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    PRETTY CLOTHES 
 
    Terry runs a small downtown dry-cleaners. He gets a lot of work from rich women and working street girls alike. But the rich girls and the working girls all have one thing in common: they’re always bringing in pretty clothes. 
 
    After the busiest night in the history of his small business, Terry decides to celebrate with a bottle of champagne. During his celebration, he discovers a bag of pretty clothes that he missed. And with his buzz, he can’t help himself. Though he doesn’t expect a night of drunken shenanigans to evolve into a full-blown addiction.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Terry hated Mondays because Mondays were always the busiest where he worked, at the cleaners, in the heart of downtown Vancouver.  
 
    Downtown Vancouver was where everyone under the age of thirty went to party on the weekends—a city with a population of nearly three million, all condensing into a tight area to drink and do drugs and have sex. And of course no one wanted to waste their weekend at the cleaners, so they generally saved that chore for Monday, to ensure their party clothes would be ready for them again by Friday.  
 
    In his five years in the business, Terry had cleaned every bodily fluid imaginable off of every possible garment. There was one particularly long week after the Furry Convention, scrubbing dried cum off of large fluffy costumes—they may have been weird people, but at least they paid well.  
 
    A Monday hadn’t gone by in which Terry found himself scrubbing cum off of some rich woman’s lingerie. It was a thankless job for the most part, but someone had to do it.  
 
    But Mondays did have some perks. The lower class party girls would come into the cleaners to use the laundry machines, to clean their lower class party clothes and usually the rest of their wardrobe. It wasn’t unusual for girls to strip down to their undies and wander around the shop while their clothes ran through their cycles. One time a girl got completely naked and sat in the corner with her tits and her pussy out in the open. Terry didn’t complain—she had a nice set on her—though he was fairly certain that she was a prostitute, so he made sure to disinfect the machines once she was finished and gone.  
 
    Occasionally Mondays were so busy, Terry would end up taking his work home with him: hauling large sacs of laundry up into his apartment so he could meticulously scrub the stains from every little piece. He knew that he should probably turn down the work once the workload was too great, but he had a hard time turning down the money. The cost of living in Vancouver was terribly unrealistic after all, and every extra dollar helped considerably.  
 
    It was a Monday morning in early January when Terry realized he was about to face one of those long nights. When he arrived for work, there were already four people standing at the door, looking exhausted and desperate. Before he could take their clothes away from them, another four people had filtered in. One guy had five large sacs of clothes and he wanted every last piece dry-cleaned. He was willing to pay nearly two grand for the work.  
 
    And then it was around noon when the prostitutes started sauntering in. Mondays were apparently slow for prostitutes, so they generally opted to have their outfits cleaned on Mondays. The prostitutes always put in rush orders. “You know the drill,” said the bubbly blonde who came in every week at the same time. “I need everything before tomorrow at lunch.” One time she offered to pay Terry with blowjobs, but he declined the offer—he’d never fooled around with a prostitute and he was proud of that (and his medical records were also proud of that).  
 
    And shortly after the prostitutes came Vancouver’s female gymnastics team—another five sacs of stretchy outfits that needed hand washed one at a time. And after the gymnasts came the barrage of tourists from a recent arrived cruise ship. And after the cruise ship came all of the young girls who had arrived a day early for the Justin Bieber concert. The day just wouldn’t end. 
 
    Terry was quickly overwhelmed—too overwhelmed to realize he was becoming hopelessly overwhelmed. When his alarm buzzed to let him know it was 8:00PM—closing time—he had eighteen sacs of clothes behind him that needed cleaned in the next ten hours. It was clear that Terry wasn’t going to be getting any sleep. It was almost 10:00PM when Terry finally settled into his home, after making three trips back and forth, hauling heavy sacs of clothes. Before starting on his first sac, he fired up the coffee maker, filling it to the brim with strong coffee—so strong that the grinds would get stuck between his teeth.  
 
    And then he got started, one piece at a time. He prioritized his usual clients. The Justin Bieber fans weren’t a high priority—they were only in town for a couple of nights—same with the cruise ship tourists. Though he didn’t want any negative Yelp reviews, so he planned on finishing the whole haul that night.  
 
    It took a whole hour to get through that first bag. His eyes were already heavy and he caught himself nearly nodding off a couple of times. So he put on some aggressive music—music he didn’t even like but he knew would keep him awake. He found himself in a sort of exhausted trance, going through the motions, trying his hardest not to look at the giant piles of clothes that awaited him, or at the small piles of clothes that were finished. He reached out for his coffee, which he was drinking straight from the pot, and found that it was empty. So he quickly brewed another pot and kept going. 
 
    The sun was up when he finished scrubbing that final little stain out from that final signed Justin Bieber t-shirt. He took a deep breath and fell onto his couch, dozing off for just ten minutes before his alarm began to chirp. It was time for work; time to do it all over again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Tuesday was quieter than Monday. Clients came to pick up their orders, and few came to drop new orders off. Terry found himself wandering over to the café next door nearly half a dozen times before noon, and then he finally stopped when he realized his hands were physically trembling. He started to wonder if a person can die from consuming too much caffeine.  
 
    He was shocked when there were no complaints—not a single dissatisfied customer. Apparently he’d done a good job in his state of overwhelmed exhaustion. One woman even gave him a fifty dollar tip after saying she’d gone to ten different cleaners and no one was able to get the stain out from her four-thousand dollar dress. Terry couldn’t even remember cleaning a four-thousand dollar dress, and he couldn’t remember any difficult stains, but then again, he couldn’t remember much except for the taste of burnt coffee grounds.  
 
    It was around 5PM on that Tuesday when a pretty, young woman came into the shop. She walked up to the counter with a precious smile on her face and said, “I’m here to pick up my order.” Terry didn’t recognize the girl, but she had a tag, so Terry went into the back to retrieve her clothes. But there was no order with her tag number on it.  
 
    “When did you drop the clothes off?” Terry asked, assuming he’d mislabelled one of the orders in the tired chaos the night before. 
 
    “Just last night.”  
 
    Terry strained to remember the girl’s face, but his mind was silent. She didn’t look at all familiar. “What exactly did you drop off? I’m sure it’s back there—I must have just mixed up my tags.”  
 
    Her cheeks became a shade of pink. “Well,” she said with a suddenly coy voice. “There was a couple dresses, a couple of skirts, a bodysuit, and…” Her cheeks turned even pinker. “Some intimate items.”  
 
    Now Terry felt his cheeks becoming warm. He cleared his throat, but that didn’t stop his voice from cracking when he said, “I’ll go look.” But there wasn’t much in the back—just a few sacs from his usual clients. He looked through them anyway.  
 
    And then it dawned on him that the girl was possibly one of the prostitutes, now out of makeup. It’s amazing what those girls can do with makeup—they can completely transform themselves, and make themselves completely unrecognizable. But it was hard to believe the little blonde standing in the waiting area was a prostitute. She seemed too harmless and too gentle.  
 
    Terry grabbed an item from each of the bags he had in the back, and he brought them out. He held them up for the girl, and then he watched as she bit her bottom lip and shook her head. “Those aren’t mine,” she said. And now Terry felt embarrassed, holding up slutty hooker outfits for a harmless little blonde.  
 
    “I’m so sorry—I’m sure I have them somewhere. Do you need them now? Can you come back tomorrow for them?”  
 
    She smiled and nodded her head. “I’ll be back tomorrow,” she said, and then she skirted out of the store.  
 
    Terry took a two-hour nap as soon as he got home. Then he woke up and ate the first food he’d eaten in almost thirty hours (and he didn’t even realize he hadn’t eaten anything until he shoved that first forkful into his mouth). After a few bites, his brain started turning on again. He remembered a bit more from that chaotic night and the day that preceded it. But he still couldn’t remember that girl.  
 
    He cleaned up his dinner dishes and then he went looking through his house for the missing bag of clothes. He fished that order tag out from his pocket and examined the number. The girl couldn’t have been lying—the tag had yesterday’s date on it, written in Terry’s handwriting. But where could the bag have ended up? Did he drop it on the street during one of his many back-and-forth trips to the shop? His gut turned at the thought. It had been years since he’d ruined a client’s clothes, and he’d never lost a client’s clothes before. What would he say to her? Would he pay her to cover her losses? She apparently had a whole sac of clothes, probably worth well over a thousand dollars—much more than Terry made from his long, exhausting night… One little mistake and all of that work was for nothing.  
 
    Terry bit down on his tongue. Maybe he could find the bag. Maybe he’d dropped it in the stairwell of his apartment building. The elevator was broken and had been for weeks, so Terry had been hauling sacs of clothes up and down the fire exit stairwell. So he went to look, but it wasn’t there. He ran back down to his shop, checking every alleyway for a stray brown sac, but there was none. If he dropped it on the street, someone had surely grabbed it, probably hoping to make a few bucks at a local pawnshop.  
 
    “Shit, shit, shit,” Terry muttered under his breath as he made his way back to his home.  
 
    He was running low on energy as he climbed back up to his apartment. He threw open his apartment door, ready to collapse on his couch and accept defeat, and then he noticed the glimmer of brown squashed behind his sofa chair. He ran over and pulled it out, and his face lit up as he could feel the clothes inside of the bag. There it was—the missing bag!  
 
    He hugged it tightly and thanked a god he didn’t even believe in. Then he opened the bag up and pulled out the clothes. They still needed cleaned, but that was no issue—nothing he couldn’t do in the next hour. He pulled out two soft satin dresses and then he pulled out a cute lace skirt, and then he pulled out the tight black bodysuit. All of the clothes smelled nice, like expensive perfume, and there were no stains that Terry could spot.  
 
    Before he got started with cleaning the blonde’s clothes, he went over to his fridge. He had a small bottle of champagne in the fridge that had been there for two years. He meant to drink it when he opened his shop, but he hadn’t gotten around to it. Now he was ready to drink it, after his most profitable (and longest) day in business. He felt he had a good reason to celebrate.  
 
    So he took a long swig from the bottle. And then he took another. The buzz felt so good, he decided to finish off the whole bottle with a big grin on his face.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    When Terry returned to that final job of the night—that sac of pretty clothes sitting in the middle of his living room—he was drunk. He stumbled slightly, unable to wipe the grin from his face. Usually, a single small bottle of champagne wouldn’t have been enough to even give him a buzz, but that night was different. That night, he was running off of almost no sleep and he’d hardly eaten in two days. If he’d had just another shot of booze, he wouldn’t probably end up blacked out.  
 
    He picked up that first dress: a knee-length red bodycon dress with a cut slit up the left side. He scanned it carefully for stains and found none. Then he danced it over to his steam cleaner as if there was a beautiful woman wearing it. Before placing it down on the rack, he looked down into his imaginary girl’s imaginary eyes and said, “You look stunning tonight.” And then he laughed and fired up his steamer.  
 
    He made sure to run the steam evenly over the whole garment. You have to be careful with red satin—a steamer can easily discolour a spot if held for too long or too close. Once he was done steaming the little number, he flipped it inside out and inspected the seams. There were a few loose threads, so he pulled them in and knotted them off, making sure the cute dress would last another few years at least. It was a little service he included for all of his clients.  
 
    Then he hung the dress on a hanger and went to get the next little number: a black dress that was even shorter than the red one. He found himself looking at it, wondering what purpose it served. It was far too short to wear to work, or even out on the street. Was it a bedroom dress? Did the girl wear it with her husband? Terry tried to remember if the pretty blonde had rings on her finger. He couldn’t recall any. 
 
    He held the dress up to his own body. “How do girls even fit into these things?” he asked aloud to no one. And then he got a silly, drunken idea in his head. He let a giggle slip before getting himself undressed. He now had a curiosity stuck in his head that wouldn’t go away until he indulged, and he wasn’t in a straight enough state to stop himself from indulging. He got himself completely naked and then he started to wriggle his body into the soft satin dress. It was tight, and he was careful not to rip it (as careful as a drunk man can be). He pulled it up slowly, awkwardly fighting his arms through the armholes.  
 
    He let another giggle slip once he had the dress on his body, though this was more of a giggle of surprise than an acknowledgement of how ridiculous he was being. The dress actually fit. The satin was actually stretchy enough to snap over his body—though maybe he shouldn’t have been too surprised. He wasn’t a big guy by any stretch of the imagination—only a few inches taller than the blonde who owned the dress, and probably only twenty pounds heavier. And it helped that he hadn’t eaten much at all in a couple of days.  
 
    He laughed all the way to his bedroom, where he had a full-length mirror. And then he stopped laughing when he saw himself. Aside from his body hair and his stubble beard, he didn’t look half-bad in the little dress. It just hardly covered his cock, but the bulge wasn’t too noticeable. He found himself standing there for a few minutes, trying to convince himself that he didn’t look good. But he just couldn’t help but notice his curves and his surprisingly supple ass.  
 
    And now he had another strange and silly curiosity in his head: how would he look with a full-body shave? It was another curiosity that he knew wouldn’t go away until he indulged, and he was still too buzzed to stop himself from indulging. So he ended up in the bathroom with his face razor and plenty of shaving cream. He giggled while shaving the hair off of his legs. His crotch suddenly looked silly, all hairy above his bare legs, so he shaved his crotch too. And then he shaved his chest and his armpits and then his neck and his face. He went over everything twice, making sure he got the closest shave possible, to make sure the look was as convincing as possible, even though he was hoping to look in the mirror and see a ridiculous sight, just for a good laugh. 
 
    But that’s not what he saw. When he looked in the mirror again, his heart fizzled down into his stomach. Now he really looked good in that dress. When he blocked out the sight of his face, he was looking at a woman (with a slight bulge). He was suddenly regretting indulging in his sudden curiosity—and it didn’t help that his buzz was wearing off. Now he was a sober man with shaved legs and a shaved crotch, standing in a woman’s dress. But even sober, he thought he looked pretty good.  
 
    He took the dress off quickly and brought it over to the steamer. He wasn’t giggling anymore. Now he just wanted to be finished so he could go to bed and forget all about his silly shenanigans. But he still had a fair amount of work left: two skirts, the bodysuit, and a few lacy bedroom pieces. And it wasn’t long before those urges came back. Terry was walking that tight black bodysuit over to his steamer when he started to wonder how it would look on him, paired with one of the skirts. He tried to fight the urge to try the little outfit on. He knew that once he had the items cleaned, the urges would be gone—he wouldn’t waste his hard work by wearing cleaned clothes. But right now they weren’t clean—they still needed cleaned, so in a way, Terry could do whatever he wanted. He knew it wasn’t a proper justification, but it was enough to make him a little bit crazy. 
 
    So he got naked and he slipped into the bodysuit. He used a couple of socks to create the illusion of a bust, and then he slipped a pink skirt up his legs. The skirt extended almost to his knees, and the combination was actually quite cute. It made him look more petite and strangely firm. He found himself bouncing up and down with his butt facing the mirror, watching his bum bounce the way a curvy model’s might. He covered his face and made a few little poses. He even took out his phone and took a few mirror selfies, making sure not to get his face in any shots. Looking at the pictures, he was sure that anyone would have thought they were looking at an actual chick and not a twenty-nine year old man. And that thought brought a strange smile to Terry’s face.  
 
    He took the outfit off and got it steamed and sprayed and hung up. Then there was just one skirt and some lingerie left to clean. And Terry knew, before he even got to the sac of clothes, that he wasn’t going to be able to resist the urge to try on the lingerie.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    The lingerie fit surprisingly well—even better than the dress and the skirt and the bodysuit. The first piece of lingerie was a whitish pink one-piece with lace arms. Every bit of that lacy number hugged Terry’s skin, and even though it was tight, it felt amazingly comfortable. Once again, for the third time that night, Terry found himself in front of the mirror, ogling his own ass, trying to figure out how he’d never noticed his own rear-end before.  
 
    Then he had another wacky idea. In his kitchen he had a set of washable children’s markers that his little nephew had left there a few weeks before. He grabbed the black one and slipped into the bathroom. He carefully drew the marker on like eyeliner, and the effect wasn’t bad. He went to wipe a small mistake and ended up smudging the whole thing, so his faux-eyeliner turned into faux-eye-shadow. He rubbed it all around until it actually looked like eye-shadow, and then he went and tried again for the eyeliner, and this time the result wasn’t half-bad.  
 
    He rubbed a bit of red onto his cheeks, which looked too clown-like, so he went and tried to wash it off. The mostly-washed-off version actually looked like blush, so he kept it.  
 
    Next he dug an old Halloween wig out from his closet. It was a blonde Viking wig, which looked a bit silly until he got a trucker cap on top of it—then it was passable. And he actually looked pretty cute with a long blonde braid.  
 
    He was having fun, and he’d completely lost track of time. He got the one piece steamed and sprayed and hung up, and then he pulled out the final outfit: a black lacy two-piece, with a matching black lacy pair of cat ears. The outfit seemed silly at first, and then he got it on and realized it was actually hot. There was even a choker at the bottom of the bag, which he figured went with the ensemble, so he put it on. He took some more photos, this time getting his face in the shots. And then he admired the photos and after ten minutes of admiring the photos, he realized his cock was rock solid. He went to his bedroom and looked in his full-length mirror. He had a good laugh at his erection, which ruined the feminine illusion.  
 
    And then he had another strange urge: to jerk himself off while staring at his own reflection. He bit his bottom lip as his fingers curled around his hard, throbbing meat. He let a grin slip as he pulled his foreskin back. He couldn’t remember the last time his cock was this hard. It was already drooling a warm drop of pre-cum. He took a deep breath—he knew he wasn’t going to last long. And he was right. After just a single minute of slow rubbing, he came all over his mirror. He squirmed and groaned and then he realized he’d just jerked off while wearing a female client’s lingerie.  
 
    His eyes were wide and his lips were parted. Reality suddenly slapped him in the face. He got out of that little outfit as quickly as possible. He got it cleaned and hung up and then he threw himself into his bed and buried his face into his pillow. Before falling asleep he managed to convince himself that he was just acting crazy because he hadn’t slept in nearly forty hours. It was just an exhaustion-induced psychosis—nothing to worry about. Right?  
 
    The little blonde came in around noon that Wednesday to pick up her clothes. She didn’t bother inspecting her haul before leaving—it was rare that girls did inspect their clothes before leaving when they had lingerie. But while she was paying for the order (which Terry discounted), Terry couldn’t help but imagine her wearing that black lacy two-piece with the cat ears. It was hard to imagine her in anything but a sweater and a pair of jeans. She seemed way too innocent to be wearing anything lacy or tight or even a little bit sheer.  
 
    His cheeks were warm as he handed her the receipt. Once she was gone, he went to the bathroom and splashed some cold water on his face. He had thoughts in his mind that weren’t welcomed, and they refused to go away.  
 
    Though he managed to make them go away for a couple of hours—until a beautiful woman walked into the shop with a wardrobe bag full of skimpy dresses. “I need them all cleaned by Friday,” she said with her big sunglasses still on. “And be gentle with the panties—they’re all for a photo shoot I’m doing this weekend.” As she walked out the door, Terry found himself sizing the woman up, trying to figure out if her clothes would fit him.  
 
    And once the store was empty, he found himself perusing through her wardrobe bag, feeling the soft satin of her dresses, admiring the curves and tapering of each item. At the bottom of the bag were the panties: a pair of white crochet panties, a pair of black lace panties, and a pair of red satin panties. There was a white lace bra and a black lace bra, and a note that read, “If any of these come back faded, I’ll be expecting a full refund.” She even left the original receipts in the bag.  
 
    Terry squirmed. He was jittery with excitement—he couldn’t wait to get home and try the outfits on. But he didn’t want to try them on. He didn’t want to be excited about putting on women’s clothing. It was weird—not just because the clothes didn’t belong to him, but also because they were for women. Terry wasn’t a woman. He wasn’t gay and he wasn’t a cross-dresser. He liked girls and he liked being normal. And now, after a full night’s sleep, he was still having these strange, unwelcomed urges. Why wouldn’t they go away? What did he have to do to make the urges stop?  
 
    He had the time to process the woman’s clothes at the shop that day, but he chose not to. He chose to take the haul home and run it through his home system, just so that he would have the option to fool around a little bit if he wanted to. But he wasn’t giving himself the option by taking the clothes home—he had already made up his mind, no matter how hard he tried to convince himself otherwise. He didn’t even have the steamer fired up before he started getting undressed, with the blinds closed and the front door locked.  
 
    He told himself that it would be a waste not to get dolled up in the woman’s clothes. It was his chance to try on some expensive designer dresses while his body hair was still non-existent. He’d already told himself that he wasn’t going to shave again. He would let his beard and his body hair grow back out, so in a week or two, any piece of women’s clothing he tried on would look silly. But until then, why not have a bit of fun? He did go through the trouble of shaving his whole body, after all.  
 
    So he started with a black cocktail dress. It was soft on his skin and the straps were incredibly thin and dainty. It looked a bit weird without a bust, so he put on one of the woman’s bras, stuffing it with socks to create the right illusion. Then he did a few poses in the mirror, but was distracted by his bulge. The dress was so thin and light that it showed off every little bump and curve, including the bump of a mosquito bite on his thigh. He solved the issue of his cock’s bulge by slipping on the pair of red satin panties that were at the bottom of the bag. They were tight and snug, but incredibly comfortable. It was only a minute before he started feeling them tighten, stretching around his growing cock. He was becoming erect once again at the sight of himself. He tried biting his tongue and pinching his arm to make the erection go away, but he was aroused and there was nothing he could do about it—nothing except for deal with it. 
 
    He remembered the night before, how sanity returned to him as soon as he came. So he just needed to come again. He hiked up his dress and slipped his cock out from the red panties. Then he started stroking, watching himself in the mirror.  
 
    And that’s when he got a new idea—another unwelcomed idea that pushed his newfound fetish to a new extreme. There was a black handle sitting on the dresser next to his bed—the old handle from his steamer, which he’d recently replaced. The handle just happened to be about eight inches long and almost an inch thick—not too much different from the dimensions of his own cock. And it was smooth and rounded at the end. Terry picked it up reached it down slowly, rubbing it between his legs, teasing the tip against his butthole.  
 
    He’d never been penetrated before and he was proud of that fact. But that didn’t make the sight of him rubbing the phallic object along his anus any less arousing. He pushed it up and down and up and down and then he slipped it under his panties and rubbed it directly against his now-puckering hole. His jaw and hands were trembling and his cock was throbbing harder than ever before, oozing warm pre-cum onto the red satin panties, which were probably worth four hundred bucks.  
 
    He knew he had a little bottle of spermicidal lube in his nightstand. With enough lube, he knew it wouldn’t hurt. It would probably feel weird and uncomfortable, but it would look hot in the mirror—and that’s exactly what he wanted. So he grabbed the lube and squirted a healthy dab onto the tip of the steamer handle. And then he pushed the handle back under his panties and started twisting it against his puckering asshole. His heart stuttered and leapt. He took a deep breath.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he whispered to himself. His cheeks were dark red. He couldn’t stop himself. An intense sexual energy had taken over his body and now he was stuck watching like a prisoner trapped in his own skin.  
 
    He closed his eyes and continued to mash that dildo-shaped object into his hole. It only took a little push to make it penetrate. He gasped and then bit down on his tongue. It felt weird inside of his butt, but it didn’t hurt. After letting a slow breath out, he opened his eyes and stared at himself in the mirror. He was sitting on his bed with his knees up. His erection was throbbing on his stomach and that handle was pushed one inch into his butt. He wanted to see it go further, so he pushed a little bit more and watched it slowly disappear. 
 
    And that’s when he noticed the grin on his face. He was enjoying himself, enjoying watching as he became emasculated, enjoying his own humiliating feminization. Where did this fetish come from? Was it always there, lying dormant, waiting for the right moment to come out? He had to let go of his cock, worried another stroke would make him come. He didn’t want to come yet. He wanted to enjoy the moment a little bit longer. 
 
    He pushed the handle in deep and then he pulled it out. He liked the sight of his asshole hugging the handle, pulling up with suction. And he loved watching that handle disappear again, back down that hole. Why did it look so hot?  
 
    And why was it starting to feel so good? Terry let a little groan slip. He pulled his knees up further and bit down hard on his bottom lip. “Oh God,” he moaned. And he couldn’t look away from his body. He didn’t want the moment to end and he didn’t even want to blink to miss a millisecond of the action. “Take it, baby. C’mon—just like that. Take it.” It took a moment before he realized he was talking in a feminine voice—one that he’d never practised before in his life. His cheeks were suddenly a shade of red, without the help of any washable children’s markers.  
 
    He reached up and cupped one of his fake tits. He squeezed it hard as he rammed his DIY dildo into his ass. He was squirming, in a state of pure bliss. And then suddenly, his cock erupted and sprayed his body with warm goo. He hadn’t even touched it in minutes, but apparently some anal stimulation was enough. 
 
    And it wouldn’t stop. He just kept coming, coating that expensive dress in white cum. He groaned and squirmed and tilted his head back and pushed that dildo in just a little bit harder so that it was pressing perfectly against that sweet spot. Then that reality he was looking for finally found him. 
 
    He looked down and saw the cum stain on that nice dress, not to mention the oily lube stain on the red panties, or the little snag on the right breast cup when he’d been squeezing and digging in his nails.  
 
    He took it all off quickly and rushed it to his cleaning station. It was going to be a lot of work, but he could fix it. He could make it look as good as new, as if he’d never put it on and jerked off on it. His face was dark red as he carefully scrubbed away the jizz. He was beginning to lose himself to his new fetish, and he had a feeling it was only going to get worse.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Terry struggled to smile as the woman came to pick up her clothes. She placed the wardrobe bag down on the counter and took each item out individually. She looked at Terry for a moment with an unimpressed look and then she looked back down at the very dress Terry wore and came on. Terry’s heart stuttered. “Is everything okay?” he asked. 
 
    It took him over an hour to get that stain out, and miraculously he managed to do it without discolouring anything, at least as far as he could tell in his dimly lit apartment.  
 
    The woman kept staring at the dress. “It looks fine,” she said. And then she left the store, finally allowing Terry’s heart to beat again. He took a deep breath, and then one of his usual clients walked into the store: Sheila, a prostitute who worked around the block at a ‘massage parlour’, which was actually just a brothel.  
 
    Sheila went straight to her usual machine and shoved her whole sac of lingerie inside. Then she went across the street to grab a coffee while the cycle ran out. And Terry sat mesmerized by the spinning red and pink and purple lingerie inside of the machine. Every time the machine stopped for a brief moment, he could see a glimpse of what she wore the night before while getting rammed by God knows how many men. There was a purple one-piece that especially caught his eye: cut in a V-shape from the shoulders to the crotch. It looked like the perfect outfit for Sheila and her small, perky tits—and the perfect outfit for Terry and his non-existent tits. 
 
    When Sheila came back, Terry snapped out from his daze. He looked down at his newspaper and pretended like he’d never looked away. He didn’t look up again until he heard Sheila mutter, “Damnit. I think it’s just ruined.” She was holding up that purple outfit, looking at a small dark stain on the stomach.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Terry asked. 
 
    She looked over and smiled. “Candle wax,” she said. “Should I just throw it out?”  
 
    Terry got up and walked over. He took the outfit from her and looked at it. “I can get this out with a bit of work.”  
 
    She laughed. “No offense, T, but I ain’t got the money for that.”  
 
    Terry smiled. “I’ll do it for free. It’s a slow day anyway. When do you need it by?”  
 
    Sheila had a hesitant smile on her face. After a moment she shrugged her shoulders and said, “Okay, sure. Thanks. I’ll swing by tomorrow and grab it, if that’s okay. You sure you don’t mind fixing it for free?”  
 
    “Not at all,” Terry said with a big, red-cheeked smile. Sheila didn’t know that she was paying him, just not with money. She was feeding into his new fetish, his new addiction.  
 
    But the shop really was slow that afternoon—so slow that Terry decided to close down an hour early. He had nothing to take home with him except for that purple piece of lingerie, which he kept in a plastic bag. He was halfway home when he noticed the makeup store he walked by every day was still open. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen it open; usually, they didn’t open until after Terry and they always closed before he was finished work. In the window was a sign: ‘Half off old stock, today only.’ Terry’s heart stuttered. A bit of makeup would really bring his new addiction to the next level… 
 
    So he found himself in the store, wandering awkwardly down the isles of items that were completely alien to him. He bit his tongue when he came upon a section of makeup kits. Most of them were for teenagers who owned nothing, and some of them even came with instruction manuals for the different items: exactly what Terry needed. 
 
