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Ifelt stupid when Stacy was running a razor up and down my legs. I felt stupid when she was brushing makeup onto my face. But I felt especially stupid when I stepped down the stairs in that tiny lace one-piece, all dolled up and looking like an Asian prostitute with my straight bangs and dark eye shadow.

Stacy went thick with my eyeliner—and maybe she had to in order to get me looking feminine. She clipped big hoop earrings to my ears, probably to draw attention away from my masculine features, and she even put a thick black choker around my throat—probably to hide my Adam’s apple. But even I had to admit: all of the small details weren’t for nothing. When she finally turned me towards the mirror, I looked like a chick. I felt my heart plunge into my stomach and I thought for a second that I was being pranked—maybe the mirror was actually a television and I was actually looking at a girl on the screen. So, like a small child, I spent a few seconds trying to trick my reflection.

But it was really me. I was looking at a feminized version of myself. And now, as I reached the bottom of those stairs, my wife and my co-worker were also seeing a feminized version of myself. I watched as Kate’s eyes widened, then I looked away quickly. Then I saw a big smirk cross Steve’s face, and I had to fight the urge to tell him to keep his stupid mouth shut. Stacy insisted that I speak in a gentle girly voice, for Kate’s sake. So that’s what I did. “W—What do you think?” I asked.

Kate’s face was red. I was happy to see that she was still clothed and still casually sitting on the couch with a glass of wine in her hand. Steve was also dressed, and there were no signs that they’d done anything while I was gone. “You look… nice,” Kate said.

“Go sit with Kate,” said Stacy, giving me a light shove. I awkwardly stepped towards my wife. I looked into her eyes and forced a smile, and then her face became even redder. I’m sure my face was just as red—if not redder.

I took a seat next to her. Our thighs were touching. Kate tensed up and I heard her draw a swift breath of air into her lungs.

“Put your arm around her, Kate,” Steve said with that casual smile still on his face. Kate hesitated, and then she reached her arm over my shoulders. It was weird being embraced by my wife. That was supposed to be my job. I didn’t love the fact that Steve was sitting across from me, able to see between my legs—so I crossed my legs in a feminine way, to block his view of my bulge.

I could feel Kate trembling. Her body was warm and tense and nervous. I couldn’t believe that she was more nervous than me—or maybe she was embarrassed. Maybe this was humiliating for her: seeing her husband dressed like a woman in front of other people.

“Jim, for the rest of the night, we’re going to refer to you as Janine. Is that okay?” Stacy asked in a calm voice, almost sounding like Pamela.

“Okay,” I said. I actually didn’t mind the name Janine.

I noticed a small smile cross Kate’s face.

“Kate, why don’t you feel Janine’s body? It’s very soft. Explore her as if you’ve never explored her before.”

I remained still, and so did Kate—at least for a few seconds. Then she turned to me and looked into my eyes. Her eyes were glowing. “It’s okay. Go ahead,” I said, as if I needed to give her permission. Then she put her hands down gently on my thighs and started to move them up.

“You shaved,” she said.

I nodded my head. Her hands moved up my sides and then she cupped my breasts: bra pads stuffed into the lingerie cups. She squeezed gently, letting out a nervous giggle, and then she felt my arms.

“Feel free to kiss her—on the lips, or on the body,” Stacy said.

Kate leaned in and our lips connected. Her kiss was gentle and nervous at first, and then it became firm and passionate. I couldn’t even remember the last time we kissed—aside from the casual pecks we gave each other before work and before bed. She gently pulled my top lip with her teeth, and then she pressed her tongue into my mouth. I put my hands on her sides and I gently rubbed her soft body.

And now I was wondering all over again: was Kate a lesbian? Was this her way of finally living out her lesbian fantasies? Would she want to go back to regular Jim after this? Or was I going to have to get dolled up every night.

Though maybe I had to admit that it wasn’t so bad. The lingerie was surprisingly comfortable, and I really did look cute in that wig and makeup. I was already starting to think of other looks I could pull off. I couldn’t help but wonder what I would look like with long blonde hair—maybe done up in a pair of braids. I could have looked pretty cute with some long, fake eyelashes, and maybe a bit of blush. When Stacy was doing my makeup, I noticed all of the supplies she had on her vanity: so much we didn’t get to. And then there was her closet: packed with outfits that were all so cute and soft. So maybe getting dolled up wasn’t the end of the world, as long no one knew I kind of liked it.

Now Kate was kissing my neck. She sucked gently while moving down slowly. She even gave me a hickey, which she hadn’t done since the week we met. Her hands were moving all over my body, spending a special amount of time down on my thighs and ass, and feeling my smooth legs.

I closed my eyes, but I could still feel Steve and his wife watching me. I could feel Steve’s big smirk, and I could even feel Pamela’s future criticism, knowing that Steve and Stacy would report all of this information back to her.

Kate slid her hand over my cock. She rubbed it for a moment, and then she sunk that hand even lower, so she could rub my butthole. It felt nice, but I didn’t want it to feel nice. I was starting to get hard, but I didn’t want to get hard—not in front of Steve. Kate kept working her way down, kissing my stomach, then my pelvis, and then she started to tease the tip of my cock through my lingerie with her lips. Those fingers continued to tease the rim of my butthole through my thin lingerie.

Then I gently pushed my wife’s head away. “Maybe we can do this later—not if front of Steve and Stacy,” I said in my gentle girly voice. I had to bite my tongue in order to stay in character.

“Janine, darling, you can relax in front of us. We’re just here to help you,” Steve said.

“I don’t think that we’re into that,” I said.

“Kate—what do you think?” Steve said.

Kate shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe Jim—I mean Janine—is right. Maybe this is getting a little bit hot and heavy. Why don’t we just finish our drinks and call it a night?” I was so relieved to hear my wife taking my side. I was starting to worry that she’d been completely brainwashed by Steve and Stacy.

Steve shook his head. “We’re making great progress. We can’t let that progress stop. I feel like we’re right on the verge of a major breakthrough.” Stacy nodded her head in agreement. “I have an idea.” He turned to his wife and whispered something in her ear. She nodded her head and smiled, and then she looked over at us before rising to her feet.

“Follow us up to the bedroom,” she said.

Steve and Stacy were up quickly. They went straight to the stairs and didn’t look back as they excitedly went up towards the bedroom. I looked at Kate with wide eyes. I didn’t want to have some weird orgy with Steve and Stacy. “Let’s just see what they’ve got up there,” Kate said. She rose to her feet and started towards the stairs. Then she stopped and looked back at me. “Are you coming?”

I was slow to my feet, wobbling slightly in the heels Stacy insisted that I wear. I caught up to Kate and then she took my hand, squeezing in tightly as if to reassure me that everything would be fine. And maybe Steve was right. Maybe we were on the verge of a breakthrough. Kate certainly seemed more into me than usual, and I don’t think it was just because I was wearing makeup and a wig. And in a weird way, I felt more into her. I really wanted to get her home so we could get a little bit wild. I could feel a strange relief, now that I knew a little bit more about Kate. I don’t think she was lying when she said that she wasn’t a lesbian. I think she just liked my girly side. I had the body for it, after all.

We were slow to walk into the bedroom. As we stepped in, Steve was pulling a large black box out from under the bed. He grunted as he pulled it into place, and then he started flipping up little compartments, transforming it into its final form. Meanwhile, Stacy was digging through a nearby drawer. “Where is it?” she mumbled to herself. Then she suddenly pulled out a long pink dildo. “What about this one?” she said.

“That one is perfect,” Steve said. She walked it over to him and then he attached it to the center of the large unit. And in that moment, I recognized the terrifying device. It was the same machine he tried to convince me to buy: the sex machine that was guaranteed to make any girl squirt. My heart stuttered and I clutched Kate’s hand tighter.

“No way,” I said. “This isn’t happening. No chance.”

Steve narrowed his eyes. “What’s wrong, Janine?”

“I’m not letting my wife get on that thing. It’s… It’s inappropriate.”

“We were actually thinking that you would get on it, and your wife can watch—and she can try it out if she wants too, of course.”

My heart stopped momentarily. They wanted me to get on it? My body was suddenly frozen. I looked over at Kate and saw that her face was dark red and her eyes were wide. “Should we just go?” I asked her. But she didn’t respond. She was completely mesmerized by the giant sex machine.

Then Steve started to describe it to her. “It has sensors that can tell what feels good and what doesn’t. After a minute or two, it can find your G-spot and give you an orgasm unlike any you’ve ever had before. But just a warning, it can be a little bit intense.”

“Babe—let’s go. C’mon,” I said, giving her hand a nudge. But she remained still. “What’s up? What are you thinking about?”

She looked at me slowly. She bit down on her bottom lip and shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe it could be fun,” she said.

My heart swirled down into my stomach. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You want to try it?” I asked.

“I want to watch you try it.” I could tell that it took a lot for her to say that. She was making herself extremely vulnerable, and that just made me feel guilty for being so resistant.

“You want me to try it?” I asked.

She looked down at the floor with embarrassment. And I couldn’t help but think: was I the one dooming this relationship? Was I the reason our sex life had become so dull? Was Kate putting in the work while I did nothing? Sure, I was wearing the lingerie and the wig and the makeup—but what difference did that make if I wasn’t willing to make myself vulnerable? Without that willingness to take risks, I was just Jim in drag.

I looked over at the machine. My stomach growled and I groaned. “Okay. I’ll do it,” I said reluctantly in my girly voice.

Stacy waved me over. She helped me up onto the machine, and then she lowered the long dildo until it was sunken into the device, revealing a dip designed to be sat on. “Just sit down here,” she said, helping me down into sitting position. She reached her fingers below me before I was down on the plastic seat, to tug my lingerie to the side, so that my asshole was exposed to the hole that the artificial cock was sunken into. “The cock will find your asshole. All you have to do it hold on.” She folded up the machine’s handles, which were padded with thick foam. There were already finger indents in the foam, as if many orgasms had been had on that device. I clutched the handles firmly and then I looked up at my wife.

She was watching me with glowing eyes and a big smile. She had her hands clasped at her waist. She nodded at me, as if to let me know that she appreciated my sacrifice.

“Okay, I’m going to turn it on. Try not to move while it explores your body,” Stacy said. She flicked a switch and my heart stuttered. Then I heard motors whirring. I closed my eyes and prepared myself for utter humiliation. But nothing happened. That whirring continued, and I wondered if the machine was maybe broken. Oh, how I hoped it was broken!

“What’s happening?” I asked without opening my eyes.

“It’s cleaning and lubricating the dildo,” Stacy said. “It takes a few seconds. Don’t worry—it will start soon.” And a second later, I felt the dull tip of the dildo press up between my butt cheeks, about two inches away from my hole. I twitched and clutched the handles firmly.

“Oh God,” I groaned with terror. The motors continued to whir and I felt the dildo slid up my butt crack, towards my tailbone, getting further from my hole. I secretly hoped that it wouldn’t find my asshole so I wouldn’t have to go through with this. Then the dildo started to slide back, heading in the right direction now. It zipped over my hole and then stopped suddenly. The whirring paused for a moment, then the dildo reversed, moving slowly towards my asshole. It stopped perfectly in place, which was a little bit impressive. I took a deep breath as the machine stopped to think.

“What’s happening?” I asked.

Before Stacy could respond, the dildo started to rise up, pushing against my hole. It was wet with lubricant, but that wasn’t enough to make it go inside of my body. I sat up slightly, hovering slightly off of the seat.

“You have to stay still, Janine,” said Steve. “It won’t hurt—don’t worry. It can tell when you’re uncomfortable, and it will stop. It’s a very clever device.”

And it really did seem like it was paused for me, waiting for me to relax before it went on—which was relieving, knowing that it wasn’t just going to pierce into my body and devastate my insides. So I settled back into place and took another deep breath. Then the whirring continued. The dildo rose up and pushed against my hole. I groaned but forced myself to remain still. Then the dildo started to spin: clockwise for a second, and then counter clockwise. It did this over and over until suddenly the dildo pressed into my hole. I gasped. It was just the mere tip, but it was enough to make my body become completely tense.

I looked up and saw Kate’s glowing face. Is this really what she wanted? Did she really want to watch her husband’s humiliation? I looked away, back at the ground. Then the machine carefully sunk deeper into my body. I squirmed and clutched the handles firmly. “Oh God,” I groaned. “It’s inside of me.”

It rose up another inch. I clenched hard, making it stop. Then, instead of plunging deeper, it started to pump gently up and down, twisting slightly. I remained tense, clenching hard while it explored me. I could feel the angle changing slightly, coming in slightly from the left, then from the right, then more from behind me, then more from in front of me. Suddenly, it found a spot that didn’t feel quite so awkward. It was enough to make my anal muscles relax. A moment later, it started pushing deeper.

I closed my eyes again. I couldn’t even stand to see Steve in my peripheral vision. I still couldn’t understand why he had to be there. Why couldn’t I just be alone with Kate? Why couldn’t we just go back to our house and have sex like a normal couple?

The cock continued to pump. It felt good. It really was pressing against my sweet spot, sending warm pulse waves through my body. I groaned and my legs trembled. I bent forward slightly so that I could rest more of my weight on the handles, and then the cock readjusted, to make sure it was still hitting that spot. I had no idea how it knew to adjust with me, but I wasn’t complaining. In fact, my cock was starting to get hard and the tingling between my legs was starting to become intense—and even overwhelming.

“Fucking shit,” I groaned as the cock punched in deeper. Now it was firmly thudding against my sweet spot. My legs were trembling violently and I was groaning loudly. Suddenly I felt a hand on my back. I opened my eyes and looked over to see Kate standing next to me. Her gaze was down between my legs, watching that long cock sliding in and out of my asshole.

“Does it feel good?” she asked with a shy voice.

I nodded my head. “I think it’s going to make me come,” I said—even though I didn’t believe it, because I didn’t think it could be possible. How could it make me come without touching my cock? I closed my eyes again as the pumping intensified. Then I groaned loudly and opened my eyes, looking down at the throbbing bulge in my lingerie. An intense euphoria pulsed through my body, then I watched as a big wet spot began to form at the tip of my erection. I was coming, and that cum was soaking through the lacy lingerie.

“I’m so sorry,” I groaned as that big spot grew larger and larger. It could feel the warm stickiness of my ejaculate.

“Don’t apologize,” Stacy said. “It’s only natural.”

Kate slipped her fingers under my lingerie. She reached towards my cock and then pushed her fingers into my gooey load. She smeared that cum up my abdomen, and then she pulled it down my shaft, coating me in my own substance. She took a bit of it and brought it to my lips. I licked it off, though I’m not sure why I did it—maybe because I knew she was into watching me eat my own cum, or maybe because I was starting to get into it myself.

The pumping cock slowly came to a stop, as if it knew it accomplished its goal.

I looked up at Kate and said, “Now you give it a try.”

I stood up. I was about to step down from the machine, and then Kate stopped me. She reached into my lingerie again and grabbed as much of my cum as she could scoop out. Then she smeared it down the length of the dildo. She smiled and then giggled with embarrassed red cheeks. But she had nothing to be embarrassed about. In a weird way, I was flattered that she wanted to ride the cock covered in my jizz.

I stepped down and then I watched as she straddled that long cock. She pushed the tip into her pussy and then she looked around. “How do I turn it on?” she asked.

Stacy walked up and flicked the switch for her. “Hold on tight,” Stacy said. Kate followed the command, clutching those handles firmly. She took a deep breath as the motors began to whir. Then that dildo slowly rose up into her cunt. She laughed nervously, squirming slightly. She bit down on her lip as the dildo sunk down and rose up again, this time from a different angle. It tried a number of different angles until Kate let a little whimper slip from her lips. Then the machine froze for a moment, as if it was thinking.

“I’m nervous,” she said.

“Don’t be,” I said. “It feels good.”

Then the cock started pumping from that particular angle. Kate let out a gasp and her fingers curled firmly around those handles. I watched as her body became tense for a moment and then it relaxed. She groaned again and the machine picked up speed. “I can feel your cum,” she said, looking into my eyes. “It feels so good.” She let out another nervous laugh, and then she let out a long moan. Her eyes closed. Maybe she felt just as embarrassed about the fact Steve and Stacy were watching.

I walked over and put my hand on her shoulder. She quickly put her hand on top of my hand, as if she didn’t want me to move away. The cock was pumping quickly into her body now. It was sinking deeper than I knew she could take—filling her with the entire length of that long dildo. She groaned loudly. Her knees rose up slightly and hugged the large machine.

She was making noises I’d only ever heard a few times before, when I was fingering her. Her head fell back and she let out a loud cry, and then I felt beads of warm moisture spattering against my legs. I looked down and saw that her pussy was gushing fluid. My mouth became agape and my eyes became wide. So it was true: the machine really could make any woman squirt! I’d never seen my wife squirting before. I had no idea she could even do it!

She moaned wildly and then she took my hand and pulled it down to her pussy. She pressed my fingertips against her clit, and I knew what to do from there. I started to rub her pretty clit while the dildo continued to pound her tight cunt. It wasn’t even twenty seconds later when she was squirting again, soaking that machine with her warm fluid. There was fluid all over the floor, all over her legs, and all over my legs. I’m sure some of that moisture even made it onto Steve and Stacy, but they didn’t seem to mind.

She squirted a third time, and then the machine slowly came to a stop. Kate was out of breath. Her face was dark red and she could hardly move her legs. I had to help her off of the machine, keeping an arm around her while her legs wobbled. I helped her over to the bed. The skirt of her dress was soaked with her own fluid.

I took her hand and looked into her eyes. We smiled at each other, then Stacy said, “Kate, do you like it when your husband is a sissy?”

Kate bit her bottom lip. She nodded her head. “Yes,” she said.

“And Janine—do you like being a sissy?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I think it’s growing on me,” I said, still looking into Kate’s eyes.

“I’m glad that you got what you wanted tonight,” she continued. “But there’s something that I like, and maybe the two of you can help me out.” We both looked over at her. “I really like to watch my husband with other women. I suppose I’m a bit of a cuckold, and it took me a long time to learn that about myself. Kate, if you really want to see your husband sissified, perhaps Janine could suck my husband off while we watch.”

My stomach churned and that frozen terror returned all at once. Kate hesitated, and then she said, “I think I might like that.” I was shocked, but I don’t think I was surprised. I looked at Kate, then I looked at Stacy, and then I looked at Steve. My heart was pounding and my head was swirling while trying to process the request. They wanted me to suck off Steve? But I wasn’t gay! Or was I? The idea wasn’t entirely disturbing like it should have been. I kind of liked the idea, in fact, but maybe that was just because I was so determined to make my wife happy. Or maybe there was a part of me that wanted to really explore my feminine side—and I knew I would never get another chance to really explore this much of my feminine side. Maybe I would like sucking cock—I would never know unless I experimented on Steve.

I suddenly found myself on my knees. Steve walked up to me. He reached for his belt buckle and my mind went blank. The fear and anxiety and excitement just became too overwhelming that my mind decided to shut down instead. Now I was acting on impulse. Once his fly was open, I reached my fingers into his pants and wrapped them around his long cock. I pulled that cock out into the open and then I stared at it. I could feel Kate’s excited gaze tickling the back of my head. Is this really what she wanted? Was it what I wanted?

I lifted that cock up. It was warm and throbbing and growing. I looked up at Steve. His face was red, as if he was even a little bit shy. Then I looked back at that cock. I gently pulled back his foreskin, and then I leaned forward, accepting that cock into my mouth. I started to suck while it grew on my tongue. I bobbed my head back and forth, exploring his throbbing veins and bulbous tip with the flat of my tongue. I had to stand up on my knees as he became increasingly erect. His tip pushed up against the roof of my mouth.

Then he grabbed my head with both of his hands and gently thrust his shaft into my throat, making me choke and groan. I heard my wife whimper, “Oh my God,” as if she was actually into watching me suck another man’s cock. And I found myself wondering: is this something I’m into? In a weird way, it was very satisfying, knowing that he was throbbing and erect for me. It was fun being hot. It was validating being sexy. I liked the way he felt inside of my mouth, and I loved the way he felt inside of my throat. It was a massive bonus that my wife liked it just as much.

Suddenly, my wife was next to me, with her shoulder pressed against mine. She grabbed my hand and squeezed it tight. Then Steve pulled his long shaft out from my mouth and forced it into my wife’s mouth. She gagged and sucked for a minute, then that cock came back to me. We didn’t stop holding hands.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Stacy touching herself: rubbing her clit and pressing her fingers into her pussy. She was wet and moaning. She really did love watching her husband with other women. She didn’t seem embarrassed about her kink, so maybe I had nothing to be embarrassed about, and maybe Kate had nothing to be embarrassed about.

“I’m going to come,” Steve groaned.

“Come on their faces,” said Stacy through clenched teeth.

I sucked that cock harder and bobbed my head faster. I could feel his cock bloating up, twitching intensely, about to burst. He groaned loudly then pulled his shaft out from my mouth. He squeezed it tight with his tip aimed right at my lips, and then he burst. Cum splatted my lips and cheeks and nose. Then he turned his shaft to my wife and made a mess of her face. Finally, when there was just a drop beading out from hip tip, he brought it to my lips and I licked it off.

Kate turned to me. She leaned in for a kiss. She was quick to stick her tongue in my mouth, then she started licking the cum off of my face. I licked some of the cum off of her face, and then we kissed again, swapping the substance. She giggled, and I giggled too. Sure, I felt embarrassed, but I also felt liberated. Maybe Pamela wasn’t completely crazy. Maybe our relationship really was being saved.


CHAPTER 9
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It was a weird experience explaining the whole night to Pamela. It was embarrassing to admit that I liked sucking Steve’s cock, and that I liked being rammed by that mechanical sex machine. It was especially weird hearing Kate admitting that she loved watching me suck another man’s cock. “Would you be interested in watching Jim suck more men off?” Pamela asked with a frighteningly casual voice.

Kate nodded her head. “I think I would like that.”

“I have many other clients who would be interested in that. I will have them contact you. Perhaps this Friday you can have another couples night,” said Pamela.

I still wasn’t entirely sure if I was excited by the idea or terrified, but I was certainly willing to give it a try for the sake of my wife. The idea of sucking a stranger’s cock was scary, but I was excited for another opportunity to get dolled up and look sexy. I couldn’t wait to receive that validation from another man: an erection with my name on it.

Pamela turned to me with that big smile on her face. She stared at me for a long moment, as if she was trying to read my thoughts. But even I couldn’t seem to be able to read my own thoughts. “Jim. Tell me about you. Do you feel like you’ve got what you wanted to get out of all this?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said.

“Have you told Kate the truth about everything?” she asked.

“Last night,” I said. It was an awkward conversation, telling Kate that I booked Pamela independently, and it had nothing to do with work. But she wasn’t mad. She just smiled and said, “I’m glad you did.” And when she said it, I couldn’t help but wonder if I was glad. Did I like this new sex life of ours more than our old sex life? Was I prepared to be a sissy whenever my wife wanted me to be one? Was I prepared to suck the odd cock to make sure that my wife was satisfied? Pamela’s question was a good one: did I get what I wanted out of this couples counseling?

When I signed up, what was I looking for? More sex? Better sex? A happier wife? Or did I just want a taste of what Steve had: full sexual freedom?

“If you could change one thing about the way things are now, what would you change?” Pamela asked. And then the room became silent.

I looked over at Kate while processing the question. “Well…” I said. “I don’t know if I can think of anything.” And I really was trying to think of something so I could answer the question—even something small and stupid like wishing Kate would use more tongue during blowjobs. But as I thought about our current situation, I began to realize everything was perfect. Sex was constantly exhilarating. Kate was always happy. We were exploring each other and trying out new things. I had so much to look forward to every night: new outfits, new makeup styles, and, of course, the intercourse.

“I kind of wish lingerie wasn’t so expensive,” I said. Kate laughed, and then Pamela laughed too. But it was legitimately the only concern I could think of.

Pamela sent us home that evening with a little gift: a long strap-on dildo. Kate was eager to try it out the moment we got home. So while she got it out from the box and got the straps adjusted to fit her wide hips and narrow waist, I put on some lingerie and some makeup. I didn’t get too carried away getting myself dolled up, as I was excited to get down and dirty with Kate.

I met her back down in the kitchen. I started my bending over the kitchen island, while she pushed the dildo into my asshole. I could feel my hole stretching wide, but it was a feeling I was starting to like, because I knew what came next. She held my hips firmly and then, once she was deep inside of my body, she gently slid her hands up my sides, feeling my curves. She pumped gently while I squirmed slightly, helping her find that sweet spot that I knew could make me come.

And then, the moment I found that spot and euphoria began to pulse inside of my body, I realized I had exactly what I wanted. We were fucking on the kitchen island: the same scenario that made me so jealous of Steve’s sex life. Maybe all of the details weren’t exactly as I’d imagined them when I first picked up the phone to book an appointment with Pamela, but I couldn’t complain—it was very possible that this was even better than I could have imagined.

I bent over as much as I could and I let Kate pound away, massaging my insides with her long plastic cock. I put my face down on the cool marble and let out a long groan of relief. My cock was throbbing in my tight lingerie. I really was living the life. I really did have everything I’d ever wanted and more.

THE END


MY WIFE’S NEW PACKAGE
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MY WIFE’S NEW PACKAGE


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

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


CHAPTER 1
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It was a late February night and Rey’s annoying friend, Amber, came by the house without warning, which wasn’t unusual. She’d been coming by the house unannounced every two or three days, ever since she broke up with her fiancée—and that was almost two years ago already.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it, Amber?” Rey asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That was different,” Amber said.

“How was that different?” Rey asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2
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My wife’s cold only got worse, thanks in part to Amber’s idiocy. After Amber left, Rey wasn’t able to sleep. She tried calling Amber a few times, but she wouldn’t pick up. Then she paced around the house until about 3:30 AM. “You need to get some sleep, darling,” I said. So she got into the bed, but she couldn’t fall asleep. And there’s nothing worse than getting no sleep when you have a nasty cold.

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

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

“Did you take any Advil?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Which pill?” Rey asked.

“The Gendypnol pill.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck is happening?” Rey shouted.

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

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

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

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

“What are you talking about?” she asked.

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

“No, I told you I took it.”

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

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

“Send it, damnit!” I shouted.

And then Amber became silent.

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

“Wait, what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re being discriminatory.”

“What does that even mean?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And she did still have a hole between her legs—she would just have to get used to taking it from behind, something she’d never let me do before. “It’ll be okay,” I said again, but my voice was far from convincing. Would it be okay?
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Rey’s cock got bigger. I only caught a glimpse of it briefly while she was changing after we got back from the hospital. It looked big, but that was probably just because of her small body. A part of me was worried that it was bigger than mine, as if it made any difference.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she rolled over and continued sleeping as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. I just remained still, my back coated in my wife’s cum. And the worst part of it all was that I now had a throbbing erection of my own between my thighs.
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It was three months after the incident when I started to drift down an online rabbit hole. It started out innocently enough—trying to find stories of other couples experiencing the same nightmare. I found one blog post from a man whose wife took the pill voluntarily, thinking that it would be a nice surprise for her husband. Apparently, she’d suspected that he was secretly gay or bisexual, but he swore in his blog post that he wasn’t. When he told his wife that she’d made a big mistake, house life apparently became quite awkward and the sex stopped until one drunken night when they decided to take turns fucking each other in the ass.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure about this?” I asked.

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

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

“Too long,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Does that feel okay?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m getting you off,” I said.

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

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

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

“It was,” I agreed. Though my heart was still stammering, unsure of what had just happened. I was terrified that my wife was going to think that I liked cock—maybe she would think that I’d always secretly liked cock and I’d just finally let that secret slip. And I didn’t know how to tell her that wasn’t the case without sounding like a complete liar. So I just kept my mouth shut and hoped she wouldn’t get any weird thoughts in her head. I was just pleasuring her—that’s all. I was trying to make her feel better after three terrible months. I was just trying to be a good husband.
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It was only the next day when we had sex again. It was late and we were tired after a long day. Rey went up to get ready for bed while I went to take the dog for a walk around the block. When I finally got up to the bedroom, Rey was there waiting for me in a little piece of lacy lingerie that I didn’t recognize. “It’s new,” she said. “Do you like it? I bought it today. It was on sale.”

“I like it,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you wearing?”

“Just a nightie,” she said.

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

“It’s new. Do you like it?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And I thought that our problem was solved. Rey had learned that she liked taking it in the ass and I learned that I didn’t mind playing with her cock from time to time. Things were starting to seem like they were back to normal, until the next night when I went to borrow Rey’s phone and saw that she was still watching girl-on-girl porn while I was out of the house. She was still getting off to female fantasies that I couldn’t fulfil, and I was worried that those fantasies would soon become needs, and I would be written off.
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The sex was good for the next couple of weeks, but then things started to get stale. Rey would let me into her ass, and then I would reach around and grab her cock and it would be soft. I would fondle it and jerk it off, but it would remain soft, as if I’d lost the ability to arouse my wife. Occasionally Rey would moan, but it didn’t sound the same, as if she was now faking it, trying to imitate the real moans she was making during our first few little romps.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like it? Like what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her face was dark red and her eyes were practically glowing in the dark. Her lips were curled into a smile that seemed permanent—and that smile made my heart feel warm and fuzzy.
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My worst fears came true after two weeks of sucking Rey’s cock every night before bed. At first, the cock sucking was working. I would suck her cock and then she would suck mine and then she would bend over and let me fuck her in the ass while giving her a reach around. Sometimes we would sixty-nine and get off in each other’s mouths. But after two weeks, things started to get stale again. I found myself under the covers, sucking for nearly twenty minutes while she awkwardly tried to get herself in the mood.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Just fooling around a bit,” I said.

“I’m kind of tired,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I had to think of something. Soon, my wife wouldn’t just be having fantasies about Hollywood actresses. It wouldn’t be long before she would start developing attraction towards girls in her day-to-day life. But what could I do?
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Iwas on my way home from work a few days later when I thought I saw the Sarah character from our TV show, in real life, standing in the window of a shopping mall. I had to stop and take a closer look, and then I felt stupid when I realized I was staring at a mannequin wearing a blonde wig. But the wig was spot on, cut the same exact way Sarah wore her hair on the show.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is that not what you want?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I guess crazy things happen for a reason.

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

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

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

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

THE END
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THE STRAP-ON


Forrest is shocked when his wife tells him that she wants to have a three-way with her female friend from work. He thinks it’s a trap, but his wife keeps pushing it until she gets it. Naturally, he’s expecting a disaster. He’s expecting the night to end in tears and to never be able to look into his wife’s eyes again.

But the night goes great and everyone has a great time. The next morning, Trish is beaming and ecstatic. The night went so well, the couple decides to do it again the next week. And Forrest wants to make it even better, so he stops by an adult shop and picks up a strap-on, so his wife can do more with her lady friend.

Unfortunately, there is a misunderstanding when the strap-on is gifted to Trish. Maybe Forrest should have mentioned that it was meant for the friend.


CHAPTER 1
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It was a Thursday morning when my wife came into my office and said, “I don’t know how to tell you this, Forrest. I’ve been trying to think of a way to tell you for a long time, but it’s awkward. So I’m just going to say it now. I really want to have a three-way, with my friend Jill.”

Of course I was completely dumbfounded. I thought she was messing with me. I thought it was some sort of test, to see how I would react, so she could decide just how committed I was to being monogamous with her. So I played it cool. “I really only want to have sex with you, Trish.”

“But this is something I really want. I feel so stupid even asking for it, but I’m worried that I’ll have regrets later in life if we don’t do this.”

I stared at her for a long, long time, still unsure of what was happening. “I don’t think it’s a great idea. I love you.” I had to make sure that I kept telling her I loved her. I was sure this was a test—though that look in her eye made me think otherwise. She looked kind of sad. No, not sad—tormented, like this really had been bugging her. Did she actually want to have a three-way with her female friend and me? I just couldn’t believe her. It was too unbelievable.

Though I will admit that there was a tingling excitement burning inside of me. Her friend, Jill, was hot. She was blonde, with long straight hair and tattoos all over her fit body. She had big, fat lips, and she always wore long fake eyelashes. She had her hair cut into bangs; I was always begging Trish to cut bangs.

And the reason I was so sure that this was a test was because of the week before, when she had Jill over for drinks. We all had quite a bit to drink, and I got a little bit flirty with Jill. It was harmless flirting, telling her that I liked her shoes and her dress, telling her that I wished Trish would cut bangs like hers. Trish didn’t seem to mind, giggling along and nudging me with her elbow. “Why don’t you just leave me for Jill already then?” she said jokingly. And we all laughed, because it was just nonsense. It’s not like I told her she was beautiful. It’s not like I put my paws on her and played with her hair—it was a few comments.

Though Trish had been acting differently since then. She was a bit quieter. She seemed down. I hadn’t put two and two together until that moment. I didn’t stop to think that maybe she was feeling uncomfortable because of the little flirtations I made with her friend (in fact, I wouldn’t even call them flirtations, but polite compliments). “Look, if you think this is something I want and you feel like you need to do this for me, you’re crazy. I like you, Trish. If I wanted to marry Jill, I would have married Jill. I didn’t marry Jill. I married you. Got it?”

“What makes you think this has anything to do with you?” she asked, now looking strangely offended.

“It doesn’t?” I said. That little glimmer of excited hope was still burning inside of me. It was just a natural manly feeling, wanting to fuck pretty girls. I had no intentions of ever cheating on Trish. When I made my vows, I meant every word. I was committed to her. I could control the odd little lust that crept into my head.

“Just listen to me, Forrest,” she said, sighing in a defeated sort of way. “I—I just want to try it. I want to try a three-way. It’s not something I’ve ever done. I know that you think Jill is cute—don’t make that face. I don’t care. I think she’s pretty too. I—I’ve never been with a woman before. The thought honestly scares me. And it scares me a bit to think of you with someone else, but maybe it’s something we can do together. We can try it, and if we don’t like it, we can just laugh about it later. You told me that you’ve never been in a threesome, right? So it will be new for both of us. I just want you to consider it. It’s something that I want. Please.”

I had such a hard time believing her, but she was putting on a strong act. I bit down on my tongue, knowing that I was about to take a big, big risk. “Okay,” I said. “If it’s what you want, I guess I’m open to it. As long as it’s what you want.” Was I about to fail her test? Was she about to lash out at me? Was she about to dig into me for taking the bait? I was waiting for that attack, but instead, she just smiled and her cheeks turned pink.

“Thanks, Forrest. I’ll talk to Jill about it, and hopefully I can set it up for this weekend.”

My head was spinning as I watched her leave the room. I wanted to say something, but I couldn’t think of any words. I was truly dumbfounded, perplexed, and astonished. Was I really about to get to be in a three-way with my wife and her hot blonde friend? Was there some sort of catch that I was missing? Was this still some sort of test, and now she was waiting for me to chase after her and say, “Don’t make that call! I only want you!”

It seemed too good to be true. It seemed out of character for my wife. She’d never talked about wanting to be with a woman before. And why would she want to be with one now? Was I not satisfying her in bed? Was she wanting more than I was giving her? I thought that we had a decent sex life, fucking about three times each week. She seemed to like the sex, usually having an orgasm—occasionally two.

But it just seemed strange. When we had sex, it was always more-or-less vanilla. She didn’t like to experiment. She liked missionary sex. She didn’t even like giving blowjobs, and she was never fond of me going down on her. I usually had to beg her to let me stick my face between her thighs to eat her out. She hated being on top. She never wanted to put on lingerie. “I don’t look good in lingerie,” she would say. She preferred to fuck under the covers, and she hated when I pulled the blanket back to stare at her bouncing breasts.

I didn’t mind the vanilla sex. At least we were having sex. I had a number of friends who confessed to me that their wives wouldn’t put out. I had friends who told me they had sex once each year, usually on their birthday. I’d read things online about guys who hadn’t had sex since their kid was born, and now they had a teenager. At least I wasn’t one of those guys. So what if the sex wasn’t sweaty and risqué and filled with screams and squirts and anal and deepthroating. That stuff only really existed in porn…

So what the hell was she expecting from a three-way?

I took a deep breath. It didn’t matter. There was no way that her friend would agree to the act. There was no way Jill would agree to having sex with me, even if Trish was there with her. First of all, Jill wasn’t a lesbian; she was always dating men. Second of all, I knew that I wasn’t Jill’s type. She went for gym-rats: tall, bulky men with tattoos and shaved heads. I was skinny, short, and it had been an embarrassingly long time since I’d gotten a haircut. Trish liked me shaggy and thin; when we met, she told me that her dream guy was Michael Cera.

So I was shocked when Trish came to me later that day and said, “It’s all set up. She’s going to come over tomorrow night. We’ll have some drinks and then we’ll do it. Thanks for doing this for me, Forrest. I hope this can be something exciting for both of us.”

I just stared at her, not sure what to say. It was just too hard to believe. I never saw this day coming. I wasn’t convinced that this wasn’t some sort of weird dream. While she was leaving, I managed to say, “O—Okay.”

She looked back at me with a warm smile: a look of excitement that I hadn’t seen on her face in a long time.

My biggest fear was that this was all real, and I really was going to be the only man in a three-way in twenty-four hours. What if it really ended up happening? What if Jill went down on her… and she liked it? What if she went down on Jill and liked it?

I found myself feeling less worried about her being jealous of me, and more worried about what was going to happen to my wife after this whole night was over with. Was this some sort of midlife crisis? Was she going to run away with a woman? How would I explain that to my family?

That night, I tried to make a case for myself. I tried to give her what I assumed she was missing. While she was in the shower, I lit candles around our bedroom. I fixed the sheets and I slipped a cute nightdress onto the bathroom sink so she would see it when she got out. Then, I dimmed the lights, put on some soft music, and when she came out, in that nightdress, I took her and I kissed her. She melted into me surprisingly, kissing back. She even cozied her thigh up against my side, rubbing her body on me and making me hard.

I kissed her body, sucked her breasts, licked her abdomen, and then I tried to go down on her, but she stopped me. “I don’t want that,” she said.

“Okay,” I said, biting my tongue. We kept kissing. After a minute, I tried to slip my hand down, to finger her.

“Stop,” she said. “I don’t like that.”

I bit my tongue again and forced a smile. “What do you think Jill is going to do tomorrow?” I asked with a small laugh, and then she blushed.

“I don’t know,” she said.

My heart skipped a beat. I was a day away from a dream three-way and I was starting to dread it. I couldn’t think of anything good coming out of it. I had no idea what Trish wanted. I had no idea what she was expecting. I didn’t want to lose my wife.

So I put her down on the bed, the way she liked. She reached over and pulled the blanket over our bodies, to hide her insecurities. At least she let me squeeze and fondle her breasts. She let me caress her sides and her thighs. She let me kiss her, though she didn’t let me use any tongue. I put my cock into her body and I began to thrust into her. I focused hard, wanting to last longer than usual. I wanted to ensure that she had an orgasm or two. I wanted to make sure that she enjoyed the sex. I wanted her to know that she didn’t need some girl to make our sex life better. I rammed her harder and harder. I stretched her arms out, above her head, and I used my knees to spread her legs wider.

I penetrated her deep, with force. I grunted loudly, biting my tongue to hold back my orgasm. I watched her eyes close, and then I wondered if she was imagining a woman. I wondered if she was thinking about being fucked by Jill, using a strap-on. Why did she need to close her eyes? If I was her type, why wasn’t she just looking at me?

I kept fucking her—harder and harder. Finally, she let out a whimper. She bit her bottom lip and moaned. I felt her softening between the legs. Then I felt her clenching. She was about to have an orgasm. “Fuck me,” she whispered, so I kept ramming her. I rammed harder and harder, grunting louder. “Oh God, Forrest. Fuck me,” she said. I came down as hard and fast as I could—and then finally, she yelled out: the orgasm I was looking for.

And I would have liked to go on. I would have liked another five minutes and maybe another orgasm, but the sight of her climaxing face was too much to handle. I had to pull out. She wasn’t using protection and we weren’t ready for kids, so I sprayed her nightdress with warm, thick cum. She groaned, coming down from her climax. She finally opened her eyes and looked into my eyes.

I smiled, but she didn’t quite smile back. It was something like a smile, but not quite. It was a sad kind of look, as if she was missing something. Did she always have that look after sex? Was I just noticing it now? “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing’s wrong,” she said.

“Why are you looking at me like that?”

“Like what?” I said.

“Like something’s wrong.”

“Nothing’s wrong, Forrest,” she said. She rolled out from under me and rushed off to the bathroom to get herself cleaned up. My head was left spinning, now even more nervous about this three-way engagement than ever before.


CHAPTER 2
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The first hour after Jill arrived was quiet. I don’t think more than twenty words were exchanged during that entire hour. We all sat in the living room with our drinks clutched in our hands as seemingly out-of-place music played on the speaker. I had to get away from the horrible tension in that room, so I pretended to take a work call in my office. Once I was behind the closed office door, I could hear them talking quietly, almost whispering as if they didn’t want me hearing what they were saying.