    One of the store clerks nearly made Terry jump into the air when she tapped on his shoulder. “Can I help you with anything?” she asked. Terry spun around, his heart pounding. He forced a smile. 
 
    “My daughter just turned eleven and she wants to start wearing makeup. I’m against the idea to be honest, but my wife keeps insisting that all the other girls are doing it.” He tried to force the biggest smile he could. But he felt off, as if the girl could see right through him, as if she knew he was actually looking for himself. He looked down at his plastic bag and could see a tinge of purple poking out. His heart fluttered into his stomach.  
 
    The store clerk smiled. “Well most teens wear makeup these days—and lots of pre-teens like your daughter, too. I would recommend this kit here. It’s got all of the essentials.”  
 
    “Perfect, I’ll take it,” Terry said without even looking. He was too overwhelmed, too out of his element. He just wanted to get out of there so that the embarrassment could start to subside. It wasn’t until he was back at his apartment that he realized the store clerk probably could see right through him. There were kits for sale at the makeup store that were obviously for young girls: pink kits with pictures of Barbies and whatnot on them. But that’s not what they sold to Terry. The kit in Terry’s hands now was more mature: all black with fancy gold calligraphy. The brushes were all thin and fragile-looking, and there were no instruction manuals with anything. So it took Terry a good couple of hours to figure out what it was all for, and how to put it all on. It took the rest of the night before Terry was satisfied with his new look: a smoky cat eye look with carefully filled-in eyebrows.  
 
    He never realized how blue his eyes were until he had that mascara on his eyelashes. And he’d never realized how big and stunning his eyes were either. With a bit of red lipstick, he looked like a completely unrecognizable person. “Looking good, sugar,” he said with his surprisingly sharp female voice. He caught himself grinning in the mirror before turning to his plastic bag to pull out the highlight of his night: the prostitute’s purple lingerie. 
 
    It fit nicely, and it looked good even without socks stuffed into the chest. He did a few poses in the mirror and suddenly felt a naughty sexual energy flowing over him. How many men had came on that little outfit? How many cocks had rubbed up against that tight lace? Terry reached down and ran his fingertips between his legs, feeling that well-used and well-fucked fabric. His cock was suddenly rock-hard, throbbing, and leaking.  
 
    He quickly retrieved his black steamer handle and his little bottle of lube. He was ready and excited for another round of ass fucking. But before he got the handle lubricated and in his asshole, he teased it with his tongue and pressed it into his mouth. He gave it the hottest blowjob he’d ever watched in a mirror and then he didn’t bother with the lube—he didn’t need it. His saliva was enough for his tight little asshole. It hurt just a little bit at first as he stretched wide to accommodate the faux-dildo, but after thirty seconds of thrusting in and out, it started to feel good. He wanted to make himself come again without using his hands. He wanted to fill that tight little outfit with warm jizz, and this time it didn’t matter if it didn’t come out. He could just tell Sheila he wasn’t able to salvage it—she was going to throw it out anyway. Hell, maybe then he could keep it for himself. Maybe he would just tell her it wasn’t salvageable regardless of whether he could get the cum and candle wax out.  
 
    He felt it coming. His body tensed up and a jolt of warm euphoria overwhelmed his nerves. He started squirming and trembling and then he felt his warm go splattering across his chest. “Oh God,” he groaned as he rolled onto his side, his eyes nearly rolling into the back of his head.  
 
    And then he caught a glimpse of himself in that full-length mirror, looking beautiful and amazingly convincing. He found himself frozen, obsessed with his own reflection. Was he really that convincing, or was it just a good angle? He moved and found himself mesmerized once again. The purple lingerie looked so good on him, like it was made for his curves and his perfect bum.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Terry was beginning to scare himself. In a matter of days, he’d gone from being completely disinterested in trying on women’s clothing, to not being able to think of anything else. Every time a girl came into the shop with a sac of clothes, he would dig through it, hoping to find pretty clothes he could take home and try on. He was always disappointed when the customers said, “I need these back later today.” But still, by the end of the day, he had six sacs to take home with him—six sacs that could have been cleaned in the store, but Terry wanted to save for the privacy of his own apartment. 
 
    As he walked through his apartment door, he realized he wasn’t going to get much sleep, even if he decided not to try on the various outfits—his addiction had left him with more homework than he could handle.  
 
    But of course he spent the next few hours trying on different outfits. He put on a cute skirt and a tight cardigan while he made himself dinner, and then he ate his dinner wearing a black satin cocktail dress. He was digging through the sacs for a third outfit when he had a peculiar idea that brought him to his laptop computer. It only took a little bit of searching before he found out hormone replacement drugs could be purchased for cheap on the black market—almost as cheap as a bottle of Advil.  
 
    And then he closed his laptop hard as his sensibilities returned to him—at least for a short moment. His heart was pounding. For that short minute, he was actually considering it. He was actually about to navigate over to the Dark Net to buy himself some hormone replacement drugs, so he could have his own breasts and a softer voice and softer skin and fuller hair... 
 
    It was almost 11:00 PM and he had none of his work done. So he got started, one piece of clothing at a time. Whenever one piece of clothing had to sit on the steamer for an extended period of time, he would use that time to get changed into a new outfit. It was his eighth outfit of the night that pushed him into his bedroom where his old steamer handle was waiting for him.  
 
    It was a black satin babydoll slip, dropped off near the end of the day by one of his prostitute clients. It was soft and used and adorable, and it had a little pair of crotchless panties built in. His cock hung out from that crotch hole, and he was erect within minutes of putting the outfit on. This time, he couldn’t stop himself from stroking his shaft—and he came faster than he’d ever come before.  
 
    He finally got to sleep around 5:00 AM, just an hour before his alarm went off. So he spent his Friday dozing off behind his desk. Thankfully, there were never many clients on Fridays. And that Friday wasn’t special. Terry ended up falling asleep behind his desk around 10:00 AM and he wasn’t woken up until 2:00 PM, when one of his usual clients tapped him on the shoulder and said, “I need these clothes cleaned. They’re brand new, so I don’t want to run them through the machines.” It took Terry a moment to come back to life. He shook his head and processed the client’s words, and then he accepted her wardrobe bag.  
 
    “No problem,” he said.  
 
    She was a prostitute, like many of his usual clients, but she was one of the high-end ones, the ones that call themselves escorts. As soon as she was gone and Terry was awake again, he looked through her bag and his eyes lit up at the sight of the beautiful white dress inside. And there was a pair of white heels. Terry occasionally found shoes and jewellery in wardrobe bags, as people tried to keep their outfits together.  
 
    Terry looked around to make sure the coast was clear, and then he brought the shoes out from the bag and placed them on the ground. He tried to wriggle his foot into the left shoe. It was tight but it fit. He looked around again and then he stood up, bearing his weight on that heel. It wasn’t nearly as uncomfortable as he was expecting, though maybe he would change his mind after walking around for a few hours in the heels, which he was already planning on doing around his apartment.  
 
    There were a few hours left in his day—a few hours before he could get the pretty clothes home so he could have his fun. He had a few more clients come in with more pretty clothes, but he didn’t make the same mistake as the day before—he cleaned the clothes in the shop and stuck to the single bag he planned on taking home. If he didn’t get his sleep, he knew he would do something stupid, like accidentally send a picture of himself in pretty women’s clothing to his mother.  
 
    It was during his final open hour that he noticed one of his clients out on the street, starting her night of work. She was only on the street corner for five minutes before a sleek black BMW pulled up and commissioned her for a job. She hopped in the passenger seat and the car zipped away. Terry’s heart stuttered as he imagined himself in her shoes—literally and metaphorically. He couldn’t even imagine how frightening and exciting it would be to have sex with a stranger, for money. He knew the girls who did it—they never seemed afraid or worried. Maybe it wasn’t as scary as it looked. Maybe it was actually fun. Terry enjoyed having sex—having sex for money actually seemed like the perfect gig.  
 
    He closed his shop down and started his trek home. He walked quickly, excited to get into the expensive and pretty wardrobe, which he also had to clean and steam before going to sleep for the night—and sleep was important. He couldn’t go another night without getting eight hours of sleep. 
 
    Terry was halfway home when he remembered it was Friday and he didn’t have to open shop until noon the next day. He had tons of time to enjoy the night—tons of time to enjoy the adorable outfits that were in that wardrobe bag.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Terry was having fun, trotting through his apartment in the heels, feeling the soft satin against his skin. He was starting to get the little feminine mannerisms down, and his voice was getting better with each passing night. He would stand in front of the mirror and talk, sometimes for over an hour while admiring himself, trying to figure out how he could be just a little bit more convincing.  
 
    He found himself sitting closer and closer to that mirror, trying harder and harder to figure out which of his facial features were obviously male. Even his Adam’s apple didn’t seem apparent anymore. Had it ever been apparent? And his shoulders seemed so narrow—but were they ever broad?  
 
    His voice wasn’t terribly convincing, but aside from that, he was sure he could pass. But there was only one way to know for sure. He walked over to his window and looked down at the street. Groups of men and women flocked in every direction, going from bar to club to pub and back again. As Terry looked down at the street, he saw a pretty woman wearing a short skirt. A carful of men pulled up next to her and whistled. “Looking good, darling!” one of the men yelled, and then the car zipped away as faces turned red all around.  
 
    And Terry wondered what would happen if he went out on the street. Would people recognize him? Would they be able to tell that he wasn’t really a woman? Would he get catcalled like the pretty woman in the short skirt? He looked over at the mirror to decide if he was truly convincing, and then he caught himself smirking with dark red cheeks.  
 
    Maybe they wouldn’t buy him as a woman, but they certainly wouldn’t recognize him—so what was the harm? What did he have to lose? If they did buy him as a woman, and he did get catcalled and hit on, then he was only missing out by hiding out in his apartment. How could he pass up on the opportunity to show off a thousand dollar dress?  
 
    He reached for the handle of his front door, and then his heart began pounding. Why was his heart pounding? No one was going to recognize him, so why was he nervous? He took a deep breath and realized his heart was pounding with excitement, not with fear. He couldn’t wait to be a woman out in the real world, and not just in the safety of his own apartment.  
 
    He opened the door and stepped out with eyes closed shut. He was too afraid to open them, too afraid to see his neighbours staring back at him, wondering why he was wearing a woman’s dress and makeup and a wig. He was relieved when he opened his eyes and saw nothing but closed doors. He took a deep breath and started down the stairs, moving carefully as he’d never navigated a staircase in heels before.  
 
    But he managed to make it to the bottom without falling. As he went to open the door at the bottom of the staircase, one of his neighbours beat him to it. “Sorry,” she said as she moved to the side. And then she looked Terry up and down with a peculiar look that was foreign to Terry. All Terry was able to do was force a smile. He knew he needed to brush by her and get out of there before she had too much time to look at him, but he couldn’t move.  
 
    “Thanks,” Terry said in his feminine voice, finally breaking free from his paralysis. He skirted past her and rushed towards the door.  
 
    “Wait,” she said, making Terry’s heart stop for a moment. He turned around slowly, still with that painfully forced smile on his face. He was regretting everything: leaving his apartment, putting on the dress, getting into cross-dressing in the first place.  
 
    “Yeah?” Terry said softly, hoping his voice wasn’t giving him away anymore than his look already had.  
 
    “I love that dress,” she said. And then she looked at Terry’s feet. “And those shoes. Where did you get them?”  
 
    Terry squirmed. Was she teasing him or was she serious? Could she not tell that he wasn’t actually a woman? “Saks,” Terry said with his soft, feminine tone. “See you later.” He turned around and got out of that building as quickly as he could. And he didn’t feel safe until he was three blocks away from the building, three blocks away from the neighbours who saw him on a regular basis.  
 
    And then he realized he was three blocks away from his home, away from safety. He was now standing out on the street on a busy Friday night, surrounded by people who could see him—people who lived in the city, who probably walked by his shop all of the time. He’d never been so vulnerable in his life. He’d never been so exposed in his life, with his short skirt hardly even covering his perky bum. And what would he do if he sprung an erection? He hadn’t masturbated before leaving the house, and the lace of his panties were already beginning to arouse him—and so was the tight satin of the expensive white dress. Hell, even the heels were strangely arousing.  
 
    But he had to keep his composure. He had to keep his cock from hardening. He took a deep breath and looked around. Across the street was a busy club. A group of men stood outside with cigarettes in their mouths. Two of them were looking Terry’s way. One of them nudged another, and a moment later, all of them were looking Terry’s way. One of them smiled and waved. “The party’s over here, beautiful!” he called out. 
 
    Terry’s legs trembled. He smiled and waved back. “Thanks,” he softly called out—probably not even loud enough for them to hear. They went back to chatting, looking over every few seconds, probably trying to figure out why there was a woman in a skimpy dress standing alone on a street corner… Or did they think Terry was a prostitute? Did they think he was waiting for a job to come by? Terry’s heart stuttered again.  
 
    And what was Terry waiting for? Where did he want to go? What was he looking for? He spun around and tried to figure out if he’d lost his mind. And then he saw Granville Street, teeming with people, buzzing from club to club. He saw a bouncer letting a group of beautiful women skip a long line, and he saw a group of young men hitting on a group of young women. Everyone was having fun—and all of the women were sexy. Terry wanted to be like them. He wanted to be hit on and drooled over and slapped on the ass. So he started walking down Granville Street.  
 
    And he only made it a block before he turned a set of heads. “Where you going, baby?” a brown-skinned man asked.  
 
    Terry shrugged his shoulders, unable to hide the red-cheeked smile from his face. “Why do you want to know?” he asked. 
 
    “Is there room for a few more?” the man asked.  
 
    Terry just laughed and continued down the strip. He wasn’t headed anywhere. He was just basking in the attention, and loving the feeling of the cool air teasing up his legs and tickling his bare ass. As he stopped at a red light, he got exactly what he left the house for: a carful of young men whistling from their windows. “Show us your tits!” one of the men shouted. And of course Terry didn’t flash the men because he had nothing to show them, but he loved the attention. He loved that they singled him out and not the other fifteen girls who were standing on the same block, waiting for a little bit of attention of their own.  
 
    Terry’s head was spinning with excitement. He was having more fun than he’d ever had as an adult. And that excitement was starting to scare him. A week ago, the thought of walking down Granville Street in a short dress and makeup would have made Terry shudder with nausea, but now he didn’t want to go home. He wanted to hit up that strip every night. And he wanted to take his new fun even further. He wanted to see just how much fun he could have as a woman, in his clients’ pretty clothes.  
 
    But for tonight, he knew he needed to cut himself off. He needed to get home, jerk off, and get to sleep so that he could wake up with a clear and straight head. He needed his sensibilities back before he did something stupid, before he marched himself in front of people he knew and cared for—people he didn’t want to know that he was a closer cross-dresser, like his family and his friends. So he made his way back home, basking in the final few minutes of his female glory. One of the people who lived in his building held the door for him—something he wasn’t used to, such a small gesture but so nice and refreshing.  
 
    It only took a few minutes for Terry to get off that night: a few anal penetrations and a few strokes of the cock, and cum was everywhere. He got the little dress nicely cleaned and hung before heading off to sleep. And then he dreamed about pretty clothes and stunning eye makeup.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It was an unfortunate Saturday when the only clients who came into the store were there to pick up their orders. No new orders, no new pretty clothes being dropped off. Terry had nothing to work with, nothing for his Saturday night, which he’d spent all morning looking forward to.  
 
    It was 4:00 PM when his shop was supposed to close, but Terry didn’t close, hoping some beautiful woman would come in looking for some last second dry-cleaning. All of the other dry-cleaners closed at 4:00 PM on Saturdays, so maybe being the only one open would bring clients in… But no one came. Terry was stuck with nothing on the most exciting night of the week.  
 
    So he went into the back of his shop and started searching for anything. There were a few sacs that had been sitting in the back corner of the shop that he’d been meaning to take to a donation bin—sacs of clothes that were dropped off and then never picked up again. It happened from time to time, usually with older people who either forgot about their clothes or, God forbid, passed away. But occasionally there were clients who didn’t come for their clothes for other reasons: because they couldn’t afford the bill or because they decided they didn’t want them anymore.  
 
    Most of the sacs at the back of the shop were filled with old ladies’ cardigans and old men’s suits—but there was one bag that had more along the lines of what Terry was looking for: dresses. They were all matching bridesmaids dresses, all blue, all different sizes. There was one in the bag that was perfectly Terry’s size. He tried it on there in the back of the shop.  
 
    It wasn’t the most flattering dress, so Terry used a pair of scissors to cut the cheesy flower decoration off of the shoulder, and that helped. Then he brought the dress into his little alterations corner to make it a bit shorter, and to make the straps a bit thinner. It took him a good hour and a half, but the work was worth it. The dress suddenly didn’t look so ‘prommy’. Now it looked more like something a girl would wear out at the clubs—or what Terry was going to wear out at the clubs.  
 
    But the outfit wasn’t complete. Terry didn’t have panties, he didn’t have a bra, he didn’t have shoes, and he couldn’t wear his wig and baseball cap combination again, as it didn’t exactly compliment a nice dress. So Terry made a few stops on his way home from work. 
 
    His first stop was at a woman’s shoe store. He was embarrassed walking in, and even more embarrassed when the store clerk asked him what size his wife’s feet were. “About the same as mine, actually,” he said. And then he watched the clerk’s lips curl into a smile—she knew the shoes were for him. So his face was dark red as he tried on shoes until he found a nice pair that fit. They were about one hundred bucks.  
 
    Next was the costume shop, which was a few blocks out of Terry’s way. They had a whole section of wigs, which was essentially reserved for drag queens when it wasn’t Halloween—and it wasn’t Halloween. Terry had no fake story for the store clerk at the costume shop. He thought about lying about a wife with cancer who needed a wig, but he knew that would be a stretch, especially when the clerk asked for his wife’s head size and Terry would have to say, ‘About the same as mine.’ It was better to not lie about a terrible disease.  
 
    So he said nothing. He just went to that wall and awkwardly asked the clerk to take down the long brunette wig that closely matched his own natural hair colour. The clerk asked no questions before taking the wig down and fitting it on Terry’s head. “I think we need something a bit tighter,” said the clerk before disappearing into the back room. Terry’s face was dark red as he left the store, but at least he was leaving with a high quality wig that would last him years.  
 
    Terry’s final stop on his way home from work was at the lingerie store. He went in to get a single pair of panties and a bra, and he ended up leaving with five pairs of panties, two bras, two slips, a lace bodysuit, and a garter belt with a pair of fishnet stockings. It was a hefty bill, but Terry just couldn’t help himself. He didn’t even bother lying to the store clerk at the lingerie store. He just said nothing as he collected his items and paid the bill. At the counter he noticed a little bottle of perfume, so he bought that as well. 
 
    He had a quick bite to eat at home before running a bath so he could freshly shave his legs and armpits. Then he quickly got himself dolled up, slipping into a pair of red panties and a matching red bra. He admired himself in the mirror for a few minutes. It was amazing how feminine he already looked, just wearing some women’s undies. He didn’t even have his wig or makeup on yet. It was hard to believe he’d never noticed his feminine figure before. Had he always had it? Well it didn’t just come out of nowhere… 
 
    Terry got to thinking: maybe all guys are born with a potentially sexy physique. Maybe being feminine is more about the pretty clothes than the body a person is born with. 
 
    Next, Terry did his makeup. He took his time. It was still early in the night, and he wanted everything to be perfect. He went with that same look: the smoky cat eye look, with a few minor alterations that he’d learned about while doing some research on his phone at work. Next came his blue dress, which he’d altered a little bit too short. The bottom cusp of his ass was hanging down, but he didn’t mind. He knew guys would like it.  
 
    Finally, he got into his new heels and his wig. And then, once again, he found himself in front of the mirror, staring at himself, admiring his curves and his stunning features. He was sexy. He felt comfortable—like himself, as if for the first time in his life. He was ready to show himself off, ready to go out for the night, ready to try new things and feel that amazing excitement one more time.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    The clubs were intimidating. The line-ups were long and the women lingering around them were beautiful. And the men weren’t bad either—all jacked and handsome and constantly scanning their options. Terry knew he was making himself vulnerable by walking up to the front of that line to try his luck with the bouncer. He’d watched a few girls pull it off, getting let inside, skipping the line—but he’d also watched a few girls get rejected, being told to go to the back of the line. One girl ran away as soon as the bouncer told her, “No way. Back of the line.”  
 
    But Terry had to try. The thought of trying brought on that excitement that Terry had become so obsessed with. He needed that rush and he wasn’t going to get it unless he paraded himself in front of all those people. When the bouncer turned to look at him, his joints froze. He nearly stopped in his tracks and fell over like a stiff board. But he forced himself to carry on, and he forced himself to smile.  
 
    “Hi,” he said with his soft, meek voice. 
 
    “Can I help you?” the bouncer asked with a stone cold tone. 
 
    Terry cleared his throat and held his composure. “One of my friends is inside,” he said, and then he forced that smile bigger. The bouncer kept staring at him with that cold gaze. And then suddenly, he moved to the side and let Terry in.  
 
    Terry’s heart leapt up in his chest, pounding hard against his ribcage. He was let in, he was accepted as a beautiful woman! But was it a good thing? Was it good that society was accepting his delusion? Was it good that the world was allowing him to get away with this degenerate addiction?  
 
    A man bumped into him. “Sorry, sweetie,” the man said. And then he froze as he looked into Terry’s eyes. Terry’s heart stuttered, which he was getting used to. “Can I buy you a drink?” the man asked with glowing eyes.  
 
    Terry just smiled, and a minute later there was a drink in his hand. He drank it happily. He’d never been given a free drink before—but it wasn’t the last one he would get that night. It was only twenty minutes later when another drink ended up in his hand, but he had no idea where this one came from. He still drank it, not wanting to waste it. And then another drink came, and another, and another.  
 
    And soon, Terry was heavily buzzed, wobbling slightly in his heels, worried he was about to topple over or let his natural male voice slip out. He knew he needed to get out of that club and away from all of the attention for just a short period of time, so he could get a hold over himself.  
 
    He stumbled out from the club’s back door and he took a deep breath of fresh air in that cold, dark alleyway. His head was spinning, and not just from the liquor and the flashing lights. He walked down a short ways before coming across a window with a board behind it. He used the window to look at his own reflection, still in awe of how feminine he looked. It still didn’t seem real—it all still seemed like a strange dream that wouldn’t end, that he didn’t want to end.  
 
    He reached the end of the alley and looked down the road. His heart stopped momentarily as his gaze met the gaze of one of his clients: Sheila, the prostitute and owner of the purple lace lingerie. She was wearing it now as she stood on the street corner, wearing only a fur coat over it.  
 
    Terry had to remind himself that he was unrecognizable, especially from half a block away. Now he just looked like another woman enjoying her Saturday night downtown. He didn’t look like Terry, he didn’t look like Sheila’s dry-cleaner. She smiled and then turned back to the street, waving at passing cars. And she had the power to make every car slow down as men and women alike stopped to admire her body. Terry was sure that many of those men were considering her: thinking about cheating on their wives with the beautiful escort.  
 
    Terry started to casually walk in Sheila’s direction, drifting wide and out of her line of sight. He kept an eye on her, and then he noticed a few other prostitutes down the block, all waiting for jobs of their own. Terry backed himself against a wall near a bus stop, pretending to wait for a bus so that he could watch the night workers. He was only there for a few minutes, and in that time he watched as Sheila got picked up, as well as a few of her co-workers, if you can call them that.  
 
    The cars picking them up weren’t crappy old Buicks. The girls were being picked up by shiny new BMWs and the odd Lexus. These guys were probably paying these girls a lot of money for a night of fun—or even just an hour or two. 
 
    Terry wandered further down the street, venturing deeper into Vancouver’s nightlife. As he came closer to Davie Street, where all of the homosexuals hung out, he came upon a new block of prostitutes. But these girls were different—they were taller, some were broader, and a few had a bit of five o’clock shadow that their makeup couldn’t hide. These prostitutes were men—some made more convincing women than others. The sleek BMWs picked up the convincing girls and the rest got their turns in beater trucks and old VWs. But there was a market for all of them. 
 
    “Hey!” a male voice called out from behind Terry, making him jump and spin around. A man was staring at him, hanging out the window of a black Audi. He was wearing a suit and an expensive golden watch, which dangling down over his window frame. “How much?” the man asked. And it took Terry a moment to realize the man was talking to him. 
 
    Terry cleared his throat. “How much?” he asked awkwardly.  
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I asked—how much for two hours?” The man wasn’t bad looking—he was a bit older with some grey hairs. He was thin and he seemed to be nicely groomed.  
 
    Terry wanted to tell the guy to beat it, but he was suddenly overwhelmed by a curiosity—and Terry didn’t have the best track record when it came to fending off teasing curiosities.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    The man’s apartment was impressive, on the top floor of one of the bigger buildings in the downtown core. Some of his walls were painted a deep red colour, the others were painted black, and there were quirky lamps everywhere. But nothing looked cheap. Even the hat rack by the front door looked like it had real gold embellishments on it.  
 
    Terry wasn’t sure how his legs were still allowing him to walk. His heels were starting to hurt, and the terrified trembling hadn’t gone away since he told the man, “Five hundred dollars,” back on the street corner. When he said it, he didn’t expect the man to agree so quickly. “Hop in,” he said without missing a beat.  
 
    But Terry didn’t get in right away. He was way out of his element, about to break through more boundaries than he was ready for: getting fucked by a stranger, getting fucked by a man, getting fucked for money—the list went on and on. But Terry couldn’t say no. For days, this had been his secret little fantasy—the exact scenario that played out in his mind whenever he pressed that black steamer handle into his asshole. 
 
    But now, his heart was stammering. He’d never been with a man before. He’d never even been attracted to men before, but now, for some reason, this particular man seemed irresistible, even though he wasn’t anything special. He was just rich and horny; Terry only cared for the latter. But he was terrified. Sure, before he got into the car he made sure to say, “I’m not really a woman you know.” He was surprised when the man laughed and said, “I figured, though you look stunning.” So now, Terry knew he didn’t have to worry about letting his masculine identity slip. He didn’t have to worry about dropping his feminine voice for a moment, or accidentally exposing the bulge in his little red panties. His client knew exactly what he was in for, and Terry was exactly what he wanted. 
 
    Terry was only a few steps into the room when the man walked behind him and put his hands on Terry’s shoulders. “I love your dress,” he said before slipping his hands gently down the sides of Terry’s recycled blue dress. 
 
    “Thanks,” Terry said softly. His body was tense. He was being touched by another man, a man who intended to stick his cock in Terry’s ass, a man who didn’t even have a name as far as Terry was aware.  
 
    The man wasn’t shy. Terry probably wasn’t his first prostitute experience. It was only a minute before the man tried to reach down between Terry’s legs. Terry, acting entirely on impulse, reached down and grabbed the man’s hands, holding them around his pelvis, terrified to let them go any further, even though it was exactly what the man was paying for. Terry didn’t like being reminded that he had a cock between his legs. He wanted to feel like a woman, and he felt like a woman when the man was kissing his neck and rubbing his erect bulge against Terry’s ass. 
 
    But Terry especially liked it when the man reached around and cupped Terry’s padded chest. He liked it when the man squeezed, eliciting a soft moan from Terry’s lips. “Your heart is beating so fast,” the man said with the palm of his hand against the centre of Terry’s ribcage.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Terry said, though he wasn’t sure why he said it. The man laughed and went right back to kissing Terry’s neck, teasing his fingertips down Terry’s body towards Terry’s cock. Terry had the urge to stop him again, but he resisted. The man was much bigger than Terry, and much stronger. He didn’t want to make him angry. If the man snapped, he could easily kill Terry and get away with it.  
 
    Those fingers drifted over Terry’s pelvis, over his pubic bone, and down across his bulge. They teased up Terry’s skirt and then found themselves on his panties, massaging his cock as if it was a clit. The man rubbed his fingers in small circles, making Terry feel even more like a woman—and more like a slut. Terry let a long, soft moan slip out from his lips.  
 
    “You like that?” the man asked. 
 
    Terry nodded his head. His long brunette hair fell in front of his face as he looked down at the stranger’s hand under his skirt. “Shit,” he muttered. He liked it—he liked it too much. He couldn’t wait to get the man’s cock into his asshole. And he couldn’t wait to do this again and again. Who knew that being a prostitute could be so much fun? And for five-hundred bucks? That was more money than Terry made in a week, most weeks.  
 
    Terry was getting hard fast, but his little red panties did a surprisingly good job of holding him down. The man made sure to locate the tip of Terry’s cock as he continued to rub. Terry squirmed in his tall heels. And then he found himself reaching back, running his fingers down his client’s abdomen. He fought his fingers down his client’s pants and then located his cock. He was already hard—and he was big, much bigger than Terry, and much bigger than the black steamer handle that Terry had been using each night.  
 
    The man’s cock was warm—hot even. It was throbbing, and Terry could feel all of his veins. He only stroked the man a few times before he could feel a dab of warm moisture on the man’s tip: a small bout of pre-cum. The man probably wasn’t going to last long once inside of Terry’s asshole—assuming he could even fit inside of Terry’s asshole. It seemed unlikely now, as Terry could hardly even wrap his fingers around the man’s girth. But the man paid his money, and Terry was itching to get off as well.  
 
    The next few minutes were a blur. The man got Terry’s cock out from his panties, and then somehow Terry ended up on his knees, turned towards the man. That giant cock dangled in Terry’s face, making Terry’s heart stutter and his hands tremble. But still, he reached up and grabbed it and stroked it and felt it throbbing. He brought it to his lips and his heart stuttered again. He was only able to fit half of it in his mouth before that tip was pressed against the back of his throat. He gagged a bit, but managed to hold his dinner back—even when the man grabbed Terry’s head and pulled it in tight to his pelvis. “You like that, you little slut?” the man asked through clenched teeth. His face was starting to turn red and his cock was throbbing even harder. He really wasn’t going to last very long. 
 
    Terry was only able to respond by nodding his head slightly. He could taste the drooling tip of the man’s cock, pre-cum oozing out onto his tongue. It was sweet, and a bit salty, but Terry didn’t mind it. He kind of liked it. He liked that he was able to make a man so hard.  
 
    “Get on the bed,” the man said, pulling himself back quickly, as if he was stopping himself from ejaculating prematurely.  
 
    Terry stood up and realized his legs were trembling harder than ever before. He looked down and saw that his cock was rock hard, holding up the skirt of his dress like a tent pole. And then he looked at the large bed with its black satin sheets, and he wondered: what the hell am I doing?  
 
    What happened? How had Terry degenerated so much in the span of a single week?  
 
    He looked over and saw his reflection in the mirror, and he suddenly remembered the woman who dropped the blue dresses off, two months before. He remembered her face when he told her how much it would cost to dry-clean all ten of the bridesmaids dresses, and he remembered her saying, “They didn’t even cost that much to buy.” He had a feeling she wasn’t going to be back for the dresses, or to pay the bill, so he only quickly ran them through the steamer.  
 
    And when he looked at the blue dresses back then, the only thought that ran though his mind was: are there any stains on them? And that was better—that’s how his mind should have stayed wired. Life was easy and simple back then. He knew his job and he performed his job and he didn’t get mixed up in stealing clients’ clothes or breaking the law by becoming a transgendered prostitute. Why couldn’t life be that simple again? How could Terry stop his degeneracy—or was it too late?  
 
    “I said, get on the bed,” the man said to Terry. He was standing naked, with his cock throbbing and nearly touching his sternum. That erection was intended for Terry’s asshole. And if Terry let it in, there may be no turning back. How could he turn back after losing his anal virginity? What else would he have to lose at that point? As long as Terry had something to lose, he still had his pride and his sanity. But if he let it all go, then there were no limits to his new illness.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    Terry’s whole body was trembling as he lay himself down on that bed, on his stomach. He tried to take a deep breath in as his client climbed on top of him and bent over to rub Terry’s back. Terry could feel the man’s hard cock throbbing on his ass, warm and large, taking a short break after nearly being stimulated to orgasm by Terry’s soft lips.  
 
    Terry closed his eyes and tried to stop his head from spinning. He didn’t care about the five hundred dollars. He wasn’t doing it for the money—and that’s what scared him more than anything. He was just doing this for the excitement. Had the man pulled up and said, ‘I’ve got no money but I want to fuck you anyway,” Terry would have probably still gotten into the car.  
 
    He could hear the man slipping a rubber onto his cock. He was surprised they made rubbers that big. Then he heard the squirting of lubricant as the man got his long hard cock ready. Terry tried again to take a deep breath, and this time he got a bit of air into his trembling lungs.  
 
    Terry found himself thinking about his friends and family members—wondering what they would think if they knew what Terry had been doing over the past week, wondering what they would think if they could see him now, all dolled up and about to take a cock in the ass. And to think, this all started because of a moment of drunken shenanigans. Was this degeneracy always lying dormant? Did everyone have this in them, or was Terry just a special degenerate?  
 
    Terry felt the man pulling his panties aside a moment before the tip of his warm, lubricated penis pressed against his puckering hole. It felt impossibly enormous, yet Terry just remained still, allowing the man to carry on. What if his penis was so big it ripped Terry apart? What if it permanently stretched him out and he had to wear diapers for the rest of his life? What if it hurt so bad that Terry left that apartment with PTSD? Why wasn’t Terry stopping the man?  
 
    He started pressing that hard cock in. The pressure was intense as he tried to get that initial penetration. Terry bit down on a pillow as that tip finally pressed through, rattling his ass. “Oh God,” Terry moaned. His fingertips dug into the sheets and his legs squirmed—but the man had him pinned, and the man wasn’t stopping. He sunk his cock in deeper—just another inch deeper, but it was enough to make Terry tense up and squirm even more.  
 
    “Do you like it, slut?” the man asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Terry said, and he was shocked to hear the word leave his tongue.  
 
    The man sunk another inch deeper, making Terry even tenser, making him moan louder. There was a real cock in his ass: the cock of a stranger—a cock that could have been in many assholes before Terry’s. He could feel it throbbing. He could feel the man’s veins pumping blood.  
 
    “Please be gentle,” Terry managed to say. But the man only replied with a chuckle. That cock sunk deeper. It was now deeper than that black steamer handle had ever gone. It was deeper than the steamer handle could go. And the man still had a few inches left to play with. He sunk in a bit deeper.  
 
    Jolts of warm energy were pulsing through Terry’s body. His hands were twitching and his eyes were flashing. He moaned and squirmed and then he started to feel it: the euphoria. The man had found his sweet spot, and his giant cock was pressing hard into it. A bit of drool formed on the corner of Terry’s lips. He fought back the urge to moan and let the man know that he was suddenly enjoying the stuffing.  
 
    The man sunk in deeper with a final shove, pressing his pelvis into Terry’s ass. Terry could feel the tip of the man’s cock pressing up to his sternum. He could feel every throbbing inch of the impressive member inside of his body. He turned his head in an attempt to fight away the urge to moan, and that’s when he saw the mirror: his own reflection staring back at him.  
 
    And Terry realized he wasn’t submitting to degeneracy. Dressing up in pretty clothes wasn’t just some sick addiction, or some mental illness. He looked good as a girl. His face was stunning with a bit of makeup, and that skimpy blue dress gave him curves worth of a magazine cover. He hadn’t discovered some dark secret about himself when he first tried on those clothes—he discovered something amazing about himself. He discovered that he had a woman inside of him. He discovered that he was happy wearing pretty clothes and cute makeup.  
 
    Now, he was happy that he put on those clothes as a joke a week before. If he hadn’t, he wouldn’t have had one of the most fun weeks of his life. He would be in that apartment now, making five hundred dollars for having a ton of fun and getting off. He wouldn’t have experienced being catcalled on the street, and he wouldn’t have gotten free drinks at the club. He had so much left to experience as a woman—and this rich stranger was just a small part of that amazing experience.  
 
    So Terry let his body relaxed. He continued watching his reflection as the man started to thrust in and out. He watched as that long cock rose up and disappeared, over and over, sinking deep inside of him. He watched as his long beautiful hair bounced, and he watched as his big eyes glowed. He was watching himself, in his element, with a big warm smile on his face—on her face. She wasn’t a man in those clothes. She wasn’t a man with that makeup and that wig. And in his heart he wasn’t a man either.  
 
    The client grabbed her hips firmly and pounded his cock down with force. His pelvis slammed her butt, making it ripple, making jolts of warm euphoria burst through her whole body. She didn’t want the moment to end. She wanted that big cock inside of her all night long. And maybe she would offer the man a discount for a second fucking in just an hour or so… 
 
    “You’re so fucking tight,” the man groaned through clenched teeth. His hair was ruffled on his face, and beads of sweat were running down to his chin. “And fuck, I’m so hard. It feels so good.” Terry liked it—she liked making the man happy, even though she didn’t know who the man was. She liked that she was sexy enough to make a man so hard. And she didn’t blame the man. Looking in the mirror, she was arousing herself.  
 
    She groaned and squirmed and then felt a warmth pooling around her cock. “Oh God,” she moaned. “I’m coming. You’re making me come.” The man shoved his hand down, underneath Terry’s cock. He cupped the tip of her cock and grabbed a few blasts of her amazing cumshot. Then he brought that hand to her lips and made her lick it up, which she did without hesitation. He wiped some of that cum on her cheek and then he grabbed her hips again so he could drive his cock in harder.  
 
    And he didn’t last much longer. After just a few more pumps, he was filling that condom with his hot load. He groaned and held her tight until he was depleted, and then he fell back onto the bed. Terry stayed in place, catching her own breath, even though she hadn’t done anything but lay in place. Her asshole was a bit sore but the euphoria was still teeming through her body.  
 
    The man paid another two hundred to have her stick around for another hour. It was only twenty minutes later when his cock was back in her ass, pumping her to another orgasm. When Terry finally returned to her apartment that night, she found herself staring at the seven hundred dollars for a minute before turning her gaze to the mirror. Even after everything, she still couldn’t get over how beautiful she was—and how beautiful she would be from now on.  
 
    She didn’t work on Sundays, so she spent the whole next day at the mall, buying a new wardrobe with the money from her paid romp. She didn’t plan on pursuing the life of a prostitute—that was just for fun, just for the experience. But she did plan on pursuing a new life as a woman. 
 
    She knew there would be some embarrassing moments, especially at first. She knew there would be some weird looks from the usual clients who knew Terry—and not to mention friends and family members. But she knew that the awkward phase was just that: a phase.  
 
    When she woke up that Monday morning, ready for the busiest day of the week, she knew that the hardest part of the day was going to be leaving her apartment, allowing her neighbours to see her in a dress and a pair of heels. She knew that it would be awkward when the first usual client came into the store, but she knew it would only get easier with each passing minute, with each passing hour, and with each passing day. She was ready—because sometimes it takes a bit of being uncomfortable to be able to truly appreciate the good things in life. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THROBBING LESSON 
 
    Jake is doing great in all of his senior year classes, except for one: Miss Barrett’s English class. She’s been extra tough on him ever since he started that cheeky rumour that she was actually a tranny. Now, with just three months of school left, if Jake doesn’t pass her class, he won’t be going to college.  
 
    So when he’s caught cheating on an assignment, he thinks it’s all over for him. He begs Miss Barrett to spare him, and then her eyes light up with a fun idea, involving short skirts, cute heels, a bit of eyeliner, and a new, promiscuous persona.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Miss Barrett hated me. She’d had it out for me ever since I spread the rumour that she was a tranny, but that was her own fault for failing me on a test that I should have passed.  
 
    And it’s not like she looked like a tranny. She was probably the hottest teacher in the school—forty-two years young, perky tits, long smooth legs that were never burdened by pants or even pantyhose. In fact, I always had a big crush on her, until she failed me on that test.  
 
    She was a hard ass with a hard ass. If a student submitted a report with more than ten typos, it was an instant fail. She had the same rule with her tests—if written answers had a certain number of typos, it didn’t matter if the answer was right. That’s how I failed that damned test—but it really wasn’t fair. I spent the same word wrong in four places; surely that should only count as a single typo. If anything, it was her fault that I failed because she never taught me how to write that word properly… I think the word was ‘calendar.’ And I wouldn’t have been so mad if it wasn’t the biggest test before we got our report cards before the Christmas break. I had to show that report card to my parents, and then I had to suffer through a Christmas of scorn, being told I would only get that new PlayStation once I got my grades up. Bullshit, if you ask me. 
 
    So yeah, I told all of my friends that Miss Barrett was a tranny. I told them that I was walking by her classroom after hours and I saw her adjusting her skirt. It wasn’t true—it was just the meanest thing I could think of. It was a little bit of harmless revenge. It was only a couple of days before every kid in school had adopted the gossip. My own friend, Terrance, came up to me and said, “Did you hear that Miss Barrett used to be a man?”  
 
    I was brought into the principal’s office. They asked me, “Did you start this rumour about Miss Barrett?” and of course I denied, denied, denied. That’s what you have to do when you’ve been accused—just deny every claim. They had no proof that I said it, even if my friends ratted me out. I got two weeks of detention, in Miss Barrett’s classroom. And it was the worst two weeks of my life: one hour after school, every day. She took away my phone and she told me to sit silently. She didn’t even give me work to do, and she didn’t let me do my homework. “You can do that when you get home,” she would say. But I wouldn’t get home until dinnertime, and then my parents would make me help with the dishes, and then that only left a few hours before my bedtime. So those two weeks were completely ruined.  
 
    I was on my best behaviour for the next few months. I didn’t want to suffer through that nonsense again, though I didn’t forget about that failed test. I was still convinced that I not only passed it, but that I’d come pretty damn close to acing it. Sure, dock a few points for each typo—but fail me completely? How could I ever let that go, especially since it was just a couple of months before I sent out my college applications?  
 
    And she never forgot about the tranny rumour, even though it was never officially proven that I started the rumour. She would glare at me during class, and she would always call on me whenever she asked the class a question. She would make me stand up. Sometimes she would make me stand at the front of the class so that she could tell me that my answer was wrong. She was determined to humiliate me, for a bit of revenge of her own. An eye for an eye leaves the whole world blind, I guess.  
 
    She dinged me with detentions whenever she could. She would time me when I went to the bathroom. One afternoon I spent six minutes in the bathroom when I was only allowed five—and of course that got me an afternoon of detention. And she was ruthless—I was five minutes late for class one morning, and when I came in, I discovered I only had five minutes to complete a pop quiz, which she took her sweet time handing to me. She didn’t stop the clock while I fished my pencil out from my bag, but I swear she ended the quiz before the full ten minutes had passed. I failed the quiz, and guess what? The punishment for failing was an afternoon of detention. 
 
    I was almost starting to think that she enjoyed my company. Why else would she look for every reason to keep me in her classroom after hours? Maybe so she could bask in my torment… She would always sit behind her desk and stare at me with a big grin. She knew there were so many more things I wanted to be doing. She knew that my friends were all out, having fun. She knew that my parents were scorning me every time I got home from her damned detentions. And she loved it.  
 
    I wanted to get back at her, but I didn’t know how. I didn’t want to risk ruining my college aspirations for the sake of revenge. My friends kept telling me to let it go. Terrance snapped a picture of me while I was ranting about Miss Barrett. He turned his phone to me and I saw what my friends saw: red face, lips pressed thin, dark, brooding eyes…  
 
    I turned eighteen a few months before graduation, and someone passed the memo along to Miss Barrett. She started tormenting me in a new way—with her soft, tight, and perfect body.  
 
    The worst humiliation she ever tormented me with was on an early February morning. She was wearing a white blouse that seemed to be tighter than usual. She had her two top buttons undone, with the heat turned up in her classroom. It was presentation day, but she gave us all ten minutes to prepare for our presentations. I had a report on the novel, 1984. I was going to present a slideshow that I made on the computer, which I had ready on a thumb drive.  
 
    Miss Barrett came up beside me and she leaned over my desk. I could see down her top. I could see her lacy red bra and the curve of her mouth-watering titties. She was wearing perfume. I’m not sure she’d ever worn perfume in class before. “Are you ready for your presentation?” she whispered into my ear in a voice that made my head spin.  
 
    I may have hated her, but goddamnit, she was hot. I wanted to reach up and squeeze those tits. I wanted to bury my face in them. And she wouldn’t go away. “Where is your presentation?” she asked, still using that tantalizing voice. 
 
    “On this drive,” I said. 
 
    She reached across the desk and gently fingered my thumb drive. “This drive?” she asked. Her tits were closer to my face than ever. That perfume smelled amazing. And I could almost see her nipples—she just had to bend over a touch more. 
 
    “Yeah, that one,” I said, my voice cracking. 
 
    She slipped a hand gently onto my back and she rubbed. “I hope it’s a good one,” she said. My legs trembled. My cock was suddenly hard, pressing tightly against my pants. She kept rubbing her hand in small circles, making my head spin faster and faster. The tips of her fingernails were teasing my skin gently. “Can I see your stick?” She reached over and grabbed the thumb drive. My heart stuttered. 
 
    And then she stood up straight and made an announcement to the class. “Let’s start our presentations. Jake is going to start. Go ahead Jake. Go up to the front of the classroom.” She took my thumb drive to her computer. But I couldn’t stand up. My heart was pounding ferociously and I had the biggest erection I’d ever had in my life—and I had nothing to hide it.  
 
    “Jake?” she said, booting my presentation up on the projector. “Your presentation—you can start now. Come on up.” She had a smirk on her face. She knew what she did. “If you don’t get up now, I’ll have to fail you. Don’t be shy.” So I had to decide: take another fail, or let the whole class see that I had an erection. But I couldn’t take another fail. If I took another fail, then I wouldn’t have the grades to get into any decent college. I had to stand up. I had to face my classmates with a raging boner.  
 
    I tried tucking it in my waistband, but that only gave me ten seconds of safety. I felt my shirt riding up and I ended up pulling up my pants, worried the class would see the tip of my dick. But when I yanked up, my cock was released from my waistband, and everyone saw my erect bulge.   
 
    Everyone laughed. No one heard any part of my red-faced presentation. They just laughed and laughed. And Miss Barrett sat behind her desk with a big smirk on her face. My heart fluttered into my stomach and it was days before I was able to look anyone in the eye again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was a month later when I found myself in her classroom after hours once again, with a two-hour detention. This time, I didn’t even understand why I got the detention, but I fought the urge to fight it, worried she would dock my final grade. I was already on the cusp on dropping below the minimum requirement for most of my preferred colleges.  
 
    So I just took my seat and I stared at that same wood knot on the desk that I always stared at throughout my detentions. But focussing on that knot was hard because I could see Miss Barrett staring at me through my peripheral vision. I finally looked up and saw that she was smirking. “Don’t you want to know why you’re in detention?” she asked me.  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “Why?” I said.  
 
    “Guess,” she said.  
 
    I thought for a moment, but I had no idea. “I got nothing,” I said. I was fighting the urge to make a snarky remark. I wanted to say something like, ‘Because you’re still bitter about the tranny remark?’ but I managed to keep my mouth shut. 
 
    “You can’t think of anything?” she asked.  
 
    I shook my head. “I just want to pass your class,” I said.  
 
    “Well you won’t pass if you get many more detentions. I have to dock your grades every time you end up in here. You know that, right?” Unfortunately, I did know that. “I caught you cheating on your pop quiz this morning. You forget that I see everything.”  
 
    My heart stuttered. I did cheat on the pop quiz, but there was no way that she could see that. I was sitting in the back, and I looked over at my neighbour’s desk two times. How could I not? I was sitting next to the smartest kid in the class, and Miss Barrett had her back to me. So yeah, I looked over and stole a few answers. I was hardly passing the class—I needed the extra bump. “I didn’t cheat,” I said, denying the accusation.  
 
    She laughed and then she pressed a few buttons on her computer. The projector turned on and then a video appeared on the screen. It was a video of the pop quiz, with the camera conveniently turned on me. In the video, I looked over twice at my neighbour’s quiz.  
 
    Now, I quickly spun around, trying to locate the hidden camera. “You can’t film us—that has to be against the law. I didn’t give you any consent. Where’s the camera?”  
 
    She kept laughing as she stood up. She walked over and grabbed a book from a shelf. Then she pointed to a small point on the spine of the book. “Pretty clever, huh? I got it from a store downtown. I have a few in here, so don’t think you can just sit somewhere else and get away with cheating again. I’m failing you on the quiz—zero percent.” She had a big smile on her face. She knew that punishment stung. She knew that she was pushing me towards trade school. But I was too small for the trades. I was hardly 110 pounds, hardly 5’5”. I didn’t know how to use a saw or even a drill. I tried taking shop class a couple of years before, and it was the first class I ever failed. If I couldn’t get into a proper college, I was screwed. If I couldn’t get into a proper college, I would be flipping burgers for the rest of my life. 
 
    I managed to force a smile. “It won’t happen again,” I said, straining away the urge to snap at Miss Barrett and her unfair teaching tactics. I wouldn’t have cheated on that test if I didn’t have to. I wouldn’t have cheated if she hadn’t pushed me into a corner. Now, I was in a terrible situation. With my new quiz fail, I now had to come close to acing every single quiz and every single test and every single assignment. I had no wiggle room to be late or take another detention. I was probably already disqualified from my top college picks, and soon I would be disqualified from all of them.  
 
    Miss Barrett walked up to me and looked down into my eyes with a grin. “It better not happen again,” she said. She turned around and started back towards her desk. I watched her ass as her skirt danced from side to side, and then I looked away quickly, worried she had a camera watching me. Could I get a detention for staring at the teacher’s firm ass? Could I get a detention for fantasizing about her sitting on my face with her tight, wet pussy?  
 
    When I was finally home that evening, I went straight to my room and I jerked off to a picture of Miss Barrett that I had on my phone from the start of the year. I’d snuck my phone out while she was bending over to pick a pencil up off the floor. The cusp of her perky butt was the highlight of the photo. Had she bent over just another inch or two, I probably could have photographed the bulge of her pussy. But I worked with what I had. 
 
    I wasn’t proud of that particular masturbation session. I still hated Miss Barrett. I hated that I still found her so sexy. I hated that she was able to give me a boner. I hated that sometimes I went to sleep at night fantasizing about fucking her. I wished that she was an old hag, like the other teachers I hated. I wished that she was wrinkly and chubby, with sunken eyes and moustache hairs.  
 
    Why did she have to be such a fox?  
 
    I’d slipped into my bed for the night when I suddenly remembered that there was a big assignment due soon in Miss Barrett’s class. I tried to remember when it was due, but the date eluded me. So I got up, grabbed my laptop, and I logged into my school’s system. And that’s when I saw that the big assignment, which I hadn’t even started yet, was due in just twelve hours. It was the biggest project of the year yet, worth ten percent of my final grade, and I hadn’t even read the book that the project was supposed to be based on.  
 
    I had no choice. I had to cheat. I couldn’t even read the whole novel in twelve hours, never mind write a report on it. I went onto a special website where students can buy reports, and I found one that happened to be on the book that the report was on. It wasn’t cheap, costing me nearly two hundred dollars (everything in my bank account), but the website promised it wouldn’t come up in a plagiarism search—or I would get my money back. But I didn’t want my money back, I just wanted to pass Miss Barrett’s class.  
 
    I spent a couple of hours changing words in the report, just to be safe. I dumbed a few sentences down, changed a few ‘hypothesized’ to ‘theorized’. I made sure to open up the document’s metadata, even though I planned on printing it and handing in a hard copy. And then I went back to bed, but I didn’t sleep. My heart was pounding. I was trying to think if I had all of my bases covered. Could I get away with it? Would Miss Barrett know that I cheated again? 
 
    I finally fell asleep around 4:00 AM, two and a half hours before my alarm went off. And when my alarm went off, I sprung up, happy it had gone off to wake me up from the terrible nightmare I’d been having, in which Miss Barrett found out that I bought my report on a website. And in that nightmare, I returned to my house and found twenty letters sitting on the kitchen table, all from different colleges, all telling me that I’d been declined. And my parents were there, shaking their heads slowly with disappointment riddled on their faces. There was a man at the door wearing the McDonalds uniform. He was holding a new uniform, ready to be worn by me—for the rest of my life. 
 
    But it was just a nightmare, until it wasn’t. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Miss Barrett went from desk to desk picking up our assignments. She made a point of stopping at my desk to flip through my pages, as if to make sure I wasn’t just handing her a cover page and a stack of blank sheets of paper. She looked at me with a half-grin and then she carried on towards the next desk. My heart was pounding—it hadn’t stopped pounding since I woke up that morning, and I was pretty sure it had been pounding while I was asleep because I woke up with a forehead covered in sweat.  
 
    She gave us the rest of the period to study for an upcoming test. And while we studied, she started reading through the large stack of reports on her desk. I found some relief in the size of that stack—there must have been four hundred pages, 12-point font, double-spaced. There was no way she actually planned on reading through all of it, and there was no way she was going to go through and check each one for plagiarism—and even if she did, that website promised me it wouldn’t matter.  
 
    So I forced myself to breathe. Though I knew that if she was going to check one paper for plagiarism, it was going to be mine. It was halfway through the class when I saw my paper in her hands. She was reading through it with a smirk on her face—a smirk that gave me the worst heart palpitations of my life.  
 
    My heart didn’t stop pounding that night. When I sat down to eat dinner with my family, my mother looked at me and said, “What’s wrong? Why are you so pale?” I tried to force a smile, but no smile came. 
 
    “I don’t think I’m feeling well,” I said. 
 
    “Well maybe you should take a day off,” she suggested. But I couldn’t take a day off—even with my parents’ permission. I was terrified Miss Barrett would find some way to ding me. She would make sure to present some piece of vital information in her lecture—information crucial to pass the upcoming test. Or she would pretend like she never got the memo that I was sick, and she would mark me as absent, and even a single absent mark was all I needed to fail.  
 
    So I went to bed early, and once again I fell asleep late. I was quickly starting to memorize the popcorn texture on my bedroom ceiling, after staring at it for so many hours.  
 
    Though when I woke up, I felt a bit better. I immediately checked my e-mail and saw nothing from Miss Barrett—no messages letting me know that I’d been caught. When I arrived at school, I passed her in the hallway. She didn’t stop me to scorn me or tell me that I was done for. As far as I could tell, I’d gotten away with it.  
 
    That’s what I thought, until I showed up for her class that afternoon. She walked up to me as she started her lecture and she slipped a little note onto my desk. I picked it up. “See me after class,” it read. And my heart plunged into my stomach. I was done for. I’d been caught. My dreams of being a college student were over.  
 
    I stayed in my desk when the bell rang. I was too afraid to look up, so I kept my gaze glued to the wood grain of my desk. Once the classroom was empty, I heard her heeled footsteps coming towards me, slowly. I could already feel that smirk on her face. She was finally getting the revenge she really wanted for that tranny rumour I started so many months before.  
 
    “Look up,” she said. I was slow to look up. And I was right—she was smirking. 
 
    “What?” I said, playing dumb. But I could see my report sitting alone on her desk. It had been sitting there since I sat down for class.  
 
    “Your report is good,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks.” I managed to force a big smile. 
 
    “But you didn’t write it,” she said. “And you know the school’s stance on plagiarism. I have to fail you.” She stared at me with that big grin, waiting for my reaction. I wanted to fall off of my chair. I wanted to scrunch myself into a tight ball and scream. But I knew I needed to fight—I needed to deny the allegations against me. 
 
    “I wrote that paper,” I said. 
 
    “No you didn’t,” she said. 
 
    “Prove it. I don’t know what you’re talking about. You just have it out for me. Why is it so hard to believe that I wrote a good paper?” 
 
    “Because you didn’t write it,” she said. 
 
    “I want to see the proof, otherwise you’re going to mark me fairly and apologize for accusing me. Got it?” I felt my face turning red. I was really getting into my role.  
 