My heart bounced in my chest. Why were they being so secretive? Was this some sort of scheme? Was my wife getting some sort of revenge on me? What did I do? Did she look through my internet history and come to some bad conclusions? I usually kept it clear, so that the porn wouldn’t show up—though I was pretty sure she never cared to check my history. But if not porn, why could she be mad at me? I wasn’t cheating on her. I did a pretty good job of staying on top of chores around the house. I made okay money and let her spend more than the other wives in our friend group…

I had to get the revenge theory out of my mind; I knew that it would just drive me crazy the more and more I thought about it.

But they were still whispering and I had to make it stop, so I came back out of the office with a fake smile on my face. “Sorry about that,” I said, and then the room became silent again.

“The weather’s been pretty weird lately,” Jill said softly, looking down at her glass. I couldn’t understand why she agreed to this. What was she getting out of this? My wife wanted excitement in our bedroom life. But what about Jill? She could go to a club and get into a threesome just by asking a random pair of men. Did she have a bisexual side? Did my wife have a bisexual side? Was I going to regret letting her explore this side of her? What if she liked pussy more than cock?

I turned up the music in an attempt to rid the room of that horrible tension, but it didn’t really help. It seemed like that night was a complete disaster. I was just waiting for the moment Jill was going to stand up and say, “Never mind. I’m not really into this.” But that moment didn’t come. Instead, she looked over at the bedroom door and said, “So should we just get this thing going then?”

And I watched as Trish’s face turned white. My face was probably even whiter. That silence became even more overwhelming, and then Trish slowly nodded her head. “Can I just have a minute to change into something more… comfortable?” she asked.

“Sure,” Jill said.

And then I was left alone in the living room with, staring into her eyes, in a complete state of disbelief. This couldn’t actually be happening. It seemed too surreal. Maybe this was a dream. Maybe I just needed to pinch my arm—Ouch! No, that didn’t help. Why was she looking into my eyes like that? Why did she have that smile on her face? She didn’t actually want me to fuck her, did she? “So it’s been going well then?” I asked awkwardly.

She giggled, red in the cheeks. She nodded her head. “It’s been a busy week. Excited for the weekend.”

“I hear that,” I said, and then the room became silent once more until the bedroom door opened and Trish stepped out wearing a teal romper, made with satin and white lace. It was a tiny number, showing off lots of skin and a surprising amount of cleavage. I have no idea where the outfit came from.

“You look cute,” Jill smiled, standing up.

“You think so?” Trish asked.

I nodded my head but couldn’t come up with any words. I was terrified, like a teenager about to have sex for the first time. What if I came too fast? What if I couldn’t come at all? Oh God—What if I couldn’t even get my cock up?’

“So… How do we do this?” Trish asked.

“The trick is to just relax,” Jill said, apparently with some experience with three-ways. “And we have to all agree not to judge each other. We’re having fun here, and this is supposed to be relaxing.” She looked at me and smiled, making me anything but relaxed. Then she approached my wife. They made eye-contact. “Have you ever been with a woman before, Trish?” Even she sounded shy.

Trish shook her head, turning her eyes to the floor.

Jill giggled. “Relax. You look cute.” She put her fingers under my wife’s chin and she turned her face up. Then, she leaned in for the kiss, making me tense all over with a curious jealousy. I hated the idea of seeing my wife kissing someone else. At least she wasn’t kissing a man. But did it really make a difference? We’d been together for so long and she hadn’t kissed another person since before we met. It was just so… strange to see.

And now, their lips were locks. I could hear their wet mouth carefully pressing together, lips opening and closing as they mashed together. I swear I could even hear their tongues after a moment.

I just sat there on the couch, watching, not sure what I was supposed to be doing. My body was filled with so many emotions. At the top of the list was regret. I didn’t want my wife being taken by someone else, even a woman. I didn’t want her to like it—and I didn’t want her to regret it either. It seemed like there was no way to win in this situation.

Then, they pulled apart. They had a romantic moment, staring into each other’s eyes. Trish turned her gaze to me suddenly, and I looked away, not sure if I was allowed to be watching. “Are you going to come over, Forrest?” she asked.

“A—Am I allowed?” I asked softly.

“Of course,” Jill smiled.

My legs wobbled as I stood up. I approached slowly, cautiously, still feeling like this was some sort of trap. I stopped short and Jill waved me to come closer. “Kiss your wife,” she said.

I was happy when Trish turned to me and kissed me deeply in a way that she hadn’t done since our wedding night. She gave me some tongue and lots of lip mashing—and I could taste Jill on her: an unfamiliar taste, like vanilla and flowers. I kind of liked it, but I knew it wasn’t from my wife, so it was strange.

I heard Jill giggling. Then I looked down to see Jill’s hands on my wife’s body. I kept kissing Trish. I put my hands on her body as well, and then she whimpered, apparently feeling aroused by all of the hands on her body. Jill grabbed her breasts and squeezed. “Wow,” she said. “You have nice tits.”

“Thanks,” Trish said.

Jill giggled. Trish blushed. I blushed too.

“Are you okay, Forrest?” Trish whispered.

“I’m fine. Totally fine. Why?” I said quickly, racing to get the words out of my mouth, as if saying them faster would make them truer. They weren’t true at all. I felt like I was about to die of a heart attack.

We kissed again. Then Trish grabbed my crotch and squeezed gently. She began to tug and massage in a way that she’d never done before—something I’d always wanted her to do but always felt too stupid to ask. It always seemed weird to ask to be fondled.

“That feels good, baby,” I said, looking down—and then I saw the pink fingernails and realized Trish wasn’t fondling me at all. Jill was massaging my cock through my pants.

Trish looked down and turned white, seeing that another woman was touching her man.

Jill stopped suddenly. “Is this okay, Trish?” she asked.

“Y—Yeah,” she said. “I mean—that’s what we’re doing, right?” She laughed nervously.

So Jill kept going, gripping my cock and massaging me. She even unzipped my fly and stuck her fingers in while Trish watched. I kept trying to kiss Trish, hoping to distract her from the fact another woman was touching me, but she didn’t want to stop looking, as if she felt the need to supervise, or maybe to make sure that Jill wasn’t crossing a line—though I’m not sure how much farther she could have gone. Now, she was holding my semi-erect cock, pulling back my foreskin, gripping it firmly enough that my tip was turning a slight shade of red.

“Why don’t you suck him?” Jill suggested.

“Okay,” Trish said softly, but I knew Trish hated giving blowjobs. I didn’t want her to do something that would put her out of the mood. I thought about declining the oral sex, but I didn’t want to kill the mood, so I stood like a plank and let my wife drop to her knees. Jill led my cock into Trish’s mouth and Trish began to suck.

“Would you be opposed me to joining you?” Jill asked, acting like a sort of experienced guide, leading us through the taboo sex act.

“Joining me?” Trish asked, wiping her lips.

Jill nodded.

“I—I guess not,” she said.

So Jill dropped to her knees. Before leaning in, she slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders. She tugged her dress down to let her breasts out. Then she looked up at me, as if she wanted to see if I liked her tits—and of course I liked them: they were perfect, like full drops of rain, sitting marvelously on her chest. I looked away fast, not sure if I was allowed to look.

She just giggled. Then, she leaned in and ran her tongue along the side of my cock. Trish tried to copy her, licking the other side of my cock.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

“What’s wrong?” Trish asked.

“N—Nothing. It just… It feels good.”

Trish turned white again. Did she not want it to feel good? Did she want me to hate this? Was this my cue to say, “I don’t like this. Let’s stop,” or something along those lines?

The girls kept licking me. They took turns sucking me. They took turns licking my balls. Jill kept giggling. Trish let out the odd bit of nervous laughter. Then, Jill backed away. Trish didn’t seem to notice or care, because she didn’t see what Jill was doing: now crawling up behind her. She used her finger to move the satin from between her legs. Then she leaned in with her face and licked, making Trish gasp loudly, perking up.

She looked back with wide, terrified eyes. “Did you just—Did you just lick my…”

Jill giggled. “Relax, Trish,” she said. “It’s just for fun.” She giggled once more before leaning in again, running her tongue up the length of my wife’s slit. I have to admit, I was turned on. My cock was suddenly as hard as concrete. I stared with wide, glowing eyes and parted lips. Trish’s eyes were even wider and her mouth was even more agape. She was frozen, not sure what she should be doing.

“You can keep sucking, babe,” I whispered. It took her a moment to hear me, and then it took another moment for her to break out of her paralysis, grabbing my cock again and putting it in her mouth. She kept letting little scared moans slip. They were cute, but I couldn’t tell if they were signs that she was liking it or if she was hating it and wanted it to end.

Jill’s face was buried deep and I could hear the slurping of her tongue as it went up and down, in and out. I even caught a drop of saliva dripping to the floor of our living room, and another drop running down my wife’s thigh.

The pleasure went on for five minutes, and then Jill backed off. She sat on her bum and shimmied her panties down, tossing them aside. Trish hadn’t noticed yet, but Jill was sitting with spread legs, waiting for her. “Trish,” she said finally, getting my wife’s attention.

Trish looked back and froze at the sight of her friend’s tight, shaved pussy.

“W—What?” she said.

“Come on. Eat me out,” she said.

“What? Huh? Oh—no. I—I don’t know if I can do that. I don’t know if that’s really my thing. I think—I think we can just…”

“C’mon, Trish. Don’t be a baby. Just do it. Come here. You’ll like it.” She crawled over and grabbed Trish’s hand. She pulled her in, spreading her legs again. She had to take my wife’s head and pull it down, giggling the whole time. I was shocked when Trish’s head stayed in place, and even more shocked when Jill let out a small moan, letting me know that the tongue made contact. My wife was eating out a woman.

And now, I was just watching. I stared for many minutes as my wife relaxed, slurping and tonguing that perfect pussy. I think she really liked it, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. She was on her hands and knees, with her bum up in the air. I just kept watching.

Then, I realized there was a hole, still glistening with saliva, waiting for me. This was my cue to enter into the action. I got down on my knees behind my wife. I knew that she didn’t like doggy style, but tonight, she was open to new things, so I pressed my tip to her hole. I watched as her body tensed slightly and then relaxed again. Then I pushed into her, letting some natural moisture and saliva gush out. She moaned and I did the same. Then I started thrusting carefully while she continued licking her friend.

Jill was in the middle of an orgasm, moaning louder and louder, gripping my wife’s hair with her head titled back. It was nice to watch, until she opened her eyes and our gazes met. She was staring into my eyes and she wasn’t looking away—and for some reason I wasn’t looking away either.

She let out a scream, still looking at me. She was coming hard, with my wife’s tongue in her pussy. And I was entering into a state of euphoric bliss, with my concrete cock buried in my wife’s snatch.

Jill bit her lip. She grinned in a devilish way. Suddenly, it seemed like we were doing something very wrong, and very naughty. But I didn’t stop and she didn’t stop either. She grinded her cunt against my wife’s face and I pumped as hard as I could. We were really giving my wife the wild ride she wanted… at least, I think it’s what she wanted. Was this not the definition of a three-way? Was this not exactly what she asked for?

“Now fuck me,” Jill said to me, releasing my wife. She stood up and put her hands against the wall. My wife, blushing all over, wiped her lips with her wrist and stared at me, as if she was waiting to see what I would do.

“Is—Is it okay?” I asked my wife.

“Sure,” she said, but her voice was unconvincing.

I looked at Jill’s perfect, fit body. Her tush was so round and tight. Her pussy was literally dripping long strands of thick female ejaculate. God, I wanted to fuck her so badly. I hadn’t felt that way about another woman since before I was married. Now, I couldn’t help the urges. I had to do it. I got up and went behind her. Her unfamiliar perfume filled my nose, reminding me that she wasn’t my wife. She looked back into my eyes.

“What should I do?” Trish asked nervously from behind me.

“Whatever you want to do,” said Jill with that grin on her face. She was still staring into my eyes. Now, this felt like cheating in a weird way. Something about this didn’t feel right. But still, I was putting my tip to her hole. I was starting to push in, watching her face as she took a big breath of air into her lungs. “Yes,” she whispered. “Oh God, yes. You’re so big.”

I pushed deep into her, making her gasp. I gripped her breasts and squeezed. They were so much tighter than my wife’s tits. They felt younger and perkier, with bigger, harder nipples. I squeezed hard enough to leave red finger marks on her skin—and then I squeezed even harder.

I started thrusting, fucking my wife’s friend in front of my wife. I felt wrong and guilty, but I couldn’t stop myself.

And it felt so, so good—until my wife came in and changed things up. Suddenly, my wife was spreading my butt cheeks. She was on her knees, leaning in. I paused for a moment and felt her nose nestling in. Then, I felt her warm tongue gliding up my anus, running in circles around my hole. I gasped and tensed up, clenching hard. But she kept licking, eating me out as if I was a chick and that was my pussy.

Now, I had to thrust gently so that I wouldn’t knock my wife out with my ass. I kept fucking Jill, making her moan softly, and my wife just stayed on her knees, eating out my ass.

“Fuck me,” Jill said. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”

I kept going, but I could feel my finale coming fast. I wanted to hold on, knowing it had only been about ten minutes since we started. But I couldn’t stop thrusting—and the licking felt so good. I’d never been licked like that. I’d never had my wife—or anyone—play with my anus before. It was a pleasure I wasn’t used to, and it quickly pushed me to the brink. I groaned.

Jill could tell I was about to come. “Don’t come in me!” she gasped. “I’m not on the pill! Don’t come in me!”

I panicked and pulled out suddenly, just in time. I sprayed my load on Jill’s tight ass as she gasped. My wife looked over to watch, with a combination of intrigue and horror on her face, seeing her husband coming on another woman. Jill moaned. “You’re still coming!” she gasped.

“I—I’m sorry,” I groaned. I don’t know why I had so much jizz in me. Where was it coming from? Why wasn’t it stopping?

Finally, it slowed down. Her whole ass was glazed with shining white goo. Trish came up next to me and took us both by surprise, grabbing her friend’s ass and licking it, cleaning it up, getting some cum on her chin and nose. Jill moaned. The girls kept the action going. Trish swallowed and then went back to the pussy and started eating her friend out again. After ten minutes, they swapped, trading places, and I just watched, waiting for my cock to get hard again.

They must have played lesbian for forty minutes before I finally came back in so they could suck me again.

We went all night. I came three times. I have no idea how many orgasms the girls had. By 2:30 AM, we were all covered in sweat and come. The whole house smelled like sex and booze. My cock literally hurt from coming so much and being clenched in the pair of perfect pussies. It was a glorious night—the best night I’d ever had. And I could tell that Trish felt the same. Her skin was flushed and glowing as she lay snuggled up to her soft, tight friend on our bed. We all slept together that night, and when we woke up, Jill was gone.


CHAPTER 3
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Ithought it was going to be awkward after that. I thought it was going to be a topic we never talked about, but it was the opposite. The first thing Trish said to me that next morning was, “Last night was so great! That felt so good. I feel like we had so much fun together.” She kissed me on the lips. She still smelled a bit like her friend, which made it a bit weird.

“I’m glad you liked it,” I said.

“I really did,” she smiled. “I don’t think you’ve ever fucked me like that before. It was nice. I even liked the doggy style.”

“No way,” I said.

“I would definitely be open to trying new positions,” she said.

I was thrilled. I felt like my heart was glowing so bright that my chest was about to light up. “I’m glad,” I smiled.

“And I really did like being with Jill,” she said, shying her face away. “I wasn’t sure I would like it, but I liked it.”

I laughed nervously. “You aren’t going to leave me for her, are you?” I asked.

“No—of course not!” she said suddenly. “You’re not actually worried about that, are you? It was just… fun. I guess it’s something that’s crossed my mind from time to time. I like being open to new things.”

“I’m glad,” I said.

“Did you like that thing I did?” she asked me suddenly, looking into my eyes.

“What thing?” I asked. There were so many things, it was impossible to know what she was talking about.

“With my tongue, in your bum,” she giggled.

“Oh. Yeah. Totally. It was, uh, different.”

“You came really hard,” she said.

It was nice that she was willing to be so open about it. It wasn’t the awkward morning I was dreading at all. It was actually nice to have something new to talk about—and we talked about it all morning. We talked about all of the details. “So when do you want to do it again?” she asked with beaming eyes.

“Whenever you want,” I said. “Though my dick might need a rest tonight. It’s pretty sore—but I won’t turn it down if you want to do it tonight.” I laughed.

“I’ll set it up for Friday,” she said. “That will give us some time to think of new things we can do with Jill.”

I was shocked. It just seemed too good to be true. Trish had a great time and was beaming with happiness, even though she watched me fuck another woman. And I was pretty elated too, even though I watched my wife with another woman, all night long. Maybe it was weird, but it really did somehow feel like something that we did… together. And that made it kind of romantic. It seemed like we didn’t do much together anymore. It seemed like it had been years since the last time we were excited about something we did as a couple.

Though I was still not totally comfortable with the whole thing. I didn’t mind bringing in her friend, but what if Trish wanted to take it to another level? What if she wanted to bring in a man as the third person? What if she wanted me to just watch her have sex with another person, without being involved? I couldn’t handle that. A three-way with Jill was straddling my comfort zone, and I wasn’t willing to take it any further—though I was worried that my line would start to shift the more that we indulged in this taboo behavior.

By Monday, it seemed like life was right back to normal—though I couldn’t stop thinking about the approaching Friday. Trish told me that Jill agreed to another three-way, and Trish was more excited than I’d seen her in a long time. I even caught her looking up lingerie online, trying to buy something fresh and exciting for the approaching romp.

I didn’t mind her enthusiasm. I felt like it was my opportunity to be supportive. We had kinkier sex that week than I could ever remember. Trish went on top, cowgirl and reverse cowgirl. We did doggy style a few times. We fucked standing up. We even had sex in the kitchen, even though Trish was always afraid the neighbors would look in the window.

But Trish’s favorite thing of all was getting oral. She let me go down on her, and then she would close her eyes and moan wildly as I licked her little clit. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was thinking about Jill while I ate her out, but I tried not to get those ideas in my head. It was nice to hear her coming so hard and so frequently. I liked pleasuring my wife, so I gave her what she wanted.

I wanted to surprise her. I knew that she liked getting dirty with Jill, and there was only so much a person could do with their tongue. So after work on Thursday, I decided to make a detour on my way home, stopping at a shop I’d never been inside, but I’d seen it from the street about five thousand times.

ADULT XXX SHOP.

I went inside with redness on my face. I got a look from the cashier. He looked down fast, apparently not wanting to make eye-contact. I appreciated the respect for my privacy. I moved away from that door and window quickly, not wanting to be seen by anyone who might recognize me. But away from that window, the shop became raunchier. I was by the more intense magazines now, and they carried everything from questionably young women with great-grandpa-aged men, to girls pooping on the faces of other girls—none of which was for me.

I moved away from those magazines and found myself in an area for gay men. Every package had a rainbow flag on it. There were terrifying toys, like a giant black rubbed fist, and bondage made to keep two men together in ways that just didn’t make sense in my brain. I stumbled as I tried to get away from the toys.

Now, the shop owner was eyeing me again. “Can I help you find something?” he asked. It was apparently obvious that I was out of place.

“I’m kind of just browsing,” I said. And then I realized I was standing next to another person: a woman, dressed like a prostitute, looking at a wall of clothes for prostitutes. Her tits were visible through her sheer top. She looked at me and I felt my heart falling into my stomach. I really was out of place in that shop—and I was quickly learning that my sex life had been quite dull compared to what others were getting up to.

You should have seen the sex chairs hanging from the ceiling! There were dildos longer than my arm. There were machines that were designed to fuck women and machines designed to fuck men. And then, in the corner, were the dolls. The dolls were frighteningly lifelike, with holes that could secrete lubricant when stimulated. “Want to try one of the dolls?” the shop owner asked, creeping up behind me. “With your finger, I mean. We have a test doll here. Finger her for a minute and you’ll feel the secretion.”

“No,” I said suddenly, my voice cracking. “That’s okay. I—I’m not in the market for a doll.”

“Okay,” he said. “You were just looking at it. I thought you might want to try it.”

“No thanks,” I said. “Um, but maybe you could just give me a recommendation. I’m, uh, looking for… a gift.”

“A gift? For who?” he asked.

“For a friend. She’s a girl. And, uh, she’s… she’s a lesbian. She likes to be with other women, but she only just found out.”

“Okay,” the man said. “So a gift for a newly out-of-the-closet lesbian. Come this way.”

I followed him across the store, past the hooker, and into a new area, which was much pinker and girlier. There were cute outfits and lots of smaller dildos. “Does she have a partner?” the man asked me.

“Yes,” I said. “I mean—sort of.”

“They have sex, right?” he said with a dull sort of voice.

“Of course,” I said, but it felt weird to lie—or was I lying? Was my lie really so far from the truth?

“Here,” he said. “Does she have one of these” And then he handed me a strap-on. It was a scary-looking thing, even though it wasn’t the biggest one on the shelf. In fact, it was one of the smaller ones, but it was still bigger than me. The straps were black and the dildo itself was pink, veiny, with a bulging tip.

I stuttered. I imagined my wife using it on Jill, and that got me a bit aroused—almost to the point I had to cross my legs. Then I thought about Jill using it on my wife, and my heart fluttered. The thought scared me, almost as if I was imagining my wife with another man, with another cock.

But I wanted my wife to have fun. I wanted to open up the possibilities, so she wasn’t just eating pussy during our three-ways. I wanted the sex to be more versatile for her, and I suppose that strap-on was the perfect toy for the event. “I guess that looks okay,” I said.

“Do you need lube?” he asked.

“I suppose I do,” I said. The hooker was looking at me now with a grin, as if she was trying not to laugh. I tried my best to ignore her as the shop owner passed me a heavy jug of lube.

“Is this enough?”

“I think it’s too much.”

“It’s on sale. Plus, it’s better to have extra.”

The bill was higher than I expected, but I was too overwhelmed to say anything or change course. I paid the hundred bucks and took my little haul in the pink bag straight to my car. I put the bag in my trunk, and that’s where it stayed until Friday night, while Trish was getting her makeup perfect. Jill was on her way, so I went to the car, grabbed the bag, and snuck it into the bedroom, sliding it under the bed. My heart was racing with excitement. Trish had been talking about the previous three-way nonstop, and I hadn’t forgotten the beautiful euphoria that came when both girls were pleasuring me at the same time.

I couldn’t wait for another round. I couldn’t wait to live through that blissful excitement again. Unfortunately, I had no idea that this round wasn’t going to be at all like the week before—and it was my own fault.


CHAPTER 4
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The night started similarly to the previous week, with silence in the room as we sipped drinks, letting the alcohol instill some bravery in all of us. Then, Trish went to the other room to get changed. While she was getting changed, Jill stood up. She slipped down her dress, revealing black strappy lingerie. She giggled and looked at me. “Like it?” she asked.

Trish wasn’t in the room, so I felt bad looking at her. “It’s nice,” I blushed.

“Mind if I get you ready for your wife?” she asked.

A lump filled my throat and then Jill came up to me. She sat down on my lap and wrapped her arms around me. I wanted to tell her to stop while Trish was out of the room. I wanted to tell her to wait, but I didn’t act fast enough. Her lips pressed against mine and we started kissing. She started grinding on my lap. “W—We should wait,” I finally managed to say.

“I’m just getting you warmed up for her,” she said, though it didn’t make much sense in my mind. My heart was racing. She slid down between my legs. She unzipped my fly and I looked towards the bedroom door. I didn’t have the courage to tell her to stop. I didn’t want to offend her, but I was afraid of my wife coming out and seeing us together. Why couldn’t Jill just wait?

Now, Jill was sucking on my cock, and it felt good. She was getting me hard, bobbing her head up and down. I was almost sure that she was trying to get me in trouble. Maybe this was the test that I’d been dreading. “Jill, I think we should just wait,” I said.

“Relax, Forrest,” she said. And then I was hard—it didn’t take much. She was sucking on my tip and moaning softly, letting her beautiful hips sway in the air.

But Trish was taking forever. Why? What was taking so long? Why wasn’t she coming out? Jill was wondering the same thing. “Is your wife okay?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe I’ll check on her.”

“Don’t,” Jill said. “Let’s just keep the momentum going until she gets here.”

My heart bounced. It made a bit of sense, though that could have just been the alcohol affecting my judgement.

Now, Jill was climbing up onto my lap. She unclipped two little buttons between her legs, making a strap come undone. Now, her gushing pussy was free and lowering down onto my shaft. I looked back at the bedroom door. “No,” I said. “We should wait.”

But Jill didn’t wait. She sat down and her lips enveloped my girth. She sat down deep, moaning loudly. And then she started bouncing slowly with her hands clutching my shoulders. She moaned beautifully and looked into my eyes. This simply felt like cheating, but I wasn’t courageous enough to stop her. I wasn’t strong enough to tell her to get off of me. It just felt too nice. I relaxed into the couch. Maybe she had a point. Maybe it was better to stay warmed up for Trish.

So I let her carry on. I put my hands on her hips and bounced her hard on my lap. She started moaning louder. “Oh yeah!” she cried. “Oh yeah, Forrest! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I looked back again, worried this was going to end horribly.

But Trish wasn’t there. What if she could hear? What if she was in our room crying?

I just couldn’t stop. It felt too good. It felt so good that I made a big mistake. I forgot that Jill wasn’t using protection—and I wasn’t either. I let go, coming inside of her tight pussy, and it was a moment before she realized. Her eyes became wide and she looked down with a gasp. “Forrest!” she said.

“I’m sorry!” I groaned. And then she stood up, as if it would make a different. Cum gushed out of her and continued to gush out of me, shooting up and landing on my stomach, on the couch, and on my thighs. Jill tried to act fast, spreading her pussy lips and sticking in a finger to pull the cum out.

“There’s so much!” she said as it plopped on the floor. And I was shocked to see lots and lots of cum pouring out of her: my seed in her fertile, young body.

And to make matters worse, now Trish was emerging from the bedroom. She froze when she saw the thick cum pouring out of her friend. “He came in me!” Jill said suddenly.

“W—What?” Trish said with a white face.

My heart was racing violently now—on the verge of blowing up in my chest.

“It’s fine,” Jill said. “I—I can take a Plan B pill.”

I could only see Trish’s face: horrified and shocked as she stood in her new, cute outfit: a tight leather piece of lingerie with long white stockings for contrast. She looked amazing, and that just made me feel ever shittier about what I’d done.

“She insisted on getting warmed up,” I said.

“He’s right, I insisted,” Jill said. “I’m just going to quickly clean myself up so we can go again.” She skirted by Trish, heading into the bathroom. Once that bathroom door was closed, I was alone with my upset wife. I could see the hurt in her eyes, making me feel worse than ever before.

“It really was her idea,” I said. “I wanted to wait.”

“It’s fine, Forrest,” she whispered, but it was obvious that she was upset.

“It’s not like we’re done. We’ll keep going. I’ll obviously last long when we start up again.”

“I said it’s fine,” she said, looking away from me.

“Come here,” I said, walking up to her. I tried to kiss her, but she dodged my attempt.

“Let’s just wait for Jill,” she said without looking into my eyes. And it took a long time. We sat in silence as the sink ran in the bathroom, while Jill tried to clean the cum out of her pussy so that my wife could go down on her. But I had a feeling that my wife wasn’t going to be in the mood for that—and I was right.

When Jill came back out, the mood just wasn’t the same. We weren’t able to get the same enthusiasm as the week before, but Jill tried her best. She tried kissing my wife, and my wife hardly gave anything back.

Jill tried going down on my wife, but my wife kept closing her legs, saying, “That doesn’t feel right.” Jill tried different stuff, but Trish would just say, “It’s just really sensitive right now. It doesn’t feel right.”

And I could tell that Jill was losing her enthusiasm too. There was an awkward silence after Jill looked at me and asked, “Are you ready to go again yet?”

“Not quite,” I said. “I still need another five minutes.”

“Do you want to eat me out?” Jill asked Trish with a cheeky smile. Trish just stared, looking uncomfortable.

“Um,” she said.

I had to save the night. I had to stop this from becoming a complete disaster. So I stood up. “I’ve got an idea,” I said, and then I rushed to the bedroom and pulled that bag out from under the bed. I rushed back in and said, “I have a gift for you, Trish. I thought this could be fun.” I handed her the bag and she pulled out that pink strap-on.

“What is it?” she asked, as if she’d never seen one before… and maybe she hadn’t; she didn’t exactly watch porn ever.

“You put it around your waist, and then you can do the, uh, fucking,” I smiled nervously. “C’mon, just try it. It will be fun.”

She stared at it for a long moment. “Is that what you want?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I just want you to have fun. I want this to be fun for both of us.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment and then she let a small smile slip. “You sure?”

“Absolutely,” I said.

“Okay.”

“Why don’t you get me warmed up while your beautiful wife gets strapped up?” Jill asked, spinning me towards her. But now, I didn’t necessarily want to interact with Jill anymore. I wanted to give Trish my full attention.

“I can just wait,” I said.

“It’s fine, Forrest. Don’t be rude to our guest,” my wife said. So with reluctance, I kissed Jill. I let her grab my cock, and then I reached down and rubbed her little pussy, making her giggle and moan. I still didn’t feel good about. I had an idea there was going to be a tense mood for the next week—and I had a feeling this was the last of our three-ways.

Jill had a tight grip on my cock. She was tugging it fast and looking into my eyes, as if she wanted to make me come again before I had a chance to play around with my wife. I bit down on my tongue. “Let go,” I said, worried she was actually going to make me shoot cream all over her abdomen.

She let go and I let out a sigh of relief. Then, she reached her arms around me. “Ready, Forrest?” she asked.

I assumed she was asking me if I was ready for her to spin me around to kiss my wife. I don’t know why I was so naïve. I was shocked when she grabbed my butt cheeks and pulled them apart, holding me firmly in place. “What’s this?” I asked.

Then I felt the dull, lubricated tip pressing up against my hole, making me gasp. I looked back as Trish’s hands grabbed my arms, pinning me in place. She pushed in before I could react, getting a full inch into my body before I managed to clench the dildo, stopping it.

I opened my mouth to tell her to stop, to tell her that the dildo was for Jill—but the lump in my throat wouldn’t allow me to speak. I was like a child having a night terror, unable to move or speak. The girls were holding me in place, and now, Trish was pushing that dildo hard and I just couldn’t keep it clenched back. It sunk deeper into me. I gasaped loudly, managing to strain my neck to look back, seeing half of that dildo, but not the other half. I couldn’t bring myself to look into my wife’s eyes. I didn’t understand what was happening. Did she think I wanted this? How could I tell her that I didn’t? How could I tell her that there had been a misunderstanding if I couldn’t even push a word out from my mouth?

Jill giggled. I heard my wife let out a soft giggle as well: the first happy sound she’d made all night. Jill ran around behind Trish and squeezed her boobs. “Give it to him,” she said, and the girls giggled some more.

And now I was conflicted. I was trying to build up the courage to tell her to stop, but how could I tell her to stop now that she was finally happy? I didn’t want this night to be a complete bust for her. I still wanted her to have fun.

She pushed deeper, making me groan.

“Fuck him, Trishy!” Jill cried, and then the thrusting started.

“Oh God!” I yelled, bending forward and gripping the edge of a side table. My legs wobbled and I felt that shaft, long, thick, lubricated, and veiny. I felt every inch sliding back and forth, pushing into places no object is meant to be. I closed my eyes tight and groaned loudly, hoping it would come to a swift end.

But it wasn’t ending. She kept pumping me, making me tremble all over, making me feel entirely emasculated. I was being fucked by my wife while her friend cheered her on.

I started feeling limp, unable to do anything but remain still, taking every inch of that long dildo.

“He likes it, Trish!” Jill said, and then she reached forward and slapped me on the ass. “Or, I should say, she likes it!” The girls giggled. But why was Trish giggling? She knew that the whole gender thing was sensitive. She knew that I hated being mistaken for a girl, and that it had been a sore topic my whole life.

But this was the ultimate humiliation. This was like being called a woman to the ultimate degree. They were treating me like a woman.

I was moaning in discomfort, but they seemed to think that those were moans of pleasure. Every moan made them go harder. Trish was thrusting fast. Jill was slapping me on the ass. Was this revenge for coming inside of Jill’s unprotected pussy?

Trish started thrusting incredibly fast—as fast as she possibly could, as if she had some serious aggression to get out. She pounded me so hard that I fell to my knees. She stayed on me, with that dick in my ass. She kept pumping me as I moaned louder and louder.

Then suddenly, Jill was next to me, with her smiling face inches from my eyes. “Beg for it,” she grinned. “Beg for it—and sound like a girl!”

“W—What?” I said.

“Tell her that you love it in your whore pussy,” she grinned. “Say it!”

“I—I love it in my w—whore pussy,” I said.

“Say it louder, bitch! Say it so she can hear it! If you want her to come, you have to talk dirty, slut!”

“I love it in my whore pussy!” I yelled.

And now I was sure I could feel it pushing up into my chest, gagging me, sliding against every organ in my body. I was numb all over, except for between the legs where there was an intense tingling, almost like I was about to pee. That tingling became more and more intense until I just had to yell. I clenched and squirmed.

“Take it, cunt!” Jill laughed. “She fucking loves it! Slam her whore pussy, Trish! Fucking come in her!”

“Oh God!” I yelled. “Fuck me harder! Fuck me harder!”

Trish gripped my hips and slammed me hard. Jill rushed around and dropped to her knees, pushing her face between Trish’s thighs. I don’t know which hole she was eating out, but my wife liked it. She moaned louder and louder as she continued to pump me. Jill kept taking small breaks to look at me, and to yell at me as if I was a woman. “That’s a good slut! Take it like a good slut!”

Then Jill gasped. “Oh my God, Trish! You’re making her come!”

I had to look down to confirm it—but it was true. Cum was pouring out of my cock and pooling on the ground. My God, it was so humiliating when Trish leaned over to see me coming like a submissive sissy. I heard her gasp and I felt the last of my humility fluttering away. Now, I was nothing. I was just a shell of a man, submissive to my wife and her friend. I felt like Trish was going to be so ashamed of me. I felt like she would never be able to look at me the same way again.

She pulled her long cock out of me, making me feel empty and unable to clench my hole shut. Then, Jill came up and pushed my face down into my own puddle. “Lick it, sweetie,” she said. “Lick it. Yes! That’s a good slut. Lick it all up.” She giggled as I pressed my tongue into my own bitter load. One of the girls spanked my ass hard. They both giggled, and then they traded. Jill took the strap-on, because they weren’t finished with me.

She made it tight and then she mounted me, pressing me down onto my chest. She pinned me hard with her palms on my arms, and then she fucked me for the next ten minutes. I was limp, groaning in my state of horrible humiliation.

The most humiliating part about it was that it felt good, that I didn’t want her to stop, because the euphoria was so pleasant.

Trish sat in front of me and scooched in close with her legs spread wide. She made me tilt my head up to eat her out while I was relentlessly pounded from behind. Then the girls traded places again, so I could eat Jill out while Trish got some more aggression out behind me.

But that wasn’t all. They wanted to go late into the morning like we did the week before. They gave me a short rest, making out on the couch for fifteen minutes while I tried to gather enough energy to stand up. Once I was on my feet, Trish looked over at me and said, “You okay, honey?” It was nice to hear a bit of lovingness in her voice. Though they weren’t about to take pity on me.

“Where do you keep your lingerie?” Jill asked.

“In the back of the closet,” said Trish, then Jill was gone for a minute. She came back with a tight satin one-piece: a number I bought a few years earlier, which was only worn once. The girls forced me to wear it. “I have a wig!” Trish announced with excitement, and then she buzzed down to the basement to get it. They kept giggling, as if I was some sort of new plaything. They dolled me up, even putting me in mascara and heels, and then they put me on the couch and took turns making out with me. Jill ate out my asshole, which was wide and stretched. Jill sat on my face and rocked back and forth. Then they fucked me again and again.

I felt stoned and lethargic, unable to resist, unable to play along. I just took it, groaning and moaning, loving it and hating it at the same time. They made me come one more time, but this time hardly anything came out—I was depleted, only able to sputter a few drops of come. It may have even been the fourth or fifth time I came. It was so hard to know with each wave of pleasure… What was an orgasm and what was just a pleasant feeling between the thighs?

It was 3:00 AM when we were finished. The girls were tired. I was so exhausted that I didn’t even make it to the bed. I fell asleep on the couch, slicked with sweat and cum and lubricant, still in that lingerie. The girls giggled as they went into our marital bed. I can’t say for sure that they didn’t fool around without me there.

I was exhausted, but sleep didn’t come fast. I felt so suddenly vulnerable. I had no idea what was going to happen now. I really thought that I would wake up and my wife would never be able to look at me the same again. And in a way, I was right…


CHAPTER 5
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“Iliked last night,” she said to me when she came into the kitchen to grab a cup of coffee. “Jill said that she had fun too, before she left.”

“Cool,” I said, scared to look into her eyes.

“It was one of the most fun nights we’ve had in a long time. Don’t you think?”

Now, she was staring at me, waiting for an answer. I was so afraid of disappointing her. I was afraid of ruining her fun. So I bit down on my tongue, forced a smile, and said, “I had fun.”

Then I watched as her eyes lit up. “Really?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, already feeling that lump swelling in my throat.

“Well I wish you would have told me sooner,” she said. “But now I know. It’s so nice. I feel like we’re really bonding. It seems like we’re really bonding for the first time since we first started dating.” And she was glowing all over. I just couldn’t bring myself to dash her dreams.

“I, uh, know it’s Saturday,” I said to her after a long, awkward silence in that kitchen. “But I’m a bit behind on work, so I might slip into the office for a while and try to get some work done.”

“Oh. Okay,” she said with a soft smile. I knew that I had to tell her that I didn’t want to do that again. I had to figure out a way to tell her that the strap-on was for her to put on a play with Jill, not with me. I had to figure out a way to tell her that I didn’t want to be treated like a girl in the bedroom.

But I wasn’t ready to tell her yet. I wanted her to remain happy, at least until I could think of a good way to break the news.

It was noon when she came into my office, dressed in lingerie. I looked up at her with a shocked gasp. “Lingerie? At noon?” I said. Before all of this threesome nonsense, she very rarely put on lingerie. And sex at noon was unheard of. I only ever got bedtime sex. The last time I got sex at noon was during our honeymoon in the Bahamas.

“I wanted to look cute for you,” she said with a soft, cute voice—almost as if she was trying to do an impression of Jill—but maybe it was more of an inspiration than an impression.

“Well you look amazing,” I said.

She crawled up on my desk, closing my laptop. “I’ve been thinking about you all morning,” she said with a catlike purr.

“Really?” I said.

She lowered her legs and spread them wide, showing me that she had no panties under that lingerie. She reached down and ran the tip of her finger up the length of her slit. “Feel like taking a break for me?”

“Okay,” I said, already reaching for my zipper. But she took me by surprise, grabbing my head and pulling me in for oral. Now, my face was mashed between her thighs, against her pussy, so I started licking—naturally. She moaned and clenched her thighs around my head. “Just like that, baby,” she said. “Lick my little pussy, baby.”

I liked eating my wife out, and I loved that she was growing fond of it, so I indulged. I moved my tongue all around her tight, damp hole. I really liked the way she pulled my hair, and I liked the way she moaned. Though I didn’t like when she said, “Moan like a girl, sweetie.”

I got flashbacks from the night before. I made it so much worse that morning when I told her that I liked being a girl with her and Jill. Now, I felt like I was digging myself deeper into a hole. But this wasn’t the time to pipe up. This wasn’t the time to ruin her fun.

I did it. I let out a soft, sissy moan. And she liked it. She moaned louder. “Oh God,” she gasped, and she wasn’t faking it. A gush of warm fluid came out of her—and you can’t fake a gush, no matter how good you are at acting.

I moaned again in a girly way, and she tightened her thighs around my head, pulling harder on my hair.

I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath. “Your pussy tastes so good, baby,” I said in my best female voice. I just wanted to keep her happy. I just wanted her to enjoy the moment. I never thought that I was just making my situation worse—but of course I was. Now, she really had that idea in her head: that I wanted to be a girl.

But I was just doing it because it’s what she wanted. She wanted me to be a chick. It seemed to arouse her. She got off to those girly moans. But why? Was my wife attracted to women now? Did she wish that I was a woman? Was she going to leave me for a woman?

She screamed out as I began to tickle her clit with the tip of my tongue. Then, after ten seconds of blissful moaning, she jumped away from me, onto her feet. “Hold on!” she said, and then she darted out of the room. Before I was even able to finish wiping the pussy juice off of my lips, she was back, now tightening that strap-on around her waist.

I could feel my skin turning white. “Quick,” she said. “Bend over for me. Bend over your desk like a whore.” She was trying to speak with that same flirty naughtiness as Jill, but it sounded a bit forced coming from my wife. “Bend over, slut!” She pulled the last strap, tightening the harness around her. Now she was ready to fuck.