    She shook her head and then she started back towards her desk. My heart was throbbing. I felt like I had hope. How could she prove it? I paid good money for that report, and I made sure to change plenty of words. There was no way it popped up in a plagiarism search. It was impossible, even if she had plagiarism detection software that was state of the art.  
 
    She came back from her desk with a small stack of pages. She plopped them down in front of me. “Recognize these?”  
 
    I picked up the paper on the top, and I recognized it instantly. It was the paper I bought, without the changes I made. And the paper under it was the same—they were all the same, some with a few minor changes, some with none at all. It was painfully obvious that my paper was from the same source. I opened my mouth to deny, but no words came out. It was too obvious. I was caught. 
 
    “I get this same paper from a different student every semester. Surely you don’t think I’m that dumb, do you?” She was still staring at me with that smirk. 
 
    I tried again to deny the allegations, but I couldn’t even think of the correct words to use. I was doomed, and she knew it. “Please don’t fail me,” I managed to say. My jaw was trembling. Tears were beginning to form in my eyes. “I’ll do anything.”  
 
    She scoffed and shook her head. “Anything?” she said. 
 
    “Anything. Please—just don’t fail me.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    She walked back and forth at the front of the classroom. She scratched her chin and bobbed her head as she tried to think of a punishment worthy of the crime. I watched as a few different smiles crossed her face. She was probably considering literal torture, maybe some sort of public humiliation, or maybe something even worse. Hell, she was probably considering ideas that were illegal—and I was up for it. If she asked me to rob a bank, I probably would have done it. I needed to go to college. I couldn’t let my parents know that I’d cheated on a major assignment.  
 
    Miss Barrett stopped and turned to me slowly with glowing eyes. She still had that smirk. “So you’ll really do anything, huh?” she said.  
 
    “Anything,” I said again. I was losing track of how many times I’d said the word ‘anything’.  
 
    “Okay. Then you’re getting a special detention for the next two weeks. And the special part starts tomorrow. But here’s the deal: if you tell anyone about it, then I’m failing you. Believe me when I say that I have more than enough to ruin your whole academic career. But I’m not worried. You’re not going to want to tell anyone. Oh, this is going to be so much fun.” She was rubbing her hands together, staring blankly at a nearby wall, excitement radiating off of her sexy body. She looked at me again. “Okay, you can go. Be here tomorrow after class, and be ready to stick around for a few hours.” 
 
    I stood up slowly. Was she really giving me a chance? Was she really not going to fail me? I didn’t even care about what she had in mind—even if she wanted me to murder her husband, maybe I would have done it.  
 
    I went home in a state of confused shock. My hands were still trembling from being caught, and my legs were still trembling from being given a second chance. And my mind was still spinning, trying to figure out if I really was being given another chance. Maybe I was—or maybe I was just being set up.  
 
    My mother asked me again if everything was okay. “You haven’t looked away from the table,” she said. “Are you still feeling sick?” 
 
    I looked up slowly. “I’m fine,” I said. And my voice sounded strangely robotic. “Can I go to my room?” 
 
    My mom looked concerned. She let me go. I went to my room and I found myself once again staring at that familiar popcorn texture. I don’t even know if I slept that night. I can’t remember falling asleep and I can’t remember waking up. I can hardly even remember school that next day as I went from class to class like a zombie, waiting to find out what my punishment was.  
 
    Miss Barrett kept looking at me with that little smirk throughout her class. For the last ten minutes of class, she gave us study time, and she stared at me with glowing eyes throughout that whole ten minutes, her gaze burning into my soul. At least I had a chance. At least my life wasn’t over just yet.  
 
     Miss Barrett let the class go five minutes early. She looked right at me when she opened the door for everyone to go. She was teeming with excitement. She was really going to enjoy my punishment.  
 
    She closed the door and then she looked out the little window to make sure the coast was clear. Then she scurried over to the closet and threw open the door. “This is so exciting,” she said, in case her body language hadn’t already given her excitement away. She pulled a little dress out from the closet and rushed it over to me. “So I want you to change into this. But wait, there’s more.” She ran back to the closet and pulled out a large white plastic bag. She brought it to me. “These are clean, don’t worry.” She pulled a pair of red panties out from the bag, and then she pulled out a long blonde wig, a pair of black heels, a pair of black stockings, and then a small toiletries bag.  
 
    I stared at the haul, my heart stuttering. “What’s all this?”  
 
    “Your detention outfit. If you want me to look the other way on your little plagiarism blunder, you’ll put it all on. Start with a good shave though. If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it right.” She opened up the toiletries bag, exposing a bottle of shaving cream, a razor, and a bottle of moisturizer.  
 
    “You can’t be serious,” I said.  
 
    “Oh, I’m serious. If you want to pass my class, you’ll do it.” And now she was looking at me with a straight face—not a smirk to be seen. She had me by the balls. And now I found myself wishing that she just wanted me to rob a bank or murder her husband. I didn’t want to shave my legs and put on a dress! What would I tell my friends in gym class when I put on my gym shorts?  
 
    I grabbed the little toiletries bag. “You can go and use the gym change room—there are showers in there, as you know,” she said.  
 
    I stood up slowly, staring at the bag. Was I really going to do this? Was I really going to dress up like a girl for the next two weeks? Could I not fight? Was I really out of excuses?  
 
    I dragged my feet all the way to the men’s bathroom next to the gym, where the showers were. I opened the door and saw the whole men’s basketball team, getting ready for their practise. I couldn’t shave in front of all of them—they would mock me endlessly. So I looked around. The bathroom next door seemed quiet—it was the women’s bathroom, but it didn’t matter as long as no one was using it. I walked over to the intramural schedule on the wall and saw that there were no girls’ teams practising today. I figured the girls’ bathroom should be safe, so I slipped in slowly, looking around to make sure there were no female stragglers. The room seemed empty so I darted over to the showers and started running the hot water.  
 
    I felt so stupid as I took off my clothes. Every little creak and groan in the walls made me jump and spin around. I was down to my undies when I thought about running away. Maybe this wasn’t worth it. Maybe I didn’t need to go to college. Maybe Miss Barrett wouldn’t even pass me if I played her stupid little game of dress up. 
 
    But I had to try. How bad could it be? It was just a dress and a wig and some stupid heels. There was no way she was going to humiliate me in front of my friends—she was probably breaking rules that could make her lose her job. So I was only going to be embarrassed in front of her, and she wasn’t even going to be in my life in a couple of months.  
 
    An idea occurred to me as I stood naked in the women’s change room next to that warm running shower: if I acted like I wasn’t embarrassed, maybe Miss Barrett would become bored and this whole thing would end without much of a climax. They gave the same advice to victims of bullying: pretend like the bullies aren’t bothering you and they’ll move onto someone else.  
 
    So I shaved my legs and the few little hairs I had growing on my chin, and I even shaved my armpits, and I made sure there was no stubble anywhere. I took Miss Barrett’s stupid moisturizer and I coated my whole body in it, making me smell like a girl, and then I slipped back into my clothes and started back towards her classroom. Before walking through the door, I took a deep breath. I was going to be the one with a smirk on my face. I wasn’t going to let her enjoy this.  
 
    “What now?” I said as I walked through the doorway with my back straight and my chest out. I took my seat and made my biggest smile.  
 
    She looked at me curiously. “Let me see your legs,” she said. So I pulled up my pant leg. She nodded her head. “Looks pretty good. And I assume you got your crotch, too? A good girl keeps her crotch nice and tidy.”  
 
    My heart coughed and stuttered. “I got that too,” I said, somehow without my voice cracking. And it was true—I shaved around my cock because it would have looked awfully strange otherwise, with my thighs all smooth.  
 
    She handed me the dress. I grabbed it and then I got up to head to the bathroom. But I stopped at the door, remembering the boys’ basketball practise—and not to mention all of the other students who were still lingering around the school, in detentions, in chess club, in debate club, and students who just stuck around to finish their homework because they didn’t want to do it at home for whatever reason. I couldn’t walk that hallway in a dress. So I looked around the classroom and I spotted that little closet. Maybe I could change in there… 
 
    “You can change right here,” Miss Barrett said, motioning to her classroom. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”  
 
    “I’m not changing in front of you,” I said. 
 
    “Okay. Your other option is to go to the change room. Try to be back in five minutes.” She took a seat at her desk, once again with that big smile on her face. I went to the closet and I tried to figure out a way to make it work, but it was too small; I couldn’t fit. So, with a sigh, I changed in the corner, with my back to her. I got down to my undies and then I slipped the dress on. I pulled my boxers down under the skirt of the black dress and then I pulled the panties up. I hated the way that tight lace felt against my crotch. It seemed so unnatural, so taboo, and so degenerate. I straightened the dress and then, after another deep breath, I turned back to Miss Barrett.  
 
    “How do I look?” I said with a grin, spinning in a circle, holding the skirt of my dress up as if I was about to do a curtsy.  
 
    “You look surprisingly lovely,” she said with an even bigger grin. I looked down at myself and couldn’t help but notice my legs, which really did look feminine. The fact that they were hairless helped, but there was something else about them—something I couldn’t put my finger on. Maybe it was the fact that I didn’t have a lot of muscle. I’d always been thin and a bit soft. Or maybe it was the moisturizer, making my skin shine. Or maybe it was the fact that I had small feet. Girls tend to have smaller feet, right?  
 
    I looked away, feeling my face turning red. I bit down on my tongue and forced that grin back onto my face. I couldn’t give her anything—I couldn’t let her mock me the way she clearly wanted to. “So what now?” I said. 
 
    “Now let’s get that wig on. And the shoes—and don’t forget the stockings. I think they’ll look super cute on you.” So I took all of the items and I got them on. I was tempted to just slap the wig on my head and make a joke. It would have been less embarrassing if I could have joked around, but I didn’t want to give her an excuse to change her mind about my punishment. I was getting off easy and I needed to keep it that way.  
 
    The stockings were tight on my legs, but they looked sleek. The wig was a snug fit. Miss Barrett came up to me once it was on my head and she ruffled it up and adjusted it until she said, “That looks good—just like that.” There was no mirror in the room, so I had no idea if it actually looked good or if it just looked like a silly Halloween wig. Though the hair felt soft and far more realistic than any Halloween wig I’d ever felt. Maybe it was real human hair? Maybe Miss Barrett had gone out and spent a small fortune on the thing.  
 
    And the shoes—my feet may have been small, but they weren’t as small as any of the girls’ feet in my class, so why did she have them? Were they her own? Did Miss Barrett have large feet for a woman? I found myself looking, but it was impossible to tell without actually seeing the side printed on the sole of the shoe. So I could only assume that she’d gone out and bought a new pair of shoes specifically for my humiliation.  
 
    I wobbled in the heels at first, but I got used to them quickly. They weren’t nearly as uncomfortable or difficult as women always made them out to be. Miss Barrett had me walk a lap around the room. She watched me with a big smile on her face, and I didn’t give her any embarrassment to fuel her revenge. I just kept a straight face, playing along with a smile, but not smiling big enough that she would think I was making a joke out of her punishment.  
 
     I caught a bit of a reflection in her window as I walked by. My body actually looked a little bit convincing—as if I was a flat chested girl. But surely any thin guy can put on a dress and have his body look a little bit convincing. Though I had to admit: my hips seemed to be wide in a feminine sort of way, the way a man’s hips shouldn’t be. Maybe it was just an illusion from the pattern on the dress, or maybe it was just some distortion in the glass.  
 
    “What now?” I asked. 
 
    She threw her finger up into the air, pointed straight. “I don’t want to hear that voice anymore. Now I want to hear your feminine voice. I want to hear Jacqueline’s voice.” Apparently that was me—apparently I was Jacqueline now. The name made me shudder, even though I didn’t mind it. It had a nice ring to it. I’d always liked the name Jacqueline, but not for myself. I never wanted any female name for myself. But if I had to have one, Jacqueline was just fine.  
 
    I cleared my throat and did my best female impression. “What can I do now, Miss Barrett?” I knew it sounded ridiculous. It even made her laugh and shake her head.  
 
    “Now you need to practise. I’m giving you homework.” She walked over to the closet and fished out another white plastic bag. “Tonight, I want you to learn how to do a basic makeup look. I’ve written down some helpful websites with great tutorials. Spend at least an hour working on the skills. Tomorrow there will be a little test, and if you fail, then I’ll be bringing your paper to the principal.” I felt my heart clenching tight as a nausea filled my stomach.  
 
    I wasn’t out of the woods yet. I didn’t just have to play along with her little game; I needed to pass her little game. But a second chance is a second chance—and I wasn’t about to waste it. So the first thing I did when I got home was lock myself in my room. I told my mom that I wasn’t feeling well and that I didn’t want any dinner. I wasn’t happy with just my door locked, so I also dragged a chair in front of the door, for extra security, and of course I closed my blinds.  
 
    I got my bag of makeup all unpacked on my desk and then I navigated to the first website on Miss Barrett’s note. It was a video of a young woman explaining how to do the basics: mascara, eyeliner, eye shadow, blush, and so on. It was all straightforward enough. Though I have to admit that it showed me how to properly roll the mascara onto my eyelashes. I tried it right there in my bedroom, and my first attempt wasn’t so bad. But the girl in the video made the eyeliner look easy, so I was surprised when I went to draw on a straight line and I didn’t even come close. I looked around for a tissue to wipe the eyeliner off with, but a tissue didn’t do the job. I scrubbed my eyes hard, but the eyeliner wouldn’t come off. 
 
    I needed water, but I had none. The bathroom across the hall had a sink, of course, but that meant running across the hall while my parents were still away. And I didn’t want to risk having my parents see me wearing eyeliner like a little sissy. But I couldn’t have Miss Barrett fail me. I needed to wash my face so that I could keep practising. I needed to ace my makeup test, which was only about eighteen hours away.  
 
    So I opened my door and I casually strolled across the hallway, pretending to rub the sleep out from my eyes with one hand while holding an empty glass with the other hand. I could feel the glow of the living room television on my face, and I could hear my parents chatting. I fought the urge to look over, to see if they were looking my way. I’m sure one of them glanced over at me, and if I would have looked over at the same moment, that would be it for me. 
 
    I slipped into the bathroom and closed the door. I quickly ran the sink and started scrubbing my face. I watched as the water swirled black down the drain. And it wasn’t the last time that night. Every forty-five minutes or so I needed to restart, to get a bit more practise, even when I managed to nail the style. I wanted to go into my makeup test with confidence. I wanted to know that I was going to pass. I didn’t want to rely on a fluke. So I just kept practising, going back and forth to the bathroom. I finally went to sleep around 3:00 AM.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Miss Barrett waited for the class to empty out before walking over to the door and turning the lock. She turned to me and said, “Get your makeup out on your desk.” And then she went to the closet and retrieved a two-by-two foot mirror that had a little stand. It was a bit of a tight squeeze on the desk, but it fit there with all my makeup. She looked at her watch and said, “You’ve got thirty minutes to impress me,” and then she pressed a button.  
 
    And I used everything I had. I drew on every tutorial and every little tip I learned from my own experience. I was especially careful drawing on the eyeliner. That little marker was so finicky. My heart was pounding the whole time. Miss Barrett didn’t keep a clock in her classroom, so I had no idea how much time had elapsed. It could have been four minutes, it could have been twenty-nine minutes. But I couldn’t allow myself to rush—I had to do it right. 
 
    When I was finally satisfied with my look, I stood up with a big smile on my face. I knew I’d done a good job. I knew I was going to pass her little test. “All done,” I said in my feminine voice, with my glossy lips curved into a big smile.  
 
    She looked at her watch with a grin on her face. “You’ve got ninety seconds left,” she said. 
 
    “I guess I’m done early,” I said. 
 
    She looked me up and down slowly and then said, “But you’re not even wearing your dress or your shoes—and your hair isn’t done.” My heart suddenly leapt up into my throat. I noticed she had my whole outfit laid out on a nearby desk. I sprung into action, not wasting another second. I fought my thin body into that little dress and then I battled those little shoes onto my feet. I saved the wig for last, bringing it over to my little makeup station and ruffling it up until it looked real. I was fixing a rogue strand when Miss Barrett said, “Time’s up! Hands off the hair.” She walked around me slowly, looking closely at every part of me. She mumbled something to herself and nodded her head slowly. “I think that’s a pass,” she said. “Though there’s still lots of room for improvement. Tomorrow I won’t be so lenient.”  
 
    I had a coating of cold sweat on the back of my neck. I was strangely out of breath, but I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. I’d done it—I’d survived another day. I was one day closer to being a college student.  
 
    But my day with Miss Barrett wasn’t over. She had more tasks for me—more lessons and more practising. We did a whole hour of walking back and forth in heels. Miss Barrett’s voice echoed in my head for the rest of that night: “One foot in front of the other. Move with your hips. Keep your back straight. Stop slouching! You aren’t stepping with one foot in front of the other,” and so on. But the tips were good ones. I could see my reflection in that classroom window, and by the end of that hour, I really was walking like a woman. It turns out, mannerisms can be learned, even feminine mannerisms.  
 
    I was more exhausted after that one hour than I’d ever been after an hour of gym class. Being a woman is surprisingly exhausting—physically and mentally. Your mind has to be firing at all times. There’s so much to remember, constantly.  
 
    “Tonight, I want you to keep practising your makeup. I want to see a different style tomorrow. And starting tomorrow, I’ll be marking you on more than just your appearance.”  
 
    I smiled and nodded my head and then she let me go. I darted from her classroom to the women’s changing room down the hall, so I could wash the makeup off of my face. Thankfully, there were no students or even teachers around that late—but I wasn’t about to let my guard down. It would just take a single straggler to ruin my whole reputation—just one student who came back to get a book he forgot in his locker.  
 
    I scrubbed every last bit of makeup off of my face and then I went home to put some more makeup on. And this was how it went for the rest of the week: long nights practising my mannerisms, voice, hair, and makeup, and long detentions, being tested, absorbing lectures. It was surprisingly hard work—possibly the hardest work I’d ever had to do in my academic career. But I had to do it; I no longer had any other choice if I wanted a shot at college.  
 
    Miss Barrett let me take my wig and outfits home for the weekend. Before I left her classroom that late Friday afternoon, she said, “And this weekend I’m giving you a special assignment. I want you to go out, with your whole ensemble. I want you to go downtown and take at least five different selfies in five different places—interior and exterior. And I’ll tell you what—if you can get a man’s phone number, I’ll give you extra points.”  
 
    The bus ride home that afternoon was long. I found myself staring blankly out the window, feeling my heart churning in my nauseous stomach. She wanted me to go out dressed like a woman? Not just out, but downtown, which was a fifteen-minute bus from my house. So that meant walking through my neighbourhood in a dress, taking a bus in a dress, wandering around downtown in a dress, and then not to mention the whole trip home.  
 
    When I got home, I immediately started to think of ways I could get out of the task. I’d taken a Photoshop class at school the previous year. Maybe I could get dolled up and take selfies in my backyard, and then Photoshop myself into downtown pictures I could take while in my regular guise. Would Miss Barrett ever be able to tell? Were my Photoshop skills good enough? Probably not, but I had all weekend to work on them. I could watch tutorials and take my luck… Or I could just get dolled up and do the task. How likely would it be that I end up running into my friends? And even if I did, would they recognize me? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It was Saturday morning and I was sitting on the bus with very little sleep, but I was more alert than I’d ever been in my life. My legs were cold—my thighs were exposed to fresh January air for the first time, probably ever. I could feel that cold air all the way up to my ass, which was a strange feeling to say the least.  
 
    It was only 7:00 AM. I’d already been awake for two hours. My plan was to get downtown before anyone was awake: snap my five photos and be done with the terrible task. I nabbed one of my mom’s old purses from the basement, and now that purse was stuffed with my masculine clothes, which I planned on changing into in a public bathroom, the moment I had my five selfies.  
 
    When I set my alarm for 5:00 AM, I figured it would be early enough to beat the general public, but it wasn’t until the bus was pulling up to the bus stop that I realized I would have to face the bus driver. He was a younger guy, only a few years older than me. He stared at me as I stepped onto the bus and handed him my fare. He smiled, making my heart stutter. I looked into his eyes and he looked away quickly, as if he could tell that I wasn’t actually a woman. And of course he could tell, because I wasn’t actually a woman. It was obvious—wasn’t it? My body may have looked feminine all shaved and smooth and in that dress, but what about my face? Surely my face looked masculine, even with all the makeup… But he didn’t say anything. He just waited until I was sitting and then he started towards the next bus stop.  
 
    I sat next to the window, and I could see my reflection in that window. I stared at myself, trying to figure out if it really was obvious that I was a man. My eyes looked impressively feminine surrounded by eyeliner, and my cheekbones were surprisingly prominent. What part of my face exactly did I think looked masculine? My lips were full and my facial features were all soft. Growing up, girls were always telling me that they wished they had my nose and they wished they had my eyelashes—so I knew those weren’t my most masculine traits. But what exactly did that leave?  
 
    I caught that bus driver looking my way a few times throughout the ride, checking me out at each stop through his big mirror. Was he mocking me, or could he really not tell? I couldn’t decide what was worse. I sunk into my seat, and then we crossed the bridge into downtown.  
 
    It was my chance to get my first selfie. I was downtown and technically indoors. So I pulled my phone out from my purse, I held it up, and then I snapped my first shot, smiling. I took a few more shots, trying to get a more flattering picture. The one I liked best had my tongue out and I was winking. It was a bit goofy, but I looked pretty. Miss Barrett would approve.  
 
    The bus’ back door wasn’t working, so I had to walk past the driver again to get off. I felt his gaze scanning my body as I stepped past him. I was too afraid to look back and see if he was laughing or drooling. I didn’t want either but I knew he was doing one of those things.  
 
    He was slow to pull away, but I never looked back. I found myself on the side of the street, looking around, wishing I wouldn’t have taken so long getting my hair and makeup perfect. The streets were already busy: couples out getting breakfast, girls walking home after their one-night-stands, guys trying to find caffeinated cures for their hangovers, and the go-getter businessmen, trying to get an edge on their co-workers. And then there was me: out to get a few selfies.  
 
    That bus stop was as good a place as any. I took out my phone and held it out, making sure to get the big, pretty buildings in the background. I snapped a few shots, and then I heard a voice yell “Instagram!” I spun around and saw a young man wearing big sunglasses, sitting in front of a café with a steaming mug in his hand. He waved at me. I forced a smile back. “What’s your name? I’ll follow you.” He had a big grin on his face. And once again I found myself trying to decipher whether the grin was him mocking me, or him admiring me—and I still hated both the options.  
 
    As I was going through the pictures I just took, I noticed a man in the background, looking my way. In one photo in particular, it looked like he was staring right at me, looking down at my ass. I spun around to see if I could spot the man, but he had already disappeared. A chill ran down my spine. I’d only been out in the open for a few minutes and I was already getting more attention than I wanted. But I already had two of my five pictures. I figured I could walk a few blocks snapping photos along the way—then I could grab a coffee, snap a photo in the café, and then maybe zip through the mall, snapping another few photos along the way. Then my task would be done and I could go home. 
 
    A strong gust of wind lifted up my skirt as soon as I started walking. I threw my arms down to hold my skirt down, and then I accidentally dropped my purse on the ground. I bent over to pick it up and that’s when I heard the whistling behind me. I looked back to see three guys looking my way with big smiles. I was starting to see why girls were always complaining about sexual harassment. It was surprisingly exhausting—and not to mention discouraging. Every whistle and every catcall and every little glance was just more proof that I was passing as a woman. Miss Barrett was getting the humiliation she wanted. My confidence was nearly non-existent at this point. No young man wants to discover that they make a more attractive woman than they do a man. 
 
    I’d never been hit on as a man before. No girl had ever whistled at me from down the street, and no girl had ever shouted a compliment at me. But now, I couldn’t go a single block without getting some kind of attention. 
 
    My outfit didn’t help: a short black dress with tall white stockings. It was a sexy outfit. I would have stared at a fit girl walking around wearing the same thing, so I couldn’t blame any of the hungry gazes that were fixated on me now. But that didn’t mean that I liked them, or that I approved of them. I just wanted to get my stupid pictures so I could be done with this torture.  
 
    I snapped a couple of photos every block. I already had plenty, but I still needed a bit more variety to ensure I passed Miss Barrett’s assignment. So I slipped into a café and waited in line. While I was in line, I snapped a couple more photos. I quietly ordered myself a coffee, worried my voice would attract too much attention. Maybe my face and body passed the test, but I knew that my voice wasn’t terribly convincing, even when I was at my best. It was one thing to let the barista know that I was actually a man, but I didn’t want to let the twenty other people crammed into that café know my secret.  
 
    But even the barista didn’t flinch. She took my order and then she made it, as if she couldn’t tell there was anything off about me. Maybe she was used to getting trannies, or maybe she couldn’t tell, even after hearing my voice. My gut turned as I waited for my order. I wanted to just get a black coffee, but I figured I would stay in character so I ordered a pumpkin spice latte. Unfortunately, a pumpkin spice latte takes much longer to make than a simple cup of coffee, so I ended up having to stand in my little dress, surrounded by people, for nearly ten minutes. And the whole time I could feel the gazes of men and women alike. Still, I had no idea if they were mocking Jake or if they were admiring Jacqueline. I was relieved when my latte was done. I grabbed it and got out of that café in a heartbeat.  
 
    The pumpkin spice latte was super tasty. I’d never had one before because I always thought they were too embarrassing to order as a man. So in a way, I’d found the first little perk of being a lady: being able to indulge in feminine treats like pumpkin spice lattes. It was only a few minutes later when I discovered another perk of being a lady. 
 
    As I approached the mall entrance, a man leapt in front of me and grabbed the door. He pulled it open and moved aside. “After you,” he said. I felt my cheeks turning rosy. No one had ever gone out of their way to open a door for me before. I hid my face to the side as I passed him, worried he would see that I was really a man and then slam the door into me. Though I was starting to think that no one could tell that I wasn’t actually a woman. I was starting to think that I was tricking the entire downtown population of my city. I was starting to think that the tickling gazes of men on my back were gazes of admiration, men fantasizing about me the way that I often found myself fantasizing about the cuter girls in my classes.  
 
    A warm buzzing crept down my spine. I should have been more upset about the revelation, but it was nice to know that all of my hard work wasn’t for nothing. I’d spent two hours that morning doing my hair and makeup. I’d spent the whole week working on my makeup skills and my mannerisms. It was kind of nice to see all of that work coming to fruition.  
 
    I walked through the mall for five minutes before stopping to take another selfie. I made sure to get lots of people in the background, so that Miss Barrett would know that I didn’t just sneak around the unpopulated parts of the downtown core. I was doing exactly what she wanted—putting myself into a vulnerable position, going where I was most likely to be found out and humiliated. And I made sure I was smiling in every picture, as if I didn’t care, as if the task didn’t bother me. I tried to tell myself that it was true: that it really didn’t bother me. I didn’t just want Miss Barrett to think that her torture wasn’t bugging me, I really didn’t want her torture to bug me.  
 
    And this task, designed to utterly humiliate me, was only making me more comfortable, ruining Miss Barrett’s master plan. So even when I wasn’t snapping pretty photos of myself, I found myself walking around with a smirk on my face. I found myself basking in all of the glances I was getting from strangers. I watched as a woman smacked her husband after catching him looking up and down my body. If only he knew he was checking out a man. I tried not to laugh. I’d become a trap. I was no different from the transgenders who walked around town, except I was probably more convincing than most of them. And in a weird way, it felt good.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I had Sunday off. I’d finished all of my homework and I was confident in my makeup abilities, in case Miss Barrett decided to toss another surprise test my way. All of my friends were busy, unable to hang out, so I was stuck at home, trying to think of things to do. I tried playing video games for a while, for the first time in a few weeks, but I quickly lost interest. I felt like there was something more important I should have been doing, but I couldn’t figure out what.  
 
    I assumed I still had some lingering stress from the whole Miss Barrett debacle. So I figured it was probably best that I do some studying for her class. I went over all of my notes, and I was about to go over them a second time but that feeling was still there—as if I wasn’t doing what I was supposed to be doing. 
 
    And that’s when I realized that I was still stressed out about my feminizing detention, worried that I hadn’t done enough to impress Miss Barrett. Because it didn’t matter how well I did in her class. If she wasn’t satisfied with my feminization, then she could still fail me for plagiarizing that paper. So I decided to spend a bit more time working on my makeup skills, practising voice inflections, and watching cross-dressing tutorials online. And then I remembered the little bonus she offered: get a boy’s phone number for extra points.  
 
    I thought about faking a phone number, but I knew Miss Barrett too well for that. I knew that she wouldn’t just look at a phone number on a piece of paper and assume that it was legitimate. I thought about calling a friend and getting him to help me out, but I could think of ways that could go sour too—and I didn’t exactly want to involve any of my friends on my embarrassing situation. So that only left one option: go out and try to get a guy’s phone number.  
 
    It was around 1:00 PM and my parents had just gone out to the movies. I had the house to myself for at least a couple of hours—more than enough time to get dolled up. I slipped into the bathroom and I started with my makeup. I went with a sexy look that I’d been meaning to try out for days. It was a look I saw online that I fell in love with. It was so pretty, and it actually looked super cute on me too. I used my mom’s hair crimper to give my wig a bit more texture, and then I even nabbed a little bottle of blue nail polish and did my nails. I made sure there was a bottle of nail polish remover before I committed, of course.  
 
    The streets were busy with families on their way home from their churches and their brunches, so I slipped out of the back door and went down the alleys until I was a few blocks away from home—far enough away from any neighbours who might recognize me. Then I hopped on a bus and headed downtown. I got my first smile of the day from a well-dressed man sitting at the back of the bus. He nodded his head at me, and I smiled back. I watched as his cheeks turned a shade of pink before taking my seat. Now I was positive guys weren’t looking at me and wondering what a young man was doing in a dress. Now I was sure that I was just another hot girl out on the streets. Once I was able to let go of my ego, it was actually a pretty good feeling.  
 
    Getting a phone number wasn’t too hard. I went to that same café that was always so busy. I ordered myself another girly drink, and then I looked around and tried to catch someone gazing in my direction. I found my target: a guy in his mid-twenties, working at a table on his laptop. I sat at a nearby table with a newspaper I snagged from the rack by the cashier. In the span of ten minutes, I caught the man looking my way a few times, always smiling, always with red cheeks. I was hoping he would come and chat me up, but he wasn’t moving from his spot. As soon as I decided I needed to make the first move, my heart started pounding relentlessly, nearly smashing out from my ribcage.  
 
    I’d asked girls out before, and I’d been rejected before, so I knew I could handle the rejection (especially because I didn’t actually care if the man liked me or not), but still, the nerves were firing. I wasn’t asking this guy out—I had to convince him that I was a woman, I had to convince him that I was a pretty woman worth dating, and then I had to convince him to give me his number. And I still wasn’t even confident that my voice was fully convincing. But I had to try. 
 
    “Hey there,” I said. “What are you working on?” 
 
    He looked up at me and his skin was suddenly a shade of red. “A screenplay,” he said, his lips curling into a thinly pressed smile. 
 
    “For a movie? Are you a screenwriter?”  
 
    He laughed. “If writing a screenplay makes me a screenwriter, then I guess so,” he said as his cheeks turned even redder. “I’ve written a few, but nothing has ever sold—yet.”  
 
    “Well that’s still really cool. You look very professional,” I said.  
 
    He smiled and gently bit his bottom lip. I watched him closely, trying to decide if he could see through my makeup and my wig, or if he was truly convinced. It seemed like he thought I was a woman. I knew that flustered feeling when talking to a beautiful woman.  
 
    “So I assume you like movies,” I said.  
 
    “I love movies.”  
 
    “I really want to see that new one—you know, the one about that rock band that does drugs out in the woods.” 
 
    “The horror movie?”  
 
    “Yeah—do you like horror movies?”  
 
    He smiled and laughed. “I’m a bit of a chicken, but I still go to see them all the time.” I actually had to admit that he was kind of cute with his red cheeks and his stubble beard. And it was flattering to think that a man in his mid-twenties was flustered with me, an eighteen year old with no relationship experience whatsoever. I stared into his eyes and he stared into mine.  
 
    “So are you going to take me to the movie or what?” I said. 
 
    His eyes lit up and his lips parted. He became tense and then he snapped out of his strange hypnosis. “Um, yeah. Let’s go. Is it playing now?”  
 
    “No, I don’t think it opens until next week,” I said with a grin that I just couldn’t hold back.  
 
    “Okay—okay, sure.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a business card. “Here’s my number. Text me so I have your number. I’d love to see that movie with you. Yeah, totally. Oh, I’m James, by the way—as you can see on that card.” 
 
    “Jacqueline,” I said. And I loved the way that name felt flirting off of my tongue. It suited me. It seemed so pretty and so sexy. I left that café with the biggest smile on my face—a smile that just wouldn’t go away, even once I was back home, in my bedroom, out of my dress and wig and makeup.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Miss Barrett had a look of disappointment on her face as she scrolled through the photos on my phone. I could see that she was looking closely, trying to find evidence of Photoshop manipulation. And then when I handed her the phone number, I watched a grin wipe over her face, and I realized that grin was probably her thinking that she finally had what she needed to fail me. She asked me to e-mail her the photos and then she picked up the phone. I sat patiently while she waited for James to pick up. “Is this James?” she said. “Did you meet a young woman in a café yesterday by chance? No, no, this isn’t her. This is, uh, her friend. I just, um, didn’t believe her. Is she here now? Um, she’s just in the bathroom. Sorry I have to go.”  
 
    I watched as Miss Barrett put the phone down with a look of defeat on her face. So I was right: the point of her assignment was to embarrass me and to set me up for failure. She was looking for a reason to give me a zero. She should have just given me a zero when she had a chance, before she went and made up this whole feminization detention. I tried not to show her my smirk when she looked my way. “Is something wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” she said. “Nothing at all. He sounds like a nice guy.” She stared closely at her computer screen as she looked through each of the photos I sent her—the five best.  
 
    “I only sent five, but I have about fifteen more,” I said.  
 
    “Five is fine,” she said. “I like the way you did your makeup.” But she said it as if it pained her to say it. And there I was again, sitting with a smirk on my face, wondering what else she had in store for me. Based on the look on her face, she was out of ideas. She’d thrown everything she had at me and she’d hardly even gotten a rise out of me. The joke was on her now. I just had to survive another week of detention and then another month of her class and I would officially be on my way to college.  
 
    The rest of that detention wasn’t any different than the detentions I was used to: sitting at my desk, being told to simply let the time pass while boredom burrowed into my brain. Except this was a little bit more difficult as Miss Barrett made me sit up straight with my legs nicely crossed. “A good woman needs to know how to be patient,” she told me, but I knew that she was just out of ideas. She sent me home without any extra homework or studying.  
 
    Maybe I’d hit my feminine limit. Maybe I’d officially mastered the feminine look and the mannerisms—though I felt like I still had a lot of learning to do. I still knew almost nothing about designer clothes and shoes and makeup brands. I still had no women friends to gossip with, the way that girls do—not that I wanted Miss Barrett to introduce anyone else into my detentions. But there was still so much to look forward to, and I was starting to think that it was all stuff I would never get to experience.  
 
    When I sat down for Miss Barrett’s class the next day, I was disappointed when she came up next to me and said, “Don’t worry about coming to detention today.” She walked away without even looking me in the eyes. And I wondered: was I off the hook? Was my detention finished early? Had I broken Miss Barrett’s spirit?  
 
    I was a bit worried that I’d been too strong in resisting Miss Barrett’s humiliation. Now she seemed bitter, possibly out looking for a new excuse to fail me, waiting for me to slip up again so she could keep me away from college. Maybe I should have given her a little bit of humiliation. Maybe I should have resisted her game of dress up just a little bit.  
 
    It felt weird leaving the school at the same time as the rest of my friends. Terrance asked me if I wanted to come to the mall with him and some other guys, to hit on girls, so I tagged along. I found myself surprised when I saw the line of school busses outside. It had been almost two weeks since I’d last been out of school while the busses were still there.  
 
    The mall was crowded with high school kids from the many high schools in the area: girls perusing shops and boys ogling the girls. It was a refreshing change of scenery from Miss Barrett’s bland classroom. It was nice to hang around people my own age instead of a forty-something-year-old woman who hated my guts.  
 
    “What about her?” Terrance asked, pointing at a little blonde who was walking in our direction. 
 
    “What about her?” I asked. 
 
    “Isn’t she hot? Should I ask her out?” 
 
    She was cute—maybe a little bit hot. She was wearing too much eye makeup, and her blush was on a bit thick. Also, if I was her, I wouldn’t have worn those green stockings with that off-white dress. Black stockings would have been so much cuter, creating a much better contrast. “Yeah, go for it,” I said. 
 
    And then I watched as Terrance froze up as the little blonde walked by. 
 
    “Why didn’t you make a move?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. “Maybe she’s just not my type.” But it was obvious that he’d just become overwhelmed by shyness. And it seemed so strange to me, to be so shy of a girl. She was just a girl—probably hoping a guy would come up and talk to her, probably desperate for a compliment. With all of that eye makeup, she was obviously desperate for a compliment. And if she normally went around wearing mismatched outfits like that one, she probably wasn’t used to receiving too many compliments.  
 
    “Quit being shy and go ask her out,” I said, turning around to follow the girl. I saw her go into a bookstore.  
 
    Terrance followed me. Now his gaze was darting around and his cheeks were turning red. “I don’t know. I’m not really looking my best today.” 
 
    “Nonsense. You look fine,” I said. I walked him to the bookstore entrance. “Now go.” 
 
    “Nah. I’m good,” he said. 
 
    “Quit being a pussy.” 
 
    “You do it if you think it’s so easy,” he said. 
 
    So I shrugged my shoulders and I went into that bookstore. And for the first time in my life, I found it amazingly easy to approach a woman and chat her up. I felt like I knew exactly what to say, because I knew exactly what I would have wanted a guy to say to me. I watched as the girl’s cheeks turned red as I fed her a compliment about her hair, and then I watched as they turned even redder as I fed her another compliment about her shoes. After just three minutes, she was squirming to get her phone number into my phone. I took it, but I didn’t actually plan on contacting her. I gave the number to Terrance and said, “You’d better call her, and you’d better compliment her.”  
 
    He looked at me with wide eyes and parted lips. “How did you do that?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. She’s just a girl,” I said. And that comment didn’t seem to register in his brain. He just kept staring at me with glowing eyes and parted lips.  
 
    We continued perusing the mall. Whenever Terrance wasn’t looking, I would find myself staring into women’s clothing stores, admiring the cute dresses and shoes on display. I wished I was at the mall in my feminine guise. I wished I could have slipped into all of those shops to try on all the different outfits. My heart nearly stopped when I walked past the lingerie store and saw a red lace bodysuit that would have fit my body perfectly. I wanted to own it, and I was already planning on getting dolled up so I could come back and buy it.  
 
    “What are you looking at?” Terrance asked, catching me half-hypnotized, staring into that lingerie store window.  
 
    “Huh? Oh, the model on that poster is just really hot,” I said. The model on the poster was actually quite attractive.  
 
    Terrance nodded his head. “Well you look like a creep staring at her like that. C’mon—let’s go meet up with the other guys at the food court.” So we carried onto the food court. And on the way I saw a group of young women, all dressed in the cutest clothes: skirts, tank tops, dresses, leggings, stockings, heels, flats—all clothes I wanted to try on. And I wondered if that was something they did: get together with all of their clothes and play dress up, trying on each others’ wardrobes. That would be fun. I wished I had friends to do that with. I wished that I could be one of those girls, just for one week, so I could experience the female lifestyle.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Believe it or not, Terrance made the call that night, and apparently he stayed up late talking to the little blonde from the bookstore. He told me all about their conversation the next day. “She wants us to meet up with her and her friends at the bowling alley after school,” Terrance said, beaming with excitement despite the fact he got almost no sleep. I couldn’t help but notice him squirming in his seat through every class.  
 
    And I was looking forward to the bowling alley as well, even though I hated bowling. What guy isn’t excited to hang out with a group of young women for an afternoon?  
 
    My hopes were dashed shortly after the bell rang and I got up to head to my locker so I could grab my coat and head to the bowling alley. “Where do you think you’re going?” Miss Barrett asked as she skirted in front of me, blocking me from leaving her classroom. 
 
    “I’ve got plans,” I said, looking into her narrowed eyes. She had that familiar smirk on her face.  
 
    “Well you shouldn’t have made plans. You still have a week of detention left, don’t you?”  
 
    I opened my mouth but I wasn’t able to respond. I hadn’t forgotten about the detention, but I’d assumed that the charges had been dropped. I thought my amazing performance with my weekend homework had gotten me off the hook. I thought Miss Barrett had lost interest in trying to humiliate me. “Can we just start it again tomorrow? I’m supposed to meet up with some girls,” I said. 
 
    And she laughed. “Too bad,” she said. She closed to the door, leaving just her and me in the classroom. “I spent all night last night planning your detention today, so you’re going to entertain me. Now get yourself dolled up—you’ve got twenty minutes.” She pointed to the closet where she had a whole new outfit waiting for me, and a new wig: a short blonde wig with cute little curls.  
 
    I hurried to get ready, my heart suddenly pounding. I was back on the chopping block, fighting for my academic future once again. The outfit was cute: a long black dress that was fitted tight to my body, with a cute white collar, a high waist, and long sleeves. It was a bit preppy, but I liked that about it. The black heels matched perfectly. I decided to go heavy with the eye makeup, using black mascara and black eyeliner and pink eye shadow for contrast. It was one of my favourite looks yet, and I managed to pull it off in just twenty minutes. 
 
    Miss Barrett walked around me, inspecting not just my look but also my posture. I made sure to stand with my feet close together, almost touching, and I help my shoulders back like a proper girl. I felt cute and confident and not worried at all that she would find any reason to dock any marks. And she didn’t find any reason. “You look great,” she said. And then I looked back just as she held up her camera to snap a photo.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked in my male voice. 
 
    “What was that? That didn’t sound like your proper voice,” she said with that smirk. She snapped another photo.  
 
    I cleared my throat and asked again, this time sounding like Jacqueline. “What are you doing?”  
 
    “I’m making sure you won’t go blabbing about this with your friends. What happens in this classroom stays in this classroom—I just want to make sure you agree.” She snapped one more photo. And my stomach turned at the thought of those photos getting out—which was exactly the point. “Today we’re going to do something a little more… fun,” she said. “I picked something special up from the store, just for you.”  
 
    I watched as she sauntered over to the closet and pulled out a brown shopping bag. She reached into the bag and pulled out a long black dildo, formed to look like the real thing with veins and a bulbous tip. It almost looked like it was throbbing from my vantage point. Even the suction cup base looked to be alive. “W—What’s that?” I asked, even though I knew.  
 
    “Every girl owns a dildo—a girl’s best friend. This is your next best friend. You can keep it.” She wiggled it in the air. It was stiff but rubbery enough that it swayed and jiggled slightly. “But before you go and take it home and hide it under your mattress, I want to show you how to use it.” My heart skipped a beat as she walked over to the wall. She breathed hot air onto the suction cup base and then she mashed it against the tiled back wall of her classroom, at about hip-height. “Come over here.” 
 
    I was slow to walk over, my heart a stuttering mess. I looked down at the artificial cock, which was almost the size of my forearm, and not much thinner. “You can feel it,” Miss Barrett said to me. 
 
    “Can’t we do something else? Like silent time—let’s just do silent time,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Reach down and feel it. If you were a real girl, you would want to.”  
 
    So I bit my tongue and reached down slowly. I curled my fingers around the fake cock and then I pulled them up the long black length. I could feel all the ridges and bumps and veins and dips. “How does it feel?” she asked. 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Big,” I said. 
 
    I could feel her smirking now—I didn’t even have to look over. “Good. Now get down on your knees and I’ll teach you how to suck it.”  
 
    I actually sunk down to my knees. I couldn’t stop thinking of those pictures she took of me, all dolled up. The thought of my friends seeing those pictures made me shudder—and the thought of my parents seeing them made me nauseous. So I had to play along. I had to satisfy Miss Barrett, even if that meant satisfying a fake cock stuck to the wall.  
 
    “First, start with a gentle stroke. Curl your fingers around the cock and gently pull the foreskin back and forth. Yes, good, just like that.” I did as she said. She didn’t seem to mind my trembling hand. “Now after a few strokes, you can tighten your grip just a little bit. You don’t want to get too tight too quickly.” I tightened my grip. The fake skin felt terrifyingly real. And it felt strangely warm, as if there was actually blood pumping in and out of it.  
 
    “Like this?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s good,” she said. “Try twisting your wrist just slightly with every pull. Good—just like that. That looks really nice.”  
 
    My heart was pounding so hard; I was worried I was about to drop dead and the police would find me in a black dress and black heels and makeup and a wig. It was a horrible thought.  
 
    “Now get your lips close. You can tease the tip with your nose and lips, but don’t give him the mouth just yet. You want to get him hard, and nothing gets a man harder than teasing.”  
 
    So I floated my lips close to the cock while I pumped it. I gently touched it to my nose and then I brushed it down my lips.  
 
    “Good. Now give him a little bit of tongue.”  
 
    I stuck out my tongue and gently circled the tip of the artificial cock.  
 
    “Do you like that?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head gently. “Yeah,” I said. There was something strangely fun and exciting about teasing that dildo. My heart was pounding harder than ever before.  
 
    “Now suck his tip. Work down the shaft slowly, one inch at a time. Get him as hard as you can before you really start going to town. Remember—it’s all about the tease.” I slipped my lips around the tip and I started to suck. I bobbed my head slightly, sinking that cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. And in a weird way, I thought I could feel it getting harder and harder. Once it was pressed against the back of my throat, it felt rock hard in my mouth. I gagged a little bit, but I kept sucking. And whenever I surfaced for a breath of air, I would use my hand to keep my momentum going. “You’re so good at that.”  
 
    I looked up. Miss Barrett was watching me with glowing eyes.  
 
    “Do you wish you had the real thing?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. I did wish I had the real thing. I wished I could actually make a cock rock hard. I wished I could actually bring a real cock to orgasm, rather than playing pretend.  
 
    Miss Barrett looked around. “You’ll have to promise not to tell anyone about this. She reached under her skirt and yanked down her panties. Then she hiked her skirt up, revealing her long, curved cock, which was already half-erect. “Sorry, I got a bit excited watching you go.” Her cheeks were a slight shade of red. 
 
    And I was frozen. Months ago, when I started that mean rumour—I was right. Miss Barrett was a tranny. She did have a long cock dangling between her legs, with a cute patch of short pubic hair on her pelvis. She swayed her hips from side to side, letting her cock flap and slap against her thighs. It was my chance to make a real cock hard and to get a real cock off—and it was Miss Barrett’s cock.  
 
    “Well? Go on now. Don’t just sit there and make me feel vulnerable,” she said. So I turned away from the big black dildo and I curled my fingers around a real cock. It was so much warmer than the dildo, and much softer, at least at first.  
 
    I gently pulled back the foreskin, and this time I wasn’t just playing pretend. I watched as her bulbous tip emerged and throbbed. And then I pulled that foreskin back over her tip. “That feels good,” she said.  
 
    I looked up into her eyes and then I pulled my face in to suck her off—but I stopped myself, remembering her tip about teasing. So I just hovered the tip of her cock by my lips. I touched it gently against my top lip, and then I let a little giggle slip as she let a little moan slip. It was working—I was really getting her aroused. “You’re a quick learner,” she said.  
 
    I stuck out my tongue and carefully licked her throbbing tip. “I know,” I said with a grin. Her cock was hard now, throbbing intensely in my grip. I squeezed and tugged and made sure she was as hard as I could make her, and then I plunged her into my mouth. Her forty-something-year-old legs trembled. I sucked hard, getting her wet, making the tip of her cock drool a sweet nectar. It tasted good. Her whole cock tasted good, like vanilla and roses. I pressed her girth deep, until my nose was pressed into her soft mane of pubic hair. I gagged a little and then I surfaced for air. I kept the momentum going with my hand.  
 
    “I’m very impressed,” she said. “You might just pass this class after all.” She ran her fingers through my hair. And then her whole body shuddered with a pulse of euphoria. She let a little moan slip, and for a second I thought she was about to ejaculate. But it was just another dribble of sweet pre-cum. “Fuck, you’re so good at that.” I kept sucking.  
 
    And then I stood up on my heeled feet, keeping that cock in my mouth, bending my body over at a ninety-degree angle. I reached back with my free hand and I hiked up the skirt of my dress. I don’t know what had overcome me, but I needed that big black cock in my ass. I’d never had anything in my ass before, but I couldn’t stop myself.  
 
    Miss Barrett’s cock was hard and enormous, curving slightly to the left. I loved the way all of her veins felt, pulsing against my tongue and the insides of my cheeks. I was in heaven. I really felt like a real girl, like the perfect little slut I’d been dreaming of for over a week now.  
 
    I pulled my panties to the side and I wiggled that hard dildo in-between my butt cheeks. It was still slick with my saliva—more than enough to lubricate my hole for penetration. I had to strain as I pushed back. The initial penetration didn’t happen so easily. I was tense and scared and a virgin, but I had to keep pushing. After a minute of careful wriggling, the black tip pushed into my body. I let a little gasp slip out from my lips. It was so thick, stretching me so wide, but I could take it—I had to take it.  
 
    “You’re so fucking hot,” Miss Barrett said. “And you’re such a massive slut.”  
 
    I loved it when she called me a slut, because I was a slut. I wanted to be fucked. I wanted to dress like a little hoe and I wanted guys to get off in and on me.  
 
    I felt that cock sinking deeper into my asshole. It was a tight squeeze, but somehow it kept going in further and further. I moaned and squirmed and my hole puckered—and the whole time I managed to keep Miss Barrett’s massive erection inside of my mouth. I coughed and gagged and tickled her length with my tongue, and then I found my whole body bobbing back and forth, my butt pressing against the wall, over and over.  
 
    My own cock was rock hard, out of my panties, aiming up towards my chest, throbbing as if about to burst, about to make a big mess of my little black dress. And my blonde hair was hanging down in front of my face. I’m not sure how my wig wasn’t falling off, seeing as it wasn’t even pinned in. Though it was high quality—probably one of many wigs Miss Barrett owned, back from when she first started to transition.  
 
    I wanted to taste Miss Barrett’s cumshot so badly. I wanted to suck every last drop out of her and I wanted to swallow all of it and feel it warming my belly. But first, I had to get her off. I sucked hard and bobbed my head and fondled her ball sack with the hand that wasn’t holding me up from falling over.  
 
    Her body was squirming and shuddering and tensing. Her legs were trembling and her cock was as hard as the desk she was leaning her butt against. “You’re going to make me come,” she moaned.  
 
    “Good,” I said with a muffled voice. I sucked harder and harder, bobbing my head faster and faster. My own cock was tingling and my asshole was pulsing with warm euphoria. The dildo was pressed right into my sweet spot, right where I wanted it to stay forever. I didn’t want that moment to end, but I knew it was about to end at any second. I couldn’t hold on forever. That euphoria was too strong, about to tip me over the edge. I tried straining and clenching every muscle in my body, but that only made the euphoria more intense. 
 
    I screamed loud, and then a rush of warm cum suddenly gagged me, basting into the back of my throat. I gagged and coughed and managed not to choke somehow. The cum was sweet and salty and a bit battery, but I liked it. I made sure to suck every last drop out from Miss Barrett’s cock before swallowing all of it. The taste lingered on my tongue long afterwards. 
 
    And it wasn’t long after Miss Barrett’s heavy cumshot that I blasted a load into the inside of my skirt. My legs trembled and nearly buckled as my erection unloaded my own concoction of warm goo. And my God, it felt amazing.  
 
    Miss Barrett stumbled back and I stumbled forward. Suddenly, I felt empty—nothing in my mouth and nothing in my butt. My asshole was still agape from the thick dildo, which I was already planning to play with again as soon as I was home from school. 
 
    I was strangely out of breath, even though all I’d been doing was bobbing back and forth while standing up in high heels.  
 
    Miss Barrett already had her cock put away. She straightened her dress and cleared her throat. “I think that’s all for today’s detention. I’ll see you tomorrow, Jacqueline.” Her face was dark red, as if she’d suddenly realized what she’d done: face-fucked one of her students. I was eighteen, so it wasn’t illegal or anything, but I was still one of her students.  
 
    So I got myself cleaned up in the change room and then I went straight home, without stopping by Miss Barrett’s classroom to say goodbye. I wasn’t sure how to process what had happened. I wasn’t sure if any of it was even real, or just some extremely vivid daydream.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    It was during my first period class the next day that I started noticing what the other girls in my class were wearing. The girl next to me had the cutest little floral dress on, and the girl next to her was wearing a surprisingly sexy black skirt and black stockings combination. Just in front of me was a girl wearing a loose-fitted tank top with a red bra underneath, which was driving the other guys in my class wild. I was asked to pass a note down from one boy to another, and I decided to read it before passing it along. “Don’t you just want to fuck Monica so hard right now?” the note read.  
 
    And my heart buzzed as I realized I wished I was Monica in that moment. I wanted guys to be passing notes around about me. I wanted guys to be ogling me and wishing they could get into my skirt. I wanted to be cute and sexy. I wanted to wear a little skirt that hardly covered my ass as I sat behind my little desk. I wanted guys to fight over who got to sit behind me during class, so they could stare with glowing eyes at my backside.  
 
    It was during my second period gym class that I found myself feeling even more jealous of the girls in my grade. They got to wear the cutest little outfits: short cotton shorts and tight t-shirts, which were a little bit translucent. Some girls were wearing bras under their shirts and some were wearing nothing at all. I could see one girl’s nipples, and so could all the other guys—it was the gossip of the locker room afterwards. And once again, I wished they were gossiping about me.  
 
    Next it was lunch. I watched with jealousy as the girls all sat together and gossiped. I listened to them giggle and then I watched as they compared nail polish. My God, I wanted to paint my nails the way they had theirs painted. I wanted to be one of them. 
 
    Would these feelings ever go away? Would I ever get over these new feminine desires, or was I just going to be stuck with them for the rest of my life? Would they only get worse, the way they already had been getting worse? Every day they were stronger, and every day I felt more depressed, knowing I would never actually be a woman. 
 
    But was it true? Would I never be a woman? I knew that I passed as a woman—I’d gone out a few times all dolled up, and no one had ever said a thing. I even got a man’s phone number, and I was about 99.9% sure he had no idea that I was actually a man. So if I were to just show up for school the next day as a woman, would anyone even know that I wasn’t, until the teacher asked who I was? And by that point, the guys would have already ogled me, and the girls would have already admired me with jealous eyes. They could pretend like they could tell all along, and they could make fun of me—but how long would that last? Soon enough, they would get bored and move on with their lives. And then I would get to be Jacqueline—the female version of me that I knew I wanted so badly to be.  
 
    The thought brought a smile to my face. I’d endured embarrassment before—it was nothing I couldn’t handle. Like when Miss Barrett made me stand at the front of the class with a massive erection—how could showing up for class dressed like a girl be any more embarrassing than that?  
 
    So I decided I would do it—I would show up for class in my feminine attire: wig, makeup, shoes, clothes, voice, and attitude. I was excited, ready to embrace the new me… But why did I have to wait until tomorrow? It was lunch now, and my next class was just an elective. I showed up for the beginning of class and then I told the teacher I wasn’t feeling well. He told me to go see the nurse. I went straight from his class to my locker, to get my girly bag. I took it to the girl’s bathroom and I started to get ready. My heart was pounding with a combination of fear and excitement. I couldn’t wait to see the reactions: good and bad. I didn’t care if they mocked me—I was ready for it. You have to endure a bit of bad if you’re really going to appreciate the good sometimes.  
 
    And then I showed up for my last class—Miss Barrett’s class—all dolled up and adorable. I caught a few guys looking my way as I took my seat with a straight back. I crossed my legs and took a deep breath. My heart was slamming out of control into my ribcage. No one had figured me out yet. They probably thought I was a new girl or a visitor. They had no idea what was about to hit them. 
 