And I just sat there staring at that long, thick, hard pink cock. I bit down on my lip. I was scared that she really thought I liked this. Did I like it? Why wasn’t I speaking up? Why wasn’t I putting an end to this? Now, I knew that I was making my situation worse, but I just couldn’t speak up. I didn’t have the courage that I needed.

I bent over my desk. I let her come up behind me. She had that lubricant with her; she squeezed a lot between my butt cheeks, and she used the tip of that dildo to move it to my hole.

And I wanted to keep her happy, so I spoke like a girl. “Oh yeah, baby. Stick that fat fucking cock into my body.” I felt my heart sink into the pit of my stomach.

She penetrated me. I was still stretched out from the night before, so there was no stretching pain I had to deal with—though now I was sober and seemed to be more aware of what was happening. It felt different now: a bulging object pressing against every inch of my anal walls. I tried clenching but that didn’t stop her—probably because I was stretched out from being fucked for hours the night before.

My legs trembled and wobbled. Trish got right to work, gripping me with her gentle hands before thrusting in and out of my body.

“Fuck,” I moaned, looking down at the desk. I stood there and took it for ten minutes, moaning for her, talking dirty for her. Don’t get me wrong: I was happy that she was happy. It was nice to feel her beaming aura. I hadn’t seen so much joy on her face in years. And I have to admit that it felt good. That dildo perfectly reached my sweet spot, making me moan for real after a few minutes of moaning for her pleasure.

I got hard. She saw my erection when she leaned over to check on me. She even reached around and pumped it for a minute, which was nice. She giggled. And how could I tell her that I didn’t want to be fucked like a girl when I was rock hard? She would assume that I was lying.

“Come for me, baby,” she said, gripping me tighter and fucking me harder. I didn’t want to come. Coming would just solidify the idea she had in her head, that I actually liked this. But the pleasure was too strong. I couldn’t hold back. And to make matters worse, she was leaning over and staring at my erection when it happened. I blew my load across my desk, soiling papers as my body convulsed with euphoria.

She spanked my ass. “Good slut,” she giggled. She pulled that long shaft out from my body. Then she spun me around and kissed me on the lips. She looked into my eyes, then down at my cock. She dabbed a bit of cum off of my cock and brought it to her lips, tasting it. She giggled again. “I like this new you,” she smiled. “We’re having so much fun.”

My heart fell deeper. I just couldn’t break her heart, so I faked a smile—my best smile. I kissed her again, this time tasting a bit of my own cum on her lips, and then she left me alone to keep working.
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The sex was frequent that week: nightly, and a few times, Trish even put out in the morning. She let me fuck her. She let me ejaculate into her body. But she never seemed satisfied until that strap-on came out. Her eyes would light up and she would smile before saying something like, “Do you want to put on that wig and some lingerie?”

I wanted so badly to tell her that this was all a big misunderstanding, but I just couldn’t break her heart. I should have never bought that silly strap-on. Or maybe I should have been very clear when I gave it to her, that it was to be used on her friend and not on me.

But at the same time, that strap-on saved me from the wrath of my wife. She caught me with her friend, cum pouring out of her friend’s cunt—and that strap-on was the distraction that got me out of deep shit. In fact, that awkward incident hadn’t come up at all, as if Trish forgot about it completely. And thank God for that, because I was worried it was going to end our marriage.

“Jill is coming over again tomorrow,” said Trish to me. “Is that okay?” She didn’t tell me what Jill was coming over for, but I knew.

My heart bounced. Now I really didn’t know what to expect—but I wanted to keep things positive. Sure, I was getting fucked nightly by that big strap-on cock—and my ass was pretty sore—but our relationship was on a high. I couldn’t remember the last time things felt so positive. Maybe it was a small sacrifice to make. Maybe I could endure a nightly ass-fucking for the sake of my marriage.

That night, the night before our third three-way, Trish came home from the mall with three large shopping bags. She looked at me and smiled before saying, “I got you an outfit for tomorrow—and a new wig.” She pulled a long blonde wig out from a bag. It shimmered in the golden lamplight. I couldn’t see the price tag, but I could tell that it was an expensive unit. The hair looked real—and it was real. “Just think of it as an investment,” she said.

Trish didn’t just get me one outfit: she got me a dress, stockings, heels, that wig, makeup supplies, and lingerie to change into once the action was underway—which meant that the outfit wasn’t for sex. The outfit was just for our pre-game-time drinks. Did Trish want me to take that female persona out of the bedroom?

“I think this would look better on you,” I said, handing her the pink pinafore dress.

“Nonsense,” she said. “I bought it for you. Plus it’s too small for me. It’s your size.”

My stomach groaned. Was I really a smaller dress size than her?


CHAPTER 7
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Ialmost told Trish the truth. I almost told her that I didn’t want to dress like a girl, and that I didn’t want to be pegged anymore—and then she came up to me with that girly outfit in her hands, about to hand it to me. She was holding it out, but before I could take it from her, she pulled it back and kissed me on the lips. It was a kiss unlike any we’d had before. It lasted about twenty seconds, our noses nestled together. She slipped in a touch of tongue and let out a soft whimper before saying, “I love you, Forrest.”

And right there, my whole plan of telling her the truth deteriorated. I simply couldn’t dash her heart like that. She was happy, and she deserved to be happy. She did so much for me. And what did I ever do for her? Maybe this was a sacrifice I needed to make. Maybe I needed to stick to this persona, even if it meant being humiliated every now and then. At least Trish was happy. What else really mattered?

I took the dress, but I didn’t put it on right away. First, I went into the bathroom and shaved my legs, my armpits, and the small bit of hair that was on my chest. I moisturized. I used her deodorant and her perfume. Then I slipped into that tight brown leather dress. I slipped in the bra pads, and then I got the wig on. It took me twenty minutes to get it styled right before I moved onto the makeup, which Trish came in and helped me with.

She was blushing, smiling, buzzing with excitement. I just couldn’t take that away from her.

She made me look like a girl—like a real girl, with dark eye shadow and thick eyeliner. She put a pink gloss on my lips and red blush on my cheeks. A bit of contouring on my nose and around my cheekbones made the biggest different, making me borderline unrecognizable—but I could still see me, even though I looking nothing like a man anymore.

And that powder blush hid my real blushing. It was weird seeing myself like that, all cute, all sexy. I kind of liked how I looked. I looked like the kind of girl I would have hit on before I met my wife. In a weird way, I even looked a bit like my wife.

It was hard not to get a bit excited, though I didn’t love those feelings; I didn’t want to think that the feminine persona Trish was pushing on me was actually taking hold. “You look beautiful,” Trish said. “What should I call you?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Whatever you want,” I said.

“How’s about Fora?” she said. It wasn’t a name I’d ever heard before, but I liked it.

“Sure,” I smiled.

She kissed me again. I have to admit that it was a nice feeling, our glossy lips melting together, just for a few seconds. The knock at the door broke us apart. She smiled and winked at me, and then we went to greet our guest.

Jill gasped when she saw me. “Forrest?” she said.

“She’s going by Fora tonight,” Trish grinned.

The girls both beamed before giggling, but I knew they weren’t laughing at me. I knew it was just an excited noise.

That night was different than the previous engagements. We talked while we drank. We shared jokes. We laughed. We even danced, laughing like kids who didn’t know any better. Jill convinced us all to do shots. Two hours went by before Trish said, “I think I’m ready to move to the bedroom.” She finished her glass of wine, and then she looked at me with a grin.

“Let’s go then,” said Jill.

But first, Jill went to her purse. She bent down and picked up a new toy: a blue strap-on dildo. It was bigger than the pink one—by about four inches. It made us both gasp. “I guess I’ll be needing this tonight,” she giggled.

My heart fluttered. The size of that cock scared me—and I knew it was for me. But I was ready for it. I was ready for it if it meant making my wife happy.

They took me into the bedroom. Jill turned my wife around and kissed her. I couldn’t help but notice how stiff Trish looked as she went along with it, even once Jill was fondling her body and massaging her breasts. Trish tried to play along, even gripping Jill’s perfect tits and squeezing them. When I stepped up, Trish was quick to turn to me, kissing me before Jill had a chance.

Jill stood there, continuing to massage and caress my wife, but she felt out of place—and I could tell that she knew it. So she tried new tactics, dropping to her knees and taking my cock out from my panties. She sucked me, and it felt good, but it wasn’t enough to pull me away from my wife; we kept kissing.

So Jill tried to get Trish’s attention by moving to her, pulling her panties down and stroking her slit with her tongue. She got a nice moan out of Trish, but now Trish was staring into my eyes. We were having a moment: a sweet moment that just felt so right. I was so happy to see her happy. My heart melted when she mouthed ‘I love you’.

She hopped onto the bed, but Jill beat me to her, crawling between her legs and licking her out. Trish pointed down at Jill, telling me to go ahead and try to be fair to our guest, so I dropped to my hands and knees and ate Jill out from behind, but it didn’t feel quite right. I felt awkward, even though she liked it. She was moaning and squirming—and dripping. I felt her tight pussy lips trying to hug my tongue as moisture fell down onto the bed.

After five minutes, we mixed it up. The girls got me on the bed. Trish sucked my cock while Jill went to eat me out. I stayed with my heeled legs spread wide for a blissful ten minutes, moaning louder and louder. I came in Trish’s mouth, which she liked. She giggled and then she kissed Jill, swapping the cum while I watched. It was enough to make me immediately hard.

Jill wanted to ride me. Trish let her. But it didn’t feel right. Jill kept looking into my eyes, wanting to kiss, but it just felt wrong—and Trish could tell. “It’s okay, Fora.” She smiled. Then she leaned in and kissed me, and I felt a bit better.

Then I saw that she had the strap-on attached to her. She shimmied up tight behind her friend. Her friend kept bouncing while she penetrated me. I was getting used to being penetrated. There was no pain anymore—just a warm, blissful feeling that got better and better with each thrust.

The girls giggled, cozied close together while they played with my body. “Should I get mine on too?” Jill asked.

“Sure,” said Trish.

So Jill zipped away, but it took her a while to figure out the straps. Those were the best minutes, alone with my wife, connecting deeply with warm smiles and surging euphoria. When Jill came back, we hardly even noticed. She stood awkwardly next to us, waiting for an opening.

She finally found a way to enter into the mix, taking Trish by surprise. She pressed her lubricated dildo into my wife’s anus, making her gasp loudly, and then she fucked her from behind while Trish fucked me. But Trish kept her focus on me. We couldn’t keep our eyes off of each other.

Trish made me come on my own stomach: a surprisingly thick and creamy load, spewed across my torso—and then my cock stayed hard as she continued to fuck me.

Jill made me suck her dildo. Then she politely asked Trish to move so she could have a go at my asshole. But while she was fucking me, Trish sat on my face, and I made her moan wildly with my tongue.

It was the perfect night, but it ended earlier than the previous nights. Jill was the one who said, “I think I’m tired. I’ll probably head home.”

“You don’t want to stay the night?” Trish asked.

Jill smiled and shook her head. “I think the two of you want to spend the night together. I don’t want to be in the way.”

“You aren’t in the way!” Trish said—but we both knew that it was true. We really did want to be alone together. Jill’s presence was just making the night awkward. I wanted to be alone with my wife.

So we said goodbye as she went to her cab. Then we went back to the bedroom and let the night carry on, until we fell asleep together, softly and sweetly.

And in the morning, I was still in that lingerie and that wig, still with makeup on my face and heels on my feet. Trish looked at me with a warm morning smile. “Last night was great,” she said.

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“I love that you’re finally being yourself,” she said.

And that tingling dread returned suddenly. It made my muscles tense up, and I knew I couldn’t keep this a secret forever. It had to come out, and there was never going to be a good time. “I need to tell you something, Trish,” I said.

“What is it?” she said with wide, worried eyes.

I took a moment, trying to figure out the best string of words. “I’ve only been doing this for you,” I said. “I know you like it. I just want to make you happy.”

“What do you mean?” she asked, narrowing her eyes.

“This has all been for you. I—I never wanted to do this, but you liked it so much, so I went along with it. That strap-on was for you—not for me. I bought it for you to use on Jill, or the other way around. It wasn’t ever meant to go inside of me. But you liked it, so I went along with it.”

“But…” she said softly. “I never wanted this. I only went along with it because it’s what you wanted.”

“What?” I said.

And now we were staring at each other strangely. “Forrest,” she said. “I thought it’s what you wanted. You told me you liked it.”

“I was just saying what you wanted to hear.”

“Why would I want to hear that?” she asked. “I’m not a lesbian, Forrest. I don’t like girls. I—I mean, I like you as you, boy or girl.”

“So why did you want to bring Jill in then?” I asked, feeling more confused than ever before.

“For you,” she said. “Because I know that I’m a bore in the bedroom. I know that you want more than I give you. I… I was on your laptop the other day, looking for a recipe because my computer was dead. You had a tab open. It was porn. I don’t care if you look at porn. But it wasn’t vanilla porn. It was hardcore stuff. And then I looked at your history and saw that you were looking at sissy stuff.”

I felt myself turning dark red. I opened my mouth. I wanted to tell her that they were just pop-ups. But I knew that she was smarter than that. “I love you,” I said. “That’s just… porn. It doesn’t mean anything.”

“I know you love me,” she said. “And I know it’s just porn. But if you’re watching it, it must do something for you. And it does. When you’re a girl in the bed, you’re different. You have so much more fun. You come multiple times. You moan and yell and smile, and then you glow for the rest of the day. You aren’t going to try to tell me that’s all been an act, are you?”

I paused. I let her words resonate. Maybe sex had been better since we’d been fooling around with me as a girl. Maybe I did like the feeling of the cock in my ass. Maybe she had a point, and I didn’t even realize. Maybe I was secretly doing this for myself the whole time.

Maybe I even bought that strap-on half-hoping she would use it on me.

“Okay,” I conceded. “Maybe I like it. It feels good. But I like the way you look at me more than anything. I like the way you’ve been acting.”

“I’ve been acting that way because you’re acting so much happier. You’ve been so much… freer.”

I felt a lump in my throat. I didn’t know what to say. She stepped forward and hugged me. “I just want you to be happy,” she said. “I don’t care what you’re wearing. It makes no difference, as long as you’re happy. If you don’t want to put on the girly stuff anymore, that’s fine with me. But if that girly stuff is what you need to be excited, happy, and full of love—then please just keep wearing it. That’s how I like you.” She smiled and kissed me on the lips.

“Okay,” I laughed. “I guess I can keep trying it. It is… kind of fun, I guess.”

She giggled and kissed me again. “It’s nice to have a girlfriend. Maybe I do have a bit of a bi side.”

“I knew it!” I said. We both laughed.

My wife meant so much to me. She was such a strong woman, guiding me through such a strange part of my life. But she knew me better than I knew me. She knew where I needed to be, and she was always there by my side whenever I needed her—and whenever I didn’t realize I needed her.

THE END
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THE OFFER


Ben gets a golden ticket in the mail from a mysterious sender. “Hello Ben. Show up at our studio this weekend, dressed like a convincing, pretty woman. Star in a thirty-minute scene in an adult film. We will give you a million dollars.”

Ben and his wife think that it’s either a prank or a scam, but Ben hasn’t told Maeve about his debt. A million bucks could go a long way to solving a lot of their problems. So he starts to do some digging, to see where that golden ticket came from. And he’s shocked when he started to discover that it may just be a real deal.


CHAPTER 1
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My wife and I stared at that ticket for a long, long time, laughing at first, thinking it was some sort of gag. Then we started searching online, trying to see if it was some sort of well-known scam. Then my wife took me by surprise when she asked, “Do you think it might be… real?” I was wondering the same thing, but it seemed too hard to believe.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. But I wasn’t sure. “It can’t be real. It’s just too… No—it can’t be real.”

“So it must be a scam, right?” she said.

“It must be.” Then I laughed nervously. “It’s irrelevant anyway, because I would never do it. Not for a million dollars—and not for a billion either. It’s just crazy.”

We both laughed. “Should I throw it out?” my wife asked, walking that golden ticket over to the garbage can. She held it over the can for a moment while looking into my eyes.

“I don’t know. I guess so. Or wait—maybe just keep it, so we can show friends. I don’t think anyone will believe us if we don’t have the actual ticket.”

“Think it’s real gold?” she asked, turning it over and watching it glisten in the light of our dim kitchen. As she spoke, the plumbing groaned and coughed. It had been doing that a lot lately, but we didn’t have the spare cash to bring a plumber in. We didn’t even have room on our credit cards.

“Maybe we can get some cash at one of those cash for gold places,” I smirked.

“No return address on the envelope,” my wife said, picking up the gold-leaf envelope that the gold ticket came in. “Someone must have dropped it off here.”

“This is just crazy,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s just… so crazy. You don’t think we should call the cops, do you?”

What made me more nervous than anything was my name on the ticket, printed—or maybe etched on. How did they know my name? Who went through the trouble of make that ticket and personally delivering it to my house? Was it a prank? Was one of my friends behind this?

“The cops?” my wife said, suddenly looking stunned. “Are you worried about it?”

“No,” I said, laughing and shaking my head. “Worried? No. But I mean—whoever made this singled me out. It is kind of weird. Who would go through the trouble?”

“I’m just going to put it on the fridge. Let’s just forget about it,” my wife said. “Or maybe we should throw it out. You’re right—it is a bit off-putting. Probably just some scam. I’ll ask the neighbors if they got anything similar in their mail.”

I smiled and tried my best to go on with my day, but that strange ticket stayed in my mind. It was just too strange to be easily forgotten. Who made it? Why? During my coffee break, I sauntered into the kitchen and grabbed the ticket. I read it again, shaking my head the whole time. “Ben Reagan, we would like to formally offer you one million dollars to be the female star of a thirty-minute porn scene. Step out of your comfort zone for thirty minutes and become rich.”

And what did it even mean?

“Are you looking at that ticket again?” my wife asked, making me jump. She was behind me, standing by the door to the living room.

“I thought you were working,” I said.

“I’m taking my break.” She smiled. “You aren’t considering it, are you?” Her tone was joking, but that didn’t stop me from overreacting.

“Don’t be ridiculous!” I snapped, putting the ticket back on top of the fridge. “I would never consider anything like that. And what does it even mean? How could I be the female star in a porno? I’m not even a female.”

“I think they’re saying they would dress you up like a girl, and you would—you know—take it in the butt.”

“Ew!” I said, shaking my head. “That’s just gross.”

She had that joking smile on her face. “A million bucks is a lot of cash.”

“It’s not real, Sandra. I thought we established that it’s just a prank—or a scam. They probably ask for you banking information. Or they just rob you when you show up.”

“I know, Ben. Relax. I’m just teasing you. It’s funny. Whoever sent it is probably just trying to get a laugh out of us. Relax.”

“I am relaxed,” I said. “And I need to get back to work. You do too.”

But that ticket stayed in my mind, refusing to leave. I really had a hard time forgetting about it. I kept going online, searching for similar scams. And it was around 3:00 PM when I found a post online. “I got a gold ticket in the mail, asking me to dress up like a girl for a porno. Anyone else get anything like this?” It was posted a month earlier.

“No, but that sounds crazy,” replied a poster. “It’s probably a scam. Throw it in the garbage.”

“I had the ticket tested,” the original poster said two days after the original post was made. “It’s actually made out of gold.”

“Keep your fiction off of this board,” said an angry replier. “This is for serious discussion.”

“Did you do it, OP?” asked a poster a week later. “I just got a ticket in the mail, and I’m trying to figure out if it’s real. I would never do it, but my wife and I are curious.”

“I did it,” the original poster said. “It’s real.”

I felt my jaw falling open, even though I wasn’t convinced. Maybe this was just part of the scam. Maybe this was posted by whoever gave me that ticket. He knew I would try to look it up and he knew I would find that forum post. But my skin was now tingling all over, and I wanted to call my wife over to see the post. But first, I wanted to do more digging.

The original poster had more posts on that site, some from before the ticket incident and some from after. The posts before were all more-or-less normal: half-assed photography done with a cheap camera, questions about how to fix leaky pipes without needing a plumber, how to change outlets without turning off the power. Then, after the ticket post, the original poster’s life changed. Now, he was posting pictures of a beautiful property. He had many posts of his new car: a fully restored 1969 Ford Mustang. He also had many pictures that he took on his many tropical vacations.

I just stared at his life in awe.

Maybe I wasn’t so sure. If this was part of the scam, it was well done. The scammer was committed, making posts every week for over four years.

I showed it to my wife and her eyes became wide as she looked through the beautiful beach photos. “I would get an SUV,” she said.

“I would get a truck,” I smirked.

“And we would obviously move,” she said with beaming eyes. “I’ve always wanted to live in the Valley.”

“A million bucks would hardly be enough to get a house in the Valley. Maybe a crappy house,” I said.

“It’s called a down-payment, Ben. You put ten percent down. You don’t have the buy the thing with cash.”

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head. “You aren’t suggesting that I actually do this, are you?”

“What?” she said. “No. I was just kidding around. Why? Are you considering it?”

“N—No!” I said. “I still think it’s a scam. I just found that post and wanted to show you.”

And then, that night, while we were watching TV together, sitting as close as we could to the stuttering heat register, my wife said, “A new car would be nice.”

“A house with insulation wouldn’t be bad either.”

“I would want a place with a pool.”

“In the Valley? All of our money would end up going to this fantasy place of yours. Why not buy a cheaper place, somewhere more affordable, and then you have money for a new car, vacations, clothes—whatever you want.”

“I want a horse,” she grinned.

“No way. I hate horses.”

“What do you want?”

I thought for a moment. “Maybe a motorcycle. Like—a really nice one, that I can work on.”

“Do you even know how to work on a motorcycle?” she asked with narrowed eyes.

“I could learn. I think it would be a good hobby. Right now, I don’t have any hobbies.”

“Fine. You can have a motorcycle and I’ll get a horse—then I’ll agree to move somewhere outside of the Valley.”

We laughed and then we brushed the conversation off again—but it came up later that night, one more time. I looked over at my wife and saw that she was on her phone, looking at real estate around the Valley. “Seriously?” I said.

“I’m just looking!” she said.

“How’s about you do the porno then?” I said, rolling my eyes. “You can pay for the new house and the horse and the swimming pool.”

“Nobody is making you do the porno, Ben! I said I’m just looking to see what’s out there.”

“You’ve never looked before,” I said.

“So what? I’m not allowed to look?” she said, shaking her head.

“I just think it’s weird. That’s all. It just kind of seems like you’ve got an idea in your head.”

“You’re the one with an idea in your head,” she said. “You were looking that ticket up online. You found that profile and all those pictures.”

“I was curious. Am I not allowed to be curious?” I said.

“That’s what I’m wondering,” she said with a piercing gaze. So I let her look. I even looked over her shoulder as she pulled up different houses. They were so far out of our price range… but with a million dollars, they were cheap. We could buy one of them, with no mortgage, and still have cash leftover to buy a car, a motorcycle, and whatever else we might want.

And what if the offer was real? A million bucks for a porno? I cringed at the thought of having sex with a man. Or maybe more than one man. The ticket wasn’t specific. It just said that I would be a female. But I would survive. Maybe it would be a horrible thirty minutes, but it would come to an end and I would be alive, and then I could have a million bucks.

I pushed those thoughts out of my head, laughing them off. “Alright,” I said to my wife. “Enough real estate. I’ll ask my boss at work for a raise. We can go from there. I’m not doing a porno.”

And I thought that it was settled. I even went into the kitchen and took that card, shoving it deep into the back of our rubbish drawer. Then, that night, around midnight, I woke up to a soft glow. I let my eyes open slightly and saw that my wife was on her phone. I thought about asking her what she was doing, and then I saw it: the price list for the local IVF clinic.

My wife had fertility issues, but she dreamed of having a child. IVF treatment wasn’t something we could afford, and it was probably never going to be something we could afford. Ten thousand per treatment—and they said it usually took five or six treatments before a successful take…

But with a million dollars…


CHAPTER 2
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The ticket wasn’t clear about how the whole thing was supposed to be arranged. It just said, “For details, meet at the Pickerwick Café, 10:00 AM, Tuesday.” It didn’t even specify which Tuesday.

But the Pickerwick Café was a public place at least. It wasn’t somewhere I would be robbed. And it wasn’t somewhere a porno was going to be shot. I figured I could casually walk in, maybe entertain the idea of getting some more information, and then I could just leave with a coffee. There was no commitment. And if this was some sort of prank, it’s not like showing up at that café would somehow be humiliating. I could easily just say that I was showing up to see who was behind this nonsense. It’s not like I was showing up dressed like a girl, ready to take it in the ass.

I told my wife that I was going to the hardware store, to get a new fitting for one of our pipes. “I read online that a loose fitting can make that noise we’ve been hearing,” I said, trying to keep my best poker face on.

“Okay,” she smiled. “I’ll be here if you need anything.”

I felt a bit guilty, going to that ‘meeting’ behind my wife’s back. But I didn’t want her to think that I was actually considering the insane offer, because I wasn’t. I was just going to relieve a tingling curiosity. I just had to know if this was real—though I wasn’t convinced that meeting with someone would really help. I just hated the idea of passing that meeting by, knowing the opportunity would never come again.

So I approached that café carefully, scanning the parked cars for signs of familiarity. I was pretty sure I would recognize my friends’ cars. None of the cars there looked like them. I took a deep breath before going inside, hands buried deep in my pockets.

The place was busy, and hot—or maybe I was just starting to panic. I could feel beads of sweat forming on my forehead, which was underneath a toque. I looked around the room, and then I threw my gaze forward when I made eye-contact with a man at a table. My heart skipped a beat. Was he the guy? Was he the porno organizer? I was too afraid to look back at him.

Now, there were people behind me, getting into the long line. I thought about leaving, darting out of that line and rushing back to my car. Maybe this was a huge mistake. Maybe I was just setting myself up for embarrassment. But I really wanted to know if this was a real thing, even though I was just going to turn the offer down regardless. I’m not sure why it mattered at all to me.

I moved up the line slowly. When I was close to the front, I had the courage to look back at the man at the table, but now he was gone and a pair of women were taking that table, laughing as they gossiped about some reality TV show or another. But behind them was another man, in a suit, now looking up into my eyes. I froze for a moment as he smiled at me, and then he looked away before I could force myself to do the same.

Was he the guy?

“Sir?” said the barista.

“You’re up, man,” said the fellow behind me. I stuttered and then I moved forward, straightening my back and putting on a casual smile, which must have looked very nervous.

“What are you getting?” the barista asked. My jaw was trembling. I must have looked insane. It took a moment before I was able to say the word, “Coffee.”

The woman stared at me strangely for a few seconds before saying, “Size?”

“Small.”

She kept staring at me, and then she said, “You can tap whenever.”

“I’ll pay for that,” a man said behind me, rushing in and reaching his credit card over the pay terminal. His card was black but sparkly at the same time. That amazing gleam caught my eye before his rich cologne filled my nostrils, and I suddenly knew that I was standing next to the porn producer who set this meeting up.

It took me a moment to turn my head to see him, smiling, showing off his dentist-perfected teeth and his chiseled jaw, which almost looked fake. “Ben. So great to meet you,” he said with a deep, movie-star voice.

“It—It is?” I asked.

“Go have a seat at a table. I’ll be over with your coffee in just a moment. How do you take it? Let me guess: you’re a black kind of guy, right? I knew it. Okay, Ben. Go and sit. Make yourself comfortable. I’ll be right over.”

The next thing I knew, I was sitting at the table. That moment was quickly turning into an anxious blur. I blinked a few times and watched as the man swooped in gracefully with my small coffee, placing it down before me before taking the seat across from me. “So glad you made it today, Ben. I really wasn’t sure if you would come.”

“I’m not doing it,” I said suddenly and defiantly. But the man just sat there with a smile on his face, nodding his head slowly, looking into my eyes. I could tell that he didn’t believe me. “I’m really not. I just came to see what kind of scam this was.”

“It’s no scam, Ben. It’s a serious offer. We do this every week. We’ve made a number of people very, very rich.”

“I don’t believe you,” I said, trying to upright. The man was intimidating. He was too perfect to be real. He clearly spent lots of time at the gym, and he was clearly quite wealthy. I caught a glimpse of his watch, and, assuming it was real, it was worth more money than I’d ever made in my life combined.

“Why don’t you believe me?” he said. “This is our fourth year with this video series. It’s extraordinarily popular.”

“A million dollars though?” I said. “Get real. Even if the videos get viewed half a billion times, they aren’t earning a million bucks…” But I wasn’t so sure. I had no idea how much money a porno made. It couldn’t be quite that much though. If porno producers were making that kind of scratch, they would be running the world.

“You’re right, Ben. You’re a smart guy. They don’t make that much money. They don’t make half that much. They’re what we call loss leaders. We spend a good deal of money to produce this particular series. It brings customers to the website, and then they consume our other content as well.”

“What website?” I said. “Who do you work for? How can you prove any of this?” I kept my hands under the table, so he wouldn’t see that they were shaking.

“Let me just ask you this, Ben. If I just gave you a million bucks, right now, with no strings attached—you didn’t have to star in anything or put on any outfit: What would you do with the money?”

I paused for a moment. I thought about the house, the swimming pool, the motorcycle, the horse… and I thought about my wife, thinking I was asleep, researching IVF treatment prices. “I don’t know,” I said. “I’m fine with the life that I have.”

“Well that’s not true,” he said with an evil sort of grin. “Don’t you want to know how we found you?”

“How?” I said, suddenly with a nervous tingling in the pit of my stomach.

“You applied for a loan at a loan office that we happen to be part owners of. When you signed the loan agreement, you agreed to allow communications and offers from affiliated programs and parties. Well, we’re the affiliated program. When we choose our stars—and yes, I’m calling you a star, Ben—we choose based on a number of different criteria. First of all, they need to be in a situation where they can use the money. I can’t just go up to anyone and make this offer—not everyone needs the money. And second, you have the look we like. You’re a thin guy and you have nice, smooth facial features: perfect for feminization.”

“I’m not going to lie. You’re starting to piss me off now.” I pressed my lips firmly together.

“Don’t take it so personally, Ben,” he said, rolling his eyes. “We also took note of the fact you checked the ‘do not send mail notifications about this loan’ box on your application.”

“So what?” I asked, now feeling like everything around me was drifting further away, as if I was descending into some sort of strange purgatory.

“So, that usually means it’s a loan that the wife doesn’t know about. Does your wife know about the loan, Ben?” He had a prick smirk on his face, suggesting he already knew the answer to his question.

“She doesn’t need to know about it. I’m going to have it paid off in a matter of weeks. I just have to sort a few things out on my end.”

“When you submitted that application, along with the consent form, you consented to a private investigation. That’s just to make sure that you aren’t doing anything illegal. The loan officer went over that with you, right?”

“Right. So what?” I said.

“So, we found out that you have a bit of a gambling problem. You’ve got an outstanding debt at a local casino. And I’m guessing your wife doesn’t know about that either.”

“Hold on. Are you blackmailing me?” I asked, now wanting to throw myself over the table to strangle this smug asshole. Though I knew it was a fight he would win. He was probably twice my weight, mostly muscle.

“No, of course not,” he said. “I’m just telling you how we picked you from the other options. We had many options. But you met the criteria. You look the part and you’re in somewhat of a desperate situation. Furthermore, we reviewed your phone records and saw that, last year, you made a number of calls to a local IVF firm. Wife having fertility issues, Ben?”

“That’s none of your fucking business!” I snapped.

“Relax!” he said, shaking his head and laughing. “You agreed to let us look into that info. Don’t get so defensive. I’ll give you a little tip, Ben. I know that it’s boring, but look through the forms you’re signing. The consent form was only one page long. It’s not like we gave you a novel to read. You had to read a single page for a ten-thousand-dollar loan. That’s a pretty good deal, if you ask me.”

“Are we done here? I think I’m done with this. But it was nice meeting you, whatever your name is.”

“It’s Tony,” he smiled. “And here, take this.” He reached out and handed me another golden envelope. I took it after a moment of hesitation.

“What’s this?”

“The date and time and location, for your shoot, this weekend,” he smiled.

“I’m not doing it,” I growled.

“If you don’t show up, someone else will,” he said. “And the offer will never be made again.”

“You’re running an evil company, Tony,” I said, shaking my head. I thought about throwing that envelope back into his face.

“It’s not my company, Ben,” he laughed. “I’m not even on the board of directors. I’m just an employee. Don’t be so rude.”

“An employee? With a watch like that?”

“The company does pretty well,” he said.

I threw the envelope onto the table. “Keep it,” I said.

“No, no,” he said. “Take it. Even if you don’t show up this weekend, take the envelope. There’s a present in it for you and your wife—no strings attached. At least take the present. Tell your wife that it’s from your work or something. Don’t be so stubborn. I promise we won’t hold it against you if you use it. No strings attached: pinky promise.” He held out his pinky, but I didn’t take it… though I did pick up the envelope.

“Whatever,” I said.

“Nice meeting you, Ben. I wish you all the best, whether you take the offer or not.”

“I’m not taking it!” I said.

I didn’t look back. I tried to keep myself calm, feeling the redness entering my face. I could almost feel steam rising out from my ears. Tony made me angry. I had a feeling that he was there to make me angry. Maybe there was some sort of psychology game happening. Maybe he knew exactly what he was doing.

But now I was more certain than ever that I wasn’t going to do it… Though I had forgotten about that loan. I still had to pay that back, and now it was collecting interest. I didn’t even want to look into how much interest I now owed. It was probably going to hang over my head for the next decade. I needed to tell my wife about the loan. I needed to tell her about that meeting too. I didn’t like keeping secrets from my wife, but I didn’t want her to know that we were almost completely broke. I didn’t want her to know that they cut back my shifts at work.

Tony was right: I was desperate. But I wasn’t desperate enough to consider his offer. His offer was just offensive. I would never reduce myself to such a humiliating low, even if I the money was the difference between life and death.
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Ihave to admit that my heart was racing when I walked with my wife, Maeve, into that hotel spa. She looked around with wide eyes as the woman behind the counter looked at me with a smile. I still hadn’t told Maeve that I’d met with Tony; a good time for that talk hadn’t come up. But maybe I should have just done it before that afternoon. Now, I was terrified that the woman behind the counter was going to spill the beans.

“Ben?” she said. “And this must be your wife, Maeve.”

I bit hard on my tongue, praying she wouldn’t tell my wife that the porn company booked that spa afternoon. “That’s us,” I said with a nervous laugh.

“We’re so pleased you could come and spend the day with us,” the woman said with a calming smile.

“Ben, did you really set all this up?” Maeve asked, gazing around the room.

I shrugged my shoulders. I wanted to take credit, but I was scared. “Isn’t your husband wonderful?” the woman asked. “You’re booked for the full package. It’s a four-hour-long process. We start with a calming forty-minute massage, then a mineral bath, then a manicure, pedicure, facial, full exfoliation, and then we end with a final calming hour-long massage. If you would just follow me, I can take you to a change room where you can put on your robe. The robe is yours to keep as well. We really hope you enjoy your time here with us.”

Maeve eyed the price list on the counter before turning to me with a big, accusatory gaze. “You did not seriously pay a thousand dollars for this!” she hushed. “Ben! We don’t have that kind of cash!”

“I—I didn’t! My, uh, boss did it. It was a bonus. When I asked for the raise, he had it set up.”

“Jerry paid for this? That seems unlikely.”

“I think it came from upper management,” I blushed. I knew I was just digging myself into a hole by lying, but it seemed like a better alternative than telling her the truth. Maybe I would tell her the real story during the massage. Or maybe I would wait until afterwards, so it wouldn’t ruin her day. Yeah—that was a better idea: wait until later. I didn’t want to ruin this nice day.

“Well that’s the first time they’ve ever done anything nice for you,” she said. “But you deserve it. You work so hard. Come one, Ben. Let’s go.” She took my hand. She looked so happy to be there. She kept giggling. “I feel so out of place here. It’s, like, a place for rich people. Do you think the other customers can tell that we aren’t rich people like them?” She looked into my eyes.

I felt bad. The other people in that spa were about our age. They could afford nice things like this. I couldn’t afford this and never would be able to… unless I took that million-dollar payout. If I had that money, I could take my wife to this spa and treat her to the full package every week for the next twenty years. She deserved it. She put up with so much.

I kept looking over at her, while they massaged her body, while they rubbed expensive oils on her skin, while they put fancy vegetables over her eyes, while they rubbed her feet and painted her nails. I’d never seen her beam so bright. I’d never seen her looking so relaxed. And it made me realize that she hadn’t been to a spa since before we met. I’d been with her for over a decade, and I’d never taken her to anything like this. I paid to have her nails done once. I paid (half price with a coupon) for a thirty-minute massage once. But that was nothing compared to this.

“I’m in heaven,” she groaned to me when the foot rub was underway. “Maybe you need to ask for a raise more often.”

I smiled. “Yeah,” I said. I had to admit that the foot massage was nice. The woman rubbing me worked a lot of tension out of my soles—tension I didn’t know that I had.

“I can’t believe your work did this for you,” she moaned. And she was right: it was unbelievable. The fact that she actually believed it was a miracle. I hated the idea of telling her the truth: that it was a no-strings-attached gift from that porno company.

“Rest your head back, sir,” said a woman behind me. I let my head fall back onto a plump neck pillow, and then she told me to close my eyes. She rubbed my temples and massaged my scalp while the other woman made my feet feel weightless and perfect. She even rubbed up and down my calves and thighs. I got a bit tense when her hands worked up between my legs. Her fingers slithered around my cock and ball sack, which weren’t covered under that robe. I froze completely but kept my eyes shut, trying hard not to get aroused by all the touching. I succeeded, though I found myself wondering if they did the same thing to my wife: that curious crotch massage, or whatever it was.

When she did it the second time, it was even more awkward. I felt like I needed to say something, to tell her to stop, but I just bit my tongue. I’d never received a full-body massage before… maybe that was just part of it. I didn’t want to seem too out of place.

“What color?” asked Maeve’s pedicurist.

“Maybe just white,” she said.

“And you, sir?”

“Color?” I asked.

“For your nails.”

“Oh. No. I don’t want a color.”

“Just nude?”

“Sure,” I said, assuming that meant they wouldn’t paint my nails. And I didn’t even feel them painting my nails—not until she was finishing the last nail on the last foot. I looked down and gasped, seeing that skin-toned polish on my toes. “You painted my nails?”

Maeve giggled next to me. “You asked for nude, silly.”

“I thought that meant nothing,” I said.

But that wasn’t all that I was noticing now. I felt the color leaving my face. “W—Where’s my leg hair?”

“We removed it,” the pedicurist said with a casual smile. “It’s part of the package.”

“You shaved my legs?”

“We actually use a hair removal oil. It’s painless and leaves the legs smooth for weeks.” She ran her hands up my hotdog legs, making me turn red all over. I looked over at Maeve, and now Maeve was laughing.

I couldn’t help but wonder if it was part of the whole scheme. Were they trying to get me ready for my ‘scene’ on the weekend? Were they trying to make me into a woman for my role in that cross-dressing porno?

“I need to learn to read the fine print,” I said, trying to laugh along, to ease the humiliation a little bit.

“I think it’s a good look on you,” Maeve said, rolling her eyes. “Your legs are better than mine.”

“I prefer the hair,” I said.

And it wouldn’t have been so embarrassing had it not happened again just forty minutes later, when they were massaging my hands. I thought I was just getting a gently hand rub, and then I looked down to see that my fingernails were being painted that same nude color. Maeve was giggling with her hand over her mouth. “Oh, Ben.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said. “Laugh it up.”

And then that guilty feeling came back again, when we were getting ready to go. Maeve slipped her old clothes out from her cubby. Her shoes were worn, with small holes in the sides. Her shirt was faded from the wash. Her panties were almost a decade old. She looked embarrassed putting that outfit on in that ritzy place. “Alright, Ben, let’s get going,” she said, inching towards the door, as if she wanted to leave before being noticed.

So I left with her, and when we got into the car, I noticed her looking back at the fancy hotel with a gleam in her eye, knowing it was somewhere she would never go again. “That was fun,” I said.

“Yeah,” she said softly, without looking away from the hotel.

“Maybe we’ll do that again sometime.”

“Maybe.”

I fired up the engine. The car clunked and groaned and coughed before I could put the car into drive.

My wife wiped a tear from under her eye before trying to force a smile. And in that moment, I knew that I had to do it: I had to take the offer. I had to show up at the location listed on that second golden ticket, and I had to suffer through that thirty-minute shoot. I had to do it for my wife.


CHAPTER 4
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We were watching TV, the same show we watched every night: a reality show about people who get married within a month of meeting. My wife was watching with a casual smile on her face. She kept commenting on what was happening, but when I looked at the screen, my gaze would turn hazy and I would recede into my mind. Finally, my wife looked at me and said, “Is something wrong, Ben?”

“Why?” I said.

“You aren’t responding.”

“Did you ask me a question?”

“No. But you usually respond when I talk about the show. You’re just sitting there quietly… Are you even looking at the TV screen?”

I looked into Maeve’s eyes. I stared for a long, long moment. My heart beat fast. Then, I said, “I’m going to do it.”