    Miss Barrett walked into the classroom. She started taking attendance and then she noticed me sitting at my desk. She stopped and then a grin crossed her face. When she got to my name, she said, “Jacqueline?”  
 
    I put up my hand and everyone spun to look at me. I caught one guy nudging his buddy. I could tell they both wanted to fuck me.  
 
    She marked me in her attendance and then she called out my male name. “Jake?” I remained silent, and no one clued in. Miss Barrett was playing along, giving me time to settle in before everyone knew the truth. It wasn’t until the next morning when my first period teacher took attendance that everyone learned who I was. There were gasps and some seriously dark red faces in the crowd. Men were silent after spending the whole last afternoon gossiping about how hot I was, and the girls were silent, impressed by how convincing I was. And I just sat there with a big smile on my face, feeling happier and more hopeful than ever before in my life.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I KNOW HER SECRET 
 
    Cliff has a special job: colour correcting film footage for major movie studios. He gets access to hard drives filled with cut takes and scenes. In some of that spare footage, major celebrities have wardrobe malfunctions in front of the camera, and Cliff, being an opportunist, can’t help but sell those clips anonymously for thousands of dollars to magazines and websites.  
 
    One afternoon, while going through the footage of a major motion picture, Cliff finds a tiny wardrobe malfunction with big consequences: Vanessa Klein, a rising star, accidentally let her big package slip out from under her skirt. It all happened so fast that the cameraman probably didn’t even notice. And on that same hard drive Cliff finds Vanessa’s personal contact information. So rather than going to his usual contacts for his pay-out, this time he tries going right to the source.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was 2013 and I was quite possibly the only guy on the planet with a photo of Jessica Perkins’s tits. And yes, I do mean the Jessica Perkins. 
 
    I’d had that photo for almost a year, sitting on my hard drive, begging to be released to the world. I didn’t even show it to my close friends—I couldn’t show it to my close friends or I would jeopardize my chance to make an easy hundred thousand dollars. And yes, that was the going rate for a picture of Jessica Perkins’s titties. She was arguably the most famous actress at the time, after she did that string of blockbuster movies.  
 
    Sometimes I wonder if I was the one who ended her career. After that photo got out in 2014, she stopped acting for a few years. When she finally came back, she was just doing indie stuff and people only remembered her as ‘that girl who was in the movie with the green guys’. While she was hiding from the media, her buzz died and that was it for Jessica Perkins. And I was no longer the only person on the planet with a photo of Jessica Perkins’s tits.  
 
    But I had plenty more photos in my collection, waiting to be released into the world for the right price. Were they my photos to sell? Technically not. But I had them, and people were offering lots of money, so how could I say no? How could I turn down tens of thousands of dollars for a quick e-mail when I only made about $45,000 per year? It was just business.  
 
    It was always a bit awkward when people asked how I afforded such a grand lifestyle with my measly job as a colour timer. It was easy to explain away to friends who didn’t work in the industry. “The pay is really good,” I would lie. But with my friends who did work in the industry—my friends who knew that even the best colour timers in the world don’t make more than about $70,000—explaining my wealth away wasn’t so easy. “A few years ago my rich uncle kneeled over. He left everything to me but never said why,” was my go-to lie when I needed a good one.  
 
    I didn’t have any uncles. Both my mom and my dad were only children. But no one had to know that. I couldn’t let people know that I was selling nip-slip photos to dirty websites and gossip rags. Was I really the bad guy? It’s not like I was the one publishing the pictures. And it’s not like I was the one taking the pictures—I wasn’t even technically stealing them—I was just the middleman. 
 
    Whenever our office got a new job, a production assistant would come by with the hard drive. Back in the day they used to come by with ten hard drives that needed to be chained together with USB splitters and other fancy gadgets for the time. But that was when the biggest hard drive you could get was 100 GB. By 2018, the production houses were using 50 TB drives that could hold absolutely every little piece of information from even the biggest films—and they could be plugged into even the most ditsy little laptop computer.  
 
    It was my job to set up the Davinci file. Davinci was the program we used to colour correct movies. I would name the file and the folders we would use, and then I would import the movie and the EDL list, and then I would go through and make sure all the clips were named and organized nicely so that the senior guys could come in and finish the whole film in just a couple of days. Sometimes, if it was a little indie on a small budget, they would let me colour correct some of the movie. Usually I was just stuck with the administrative monkey work—but they always left me in my own little room to do my work, alone with that hard drive, alone with all of the footage from the set.  
 
    It was back in 2013 when I learned how to open the RAW film footage, while I was bored working a night shift. It was actually quite simple: the program was free online, and I learned everything I needed to know from a fifteen minute YouTube tutorial video. That night I found myself going through take after take of the footage, fascinated by the filmmaking process. I wanted to be a filmmaker, so what I was seeing was invaluable—better than any behind the scenes featurette on a DVD disk.  
 
    And I found myself admiring Jessica Perkins, the super famous, beautiful young actress. Every guy in the world had a crush on her, and in this particular scene, she was wearing a tiny dress that showed off more cleavage than she’d ever showed in her career. I was watching the takes, hoping she would turn at just the right angle to expose her tits. And then, in take fifteen, she stumbled and the straps of her dress fell over her arms, and her tits were out. Her nipples were being covered by little pasties.  
 
    The director shouted “Wardrobe!” and then two little Asian women ran into the frame.  
 
    “Can I get a new pair of pasties? I can feel these ones slipping already. And can someone get me a coffee? Where are the PAs on this set? My agent was right—I should have never taken this damned job.” One of the Asian ladies ran off while the other worked behind Jessica, adjusting the straps of her dress. Jessica’s tits were still out. 
 
    “Hold the roll,” the director yelled. “Let’s hurry it up with wardrobe. We’re losing our light!”  
 
    Then, the most magical thing ever happened. Jessica, who maybe couldn’t hear the director and didn’t know the camera was still rolling, peeled the pasties off of her nipples. Then she cupped her breasts and gave them a little lift, letting them breathe for a moment before they were covered up again. The cameraman reacted quickly, turning the camera away to give Jessica some privacy. 
 
    But on a film shoot, nothing is deleted. I had about four and a half seconds of Jessica Perkins’s exposed breasts, in glorious 4K resolution, perfectly in focus, amazingly lit by one of the best cinematographers in the business. I took a series of screenshots and sent them to myself via e-mail. And I knew what I had was valuable. A week later, I saw an ad in the back of a gossip rag. “Have an exciting photo of a star? We want to buy it from you!” I e-mailed the rag asking how much they would pay for a photo of Jessica Perkins’s tits, and they replied, “If it’s a real photo, we would pay a lot.” I decided to wait a year before making my move. I needed that hard drive to get into the hands of many more people before I cashed in, so that there would be too many suspects to investigate.  
 
    It was a year later when I e-mailed again. They sent a person to my house, and I spent almost an hour interrogating her before letting her see what I had. I had to make sure she wasn’t going to reveal my name and ruin my career. And I had to make sure she was serious about paying me one hundred thousand dollars. When I showed her the screenshots, her eyes lit up. “It could be Photoshop,” she said. 
 
    “I’ve got the video file to prove it,” I said. And that night I was paid one hundred thousand dollars in cash.  
 
    The next night, I found myself at work, searching through the newest hard drive that was dropped off by Paramount Pictures. It was an action movie, and there was a scene in the movie where Lauren Fox was wearing the tiniest little skirt with nothing but a thong underneath. I went through take after take after take. And eventually I found what I was looking for. In scene 19, take 9, Lauren sat down to get a pebble out from her shoe, before action was called. Her legs were spread just enough, and her little thong was nudged just enough to the side. Her snatch was only on screen for two seconds, but that’s all I needed.  
 
    They shot the film in 6K resolution, so I was able to zoom right in and snap the clearest screenshot imaginable. That photo got me forty thousand dollars.  
 
    And then there was the little indie film that came in with a cast of no-names. I wasn’t going to bother searching for hours through the footage, knowing there wouldn’t be any valuable photos, even if I did find some tits or a pussy. But the actress in the film was so stunning, I couldn’t help myself. I ended up scouring for more hours than any other film before, and sure enough, I ended up finding a nice clear shot of her rack while she was adjusting her loose-fitted tank top in one of the film’s later scenes. I saved it for my own personal use, and then a year later, I saw that girl’s face on TV. She was the star of some big director’s new movie, and her name was blowing up. So I didn’t miss my opportunity. I e-mailed a few of my contacts, and they put in their bids. That titty picture was work seventy-five thousand dollars. I used that money for a down payment on a nice big mansion, not too far from where that very girl lived.  
 
    By 2018, I had over a million dollars in my bank account. I didn’t just limit by side business to pictures of tits and pussies. Whenever I chanced across a shot of a guy’s cock, I would save that as well, though cocks never got nearly as much money as tits or pussies.  
 
    One of my best finds was with a movie called John Cherokee. There was a sex scene in the film, with two famous actors. Now of course everyone knows that sex is fake in movies. They have special underpants that the actors wear, so that their genitals don’t touch each other. But they don’t usually do anything to cover the actress’s tits, so I went searching. And while I was watching take after take of simulated sex, I came across something big. In the third take, the blanket got tugged up when the actress went to fake her orgasm. When that blanket got tugged up, for just a brief second, I could see penetration. The actors had taken off their special garments and they were having real sex on camera. The exposed penetration was so quick, the director didn’t even notice. I don’t even think the camera guy noticed.  
 
    I zoomed in as much as I could and I recorded the slip. That little clip got me another seventy thousand dollars—and it was responsible for two divorces. I can’t say that I feel too bad though. Even if they were acting, they were cheating.  
 
    The penetration clip was big, but it was in 2018 when I found something even bigger.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was a Monday like any other. I was at work, sipping coffee in the lobby with the other colourists, waiting for an expected delivery from 21st Century Fox. The production assistant was running late, but none of us minded.  
 
    Sammy was telling us about his weekend. “I haven’t drank like that since I was a teenager. Seriously—I had my first beer, and then I had a second, and then I just lost track of myself. I lost track of time for a while. My wife tells me that I had ten drinks. Ten—can you believe that?”  
 
    “You haven’t had ten drinks since you were a teenager?” asked Alex.  
 
    Sammy laughed and shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve never been much of a drinker. But damn, that was Friday night, and I’ve still got a hangover. I took four Tylenols this morning, but of course that did nothing.” He reached into the air to stretch out his arms. “But hey—guess who I saw down at the bar?” 
 
    “Who?” I asked. 
 
    “Here’s a name you haven’t heard in a while: Jessica Perkins.” My heart stuttered. It always stuttered when I heard that name, as if I still had some lingering guilt over what I did to that poor girl. Though she wasn’t a poor girl. She pulled her top down in front of a rolling camera—all I did was take a screenshot a few months later.  
 
    “Oh yeah—a name I haven’t heard in a while but a name I’ll never forget,” said Alex. “You know I had to ground my kid when that picture came out. I went into his room and saw that he’d made it his desktop background picture.”  
 
    “You grounded him for that? I’m pretty sure it was my laptop’s background picture for at least a month.” Sammy laughed. “You know, I heard they paid the guy who sold them that picture like a quarter million dollars or something.” I was tempted to correct him, but I kept my mouth shut. “Can you imagine getting a quarter million dollars for a photo? And that hard drive was here in the office. That could have been one of us.” Now I remained very silent, staring down into my coffee cup as if I wasn’t paying any attention at all.  
 
    “Maybe it was one of us,” said Alex. I kept my gaze down. “Maybe it was Cliff.” My heart stuttered and then fizzled down into my gut. I looked up and saw Alex staring at me with a serious look on his face. Did he know? Had he known all along?  
 
    He cracked a smile and then started to laugh. “I’m just kidding. Don’t look so serious,” he said. And then he turned back to Sammy. “I bet it was the camera guy. Camera guys are always perverts.”  
 
    “Amen to that,” I said. My heart was slowly lifting itself back out from my gut.  
 
    Finally that front door opened and the production assistant from 21st Century Fox came running in. He was a small guy, probably not a day older than nineteen, with pimples all over his face. “I’m so sorry,” he said, panting for air as if he’d run up forty flights of stairs instead of taking the elevator. “Traffic was terrible, and your elevator is being services.” So he did run up forty flights of stairs. That explained the sweat dribbling down the side of his face.  
 
    Sammy grabbed the hard drive for him. “Thanks,” he said before tossing it carelessly onto the counter. He sat back down and continued drinking his coffee. The poorly paid production assistant stared at Sammy with wide eyes, shocked that we weren’t getting started right away. Very few people realize how quickly a team of professional colourists can colour a film. It only takes a day or two with a few highly trained individuals. But productions allocate weeks for the process, assuming each little clip has to be meticulously tinkered with.  
 
    The production assistant backed out of the office and began his long trek back down the forty flights of stairs. And God bless his soul.  
 
    “What’s this movie called?” Alex asked. 
 
    Sammy read the label on the hard drive box. “Dearly Beloved,” he said. “My guess is a rom-com.”  
 
    “Or just a rom,” said Alex. “They always want the same thing for roms: overexposed, desaturated, blues in the shadows, pinks in the highlights.”  
 
    “Sounds about right,” Sammy said.  
 
    I pulled out my phone to search the title of the movie, to see who the stars were—to see if there was anyone worth spending hours scouring the large hard drive for a nip slip shot. And there was one actress, second-billed, who could have been very valuable if there was any sort of wardrobe malfunction on set: Vanessa Klein.  
 
    She was a rising star, only twenty-one years old. She hadn’t been in anything huge yet, but a film she’d done recently had gotten some Oscar buzz. Most importantly, she was gorgeous, with big shining eyes and a cute little ski-jump nose. Her hair was long and curly like a country music star, and she had the classic Hollywood smile—a smile that marked her for inevitable fame.  
 
    While the guys were talking, I searched to see if she’d ever done any nude scenes in movies. As soon as an actress does a nude scene, nude photos are suddenly worthless. People want to see new material—not something they can get in HD on Netflix or Amazon Prime. But Vanessa Klein had never been nude on camera, and she had no nip slips to speak of on any of the gossip websites. She was clean and tidy, still extremely valuable as far as I was concerned.  
 
    “I may as well get started on getting things organized,” I said, grabbing the hard drive and starting towards my colouring suite.  
 
    “Oh look at you, go-getter on a Monday morning,” said Sammy with a chuckle.  
 
    “I would be in a perky mood all the time too if my uncle gave me a million dollars,” Alex said, rolling his eyes.  
 
    I just smiled and slipped into the edit suite, ready to find my next big paycheque.  
 
    First, I did a bit of actual work, setting up the files and the folders and getting everything properly imported from Avid, the program in which the film had been cut. I went through and labelled the files as necessary, just in case one of the other guys came in and looked over my shoulder. I didn’t want anyone to come in and see that I’d gotten nothing done after an hour in the colouring suite.  
 
    Once I had a believable amount of work done, I scrubbed through the timeline, to see what kind of wardrobes Vanessa and the other actresses wore in the film. There was nothing particularly racy—a few shorter skirts and a cute red bodycon dress. There was a sex scene that couldn’t have been more PG-13, shot in slow motion, lit as a silhouette, about as cliché as you can imagine. And Vanessa was wearing a shirt in the scene, so there wasn’t even a nipple silhouette to work with.  
 
    But I was determined to find something.  
 
    I exited Davinci and found myself searching through the massive hard drive. Sometimes they gave us hard drives with everything on them—not just footage, but pre-production materials as well. And this drive was no different. I found a folder labelled ‘Pre-Production Costumes’. And in that folder there were multiple other folders, all named after the characters in the movie. I found Vanessa’s folder, labelled ‘Christine Costumes’. The folder was filled with pictures of Vanessa standing in some chick’s apartment, wearing various different outfits—the same outfits that appeared in the film.  
 
    One time I found a picture of a famous actress wearing a slightly see-through white tank top in a costumes folder. I sold that photo for five thousand dollars—not a ton of money, but enough for my bathroom renovation.  
 
    But none of Vanessa’s pre-production costume pictures were worth anything to me: no nipples or slits or even any side-boob. I had to keep looking.  
 
    Alex came into the suite to check on me. “How does the movie look? Should I bring my kids to see it, or is it a piece of crap?” I quickly closed the folders and reopened Davinci.  
 
    “It looks okay. About what you would expect,” I said. 
 
    He leaned over my shoulder and looked at the screen. I scrubbed him through the timeline. 
 
    “Ah, classic slow motion sex scene,” he said. “And they’ve got the rain machine on full-blast for the flashback scenes. Nothing too original, eh?”  
 
    “Nothing terribly original, no,” I said. My heart fluttered as I noticed I’d left a folder open. The tab was still showing at the bottom of my screen, with the label ‘Christine Costumes’. I wanted to quickly close it, but I knew if I scrolled my cursor over to it, Alex would definitely notice. So I remained still. “What’s that?” he said. 
 
    “What’s what?” I asked, my heart skipping a beat.”  
 
    “Down at the bottom.”  
 
    He pointed down and my heart started pounding hard into my ribcage. We weren’t supposed to go perusing through the hard drives. There were no set rules against it, but it was just common sense: our job was to colour the film and then be done with it. If Alex saw that I was snooping around, he might realize that I was the one leaking photos to the press.  
 
    “That button there. It’s like a circle around a play icon. Is that new?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I said. “It’s to render out a clip. It’s new with the latest update.” My heart finally began to relax.  
 
    “Oh, that’s useful. Is there a hotkey for it, too?” 
 
    “Yeah. I think it’s shift, control, and R.”  
 
    “That’s great news. Good stuff. Alright, well, keep up the good work. Let me know if you need a coffee or anything.” 
 
    “Would you get me one if I said I needed one?” I asked. 
 
    He shook his head and laughed. “No,” he said. “But you’re still welcome to let me know.” He left the room, leaving me alone with that hard drive, and plenty of folders to continue searching through.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was after lunch when I decided to get all of my real work done. I worked quickly and cut a few corners that no one would ever notice. At 4:00 PM, when Alex came in to ask if the hard drive was ready for him, I told him it wouldn’t be ready until the morning, even though it was perfectly ready in its current state. 
 
    “Okay, then I’m going to head home for the night. Don’t stay up too late. It’s just a crappy romance movie—no need to get too crazy with the labels.”  
 
    “Alright—have a good night,” I said. And once he was gone and the floor was empty save for me and that hard drive, I got started on the real search. I had to download the program that allowed me to view the RAW unedited footage. I had to download it freshly with every new hard drive, and then I had to delete it before letting anyone use the computer in the colouring suite. I couldn’t let my co-workers know that I was secretly watching clips that weren’t in the movie.  
 
    I made myself a nice, strong pot of coffee and I settled in, ready to spend the whole night. It took a long time to go through all of those clips, sometimes scrubbing through a single frame at a time, trying to see if there was a clear frame in between a leg cross. It was tedious work, but sometimes it paid off bigly. Sometimes a long night in that dark colouring suite was worth one hundred thousand dollars.  
 
    I focussed my energy on the scenes where Vanessa was wearing short skirts. Her tops were never too revealing, and I could see that the sound guys had her mic clipped to her shirt and not her bra. Sometimes when they clipped the microphones to the bra, they would have to adjust the bra from time to time, and sometimes those adjustments happened while the camera was rolling. But I wasn’t so lucky this time.  
 
    There was one scene that particularly caught my interest: a simple scene with Vanessa running up a flight of stairs, away from the bad guy. In the scene, she stumbled halfway up. There were twelve takes of the low-angle shot, taken from the bottom of the steps. I scrubbed through each and every take. And it was on the twelfth take where I caught a glimmer of flesh tone between her lovely smooth legs.  
 
    I paused the footage and used the arrow keys on my keyboard to move one frame at a time. I had the footage zoomed in as much as I could. With 6K resolution, you can zoom in almost 10x before you start seeing pixilation.  
 
    She was wearing red panties, and she had a great ass. As she went to do her mid-steps tumble, her skirt floated upwards, showing off her whole tush. The shot was probably worth five thousand dollars, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to risk my position for a measly five thousand dollars. I wasn’t hurting for cash.  
 
    So I kept scrubbing forward. That skirt continued to flutter up, and then her legs parted as she went to catch herself from falling. I was still staring at that perfect ass—her asshole only being covered by the tiniest strip of red lace. I just wanted to bury my face between those glorious cheeks. I wanted to press my tongue into that asshole and make her squirm.  
 
    And then I went ahead three more frames and noticed a bit of flesh that seemed out of place. Slipping out from the side of her red panties was what looked like a cock. But it couldn’t have been a cock. It must have been some strange artifacting between frames. Surely Vanessa Klein didn’t have a cock. 
 
    I went two frames ahead, and then I got a perfect, clear shot of Vanessa Klein bent over, legs spread, and her cock free from the grasp of her red lacy panties. Her cock hung out one side of that thin red strip and one of her balls hung out the other side. But was it a prosthetic? Could it have been fake? I’d heard of actresses wearing prosthetic cocks before, in order to get into a certain kind of character. But Vanessa wasn’t playing some masculine tomboy. She was supposed to be some hopeless romantic, nail-painting girly girl.  
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It simply couldn’t be true.  
 
    I remembered there was a beach scene in the film, and in the scene Vanessa was wearing a tight one-piece. I quickly pulled up the footage from that scene and started digging. And it only too thirty minutes before I found a shot of her adjusting her package in her one-piece, shifting her bulge down between her legs. And there were a few more shots where a bit of a bulge was clear when zoomed in nearly ten times. I’d never seen a woman with a bulge like that—so it must have been true: Vanessa Klein had a cock. 
 
    I stood up and stepped back from my computer. My heart was pounding. If this was true, then that clip of the cock-slip was probably worth more than any other clip I’d ever sold. But if it wasn’t true, I was potentially playing a dangerous game. If she was just wearing a prosthetic for some strange reason, I didn’t want to start spreading false rumours.  
 
    I went to the Internet and searched for scenes from other Vanessa Klein movies. I found a bathing suit scene from a movie she did when she was eighteen. I watched the scene carefully, zooming in as much as I could (which wasn’t much, as the scene was only in 1080p). But even without the magic of 6K footage, I could see a bit of a bulge—a bulge that shouldn’t exist on a woman. So then I searched ‘Is Vanessa Klein transgender?’ but my search turned up nothing—not even ramblings on any conspiracy websites. This was big news—the biggest news I’d ever had.  
 
    I saved the video clip of the cock-slip to a thumb drive and I slipped that drive into my pocket. Then I deleted the RAW footage program and I closed down all of the folders I had open in my long night’s search. I had what I needed. I just wasn’t sure what I was going to do with it yet.  
 
    I couldn’t just send it to some dirty website. This wasn’t just a nip slip or even an upskirt shot—this was a big deal. This leak would surely change Vanessa’s life. A good chunk of her fan base would turn on her—many people still weren’t down with the whole transgender thing. She would be hounded on the streets by paparazzi. There were probably directors who would choose not to work with her.  
 
    But her secret was bound to be revealed sooner or later, was it not? She couldn’t live in the limelight forever trying to hide a bulge like that. And if it was going to inevitably be revealed anyway, why shouldn’t I go ahead and make a hundred thousand dollars or so?  
 
    That night I e-mailed a few of my secret contacts. “If I told you that I had proof that a very famous actress is actually a man, how much would you pay for that proof?” I made sure not to mention any names—not even the smallest hint.  
 
    I heard back from one of my contacts that night, around 3:00 AM. “That depends on how famous this actress is,” they said.  
 
    “Top fifteen on IMDb,” I said.  
 
    “If the proof is good, and it’s fresh news, we could pay you one-fifty.” He was talking in thousands. My stomach fluttered. A part of me was hoping he would say something like, ‘We’re not buying that kind of stuff right now’. Then I could have deleted the file and lived happily ever after, without any lingering guilt. But how could I turn down one hundred and fifty thousand dollars? 
 
    Within twenty-four hours, I had a slew of new offers from my contacts. There was a black market bidding war going on. The price rose to a quarter million, and that price would only go up once I proved that I wasn’t bluffing.  
 
    That price went up that next afternoon. I was working on another film in one of the smaller colouring suites when Alex came in and said, “You should come see this. That chick from that romance movie is on TV.” My heart started pounding. I was worried that someone beat me to the big reveal and the quarter million dollar payout.  
 
    But her secret was still safe. Vanessa had just been nominated for an Academy Award for best actress. Her star rating on IMDb had shot up from fifteen to three. My heart was pounding viciously. I’d never been in a position like this before, about to make enough money to live for years. I was already daydreaming about what I could do with the cash: buy a vacation house, put it in savings so I would never have to worry about retirement in my life, buy a yacht, take five years off to travel the world… The possibilities were endless. And all I had to do was out a young transgender woman and ruin her career.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I was sleeping when my doorbell rang. I was slow to wake up. My doorbell almost never rang. I lived in a gated community and they didn’t let solicitors or even Girl Guides in to go door-to-door. The only people who were allowed in were people who lived in the neighbourhood, or people who were on a very elite approved list.  
 
    The doorbell rang again, so I dragged myself out of bed. I threw a housecoat over my naked body and shuffled down to the front door. I looked through the peephole and was surprised to see the editor of Star Magazine—one of the magazines I often sold to. I swung the door open and rushed him inside. I couldn’t let anyone see him there. I couldn’t let anyone see the editor of a major gossip magazine at the door of a colourist’s house—then it would be obvious where all of the town’s leaks were coming from. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked.  
 
    “You didn’t answer my e-mail,” he said.  
 
    “What e-mail?”  
 
    “The one I sent this morning.” 
 
    “What time is it?” I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes. 
 
    He showed me his watch. It was only 6:45 AM. “What the hell, man? What’s the big deal? What’s this all about?”  
 
    “Everyone’s gossiping about your gossip. We’re all trying to figure out who this star is. You’ve got a good track record for telling the truth. And if you say this girl is on IMDb’s top fifteen, then that only leaves five girls—and none of them look like dudes to me. Show me this proof of yours and I’ll make you a good offer—better than you’ll get from the other guys. I promise.”  
 
    “Can’t we do this later?” I asked. 
 
    “Every paparazzi is out stalking the five girls in IMDb’s top fifteen, trying to get upskirt shots. One of Ben’s guys even snagged Lady Gaga’s coffee cup while she was at a café last night. He’s getting it DNA tested, to see if there’s male DNA on the rim of the cup. The news is going to break any day now, if it’s true, and you’re going to lose your big opportunity. So what’s it going to be? Are you going to show me what you’ve got?”  
 
    “It’s too soon,” I said. “If this gets out now, everyone will know that the leak came from me. The drive has only been in the hands of maybe five guys.”  
 
    “A quarter million, if it’s true. We’ll pay in cash. I’ve got the money back at the office now. Just show me the stuff.”  
 
    My gut churned. “I was already offered a quarter mil. You’ll have to do better than that if I’m going to risk my whole career.”  
 
    “Three hundred—all in cash, all today. We’ll lie and say that our source was someone on set.” 
 
    “You know no one will believe that. Her agent is going to go straight to where the hard drive is now—at my office.”  
 
    I watched as the short, chubby editor’s eyes glimmered, as if he was suddenly thinking about breaking into my office to steal the hard drive.  
 
    “Don’t get any funny ideas. It took me days to find this scoop,” I lied. “If I find out that drive is missing, I’m selling what I have to Ben tonight.”  
 
    “Don’t make me beg,” he said to me, clasping his hands tightly together. “Three-fifty. That’s as high as I can go. Besides, what are you even going to do with that much money? Tell everyone that another rich uncle bit the dust? No one’s going to buy that.”  
 
    I opened my mouth to reply but words were slow to come out. “H—How do you know about that?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s my job to know about stuff like that. We have investigators all over town, twenty-four-seven—all ex-cops. I’ve got them on this case too. Your face is white. Don’t worry, man, I’m not going to throw you under the bus. You’ve been good to me and you’ll always be good to me, even if you don’t sell me this scoop. Don’t get the wrong idea; I’m not trying to blackmail you. I just want you to know—the scoop is going to get out with or without you getting paid.”  
 
    “Just give me some time to think about it,” I said, my heart fluttering. He was right that the gossip was going to get out. It was only a matter of time before my contacts figured out which hard drives were at the office, and that would narrow down the list of girls to just Vanessa Klein. But it was just stupid gossip until they found the proof, and the only proof that I was aware of was that single take, where her skirt floats up and her panties get nudged to the side. So the first thing I did when I got into work that morning was delete that clip. I knew the drive we had was just a copy of the main drive that they kept back at the studio, but at least the studio’s drive was in a secure room with twenty-four-hour surveillance.  
 
    My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. Had I already ruined Vanessa’s life? Was it pointless to withhold the footage at this point? Or was I being paranoid? Maybe they wouldn’t even bother investigating her, assuming she couldn’t possibly be Hollywood’s secret transgender. I found myself looking at pictures of her. It was even hard for me to believe. She was gorgeous. Her face was perfect and her body was drool inducing. There were entire fan websites filled with men who did nothing but jerk off to pictures of her. I even had to pull up that cock-slip video to remind myself that I didn’t just have a strange dream. But the cock was real—6K video footage doesn’t lie.  
 
    I didn’t want to ruin her life, but I also didn’t want to lose the amazing payout that was being offered to me. I could probably run that number up to half a million before the end of the day, if I was so inclined.  
 
    I found myself looking through that hard drive again, trying to find more evidence, still unsure of my own evidence, which would have been good enough for the rest of the world. While I was digging through folders, I came upon a file labelled ‘Contact list’. I clicked into it and found the whole cast and crew, with e-mail addresses and phone numbers. And there was Vanessa’s personal e-mail and her personal phone number. 
 
    Maybe I could get the money from her and avoid having to go through the press. Then the world didn’t need to know her secret and I still got a pretty payout.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was a long night, making sure I was treading with careful anonymity. I created a fake e-mail account, and then I realized it could probably be traced back to me by a good team of computer scientists. So I dug an old computer out of storage, installed a series of firewalls and IP blockers and I even bought an expensive VPN, and then I created a new e-mail address. But even with this one I was nervous, knowing the e-mail address wasn’t just at risk of being traced, but it was also at risk of being hacked. So I spent some time trying to mislead any potential hackers, signing up for newsletters and whatnot in the city where my VPN was based.  
 
    It was three hours before I felt ready to send an e-mail to Vanessa Klein. I started by attaching a still image from the video clip: her cock hanging out from the side of her tight red panties. And then I wrote a simple message as my heart pounded into my ribcage like a tribal war drum. “Ms. Klein. You don’t know me and you’ve never seen me,” I wrote. “But I’ve come across some information about you that I feel you wouldn’t want getting to the press.” I read back what I’d written and my heart jumped. It already sounded like a ransom letter—and it technically was a ransom letter, but I really didn’t want to scare her. I just wanted to make this a simple transaction. 
 
    So I tried to spin the rest of the message in a more positive light. “The reason I’m e-mailing you is, there are some people who want to pay me a lot of money for this video clip—and don’t worry, they don’t know who you are—I would never tell them that. Unless you aren’t willing to pay me what they’re paying—not that I’m blackmailing you. I hope you don’t think that I’m blackmailing you. They’re only offering me about $350,000 for the clip, so all I’m really asking is that you match that. I mean—to you, that’s not really a lot of money. I think I read somewhere that you made almost ten times that on your last movie, and you do at least three movies a year. So it really isn’t a lot to you.” I found myself staring blankly at my screen, realizing I was in fact blackmailing her, no matter how polite I tried to sound.  
 
    But as I read my message back, I realized I wasn’t even sounding polite. I was just sounding flustered and idiotic. If I was going to get money from her, I needed to be firm and I needed to accept the fact that I was blackmailing her. So I ended my message by saying, “Either pay me $350,000 in cash, or I’ll be forced to give the clip to one of my contacts.”  
 
    I closed my eyes and pressed send, before my sensibilities could catch up with me. I knew that if I thought too much about it, I would never send a message. I could spend all night tinkering with the words, but in the end, all she was going to read was: ‘Pay me money or be revealed to the whole world.’  
 
    I didn’t go to sleep that night. I couldn’t pull myself away from my computer. I expected it to ding with a new message at any moment. Once 6:00 AM rolled around and my inbox was still empty, I started to worry that the e-mail I used wasn’t her actual e-mail, and I’d just messaged a photo of Vanessa Klein’s cock to some random person somewhere else in the world. Beads of cold sweat dribbled down the back of my neck. My hands were trembling. When my phone alarm went off, I jumped and nearly shrieked, worried someone had broken into my house to kill me so that clip would never see the light of day.  
 
    I had to get ready for work. I brought that old computer into the bathroom while I showered and shaved and brushed my teeth. I left the shower curtain open just enough that I could see my e-mail inbox, which was still unchanged. I nicked myself while shaving because my focus was on that computer screen and not the mirror. I went to work with mismatched socks because I wasn’t paying close enough attention while I was getting dressed.  
 
    The first thing Alex said to me was, “You look sick. I hope you’re not sick because I really don’t want to get sick.”  
 
    “I’m not sick,” I said, forcing a smile. “I just didn’t get a lot of sleep.” 
 
    “Why? Because you were sick? Don’t bring that shit into the office, man.” He kept his distance from me. And it was probably for the best. His fear of catching a cold would keep him out from the editing suite while I closely watched my inbox, waiting for that reply.  
 
    And it came around noon, dinging into my inbox. That ding reverberated in my heart and buzzed down my arms and legs. I pulled that laptop close to me and then I quickly opened the message. But before I read it, I swung my head around to make sure the door was closed and no one was suddenly behind me. I was alone, so I went ahead and read the message.  
 
    “I would like to meet in person to discuss this matter. Please tell me a public place that works best for you.” That was the entire message. My heart fluttered down into my stomach.  
 
    I pressed reply and quickly hammered out a message. “Unfortunately I can’t meet you in person, as it’s very important for my job that my identity remains a secret.” I pressed send and then I nervously awaited her reply—and that reply didn’t come for another six hours.  
 
    “I’d much rather meet in person. Why don’t you meet me at the Bluebird Café on 10th street? Be there at 8:30 PM tonight. There’s a table in the back left corner.”  
 
    My heart fluttered and I hammered out another quick message. “I really can’t meet in person,” I wrote. But I didn’t get a reply. It was already 7:45 and her chosen café was thirty minutes away. If I was going to make it, I needed to leave.  
 
    I didn’t plan on actually meeting her. I just wanted to go down and see if she was there, or if there was a posse of goons waiting to nab whoever sat down at the table in the back left corner. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I sat down in the middle of the café, with a steaming hot mug of coffee. I had another laptop with me—not the one I sent those messages on, but one that I bought back when I thought I wanted to be a screenwriter. Once I was seated, I immediately pulled up an old unfinished screenplay file and I pretended to be working on it. I made sure I was sitting at an angle where I could see that back corner table.  
 
    When my clock read 8:30 PM, I sunk down into my seat. I was wearing a ball cap and a pair of cheap reading glasses that my father had left at my house years before. It wasn’t much of a disguise, but I didn’t really need a disguise at all—it’s not like Vanessa knew who she was coming to meet with.  
 
    When 8:40 PM rolled around and she wasn’t there, I assumed she’d gotten my last message, telling her I couldn’t meet in person. I slipped out my phone, opened up a private browser, and then I navigated over to my new e-mail address, to check for new messages. But there were none. Suddenly, I felt stupid for opening the e-mail browser up. Now the account could be linked to my phone by the right team of hackers—and Vanessa could certainly afford the right team of hackers.  
 
    A woman brushed by me while I was reading through her last message, making sure I was in the right café on the right street. I looked up and realized the woman was headed straight for that table in the back corner. Her curly hair bounced as she walked. She was wearing big sunglasses, but those didn’t help to hide her glowing skin—that glow that only the most famous celebrities seem to have. It was Vanessa Klein. 
 
    I quickly stuffed my phone back into my pocket and swung my gaze to my unfinished screenplay. My heart sprung into action and my gut turned. What if she saw my phone screen as she walked by? What if she had undercover men in that café who had been watching me this whole time? I took a deep breath. I could feel my face turning red as familiar beads of cold sweat formed on the back of my neck.  
 
    I peeked over my laptop screen at her. She was sitting patiently with a mug of steaming coffee in her hands. She had a slight grin on her face, as if she wasn’t at all worried about her truth being revealed. Her hands weren’t trembling and her shoulders were tensed up to her ears the way mine were. She was totally cool—unnaturally calm.  
 
    I looked around slowly at the rest of the café. It was a big space, and surprisingly busy for 8:30 PM on a weekday night. I figured if I sent her a message, she would never know it was from me. I still had her personal phone number written down, which I’d gotten from that same cast and crew contact sheet. So I used my anonymous e-mail account to send a text message to her phone. “I told you that I can’t meet in person,” I wrote. And then I did my best to watch her through my peripheral vision as she reached into her pocket to read the message on her phone.  
 
    I took a series of slow, controlled breaths. I figured there were people watching me and everyone else in that café, trying to narrow down the possible suspects. I’m sure I was on the list.  
 
    I took my phone out two minutes later and saw that there was a new e-mail, from Vanessa. “So you’re here. Why don’t you come and sit with me? I just want to talk. Don’t worry, I’m here alone.”  
 
    I casually wrote back, keeping my phone hidden under the table. I kept an eye on Vanessa, making sure she wasn’t looking my way—though it was hard to tell because of those big, dark sunglasses.  
 
    “I can’t reveal my identity,” I wrote back. “If you don’t want me to go to the press with the video I have, we need to agree on a spot where you can drop off the cash—$350,000.” 
 
    “I’m not going to give you any money until we meet in person,” she replied. 
 
    I took a deep breath. This wasn’t worth the frustration. She wasn’t taking this matter as seriously as I thought she would be, so maybe she just didn’t care that much if her secret got out. I decided to try one last time. “If you don’t care, then I’ll just sell the clip to one of my contacts,” I wrote. 
 
    “I do care. I’ll pay you. But first I want to meet you.” 
 
    I shook my head and sighed. “Not happening. Last chance—agree to drop the money off somewhere or I go to my contact in the morning.” I didn’t actually plan on going to any of my contacts for another few months, once the hard drive was long gone from our office, and into the hands of many, many more people. I could wait—I was in no rush. And with her Oscar buzz, the price tag would only get bigger.  
 
    “If you won’t meet me here in public, then meet me in private—10:00 PM tonight. Set the clip up to go live online tomorrow morning at 6:00 AM. That way you can be sure I don’t do anything to you.” She added her address at the end of the message. And it was an interesting plan: set up a safety just in case she has some hired goon try to kill me. She would be on her best behaviour knowing that I was the only one who could stop the clip from going live.  
 
    But with this plan, my identity was still at risk of being revealed.  
 
    Before I could send a message back, Vanessa was finished her coffee and on her way out the door. I tried sending another message. “I really don’t want to meet in person,” I wrote.  
 
    “Get over it,” she wrote back. And then I found myself back in my car, headed towards her address, as it was only twenty minutes away from 10:00 PM.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Her house wasn’t too far away from mine—just a single gated community over. I pulled my car up to the gate and then I found myself staring at the little machine that would connect me with Vanessa, so I could get the gate open.  
 
    I didn’t have the clip set to publish in eight hours, but I didn’t plan on telling Vanessa that. I still wasn’t sure that I wasn’t being set up. I could have been driving into a trap. But a part of me was sure that Vanessa wouldn’t dare risk it. Her entire career could be ruined if the world learned that she was a transgender. She would lose a lot more than just $350,000. So maybe she wasn’t lying. Maybe she was alone, and maybe she just wanted to talk in person so that she could properly convince me not to go to the press with that clip. Because it would be easy enough for me to take her money and then go straight to the press to double up. Thinking about that possibility now, it was hard to resist entertaining the idea: $700,000 in a matter of days… 
 
    I hesitantly punched Vanessa’s address into the terminal at the gate. And then a robotic voice said, “Please wait while we connect you.” I stared at the speaker box and the little microphone above it. Then I looked up and noticed the camera pointed directly at my face. I was still wearing my ball cap and reading glasses, but that camera already had more than enough information for a team of investigators to figure out my identity.  
 
    That speaker box never crackled with Vanessa’s voice. Instead, there was a loud beep and then the gates opened up, allowing me into the very expensive neighbourhood where every second house belonged to a celebrity, and the others belonged to the mega rich who wanted to live close to celebrities.  
 
    I found myself driving down those quiet streets, between massive mansions, towards the home of the woman who would either ruin my whole career and reputation, or make me very, very rich.  
 
    Her driveway was long and impressive, with a glowing fountain at its centre. I drove past a Lamborghini and a Ferrari and then I found myself a spot by her front door. I made sure that I parked in a way that I could make a clean and easy escape if necessary. I was slow getting out of my car, tipping my hat down in front of my face, knowing there were cameras recording my every move. I stepped up her front steps and then I looked up and saw that she was standing in her doorway with a smile on her face. My heart skipped a beat and my legs trembled, but I did my best not to show any fear.  
 
    “I had a feeling it was you,” she said. 
 
    And then I felt the colour drain from my face. I opened my mouth to reply, but I was too afraid to speak, too afraid to reveal my voice as if my identity hadn’t already been compromised.  
 
    “Of all the people in that café, you looked the most suspicious,” she said. “Come on in and have a drink with me. Let’s talk about your little clip.” She went inside and left her front door open, letting the warm light from inside bleed out onto her impressive cobblestone driveway.  
 
    The inside of her house was just as impressive, and about what you would expect from an A-list Hollywood superstar. There were statues and vases and very large original paintings by famous artists, and rugs that were worth more than my car—which wasn’t a cheap car, by the way.  
 
    Vanessa was standing across the large room, at a bar that was fully stocked as if she was expecting a party of five hundred thirsty friends. The shelves of liquor went up far higher than she could reach, and I couldn’t see a ladder anywhere in sight so I could only assume the top few shelves were just there for decoration. “What do you drink?” she asked. 
 
    “Maybe just whiskey. And I’m not here to blackmail you, by the way. I’m not a blackmailer.”  
 
    “Then what are you here to do then?”  
 
    “Well, it’s really very complicated and quite a long story. But I don’t want to sell that clip to the press. I really don’t. But they’re offering me a lot of money. So I’m kind of stuck between a rock and a hard place, you know? They’re making this my problem, just because I was the one who found that clip. I really hope you don’t think I’m blackmailing you.” I kept my distance and I made sure to scan the room constantly, making sure goons weren’t about to jump me or shoot me.  
 
    “So they’re making you blackmail me? Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    I was silent, trying to get control over my pounding heart. “I just need to make a living. And I can’t just do nothing with what I’ve got.” 
 
    “Got it. So you are blackmailing me,” she said as she walked a whiskey over to me. I took it and took a quick sip before considering the possibility that she’d put something in the drink: something to knock me out or even kill me.  
 
    “I guess if you want to call it that. But I’m not doing it because I hate you. I just figured you wouldn’t mind paying what the other people are offering. It’s probably nothing to you. I mean—look at this place. You could sell one of those cars out there and that would more than cover what I’m asking.”  
 
    “Don’t you want to know if it’s true?” she said, grinning.  
 
    I stuttered. “If what’s true? That you’re rich?” 
 
    “That I’ve got a cock.” She was staring into my eyes, still with that sly grin.  
 
    I cleared my throat. “I mean—I’ve seen the video clip. I know what I saw.” 
 
    “What if it’s fake? What if someone put it there? You know, it’s amazing what they can do with visual effects.”  
 
    I laughed. “To be honest, I’m not all that impressed with what they can do with visual effects.” I took a step back from her carefully. I didn’t feel comfortable within arm’s reach. “I stare at footage for a living—I know the difference between real and computer generated.”  
 
    “So you’re working on the movie?” she asked. “Are you the editor? You don’t look like an editor—maybe you work in the sound department. Or a colourist—if I had to guess, I would guess that you’re a colourist. Ah-ha! Look at your face. You aren’t good at hiding your emotions. No offense, but if I were you, I wouldn’t look into a career in acting.”  
 
    “I’m not a colourist,” I said. But my voice was far from convincing.  
 
    “I bet you could get in a lot of trouble if your boss found out you were doing this,” she said, walking around me with that drink in her hand. She was wearing tall white heels—probably also worth more than my car. Even the way the shoes clicked on the marble floors sounded expensive. “You’re really risking a lot for a few hundred grand. Are you into drugs? Have some gambling debts that need paid off?”  
 
    I shook my head. “I’m just an opportunist. That’s all. Now let’s figure this deal out. If you pay the price, I promise I’ll delete the clip and you’ll never hear about this again—not until someone else finds another clip—that much is out of my control.”  
 
    “I don’t have the money you want, so we’re going to have to figure out another deal.” She took a long sip from her drink. 
 
    I laughed and shook my head. “You don’t actually expect me to believe that, do you? Look at this place. Look at your cars. I’m not an idiot.”  
 
    “The cars are loaners. They’re owned by my publicist’s company. The house too, and everything you see here—including that drink in your hand. It’s all owned by my publicist’s company.”  
 
    I wasn’t buying it. “You were paid fifteen million dollars for your last movie. It’s public news. You aren’t fooling me.”  
 
    “After taxes I made nine million. And then I had to pay my publicist, my agent, and my manager—they each took ten percent, leaving me with just under six million.”  
 
    “Do you hear that?” I asked, looking around. “I think that’s the sound of the world’s tiniest violin. You do three movies a year.”  
 
    “I’ve only ever done three big studio movies. The rest of the movies I’ve done, I did for free. Some of them I even financed. I can show you my bank account. I have less than a million dollars in savings. That’s a fact.”  
 
    I watched her as she took another long sip from her drink. “Okay, well, what do you want me to say? In that case, I’ll just delete the clip and move on with my life. I’ll forget that I was ever offered $350,000. I’ll just go back to work, making ten grand a year more than people on welfare. That’s what you’re telling me?”  
 
    She took a step closer to me and looked into my eyes. It was hard to believe that she was actually a man. Staring into those eyes, I wasn’t sure I believed it at all. And that grin on her face only made it harder to accept.  
 
    “Look,” I said. “I’ve got to go because I’ve got work in the morning. And if I don’t show up for time, I lose my job, and then I can’t afford to live in my crappy studio apartment. So either you have the money for me, or I’m going to one of my contacts.” 
 
    “One of your contacts?” she asked, still with that grin. “You’ve got lots of contacts? You do this a lot?”  
 
    My heart fizzled down into my stomach and I felt my face turning red. “I mean—one of the people who contacted me about this whole thing. Don’t try to put words in my mouth. Do you have the money or not?” I looked back to make sure the door was within escaping distance.  
 
    “I don’t have the money,” she said. She started walking around me. “But I can get it—probably in a couple of months. I’m being considered for this upcoming Tarantino movie. If I get the role, then I’ll have your cash. But I won’t know for a while still.”  
 
    “Not good enough,” I said. It was probably true that it was just a matter of time before my contacts discovered for themselves that Vanessa had a cock dangling between her legs.  
 
    “Maybe I can tide you over until then—give you something worth more than money,” she said, stopping behind me. She put her drink down on a little side table and then she reached her hands around my body, placing them on my chest. I became tense and cold all over. Her hands were small and soft—not at all like they belonged to a man—and she smelled so nice, like money and cinnamon and flowers.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m making sure you don’t have any recording devices on you. I wouldn’t want to give you something you could actually blackmail me with.” I could hear that grin in her voice. She could probably feel my heart pounding—and she could probably hear it too. She moved her hands down, checking my whole torso for devices in a strangely sensual way. And then she ducked down and checked my legs. She pulled my phone out from my pocket and then she turned it on to make sure it wasn’t set to record—and then she placed it next to her drink on the little side table.  
 
    “I’m not recording any of this,” I said as she brought her hands back up. She cupped my butt cheeks, making me even more tense, and then she reached around and slipped her fingers under my ball sack. I perked up and took in a sharp breath of air, but for some reason I didn’t push her hands away—even though I knew they were male hands.  
 
    She didn’t move them away. Instead, she fondled my cock. “You’re big,” she said. “You could do porn with a cock like this.”  
 
    My face was burning hot. “I really need to go.” 
 
    “Just let me suck your cock,” she said, “and then I’ll get your money in a month. Deal?” It was hard not to push her away from me with a vicious shove, knowing that she was a man and that her cock was only an inch away from my ass, separated only by a couple thin layers of fabric. But it was hard to decline her offer with the sensual way she was rubbing my package. It felt good—too good.  
 
    My body shuddered but I remained unmoved. Her hand slipped down the front of my pants and onto my bare cock. She grabbed it gently and began to massage the length of my shaft. “I’ll take that as a deal,” she said. “Let’s shake on it.” She giggled before giving my cock a gentle shake.  
 
    “I—I really have to be going,” I said. I couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening. A transgender was stroking my bare cock. A man was stroking my bare cock. But also, Vanessa Klein, one of the most famous women on the planet, was stroking my bare cock. And goddamnit, it felt good.  
 
    She took a step closer to me, pressing her pelvis against my bum and her tits against my back. She got a better grip on my cock, which she managed to wrestle out from my pants. I was already hard, getting harder with record speed. I looked down and watched as she pulled back my foreskin and rubbed my bulbous tip. “I can’t believe how big you are,” she said, teasing my length with the tips of her fingers.  
 
    My lips parted to reply, but I had nothing to say. So I just stood there and remained silent. She continued to work my shaft, tightening her grip, pumping a little bit faster. I trembled all over as warm euphoria began to fill my body and tickle my bones. “Faster,” I said. She pumped me faster. “Faster,” I said again. And now she was beating me off with purpose and drive and determination.  
 
    Her lips hovered next to my ear. “You’re so hard,” she whispered. I drew a long, cool breath of air into my lungs. “I want you to come for me. I want you to come all over my brand new marble floor. And then I want you to make me lick it all up.”  
 
    “Okay,” I whimpered. I wasn’t too far away from coming. The tip of my cock was tingling and my legs were shaking. I took another deep breath in and then I closed my eyes. And that’s when I could feel a hard bulge growing against my bum—pushing through her dress and against the back of my jeans. She was either playing a joke on me or she was springing an erection. And I could see both of her hands—one was wrapped around my cock at the other was fondling my ball sack. So the bulge must have been an erection. 
 
    But it didn’t stop me. It didn’t take me out of the moment. I clenched hard but couldn’t stop the eruption of cum that ended up on her marble floor. She squeezed out the last drop from my rod and then she walked around me and got down on her hands and knees. I stared down at her, my heart pounding and body trembling. “Well?” she said without looking at me. So I sunk down to my knees and I grabbed the back of her head. I pushed her head down to the floor and made her lick up my cum. I rubbed her nose in it and then I even used my fingers to wipe a glob off of her cheek and into her mouth.  
 
    She stood up and I saw that huge erect bulge in her dress. She reached up her skirt and tucked it properly into her panties. The bulge was still there but hardly noticeable now. “I’ll see you in a month,” she said before licking her lips.  
 
    I didn’t know how to respond. I wasn’t even sure what had just happened—if it was real or just a wild dream. So I simply turned around and left, getting into my car without looking back.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    When I woke up the next morning, I couldn’t figure out if my strange romp with Vanessa Klein had been real or just some vivid dream. I wouldn’t have believed it if I couldn’t still smell Vanessa’s expensive perfume on the shirt that I’d worn to her house—the shirt that was now on the top of my laundry bin. So it was real: I really got a handjob from one of the biggest celebrities in Hollywood—a girl who was possibly going to win an Oscar and star in a Tarantino movie. And it was also true that I’d gotten a handjob from a transgender—a biological male.  
 
    I spent most of that morning staring in the mirror, trying to figure out why I didn’t stop her. I should have just left as soon as she said she wasn’t going to pay up. I should have just gone to one of my contacts like I usually did, and left the stars out of the equation. Now I had nothing to show for one of the biggest scoops I’d ever come across—nothing but a state of confusion.  
 
    I knew her secret, but now she knew my secret. She knew that I was a colourist and she knew that I was working on her movie. All she had to do was go to our company website and she would see my picture with my name, and she could tell my boss that I was out blackmailing celebrities. I would be without a job—and without a career—before lunchtime.  
 
    I was nervous walking into the office, worried the news had already reached my boss. I stepped through the door slowly, and then I paused as everyone turned to look at me. The room became silent and my heart jumped up into my throat. “What is it?” I asked. My voice was hoarse as if I’d spent the whole previous night screaming at the top of my lungs.  
 
    “What is what?” Alex asked, holding his steaming coffee in his hands. 
 
    A wave of relief washed over me as the men looked back at one another and continued talking. I acted as casual as possible as I sauntered over to the coffee maker to pour myself a coffee.  
 
    “So you were busy last night, huh?” said Sammy. I looked back and realized he was talking to me. 
 
    “Busy?” I said. And my heart found itself back in my throat, pounding ferociously.  
 
    “Did you blackmail her or something?” 
 
    Now my heart was in my stomach, fizzling away in my stomach acid. “W-What?” I said. 
 
    “We got a call from Vanessa Klein’s agent.” He stood up and walked towards me. My body became tense, ready to be grabbed by the collar and shouted at. But instead he walked by me and grabbed the coffee pot, to top himself off. “Apparently Vanessa wants to come by and watch you work. Apparently you ran into her last night and chatted her up pretty good.”  
 
    I remained frozen, still unsure of what was happening. “I did?” I said. 
 
    He laughed. “I don’t know, that’s what the agent said. And apparently you lied to her and said that you were the one colouring the movie. I don’t blame you though—I probably would have said the same thing in your position. And honestly, I don’t mind if you want to take a crack at colouring it. Just don’t fuck it up,” he said. “She’ll be here at noon.” 
 
    My legs were on the verge of collapsing in on themselves. I wasn’t sure if my racing heart could race any longer. Sooner or later it was going to come to a crashing halt. Alex walked over to me and gave me a firm pat on the back. “Good job,” he said. “We could use some celebrity exposure around here.” He went to the coffee pot and topped himself up.  
 
    I excused myself to use the bathroom, and once I was in the bathroom stall, I tried to throw up. I knew the nausea wasn’t going to go away unless I threw up—but I could only gag and cough. Vanessa was teasing me. She was coming by to make my life miserable. She probably wanted to be in the room when my boss found out that I’d been selling private clips to the media. She probably wanted to see my face when I was fired. Was what I’d been doing illegal? Would she bring the police with her? Would I spend time in prison?  
 
    I don’t know why I couldn’t throw up. I splashed some cold water on my face and then I took the elevator down to the first floor where there was a pharmacy. I bought some Pepto-Bismol and some extra-strength Advil. They didn’t have anything for anxiety unfortunately.  
 
    That morning, I was like a hero to all of my co-workers. They were so oblivious to what was really happening. And I wasn’t sure how to play along. I knew Vanessa was just setting me up, so I knew that the more I played along, the more embarrassing the inevitable humiliation would be. But what other choice did I have? If I didn’t play along, they would realize that something was up. I couldn’t let them think that something was up in the off chance that Vanessa wasn’t trying to set me up for an embarrassing failure.  
 
    I was in the colouring suite at noon when there was a knock at the door. I was expecting it to be Alex, telling me that Vanessa was waiting for me in the lobby. So I took a deep breath and I wiped the cold sweat off of my forehead. There was a second knock, which was strange. Usually Alex would just let himself in after a few seconds. “Come in,” I called out. And then I watched as Vanessa slipped into the colouring suite.  
 
    “Well look at you,” she said with that familiar grin. And then she looked up at the screen. “And look at me. So I called it—you really are the colourist and you’re working on my movie.”  
 
    I sprung to my feet. “Come sit down,” I said, wanting her as far away from the door as possible. The room was mostly soundproofed, but I had a feeling Alex and the other guys were probably listening at the door.  
 
    “This is where you work all day? There aren’t any windows. Doesn’t that make you crazy? I heard that people can go crazy if they don’t have windows.”  
 
    “It’s important that there’s no glare on the screen while we’re colouring, and that the room is completely neutral with eighteen-percent grey walls.”  
 
    “I guess there’s more to it than I thought,” she said, taking a seat. She was wearing a tiny dress that seemed even tinier once she was seated with her legs crossed. It was shocking to think that someone hiding a cock could get away with such a short dress. But damn, did that dress ever make her legs look good.  
 