“Do what? The dishes? I already did them. I got tired of asking you to do them, so I just did them.”

“No,” I said. “The—The other thing.”

“The other thing?” she asked, narrowing her eyes—and then her eyes turned wider than our old Ikea dinner plates. “What do you mean, you’re going to do it?”

“I thought about it,” I said. “We could use the money, so I’ll just do it. It’s not that big of a deal. It’s thirty minutes. I’ll get through it, and then we’ll never talk about it again.”

“Ben!” she said. “You can’t do it. It’s just—It’s crazy!”

“It’s this weekend,” I said. “In two days. Then, in three days, it’s all going to be done with—in the past. Imagine the money, Maeve. Imagine a million dollars.”

“Ben…” She took a deep breath and looked down at the floor. “They’re going to dress you up like a girl and have sex with you. You understand that, right? It’s not just pretend. The footage will be online, for everyone to see.”

“We need the money,” I said. “It would change our lives.”

She became quiet. She stared into my eyes until I looked away, unable to face the shame of what I was locking into. She looked away as well, turning her gaze to the floor. The room became silent—terribly silent. God, I hated that silence. But soon, our lives would be better. We could move. We could live in a warm house. We could have the things we’d always wanted. Maybe a million dollars wasn’t enough for me to quit my job and live on a private island, sipping mojitos all day long, but it was enough to give me and my wife a better life.

“Have you ever even done it before?” she asked.

“What? Sex with… a man?” I said. “No, of course not.”

“No,” she said. “I mean… anal. Have you ever…”

“No,” I said before she could finish talking. “But people do it, right? I mean… girls and boys do it. They don’t die. Hell—you’ve done it. Remember when we first started dating?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“It didn’t hurt. Did it?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “It was just… weird. Not really my thing.”

“Right. So how bad can it really be.”

“No offense, Ben, but you’re only about six inches.”

“So?” I said.

“Those porn guys are, like, ten inches—minimum. They’re thicker than you. They go for a lot longer.”

My heart stuttered. I felt my skin turning pale. “It’s thirty minutes. A million dollars for thirty minutes. I just can’t turn it down.”

The room became silent again. “I don’t know if I want you to do it,” she whispered.

“I don’t want to do it either, but I’m going to do it, to change our lives for the better. Just think of what we can have. A new house, a horse… a baby.”

She turned her gaze up. Her eyes sparkled. Her lips fell open, just slightly. Then she let a soft whimper slip out. There was another long silence. I swear I could see the lump forming in her throat. “Do you need to…”

“What?” I said.

“Practice?”

“That dildo you bought me years ago. We can go to the bed and—you know… give you an idea of what to expect.”

I felt my face turning dark red. “Maybe we should just leave it. Maybe it’s better if I don’t know what to expect.”

“You may want to get things loose down there before the shoot.”

And now I could feel the lump forming in my throat. There was one last silence, and then my wife stood up. She reached out her hand and I hesitated before taking it. She guided me to the bedroom. She motioned towards the bed. “Take off your clothes,” she said softly.

I got naked slowly. She eyed my hairless body before turning to her closet to dig out that old dildo: a toy that she never wanted to use because she always said that it was ‘too big’. She said it hurt her pussy, so how was it going to feel in my ass? It was certainly bigger than me—and maybe it was closer to what a porn star’s cock looked like.

Now, I was thinking about the act. I was thinking about taking a cock in my ass: a real, throbbing, living cock. There would be fluids. There would be foreskin, shifting back and forth. I would feel his veins… and maybe it wouldn’t just be one man.

I knew the name of the company. I made the mistake of looking into it earlier that day, searching online for scenes involving straight men crossdressing and being fucked for the first time. There was only a single company with a slew of content that matched the description. I saw a few thumbnails: surprisingly convincing girly boys screaming out, with men pounding them from behind. I was going to be on that website: a lifetime of shame, regardless of whether the videos were found by people I knew or not. I would always know…

Maeve pulled that long dildo out from the closet and held it up. She blushed before saying, “I forgot how big it was.”

“Let’s just get this over with,” I said, shaking my head. But seeing that large fake cock was filling me with regret. Maybe this was my cue to say, ‘Actually no, I changed my mind.’ But I couldn’t stop thinking about that money.

Maeve dug out the lubricant and walked over to the bed. “How do you want it?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” I said.

“Are you going to be on your back? On your knees?”

“I don’t know!” I said. “I don’t want it at all. I just want to get it over with.”

“Okay then! Get on your hands and knees, butt towards me.” The lubricant bottle made a loud gush when she squirted a glob onto the tip of the cock. I got into position, biting down on the inside of my cheek. Then I yelped when she touched the cock between my butt cheeks. The lubricant was ice cold, making me tense up all over.

“You couldn’t have warmed it up first!?”

“I don’t want to get my hands all goopy!” she said. “Why don’t you warm it up?” She thrusted the lubricated cock towards me. It wobbled for a moment before resting in an upright position, sticking up from her clenched fist.

“What? How?” I asked, blushing all over.

“Give it a handjob,” she said. “They’re probably going to want you to do that on the movie set anyway.”

“You think they’re going to make me give a guy a handjob? Ew!”

“What are you expecting, Ben? They aren’t going to give you a million bucks for nothing. Just give the dildo a handjob.”

I rolled my eyes and shook my head. Then I reached out and clenched the dildo. I carefully squeezed that goopy, cold lube, and then I began to pull down. “I feel ridiculous,” I said.

“Just pump it, sweetie,” she said, now with a blushing grin on her face.

I glared at her. “Don’t make this worse than it needs to be.”

I pumped slowly up and down, feeling the lube squishing between my fingers. But it was getting warmer.

“Keep going, honey,” Maeve said. “Pump it a bit faster.”

I rolled my eyes again and kept pumping it. She giggled. Then she inched forward, onto her knees. She put the base of the dildo against her pelvis and smiled. “Keep going.”

“Don’t be gross,” I said.

“Oh, relax a little bit,” she said. “It’s all just fun.”

“It’s not fun!” I gasped. “For me, this is real. I’m actually doing this! And I’m not doing it for fun!”

“Okay, okay!” she said.

I pulled my hand away and looked around for a towel to wipe my hand off on. It took a few wipes to get all that lubricant off. “Yuck.”

“Oh, get over it. It’s just lube. Wait until you’re covered in cum.”

“Maeve!” I snapped.

“Okay! Fine. Just get back into position. Try to relax. The first part’s always the hardest.”

“You say it like you’ve done this more than once before,” I laughed as I got on my knees. And then I noticed that she was silent. I paused for a second and looked back at her. “You haven’t done this more than once, have you?”

She blushed. “I don’t know.”

“You did this before meeting me?”

“I had a boyfriend who preferred it,” she said.

“What!?” I snapped.

“It was before you! You always tell me that you don’t care about my sex life before we met. You told me you don’t want to know. Why do you suddenly care?”

“You’ve done anal multiple times before? I can’t believe my ears.”

“It’s not that big of a deal, Ben.”

“Did you like it?”

“It’s not really my thing. Sometimes it was nice, sometimes it was just weird. It all depended on the mood. I prefer it in my pussy.”

“Why have you never mentioned this before!?”

“Can we drop it?” she asked.

“Which boyfriend?”

“Drop it, Ben!” she said. “Just try to relax. Keep your butthole soft. It’s going to feel weird for a moment, but once it’s in, it’s fine… more or less.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I felt that globby tip press between my cheeks, but now it was warm. I bit down on my tongue as she began to twist and push, trying to nestle it into my bum. It kept shooting off to the side, slipping away from my hole. My tiny anus was rejecting it, telling it that it had no business there.

“I don’t think it’s going to work, babe,” I said.

“It will work. Just stay still. Try to relax.”

But the dildo wouldn’t penetrate. Maybe it was too soft. It just kept bending or slipping away. I was starting to feel irritated, feeling the drippy lubricant getting all over my butt cheeks. “I’d rather not have to shower again today,” I said.

“Ben, just hold still,” she said. “Reach back and spread your butt cheeks apart.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“Just do it.”

I groaned. I reached back and pulled my cheeks apart. She tried again, but now the dildo was just bending and folding in half. “It’s not going to work, babe,” I said.

“It will work.”

“No, it w—” Before I could finish talking, I gasped. I felt a bulge suddenly pushing into my body. I felt my hole stretching. I felt the sudden urge to push, as if I had to make bowel movement. I tensed up all over and looked back, straining with my neck. “Get it out!” I gasped.

“It’s in!” Maeve laughed.

“I don’t want it in! Get it out.” I tried expelling it, but she was holding it in.

“It’s hardly even in, Ben! Relax! Just hold still.” She started pushing it deeper. I gasped louder and tried to clench it back, but now I could feel the whole contour of the tip pushing into me. Then I could feel that ridge, and then the veins. I bit hard on my tongue. I groaned loudly.

“Okay, okay! That’s enough! That’s enough! It’s in me!”

“That’s not even two inches,” she moaned, rolling her eyes behind me. “You can take more than that. You’re going to be taking way more than that this weekend.”

“I don’t care. I don’t want to think about that.”

“This is your chance to get ready. If you go through this awkwardness now, with me, it won’t be so bad when there’s a whole crew of people around you.”

“I don’t like it!”

“You haven’t even tried it!” she said, then she pushed it deeper into me. I wanted to reach around and slap away her hands, but instead I fell forward, planting my face into a pillow. I bit down on the pillowcase and felt that cock nestling deeper and deeper. Oh God, it felt so big! It felt like a fist pushing into my ass. “Oh my God, it’s actually in me.”

“Relax, Ben. For the last time.” She sighed and twisted that cock gently. I couldn’t believe how much I could feel. I could make out every vein running down that long shaft. I knew just where the bulging tip was—and I knew where it was inside of me.

I wanted to beg her to stop, but I knew she wasn’t going to stop—not unless I made a real stink. But I knew that she was right; I knew that I needed to suffer through this first time with her so that it wouldn’t be so bad on the weekend… though now I was thinking that it was going to be bad.

It didn’t feel good. It didn’t hurt, but it sure as hell didn’t feel right. It felt like something big was where it wasn’t supposed to be. It felt like a bulge inside of my body. I couldn’t help but wonder if it was stretching things that weren’t meant to be stretched. And would those things stay stretched out? Would I recover? Maybe from the dildo—but what about with my mystery partner?

“Hold still,” she whispered. And then she began pulling out. There was a moment of relief, thinking that it was over, and then she pushed it deep into me suddenly, making me gasp loudly. I don’t know why, but I wasn’t expecting her to actually fuck me with it.

I tried to yell at her, but no sound came out from my parted lips. I just remained still, on my knees, taking that sliding shaft, in and out, in and out. “Oh God,” I moaned. It was such a strange feeling. I just wasn’t right! I could feel it moving around in my bum. I could feel those veins rubbing my anal walls. I kept groaning even though I wanted to be silent.

My legs started shaking. My whole body was trembling.

“How does it feel, honey?” she asked without stopping.

“It feels like there’s a ten-inch cock inside of me!” I groaned.

“I haven’t put more than half of it in you, and it’s only eight inches.”

“What!?” I said. I was sure she had at least ten inches in me. Could it be true? Had she only put four inches into me?

“I’ll push a little bit more in now,” she said softly, and then I heard her straining as that cock went deeper. It was going into places that nothing was meant to go. I planted my face into that pillow and let out a muffled scream. She kept pushing. Now I was sure the whole thing was in me. Now, I could feel it pushing against my stomach from the inside. My eyes were rolling into the back of my head.

She started thrusting again.

I felt like I was being tortured. And I assumed that my wife was looking down on me with pity—until she let out a giggle.

I looked back at her. “Are you laughing at me!?” I gasped.

“Sorry,” she said. “You just look—from behind, all shaved…”

“What?” I asked through clenched teeth.

“You look like a girl.”

“Excuse me!?”

“It’s just because you have no leg hair right now! And your nails are still painted.”

“I haven’t had a chance to find the nail polish remover!” I snapped.

“It’s fine, Ben. Just relax. You’re doing fine. How does it feel?”

“It feels like something is in my butt!”

“But does it feel nice?”

“Nice!?” I snapped.

She was pumping it slowly now, working in and out at a new angle. It felt like that dull tip was pushing against the base of my cock, from the inside. It was a weird feeling, but it actually did feel kind of… nice. It sent little warm pulses down my flaccid shaft.

“It just feels weird,” I said quickly. I would never admit that it was a bit pleasant. That didn’t mean that I wanted her to continue. “But it’s all in me, right? That’s the whole thing?”

She giggled. “No. It’s still hardly more than half. Want me to go deeper?”

Before I could answer, she pushed, twisting slightly, burying that cock further into my body. Now it felt like it was pushing up towards my lungs. I felt gagged. I couldn’t speak. She continued with the pumping, making me tremble all over again. But that little pleasant pulsing was still tingling in my cock. And my cock was starting to twitch, starting to get harder and harder. I didn’t want her to see me erect. I didn’t want her thinking that I liked this. I’m guessing that she just found my prostate; I’d heard that if you massage a prostate, there’s an orgasm-like euphoria. The same orgasm can be obtained by masturbating normally (which was safer and more masculine).

“I think that’s enough,” I managed to say.

“Just wait,” she said. “Let’s at least try to get the whole thing into you.”

“No,” I said.

“Ben, just relax.” Maeve pushed the cock into me—another inch, which felt like ten. My face fell back onto the pillow. I let out another muffled scream. The pumping was faster now. And her giggling was more frequent. Her free hand was gently caressing my butt cheek. I could feel her gaze looking up and down my body. I hated that she actually thought I looked like a chick.

And now I found myself wondering, did I need to make myself look like a chick? Were they expecting me to show up dressed like a girl? Tony made that comment about someone else taking my spot if I wasn’t there and ready to go. Did that mean I needed to be dolled up and in costume? What if I didn’t actually look like a girl? Would they turn me away? Would I be humiliated for nothing? Was I going to have competition?

Now, Maeve was pumping fast, bending her elbow as she plunged the cock in and out. My cock was rock hard now, and I didn’t think she knew, until she reached down with that free hand and clutched it. She began to stroke me. I wanted to ask her what she was doing, but the pleasure made me mute. I groaned and let that euphoria grow inside of me—but it didn’t last long.

Five pumps and I was coming. I heard her gasp when she felt it. Her instinct was to suddenly let go of my shaft, making me come hands-free. Then she tried to save the orgasm by grabbing my cock and beating it quickly, but it was too late: I was mostly drained.

“Sorry, Ben!” she said, pulling that long shaft out of me. She pulled it out too fast. I was scared my insides were going to come out with it, so I reached back and covered my hole with my hand—but everything was fine. After a minute, my hole was able to clench shut again. “I didn’t mean to ruin your orgasm, Ben.”

“It’s fine,” I said, embarrassed. I hated that she was acknowledging it. I found myself wishing that she would have just ignored it, along with my erection.

But it was over now. The whole embarrassing act was over and I felt like I could more-or-less go on with my life. It was nice to know that there was no pain—just a whole bunch of new, unusual feelings and lots of dull jabbing.

Though there was one new fear in my mind. What if I got an erection during the scene? What if I actually liked it, and ended up coming? What if my wife looked the scene up behind my back, and saw me taking it from behind, coming all over my own chest? Would she assume I liked it? Would she worry that I was secretly gay, or some sort of closet crossdresser?

I tried not to think of those issues. I had enough to think about. My biggest fear now was that I was embarrassing myself for nothing. I was afraid that I would show up at that shooting location just to be turned away.


CHAPTER 5
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Iwaited until Maeve left the house the next day. I was running out of time: I had to be at that location in twenty-four hours. I had so much to figure out, and Maeve was just driving into the city to meet an old friend for lunch. I figured I had three hours—that gave her an hour to get to the restaurant, an hour to have her lunch, and an hour to get home.

And just how much could I accomplish in an hour? I was about to find out.

I rushed into her closet, heart racing. I dug through her clothes, trying to find an outfit that I thought might look nice on me. I suddenly spotted an outfit that I’d forgotten about entirely. I bought it for Maeve three years earlier, for Christmas, along with a few other outfits. But she never wore it, even though she told me she liked it. “The right occasion has never come up,” she would always tell me when I asked why she never wore it. I think she just didn’t like it, which was upsetting, because I thought it would look adorable on her.

I figured I would give it some use now.

It was white on top, pink on bottom: a dress made from some sort of stretchy fabric, hugging my torso tightly. It had a black back just under my sternum, wrapping around the whole dress, dividing that white and pink. And it had a black collar at top, which I must admit was a bit tight, but it hid my Adam’s apple.

I didn’t need to put on a bra under the outfit. I found a couple of flesh-toned pads in Maeve’s closet, presumably from a bra, and the tight dress held them in place just fine, giving me the subtle bust of an A-cup girl.

Next, I dug through the lingerie box: outfits that were rarely ever touched, unless it was my birthday and I got to pick one outfit for Maeve to wear for fifteen minutes or so. I grabbed a pair of fishnet stockings and a pair of fishnet gloves.

I was a bit weirded out by the fact the outfit fit me so well. It framed me in a flattering way—at least from a feminine perspective. I stood in front of the mirror and did a few small spins, checking myself out from every angle. Was this how they wanted me at the shoot?

I really had no idea, but for one million dollars, I wasn’t going to take any risks. Would it be humiliating to show up and find out that they were going to do the dolling up for me? Sure. But would that be any more humiliating than being fucked by a man on camera? Definitely not. It seemed inconsequential at the end of the day… Though still terrifying. I wasn’t going to miss out on that million-dollar cheque.

I zipped over to my wife’s dresser, where her makeup was all set up. I quickly pushed some lipstick out from a tube. It was a pink color—a lucky first grab, as it matched the soft pink of my dress. I carefully applied the lipstick. Then I pushed little tubes and brushes around until I found the eyeliner.

I had a decent idea of what I was doing. I’d lived with Maeve for a decade. I’d seen her do her makeup over a thousand times. I’d never watched too closely or taken notes, but I felt like I knew enough. Not to mention all of the makeup I’d purchased for her, for birthdays, for holidays, and just when she ran out and asked me to grab certain things while I was out.

Though I wasn’t expecting the eyeliner to be so hard to apply. I had decently steady hands usually, but now, I was drawing shaky lines. They were no good, so I wiped them and reapplied and tried again—and again, and again, and again, until I had an even pair of lines over my eyes.

Then I applied some blush. That was easy. The eye shadow was a bit trickier than I anticipated, but I got it after a couple of tries.

I searched the junk closet, looking for an old wig I remembered Maeve buying for a Halloween costume a few years earlier. I got so mad at her for buying that wig. Our credit cards were nearly maxed out and we agreed we weren’t going to spend any money on Halloween, and then she showed up with that wig. “It was on sale,” she said, but I saw the receipt, and nearly had a heart attack when I saw she paid sixty bucks for the thing.

It had a bit of a waxy look to it, but it was smooth, long, and blonde, and did a decent job of changing my look, making me less recognizable. Now, I felt a tiny bit more comfortable with the idea of my screaming face being posted online for millions of monthly users to see, with a ripped man behind me, thrusting an erection into my asshole.

My legs began to wobble. I had to sit down. My heart was pounding so fast. I turned and saw myself in the mirror, looking reasonably feminine.

It still didn’t seem real, though it was starting to get awfully real. That scene was just twenty-four hours away. I was going to be living a real-life nightmare. A man—or maybe many men—were going to be thrusting in and out of me, coming in me, coming on me, sticking their cocks in my mouth, slapping me on the ass, humiliating me in the most extreme sense for thirty long minutes.

My skin was turning white. I took a moment to catch my breath. I didn’t have to do it. I would live without that million-dollar cheque. My wife would live without that million-dollar cheque. Maybe we would find another way to have a kid one day. Maybe we could sort out our finances and work towards out goals without having to resort to pornography.

A wave of calm washed over me, though it came with a tingling of dread. I didn’t have to do the shoot. Nobody was making me—and that was a relief in a way, but accepting that out meant accepting that there would be no paycheque.

And maybe that would mean I would be in debt forever. Maybe Maeve would eventually leave me to find a man who could provide for her, who could buy her a swimming pool and a horse, who could pay for the IVF treatments.

I had to keep the door open.

So I touched up my makeup. I practiced a few different stances in front of the mirror, determining which was the most feminine. Then, I fed myself a few lines. I cleared my throat and tried again. I tried putting on Maeve’s heels. I walked around the house. I kept stopping in front of the mirror, trying out different poses and facial expressions. I had no idea what I was doing, but I knew that I was getting closer and closer to something… better.

Then I saw the dildo that we experimented with the previous night. I stared at it for a long moment. I checked my phone to see a text from Maeve. “Just got to the city,” she said. I knew that she was at least an hour away. So I took that dildo to the couch. I nestled it between the couch cushions. I squirted some lubricant into my hand, rubbed my butthole, rubbed that tall cock—and then I started sitting down on it.

This time, it wasn’t quite so hard to get it in. Maybe I knew how to relax a bit better now, or maybe my hole was still a bit stretched from the last go. I made that tip push into me. It was a full feeling that took me a moment to remember. Then I sat down further, feeling that ribbed cock sliding into me. I began to rise and fall, keeping my eyes closed. I tried to summon some help, maybe from the back of my mind or maybe from a higher power. I straightened my back. I relaxed my shoulders, softening my pose. I let out a soft womanly moan. I bounced harder. I felt my long hair tickling my shoulders.

And this time, that pleasure came much faster. I felt it tingling inside of me. I felt a wave of warmth rushing through my lower section. It almost felt like someone was massaging the tip of my cock, but I looked and nothing was touching it. I kept bouncing. I moaned a bit louder. I felt that cock pushing far into my body, but now I was a bit more comfortable with that feeling. “Oh yeah,” I whispered. Then I tried speaking a bit louder, giving that feminine voice some practice.

“Oh God, yeah,” I moaned, clutching at my breasts. I suddenly felt nice. I felt good, and strangely excited. My head started spinning with new ideas, but I tried to stay in the moment. I pushed down deep and then I felt something cold against my bum. I looked down and gasped, seeing the base of the dildo pressed against my butt cheeks. I had the whole thing in my ass! Maeve hardly got more than half of it in the night before, but now I had eight thick inches inside of me, and I was pleasantly surprised that there was no pain. It actually felt kind of good.

I continued bouncing, working on balancing on my heels as I went up and down. I had no idea what they were expecting of me at the shoot, so I wanted to be ready.

I moaned loudly as an amazing pleasure washed over me. Then I felt a wetness rushing down my thighs. I opened my eyes and caught the end of my ejaculation. My cock was only half erect, but it was spraying streaks of cum across my pale legs. That thick cum was dripping down onto the floor. I blushed all over, standing up and pushing so that the dildo would slide out of me.

“Fuck,” I muttered, trembling all over for a long moment. I walked over to the mirror and spread my cheeks wide so I could see my gaping hole. I watched it slowly close. And then I let out a nervous sigh. Maybe this wasn’t going to be as terrible as I thought.

Don’t get me wrong: there were still so many horrifying unknown variables. Who was I going to be with? What were they going to do with me? Would they want to come on my face? Would they come in my mouth? What if they put me with two men? Three men? What if it was a wild scene with ten guys? What if someone tried to push a fist into my asshole?

My body was shivering as I thought of the possibilities.

But the biggest fear was no longer there. Now, I knew that it didn’t hurt. I knew that I could take it. I knew that it actually felt kind of nice. I knew that I could look like a girl, so I was less worried that they were going to reject me. And, after meeting with Tony and going to that spa day with Maeve, I was more certain that this wasn’t a scam.

I had an idea that I thought would settle some fears. I knew the website where the videos were posted, so I knew I could get a good idea of what to expect. I went onto that site and searched for that specific collection of movies.

And there I saw them all: First time cross-dressers, taking it from seasoned porn stars: ripped men with huge cocks.

I took a deep breath and clicked one. I saw a very womanly-looking man on his knees, with a well-endowed fellow shoving a thick cock into his sissy mouth. His lipstick was smeared all over his face and there were tears in his eyes… I reminded myself that the scene made him a millionaire.

Then there was the next video, a young man who was built much like me, in a schoolgirl outfit, bouncing on top of a strong man. Halfway through the video, another man walked up. He rolled the sissy over and started fucking him while the original man came around to have his cock sucked. The pair of men shared the sissy until they had both ejaculated on his millionaire face.

Then, there was the many-men cumshot scene. Fifteen men stood around a man dressed convincingly like a go-go dancer. They took turns using his mouth before coming on his face. It was the most chilling of the videos, but the man was never penetrated anally—so maybe it wasn’t so bad. Maybe it was just… degrading and gross.

Finally, I came across a video that made my bones chill: a young man with a surprisingly cute face and pretty bangs, bent over a man, with a cock in his ass. It seemed fairly standard at first, and then a second man came in. Instead of swapping out, the new man pressed his cock in, stretching the young man’s hole to fit two dicks at once. But that wasn’t the end. After fucking the poor soul for five long minutes, a third man came in. The two men made room without pulling out. The third man awkwardly squeezed in, pushing his cock between the other two—stretching that hole even wider. It took the three men a few screaming minutes to get inside of the poor young crossdresser, but soon, they were all thrusting: stretching that sad young guy out, probably permanently.

But a million bucks is surely enough for anal reconstruction surgery… right?

I couldn’t watch anymore. Watching a single second was a big mistake. Now, I was panicking. Could I really be in one of those videos? Would I really reduce myself to taking it from a stranger—or maybe three strangers at the same time?

My heart was beating faster and faster. I put everything away, making sure it was where I found it. I got into the shower, but I had to lower myself down because my legs wouldn’t stop shaking.

Did I really want a million dollars? Was it really worth it?


CHAPTER 6
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It was a dark studio, in an area that I didn’t recognize. The hallway past the entrance was long: seemingly miles, but somehow, I made it from one end to the other in a minute. The woman guiding me had a headset on. She never talked to me, but she spoke the whole time to a crew I couldn’t see. She kept looking back at me, eyeing me up and down, as if she was trying to decide if my outfit was good enough.

I couldn’t understand a word she was saying to her team, as if she was speaking another language.

The lights flickered. The place was cold, and it smelled like peeling rust. How could this company afford to give me a million dollars if they couldn’t afford a basic renovation?

The woman opened a door and pointed me inside. It was bright in the room, and very, very pink. The pink glow made me wince, and it took my eyes a moment to adjust to see the large king-sized bed and the corners piled with large stuffed animals. “Get her in here!” yelled out a thin man with a long, twirly moustache. He was sitting in front of a stack of monitors, but I couldn’t see any cameras. Maybe they were in the dark corners of the large room, beyond the pink set walls.

“Is my makeup okay?” I asked, but my voice apparently wasn’t heard. The woman with the headset grabbed me by the wrist and led me to the bed. There, I saw a large teddy bear with a cock strapped on around its waist.

“Use the lube on the bed, please,” said the director, who was now the only person in the room. The woman with the headset was gone. At least there wasn’t a gigantic crowd watching me. At least this seemed to be going fairly quickly. They only said thirty minutes, right?

“Are we starting?” I asked, feeling frozen in the middle of the room. I kept looking around, waiting for my movie partner to show up. Or did they just want solo stuff? Was it really going to be so easy?

“We’ve already started. Please lubricate the dildo and commence.”

I took a deep breath. I wanted to take one last look in the mirror. I knew that my makeup was good: I spent hours that morning perfecting it—but was it good enough? Had it faded between my house and that studio? Was it smudged? Why wasn’t there a makeup artist rushing over to check me before they started rolling?

“Now please!” yelled the director.

My heart raced. I walked over to the bed and reached for the lubricant. My hands were trembling, naturally. But I knew it would be over soon. Soon, I would be a millionaire and I could work on forgetting all of this. Maybe I could even pay some hypnotist to make me forget it all, as if it never happened.

I turned the bottle of lube over and squirted tons onto that dildo. I wasn’t worried about wasting it; it wasn’t mine and I wanted this to be as smooth as possible. I must have squirted half of that bottle, but nobody said anything. I got on my knees next to the bear and started giving him a handjob, sliding that lubricant up and down, making sure he was evenly coated.

“Pump him faster,” said the director. Now, with the lights pointed at me, I couldn’t see beyond that set; I couldn’t see the director, and I couldn’t tell if there were more people in that room. That director had been watching monitors, so there were surely cameras somewhere. Maybe they were hidden. Maybe they were remotely operated and they only needed the one man to run the show.

I jerked the bear off quickly. Lubricant gushed in all directions, even trickling down my wrist.

“Now mount him,” that voice called out.

I took a deep breath. It had already been a minute. Just twenty-nine to go. I turned around, on my hands and knees, and I backed up against the bear. I reached back and gripped that lubricated dildo. I felt silly more than anything. Embarrassed—sure—but mostly just silly, like I was pretending. I couldn’t imagine anyone wanting to watch this, even though I really did look like a girl. I looked pretty too, with help from Maeve. She gave me a few pointers and even helped with the eyeshadow, creating a beautiful gradient that looked like something you would see in a beauty magazine. My skin looked so soft, and so feminine. That dress was outrageously cute one me.

I pushed that tip into my butthole, doing a good job of remaining unclenched. I’d spent the morning with a butt plug in my ass: something I bought for Maeve five years earlier, but she never used it. “It’s just weird,” she told me. I regretted spending the forty bucks on it, until that morning. Now, my hole was prepared for that big bear dildo.

I pushed myself back, letting it slide into me. I kept my eyes closed, trying my hardest to pretend like nobody was watching.

“Bounce,” said that bodyless voice, echoing in that large, dark studio. So I rocked back and forth, letting it slide in and out, deeper and deeper with each revolution.

I looked up and was shocked to see that there was a large mirror in front of me. It was a pleasant addition to the room, letting me see myself, to know how girly I was looking. Now, I looked properly feminine, rocking slowly and gracefully.

I felt that thick dildo sliding deeper into my body. I felt the bulging tip and those rubbed veins rubbing me just where I liked them. I let a small smile slip, and then I fought it back. I didn’t want them to know that I was liking it. I wasn’t liking it! This was humiliating. I was just doing it for the money. I had to keep reminding myself…

“Get it deeper!” that voice rang out. I pushed myself back, pushing that long dildo further into my sissified body. I let out a moan, feeling it pushing to new depths. “Spread your legs for the cameras.”

I widened my legs and leaned my body back. I looked down and saw the base of that strap-on now against my bum. I gasped and then I bit my lip. I could see the rim of my asshole, stretched and a slight shade of red, hugging that toy as glistening lubricant globbed around it. “Shit,” I moaned.

“Get on top of the bear,” said the director. “Bounce on him.”

I pushed the bear onto his back and I climbed up on top of him. Then I looked to the side and saw a face standing by the wall: Maeve. She was watching with a blank sort of look on her face. Her skin was white. Why was she there? Did she come to watch? Did she think she was giving me support? I didn’t want her there. I didn’t want her to see any of this.

I closed my eyes. I needed that money, so I tried to pretend like she wasn’t there. I just had to survive another twenty-five minutes.

“Bounce!” yelled the director.

So I bounced, up and down, letting that long dildo slide in and out of my body. “Open your eyes!” he yelled, so I opened my eyes. “Watch that cock while it fucks you!”

I looked down and watched as the cock slid in and out. I never realized how big it was: nearly ten inches of rubber cock, sliding fully into my body. I gasped again before letting out a long moan. Then I remembered that Maeve was watching. I looked over. That horror was still on her face.

And it was about to get worse.

I suddenly felt two hands on my hips. I looked back and saw a man: a tall, jacked man with thick arms and a chiseled jaw. He groaned deeply as he felt my body. I froze. “Playing with your toys again?” he asked. “Naughty girl.”

I stuttered, speechless. He was naked, glistening, and erect. His cock was as long as my forearm—and maybe as thick too. He lifted me up and pushed the stuffed bear away. “You’re better off with the real thing,” he grunted, flipping me onto my butt. Then he climbed onto the bed, tilting his massive erection down, pointing his tip at my lips. I knew what he wanted, but I didn’t know if I could do it—not even for a million bucks.

“Suck him!” yelled the invisible director.

I could only see Maeve, staring with wide-eyed horror. Why was she there? Why did she come? God, this didn’t have to be quite so humiliating. It was bad enough without her there.

“Suck the man or go home!” the director yelled, starting to sound angry.

I couldn’t waste that opportunity. I’d come too far. So I took a deep breath and opened my mouth; he did the rest, sliding his cock inside, along my tongue. He pushed his tip to the back of my throat. His girth stretched out my lips. I gagged and I didn’t even have a third of his length in my mouth.

It was warm.

I felt it throbbing.

I could feel his veins, and they weren’t like that dildo: these were real and pumping blood into that impressive cock.

“Stroke it, sweetie,” he growled. I took my trembling hand and clutched his shaft. I slowly pumped him while I sucked what I could. I felt tears in my eyes knowing Maeve was watching: watching her husband’s complete humiliation.

I could taste him: like nothing at first, but then there was a little burst of sweetness, and a touch of stickiness. I knew it was pre-cum. He let out another deep growl before grabbing a handful of my hair. Luckily, I had about ten bobby pins holding that wig down, but it made his grip hurt a bit. He began to pull my head into his lap. I felt his cock suddenly pushing down my throat. I couldn’t breathe. I felt my face turning dark red. Then he suddenly let me go and I gasped for air.

I looked up at his face. He was smiling. How did I end up in this position? When that golden ticket appeared in my mailbox, I just thought it was a dumb joke. Now, I was being face-fucked by a well-endowed porn star.

“Okay—enough foreplay!” yelled the director.

The male star didn’t need any further direction. He pulled out his cock and then he flipped me over, making me gasp once more. He pushed up the skirt of my dress and then he grabbed my panties and ripped them away with a hard tug. “Oh God,” I moaned. He slapped his cock between my cheeks, rubbed it up and down, and then his tip found my hole.

“Fuck her already!” yelled that director.

I made the mistake of looking to the side, at Maeve. I saw her betrayed eyes. I saw that she was hurt, but now, there was nothing I could do. I felt him sliding into me. He made that dildo feel like a Sharpie. “Oh my God!” I yelled. He pushed in deep. He gripped my sides hard, and then he started fucking me, picking up speed quickly.

My body went limp and numb. My blonde hair was all around me. I reached around for something to grab, eventually finding those pinks sheets. I held on tight, but he was railing me hard, fucking me with every inch he had—and he had a dozen.

I felt his shifting foreskin and his pulsing veins. This was no dildo: this was a real erection, built for brutal pornography. He fucked me until my eyes were rolling into the back of my head—and then he kept fucking me. My God, I could actually feel each and every inch, sliding in and out. My eyes were now rolling back into my head. My mouth was open and I was drooling. I began to groan.

I could feel his hard muscles rubbing against my body. And then, it started to feel nice—really nice—so nice that I couldn’t stop myself from moaning out in pleasure. He was hitting a sweet spot. My legs started trembling—and then I started saying things that I couldn’t control. “Oh yeah, fuck me harder. Just like that. Fuck me so hard. Oh yeah. That feels so fucking good.”

And he was really fucking me, slapping his hard pelvis against my ass.

“She’s ready for the next guy! What’s taking so long!” the director yelled, and then my heart plunged far into my gut. The next guy? Was this a group scene?

I heard the footsteps. The original man rolled me over, getting under me with me on top, facing him. He used his hands to spread my butt cheeks, without pulling his cock out of my body. I gasped, knowing what was coming.

Then I felt that second tip, pushing against my filled hole, trying to make that anus stretch enough for two.

“N—No,” I whispered. But they were determined. I felt him pushing. I tried to clench, but the rough fucking had me weak, unable to fight back. Suddenly, the newcomer penetrated, and I felt a horrible stretching. “Oh God!” I screamed, but he was still determined to push in.

“Just get the third guy in here! We’re running out of time!” the director shouted.

I couldn’t look back, but I could look to the side, to see Maeve, crying as she watched. She was so ashamed of me.

The second man got up high, mounting me from above. Then came the third man, pushing his erection between them, prying them apart to make an even bigger hole.

I have to admit that it hurt so bad that it quickly went numb. It was like having an entire fist in my ass—or maybe more.

It took them a minute to get into me, but once they were in, it started right away: the thrusting. I had to close my eyes. I had to picture that million-dollar cheque. I groaned, feeling numb down below while they used me like a cheap sex doll.

And then the director screamed out and made that morning even more humiliating. “She’s coming! Get a tight shot of her coming!”

I managed to open my eyes to see my erection, sticking out in the open, spraying come across my chest and onto my own face. It felt so good, but that just made it so much worse. I hated that it felt good. I hated that I couldn’t control all of the blissful sounds I was making. I hated that my body was convulsing, even after the cumshot was over.

The man on top groaned. He pulled out with a loud gushing sound. Then he gripped his cock firmly and started blasting me, coating me with his thick cum. Before he was finished, I felt one of the cocks erupting inside of me. I felt that thick cum gushing out of me as the men pumped my hole. And then the final man pulled out and rushed around. His cock was slicked and dripping with another man’s load. He pushed his tip to my lips and before I could open my mouth wide enough, he started coming.

I opened my mouth, lapping that cum up with my tongue, still moaning as the euphoria surged through me. Then I saw Maeve, standing against the wall, tears in her eyes. It wasn’t worth the money.

Even though it felt good, it wasn’t worth the money.

Even though it didn’t hurt very much, it wasn’t worth the money.

Even though I was unrecognizable, and I was sure that my friends would never find that video, it wasn’t worth the money.

All that mattered to me was Maeve.


CHAPTER 7
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“Wake up!” Maeve said, shaking me. I jumped up, gasping, covered in beads of sweat, even though the room was cold. “Are you okay? Are you having a fever?”

“W—What?” I said.

“You were screaming. Well, not screaming. It was like muffled screaming. You sounded like you were being hurt! I’ve been trying to wake you up for like the past five minutes.”

“You have?” I said, shaking my head slowly, coming out from my daze.

“So you’re okay then, right?” she asked.

And it took a long moment to realize the whole thing had been a dream. It was still the night before the shoot. I never went to that studio and I never performed in that scene. “I—I’m okay,” I said. “I just had a bad dream.”

“I mean—it sounded bad,” she said, suddenly with a small smile. “But at first, it almost sounded like you were having a sex dream. You were moaning a lot, but then it started getting… dark. What did you dream about?”

I stared into her eyes. “You,” I said.

“Me? Was I in trouble?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so, in a way,” I said. “But you’re fine. Oh God, you’re fine, and I’m so relieved.”

“You need to be up in an hour to get ready for your shoot,” she said. “You should probably try and get that extra hour of sleep.”

“You can turn off the alarm,” I said.

“What? What do you mean?”

“I’m not going to do it,” I said.

She turned silent. Her eyes narrowed, and then her head tilted to the side. “You aren’t going to do the shoot?”

I nodded my head. “I don’t want to put you through that.”

“But the money,” she said.

“I don’t care about the money,” I said. “I only care about you—and I know you don’t care about the money.”

“That’s fine, Ben,” she said, suddenly smiling. It looked like she was holding back a big smile. “But have you thought about this? Are you sure you’re willing to let this opportunity pass?”

“I’m positive,” I said. “We’ll figure out another way to make things work.”

“Ben… Are you sure about this? Because if you change your mind in a few hours, it will be too late.”

“I’m sure,” I said.

“A million dollars.”

“Don’t want it,” I said.

She smiled again. Then she hugged me. “I really didn’t want you to do it,” she whispered. “I’m so happy you aren’t doing it.” Then she kissed me on the lips. “We can pretend like none of this ever happened.”

“Well just wait,” I said. “I guess I should say that the option is yours. I’ll do it if it’s something you want—if you really want the million. I will do it for you, just say the word.”

“I’m fine without it,” she smiled.

“And I’ll come clean about something—there’s debt you don’t know about: another fifteen thousand, on top of the debt you’re already aware of. I took out a loan and never paid it back. My hours have been cut at work. We aren’t making what we used to make. I’ve been afraid to tell you. So we’re in a tough spot. I’ll understand if you want me to go through with the shoot. I’ll do it for you—but only for you.”

She stared into my eyes. “Another fifteen thousand?” she said softly. And now it really did look like she was considering the offer. “I wish you would have told me.”

“I wanted to. I really did. I was afraid. I don’t want you to leave me, even though you probably deserve better. I want to provide for you, Maeve. I really do. But I want you to have a husband that you respect. I don’t know that you would have a ton of respect for me if I went through with this shoot. I don’t think a ton of money would make you happier than you knowing that I belong to you and you only—not to some porn star guy or to millions of viewers on the Internet. Again—if it’s what you want, don’t worry about me; I’ll tough it out and be fine. But I think I know you well enough.”

“You do know me,” she said. “I never wanted you to do it. I thought the money would make you happy. So let’s just pretend like none of this happened. We’ll go on with our lives as they were, before we got the ticket.”

I looked down at my lap. I felt my cheeks turning red and I bit down on the corner of my lip. “There’s one thing that we could do differently now,” I said softly.

Her eyebrows raised up. Then I smirked and went to grab her dildo. “I, uh, actually kind of liked this.” I felt so vulnerable standing in the middle of our bedroom, holding up the toy cock. “It felt good.”

“Really?” she said, also blushing. “Because, um… I kind of liked doing it.”

“You did?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “It was fun making you moan like that. I guess that’s always been a weird fantasy of mine.”

“It doesn’t have to be weird,” I said.

“Want to try it again?” she asked, biting her lip again.

“Now?”

“Why not?”

“Sure,” I said. I approached her.

“Wait,” she said suddenly. Her face turned dark red. “What if… What if you got dressed up, as if you were going to do that shoot—just so I can see what it would look like.” She pressed her lips thin. “It might just be fun, I don’t know.”

“Really? O—Okay. That could be fun. Are you into that?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Just me and you—no movie crew.”

I laughed. I felt vulnerable, but I felt like we were being vulnerable together. I felt closer to her than ever before. Maybe that crazy offer did come to us for a reason. Maybe it was meant to end up in our mailbox, even though I never did end up going through with the shoot. I never got that million-dollar cheque either, but I really wasn’t too worried about it.

Maeve and I had fun that early morning. It took me thirty minutes to make myself pretty, then we kissed and rolled around together for another thirty. Once the dildo was inside of me, there was plenty of moaning and shaking—and even some laughing too. We fucked until the sun was up. We both had to shower afterwards, covered in sweat, cum, and lube. We showered together, giggling like a couple of young girls.

The universe came through for me. That debt was gone after a few months, thanks to a little side hustle that I started with Maeve. We decided to make our own little business, teaching guys how to find their feminine side, helping them flourish as convincing, pretty girls. At first, we were getting a client each week, coming to our house, trying on outfits, practicing speech. It was something that came to me naturally. After about twelve weeks, we were getting a new client every couple of days.

Maybe I never went to that shoot. Maybe I never got that money. But that offer definitely did change my life.

THE END
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DOUBLE DATE


Ken, an amateur theatre actor, has heard a lot about one of his wife’s co-workers, Markus, the awkward office loner. Ken can’t wait to see the man he’s heard so many stories about, but when he finally gets his chance, he doesn’t expect to feel so bad for him.

But Ken has an idea to help the poor guy out, to hoist him out from his shell. It involves going behind his wife’s back with a couple friends from his theatre group, dressing up like a lady, and making Markus feel like he can have any girl he wants.


CHAPTER 1
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I’d heard my wife talking about Markus before. The first time she mentioned him we were at the mall, getting lunch in the food court. There was a man in a suit sitting alone at a table. He looked like a normal enough person, though he was strangely staring forward, seemingly at nothing. My wife, Laureen, looked at the man and said, “Oh, I thought that was Markus for a minute.” And of course I asked who she was talking about.

Markus was one of her co-workers at the insurance company she worked at. He worked three cubicles down from my wife, and never spoke to anyone unless spoken to. Apparently, he was always the first person in the office, and he was the last person to leave.

Laureen had some friends from work over one afternoon and I overheard them gossiping about the guy. “I heard his wife died five years ago,” one of the girls said about the quiet man.

“Really? I heard that he’s gay,” said another.

I don’t know why they found the man so interesting. They didn’t talk like that about any of the other guys at the office, and there were forty people who worked just on their floor.

But I have to say, I was curious. I’d heard so many rumours—some of which were quite out there. One of Laureen’s friends even said, “I heard he killed a person and then got away with it on a technicality, like OJ Simpson.” I had an image in my mind of what the guy looked like: like a shady character from a horror movie—the mentally-slow groundskeeper who turns out to be the evil killer.

I was excited to catch a glimpse of the mystery man at the staff Christmas party. As soon as we arrived at that rented hotel ballroom, I started looking around, trying to see if I couldn’t identify Markus in the large crowd of insurance workers. It only took me five minutes before I caved and asked my wife to point him out. She looked around and then shrugged her shoulders. “I guess he’s not here yet,” she said.

And throughout the rest of that night, I kept asking, whenever someone new showed up for the party. “Is that him?”

“No, I’ll tell you when he’s here,” she said, rolling her eyes. He didn’t end up showing up. I was a bit disappointed—until we saw him on our way home.

We were walking from the hotel to the subway station when my wife put her arm in front of me, to stop me. “Look,” she said, pointing at a pizza-by-the-slice joint. “That’s him.” Sitting alone at a long counter by the window was Markus, in a black suit, nice shoes, his hair slicked back properly. He was eating a slice of pizza, staring down at the counter. I’d expected someone much, much different. I’d expected a good laugh more than anything. But I couldn’t laugh at the man I was looking at now. He looked so normal, so nice, but so dejected. There was something very sad about him sitting there, alone, just a couple blocks away from the staff Christmas party.

He looked like he was dressed up for that party, but he didn’t quite make it—like he chickened out at the last minute. But why? “Should we go and say hello?” I asked Laureen.

“No, he likes to be left alone,” she said.

We went home, but I felt bad about the whole thing. I was pretty sure my wife was wrong—I don’t think that man liked being left alone. I think he was used to being left alone—painfully used to it. He looked like a man who was too shy to reach out. I could only imagine him shuffling back to his small studio apartment with his hands stuffed into his pockets. I could only imagine his horribly quiet apartment, still just as quiet with the television turned to some re-run he’d already seen ten times before.

I don’t know why I felt so bad for the guy. But the next day, I even asked my wife to go and talk to him. “Try to get to know the guy,” I said. “Maybe he doesn’t talk much because he thinks no one wants to talk to him.”

“I try to talk to him all of the time. He just doesn’t have anything to say,” Laureen said.

“Well, try to figure out what he’s interested in. He’s probably just not interested in whatever you’ve tried talking to him about,” I said.

Laureen gave me a funny look and then she laughed. “Why do you care so much?” she asked.

I just shrugged my shoulders. “I just feel bad for the guy,” I said. Though I don’t really know why I even cared. I’m sure the world is filled with loners like Markus, and it wasn’t my job to make them feel better about their lives. But still, I liked to think that something could be done—like the poor guy just needed a little bit of a hand to have the life he wanted.

“Fine, I’ll ask him what he’s interested in,” Laureen said with a snicker.

So I went to work and anxiously awaited the results of the questioning. It was the first thing I asked my wife when she walked in the door that evening. “Well?” I said. “What’s the verdict?”

“He said he likes theatre and art, just like you,” Laureen said. “Are you happy?”

“Really? What’s his favourite play?

She stared at me with a blank expression for a moment and then said, “I don’t know, Ken. I didn’t ask. It’s not something I know anything about.”

“Well you can ask him about it, maybe that would make him feel more comfortable.”

She sighed and walked over to me. She put her hands on my shoulders and looked into my eyes, and she smiled. “You’re very sweet, babe, but I just have nothing in common with the man. If you’re so interested, you can bring him out with your theatre troupe buddies. But I’m not going to just talk to him out of pity. He’s not a moron, Ken. He could tell that I was just giving him a pity conversation. No one wants charity.”

My wife went off to take a hot bath. And I found myself sitting in my chair, with Markus stuck on my mind. Maybe my wife was right—maybe no one does want charity. But surely everyone wants to be noticed and included.


CHAPTER 2
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My wife wasn’t totally honest with me that night. She put on a good act, though. But I could tell that I’d opened up a whole new can of worms: she was starting to feel bad for Markus. The next night, when she got home from work, she asked me, “Are there any single girls in your theatre troupe?”

“Why?” I asked.

“Well, I wandered over to Markus’s cubicle today, and I noticed one of the tabs on his internet browser was for an online dating website. I think he’s lonely.” I stared into my wife’s eyes, and I watched as her cheeks turned red, as she realized her own hypocrisy. “What?” she said. “So I feel a bit bad for the guy.”

“I’ll ask around,” I said. I was meeting up with my theatre troupe that night. But I already knew for a fact that there were no single ladies in the group. There were only two women in the troupe, and their husbands were both part of the troupe as well.

I told my theatre friends about Markus, and they all had the same reaction I had when I first heard about the guy. He was a hard man to describe, because he looked so normal. There was something very sad about the man, but it wasn’t something that I knew how to put into words. They all just shrugged their shoulders and said, “If he acts, he’s welcome to come audition for the troupe.” I tried explaining the situation again, but I got the same careless reaction. I wished I would have taken a photo of the man I saw in that pizza parlour window. He wasn’t sad or crying or deflated when I saw him in that window—he was just sitting upright, like a normal person, but somehow that only made him seem sadder.

It was Richard, one of my closer friends, who came up to me after our session, with his wife. “You’re really worried about this Markus guy, huh?” he said.

“I just feel bad for the guy,” I said.

“Have you talked to him about it?” asked Richard’s wife, Marie.

“I’ve never talked to him at all,” I said.

They both gave me strange looks. “Maybe you should try reaching out to him before going around trying to find others to reach out to him,” he said with a laugh. And it was a good point. I was being somewhat of a hypocrite—telling everyone how sad it was that no one talks to the guy, as I’ve never talked to the guy before in my life. So maybe Richard was right—maybe I needed to reach out to Markus before going around and telling everyone else to put in the effort.

My wife was asleep when I got home from my theatre troupe meet-up, so I decided I would talk to her tomorrow about setting up a meet-up with Markus. I was ready to talk about it when my wife came home from work the next afternoon, but she beat me to it. “I found something out about Markus today,” she said.

“Oh really?” I said.

“He’s never been with a woman before,” she said. She said it quietly, as if she didn’t want anyone to overhear, not that there was anyone nearby who could possibly overhear.

I stared at my wife, confused. “And how did you find this out?”

“Well, when he left for lunch, he left his computer on. I snuck over to his cubicle and just took a quick peek at his internet dating profile—just to get his username.”

I felt a churning in my heart. Now I really felt bad for the guy. He was quickly turning into something like a zoo exhibit. “Why did you do that?” I asked.

“Well, me and a few of the other girls decided to make a fake profile, and chat him up—you know, to learn a little bit more about him. It was only an hour of casual back and forth before he opened up and admitted that he’s never been with a woman before. He hasn’t even been on a date since he was in high-school.”

“So what?” I said.

“So, he’s lonely. I felt so bad. He asked the fake profile out on a date. You could tell that it took a lot of courage, just by the way he worded the proposal. It was hard to say no to him.”

“Why did you guys say no?” I asked.

She laughed. “What do you mean? The profile wasn’t real. I don’t know if you know this, Ken, but you and me are married,” she said.

Poor Markus had been turned into some sort of social experiment. I had a feeling Laureen’s friends were all laughing at him, while me and Laureen were pitying the guy. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it must be like, being pitied half of your life and mocked the other half. He seemed like such a normal, gentle man—who just happened to pick the shortest stick in the pile.

“But now I feel bad,” Laureen said.

“No kidding.”

“I want to make it right, but I don’t know how. I asked all of my friends if they knew anyone who might be interested. I just got crickets, Ken. What am I supposed to do now?”

“Maybe I can meet with the guy and help him out,” I said.

“Really? You would do that?” Laureen said, her eyes glowing.

“Sure, why not? He probably just needs a good push in the right direction. Maybe I could take him out to a bar or something, teach him how to talk to girls.”

Laureen planted a nice kiss on my forehead. She wrote down Markus’s phone number on a little piece of paper before going off to take her nightly bath. I didn’t call Markus that night, nor the next day for that matter. I wanted to, but there was something stopping me. It just seemed so uninvited, and possibly rude. Was it rude though? I mean, I didn’t know the man and the man didn’t know me. And if I called him and asked him to meet up with me, then he would know that Laureen was gossiping about him behind his back, going around and getting everyone to pity him.
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We started working on a new play that week. It was written by one of the senior members of the troupe—written a few months before Ellen got pregnant and left the group, and a few months before Carl, Peter’s friend, joined the group. So there was an open female part and too few male parts. And as usual, I got stuck playing the extra woman. This time, there wasn’t even a discussion—everyone just looked over at me as if it wasn’t worth discussing.

It was the third time in two years that I would play a woman in a play, pretty much just because I was smaller than the other guys, and because I could do a pretty spot-on female voice. I should have never shown them my female voice—then maybe I would have gotten a shot at one of the male parts in the play—all of which had more lines than the role I got stuck with. But I wasn’t complaining. I was just happy to be part of the production. Plus, every time I got stuck playing a girl, the guys would always promise me one of the lead roles in one of the future productions. I got to play Hamlet a few years before.

This play was called Francesco’s Big Dream, and I was going to play Katie, the ditsy slut. It was a three-act play, and my part only existed in the first two acts, in the opening scene and then in all of the main character, Francesco’s dream sequences. It was a funny enough play and everyone was happy with their roles. I was just happy for the acting challenge. I’d played a lot of characters before, but never a ditsy slut.

After doing a table read, we went down to the theatre’s storage room and found the perfect wig—long and straight and jet black. It fit my head perfectly, and it actually framed my face quite nicely. I instantly started trying out different inflections for my character. I got a good laugh out of the rest of the group.

As the others started digging around, trying to find the keys to their characters, I found a box filled with jewellery, and an old makeup kit. I set it all aside and marked it with a sticky note, so the other troupes that used the same theatre knew I was using it—even though it looked like it hadn’t been touched in almost a decade.

The new guy, Carl, was cast as the loner character, who is always jealous of Francesco. It was a smaller role, but the new guys always got the smaller roles. I didn’t think much of Carl’s part until we all met up for the second table read, in character, and Carl was dressed up, looking exactly like Markus. He had the same black suit on, the same glasses, the same slicked-back hair-do. He even mustered up the same slow, collected mannerisms that I saw from Markus during that brief sighting at the pizza parlour.

“Hey Katie, it’s your line,” Peter said from across the table. We always called one another by our character names, to help stay in character. I shook my head and looked down at my script. I was so distracted by Carl’s outfit. And now, I couldn’t stop thinking about Markus, how the poor guy was probably sitting alone in his apartment, waiting for someone to reach out to him.

I read my line and then flipped a few pages ahead to my next line and I waited.

And while I waited, Carl had his first line. “People would like me if they knew I existed,” he said. His character was supposed to be comic relief—so pathetic that it was supposed to be funny. Everyone laughed at the line, except for me. I couldn’t laugh, knowing that it was actually a reality for Markus.

As I waited for my next line, I had a strange idea: what if I went on a date with Markus? Of course it didn’t have to go anywhere (and it couldn’t go anywhere, because I didn’t have the anatomy for it to go anywhere, and not to mention, I was married), but maybe it would be enough of a confidence booster to get Markus back on his feet. If a girl asked him out, maybe it would shake the idea in his head that he wasn’t dateable—

“Katie, it’s your line,” someone said, snapping me out from the depths of my mind. I looked down at my script and gave a mediocre reading. After reading the line, I looked up. Richard was staring at me with a tilted glance.

He came up to me after the session, as I was changing out from my wig and tight little dress. “Hey man, what’s going on with you? Your head was somewhere else today,” he said.

“It’s that Markus guy I told you about. I just feel so bad for the guy.”

“Still? I think you just need to let this go.”

“But if I let it go, who’s going to help the guy out?” I said. I still couldn’t figure out why I felt like it was somehow my duty to help the man.

“He’s an adult, he can help himself.”

I looked around to make sure no one else was listening. “What if I went on a date with him?” I said. “Like, as Katie. He doesn’t know me, so it’s not like he could recognize me, right?”

Now Richard was staring at me with wide eyes. “You’re not serious, are you?” he said, without blinking.

“Yeah, why not? I mean, it would basically just be acting, right? A couple hours of staying in character, and the man’s life could be changed forever.”

Richard just stared at me. “You really aren’t kidding,” he said.

“I just want the guy to be happy. Is that so much to ask?” I said.

A smirk grew on his face. “If you really are thinking about doing this, you need to bring me along. Hey—it could be a double date! Me and Marie, you and this Markus guy.”

“I don’t know about that… He doesn’t even know you.”

“I thought he didn’t know you either,” Richard said.

His wife walked up with a big smile on her face. “What are you guys talking about?” she asked.

Richard looked over at her with that big grin. “You won’t even believe this,” he said, and then he explained the idea to her.

His big grin dropped when Marie turned to me with a smile and said, “I think that’s a great idea. It sounds like it could really benefit this guy.”

“So you aren’t the only one who’s lost your mind,” Richard said to me with a laugh. It was nice to hear that his wife thought it was a good idea. To me, it made nothing but sense. I could still remember when I was nineteen, having never been on a date before. Asking a girl out was extraordinarily difficult. But once I got the first date out of my system, it wasn’t so bad. Markus was just stuck in that loop—and I had the opportunity to break it. Not to mention, the opportunity to practice my acting skills for the big play.
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Ididn’t drive home right away. Instead, I sat in my car and stared at my phone. I had Markus’s number punched in, ready to be dialled, but what would I say? I kept telling myself how insane the idea was, but the thought of not going through with it made me even more uncomfortable than the thought of going through with it.

I didn’t dial that number. I needed to spend more time thinking about my little scheme. Besides, my mother always told me growing up, “Always sleep before making big decisions.” It’s a good rule to live by—I can’t tell you how many times I dodged poor life decisions with that little bit of advice.

I was slow to fall asleep that night, with the idea dancing around in my brain—the thought that I was actually capable of doing something like that. I must have spent hours running through possible conversations in my head, to actually convince Markus that I was not just a woman, but I was a woman who was legitimately interested in going on a date with him.

Luckily, I didn’t have to come up with any sort of pitch. I woke up to my wife asking me if I’d asked around my theatre troupe, to see if there were any singles potentially interested in Markus. My heart skipped a beat as I looked her in the eyes. “Yeah, there was one girl who was interested,” I said.

“Really? What’s her name? Do you have her picture?”

I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes. It’s a good thing my chest was covered by the blanket, so Laureen couldn’t see my heart pounding against my ribcage. “Her name is Katie. I don’t have her picture. She’s new to the troupe,” I said. “She seemed very interested when I mentioned him to her.”

My wife kissed me on the forehead. “Thanks, babe!” she said before leaving for work.

So it was settled: I was really going to go through with it. I was going to go on a date—or I should say, an acting exercise—with Markus. In a way, it was a mutually beneficial thing. Markus gets to go on a date, I get to hone my acting skills, and we all get to feel better about the whole situation. With any luck, Markus would leave the date feeling confident. I could shower him with compliments all night and really boost his ego, so he wouldn’t have to spend his nights alone. He could actually go out and live his life, and I could live with a warm fuzziness in my heart, knowing that I saved him from his loneliness.

But as the day dragged on, I started to regret the insane idea. The more I thought about it with a clear mind, the more I began to realize it wasn’t such a well-thought-out plan. What if Markus can tell that I’m really a man? My female voice was pretty good, but was it that good? And what if I slipped? Or what if Richard or his wife slipped, accidentally calling me Ken or something? Maybe the whole double date idea was a bad one…

And worse, what if Laureen wants to meet Katie? What if she does some investigating and finds out that Katie is just the name of the character I was playing in the play—and that there is no Katie in the theatre troupe?

That afternoon, when I got into my car to start back towards my house, I began hoping that Laureen would come home and tell me that Markus said no to the proposal. Maybe the poor guy was better off alone, without everyone’s sympathy and charity. Or maybe Laureen didn’t get around to asking, and I still had time to tell her that Katie was no longer interested.

But Laureen did have time, and Markus was interested. “You should have seen his face light up,” Laureen told me. “I’ve never seen him like that before. He said that he’s free on Friday night.”

I felt my heart plunge into my stomach. What had I gotten myself into? I thought about telling her that Katie backed out, but I just couldn’t handle the idea of Markus’s hopes being crushed, and I don’t think I could have put Laureen through the torture of having to tell him that the date wasn’t going ahead.

“Friday night? We’re rehearsing that night,” I said, lying. The glow in Laureen’s eyes started to wane. “But we aren’t doing any of Katie’s scenes, so that should be fine,” I said. “I’ll let her know.”

Laureen gave me a nice kiss on the lips and then she went to take her nightly bath, leaving me with a lot of anxiety and a lot of planning that needed to be done.

I sent Richard a text message, telling him to leave his Friday night open. I was also sure to include, “Let’s also make sure this is just a one-time thing.”

It was a minute before he replied. “Holy shit, you’re actually doing it.”

I laughed nervously at the message. I actually was doing it—but I had to struggle and strain to remember why. My head was spinning. I had so much to do. I needed to figure out a backstory. I needed to figure out a way to introduce myself. I needed to figure out what I was going to wear. And I still needed to figure out if I could even be a convincing woman. Sure, my theatre-mates all thought I was convincing, but they also knew I was actually a man. Had I ever acted before an audience and fooled them into thinking I was really a chick? Even the audience got the play bill…

Once my wife was asleep that night, I slipped out of bed and went to the computer to look up some tips. I could do a pretty good voice and I could dress the part, but I needed to be spot-on for Friday—which was just three days away.
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The next morning, I called work and told them I was going to be an hour late. I needed to conduct a few little experiments before I fully committed to this role. I went to my wife’s closet and picked out a dozen different dress options. I tried them each on, along with the padded bra that I always used for stage performances when I played women. I needed to decide which dress looked the most feminine on me.

I judged myself in the mirror, and by photo. I’ve found that mirrors can be deceiving for whatever reason. Sometimes people think they look good and then they see pictures of themselves and they say, “That’s how I look?” And nine times out of ten, that’s how they look.

It was a black dress with long sleeves that looked the best, in the mirror and in pictures. Funny enough, it was a dress that I’d bought for my wife a few Christmases before. She never wore it—she always said that it didn’t go with any of her shoes, but I always thought it would have gone perfectly with the pair of black strappy heels that she never wore because she always said she had no dress to match it. Now, I was trying on those heels.

It turns out, there is a small benefit to being the same size as your wife—a benefit that only kicks in when you need to pretend to be a woman for a date with a man you’ve never actually met before. The heels fit perfectly, and in my opinion, they went perfectly with the dress. I put on a black choker to hide the subtle lump of my Adam’s apple, and then I went to set up my camera.

I filmed myself walking up and down the hall, repeating a few different phrases (vocal exercises that I would use before big performances). I practiced mannerisms that I’d always used when impersonating a woman on stage, and some new mannerisms that I read about on a cross-dressing website that I had found. I felt rather silly until I watched the footage back, and could see that I maybe wasn’t crazy after all—I really did look and sound like a woman.

Or was I just giving myself the benefit of the doubt? The only way to know for sure was to put myself out there to be judged. And the best way I could think to do that was by creating a profile for myself on a dating website. So that’s what I did for the next couple of hours, after calling work back and telling them that I wasn’t going to be making it in. “I’ve got the worst cold, out of nowhere,” I said. They told me to take as much time as I needed.

I took so many photos in so many different outfits. I was used to having the wardrobe department making my outfits for me—I didn’t know how hard it was to pair pieces of clothing and accessories. And then doing makeup and styling hair on top of it—it’s so much work!

Before going live with my dating profile, I decided to send a photo over to Richard. In the photo, I was wearing a white knit sweater and a cute black skirt. I thought I looked pretty good. Then I got a message back, from Richard’s wife, Marie. “You cannot go on this date looking like that,” she said. The message made my heart jump.

Was I really not pulling it off? Was I missing something that everyone else was seeing? That familiar regret came rushing back, filling my nerves. I became suddenly aware that the date was just two nights away, and if I didn’t look like a chick now, I wasn’t going to look like a chick by the date.

And what if Markus could tell that I was a man, and what if he recognized me? Did Laureen have pictures of me on her desk? There were pictures of me on her Facebook page—did he have Facebook? What if he went and told my wife that I dressed up like a girl and went on a date with him? She would never understand why I did it. Even I was having a hard time remembering why I did it—why I was doing it.

But still, I was doing it. “What’s wrong with the way I look?” I wrote back.

“Are you home now? I’m coming over to help you,” she wrote. And for the better half of the next hour, I stared at myself in the mirror, wondering what was so wrong about the way I looked. I thought I’d done my makeup pretty well—I did it the same way I always did it on stage—and my outfit fit perfectly. I’d tried to curl my hair. It wasn’t the best hair-curling ever, but I thought it was pretty good.

Marie came over, took one look at me, and then shook her head. “You’re going to humiliate this poor guy,” she said to me. “Come on upstairs and let’s see what we can do.”

She walked by me, heading straight for the bedroom. “I don’t understand,” I said. “I’ve been playing a woman on stage with you for years—you’ve never said anything before.”

She laughed. “You were playing a woman. You weren’t actually trying to make anyone think you really were a woman.”

“I don’t understand…” I said.

“I can tell. Let’s start with the outfit. First of all, it’s confusing. You’re wearing a knit sweater and a skirt with no stockings. It’s like your top half wants to go skiing, and your bottom half is on its way to its first day of school. Did you put any thought into your outfit? Is there a theme you’re going for?”

“I just thought it would be cute,” I said.

She raised her finger. “Don’t speak to me in that voice. Use the voice you plan on using on Friday.”

So I said it again, in the right voice.

“Cute? What’s so cute about it? Sure, it’s a cute sweater, and a cute skirt, a cute pair of flats, but together, it’s just confusing. You need a theme—some sort of goal, before you even pick one piece of clothing. So let’s think about this date. Where are we going?”

“Um,” I said, but I hadn’t thought about it. I scratched my cheek while looking at the floor. “I was thinking maybe a steak house—maybe that one down on Main Street.”

“Okay, so sort of casual, sort of formal, a little bit messy. You want this guy to feel comfortable, right? What is he comfortable in?”

“I think he likes to wear suits,” I said.

“Okay then…” Marie turned to the closet and started digging through the options. She moved from thing to thing so fast, I had a hard time believing she was actually considering any of it. She ended up pulling out a little black dress and a pair of nylons. “I think this could be perfect.”

It wasn’t a dress I’d considered before. It looked kind of boxy when she held it up, and I needed something to make my shoulders look more narrow—not more broad. And it looked awfully short—as in, not short enough to hide my cock, in case my cock decided to slip out. “Try it on,” she said, handing it to me.

I started walking over to the bathroom. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m going to the bathroom, to change,” I said.

“Just change right here. Girls change in front of one another. Get used to it.” She tossed me a pair of lacy red panties. “And put these on. No girl goes on a first date without a little pair of red panties.”

My heart stuttered, but she was right—girls do, strangely, change in front of one another. So I cautiously turned away and I started to slip out from my little outfit that apparently wasn’t good enough. It was weird enough getting naked in front of a woman who wasn’t my wife—but it was especially weird, seeing as I was getting naked in front of my good friend’s wife.

Thankfully, she was too preoccupied with Laureen’s closet to notice me fully naked in front of her. I quickly slipped into the red panties. They were tight. I was hoping that I could just get away with wearing my usual undies under my skirt. In fact, I had no idea why it mattered what was underneath. It’s not like I was going to let Markus have a peek under my skirt.

I didn’t mind the way the panties felt, once I got used to the tightness. It was kind of nice, having everything held together firmly, and the fabric was so soft, and the airiness was pleasant, too. I had to squirm slightly to fit into the dress. It was skin tight, and even shorter than it looked when Marie held it up. But somehow, it fit. And it didn’t actually look so bad.

“And what is the theme here?” I asked as I adjusted my little dress. I felt like I had to pull down the skirt every ten seconds so it wouldn’t ride up and reveal my bum and my bulge.

“Like you said: cute. If you want something cute, then we’re going to make something cute.” She tossed me a tiny pair of heels. The heels were so thin, I wondered if they would even be able to hold up my body weight. I stumbled slightly with my first step, and then she told me to go walk up and down the hallway to get used to the little shoes, so that’s what I did.

After five stretches of my upstairs hallway, I could at least walk without holding my arms out at my sides like a toddler learning how to ice-skate. Once I started trusting those narrow heels, it wasn’t so bad at all.

Marie poked her head out from the bedroom and looked down at my legs. “You’re walking like a cave man,” she said with a giggle. “One foot in front of the other—like you’re walking on a tightrope.” So I gave that a try.

I could feel the little panties rubbing against my crotch. I didn’t mind the feeling—in fact, it was kind of nice. For the first time, I actually felt kind of like a lady, and not just like a guy in ladies’ clothing.

Maybe this whole crazy scheme was going to work after all. I felt sexy in those panties and heels. Maybe I would be sexy enough to make Markus feel like a real man, capable of anything. Maybe…
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Iwas really starting to understand what Marie meant when she said that there is a difference between playing a woman on stage, and becoming a woman in real life. I’d played women before, but now, for the first time, I really felt like a woman. I was right there next to Marie, digging through Laureen’s closet, picking out potential outfits, making sure every little detail was perfect—

That was one thing I didn’t understand until that day with Marie—it’s all about the little details. My ‘good-enough’ hair curling job was not good enough. No self-respecting woman would settle for good enough, especially before a big event like a first date. It needed to be perfect. So I found myself in front of the mirror, meticulously curling every single strand of hair, making sure every part was evenly bouncy. I washed off my makeup and started all over again, perfecting every little stroke and flick. The difference wasn’t terribly noticeable if you didn’t know what you were looking for, but my God, did it feel different. Even just the way Marie told me to walk—the way she made me hold my shoulders and flex my bum—made a world of difference. I felt so ladylike.

At one point, I even forgot why Marie was over. I just thought we were having a girls’ day—it took my wife calling to let me know she was done work early to make me remember that I wasn’t really a woman. “Shit, we have to clean up!” I said. So we cleaned up fast and Marie took off. I was washing off the last of my makeup when Laureen walked in the door. “How was your day?” she asked.

“It was good. I finished work early, too,” I said, lying. She gave me a kiss and then went to take her evening bath.

I stayed up after she went to sleep. My head was full of curiosity. There was so much in that closet that I wanted to try on, so much in her makeup kit that I wanted to play with. Even my wig—I wanted to try styling it so many different ways, to see what I could pull off. Laureen had a whole bin of hair tools—straighteners, wands, curling irons, crimpers, and so on.

I have to admit, I was getting carried away. While my wife was sleeping, I stole a little piece of lingerie from her closet and snuck into the bathroom. I got into the lacy lingerie and I got all dolled up. It was strangely addictive, seeing myself all sexy, feeling sexy, knowing that I really looked like a woman. And with my wife in the other room, it was even more tempting—the risk factor made adrenaline pump through my veins, like I was about to skydive from an airplane, or bungee jump from a tall bridge.

I was digging through that basket of hair tools when I found a curious one. It was a long rod with a ball on the end. I wasn’t sure what it did until I pressed the button and that ball started vibrating. It was a back massager—one I didn’t know we owned. But as I looked at it, I realized that my wife hadn’t been using it to rub her back.

I’d seen the very same model used in pornos before, solo girl videos, for self-pleasuring. I couldn’t help but grin at the thought of my wife using it while I was out of the house. And then that got me to imagining myself using it. I made sure the door was locked and I decided to reach the vibrating wand down between my legs. I was just goofing around, really, until I felt that vibrating against the tip of my cock. My legs went stiff instantly and I perked right up. It felt nice—really nice. I circled the wand around gently, massaging the tip of my cock. I got so hard in that little lacy lingerie. I ran the vibrating end up and down the length of my shaft, but it felt the best right at the tip, right on the underside of my throbbing erection.

I sat down on the floor and I spread my legs, my knees raised. I worked that vibrator up and down, up and down. My legs started to tremble and I let out a soft moan. I loved the way my legs looked, all smooth (I’d shaved them earlier with Marie). I pointed my toes and then I closed my thighs in on that vibrating massage rod. I could feel a warm pulsing, like I was about to come. Was I about to make myself come with just vibration?

Yep—and it was a mess. I came hard, warm blast after warm blast filling up the little panties of my lingerie. My cock was swimming in the warm pool of cum. I pulled the tight lingerie aside to let it spill out.

I had to stay up late that night while I ran the lingerie through the wash. As I stood in the laundry room, waiting for the dry cycle to run its course, I noticed more of my wife’s clothing hanging up on the drying rack. I decided to try it all on. I just couldn’t get enough of it. I really understood it now. It wasn’t about being a convincing woman, it was about feeling, deep down, like a sexy woman. And I felt like the sexiest woman on the planet.
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Iwent from dreading the big double date one morning, to being ridiculously excited for it the next. I couldn’t wait to show myself off, to show the world what I saw in the mirror.

Work went by slowly on Friday. My gaze was practically glued to the clock, watching it tick by. Every little tick was one tick closer to the big date. Markus was going to love me—the whole restaurant was going to love me. And all I had to do was make Markus think that I was just as interested in him.

I got a text message from Markus around lunchtime. “What’s your address, so I can pick you up?” it read. Laureen was going to be home, so that wasn’t an option.

“I’ll meet you at the restaurant,” I wrote. “I’ll be down in the area already for work.”

“Okay. See you there,” he wrote. My heart stuttered. The date was really happening. I was really going to pluck my Katie character out from the big play and I was going to thrust her into the real world. Of course I was still terrified something would go wrong—a wardrobe malfunction or a voice slip—but I was fairly confident that I had the character down so well, the chances of that happening were tiny. In fact, I had the character down so well, I found myself struggling to fight the female voice away while I was at work.

And for the first time ever, I found myself criticizing my female co-workers’ outfits. Marissa’s shoes did not go with her pencil skirt. And Janie’s blouse was in desperate need of a good ironing. When I saw a woman with a flawless outfit, with perfectly executed hair and makeup, I had so much more respect for her than ever before. I knew how hard that was now. And watching my co-workers, I got so many new outfit ideas. It was too bad this whole charade would end that night, as soon as I parted ways with Markus.

Richard and Marie were early for the double date. They sent me a text message while I was still finishing up my makeup, letting me know they were at the table. I panicked for a moment as I checked the time, before realizing they were almost thirty minutes early. I would have been just as early if I wasn’t getting ready in a public bathroom at the office building I worked at.

I had my outfit and makeup and hair tools all stuffed into my briefcase. Before slipping into that bathroom, I made sure that no one was looking. And I was just as careful when I slipped out, poking my head out and creeping down the hallway towards the stairs. I would have taken the elevator, but the chances of running into someone I knew were too high.

The restaurant was just a few blocks from my office—a few blocks to get properly used to the heels. With every few steps I took, I was expecting my heart to begin pounding, but it never did. I felt strangely calm. Even as I passed men and women in the streets, and they looked at me and smiled, my heart didn’t start pounding. I was strangely in my element. I was ready for that date—more ready than I’d ever been for anything in my life.

When I walked into the room, Marie waved me over with a big smile. Richard’s face was completely different. His eyes grew wide and his lips parted slightly. He whispered something to his wife that looked like, ‘Is that Ken?’ but he never took his eyes off of me. I took the seat next to Marie. “Sorry to keep you waiting,” I said.

Richard just continued to stare at me, speechless. He’d seen me play women on stage many times before, but his reaction now confirmed that this guise was different—on a whole new level.

“How do I look?” I asked Marie.

“You look wonderful, darling. I think your date is going to adore you.”

“I hope so.”

One of the waiters had his eyes on me—a younger guy with a nice build. I looked over at him and smiled and watched as his cheeks turned a shade of red.

Richard finally spoke. “So what does Laureen think about all of this?” he asked.

“Don’t mention it to her,” I said.

And then the restaurant’s front door opened and he walked in: Markus, in his black suit, his dark-rimmed glasses, with his dark hair slicked back. He looked nervous as he scanned the restaurant, his skin pale, his cheeks red. “Is that him?” Marie asked.

“That’s him,” I said. And finally, my heart started pounding like a war drum. This wasn’t just a role in a play. This was real life. Markus was a real guy, not a character on the stage. This night would have real consequences. Marie waved Markus down. He smiled, his cheeks turning a darker shade of red as our eyes met.

He was handsome. I had no idea how it was possible that he’d gone his whole life without ever going on a date. He looked like the kind of guy that every girl wanted: he was tall, fit, well-dressed. Maybe he was totally insane and I was about to find that out…

“You must be Katie,” he said as I stood up to greet him. He had a deep voice. He looked me right in the eyes. His eyes were big and shining and his smile was so charming.

“You must be Markus,” I said.

He took my hand. His hand was big and his grip was strong. We took our seats. His cheeks were dark red now. He looked at me for a moment and then down at his menu. I introduced Richard and Marie. “Oh, I’m sorry—how rude of me,” he said, standing up and reaching across the table to shake their hands.

He was very charming—in small bursts. It was as if it took all of his energy to speak for a moment before his eyes fell back down to the table and his cheeks turned their usual shade of dark red. Same with looking into my eyes—he could only do it for a few seconds before he needed to take a good minute-long break. At one point, I noticed his hand trembling as he reached for his glass of wine. He never slouched, but he never looked comfortable, as if good posture was constantly on his mind. I wanted him to relax, but I didn’t know what to say or do.

“So Laureen said you like the theatre,” he said to me.

“I love the theatre. I do some acting. What about you?”

He smiled and looked away. “Acting? Oh no, I couldn’t do that. I do love watching the theatre though. I used to go with my parents almost every weekend.”

“What’s your favourite play?” I asked.

He took a long sip from his drink. It was the already the longest conversation I’d gotten out of him. “I’m a big fan of anything Shakespeare,” he said. “I saw an excellent Hamlet a couple of years ago, at the Vertigo theatre.”

I did my best not to blush. I was fairly certain he was referring to the production of Hamlet that we’d put on a few years before, at the same theatre. There hadn’t been any others that I was aware of. “Oh really?” I said. I looked over at Richard, who was smirking. He was loving every minute of the date. To him, it was pure entertainment.

“Would you excuse me for a minute while I use the bathroom?” Markus said, standing up, adjusting his suit jacket.

“Go right ahead,” I said.

Once he was around the corner, Marie leaned in close to me. “You need to make him feel more comfortable,” she said. “Get him to relax.”

“How?” I said.

“Any real woman knows how to make a man relax,” she said.

And she was right. Looking back on all the dates I’d been on before getting married, my dates—the good ones, anyway—always had a way of getting me to relax. Of course, I was never nearly as nervous as Markus, but that was irrelevant; if I couldn’t get Markus to relax, then this whole thing was a giant waste of time.

“Try sitting closer to him. I have an idea,” Marie said. She waved down the waiter. “Could we move over to that booth?” she asked, pointing over to the round booth that was recently vacated.

“Certainly,” the waiter said, and he started to move our plates and glasses over.

Markus returned as we were walking over. I explained to him that we were moving over to the booth where it would be more comfortable. He took one look at the booth and his face turned pale. There wasn’t much room for personal space in the semi-circle nook. “Go ahead,” I said, letting him slip in first. I sat on the end.

Now, he was more nervous than ever, sitting upright with his hands on his lap. I just couldn’t figure out why he was so nervous. He had no reason to be nervous—he was so normal, so handsome, successful, smart—everything he needed to be. So where the hell was his confidence?

I took a deep breath. I needed to follow Marie’s advice. I needed to make Markus relax. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you’re very handsome,” I said. I remembered my first date with Laureen, where she made a similar compliment, which helped me relax. “I love your suit,” I said.

He smiled and nodded his head. “Thank you.” I could tell he wanted to compliment me back, but he was just so damn nervous. He cleared his throat. “You’re quite beautiful yourself,” he said finally, his voice rattled. It took a lot of effort to push those words through his lips.

But still, he was as stiff as a board. I was going to need to take it a step further.


CHAPTER 8
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We ordered desert to share. While we were waiting, I scooched in closer to him. “Are you having a good time?” I asked him.

“Yeah,” he said with a smile and a quick moment of eye-contact.

Marie was looking at me with an expectant glare—but I didn’t know what she was expecting me to do. I took a deep breath and I slipped my hand onto Markus’s thigh. “Do you want to do this again sometime, maybe?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. “I’d like that.”

I gently rubbed his thigh and I tried to think of ways to get him to relax. “Do you want another drink?” I asked.

“No, I think I’ve had enough for one night. I’m a bit of a lightweight.” He smiled, made that brief second of eye-contact, and then looked away. I scooched in a bit closer, my heart racing now. I knew what would have made me relax without fault in a situation like that, but I couldn’t possibly do it—could I? My hand was just a few inches away from his cock—could I really move it up onto his shaft? I bit down on my tongue.

‘Just do it,’ I thought to myself. ‘Otherwise this was all a waste of time.’ I started sliding my hand upwards. He was as tense as a metal post. His cock came sooner than I was expecting. He was long, his shaft nearly halfway to his knee. Once my fingers were on his tip, his eyes became wide. He didn’t move. He tried to force a smile, but I could tell that I’d just made things worse—unless I really went through with it. If I pulled away right then, then it would have been worse. But if I gave that rod of his some attention, then maybe there was hope…

But how could I do it? How could I willingly massage another man’s cock? I was straight—I was a man—I had a wife. This date was just supposed to make him realize he was somebody. How did it end up getting so carried away? I bit down harder on my tongue and I started to run my fingers up and down his shaft.

I looked at Marie and she was smiling. She couldn’t see where my hand was, but it was obvious that she knew. And she seemed to think I was doing what needed to be done. All I could do was hope that she was right.

Markus took a deep breath, and then, for the first time that night, he let his shoulders relax. “Uh, how do you guys know Katie?” he asked Richard and Marie.

“We’ve done a few plays together,” Richard said with a smile and a nod. He didn’t seem to know what I was doing beneath the table—and I hoped to God that Marie didn’t tell him. I don’t think either of them would tell my wife, but I didn’t need more people in on the secret.

Markus was getting hard fast. His cock was getting longer and thicker. I could feel him throbbing through his dress pants, his big tip bulging out from his foreskin. His body relaxed even more as he took another deep breath.

And then, without looking at me, he said, “I actually need to run to the bathroom quickly. Do you mind?” he said.

So I pulled my hand off of his cock and I let him out. He moved quickly, doing his best to hide his erection. Marie was looking at me with wide eyes, motioning for me to follow him. My heart was pounding. All I could do was trust that she knew what she was doing. I had a bad feeling that Markus wasn’t going to the bathroom—that he was actually going to try and slip out the back while we weren’t paying attention. I felt like I’d scared him off, that I’d done more damage than good.

I watched him slip into the bathroom. I walked up to the door, opened it, and slipped in after him. I locked the door behind me. I had no idea what I was doing or why I was doing it. My head was spinning. I was overwhelmed with regret. This whole thing was off the rails, way out of control.

He was at the sink, staring at himself. He reached down and adjusted his erection in his pants and he took a deep breath. It was clear that he didn’t notice me slip in. “Hey,” I said. He looked over at me with wide eyes.

He cleared his throat. “Hey, uh, what’s up? This is the men’s bathroom, you know.”

“I know,” I said. “Is everything okay? You seem tense.”

He smiled. “Everything’s fine,” he said, and it was the response I expected—frustrating after two hours together, he was still giving me the same nervous, stock replies.

“You’re a really nice, handsome guy, Markus. You know that, right?” I said.

He just smiled.

“You have nothing to be nervous about.”

And he just smiled again, his cheeks dark red. “I’ve—um—I’ve never been with a girl before. I mean, on a date like this, not—you know…” He cleared his throat. He was still as nervous as hell, but it was nice to hear him talking openly for once.

“That’s fine. There’s still nothing to be nervous about. Just go with the flow—you’re doing fine.”

“You’re very pretty. And, uh, I don’t want to make a fool of myself,” he said.

I walked over to him and put my hands on his shoulders. I looked him in the eyes and said, “You aren’t making a fool of yourself. But you are kind of making me think that you don’t like me.” I smiled.

His eyes grew wide. “Oh no, I like you. I like you a lot. I don’t want you to think that,” he said. “I just don’t know how to, you know, make you know that. Does that make sense?” He pressed his lips thin as he took another deep breath.

“You could start by telling me,” I said.

Another deep breath. “I like you a lot.”

“You could maybe kiss me,” I said.

There was a cold silence in the room as he stood frozen. I had a feeling he’d never kissed a girl before. I was happy to be his first, even if I wasn’t technically a girl. He leaned forward slowly. I puckered. And then, just as his lips touched mine, I realized how insane this was. Was I seriously doing this? Was I seriously kissing a man while dressed like a woman?

I was married for crying out loud! I couldn’t be with a man! But was it so wrong? It’s not like I was having a love affair. It’s not like I was going to run away with Markus. Sure, he was handsome and sweet, but I still loved my wife. I just couldn’t let all of this hard work go to waste because I was too afraid to go that extra mile.


CHAPTER 9
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“How was that?” I asked when he pulled back. His eyes were glazed over. He finally looked relaxed, like a totally different person.

“It was great,” he said.

“Just relax and let yourself go,” I said, and then I sunk to my knees.

I didn’t know what was happening. It was like I was no longer in control of my body—I was just acting on impulse. I was so determined to make Markus relax, to prove to Marie that I could do it, to prove to my wife that I could help the man, even if she had no idea how I was doing it.

I unzipped his fly. His body became stiff again but I knew it would be a short-lived tension. He looked over at the door with a quick, nervous glance. “It’s locked,” I said as I gave his pants a tug, pulling them down to his knees. He looked down at me.

“Are you sure about this?” he said.

“Just relax,” I said.

And then I gave his boxers a tug, revealing his long, curved cock. He was big—way bigger than me. I could see his dick physically throbbing. I could see his thick veins pumping blood into his member. He was getting hard fast and I hadn’t even touched him yet.

“You’re so big,” I said.

“Really?” he asked.

I looked up into his eyes and smiled with a nod. Then I looked back at that member. I couldn’t believe I wasn’t repulsed by it. I’d gotten so deep into that character, that I actually found myself staring at that cock with wonder in my eyes. I wanted to touch it. I wanted to stroke it. I wanted to suck it until it was rock-hard and blasting hot cum into my mouth.

So I started to stroke it. I wrapped my fingers around it and I ran them up and down, pulling down his foreskin, then pulling it back up and over his throbbing top. I really had become Katie, the ditsy slut, and I liked it—I liked it a lot.

I couldn’t get his huge erection into my mouth fast enough—what I could fit, anyway. I sucked and pumped that hard rod like it was the last rod I would ever get to play with—and it probably was. As much as I was enjoying myself, I needed to remember that I was doing this for a reason: I was doing it for Markus, not for myself. I was going to save him from his crippling loneliness, even if that meant making him unload on my tongue.

His fingers slipped into my hair. My heart skipped a beat. If he wasn’t careful, that wig would come right off and the whole guise would be ruined. And if the guise was ruined, he would retreat further into his shell. Hell, he would probably never go on another date again in his life.

I got him rock-hard in my mouth, pressing against the inside of my cheek. I tried to deep-throat his long member, but he was too thick—I just kept gagging. But he seemed fine with what I was able to suck, stroking the rest with my hand. I surfaced for a couple of seconds, to catch my breath. He was looking down at me, biting his bottom lip, lethargy in his eyes. “You like it?” I asked.

He nodded his head with an elated smile. “We should probably hurry up and get back to the table before dessert comes.”

“My dessert is your come,” I said. “I want your hot come in my mouth, baby.”

He took a deep breath and I felt his cock become even harder. He liked the dirty talk. I hadn’t just gotten him relaxed—I’d gotten him so relaxed that he was about to fall over into a puddle on the ground.

“Come for me, baby. C’mon. I want it so badly,” I said, pumping his cock, aiming his bulging tip right at my tongue. “I need it.”

He groaned and I felt his rod swelling. He was coming. He was going to come in my mouth! I was about to take a man’s hot load right on my tongue. “It’s coming,” he said through clenched teeth.

And then I felt it, repeated hot blasts right into my mouth. Some missed slightly, getting my lips and one big one landed right on my cheek, but it was nothing I couldn’t clean up quickly. Most of it went right into my mouth, and my God, there was a lot of it. That was thirty years of saved-up cum, in my mouth. I had to swallow it in three big gulps. It tasted kind of sweet.

Markus stumbled back with a big grin on his face. He took a deep breath and nearly fell over. “Are you oaky?” I asked, using a tissue to wipe the warm cum off of my cheek.

“Okay? I’m great,” he said. “And my God, are you beautiful.”

We returned to the table just as dessert came. Marie looked at Markus and then she looked at me and winked. Richard seemed oblivious, which was for the best. But Marie knew exactly what I’d just done. She even subtly motioned for me to wipe my cheekbone. I did, and there was a tiny bit of cum still there—thank God she noticed.

After that, Markus opened up. We couldn’t get him to stop talking. He went on and on about all of the plays that he loved and how he’d always wanted to act, but he’d always been too nervous. I wanted to invite him to join our troupe, but that was obviously a bad idea—he would inevitably find out who I was after just one day around all of my friends. Luckily, Marie knew of a good beginner troupe looking for new members, and she passed along the info.

The hardest part of the night was when it came to parting ways. Markus surprised me with a kiss. He looked into my eyes and smiled. And for once, he didn’t look away after a second. “Thanks for tonight,” he said.

“It was my pleasure.”

“I’d love to do this again sometime.”

“Me too, but…” I couldn’t gather the courage to let him down. I tried to find the words while I waited for his expression to drop.

But instead, he laughed. “It’s okay, I understand.”

“It’s not like that,” I said.

“Believe me, I understand. I know what you did, and I appreciate it.”

I felt my heart drop into my gut. What did he mean, he knew what I did? Did he know I was a man? Did he know I was Laureen’s husband? And if so, when did he figure it out? He’d mentioned the performance of Hamlet from a few years before—did he recognize me?

He planted one last kiss on my forehead and said, “I won’t forget this—believe me,” and then he walked away. I watched him go, my heart pounding. I was watching an entirely different man leaving than the man that I’d met at the start of that date. I knew he was going to be okay.

And he was okay. It was just a couple of weeks later when Laureen came home and told me that Markus asked one of the new girls out on a date. I was happy for him, and admittedly a little bit jealous. Whether or not he knew who I really was—I would probably never know, but at least I would know that the date worked in bringing Markus out from his shell.

I smiled and gave my wife a kiss on the forehead. “That’s nice to hear,” I said to her.

She started towards the bathroom, to take her nighttime bath. But then she stopped and turned back to me. “By the way, were you going through my lingerie drawer recently?”

My heart skipped a beat. “Uh,” I said. I didn’t know what to say.

“Well, if you want to get dressed up in my clothes, that’s fine. As long as you know that means you’ll be on the bottom.” She smiled and winked and went off to take her bath. I couldn’t help but wonder if Markus said something to her, but regardless, I couldn’t help but smile. I was excited to explore a whole new kink with the woman I loved.

Maybe it wasn’t Markus that needed that date to bring him out from his shell. Maybe it was me who needed that night with Markus. Because if it wasn’t for that night, I wouldn’t have found myself on my bed, dressed in a lingerie teddy and fishnets, waiting for my wife to be finished with her nighttime bath.

THE END
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EMASCULATED


Dylan’s got a little fantasy that he’s kept a secret for many years. His fiancée, Caitlin, is the only one with a vague idea. She’s caught him wearing her panties a few times before, and there was that one time he happily let her peg him in the bedroom.

But even Dylan has no idea how deep his fantasy goes until he meets the trans owner of a new adult store: Veronica. When she realizes Dylan has a soft spot for cute lingerie and eyeliner, she decides to make him into her own personal sissy—and she isn’t taking no for an answer.


CHAPTER 1
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It was during my lunch break at work when I overheard Joel, one of my co-workers, talking about the great sex he’d had over the weekend. He bragged about how wild his wife was in the sack. “She was like a whole different person,” he said. “She even climbed up on top. The last time she was on top—hell, it was a long, long time ago.”

“Maybe’s she’s cheating on you,” Rex said. Everyone snickered.

“Why would she be cheating on me?”

“Maybe she’s getting turned on by some other guy while you’re out of the house. Have you checked her phone?”

“She’s not cheating on me. Believe me. I bought her this lingerie and she loves it. I don’t know why, but it was the best thing I’ve ever bought. I’m going to start buying her lingerie every week,” he said. And had I not overheard that conversation, I wouldn’t have had the idea to go to the little boutique sex shop on my way home from work to buy Caitlin, my fiancée, some new lingerie. And had I not gone to that little boutique sex shop, my life wouldn’t have been completely changed.

It was a Friday evening when I pulled up to that little shop. It was new and I’d never been inside, but I’d been meaning to ever since it opened. The building was freshly painted a hot pink colour and the door was a clean white. I wished it wasn’t so flashy and attention grabbing as I stepped out from my car. It was on a busy street and I knew that passing drivers were looking over at me: a man going into a sex store by himself. I’m sure everyone assumed I was some lonely pervert buying some kinky movies for my lonely Friday night in. I kept my face down and turned away from the busy street as I went into the store.

I was immediately surprised by the inside of the store. It was spacious and packed with inventory. I was expecting much less—Columbus didn’t exactly have a reputation for having the greatest sex stores in the country. I went into one little shop once and the storeowner actually tried to sell me a used vibrator. He claimed it wasn’t used and that the box had just been damaged in transport—and he almost had me convinced until I discovered the dead batteries inside of it. The adult video store near our house was an even bigger joke: the last time I went in with Caitlin, they only had twenty-five movies for sale. We bought one more as a joke than anything. But the disc was scratched and it wouldn’t play in our DVD player.

But this new hot pink shop was different: everything was shiny and new and it all looked high quality. I wandered into the space and looked around. The shelves were high and impressively stocked. All of the boxes of sex toys and accessories were different shades of pink.

I actually had to look around to find the lingerie. I down one of many DVD isles, doing my best not to look at the covers. I wasn’t wearing my firmest boxers and I didn’t want to get an erection in the middle of the store. What can I say? The girls on those DVD covers are sexy.

I found the lingerie in the back. The stock was impressive. They had slips and babydolls and teddies and thongs and bralets and things I’d never even heard of before. There was a whole rack of just stockings: every colour, every fabric, and every length. They had fifteen different garter belts to choose from and dozens of crotchless panty options. There were even panties with pre-fashioned holes just for anal. But it was the shine of the leather boots that caught my attention: thigh-high stripper boots, some with studs and spikes and buckles, some just plain and simple and sexy. They had stilettoes as high as fourteen inches.

I laughed at the thought of Caitlin in a pair of fourteen-inch studded leather stilettos. She wasn’t even 5’0”—those shoes would be more like stilts on her feet.

I meandered back to the soft and colourful wall of lingerie. There was a cute purple slip that was more her speed—certainly more her speed that studded leather stilettos. I found myself laughing again at the comic image of her walking into the room, wobbling on those giant shoes. I almost wanted to buy them just so I could make that gag a reality.

I reached for the purple slip and then I noticed a blue slip with the same cut—blue was Caitlin’s favourite colour. And she looked good in blue. I looked good in blue, too, though I preferred red—but I was there to buy something for Caitlin. Sure, maybe I would try it on one afternoon while Caitlin was out, but my priority was getting something she would like.

She usually wore a small or an extra-small. And usually I would buy her an extra-small if there was an extra-small available—unless of course it was something I wanted to wear as well. They had the blue slip in extra-small, but I would never fit an extra small.

I once bought Caitlin a medium dress in a bright red colour and told her that they were sold out of every other size. The truth was I really wanted to wear that dress when she was out of the house. And I did wear it—and hell, I was nearly caught wearing it when she came home early one afternoon. I locked myself in the bathroom and told her I wasn’t using the toilet while I carefully took off the dress and hid it under the sink. I got it back into the closet while she was showering a couple of hours later.

But I really did want to buy something just for Caitlin—not for myself. It had been a while since I’d bought anything for her to use in the bedroom and the last thing I wanted was for her to lose interest. I even grabbed the extra-small, even though I knew it would never fit me. I kept reminding myself: this is for her, not for me. Besides, smalls always looked too small on me and mediums were just too big on her.


CHAPTER 2
[image: ]


On my way to the counter, I decided to grab a few extra items: I grabbed a pair of long white stockings, a pair of long black stockings, a couple pairs of crotchless panties, and a pair of panties with a hole in the anus—those were for me, but I could pretend like I bought them by accident. I noticed a sex toy on one of the shelves that was labelled ‘Pleasure Maker: For Him’. It was a realistic silicone cock with a suction cup for a base. The box said that it vibrated and was curved to perfectly reach the prostate. “The Pleasure Maker will make any man come in minutes.” I wanted to buy the toy but I had to remind myself that I was there for Caitlin. So I continued towards the checkout.

I brought everything to the counter and then I looked around. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized I was truly alone in the store—there wasn’t even a clerk around. “Hello?” I called out, but I wasn’t very loud.

I waited a moment before calling out again. And then I heard the loud clunking footsteps approaching from behind me. I turned and looked back and saw the woman who was walking towards me: she was tall—or maybe she just looked tall because she was wearing tall high-heels—and she had a slender build. She had a cute face and dirty blonde hair. Her eyes were large and mesmerizing. She smiled and me and said nothing as she walked around the counter. She looked down at the lingerie I’d picked out and then she held it up. Another smile crossed her face and she looked at me. “This is cute,” she said. My heart skipped a beat the moment I heard her voice: she was trans—a tranny, a t-girl, a trap, a shemale—whatever you want to call it. “But I don’t think it will fit you.”

“It’s not for me,” I said. My cheeks became warm and I found myself looking away, too embarrassed to maintain eye contact with her—though I’m not sure why. What difference did it make if she was a shemale or just a regular girl or even a regular man for that matter? “It’s for my fiancée,” I said.

She smiled. “I’m just fooling around,” she said, and she let out a cute little laugh. She started scanning my selections. And I watched her closely, trying to see if I could make out her Adam’s apple; it wasn’t very apparent. Her shoulders were impressively narrow—not at all like a man’s—but her voice was unmistakable. But hell, if it wasn’t for that voice, I’m not sure I would have figured it out. Though now that I knew, I could see it in her face: her jawline was slightly more rigid than the average woman’s, and the bridge of her nose was prominent and flat, which seemed to be more a male quality than a female one. I was most impressed by her eyes, which were surrounded by dark, thick eyeliner—

“Well?” she said.

“Well what?” I asked. I’d slipped into a bit of a daze. I’d had a long day at work. Our boss had us all putting in extra hours because we had a big deadline coming up. I’d been bringing my work home with me, too, which Caitlin didn’t love—when I took over the whole kitchen table with my laptop and all of my binders and paperwork.

“I asked if you found everything okay,” she said, still with that voice that was just masculine enough that I could discern the true gender behind it.

“Oh, yeah—no problem. The store looks great,” I said, and I forced a smile. And then I watched as she picked up the panties with the hole in the asshole. She looked at them for a moment and then she looked at me with a little smirk. Now my face felt red-hot, and it probably looked red-hot as well.

“These are cute,” she said.

I forced a smile and nodded. Could she tell that they were for me? Of course she couldn’t. I needed to relax. Why was I so tense? Well—I knew exactly why, but I never thought that this would be the way I reacted.

“Is that everything?” she asked.

“Yep,” I said, pulling out my wallet.

“Because you’re spending more than fifty dollars, you can get one of these items ninety percent off,” she said, and then she motioned towards four items that sat on the counter: there was a fancy vibrator, a boxset of dirty DVDs, a large board game called ‘Erotix’, and a purple strap-on dildo. My heart started pounding. “It’s a good deal—everything here is worth more than fifty bucks. The deal ends at the end of the weekend.” She was staring into my eyes, still with that smirk on her face, as if she was trying to guess which deal I would choose. “This would go good with those panties,” she said with a wink, and then she nudged the strap-on towards me.

A cold sweat bathed the back of my neck. My heart was pounding hard now. “Okay, sure,” I said, sliding the strap-on towards us. I pulled out my credit card and got ready to swipe. I got through the transaction as quickly as I could and then I started towards the door with my hot pink bag of naughty supplies. I saw my face in the door’s window reflection; it was dark red. “Have fun,” she called out with a smirk in her voice.

“Thanks,” I replied without turning back. I hurried to my car and I drove away quickly. I nearly hit a car turning out of the parking lot. It wasn’t until I pulled up to my first red light that I realized my hands were trembling. I took a deep breath.

I’d always fantasized about being with a shemale. It wasn’t something I ever actually thought would happen. After all, I’d always thought that the only convincing shemales were in pornography, and the rest were far from convincing. But the girl in the boutique sex shop was terrifyingly convincing—until she started talking. But even when she was talking, I still found myself questioning. Maybe I was mistaken—maybe she just had a deeper voice than most girls.

But it wasn’t just the deepness of her voice. There was another quality to it—a quality that I couldn’t put my finger on, a quality that you only hear from trannies. There was no question in my mind that she was trans—but why did that make me so nervous and flustered?
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Caitlin was home when I pulled up to our townhouse.

Before getting out from the car, I looked over at the pink bag I got from the sex shop. I could play the fetish panties off as a mistake, but what was I going to say about the strap-on? ‘Hey, honey. It was a good deal so I just bought it.’ That strap-on only had one purpose: to be strapped around my fiancée’s beautiful hips and to be thrust into my ass.

Caitlin knew a little bit about my fetish. She knew that I sometimes liked to wear her panties, and she didn’t mind—though I could always tell that she thought it was a little bit weird. Sometimes during foreplay I would let her press her dildo into my ass—a dildo I bought for her just a year after we started dating. I didn’t ask her to do it, but she knew that I wanted it. It started out innocently enough: her reaching around during sex to stick a finger into my ass. I didn’t stop her, and she sunk all the way to her knuckle. When we had sex again the next night, she stuck two fingers in and made me moan. When we started having sex, she reached around again to stick her fingers in my ass, and she made me come in record time. And a week later, she pulled the dildo out and I just bent over and submitted while she had a bit of fun.

We didn’t really talk about it. In fact, we’d never really talked about it. Whenever someone made a sissy joke on a TV show or in real life, Caitlin and I would both become silent and I wouldn’t dare to look into her eyes—at least not until a new topic came up and took over the conversation.

She never even mentioned the panties, except for once, early in our relationship, when she noticed that I was wearing a pair of her red lacy undies. “Are you wearing my panties?” she asked with a laugh. I’ll never forget that moment—I’d never felt more humiliated in my life. I thought they were hidden, but they must have ridden up.

“Sometimes I like to wear your panties,” I said. And the conversation ended there. She didn’t judge me—at least I don’t think she did. She seemed to understand. She had fantasies of her own—everyone has fantasies.

But the strap-on was a whole new level. I’d tried my best over the past year or so to keep my sissy fantasies at bay. I’d read online that people can have cross-dressing fantasies if they don’t have enough testosterone—so I stared eating more meat and going to the gym more often. I thought I could defeat my embarrassing little fetish by being more manly. I even grew a short beard. But the fantasies never went away, and the temptations were stronger than ever when the trans chick at the sex store nudged that strap-on towards me.

Caitlin didn’t know that I often fantasized about being with a shemale. She didn’t know that the best dream I ever had involved me getting dolled up and going out to a nightclub and having men hit on me. Caitlin didn’t know that I once sucked a cock at a college party—I had my eyes closed and I imagined that I was a chick. I even made the guy come—and I swallowed. Caitlin didn’t need to know any of that because we were happy and there was no sense in jeopardizing our happiness…

But I did really want her to wear that strap-on for a night. So I took a deep breath and I went into the house. Caitlin was watching TV, already wearing sweats and a tank top. She looked at me with a smile and then she noticed the unavoidable hot pink bag. “What did you get?” she asked.

“Just a few little things for you—on my way home from work.” I put the bag down on the counter, even though I knew she wanted me to bring it to her. I was terrified of how she was going to react to that strap-on.

I wanted Caitlin to think that I was macho and manly, but I just couldn’t help myself. “Can I see?” she said.

I took a deep breath. My heart was still pounding. I slowly walked the bag towards her, forcing a smile on my face. “I thought—I dunno—maybe we can fool around a bit later.” I watched her face closely as she looked into the bag. I had the strap-on at the bottom of the bag, so she wouldn’t be too shocked right out of the gate. She lifted up the blue slip and she smiled big. “I love this,” she said. “And it’s so soft.”

Then I watched as she lifted out the stockings and the panties. She didn’t notice the pair of panties with the hole in the ass. Then I watched as her eyes widened at the sight of the straps and the plastic cock. “Is that what I think it is?” she asked. She lifted it out slowly.

I’d already walked away, casually towards the kitchen. I was too afraid to see her reaction, and I was especially afraid that she would see mine. She didn’t say anything else about the strap-on. She had everything back in the bag once I was back from the kitchen with a beer. “Thanks, babe,” she said with a big smile. “Maybe I’ll wear the blue thing tonight.”

“Yeah, that would be great,” I said. I still had no idea what she thought about the strap-on. I wondered if I’d made a big mistake in buying it. Was it really worth the humiliation? Did I really think that Caitlin would be on board with the idea of strapping it on and pegging me in the ass?

“That dildo thing—it was just a gift for spending more than fifty bucks,” I said with a nervous laugh. “It was either that or a boxset of creepy DVDs. I guess they’re having some sort of store opening promotion, or something.”

She smiled and said, “That’s great.” And I wasn’t sure if she believed me or not. Maybe I should have just picked the damned DVDs.

We were both mostly quiet during dinner. We ordered Chinese to the house. It was supposed to be date night, but Caitlin didn’t feel much like going out, and I was tired from a long day at work. We cuddled on the couch and watched a romantic comedy that neither of us had heard of before. It went straight to Netflix, and for good reason—it wasn’t great.

Caitlin excused herself to use the bathroom while I scrolled through the list of movies for a second movie to watch. It was still early in the night. I wanted to watch an action flick, but we’d already seen all of the ones worth watching. I finally settled on an oldie. I loaded it up and paused it and waited for Caitlin to return. But she was taking her time. “Hey babe, you okay up there?” I called out.

“I think so. Can you maybe come give me a hand really quick?” she called out.

“With what?” I called back, but there was no response. So I pulled myself up to my feet and I jogged up the stairs to see what she was up to. Our bedroom door was closed but the light was on inside, so I assumed that’s where she was. I opened the door and then I saw her: wearing that cute blue slip and that strap-on dildo around her waist. Her cheeks were red and she was smiling. “Come here,” she said, waving me over with one finger.
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Icould tell that she was nervous and out of her comfort zone. But my God, did she look beautiful in that little slip. I walked over to her and I kissed her. I put my hands on her sides and confirmed that she was tense. “I love you,” I said.

“I love you, too,” she said. And then she started pushing on my shoulders until I dropped to my knees. The long plastic cock was dangling in front of my lips. Caitlin was looking down at me. “Well?” she said. “Go ahead.” And I knew she wanted me to suck her off.

My heart was pounding. I was always embarrassed whenever I surrendered to my sissy fantasies, but I couldn’t help myself. I parted my lips and gently ran the tip of my tongue around the cock. She held it up and even teased it around my lips. I replaced her hand with mine and then I sunk the cock into my mouth. I tried to pretend like I had no idea what I was doing. Caitlin didn’t know what I’d sucked a cock before—not too long before we met, in fact. She didn’t need to know.

And while I was sucking that plastic cock, I secretly wished that it were real. I wished that my fiancée had a real cock between her legs. I wished I could have sucked and pumped that cock until it sprayed warm cum onto my face, and then I wished I could have licked up that cum and swallowed it.

But the strap-on really was the next best thing, and I wasn’t about to complain. I looked up at Caitlin and she was wearing a red-cheeked smirk. “What is it?” I asked with the tip of that cock touching my chin—a strand of saliva hanging down, about to drip onto the floor.

“Put these one,” she said, and then she held out the fetish panties I bought. My heart stammered—she did notice them, she just didn’t say anything. I felt my face turn red. I bit my lip and I took the panties. I didn’t say anything as I slipped into them. Caitlin watched. She was smiling but she still looked nervous and slightly uncomfortable. She was indulging in my fantasy—not her own. She was doing her best to play along, but I knew it wasn’t really what she wanted. And I couldn’t help but wonder what she wanted. Did she want some big muscular hunk with a deep voice? Did she really want a guy who would have winced at the idea of being pegged by a big plastic cock?

Sadly, I wasn’t that guy. Not tonight, anyway. With my panties on, she had me bend over the bed. My heart was racing. She’d stuck her dildo in my ass before, but this seemed different. First of all, the strap-on dildo was much larger than the dildo I’d gifted her years before. Second of all, she would actually be thrusting with her hips, as if the cock was really part of her body—and I would be taking it while imagining and wishing that it were a part of her body.

I looked good in the panties. I always looked good in panties. They were red with black lacy embellishments—and I always looked best in red. I made sure that I could see myself in the mirror while I was bent over—but I didn’t turn my head completely, so Caitlin wouldn’t know that I was watching myself while she fucked me. I always loved how long my legs looked when I was wearing panties. Unfortunately my legs were hairy, which distracted from the fantasy.

She pressed the tip of the plastic cock up to my exposed asshole. I let out a nervous laugh. She rubbed my ass with both of her hands. It felt nice. She slid her cock up and down the length of my butt crack, which was something I always did before I penetrated her. The artificial veins and ridges of the cock felt good as they teased my butthole. I wanted her inside of me badly, but I didn’t want her to know that I was desperate.

I felt the tip press up to my hole again. I let out a long, deep breath of air. And then she started pushing in. She had to hold the cock steady with her hand, and it wasn’t until she was a few inches deep that she was able to pull her hand away. I could tell that she was still tense. She probably didn’t love watching a cock slipping into her fiancé’s asshole, and I suppose I couldn’t blame her.

She thrusted slowly and carefully, probably worried that she would hurt me. I wanted her to ram my ass and stretch me wide, but I didn’t want to tell her that. I was already embarrassed enough, so I just let her do her thing. “Does it feel okay?” she asked.

I nodded. “Yeah,” said. And it’s not like it didn’t feel good—it just could have felt so much better. “Maybe you could—I dunno—reach around and jerk me off,” I said. I suddenly felt even more humiliated. I wouldn’t dare to look back and see her reaction. But she followed my command. She reached around and slipped her fingers around my cock and she started to beat me off while she gently pegged me from behind. I watched myself in the mirror for a minute and then I closed my eyes and imagined that her cock was real, and that I was really a woman.

And then I came—spoiling the bed sheets with my hot load. I tried to hold back the groans, but it was impossible with the tip of her cock pressing right against my sweet spot. After I came, I was even more embarrassed than ever. I couldn’t look back to see Caitlin’s face.

She pulled her cock out of my body and she started taking the strap-on off. “So,” she said, and then there was an awkward pause. “Did you like that?” she asked.

I was still catching my breath, still revelling the lingering euphoria of the moment. “Yeah,” I said. “It was nice.” But I still wouldn’t look her in the eye.

“It was fun,” she said, but I’m not sure I believed her. I was pretty sure she was just trying her best to be supportive, and I loved her for trying.

We said nothing else about the act. We got ourselves cleaned up and we changed out the bed sheets. The next thing she said to me was, “Good night,” when she flicked off the bedroom light.

“Good night,” I replied, and then we went to sleep.
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Caitlin was out with Colby on Sunday afternoon and I was home alone. And sometimes when I was home alone, I liked to try on outfits that I didn’t want Caitlin to know I was trying on: sometimes lingerie, sometimes skirts and dresses, and sometimes just casual outfits. She was out of town one weekend for a wedding, and I spent the whole weekend in her clothes. I watched six episodes of a single TV show while wearing a cocktail dress and high-heels that were far too small for my feet. I told Caitlin that the blisters were from my new shoes, though I’m not sure she believed me.

But I didn’t get dressed up that Sunday afternoon. I had no idea when Caitlin would be home and I didn’t feel like risking it. I called up my friend, Connor, to see what he was up to, but he was busy playing baseball with some guys from work.

I found myself on my computer, looking up that sex toy I was tempted to buy a few days before: the Pleasure Maker: For Him. The reviews were all positive. One reviewer even claimed it felt no different than a real cock. They were all sold out online, but I knew where to get one.

It wasn’t my proudest moment, getting into my car to drive halfway across town to buy a sex toy, which I planned on sticking in my ass and then hiding it somewhere Caitlin would never find it. But I’d always found it difficult to resist an idea once I’ve entertained it—and I’d seriously entertained the idea of playing with that suction dildo.

The sex shop was open. The parking lot was empty, as per usual. I pulled up to the supplements store next door just in case anyone who might recognize my car drove by. I quickly rushed into the sex shop and then I felt strangely relieved once I was inside, surrounded by the impressive selection of lingerie, movies, and sex toys. I figured I would make my trip quick and efficient. I went straight for that Pleasure Maker box. I grabbed it and brought it straight to the counter. And then I looked around for the clerk. The store was empty—I figured someone was in the back. And I wondered if it would be the same girl: the tranny with the pretty face and the unmistakable voice.

“Hello,” I called out nervously. The super-realistic suction dildo was far more embarrassing than the strap-on. I was just hoping the transaction would be quick and smooth and over with before I had the chance to feel any more humiliated than I already felt.

I heard the familiar clunking of high heels and I knew right away who it was. I didn’t turn to look back. I wanted to keep our eye contact to an absolute minimum. I just stared down at the counter and waited for her to ring my single item through her system. She walked around the counter and looked at me. I looked into her eyes but only for a moment. Then I looked away with my nervous heart thudding. She was pretty and she had a great body. She was wearing a low cut top, which showed off a lot of her perky, implanted cleavage. I was staring down at the counter again when I noticed her smirking.

“How was the strap-on?” she asked. I looked around abruptly to make sure no one heard.

“Oh, uh, it was… um—good, I guess,” I said. Now I really couldn’t look her in the eye.

“Just good?” she asked. She picked the Pleasure Maker box and looked at it. She laughed. “Are you sure you want this?” she asked.

I just nodded my head. This interaction had already gone on for too long.

“It’s not true, you know,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“It doesn’t feel like the real thing. It just feels like an overpriced, floppy dildo. And the suction cup base hardly works. I’m pretty sure all of the reviews for it are fake.”

“Oh, okay,” I said. “Well, uh, I guess I’ll put it back.”

“You want a recommendation?” she asked, leaning over the counter. The counter pushed her breasts up and nearly pushed them right out of her top. “Because I can give you a recommendation.”

“Um, sure,” I said. My legs trembled slightly. I had to bit my tongue in an attempt to gather my composure.

“The real thing,” she said with a grin. “Nothing beats the real thing. That’s my recommendation.”

I cleared my throat and faked a laugh. “Well, I’m engaged and she doesn’t have the real thing,” I said, and I was shocked that I was able to say it.

“But you have needs, don’t you?” she asked, still leaned over the counter. I was impressed by her feminine mannerisms. She’d clearly spent a long time practising and perfecting everything about herself. And I was a little bit jealous—I would have loved to be standing in her position, in her stilettoes, in her cute outfit, and with her perky tits. Maybe in another life…

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said.

“You do. And you never know—maybe your fiancée would be into watching another man sticking it to you.” She had a big grin on her face now, as if she was trying not to laugh.

“Yeah, I don’t know about that,” I said.

“You never know until you ask,” she said. And the thought made a chill run down my spine. I could just imagine Caitlin’s reaction when I told her that I wanted her to watch me have gay sex. But I didn’t want to have gay sex; I wanted to have straight sex, where I was the woman.

“It’s not that simple. So do you have a recommendation for me? I should really be going,” I said.

“You’re all flustered. Why are you flustered? You’re safe here. Anything you say or do in here, I promise your fiancée will never find out about unless you want her to find out about it.” And there was that big smirk again.

“I’m not flustered. I just—You don’t know the whole story. That’s all.” I forced a polite smile and hoped she would make a proper recommendation so I could get going. I was already tempted just to buy the Pleasure Maker.

She stared at me with that smirk, her eyes narrowing. “You’re a guy who’s engaged to a girl. But you wish that you were the girl and you wish you had someone to dominate you and poke you. I saw you looking at the lingerie the other day—you were imagining yourself in it. I could tell.”

My heart fluttered down into my gut and my legs suddenly felt weak. I wanted to tell her that she was wrong but I couldn’t muster up any words—because she was absolutely correct with everything she said.

“Do you want to try something on?” she asked. Her eyes were wide and cute now, like she’d just come up with the best idea she’d ever had.

I shook my head. “I should be going,” I said, and I turned to the door, practically with my tail between my legs.

“Stop,” she said. “I wasn’t asking. I just got a bunch of new stock in and I want to see how it looks. Come into the back with me and try some of it on. C’mon, don’t look all embarrassed. You’ll have fun.” She walked into the back and assumed I would follow. And there was my chance to escape: she was gone and the door was just a few feet away. I could easily run out and get in my car and never return. When I passed the store from now on, I could just raise up a hand to cover my face, in case that pretty tranny was looking out the window.

But I didn’t turn around and run. I was curious to see what she had stored away in the back for me. And like she said: she wasn’t asking me to follow her—she was telling me.
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The back room was dark and the light she flicked on didn’t help much. There were tall stacks of boxes that blocked out most of the dim hanging lights above. Across the room, the trans storeowner already had a few boxes opened up. She was using other boxes as tables to hold stacks of lingerie—and there was a lot of it. There must have been thirty different styles in that back room. “If I could put it all out, I would, but I’ve only got the one wall for lingerie,” she said. “So maybe you can help me decide what to put up.”

I looked around the room and then I looked back at that door. I knew I could still escape and I couldn’t figure out why I wasn’t trying.

“Let’s start with this,” she said, holding up a cute pink bra with lacy trim. She handed it to me and then she fished out a pair of skirted panties that matched. She handed those to me as well. “Well? Go ahead,” She said.

“Go ahead?” I asked, my throat suddenly dry.

“Try it on. I want to see how it looks,” she said with a big smirk. She was staring at me casually as if her request wasn’t completely insane.

“Try it on? Why don’t you just try it on?” I asked.

“Because I’m not interested in seeing how it looks on me. I want to see how it looks on you—on a customer.” She smiled big, as if there was something funny about what she’d just said. I looked down at the soft, little outfit in my hands. “C’mon,” she said. “Don’t let me down now.” My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want to let her down. But I also didn’t want her to know that I really did want to try the little outfit on—especially the cute panties with the tiny sewed in skirt.

“Where should I change?” I asked, looking around.

“Right here is fine,” she said.

“In front of you?”

She laughed. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before, darling.”

So I turned my back to her and took a deep breath. I pulled off my shirt and gently tossed it aside. Then I bent over and slipped off my pants. I left my boxers on for an extra moment while I waited to come to my senses. But nothing was changing. I could still feel her gaze burning my back and I still wanted to know how I looked in that pink two-piece. So I quickly slipped off my boxers and I wriggled into the little panties. It wasn’t easy keeping my package in place. There wasn’t quite enough fabric to hide everything, but luckily the tiny skirt helped a little bit.

The lacy bra was a bit tight, even on its loosest setting, but it didn’t feel too bad once I had it properly in place. I looked down at myself, feeling a little bit stupid, having agreed to the embarrassing ordeal. I was half-expecting to turn around to see her holding a camera and snapping a photo of me. I couldn’t quite figure out why she wanted me to model for her so badly, but I especially couldn’t figure out why I was going along with it. I bit my tongue and took a deep breath and finally turned around.

She was still smiling, and now she was nodding, too. “Not bad,” she said. “You’re hairier than I thought you’d be.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Can I take it off now?” I asked.

She tapped her chin with the tip of her pointer finger for a moment and then she nodded her head. “But then I want you to try on one more outfit,” she said. She walked back over to her makeshift table and she picked up a one-piece corset. “I think this will look good on you. You may need my help tying it up.” She handed it to me. It was dark and soft and sexy, like something a stripper might wear on stage.

I caught myself smiling. I fought that smile away—I couldn’t let her see it. I slipped out from the little pink outfit and then I stepped into the corset. I felt her warm body step up behind me. She pulled it up and then she cinched it tight, nearly squeezing the air out of my lungs. “How’s that?” she asked.

“Tight,” I said, straining slightly.

“Good. It’s supposed to be tight. It’s not supposed to feel comfortable—it’s supposed to feel sexy,” she said as she tied up each of the little strings. “My name is Veronica, by the way. You can call me Ronnie.”

Veronica smelled nice, like expensive perfume. She was gentle with her hands, and her skin was impressively soft. Had it not been for that voice, I still would have thought she was a real woman.

“Dylan,” I said with a nervous voice. There was something embarrassing about her knowing my name, even though I’d only given her my first name.

Once she had my corset tied up tight, she reached down and around with both hands and handled my cock and balls. I perked up and froze. “What are you doing?” I asked sharply. She was pushing on my balls, and it felt strange.

“Getting you tucked away,” she said. She pulled the thin strip of fabric over my crotch and then stepped back. I looked down. My bulge was almost non-existent—but where did it go? “Haven’t you ever tucked before?” she asked.

“No,” I said. I felt my crotch. She’d pushed my balls up into my body and pressed my cock down, over my empty sack. Now, my bulge looked more like a camel toe than anything.

“I think this looks really cute on you. What do you think?”

I looked down at myself and then I looked at her and shrugged. She pointed across the room. There was an old mirror leaning against the wall. So I walked over to it. And she was right: I did look pretty good. That corset squeezed some nice curves into me—or maybe they were already there. I had pretty good hips and nice long legs. I spun around to check out my butt—which was probably my best asset.

“Well?” Ronnie asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “You’re right. I do look pretty good.”

“Come back tomorrow and I’ll have you try on a few more outfits for me,” she said, and she had that big smirk on her face again. “I’ll be waiting for you. Oh, and do me a big favour and shave up—your legs and your chest and your pits—oh, and your face too, of course.”

“My face?” I asked. I could feel the colour draining from that very face now. “Why?”

“Because the outfits look kind of silly with all of that body hair, don’t you think?”

“What will I tell my fiancée?” I felt a cold shiver tingling under my skin and pulsing down my spine.

“Just tell her you wanted to try something different. She might even like it.” Ronnie winked and then started folding outfits and placing them back into their appropriate boxes as if there was nothing left to say. “See you tomorrow,” she said, so I got changed and I left. And my heart wouldn’t stop pounding.
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Ididn’t shave when I got home, even though Caitlin was still out. I didn’t even shave that night—not even when I was in the shower. I was terrified of emerging from the shower with a shaved body for Caitlin to see. What would she think? Would she believe me if I said I was just trying something different? Or would she assume it had something to do with that strap-on I brought home?

I already had a feeling she was starting to suspect there was more to my feminization fantasies than just wanting to occasionally wear her panties. Whenever there was a silence between us, I couldn’t help but think that she was thinking about me—wondering what I got up to when she was out of the house. I wondered if she could ever tell that her dresses had been worn by me. I always had to adjust her bra straps whenever I tried on one of her bras, and I always did my best to readjust the straps once I was finished, but I was never totally sure that I was doing a perfect job.

It was the next morning when I decided to shave. I didn’t want to let Ronnie down, but I still hadn’t mentioned anything to Caitlin. I got a bit of a lucky break. Caitlin had a day off and she was watching a movie on Netflix—and in that movie was a clean-shaven muscular man. “Do you ever wish I looked like that?” I asked.

Caitlin laughed, thinking it was a joke, and I laughed along. “I like you just the way you are,” she said.

“Right—but would you like me the way I was if I was all smooth like that?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m sure I would,” she said.

So I went to take a shower, and while I was in the shower, I used her pink razor to shave away my body hair. The first swipe was easy—and then the realization that there was no turning back was hard. I looked down at my chest, which was missing a long strip of hair, and my heart started pounding. I was all-in. I had to commit. So I started shaving more of my hair away. It took a good thirty minutes before I was hairless. I looked down at my legs and my heart started throbbing angrily. I could easily explain away the chest, but how was I going to explain the legs? Even the muscular hunk in the movie had hair on his legs.

I was too afraid of what Caitlin would think, so I slipped into a pair of sweats before emerging from the bathroom—to give myself a little more time to come up with a proper excuse. I knew there were some swimmers and runners who shaved their legs so they would be more aerodynamic—but I was no professional swimmer or runner. I stepped out from the bathroom. Her movie was still on. I walked up behind her and took a deep breath. “Well?” I said. I could feel that my cheeks were red.

She looked back and her eyes lit up. She let out a laugh before looking into my eyes. “Oh my God, look at you,” she said. “What on earth made you want to do that?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know… Something different,” I said. I forced a smile.

“Well it’s certainly different.” She was looking at my chest again.

“Don’t you like it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t not like it,” she said. “It’s just… different.”

“I was thinking of shaving my face, too,” I said.

She nodded slowly. “Really?” she asked.

“Yeah. Why not? It will all grow back in a few weeks if it’s not working for me.”

“Okay,” she said. And I could tell that she was put off slightly—but she wasn’t saying anything. I wondered if she’d clued it—if she knew I was secretly trying to make my body a little bit more feminine. I tried to remain optimistic, and I told myself that I had nothing to worry about.

I got ready for work. My shirt felt strange against my smooth skin. My boxers felt especially strange against my hairless package. A few of my co-workers commented on my shaved face. Rex made a half-assed joke about how I looked like a girl without my beard. A few of the guys snickered but then they got over it. They would have had a real field day had they seen my shaved chest, pits, arms, and legs. But of course I kept all of that hidden.

The day ticked by slowly. There wasn’t a lot to do at work, but I wished there would have been—I needed something to distract my mind from wandering over to that sex shop where Ronnie was waiting for me. I was excited and nervous and nauseous at the same time. I wanted to try on more of those little outfits, and I could wait to see how I looked without my body hair distracting from the full picture—but I knew I was going down a rabbit hole that I should have been avoiding. I’d put a lot of effort into avoiding that very rabbit hole for many years, and now I was suddenly indulging with reckless abandon.

“Big plans after work?” Patrick asked as he took a long sip from his coffee—it was his fourth or fifth cup of the day.

“Huh? Why?” I asked. And the paranoia in me thought that maybe he’d seen me going into that shop on his way home from work the other day.

“You keep staring at the clock,” he said, his eyes narrowing slightly, probably wondering why I was so tense.

I forced a smile. “Just a case of the Mondays, I guess,” I said. And it was a good enough answer for him. But the closer that clock ticked towards the end of my workday, the more I stared at it. It seemed to tick in super-slow-motion, and then it was suddenly time to leave—time to meet up with my secret trans friend to try on more lingerie before heading home for the day.

I got into my car and I sent Caitlin a text message. “I’ll be home late tonight. Just have to finish up this assignment,” I wrote. I hated lying but she was better off with the lie. It’s not like what I was doing was harming her in anyway. I wasn’t cheating on her or betraying her. She didn’t need to know that I was going to get dressed up as a girl.


CHAPTER 8
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Iwas hesitant going into the back room with Ronnie again, but I knew that I couldn’t be too hesitant—I’d showed up, after all. I didn’t have to show up. She didn’t know where I lived or where I worked ands he didn’t even know my full name. It’s not like she could track me down and humiliate me in front of my friends or family members. I didn’t show up at her shop again out of fear. I was there to try on more outfits, and she knew it.

I saw all of the outfits she had laid out for me—and they were all cute, but the outfit I really wanted to try on was the one she was wearing. She was wearing a black crop-top and a short black skirt with her tall black boots. She had a choker around her neck, hiding her Adam’s apple. And it wasn’t until that moment that I realized she had a killer body of her own. I was a bit jealous.

The first outfit she had me try on was a baby blue babydoll. It was super cute and made of the softest satin I’d ever felt. It had a frilly skirt that looked like something a toddler might wear, but in a weird way that made it cuter. It tied up behind my neck with a blue ribbon. Ronnie had to help me tie it up. While I was staring in the mirror, she started taking pictures of me.

“What are you doing?” I asked, that familiar tension rushing back into my joints.

“Don’t worry—they’re just for my own reference,” she said, thumbing through the photos she’d just taken.

My heart stuttered but I trusted her—even though I didn’t have any reason to trust her. I knew nothing about her aside from her name.

The next outfit was one of my favourites ever. It was a sheer black bralette with a lacy floral band. The matching bottoms had three straps that rose up over my hips to pronounce my figure, which looked shockingly feminine now that I didn’t have any distracting body hair. It was amazing how big of a difference the smooth skin made.

I tried to tuck my balls the way Ronnie had the day before, but I wasn’t able to get them to go up. She saw my struggle and walked over. “Like this,” she said. She cupped my balls with her hand and pressed up slowly but firmly. It felt strange again, but I could feel my balls pushing up into my body. She then reached around to get my cock down, but there was an issue: my cock was semi-erect and unwilling to lay down. She giggled. “You like this outfit, huh?” she asked.

I was facing the mirror and I watched as my cheeks turned red. I slowly shrugged my shoulders. “Yeah,” I said.

“Tell me that you like this outfit, but tell me in your best girl voice.”

I cleared my throat. “I like this outfit,” I said. I watched in the mirror as her eyes became wide.

“That wasn’t bad,” she said. “You’ve been practising.” And it was true—sometimes when Caitlin was out I would talk to myself in a girly voice. I never used it around her—terrified of what she would think. I never thought I sounded too good, but Ronnie seemed to think otherwise. “You’ve got a lot of potential with that voice.”

I saw myself blushing in the mirror and I couldn’t fight back the smile for long. “Bend over,” she said. I followed the command, putting the palms of my hands down against one of the heavier boxes. She walked up behind me and she ran her hands up and down my torso. “You did a good job shaving,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said.

“You’ve got some nice curves,” she said.

And my cheeks became redder. “Thanks,” I said. And then I felt something against my bum: a bulge. It was warm and long and I knew that it was one of Ronnie’s less feminine body parts. A lump suddenly formed in my throat and my body became tense. Her hands carefully moved around to my bum. She squeezed my ass with one hand while pulling aside my panties with the other, exposing my butthole.

“I’m engaged,” I said sharply.

“You’ve mentioned,” she said with a grin in her voice.

“Then what are you doing?” I asked. But I wouldn’t move. I was too afraid to move.

“Consider it part of your training,” she said.

“My training?”

“Well how can I know if you make a convincing girl if I don’t even know if you can take a cock?”

I took a deep breath. She teased my asshole with the tip of her thumb before pressing it inside of me slightly. I clenched on her thumb but she continued to tease.

“You’re nice and tight,” she said.

My head was spinning with conflict. She was offering me something that Caitlin would never be able to offer me: a real, warm, throbbing cock. And like she said—it was part of my ‘training’. And maybe it was necessary. But what would Caitlin think of me if she found out about it? What would Ronnie think of me if I denied her?

I watched in the mirror as Ronnie reached down and slipped her erect cock out from her panties. She held it up and pressed it between my butt cheeks. It was warm. I could feel her veins pulsing. She was big.

I took a deep breath in. My legs were trembling. I tried to convince myself that Caitlin might even approve of the act—seeing her fiancé’s fantasy fulfilled. It’s not like I planned on running away with Ronnie. I didn’t have any feelings for her. I just really wanted to know what it felt like to be plunged by a real cock.

She spread my cheeks and then bent over and spat right into my hole. Her saliva was warm. She used the tip of her erection to spread it around, getting me lubricated. I heard myself let out a gentle moan. I was shocked to hear that noise coming out from my own mouth. I found myself looking at the mirror again, watching as that beautiful shemale lined her big dick up with my throbbing hole. She was stroking herself, making herself rock-hard. My own cock was throbbing, but you couldn’t tell in the mirror.

I closed my eyes in an attempt to calm myself down. And while my eyes were closed, she pushed in. I clenched but I clenched too late—she was already a good three inches deep and sliding deeper. I bit down on my tongue and opened my eyes. It didn’t hurt but it felt strange. I knew what it felt like to be penetrated, but this was different. Her cock was warm and it conformed slightly to my back door. I could feel her veins pulsing inside of me, and I could feel her foreskin being pulled back and forth as she pulled in and out. She wasn’t fucking me with her full cock—not yet.

I looked down and watched my legs tremble. I tried to will them to stop, but they wouldn’t stop.

“Deeper,” I said.

And then I watched in the mirror as a big smile crossed her face. “Sure thing, girly,” she said. And then she pushed her cock in deeper. I could feel it in my gut. She was hard—almost as hard as that plastic strap-on dildo. But this was so much better. Everything about her long rod felt so nice, sliding around inside of me, pressing against my sweet spot with precision.

She slapped my ass hard. I became tense for a moment and then I quickly relaxed as the euphoria consumed me. It felt good. It felt too good. I was enjoying myself too much, considering I wasn’t with Caitlin. But it wasn’t fair to compare—Caitlin didn’t have what Ronnie had, and that wasn’t her fault. I loved Caitlin—I loved everything about her. But the reality was: I had a fantasy that no toys or outfits could completely satisfy.

I started pushing my butt back into her pelvis, making sure her whole member was inside of me with every penetration. I loved the feeling of her balls slapping against my tush.

Ronnie was moaning. She had a cute moan, but that tinge of masculinity was still apparent. She reached around and started jerking off my cock. I was flaccid, though I’m not sure why—I’d never been in a greater state of pleasure in my life. She only yanked my flaccid cock a few times before it started oozing large globs of cum onto the floor. She caught a few of those shots and rubbed them all over the length of my cock. I’d never come so fast in my life—before I was even erect!

She giggled, thinking it was funny. My face was redder than ever before. She pulled herself out of me and demanded I drop to my knees and spin around. So I did. Then she grabbed my head with one hand while beating her erection with the other hand. She aimed the tip of her cock to my lips. I opened without being told to do so. She pumped her cock against my tongue. I could taste my own asshole, but I didn’t mind. I looked up into her eyes. I wanted her warm load in my mouth badly. And I got it.

She groaned and unloaded shot after shot onto my tongue. It tasted strange. I winced slightly, but she told me to swallow. I swallowed. And then she pressed her cock up to my lips again so that I would suck the last drop out of her, which I did without hesitation.
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Before I left, Ronnie gave me a free parting gift, but it wasn’t something from her shop; she gave me two pill bottles, full of pills, and told me to take one each morning and night. “What is it?” I asked nervously.

“The blue ones are testosterone blockers and the white ones are your female hormones. You should start noticing some changes within a week. I think this will help with your voice and it should give you some nicer curves, not that you need too much work in that area. Oh, and within a month or two, you should have some nice A-cup titties. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

My heart plunged into my gut. “But I have a fiancé. I can’t take these,” I said.

“Doesn’t your fiancé want you to be happy?” she asked with that increasingly familiar grin.

“Sure—but she doesn’t know about… you know.”

“What did she say when you brought hole that strap-on? Didn’t you say that you used it?” She was looking at me strangely now with a slightly tilted head.

I had to strain to think of a response. “She doesn’t know about everything,” I said.

“I think you’d be surprised, beautiful,” she said with a wink. “If she’s pegging you, she knows. Believe me—she knows.” Ronnie walked over to her stack of lingerie. She grabbed the baby blue babydoll and handed it to me. “Take this home and wear it for her tonight,” she said. “Don’t mention the hormones just yet—it will be months before she notices anything different, which is lots of time to warm her up to the idea.”

“But what if she doesn’t?” I asked with a quiet, broken voice.

“Does she love you?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Then don’t sweat it. Wear the babydoll for her tonight and start there.”

Caitlin was home when I pulled into the driveway. My heart was throbbing violently, somehow in my throat and my gut at the same time. A cold sweat bathed my back. “This is insane,” I said quietly to myself, looking down at my two pill bottles. And even though I knew it was insane, I popped my two pills right there in the car before going inside.

I didn’t actually plan on putting the babydoll on. I had it stuffed into my bag, which I left by the front door. My plan was to lie to Ronnie—tell her that I put it on and everything went well—and hope she doesn’t ask too many questions seeing as I wasn’t a good liar.

We ate dinner and then we watched a few TV episodes together on the couch. I could tell that Caitlin was in the mood to fuck. She was gently running her fingers up and down my thighs and she was leaning her head on my shoulder. I wanted to pick her up and run her up to the bedroom but I was nervous of what she would think of my legs—she still hadn’t seen them since I’d shaved. She hadn’t seen my shaved cock either—though I figured she might like that. Since shaving, it looked a bit bigger.

She went to use the bathroom. My heart started racing. I started to consider the idea of putting on the baby blue babydoll. But between the babydoll and the shaved legs—it seemed like too much. But what if it wasn’t? What if Ronnie was right—if she loved me, she would be fine with it?

I nervously stood up and walked to my bag. I pulled that babydoll out and stared at it. Maybe I could put it on and play it off as a joke—but I knew Caitlin would never buy it as a joke. She knew I liked wearing her panties, so why would some lingerie suddenly be a joke?

I found myself in the bedroom, alone, undressing. I had the babydoll laid out on the bed. My heart was racing. I was really going to put it on. I wasn’t sure how I’d managed to justify it to myself or if I was just acting on nervous impulse now… Probably the latter. I took a deep breath and pulled the soft garment over my head. I could hear Caitlin emerge from the downstairs bathroom. I only had a few minutes before she came upstairs looking for me, to see what I was up to. She probably thought I went to use the upstairs bathroom while she was using the downstairs.

I had just enough time to put a bit of her eyeliner on. I’m not sure what possessed me to do it, but there I was: standing in front of the mirror, carefully drawling dark lines around my eyes. Caitlin still wasn’t upstairs, so I put a bit of lip-gloss on, and then I powdered a tiny bit of blush onto my cheeks. I looked cute. I wished that my hair was longer though.

I climbed up onto the bed just as I heard her coming up the stairs. “Everything okay up here?” she called out. And as she reached the top of the stairs I suddenly became tense with regret. What the hell was I doing? No woman wants to see her fiancé wearing her makeup! No woman wants to see her man dressed up in a baby blue babydoll, with shaved legs and shaved armpits! I became a statue, my face turning white. I tried to figure out what had come over me—and I tried to figure out something to say to Caitlin. It was too late to get undressed. It was even too late to dash for the bathroom and lock myself away. I had to face her.

She opened the door and froze in the doorway. Her lips parted but she said nothing. I couldn’t muster up any words of my own. I’d been caught and now I would have to live with that face for the rest of my life: the shocked face that Caitlin was currently wearing.

I wanted to tell her that I could explain, that it was just a joke, that one of the guys at work dared me to do it, that I lost a bet—but I couldn’t say anything. I was just stuck there waiting for her imagination to make its own decision. I wanted to throw up. But instead, I found myself forcing a smile, as I lay on our bed in that skimpy lingerie with that dark eyeliner around my eyes.

She brought her hand to her mouth.

“I’m sorry,” I finally managed to say.

She shook her head. She was silent for another moment before saying, “Don’t be sorry. You… You look good. Did you shave your legs?”

My heart skipped a beat or two. “Yeah,” I said.

“Why?” she asked. And now she was looking into my eyes.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I just wanted to, I guess,” I said.

She walked over to me slowly. “Are you wearing my eyeliner?”

I nodded my head.

“And my lip-gloss?”

I nodded my head again. She reached out and ran her fingers down my arm. “You’re so smooth,” she said, and she let out a nervous laugh.

I was still frozen stiff on the bed. She looked down my legs and then she lifted up my skirt to see what I’d done with my crotch. I watched as her eyes lit up. And that’s when I remembered that I’d pushed my balls up into my body so that I could fit into the tiny panties I was wearing. She reached down and felt my bulge. Then she looked into my eyes. I smiled, my cheeks still burning red hot.

She smiled back and we kissed. The strongest sense of relief washed over me. She was okay with me dressing up. Maybe she even liked it a little bit. But what would she think when I told her I’d started taking hormone blockers? What would she think when she saw me in a couple of months with small breasts? What would she think when I started to grow my hair out? When I went with her to get my hair done? When I sat up at night painting my nails?

I pushed those thoughts away. My mind was getting carried away. Of course I wouldn’t grow my hair long or start painting my nails. I still had to go to work every day. I still had to be a man. I could hide the A-cup breasts I got from the hormones—those could just be for the bedroom. But I needed to be a man for the other twenty-three and a half hours of the day. I couldn’t let this little fantasy infect my whole life.

But for now, I could enjoy my little victory. Caitlin saw me in lingerie and her makeup and she wasn’t demanding that I move out. And now we were kissing. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. She wrapped her soft legs around me and I rolled over top of her. I wanted her to grab that strap-on again, but I had to meet her needs, too. So I fished my cock out from my panties after tugging her panties down and throwing them aside. After a few minutes of kissing she was wet, so I pushed my cock into her cunt and I held her tight while I pumped her. And we kept kissing.

She moaned, muffled by my mouth. I gently bit her bottom lip, which she liked. She gently bit my bottom lip. My lip-gloss was smeared on her face, which I thought was cute. It was probably smeared on my own face as well. She looked into my eyes. She looked happy. Maybe she liked what she was seeing—or maybe she was just happy to see me happy. She reached around and pushed a finger into my ass—and maybe that was just a reward for giving her what she wanted.

She dug her nails into my smooth skin when she came. Her wet pussy tensed and released my cock and she pushed her finger deeper into my ass. I was as hard as I’d ever been, and ready to bust a load for the second time that day. I groaned and buried my face against her shoulder and unloaded deep inside of her.

I wanted to tell her about Ronnie and what I’d been up to over the past few days, but I didn’t want to ruin the moment. I kept my mouth shut and enjoyed the moment while we were both happy.
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Ifound myself back in Ronnie’s shop after work the next day. She was standing behind the counter when I walked in and she looked surprised to see me. And that’s when I realized she never asked me to come back—I’d just assumed that she wanted me to come back. “Fancy seeing you here today,” she said with a big smile.

“I wore the babydoll,” I said.

“And?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “She didn’t say if she liked it or not. But she didn’t look upset.”

Ronnie laughed. “But what did you think? How did you feel fucking in it?”

I bit the corner of my lip. “I liked it,” I said.

“And you’ve been taking your pills?” she asked.

I nodded my head. And I was already starting to feel different—but I couldn’t put my finger on why I was feeling different. I swore that my skin was starting to feel softer, but then again I’d only just started shaving regularly.

Ronnie was staring at me with that smirk—staring right into my eyes. “Are you in a rush?” she asked.

“No,” I said.

“So you can stick around for an hour or two?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so.”

Her grin grew even bigger. “Great. In that case, I’ve got a test for you. But first we need to get you dolled up. How often do you do your makeup? I’ll show you some tricks. And I want to find you a wig. I’m thinking something dark—not quite black but maybe a dark brown. What do you think?”

She sprung to her feet with renewed life and started to search around through her shop for the perfect outfit. She had some makeup supplies in her purse and she found a wig with one of the slutty costumes she sold in her store. It was a long brunette wig with bangs. I never imagined myself with bangs, but the bangs looked cute, especially once Ronnie finished drawing little flicks next to my eyes with black eyeliner. She gave me a cat-eye look that was to die for—and she showed me how to do it myself.

She used a little bit of eye shadow and a bit of lip-gloss, but aside from that, she kept it minimal. It turns out, I don’t need a lot to look good—and I really did look good. I couldn’t stop smiling as I looked in the mirror, and Ronnie noticed my smile. She shook her head and laughed.

She had me put on a cute two-piece set of lingerie, and then she gave me a red dress to slip on overtop of it. She found a pair of stiletto heels in my size. It was nice to not have to crush my feet to fit into a pair of heels. She gave me a few tips on how to walk properly in heels.

I couldn’t help but notice Ronnie constantly checking the clock, as if she was waiting for something. It was close to 6:00 PM when someone walked into the store. I walked away quickly, keeping my back to the new customer. I headed into one of the store corners and pretended to look at the selection of DVDs. I didn’t recognize the person—someone I’d never seen before in my life and someone I probably would never see again in my life—but I still didn’t want them to look at me and know that they were looking at a man in drag.

“Dylan, come here. I want you to meet someone,” Ronnie called out from across the shop. And I felt my heart sink low into my gut—a feeling which was becoming increasingly familiar. I turned around slowly.

The man was staring at me with a gentle smile. He was a tall man with thick arms and a tight t-shirt. He was leaning casually against the counter. “Dylan, this is Mark. Mark, this is Dylan,” Ronnie said.

“Hi Dylan,” he said with a head nod. He turned to Ronnie with a smile. “She’s cute.”

“Isn’t she adorable?” Ronnie said. Then there was a silence in the room. I had no idea what was happening, but I had a feeling it wasn’t good. “Should we get right to it then?” Ronnie asked. And then she started towards the back room. “Follow me. Dylan—you too.”

Mark followed Ronnie into the back room, leaving me alone in the shop. I was terrified but I had to go along with it. I’d come this far—I couldn’t let Ronnie down now. I went into the back room and saw that Ronnie had a chair set up in the middle of the room. She asked Mark to take a seat. Mark’s cheeks were red and he was still smiling.

“Dylan—Mark here is a friend of mine. He agreed to help you out with your training,” she said, and she winked.

“Ronnie tells me that you’re practising to be an exotic dancer,” Mark said. And Ronnie had the biggest grin on her face.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I said softly in my best feminine voice. I wasn’t sure if Mark knew that I wasn’t actually a woman or if that was something he was into. And there would be no way of knowing without asking—unless I had a slip.

“Mark is going to let you give him a lap dance,” Ronnie said. “I’ll go start the music.”

My limbs were tense. He was staring right at me with that smile. I was pretty sure he could hear my heart pounding, even once the music started playing out of Ronnie’s little boom box.

I’d seen lap dances before, so I knew the basic idea—lots of sensual touching and lots of grinding. It wasn’t rocket science—but in order to give a lap dance, one actually has to be able to move. And while that song was playing, I couldn’t move. “C’mon, Dylan. Don’t be shy. Mark’s a nice guy,” Ronnie said.

I took a deep breath and miraculously was able to move my legs. I walked over to him, one foot in front of the other, the way Ronnie showed me. I walked around him and gently put my hand on his shoulder. My heart had no discernable rhythm. It was just pounding away with intensity. I wasn’t sure if my impulses were taking control of my body or if it was something else—some foreign entity possessing me so I wasn’t just standing there like a complete fool.

I started by lowering my bum onto his lap, with my back to him. I swayed in circles. I’d never been much of a dancer, but in that little dress, something was different. I swayed while dipping lower and lower, until my bum was grazing his lap. He gently put his hands on my hips. I leaned my back against his chest and I leaned my head onto his shoulder. He let a small nervous laugh slip.

I put a hand on his thigh and ran it up and down, inching closer to his cock. He let out another nervous laugh.

And then I stood up and walked around him again. I ran my chest down the back of his head, which he seemed to like. And then I reached down his chest and his abs. He was surprisingly chiselled.

Ronnie was watching me from across the room with a big smile on her face. She was observing me closely, testing me, rating me, deciding whether I was doing well on my way to becoming a woman.

I straddled my man, now with my front facing him. He looked up into my eyes while I started to grind his lap. And I could feel his bulge now: hardening quickly, pressing against my bum. I tried to cradle his shaft between my butt cheeks—and he really liked that. He put his hands on my hips again and let out a soft groan. His face was red and his eyes were narrowed. I let a little giggle slip—a little bit of satisfaction. It felt nice, knowing that I was giving him pleasure. I was satisfying him—just like a woman. He reached up and cupped my non-existent breasts, and he squeezed. “You don’t mind, do you?” he asked with a nervous voice.

I shook my head. I didn’t mind. It actually felt kind of nice. He was strong and powerful. He would have been able to pin me down and fuck me senseless if he wanted to—and I wouldn’t have been able to resist much. He was easily twice my size.

And his cock was certainly twice the size of mine, now that it was fully erect. I reached down and ran the tip of my finger along his covered erection. His body shuddered and his face became redder.

I stood up and I found myself reaching down, pulling his cock out from his jeans. His cock sprang free and slapped him in the abdomen. I looked at Ronnie again, who looked more pleased than ever with what she was seeing. And her approval filled me with warm joy. I turned around and bent over as far as I could. I pushed my bum back, hiking up my skirt, and I massaged his shaft between my butt cheeks, and I let him squeeze those very butt cheeks with his hands.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned.

“How’s she doing?” Ronnie asked casually from across the room.

“Fantastic,” he said, his voice slightly shaken.

My face was beaming. I could see myself in the mirror and I was sexy. I didn’t want to look away from myself. I wanted to pull my panties aside and let him penetrate me with that massive dick, but I had to remain rational. Letting Ronnie fuck me was one thing—letting a stranger fuck me was a whole different story. So I resisted that urge, and luckily I didn’t have to resist for long.

I turned around again to face him while I grinded his cock. Now I was grinding his cock with my pelvis. My cock was still tucked down. It wanted to be erect but it was tucked firmly enough that becoming erect was impossible. “How does that feel, big boy?” I asked, doing my best sexy voice.

And apparently the voice was pretty good. He didn’t reply—not with his words, anyway. Instead, he came. His cock erupted upwards, staining white streaks into my red dress. He groaned deeply and stared down while his member blasted my stomach. His cum ran down and made a big mess on his lap.

“I’m so sorry,” he said.

“It’s okay,” I said. And I honestly thought it was kind of cute—and incredibly satisfying, knowing I’d just gotten a man off. Mark certainly left the store a satisfied customer.

And I left the store with a new toy and a new assignment. It was a Wi-Fi controlled vibrating butt plug that Ronnie could turn on at any moment. She wanted me to wear it to work the next day, under my panties. “What if I’m in a meeting?” I asked nervously.

“I hope that you are,” she said with her classic grin. And I didn’t put up a fight. I went home and kept that vibrating sex toy hidden from Caitlin. I didn’t stick it in until I was in the bathroom at work the next morning.
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Iwas at my desk when the vibration started. It was around noon, and the little toy had been in my ass for a few hours already. At first, I thought my phone was buzzing in my pocket—the vibration was minimal. But after a minute, the intensity turned up. And after another minute I was clutching the edge of my desk and biting the edge of my tongue, trying not to make any noise—I wanted so badly to let out a long, satisfied moan.

There must have been more than just intensity controls on her remote. The style of vibration changed suddenly from a constant buzz to a wave: intense buzzing for a moment and then a moment of lull. This setting made my legs tremble. My cock was hard in my panties.

I smiled as Patrick walked past my desk. “Hey Dylan,” he said with a nod. I opened my mouth to reply and a moan nearly slipped out. So I just settled with a nod and a smile and then I bit down on my tongue harder.

After ten minutes, I came. My whole body shuddered and I finally let out that moan. My panties were warm and wet with cum. I had to wait for my erection to go away before I got up to sneak to the bathroom to clean myself up. Thankfully the cum didn’t soak through my pants.

The vibrating started up again around 4:00 PM. I was on a call when it started. And five minutes into the call, I had to hang up. “I’m sorry, can I give you a call back in a few minutes?” I asked before I was too overtaken by euphoria to make a coherent sentence. Most of the office was already gone for the day. I looked around to make sure no one was looking and then I reached into my pants and gave my cock a few tugs—that’s all it needed with that intense vibration right against my sweet spot. I came for the second time that day, this time with a tissue stuffed into my panties to catch the warm, wet mess.

When I pulled up to my townhouse, I popped my pills and then went inside to spend the evening with my fiancée.

I’d decided that it was finally the night to come clean to Caitlin: to tell her everything, from Ronnie to the hormone pills. But I just couldn’t find an opportunity to spit it out. We sat together on the couch and there were plenty of silences—plenty of times I could have simply opened my mouth and said it—but instead I just remained silent, terrified of what she would think when she found out that I was becoming a woman with help from the trap that worked at the sex store…

And I really was becoming a woman. My God—it sounded so absurd now that I was thinking about it. I was taking pills to stop my body from producing male hormones, and I was taking a twice-daily dose of female hormones. In a few weeks I would have tits. My pecs were already starting to feel soft and squishy. My skin was already starting to feel softer—I was sure of it now. My body hair wasn’t growing back the same: thinner and sparser; and it would only become thinner and sparser as I took more doses. I was overdue for a haircut and I had no plans of actually going to get one. I figured I could have medium-length feminine hair in just five months. I was seriously becoming a woman and Caitlin was completely oblivious.

Would she support my decision? Maybe… Not if I didn’t say anything, though. If I just waited for her to figure it out on her own, she would be devastated and she would feel betrayed. She was my fiancée—we were going to be married—could I not tell her everything?

“Hey Caitlin,” I finally said just a few minutes before we went off to bed.

She looked at me with a smile. “Yeah?” she said. She was looking into my eyes.

“You, uh, know the other night—when I put on that blue thing?” I said. I pushed my hands under a throw pillow so she wouldn’t see them trembling.

She had a coy smile on her face now. She nodded. Even she was too afraid to talk about it aloud. We hadn’t spoken about it since the act. Once I had her makeup washed off my face, we went on pretending like it hadn’t happened. I continued secretly putting on her panties before work. Nothing had changed. Maybe we’d come a step closer towards my coming out, or maybe we’d taken a step back. I was still just as terrified as ever of her finding out about my desires. Hell, I was probably more terrified than ever, now that I knew they were real desires and not just curious fantasies…

“Sorry if that was weird,” I said, and then I looked away swiftly. “I guess I just thought it would be funny or something.” I was definitely taking a step back now, but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t stand to look into those eyes and live through her disappointment. She needed a man—not a woman. She wanted a bearded hunk. I’d watched her thumbing through magazines before—stopping briefly on the full-page Gillette ads with the muscular male models. She never stopped to admire any Sports Illustrated covers.

She shrugged her shoulders and just held onto that smile. She said nothing. It was too embarrassing to talk about—even for her. So I dropped it and changed the subject. “Dinner was great tonight. Was that a new recipe?”

“Yeah—I got it from a magazine,” she said.

“Oh, no way. We should add it to our approved recipe list.” I forced a smile and looked back at the television, hoping that she would quickly forget I ever brought up that night with the baby blue babydoll.


CHAPTER 12
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It was two weeks later when I found myself back in Ronnie’s shop. She wasn’t surprised to see me, but she was surprised that it took me so long to make my way back to her. She motioned me to follow her into the back room. She was excited to see my progress.

“Lift up your shirt,” she said. “Show me how it’s going.”

I grabbed the base of my shirt and lifted it up for her to see. And I couldn’t help but smile when I watched her face light up. “Wow,” she said. “It looks like you’re ahead of schedule.” And I was. I already had the humble beginnings of breasts—something close to a pair of A-cups. I really wanted a pair of C-cups, but it was already hard enough to hide what I had from Caitlin. I was always sure to keep my shirt on until we were under the covers, or until the lights were out. She’d never been one to grope my chest, but I still worried whenever our chests rubbed together, when we were making love.

“And your fiancée—how’s she been getting along with your transition? Does she love it or what?” Ronnie asked with her classic big grin.

I forced a smile and nodded. “Yeah. She likes it,” I lied. I’m not sure why I lied—though I’m not sure I was lying so much as trying to remain positive. I kept telling myself that Caitlin knew and there was no point in talking to her about it—because surely it was obvious. My hair was shaggy now—almost long enough to style into something cute. I’d continued shaving my legs and my chest and my arms and my pits, even though the hairs were coming in thinner and thinner. My voice was starting to change slightly, but when I was around her, I tried to deepen it slightly. But still, it must have been obvious—right?

Ronnie had new outfits for me to try on—a fresh new shipment of summer lingerie styles. She even had some cute bridal lingerie that I was dying to get onto my body. She left me alone in the back while I got myself dolled up. She even let me use her makeup, even though I’d recently invested in some of my own (I kept it hidden deep in my work bag, so Caitlin wouldn’t accidentally find it while cleaning up).

The lacy white bridal lingerie looked great on me. It was the first time I’d gotten fully dolled up since I’d started regularly taking the hormone pills. Caitlin had been home more often and I hadn’t had a couple of hours to myself. But now I was free to do whatever I wanted—free to try out different styles and free to admire myself in the mirror without the fear that someone was going to barge through the door. The only person who came through that door was Ronnie, and she only came to tell me how cute I looked in white lace.

Next I tried on some of Ronnie’s new ‘stage wear’. It was a black leather two-piece that hardly covered much skin at all, but my God did it look good on me. I still couldn’t get over how great my legs and ass looked all shaved up. I spent far too long standing in front of the mirror admiring myself.

“You would make a great stripper,” she said to me.

“I think you’re right,” I said. I found myself cupping my breasts, lifting them slightly. I still couldn’t believe how quickly they came about—but I’d read online that some trans girls got tits in less than two weeks. I couldn’t wait to see what kind of rack my body had in store for me. I mean—they weren’t the same sort of breasts that real women had; I would need implants for those. But they were cute and they were mine.

“You look like the kind of stripper that would do a little extra on the side, if you know what I mean,” she said with a cute wink. I laughed. “Well?”

“Well?” I said.

“Let’s see you do a little extra on the side. Get on your knees,” she said, motioning me down to the ground. The cement floor of the back room was cold. I looked up at Ronnie. The bust of her chest made it hard to see her face and her devilish grin. I looked down at her skirt. She wanted me to suck her off and I very much wanted to suck her off. I reached under her skirt and ran my fingers over the bulge of her warm dick. I liked her dick.

I fished it out and I didn’t waste a beat. I started sucking. She grew quickly. Once she was too big to fit completely in my mouth, I stroked what I couldn’t fit with a clenched fist. “You would make good tips in the strip club,” she said with a deep, satisfied breath.

I sucked her with intensity. I wanted to make her come. I wanted to taste her cum. I wanted to swallow her warm, sticky load. I wanted it all over my face.

She reached down and held my head with both of her hands, and then she gently started thrusting her long member down my throat. I managed not to gag. Her ball sack slapped me in the chin. “Have you started saving for your tit job?” she asked. “I think you would look cute with a couple C-cups. What do you think?”

She didn’t release my head for me to respond. She continued to throat fuck me with increasing speed and intensity. I could taste the sweet tinge of her pre-cum on my tongue. She was throbbing powerfully. The tip of her cock was sliding down my throat hard. I did my best to massage her length with my tongue, as it was the only part of me I could control.

She grabbed a handful of hair on the top of my head firmly, to hold me in place. Then she pulled out, tilted my head back, and came all over my face. I think she was making a point of missing my mouth, even though I had my mouth open and my tongue out. She made a real mess of my face, which was exactly what I wanted.

But the moment of glory was short lived. The door opened and I heard a familiar voice say my name. “Dylan?” It was Caitlin.


CHAPTER 13
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Ilooked over at her slowly. The colour was quickly draining from my face. Ronnie slipped her cock back into her panties with haste but it was too late; Caitlin had already seen everything.

A large glob of cum dripped off of my chin and splashed on the floor. I stood up to my feet. Her face was white and her eyes were wide. “I—I can explain,” I said—and I’m not even sure how I was able to produce any words through the thick lump in my throat.

There was a long silence in that dark back room. “I’m waiting,” she said. And I was shocked she was still standing there. I’d expected her to turn around and run—to have her bags packed before I was able to even wash the makeup from my face. But instead she was standing in that doorway, waiting for my explanation.

I opened my mouth to respond, but the truth was: I couldn’t explain. I didn’t have anything to say. I knew she wouldn’t understand the truth of it all because even I couldn’t understand the truth of it all while I was standing there with a shemale’s cum dripping off of my face. “I love you,” I managed to say. “And I want you to be happy. But—But I want to be a woman.” My heart stuttered and sunk deep into my gut where it began to burn in sizzling bile.

She was staring at me with watering eyes. I knew that I’d fucked up. I knew that this moment marked the end of our long relationship.

“You want to be… a woman?” she asked, her voice weak and hoarse.

I nodded. “But I like girls—I mean—I like you. I’m not gay. I just… want to be like you. I want to be a girl. I don’t know how else to say it. And I know it sounds insane. Ronnie here has been helping me. She was the one who gave me the babydoll. She told me to tell you, but—but I couldn’t do it. I didn’t want to let you down.” I felt tears welling up in my own eyes. I couldn’t understand how Caitlin wasn’t crying hysterically. Why was she not screaming at me or slapping my face or storming away to somewhere I would never find her?

“Ronnie?” she said after a short silence. She looked over at Ronnie.

Ronnie waved shyly. “I really did tell him to tell you,” she said. There was another long silence that felt like an eternity. “You have to admit that he really does make a pretty lady.” I felt my cheeks turning red, but I knew it was a bad time to be revelling in my own satisfaction.

“This is what you want to be?” she said, still with that raspy hoarseness in her voice.

I nodded my head. “But I don’t have to be. I would give it all up for you. I can just be a man—for you. I’ll stop wearing your panties and we can throw out the dildo and the strap-on and all the other stuff. I’ll start going to the gym more often. I’ll put on some muscle. Whatever you want.”

She stared into my eyes and shook her head, and I had a feeling I was about to receive the worst news of my life. Her lips parted and I could already hear the sound of her breaking up with me—telling me she never wanted to see me again. But that’s not what she said. “I love you,” she said. “I love you whether you’re a man or a woman. I just wish you would have talked to me about it.”

My heart sprang up and started hammering against my ribcage. My lips parted but I wasn’t sure what to say. I wanted to say ‘thank you’ one thousand times, but I already felt pathetic enough.

“Well I guess I’m telling you now: I want to a lady. I’ve been taking hormones for three weeks and I’ve been saving up for a boob job.”

Her eyes were wide and full of shock. “Why do you get to have a boob job? I want a boob job,” she said.

“You’ve got great boobs,” I said with a laugh.

“But wouldn’t they look good if they were just a bit bigger?” she asked, cupping her breasts and pushing them up slightly. She laughed. And my God, was it a relief to hear her laugh. My legs were still trembling but I no longer felt like throwing up all over Ronnie’s back room.

Ronnie had a big smile on her face. She looked from Caitlin to me and then back to Caitlin. “You girls are so cute,” she said. And then her eyes became wide. “Oh, I just got the perfect thing into the store,” she said. “Hold on one second.” She ran off to the far end of the back room and started sorting through boxes.

I walked up to Caitlin and put my hands on her sides. “I really tried to tell you—and I just should have done it,” I said.

“You’re doing it now. And I have to admit—it’s kind of hot seeing you with cum all over your face.” She wiped a dab of cum off of my face and then brought her finger to my lips. I licked the cum off. She laughed. “You’re a little slut,” she said.

I nodded my head. “I guess so,” I said.

Ronnie returned with a white box. She quickly opened it and revealed a new strap-on dildo. But this one was different: it was double ended. It had a cock facing out for him and a cock facing in for her—or in our case: a cock for her and a cock for her. “Go ahead. Try it out,” Ronnie said, stepping back.

“Right here?” Caitlin asked, her face flushing.

“Yeah—I need to make sure it works before I can start selling them, don’t I?”

Caitlin looked at me with wide, shocked eyes. I smiled and shrugged. “It’ll be fun,” I said. She covered her mouth to stop herself from laughing.

“Don’t be shy, darling,” Ronnie said.

I reached down and pulled Caitlin’s shirt up. She resisted for a moment, looking back over at Ronnie and then at me. But I could see in her eyes that she was excited to do a bit of experimenting. She lifted her arms and allowed me to pull her shirt over her head, leaving her in just her pale lavender bra. I reached around and easily unclipped the bra. She kept her breasts covered with her hands for a moment. “Don’t be shy,” I said. She looked at Ronnie and then back at me, and then she uncovered her tits. “How did you find me here, by the way?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I just came to check out the new shop, and then when I walked into the store, I heard your voice.”

My cheeks were warm with embarrassment. I couldn’t believe I’d ever tried to keep a secret from her. I couldn’t understand why I wasn’t just open with her from the beginning. I knew she loved me. I knew that she would accept me for whatever I wanted to be.

I tugged down her leggings, along with her panties. Her face was red with embarrassment. We’d never fucked with an audience before, but I could tell that she was excited about it. She started doing up the straps. She had to get her end of the strap-on dildo inside of her before she could cinch it tight. “It’s thick,” she said, perking up once it was inside of her body. Her face became even redder. She was trying not to look over at Ronnie, who was watching with a big grin on her face.

“How does it feel?” Ronnie asked.

Caitlin shrugged her shoulders. “Like a dildo.”

“There should be a button on the base.”

Caitlin reached down and pressed the button—and then she really perked up. “Oh my,” she said, and Ronnie started to laugh.

“It will get more intense the more you pump your girl here,” Ronnie said. “It’s got a friction sensor inside of it. They’re saying it’s the future of pegging.” She laughed.

Caitlin used her hand to stroke the plastic cock, and her eyes grew wide. “Oh my,” she said again. “It really works.”

I was already bent over and in position. I couldn’t wait for my fiancée to stuff my ass with the new toy. I couldn’t wait for her to get off while pumping my butt. It was the start of a new chapter in our lives. I couldn’t stop smiling. I felt so free—like I was no longer being weighed down by a dark, dirty secret. “Fuck me,” I said.

She pushed the tip of the plastic cock into my ass. She used her hand to stabilize the member while she sunk in deep. I tried my best not to clench. I wanted all of it—I wanted every last inch inside of my body. I wanted to show Caitlin just how much of a sissy I could be. She let out a soft moan. I could feel the residual buzzing of her vibrating inversed cock. She grasped my hips firmly with her small soft hands.

And she started to plunge her long cock into my ass. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling and rattling. I held firmly onto the box in front of me.

Ronnie walked around in front of me. She looked at Caitlin with a smile. “Do you mind?” she said.

“By all means,” Caitlin said.

Ronnie fished her cock out from her panties. There was still a drop of cum clinging to the tip of her penis. “A real girl can make a cock come twice,” she said. And I was up for the challenge. With my fiancée’s cock in my ass, I started to suck Ronnie for the second time that afternoon. And who would have thought that the happiest moment of my life would involve being plugged by two thick cocks?

THE END
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FISHNETS & SATIN GLOVES


When John finds out his wife, Mary, has been seeing a therapist, his life is flipped upside down. The problem: John just doesn’t seem that into their bedroom time anymore.

To make matters worse, Mary wants John to meet with her therapist, Dr. Taggart, a pretty, young recent college grad who specializes in “alternative therapy”. Only John isn’t sure he can go through with it, especially once he finds out it involves getting dolled up and putting on his wife’s lingerie.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas taken by surprise when I found out my wife of ten years had been seeing a therapist for over a year without me knowing. I thought our relationship was fine, that it didn’t need any work. Whenever we went to pick up our kids from school together, we would gossip about all the other parents and joke about how little they had sex. Mary and I had sex a lot for our age—about three times a week, and she always seemed happy with it. So why was she seeing a therapist all of a sudden? And why was she only telling me about it now?

The answer to the ‘why was she only telling me about it now’ came shortly after she dropped the therapy bomb on me. “My therapist wants to meet with you so she can get a better understanding of the issue,” Mary said to me. She kept her distance from me as if she was afraid of what I would do, which didn’t make me feel any better about myself. I’d never hurt her before. I’d never even called her a mean name before. In ten years, I could remember less than ten fights, and most of them were shallow fights about chores or the time I picked up a case of beer and forgot to pick her up a bottle of wine. We worked those fights out.

“Where is all of this coming from? Why are you seeing a therapist? What problems are you even talking about?” I said. Even to myself, I was sounding defensive. I couldn’t help it. I worked hard at our relationship. I thought I was carefully tuned in to Mary’s needs.

She looked down at her feet. “I don’t know…” she said sheepishly, but she was convincing no one, not even herself. She knew, she just was afraid to say it out loud.

“Tell me, Mary. I’m not going to this therapy thing unless you tell me what’s going on,” I said.

She looked up, into my eyes, and then she said it: “It’s the sex. It’s just… boring.” It stung like an angry hornet. Our sex was boring? My head started spinning. How could it boring? Why did we have sex three times a week, sometimes more, if it was boring? Didn’t she know that most parents our age only have sex about three times a year?

“What—What can I do better?” I said. The news was devastating—almost as heavy as when I got the call that my grandfather had passed away unexpectedly. Being bad at sex is every man’s worst nightmare. I wanted to run away, crawl into a hole, and let myself curl up and die. If I didn’t have good sex, what did I have? What was my use? Sure, I contributed financially, but big deal—anyone with half a brain could do that.

“You should see my therapist. I think it would really help—both of us,” Mary said, and it was settled, I was going to see her therapist—her secret rendezvous, her mental affair. In less than five minutes, my whole world was flipped upside-down. Sure, she was only seeing this therapist for an hour every week, but it felt like she was going out and living a whole life behind my back. How was she able to keep it a secret for so long? How bad could the sex have been that she was too afraid to talk to me about it? Why did it take her this long to build up the courage to tell me? Would she have told me if her therapist hadn’t asked to see me personally? I wasn’t able to ask any of my questions, too overwhelmed by the revelation.

Just the night before the revelation, we’d had sex, and I thought we’d had a lot of fun. She put on her black bustier (my personal favourite of her sexy-time attire), her long fishnet stockings, and her delicate satin gloves. She looked like a total vixen, with her blonde hair cascading down past her nipples, her red lipstick taunting me. She’d spent half an hour before our romp in the bathroom, getting ready, getting beautiful. And I’m sure the therapist was going to tell me that I didn’t appreciate the effort enough, but I did—I really did appreciate the effort. In fact, it made me feel bad, knowing she was getting all perfect and dolled up while I sat in the bedroom, naked on the bed, waiting for her heavenly arrival.

I did everything I could to pay her back for the effort. I got the bed all nice, lit a few scented candles (which weren’t cheap), got the lights nice and dim. I even went and did the dishes and cleaned up the living room while I waited, so she wouldn’t have to stress over chores after our little romp was through.

If anything, I was jealous of Mary. For her, sex was interesting. She got to wear all sorts of sexy lingerie and do her makeup and look all pretty. She got to be chased around by me, dominated in whatever position I wanted her in. She could turn me on with some dark red lipstick or with some thigh-high fishnet stockings. What did I have to give her? There isn’t some male equivalent to lingerie. I couldn’t do my hair up all special. Sure, I could put on cologne, but that was about the extent of my sexiness. Otherwise I was just there to do the grunt work, there to pump her until she got off and until I got off. I would have died to have half the fun she had when we had sex.

Even though I wanted to jump her the moment she stepped into the bedroom, I held back. I played it cool, gently touching her warm skin, kissing her, getting her comfortable. I sunk down and carefully pulled down her black panties, and then I ate her out for a good ten or fifteen minutes. I made her come twice, just with my tongue (and I’m pretty sure she wasn’t faking it; I’d seen her attempt at faking an orgasm before, and it was far from convincing).

I told her how beautiful she was, she sucked my cock for a bit (which she insisted on; who was I to stop her?), and then we fucked. I made her come again as I fondled her nipples, which I knew she loved. And then I came inside of her and we kissed some more. I told her again how beautiful she was, and then that was that. There was no sign of boring sex anywhere in the fling. Unless I was being completely naïve—and apparently I was.

That very night, after Mary told me about the therapist, the strangest thing happened. For the first time in our entire relationship, Mary asked me to fuck her in the ass. “What? Are you sure?” I said.

With a smile on her face, she rolled over and spread her soft, perky butt cheeks. “Yeah—fuck my little butthole.”

It took a few attempts to get my throbbing erection inside. It felt nice, but she didn’t seem all that into it. She even said “Ouch!” a few times when I sunk in too deep, and then she would say, “Sorry, don’t stop.” It actually felt better than nice—it felt amazing, but every time I looked down and saw her clenched face, I hesitated.

“It doesn’t look like you’re having any fun. Want me to just fuck you in the pussy?” I said.

“No—I’m having fun,” she said in a strained voice. “Keep going. I want you to come in my asshole.” I knew what she was doing, she was experimenting. Her therapist probably told her to try some new things in an attempt to spice up our sex life. This therapist of hers was quickly becoming my arch nemesis and I hadn’t even met her yet. I didn’t like seeing my wife like this, clenched and uncomfortable. I wanted her to have fun. What was wrong with our usual routine? Sometimes she came three or four times during our regular sex. With my cock plunging her ass, she wasn’t coming at all, so what was the point?

I had to keep my eyes away from her pained face in order to get off. I have to say that it was pretty hot, seeing my wife’s ass getting filled by a big cock. It was almost too bad that she wasn’t into it. “How was that?” she asked after all was said and done.

I knew that she wasn’t into it, so I didn’t want her to think I was into it—so she wouldn’t subject herself to the torture ever again. “It was alright. I’m not going to lie, I prefer the other side.”

“Well, it was worth a try,” she said. There was a heart-breaking look of disappointment on her face. I called the therapist the next morning and set up an appointment for that afternoon.
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Inearly turned around the moment I saw the therapist, as I walked through the door. If she was older than thirty, than God had been far too kind to her. I’m guessing she was closer to twenty-five. This little kid was the woman who my wife was seeing, who convinced my wife that our sex was boring? My wife was getting told to try anal sex by a girl who was hardly old enough to have a college degree? “Have a seat. Make yourself comfortable,” she said. I was hesitant, but I was there for my wife. If this is what she wanted, then so be it.

She sat in silence for the first minute, just staring at me, smiling, as if she was trying to read my mind. I looked around the room, trying to find some sort of evidence of qualification. There were a few degrees on the wall, but any moron can get a degree these days, so that didn’t mean anything. I was just happy there weren’t any crystals or tarot cards scattered about. At least the young woman had that going for her.

The worst part of it all was the fact I knew she was making two or three times more money than me, and she was almost half my age. “Are you married?” I asked her, breaking the long, awkward silence.

“No,” she said, and then I fought as hard as I could so I wouldn’t roll my eyes. She wasn’t even married. She was a therapist, specializing in marital problems, and she wasn’t even married. Was this a joke? Was I really paying this woman to tell my wife what her problems were? She was probably one of those therapists who didn’t believe in marriage, who tried to split up every couple who came through her office as some sort of ‘girl power’ movement.

“You look nervous,” she said with a calm smile. She was too calm, too happy looking, like she stumbled out of a cult and into that office. I will say, however, that she was pretty sexy. She was wearing a tight black dress that showed off a good amount of her busty cleavage. She also had three inch heels on her feet, as if she had a cocktail party to go to after our visit. My best guess was that it was part of some test, trying to see if I would sneak a peak at her breasts so she could scream ‘misogynist!’ and then she could go and tell my wife to leave me and live some bullshit feminist, independent lifestyle. I had a friend whose marriage was destroyed by a therapist who was convinced women were better off without men. It wouldn’t surprise me if this little babydoll was one of them.

“I’m not nervous,” I said. “I just have stuff I need to do today, and to be honest, this isn’t that high on the list.”

Her smile persisted, as if unphased by my comment. It wasn’t meant to offend her, but I was getting tired quickly of this stare-off nonsense. What could a twenty-five year old unmarried girl know about life? She’d spent over 90% of her life in school, not in the real world. All she could possibly have had was some abstract, textbook knowledge that didn’t apply in real life. “Your wife’s happiness isn’t at the top of your list?” she said, twisting my words. I was right, she had an agenda. Her goal was to knock men down a peg and empower women. Why was my wife seeing this fraud?

“I’m going to go,” I said, standing up. “Do I still have to pay?”

“Why would you go?” she said.

“If you’re just going to put words in my mouth, I’m not going to bother,” I said.

She wrote something on her notepad.

“Okay, see you around,” I said, starting towards the door.

“Your wife is unhappy, John. Don’t you want to know why?”

I paused at the door. I did want to know why, but I had a feeling this young lady wasn’t going to be able to tell me, or she was just going to give me some stock nonsense from some personality test she got from one of her equally inexperienced college professors.

“Come and sit down,” she said. Reluctantly, I did. “Why do you think your wife is unhappy?” she said.

“I thought you were going to tell me,” I said.

“We’ll get there.” I don’t think she actually knew, she was just trying to tiptoe around the issues long enough to form some bullshit hypothesis that she would eventually triumphantly declare as the greatest achievement in her career. She knew nothing. “Tell me, why do you think your wife is unhappy?”

“I didn’t think she was until she told me she was seeing you, yesterday.” I had to fight to not look at her cleavage. She had nice, perky tits, and by the looks of it, she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her perky nipples were pushing her soft dress out.

“Why do you think she kept that from you for so long?”

I shrugged. “I don’t know, to protect my feelings?”

“Interesting,” she said, and then she returned to that silent staring that was apparently her trademark. “What did she say to you?”

I had to swallow my pride to respond. “She said our sex was boring.” It was hard admitting it to a stranger. I’d always prided myself in my sex life with Mary.

“But you don’t agree?”

“No, I don’t. I think that’s something you convinced her,” I said.

She laughed. “Then why would your wife come to me in the first place?” It was a good point—there was obviously something wrong if my wife felt the need to seek psychiatric help—and there must have been something really wrong if she felt the need to get it from a twenty-five year old little floozy.

“Okay fine, so maybe our sex is boring. If it’s so boring, why does she… you know…”

“Why does she come?” the therapist said for me.

My cheeks became warm. “What’s your name?” I asked, realizing I didn’t make a point of reading it on the doorway when I came in.

“Dr. Taggart,” she said.

“Okay, Dr. Taggart, so if my wife can come when we have sex, sometimes multiple times, why is it so boring?”

“Who said it was boring for her? Did she say that?”

“I don’t know, I guess she didn’t say that exactly.”

“Then who’s it boring for?” Dr. Taggart asked.

Before I could answer, a realization hit me. Of course—that’s why Mary wanted to try anal. She wasn’t hoping to get off on it herself, she was hoping to get me off. That was why she spent so long in the bathroom, getting ready, putting on the lingerie, the satin gloves, the fishnet stockings—she was trying to get me excited, trying to make it better for me. “But I like the sex we have. I like it the way it is.”

“Well, your wife isn’t seeing it, John.”

Dr. Taggart asked me some questions about my childhood, about my parents, about the beginning of my marriage, about our kids, and so on and so on. Nothing seemed relevant. I felt like she was just trying to buy time while she came up with some half-assed advice so she could justify her job, her expensive car, her nice house in the suburbs, her inflated student debt (which, given what I was paying, I’m sure was paid off by now) and her ritzy downtown office. I felt like she was asking questions straight out of a textbook, straight out of Psychology 101. What difference did my parents’ marital status make? Why did she care how many times I saw my parents kissing as a child? It was all useless, all nonsense. “What’s your favourite part about sex with Mary?” she asked me.

I thought for a moment. “I like seeing her dressed up in lingerie. You can tell when she walks into the room that feels sexy, and I like that.”

“You like that she feels sexy?”

“She looks so confident, like she’s having so much fun. Sometimes I get jealous that sex is so much more than just penetration for her. It’s like a whole thing, with her hair and her makeup and her lingerie, and sometimes she wears these satin gloves that I know she likes. She’s always so much more confident when she wears those gloves, and those thigh-high fishnet stockings.”

Dr. Taggart’s eyes lit up and a sly smirk swept across her face. “The way you think she feels when she’s dressed up like that, you wish you could feel the same way when you have sex?” she said, as if she was cracking open the case.

“I mean, it would be nice, but I’m perfectly happy the way things are.” I crossed my arms, feeling a cool draft seeping into the room.

That sly smile stayed on Dr. Taggart’s face. She looked down at her watch. “We’re out of time for today, but I think we made some good progress. I want to see you next week.”

I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “Right, and every week after that. Look, no offence, but if you could actually solve people’s problems, you wouldn’t have a job. Let’s face it. As long as my wife feels unhappy, you keep getting a paycheque.” I felt bad saying it, taking a stab at Dr. Taggart’s profession and her life’s work (albeit a short life thus far). But I felt like it needed to be said. It didn’t seem right that she should get away with it, taking advantage of people in need. It was far from fair, and it was about time someone stood up to it.

She just smiled. “I will tell you what, two more visits, and that’s it. That goes for your wife, too. In two weeks, we’ll be all finished. Or, you can not come back and I can keep working with your wife until she feels happier with your relationship. It’s up to you.” It almost felt like blackmail—either I give her two weeks of pay or I give her a lifetime of pay. My choice was obvious, but I couldn’t help but feel it was just another one of her therapist tricks. “Oh, and when you come in next week, I want you to bring your wife’s lingerie with you—just your favourite items.”

“Why?”

“I want to try out some… alternative therapy.”


CHAPTER 3
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Mary wasn’t in the house for five seconds before she asked, “How was your meeting with Dr. Taggart?” I wanted to tell her what I really thought, that Dr. Taggart was a criminal, a scam artist who knew absolutely nothing. I knew that would disappoint her, so I spun it another way. “She thinks we can get to the root of the problem in a week or two.” Mary gave me a nice kiss on the lips. “Thanks for going,” she said, and then she pranced off to get out of her work clothes. “It means a lot to me.”

We had sex that night. She got dressed up all nice, as she usually did, this time in a red lacy piece that I had given her a few Christmases back. It looked nice, soft, and comfortable. I liked the way it hugged her bum nice and tight, and the way it held her tits up. She even put on a pair of red heels to match the outfit. There’s nothing better than holding up your wife’s legs during sex, seeing her heeled feet bouncing up and down in your peripheral vision.

She was watching me closely. Usually, she just let her head fall back and her eyes close, but this time was different. I realized after a minute that she was trying to decide if I was ‘less bored’ with the sex. She was putting her all into it, even slipping in some dirty talk (which I know she wasn’t totally comfortable with). “Oh baby, I love your big, hard cock,” she said. It was nice, but I couldn’t get over her face—like she was missing something, like something wasn’t quite right. “What’s wrong?” I asked and she put on a forced smile. “Nothing, is everything okay with you?”

“Yeah,” I said. Her pussy was wet, but she wasn’t coming. Something was holding her back.

“Do you want to stick it in my ass again?” she asked.

“Not really, unless you want me to,” I said.

“No, whatever you want. I just wanted to give you the option.”

Obviously, I was looking bored to her. I wasn’t bored. Was it the most engaging sex ever? Not really, but it wasn’t boring. It would have been better if she wasn’t suddenly so self-conscious, which was in turn making me feel incredibly self-conscious—a vicious cycle that’s almost impossible to break. “Squeeze your tits,” I said, and then she did, first pulling down the lacy red top. “You like that?” she said.

“Yeah.” I slammed my throbbing erection down into her harder. “Rub your clit.” She reached down and began to rub her clit in small circles.

She bit down on the corner of her lip. “I’m going to come, baby,” she said.

“Me too,” I said. I came down even harder, even faster. I felt her warm legs close in on me and then she began to moan. I came, filling her warm cunt up with my hot goo. It felt great, and it was nice to see that, even with her therapist filling her head with nonsense, she was still able to come.

But after we got all cleaned up, I noticed a far away look in her eyes. “What’s up?” I said.

“Sorry that wasn’t the most exciting sex,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

She just shrugged and smiled. “I don’t know. You just… You just look like you’ve had better,” and she left it at that.

Did it really seem like I was that disinterested in her and in our sex life? I didn’t feel like I was disinterested. It hurt to think that she thought I wasn’t having a good time. It hurt to think that whatever was going on with me was rubbing off on her. Maybe there was something that I needed to change. Maybe it was worth giving Dr. Taggart another chance.

I showed up early for my next appointment with Dr. Taggart. With me, I had a few pieces of my wife’s lingerie stuffed into a bag. I still didn’t know what she wanted to do with it, but I was willing to entertain her hundred-thousand-dollar degree for the two additional visits if she insisted it could save my relationship. “Come on in, John,” she said, so I entered her office.

She told me to take a seat and she asked me how my week went. I did my best to be as honest as possible, just in case she really did have the power to help my cause. She smiled and nodded and made some notes in her little notebook. She was wearing the most peculiar outfit—a crop top and a short skirt, which hardly covered anything when she had her legs crossed. It seemed far from appropriate for a doctor, but again, I figured it was some sort of test, trying to see if I had wandering eyes—an insatiable lust for other women. I wasn’t going to let her play me into her trap. I kept my eyes up and my mind on the matter at hand.

After I finished telling her about my week, that signature silence returned. She stared at me with a crooked smile. “See this bag here?” she said, motioning towards a black backpack that was sitting next to her.

“Yeah.”

“I want you to take it into the bathroom, along with your bag. There’s instructions in the bag. Follow them, and then come out when you’re ready.”

I hesitated. I knew she was going to try some wacko alternative therapy, but I still didn’t know what that meant exactly. I took the bags and went to her private bathroom, which was surprisingly spacious and comfortable. Why a therapist needed such a big bathroom all for herself, I had no idea. There was a large full-length mirror on the wall.

I opened her bag and nearly jumped back when I saw what was inside: a mound of human hair. I thought at first it was a severed head, but I quickly realized it was a wig. Also in the bag was a makeup kit, a pair of high heels, and a note. I didn’t need to read the note to realize what was happening, but I did anyway, and I was right: she wanted me to dress up like my wife.

I pulled the wig out of the bag. It was a long, blonde wig, styled surprisingly close to the way my wife kept her hair. I stormed out of the bathroom. “What kind of sick joke is this?” I said.

She remained cool and calm in her comfy sofa chair. “I call it, putting yourself in her shoes—literally. It’s a little exercise that I think will get us to the heart of your problem with Mary.”

“I’m not putting on a wig—and I’m definitely not putting on her lingerie.”

“She’ll never find out about this,” Dr. Taggart said, as if it was some sort of consolation, as if I was only resisting because I didn’t want my wife to know I put on her undies.

“So what?” I said.

“Entertain me, John. I’m just trying to help you. How’s this: if we get to the end of next week and you aren’t satisfied with my treatment, I’ll refund all of your money.” It was quite the wager. Either she was really certain that she could cure my sex issues by dressing me up in drag, or she didn’t mind losing a thousand bucks or so if it meant seeing me utterly humiliated. I had taken quite the jab at her line of work before, after all. Maybe this was just some form of twisted revenge. “In the end, it’s your decision.”

I regained control of my breathing and then I went back into the bathroom. Fine, I thought. If this would make her happy, then I’d entertain her. Besides, with doctor-patient confidentiality laws, the humiliation would only be lost on her, and after our last remaining session, I would never have to see her again. So what did I have to lose? I put on the stupid wig and then I took my wife’s lingerie out from my bag.

I felt so stupid, holding it up, actually considering putting it on. I wasn’t just considering it, I was building up the confidence to do it (if you can call it confidence).

In a weird way, there was a silver lining: I’d always wondered what the lingerie felt like, the way it hugged Mary’s body so tightly. It looked so comfortable, so sexy. Of course, it wouldn’t look sexy on me, seeing as I was a man—at least, I didn’t think it would. I was surprised, after I got the thing on and looked in the mirror, that I actually looked surprisingly good, in a feminine sort of way. If I was a chick, I could definitely rock the bustier.

Next I put on the fishnet stockings. The most embarrassing part of it all was the fact that they fit perfectly. They fit me even better than they fit Mary. Sometimes they would slide down her legs and end up bunched up around her ankles. They stayed up for me, and made my legs look great. The satin gloves were a similar story—they didn’t fit Mary great, but they looked awesome on me. It also helped the overall look, seeing as the stockings and the gloves helped to cover up the little body hair that I had (I’d never been able to grow much, so it wasn’t the hardest thing to cover up).

I don’t know where Dr. Taggart got the heels, but they fit almost perfectly (they were a bit tight, but they looked good). Walking in them wasn’t nearly as hard as I’d heard women make it out to be. I checked out my profile in the mirror. The heels made my butt look awesome, making it perk up and out, making my chest pronounced as if I actually had tits. My wife’s breasts weren’t huge—just B-cups—so giving myself the illusion of breasts wasn’t that difficult. I did have to stuff some toilet paper down the cups of the lingerie bustier.

Finally, I was faced with the makeup. I had no idea what was what or how to put any of it on. But I didn’t see the point. What could wearing makeup do that putting on the lingerie and the wig and the heels couldn’t? So after a deep breath, and after I’d swallowed the last of my pride, I stepped back into Dr. Taggart’s office. Her face lit up. “Oh my God, you look fantastic,” she said.

My cheeks became dark red. The worst part of it all was that she was right, I did look fantastic. Possibly worse than that was the fact that I felt fantastic. I was right—the lingerie did feel great, the way it tightly hugged my body and the way it framed my figure. I felt strangely sexy, even thought it was totally wrong. “Why no makeup?” she said.

“Can’t we just do this without the makeup? I don’t know how to put it on, even.”

She sprung to her feet. “Well I can help you with that. It’s very important we get all of the details right,” she said. “You need to feel the way your wife feels when you’re being intimate.” She took me by the hand and led me back into the bathroom.

She looked at me in the mirror and shook her head. “I can’t believe how good you look. Hell, you look hotter than me. I’m jealous.” I couldn’t help but blush—and maybe that was part of her plan. I figured she was trying to show me how nice it felt to be complimented—maybe she thought I didn’t compliment my wife enough or in the right ways. “Always start with the primer,” she said, pulling out a little bottle and handing it to me. “Make sure you get it evenly spread on your face.”

She stood eagerly behind me with her head over my shoulder as I attempted to put on the primer. “Good,” she said a few times.

“What’s the point of this?” I said, feeling silly, standing in women’s lingerie in front of a young woman who made more money than me. Everything about it was so surreal and ridiculous.

“Talk in your best lady voice,” she said. “If you’re going to feel like a woman, you need to start acting like a woman.”

It turned out, I had a little bit of pride left to swallow, which I did. “How does this sound?” I said, trying to do a female voice.

“Too high. Don’t go so high. Instead, speak more softly, more fluidly.” I did my best try and she said, “Much better.”

We moved onto foundation, bronzer, blush, eye shadow, eyeliner, mascara, and finally, a dark red lipstick that looked a lot like the one my wife used on special occasions. “Okay, now I’m going to go back into my office, and then you’re going to come out. You’re going to be Mary, I’m going to be John. Got it?”

“Got it,” I said, and then she scurried back into her office. I looked in the full-length mirror one last time. I actually looked really great. I could hardly believe how great I looked. If my wife felt this sexy when we were intimate, how could she have had any problems at all? I wished I could feel that sexy when we made love. I wished there was some equivalent I could put effort into to make myself look that good for Mary.
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Iwent out into Dr. Taggart’s office. She had the lights dimmed. I felt uncomfortably exposed, in that lingerie, even with the shades pulled over the windows and even though Dr. Taggart had already seen everything. She stood up from her chair. “You look stunning,” she said to me.

“Thanks.” I stopped a few feet from the bathroom and found myself covering my chest with my forearm.

She walked up to me and moved my arm to my side. “Really, you look great.” She ran one of her hands gently down my side, landing on my bare hip. It seemed totally unprofessional, as if she was crossing a line, but I let her go on, trusting her just enough to go through with the silly role-playing. She put her fingers under my chin and tilted my head up. “Why are you looking at your toes?” she asked.

“I feel silly,” I said.

“Why would you feel silly? You look amazing,” she said.

I laughed. “Look, I compliment my wife but that’s not really how I talk to her.”

“I’m not pretending to be John right now. Right now, I’m telling you that you look amazing. I’m still shocked at how good you look in your wife’s lingerie.”

My cheeks became hot. I bit the corner of my lip.

“Do you feel sexy?” she asked, putting her hands on my hips, sliding them slowly back onto my ass. It was starting to feel like she was coming onto me, like this wasn’t part of her little therapy game anymore—or maybe it was and she was trying to get me to fold under the pressure, she was trying to get me to make a move. I had no idea what the hell she was trying to do.

“I guess so,” I said.

“Turn around,” she said, so I did. The little piece of lingerie did nothing to cover my butt, so it felt strange turning my bare ass to my wife’s therapist. It felt even weirder when she stepped forward and pressed her pelvis against my bare ass, reached around my body and cupped my non-existent tits in her hands. “Do you feel confident right now?” she asked.

“I guess so,” I said. In a weird way, I did feel confident. I kept catching my reflection in her big picture window. I really did look hot in that outfit, in that makeup, and in that wig. She started to explore my body with her hands, sending warm vibrations through me. It felt nice. Her lips found my neck and she began to kiss me. My legs began to tremble. My cock began to harden. I had to cover it with my hand so Dr. Taggart wouldn’t see. She moved my hand away and then replaced it with her own, rubbing, massaging my growing erection. I should have stopped her, but I didn’t. It felt too good.

“Could you not do this with your wife?” she asked softly into my ear.

“I do this with my wife,” I said. She seemed to be under the impression that I just threw my wife onto the bed and went straight to penetration. She obviously wasn’t listening to me before when I told her we spent most of our time together in foreplay, kissing, touching, holding each other. I wasn’t the savage Dr. Taggart was trying to frame me as.

“You aren’t getting it yet, are you?” she said.

I tried to think of what she meant by that, but I was starting to slip away, starting to succumb to her gentle touch. Her fingers slipped into my panties and she grabbed onto my cock. “Do you like this?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

“Would you let your wife do this for you?” she asked.

“Yes, and I do,” I said. She pulled my cock out from my panties and started to stroke it.

She laughed. “You’ve got a big cock. Not too many pretty girls like you with such big cocks.” She sure knew how to stroke a dick. I was totally numbed by her touch, completely under her control. I felt like she used some sort of weird hypnosis on me without me realizing. Was this some sort of sexual hypnosis—was she getting me into some kind of deep state where she could reprogram my brain with a few simple commands, make me bark every time the doorbell rang?

She took my hand and brought it down to her crotch, up her skirt. “Rub my pussy,” she said, so I did. Her cunt was warm and wet. I rubbed her clit for a minute before slipping two fingers up her tight hole. Her moaning in my ear was driving me crazy.

My eyes found my reflection again, and this time I couldn’t pull my gaze away. I’d never seen anything more sexy, me standing in that delicious lingerie, my cock in Dr. Taggart’s firm grip. I reached an arm back, around her neck, and I pulled her in close, our cheeks touching. My other hand, deep in her snatch, was dripping wet. “I’m coming,” she said, and I felt her body tremble.

I wasn’t too far behind. I tried to hold back, but it was impossible. I ended up shooting my hot load all over her office table. God, it felt so good, unlike any orgasm I’d had in years.

“How did that feel?” she asked me, our faces still pressed together.

“It felt great.”

“Good. That’s what your wife is looking for.”

I have to admit, my orgasm with Dr. Taggart had me on a whole different dimension, a dimension I couldn’t remember ever reaching with Mary. Clearly, there was something missing. If Mary was able to get me into that state, a drooling, dripping puddle on the ground, then there wouldn’t be any issue. If I could be like that around her, she wouldn’t have any self-confidence issues whatsoever. But how could I bring that into our relationship? I tried asking Dr. Taggart, but she just said, “You need to figure it out on your own. We’ll get there by next week, I promise,” she said. “And bring your little outfit again.”
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Ithought a lot about my meeting with Dr. Taggart. I wanted to know how she was able to bring me to that place that my wife longed for. Was it something she said to me? A compliment? Or was it maybe just the excitement of being with someone different? Was she suggesting we try new things like roleplaying, or swinging? I wasn’t interested in either—both seemed to unnatural and uncomfortable. I’d always thought that couples who swing aren’t really in love.

Mary and I had sex again, later in the week. I tried my best to harness that energy that I felt in Dr. Taggart’s office, but I just wasn’t able to bring it out. I even tried closing my eyes and thinking back to our little encounter together. I remembered how I looked in that wig, in that makeup, in Mary’s lingerie. That got a rise out of me. “Oh my God,” Mary said, edging closer to climaxing. The more I thought about my figure in Mary’s sexy little outfit, the more I felt that warm energy filling me up. My cock got so hard. Mary started to squirm and moan. I made her come hard just moments before I unloaded inside of her.

“That was nice,” she said. “What was different?” I could feel my face turn red. I couldn’t possibly admit that I was imagining myself dressed in her undies.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I was just really into it.”

I tried to figure out the key that I was missing, the key that I’d tuned into by imagining myself in that skimpy little outfit. I couldn’t get a grasp on it. It was so frustrating, having an answer dangling in front of me but not being able to grab hold of it.

“I guess Dr. Taggart is helping then?” Mary said.

“I think so. I guess we’ll see,” I said. I still had one more appointment with her, and I was determined to get to the root of the issue. She’d given me a taste, but that wasn’t enough for me. I needed a solution.

I arrived early for our third and final appointment. I wasn’t even sure Dr. Taggart was in the office, it was so quiet, until the door opened and the appointment before me said, “See you next week,” and left. Her office was impressively sound-proofed. The previous appointment was carrying a knapsack. I wondered if she worked similar techniques with other clients, dressing them up in drag, jerking them off. I couldn’t imagine there were too many doctors willing to whore themselves out in the name of therapy.

“Go get changed,” she said to me as I was about to sit down. “I don’t want to waste any time today. We have a lot to get to.” She tossed me the same black bag from our previous get-together, the one containing the makeup, the shoes, and the wig. “You can get yourself ready, right?” she said.

“I think so.” I took the bag into the bathroom. I was excited. I’d been secretly looking forward to our appointment since I left the last time—and not just because she’d given me a handjob, but because it seemed like she was really getting to the root of the problem. It was so close, I could feel it.

I put on the little black bustier, the fishnet stockings, and the satin gloves. I got the wig on just right, nice and secure, and then I started on the makeup. It wasn’t as easy without Dr. Taggart’s help, but I was able to make myself look nice. I decided to give myself little flicks with the eyeliner, which I thought made me look even sexier.

I stood tall, checking myself out in the mirror. There was a taboo enjoyment to dressing up in Mary’s lingerie. I was going to miss doing it when my time with Dr. Taggart was up. I could always dress up when I was alone, with the house to myself, but what was the fun in that? The best part was Dr. Taggart’s compliments, the way she touched my body, made me feel sexy.

I stepped out into her office. She smiled. “I forgot how good you looked in that bustier,” she said. “And those stockings—just stunning.”

I felt that familiar warmth rushing into my cheeks. I was pretty sure that I was starting to become privy to her game. Maybe she wasn’t trying to tell me that I needed to give Mary more compliments, but maybe she was telling me I needed to be complimented more often. But what could Mary say? What could I do to deserve any more compliments? I couldn’t spend an hour in front of the mirror before we had sex—what would I do? Trim my body hair? Pluck the hairs between my eyebrows? It just wasn’t the same.

She walked up to me and, just like the time before, she put her hands on my body. “Have you figured it all out yet?” she asked.

“No, tell me what I should be figuring out,” I said.

“The answer to your problems. You really haven’t figured it out?” She laughed. “Undress me.”

“What?” I said, not sure I heard her right.

“Undress me.” Her words were as clear as day. She wasn’t wearing much, as usual—just a short dress, not even a bra. I carefully pushed the straps off of her shoulders and then I shimmied the top of her dress down, over her tits. She had great tits. “You can feel them if you’d like,” she said, so I did, giving them a firm squeeze. “It’s important that you’re aroused for the next portion of our treatment.” A quick chill ran down my spine. Referring to anything remotely sexual as treatment sounded so strange, so wrong. But ultimately, she was right—I was there for treatment. I was following her orders in hopes that she could help my marriage.

“Keep undressing me, darling,” she said. I took her dress and shimmied it down further. She wasn’t wearing any panties and her pubic hair was shaved into a neat little landing strip. “Do you want to lick my pussy?” she asked.

My face was hot—it must have been a dark shade of crimson. I sunk to my knees and nestled my nose into her landing strip. Carefully, I began to lick the length of her slit. She sunk her fingers into my hair. “Stay down on your knees,” she said, taking a step back. She walked over to her desk and began to dig something out from a bottom drawer. She looked sexy, naked, bent over her desk, her perfect tits hanging down. I was still trying to rack my brain as to how this was therapy, what the end goal of all of this was.

She returned with a strap-on dildo in her hand. She took the straps and brought them around her hips. She tied it nice and tight, and then she pointed across the room. “See that mirror. I want you to watch yourself in the mirror,” she said, stepping back up to me. “Now suck my cock.”

My heart stuttered. She wanted me to do what? What kind of therapy was this? She had me on my knees, in makeup, in a wig, in my wife’s lingerie, with a big, hard dildo dangling an inch from my lips. “I promise this will all make sense soon,” she said.

So I took a deep breath and I opened wide for the toy cock. She pushed it in through my lips, sinking it deep towards my throat. Her fingers found themselves nestled once again in my hair. “Just like that. Keep those eyes on the mirror.” She gently thrust her plastic cock in and out of my mouth.

I looked at the mirror. It was an incredibly arousing sight, me sucking that flesh-coloured dildo. Just the sight alone was making my own cock begin to grow, harden, slip out from my tiny black panties. “You look great, don’t you?” she said.

I couldn’t respond with the cock in my mouth, so I just nodded as best I could. A powerfully arousing sight or not, I still didn’t understand what this had to do with anything. “Stand up,” she said, so I did. She took my hand and led me towards her desk. “Getting it yet?” she said.

“No.” I loved the feeling of walking in high-heels, the confident strut, the way my butt jiggled every so slightly with each step. I once again found myself feeling jealous of my wife. It was a special confidence reserved only for her.

“Bend over,” Dr. Taggart said. “Hands on the desk, just like that.” Once again, I was under her spell, being controlled by her strange, erotic hypnosis. I don’t know how she did it, or whether she had actually done anything at all.

She shimmied down my panties and then I felt the tip of the dildo press against my tight hole. She wasn’t actually going to do it, was she? She wasn’t actually going to penetrate me, fuck me in the ass in the middle of her office, or was she? She started to press in. “Relax,” she said.

“What are you doing?” I said, looking back at her. She pressed one of her hands down on the middle of my back.

“Just trust me,” she said.

My heart was racing. I had no reason to trust her. She hadn’t actually solved any of my problems—sure, I thought she was getting close, but none of my questions had been answered and I still wasn’t convinced she knew anything about sexual relationships. But for some reason, I continued to trust her, to follow her orders. I took a deep breath and tried to relieve the tension from my body. Then, the cock slid in.

“Oh God,” I said, my fingers curling against the hard surface of her desk. I struggled to stay balanced in my tiny heels. I’d never been penetrated in the ass before. I never knew it felt so good.

Warm pulses began to fill my body. “Just relax. Look at yourself in the mirror.” I hadn’t realized until she pointed it out, but there was a mirror directly in front of us. I could see myself bent over, arms spread out on the desk, with Dr. Taggart behind me, thrusting her dildo slowly in and out of my body. I don’t know why, but it was so powerfully arousing. My cock was rock-hard once again, pressed up against the side of the desk. “It’s okay to admit you like it,” she said.

“I like it,” I said back. “Harder.”

I once again found myself drifting into that other dimension, that whole different level of pleasure that Mary and I had never quite reached before. The only difference was that for once, I was the one being dominated. Like when Dr. Taggart stood behind me with a firm grip on my cock, I was the one submitting, I was the one rolling with the punches, not the one in control.

And then I realized—that was exactly what she wanted me to get. There was no hidden message, no reading between the lines. She literally wanted me to realize that I was happier being dominated, being the woman. My fascination with Mary’s lingerie and her makeup was just my own desire to be in her position, be the one being bent over, having the control taken away from me.

Dr. Taggart reached around and secured a grip on my cock. “Come for me, baby,” she said, jerking me off tightly. It didn’t take long before I made a mess all over the side of her desk. It felt amazing—and it was an experience I wished I could share with my beautiful wife.

“I’ve been talking to Mary for the last year. She would do anything for you, John,” Dr. Taggart said. “Anything.” She didn’t have to say it twice for me to get it. “And you can keep the wig and the makeup and the strap-on. Consider it a little parting gift.”

The thought of going to my wife and asking her to partake in my new fantasy made my heart race. It seemed like the equivalent of coming out of the closet—telling her I wanted to put on her lingerie and I wanted her to fuck me in the ass, that from time to time I wanted to be the one getting dominated.

“What did you and Dr. Taggart talk about today?” Mary asked me, and then I stared into her eyes, trying to gather the confidence to ask. My heart was filled with a combination of dread and excitement. I was putting myself into unknown territory, putting myself into the most vulnerable place I could imagine.

“Do you want to have sex?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said with a smile.

I bit my tongue, my heart racing faster. “Except this time, I want to put on the lingerie,” I said. It felt good to say out loud, to get it off of my chest.

It felt even better when the smile swept across her face. “Sounds like fun,” she said, biting her lip to contain her excitement.

Suffice to say, our sex life was never boring again after my meetings with Dr. Taggart. It turned out all I needed in my life were some fishnets and some soft, satin gloves.

THE END
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