    I cleared my throat. “It’s not a good idea for you to be here,” I said quietly.  
 
    “Why’s that?”  
 
    “Because there are people who know that I have that clip—people who run websites and magazines. They don’t know it’s you in the clip, but they’re out doing everything they can to figure that out.”  
 
    “Well it’s just stupid gossip until they get that clip, and you won’t let that happen, right?”  
 
    A shiver ran down my spine. “I can try, but I can’t make any promises.”  
 
    “Oh, sure you can. Don’t sell yourself so short.” I watched as she reached down and adjusted her tits in the tiny top of her dress. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so I could see her nipples poking out. 
 
    I cleared my throat again. “So are those from, like, hormones, or are they implants?” I asked with the quietest voice I could muster. 
 
    She smiled. “They’re implants. Want to feel them? I think they feel pretty real, but it’s hard to know for sure. No one ever tells me what they really think, but I feel like you’ll be honest with me.” She stood up and walked over and my heart skipped a beat. She bent down and I could see right down the top of her dress. I could see her perky nipples and the perfect curvature of her rack. I reached up slowly and noticed my hands were trembling. I cupped the breasts gently and was shocked by how real they felt. “Well?” she said. 
 
    “They feel real to me,” I said.  
 
    “They weren’t cheap.”  
 
    I took another deep breath. “Why are you doing this?” I said. 
 
    “Doing what?” 
 
    “Ruining my career. I told you that I didn’t have a choice. If you want to go after someone, go after the people who want to publish your clip. I’m just a middleman. If you get me fired, I’m screwed. I don’t have millions of dollars like you.” 
 
    “Whoa, calm down. What are you on about? I’m not here to ruin you. I’m here to watch you work. I’ve always wondered how movies get coloured. I think it’s so interesting.”  
 
    I wasn’t buying it. I knew she was setting me up, I just didn’t know how yet. Maybe she was trying to get me to admit to blackmailing her. Maybe she had a recording device on her. She had her hair tied up into a fancy bun—maybe there was a little camera in that bun. “Show me the recorder. Take it out,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me with a half-smile. “What recorder?” she asked. “I haven’t owned a recorder since the third grade.” 
 
    “Very funny. Show me how you’re recording me right now. You’re not going to get any admission out of me. I’m not blackmailing you. I want that on the record.”  
 
    She shook her head. “You think I’m wired? Go ahead and frisk me. Find the wire.”  
 
    My heart bounced, but I needed to call her bluff. She was up to something. First, I checked her little purse, which had nothing but a few credit cards and her phone. I checked her phone to make sure it wasn’t set to record—and it wasn’t. So if she was recording, she was recording with something attached to her body. 
 
    I carefully reached out and placed both of my hands on her sides. I knew what wireless microphones felt like—I was constantly trying to hide them with artificial shadows while colour correcting movies. I ran my hands down her smooth, curvy sides, and then I reached around her back. Usually the microphone is attached to a small transmitter box, which they often attached to girls’ bra straps. But Vanessa wasn’t wearing a bra, and there were no little boxes.  
 
    But I kept exploring. I reached down around her waist and then I went down to her shoes. I could find nothing. And then I realized she might be hiding something at her package, where she knew I wouldn’t check. She knew I wouldn’t want to touch her cock or balls—but I had to check. I couldn’t let her leave that suite with a recording that could end my career. 
 
    I looked into her eyes. “Go ahead,” she said. “Check between my legs. I don’t mind. Just don’t be mad when you like it.”  
 
    I felt my face becoming warm as I looked back down at her crotch, covered only by the thinnest satin skirt. I reached a hand up. I ran my fingertips over her smooth skin until I found the lacy bulge of her panties. I slipped my fingers awkwardly under that bulge, making sure to check all the crevices, and then I slipped my fingers around her shaft, in case a thin microphone had been taped to her cock. But there was nothing.  
 
    “I told you I was clean,” she said. 
 
    “I had to make sure,” I replied with my voice cracking.  
 
    “But I was recording last night,” she said with a smile.  
 
    I was silent for a moment as that comment sunk in. “You’re lying,” I said.  
 
    She reached out and grabbed her phone. She pressed a few buttons and then I heard my own voice: “I’m just an opportunist. That’s all. Now let’s figure this deal out. If you pay the price, I promise I’ll delete the clip and you’ll never hear about this again.” A coldness overtook my whole body.  
 
    “Now I can take this recording to your boss, or you can pay me $350,000. What’ll it be?” she slowly crossed her legs, revealing that red lacy package for a brief second.  
 
    “I don’t have that kind of money. You know that,” I said through clenched teeth. I felt sick. I wanted to go back in time and never look for that damned clip. I wish I never discovered her secret.  
 
    “But you must have that kind of money. I had one of my people look into you. Apparently you’ve got a pretty nice house in a pretty nice neighbourhood. Word on the street is that you had a super rich uncle kick the bucket, but my guy couldn’t find anything about any uncle of yours—so I’m assuming that money came from clips like the one you have of me. Am I right?”  
 
    I was backed into a corner, desperate for any excuse that would come to my mind—but no excuses came. I was stuck. I had to pay up. But I really didn’t want to. $350,000 was almost half of my bank account. I risked so much making that money. I couldn’t just give it to someone who didn’t need it—someone who already had millions and millions more on the way. “I don’t have it,” I lied.  
 
    “Well maybe we can make a bit of deal. Maybe you can do something else for me in the meantime. For starters, you got me pretty excited when you played with my cock a minute ago.”  
 
    It was a good thing that I was sitting because my legs were now trembling violently. “What are you asking for?”  
 
    “Maybe you could suck me for a bit—make me come. It’s the least you could do after what I did for you yesterday.”  
 
    “I’m not gay,” I said, louder than my voice should have gotten. I quickly looked back at the door to make sure there were no shadows lingering in the slit underneath.  
 
    “I’m not a man,” she said. “Those are your options: lose your job, pay the money, or suck me off.”  
 
    My heart was pounding. I looked down at her crotch and found myself wondering: how bad could it be? It was just another part of her body, no different than her arms or her legs. I’m sure it was clean and it probably smelled just as nice as the rest of her. It would be over in a matter of minutes, and then I could delete that clip and send her on her way—pretend like this whole thing never happened.  
 
    I shook my head and I got down on my knees, in front of the super-famous Vanessa Klein. “Let’s get this over with,” I said, reaching up for her skirt.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    I gently pulled up her skirt and found myself staring at her lacy bulge. It was dark in that room, so I couldn’t make out too much detail—and maybe that was for the best. I found myself looked over at the door constantly, worried Alex or one of the other guys was about to bust in at any moment. Sadly, the doors weren’t equipped with locks. But I was fairly confident the guys would knock before coming in, with Vanessa there. 
 
    I slipped a single finger under that tight lacy strip of fabric and I pulled it aside, letting Vanessa’s cock and balls flop out. It took her shaft a few seconds to unfurl after having been stuffed into a tight lacy dungeon for the past few hours at least.  
 
    The cock wasn’t nearly as intimidating as I was expecting, even though it was big. It helped that she was all shaved and that she smelled like roses, even between her legs. I carefully slipped two fingers underneath her cock and lifted it up. It was surprisingly heavy, and remarkably smooth. I gently pulled back her foreskin and watched as her slick tip emerged. I knew she wanted me to suck her off, but I wasn’t sure how to start—and I still wasn’t sure I really wanted to do it. Maybe paying the money would have been better. Maybe getting fired wasn’t such a bad option.  
 
    “It’s not going to bite,” she said, looking down at me with red cheeks. I was surprised to see that her cheeks were red. Was she feeling vulnerable? She was always so confident, always with that smirk on her face, even when I was threatening to out her to the whole world. I didn’t realize she was capable of feeling vulnerable.  
 
    I took a deep breath and leaned forward. I lifted her limp cock up and slipped it into my mouth. There wasn’t any bad taste, like I was half-expecting. Though my heart wouldn’t stop pounding and my mind wouldn’t stop spinning. I knew that I was sucking a cock, which was something I never wanted to find myself doing.  
 
    I just kept reminding myself: ‘It’s either this or pay nearly half a million dollars.’ So I slipped that cock in further, letting it slide along my tongue. At least she was beautiful. At least she made an extremely convincing woman. At least her fingers felt feminine as they massaged my scalp.  
 
    Suddenly, I could feel throbbing. After a few bobs of the head, I could feel her cock becoming longer and thicker and harder. I could feel the emergence of veins, pressing firmly against the tight skin of her shaft. I could feel her tip swelling and becoming more round. She was getting an erection in my mouth. I suddenly had the urge to gag, but I held that urge back. If she was getting hard, then she was on her way towards ejaculating, and I was on my way towards being finished with this whole nightmare.  
 
    I could suddenly taste a bout of sweetness dribbling out onto my tongue. It was pre-cum, and it tasted surprisingly good. I sucked it down and swallowed it and I kept sucking. Now her cock was too big to fully fit into my mouth, so I used my hand to stroke what wouldn’t fit. She was hard now—as hard as a long chunk of wood. It was hard to bend her, so I just let the tip of her cock press against the roof of my mouth. I gagged every time her hard tip plunged down my throat, but I managed not to choke or throw up at all.  
 
    “You’re good at this,” she said. Her legs trembled momentarily, and then her knees pressed in against my arms. I kept stroking and sucking. I was getting closer—I was almost done, almost free from her blackmail. And sucking cock wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be. It was actually kind of fun in a strange way. It was exciting to think that I was drawing a beautiful celebrity closer and closer to an orgasm. I was about to make her explode—me—the poorly paid colourist. So many men would probably kill to be in my position, on my knees, sucking off one of the most famous women on the planet. 
 
    “I’m going to come,” she said with a strained voice. “I want you to swallow all of it—don’t let any fall out. Don’t waste it. Oh God, it’s coming. Don’t stop—please don’t stop.” My heart started pounding. I didn’t know what to expect. I’d never tasted cum before. What if I couldn’t swallow it? What if I gagged and spat it all up? Would she still let me off the hook? Would she delete that audio recording on her phone?  
 
    She clutched my hair tight and pulled my face in firmly against her pelvis. And then she started to unload, shooting her hot goo against the back of my throat. She groaned and squirmed while I struggled to breathe. I coughed and choked and gagged, but she wouldn’t let up. Some of her cum dribbled out from my mouth and down my chin, but I managed to swallow the rest of it.  
 
    Then she pulled back and looked down at my face. “You missed some,” she said, reaching down and wiping the cum off of my chin and into my mouth. It was a little bit sour, but I liked the taste, so it wasn’t hard to swallow. “Good boy,” she said, bending over and planting a kiss on my forehead. “Now let’s get back to colouring. I just find it so fascinating.” She settled back into her seat and crossed her legs casually as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER X 
 
    I went home that night with no idea of what had happened. I knew that I’d gotten a handjob from Vanessa Klein, and I knew that I’d sucked her off. But I wasn’t sure where that left us. Was I still supposed to expect the $350,000 in return for the clip? Or was she still expecting $350,000 from me in exchange for the damning audio file? Or were we just even now? Was she going to delete that file and was I supposed to delete the clip?  
 
    I found myself pacing in my living room, looking around at all of the things that I wouldn’t own if it wasn’t for my sneaky little side business—all of the things I would lose if I was caught. The entire house would be the first to go, and then my car. I would have to move into a small apartment, which meant I would have to get rid of ninety percent of my things. I would have to cancel my cable subscription, and all of my individual sports subscriptions—you basically need to be a millionaire these days to be able to afford any of that. And then what would I be left with? Nothing. 
 
    A new hard drive came into the office the next morning. It was another big blockbuster, another film staring a budding actress. And I wasn’t behind my desk for ten minutes before I saw what kind of outfits they had her in: little bikinis, lingerie, and the tiniest dresses you can buy without going to specialty stores for strippers. I quickly navigated over to the other folders on the hard drive, and sure enough, they had all of the pre-production content there, including the wardrobe pictures. And in that folder I found pictures of that cute little actresses in the skimpiest lingerie—outfits that never made the cut, probably because they were too racy. Those photos were probably worth at least a few thousand dollars.  
 
    And after a bit more digging I found a whole folder of behind the scenes footage. I went through the footage for an hour and hardly skimmed the surface. I had so much material to work with—surely I would find something worth at least twenty or thirty grand.  
 
    But then I hesitated. Had I not learned my lesson? Had I not already been given a lucky second chance? Did I not deserve to be in prison? How much more of this could I get away with?  
 
    Then, strangely, I found myself searching an old name on Google: Jessica Perkins, my first victim. There weren’t any new news stories on her. The newest I could find was two months old, a story about how she was being admitted into a rehab facility. I suddenly felt sick. Did I do that to her? Of course I did. She was probably a more-or-less normal girl before the whole world saw nude pictures of her. And then she probably had to face her family after that. I couldn’t even imagine how disappointed her father was in her. It wasn’t so crazy to think that I was the one who drove her to drugs.  
 
    And then I searched for Lauren Fox, and the first article I found was about the pussy shot that I’d leaked. The article was literally about how her career went downhill after that day.  
 
    Who did I think I was? Why did I think I had the right to ruin the careers of these girls?  
 
    I pulled my personal computer out from my messenger bag. I opened up the folder where that clip of Vanessa Klein was hiding, and then I deleted it. I didn’t want to be responsible for ruining another life. It wasn’t Vanessa’s fault that I only made around fifty grand a year. It wasn’t her fault that my boss wasn’t paying me more. Hell, it wasn’t even my boss’ fault—that’s just what newbie colourists get paid.  
 
    I sent Vanessa a message, straight to her phone. “I deleted the clip. I deleted it off the hard drive too.” And even though I’d just lost out on the biggest payday of my entire life, I felt good about myself. I felt like for the first time in a very long time, I wasn’t a loser. I wasn’t some slimy little prick, making money by ruining peoples’ lives.  
 
    I finished the work I needed to finish with the newest hard drive and I passed it over to Alex. “It’s all yours now,” I said.  
 
    “That was quick,” he said.  
 
    “I’m trying out a new workflow. I think I’m going to be a lot quicker from now on.” And I was a lot quicker. I just did my job and I never looked into the hard drives that ended up on my desk—no further than I had to. And my bosses took notice. It wasn’t even three weeks later when I found myself with a big raise, and a promotion.  
 
    I was an official colourist with the company. I got to grade a feature all by myself for the first time ever. It was a small movie, but it was a big step in the right direction. And I started thinking of ways I could make even more money, building a colouring rig at my home so that I could take on private clients with small indie films and passion projects. Things were going well for me. I was making money—almost six-figures and climbing—with no guilt attached.  
 
    And then, one month after I deleted that clip, Vanessa Klein came into the office. She locked her gaze with mine as I was sipping my coffee and then a smirk came onto her face. “So it’s been a month,” she said.  
 
    Alex and Sammy were both in the room, staring at the super celebrity with glowing eyes. And I realized she was there to ruin my career with that audio clip—revenge for blackmailing her a month before. She said that she would do it unless I paid up, and I guess she meant it.  
 
    “Can I talk with you in private?” I asked. And I wasn’t sure that she would go into a private room with me to discuss the matter. I had a feeling she was there for the humiliation, and the humiliation would work best with all of my co-workers standing around me.  
 
    “Sure,” she said to my surprise. So we slipped into my colouring suite.  
 
    “Your name is on the door. That’s new,” she said, running her finger along my nameplate.  
 
    “As of last week,” I said.  
 
    “If only they knew what you are really up to in here,” she said with that trademark Hollywood grin.  
 
    “I’m done with that. I really did delete your clip, and lots of other clips—believe me. I probably had a million dollars worth of pictures and clips on my computer. They’re all gone.”  
 
    “Did I give you a good scare?” she asked. 
 
    “I didn’t delete it all because I was scared.”  
 
    “Well that’s nice to hear. I didn’t come here because I want your money, so you can take a breath and relax.” And it was relieving to hear, even though I didn’t fully believe her.  
 
    “So why are you here?” I asked. 
 
    “I just wanted to let you know that I got that role in that Tarantino movie. We start filming in two weeks, in Spain.”  
 
    “That sounds like fun,” I said. I watched her closely, still not convinced she wasn’t recording our conversation.  
 
    “It will be fun,” she said. 
 
    The room became silent. “Is that all you came to tell me?” I asked. “You can check my whole computer for that clip—I really did delete it.” 
 
    She shook her head and laughed. “I believe you,” she said. “I came because, well…” Her cheeks suddenly turned a shade of dark red. “I was about to have some fun at my house last night. I was all alone and I got this new dildo. I tried it out, and it just didn’t feel quite right. It was cold—and there’s nothing worse than something cold up there, if you know what I mean. It’s like having sex with a corpse. And then I went to try again this morning and I just couldn’t get into the mood. And then I remembered that you had a big, hot cock, and I thought: instead of masturbating alone like a loser, maybe I could swing by and you could clean me out with that big warm cock of yours.” She bit down on her bottom lip as her cheeks turned even redder.  
 
    Then she stood up straight, turned around, bent over, and pulled up her skirt, revealing the thin strip of black covering her puckering asshole. And I was hypnotized, drawn in like a moth towards light. How could I say no to such a beautiful woman? And that’s all I could see her as, even though I knew her truth. It didn’t matter. That cock was just another part of her body—no different to me than had there been a dripping pussy between her legs.  
 
    I reached down and fished that cock out from her panties, letting it hang down while I unzipped my fly. I gently felt her soft butt cheeks and then I squeezed them, making them red, digging in my nails. She didn’t flinch. She just wagged her bum like a horny little dog. My cock was getting hard fast—it wouldn’t be long before I was hard enough to stick it into her. 
 
    But I still had some time, so I sunk to my knees and spread her cheeks wide. I bent forward and pressed my lips to her hole and I started licking. Her asshole was perfect. I was able to press my tongue in deep and feel around her anal walls. She squirmed slightly and then let a little giggle slip. “How does it taste?” she asked with a shy voice. 
 
    “Great,” I said. I loved the feeling of her round butt cheeks hugging my face. I got my tongue in as deep as possible and I squirmed it around, getting her moist and ready. I was rock-hard now, but I wanted to taste her tight hole for a minute longer.  
 
    I reached around and grabbed her cock. It was pulsing and warm and it fit perfectly into my grip. I tugged it up and down, feeling it grow and harden. I pulled it back, between her legs, so her tip was just under her puckering hole—and then I licked both. She giggled again. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you so hard,” I said. My face felt hot—my whole body felt hot. I’d never been so charged up in my life. I sprung to my feet and then I rubbed the tip of my dick up and down the crevice of her butt, mopping up some of my warm saliva. “Ready?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ve been ready all morning,” she said. So I pressed my tip against her hole, I pushed, and a moment later, I penetrated. I sunk in deeper and deeper and it wasn’t long before she was groaning and her legs were trebling. I’m not sure how she managed to stand upright in those tiny heels, but she did a good job. I could feel her anal walls throbbing against my cock, begging me to go deeper. So I kept plunging in further until my pelvis was firmly pressed against her soft tush. Then I started pumping her with my raging erection.  
 
    She moaned and I just hoped the room was soundproofed enough so Alex and Sammy wouldn’t hear. I slapped her ass with my pelvis and watched as it turned redder and redder. I reached around and got a good grip on her solid rod. I pumped it aggressively, desperate to make her cum. I had to get her off quickly because I knew I wasn’t going to last long in that tight, warm butthole.  
 
    “Oh God,” she moaned, gripping the edge of my colouring table firmly.  
 
    “You’re so tight,” I said through clenched teeth.  
 
    “You’re so big,” she said. I loved the way her puckering hole felt along my rod. I couldn’t get enough. I wanted more—I needed more. I reached down with my free hand and pressed two fingers into her asshole along with my cock. I wanted to stretch her out. I wanted to make her scream at the top of her lungs.  
 
    She covered her own mouth with her hand to muffle her scream, which was probably for the best. She squirmed and then I felt her cock pulsing. I looked over her shoulder and saw that she was coating my desk with her white goo. Finally, I didn’t have to hold on any longer. I released everything I had and filled her tight hole with my specimen, and then I stumbled back and fell into a chair, out of breath. Her asshole was still agape with my cumshot dribbling out. She looked back at me and giggled.  
 
    “You’re cute,” I said between breaths. 
 
    “You’re big.” And there was that big grin that I was growing to love more and more. “You know, my bed at home is pretty big. If you wanted to sleep in it with me, there’s more than enough room for both of us.”  
 
    My heart sprung up high in my chest. I said, “Sounds great,” before I even thought about the fact that she was a millionaire, or the fact that she wasn’t even a biological woman. None of that mattered to me. I just liked her—regardless of what she had between her legs and regardless of what she had in her bank account.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    COMMISSIONED 
 
    Will is a struggling artist, making ends meet by washing dishes at the Chinese food restaurant on the corner. But after a few months of scrubbing plates for minimum wage he decides it’s time to start taking his artwork more seriously. He starts a website, accepting commissions from anyone who wants them. And the first commission he gets is for a dirty drawing.  
 
    He does the piece, and it isn’t long before that image circulates the web and brings a special kind of traffic to his site. So he creates a fake name and opens up shop. Now, all of his commission requests are on the taboo side of things. But business is business. 
 
    One afternoon, he gets a request from a familiar face: a beautiful girl who lives in his apartment building. She wants a drawing of herself without clothes on. And the reference photo she includes in her request shows an extra appendage that needs to be drawn.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I liked drawing cute cartoon pictures. I wanted to draw cute cartoon pictures for a living, but sadly there wasn’t a lot of money in the cute cartoon pictures business—especially not when it came to original content.  
 
    But I tried anyway, spending weeks making a professional website, signing up for an ad service, hoping I would get enough web traffic to pay my bills. But after four months with my website up and running, I’d only made $16, and I had to make over $20 for the ad service to send me my first cheque. It turns out, making a living off of cute cartoon picture website isn’t quite so easy.  
 
     I needed money, so I got a job washing dishes at a Chinese food restaurant on the same block as my apartment. The first day on the job wasn’t so bad; my boss told me I could bring an iPod and headphones in to work, and I would get a free meal four hours into my shift. My second day on the job wasn’t quite so relaxing. My boss got fired and the new boss had new rules: no iPods, no free meals. I lost five bucks off of my paycheque for every smoke break I took, so my new adjusted hourly wage was something like six bucks an hour—not worth standing on my feet for eight hours while being yelled at by grouchy chefs. But I needed the money, so I stuck it out for the next three months. 
 
    And then I found myself with a sort of PTSD, afraid to leave my apartment for work every afternoon. As I would walk towards my front door, my hands would start to tremble and a nausea would fill my gut. I was constantly dreading spending eight hours in that dimly lit kitchen, surrounded by all of that horrible negative energy. I didn’t want to scrub dishes—I wanted to draw cute cartoon pictures.  
 
    So I started looking into artist jobs. I figured drawing for someone else wouldn’t be so bad. Sure, it wasn’t my dream job of drawing original content, but it would beat the hell out of washing dishes. Though no one was hiring. I even went to the animation studio downtown and dropped off my resume, which had instructions on how to access my extensive portfolio. But the receptionist who took the resume just laughed. “What is it?” I asked, feeling the colour drain from my face. 
 
    “I’ll pass it along,” she said. And I never figured out why she laughed. I assumed it was me—maybe there was something on my face, like dried toothpaste, or maybe my suit wasn’t as flattering as I thought it was. But after I got home and had a good look in the mirror, I figured it was probably just the reality of the gig. She probably wanted to be an animator and not a receptionist. Guys probably came in every single day with resumes and portfolios.  
 
    Searching online, the only artist jobs I could find required a minimum of four years of school and six years of professional experience. I didn’t have the money for school and I apparently had no way of getting professional experience without going to school. And even if I did manage to muster up enough money for a degree, I would still need to figure out how to overcome the minimum six years of professional experience hurdle. It seemed impossible, yet those job postings were being taken down within days of going up, so there were people out there who had it figured out. I just wasn’t one of them. 
 
    So I kept washing dishes. I kept dreading every new day. That nausea kept flowing into my gut every time I paid my bills and watched as my bank account drained back to empty, as if I hadn’t spent a single day in that damned kitchen, even though that’s where I was spending half of my waking life.  
 
    And then I got a message in the e-mail inbox I set up just for my website—my first message after six months of going live. “Do you do commissions?” the anonymous asker asked.  
 
    I didn’t know anything about doing commissions, though some of the big artists I admired did commissions for lots and lots of money. “I do. What do you need?” I replied as quickly as I could, as if I was worried the person would find another artist if I didn’t reply quickly enough.  
 
    “How much?” was his or her reply, an hour later.  
 
    And I found myself pacing back and forth, trying to figure out my own rate. After ten minutes of this, I returned to my keyboard. “It depends on what you would like,” I wrote.  
 
    “I want you to draw a picture of this girl I go to school with. But I want you to draw her naked, in your anime style.” The request rubbed me the wrong way in more ways than one. First of all, my style wasn’t ‘anime’. It had a bit of anime influence, but every cartoonist since the 90s had a bit of anime influence. My style was far more western than anime—but that’s beside the point. The big concern with the request was what he wanted: a naked picture of a girl in his class. What if she was underage? Is it illegal to draw a naked underage cartoon girl? Is it illegal to draw someone naked without their consent? Maybe not illegal, but certainly amoral… 
 
    I assumed I was dealing with a fourteen year old kid who had maybe twenty bucks in his bank account at the most, so I replied, “I could do that for about $200.”  
 
    “Sure,” he replied to my surprise. “Can I transfer the money to this e-mail?” 
 
    My fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling slightly. “Sure,” I wrote. And then twenty minutes later, my e-mail inbox dinged with a money transfer for $200. And a minute after that, there was another e-mail from the anonymous commissioner. It had a file attached: a picture of a young woman who could have been anywhere from fifteen to twenty years old. She was in a bathing suit, sitting on a beach. The image gave me chills, until I ran it through a reverse image search and found the girl’s Facebook page.  
 
    Her name was Danica Moore and she had just turned eighteen. She was a cute young lady with big eyes and long blonde hair. I flicked through her pictures, trying to create a mental image of the naked cartoon I would be turning her into.  
 
    An eerie buzzing overwhelmed me as I opened up a Photoshop file, ready to sketch out some ideas on my tablet. I wasn’t rushing this job—two hundred bucks was more than I made in two full nights washing dishes. This felt like my big break, even though I wasn’t comfortable with the idea of drawing naked ladies for hire. I’d never even drawn naked people before. An artist friend of mine was always begging me to go to figure drawing classes with him, but I’d always hated the idea of having to draw nudes.  
 
    But for two hundred bucks, I would have drawn anything.  
 
    I did about eight different sketches before I settled on a pose that I liked. I lowered the opacity of my sketch layer and I created a new layer, ready to do my inking. I had the picture of the barely legal teen up on a separate monitor. In the picture I was drawing, she was holding her bikini top out at her side with a single finger, and her bottoms were down around her ankles. She had her legs closed because I really didn’t want to be drawing stranger’s pussy, and she had her free arm covering her tits. I was halfway through inking when I realized this drawing was no good. 
 
    I mean—it was good. It was some of the better ink work I’d ever done, in my opinion. But my commissioner wasn’t going to like it. He wanted a naked picture of his classmate, and my drawing may have been naked but she was just as covered up as she was in the bikini reference photo. So I went back to making sketches. Now I was purposely making myself uncomfortable, drawing this Danica chick with her hands on her hips and her legs spread out wide. And each sketch was becoming more and more lewd.  
 
    As a joke more than anything, I sketched a version where she was on her back with her hands being held at her sides by an octopus that was coming out from the ocean. That same octopus was holding her legs open, so her pussy was agape. The picture made my heart stammer, but I knew deep down inside that this was the kind of picture my client was looking for. So I lowered the opacity and created a new layer, ready to ink.  
 
    And when it came to inking her tits and her pussy, my heart stared pounding ferociously—and it happened again when it came to colouring. I didn’t feel so good about myself when I flicked through Danica’s Facebook page and found a good picture of her with her mouth open: the closest photo I could find to an ‘orgasm face’. I used that photo as a reference as I zoomed in on my cartoon’s face and made sure the likeness was obvious. I was actually shocked by how impressive my likeness was.  
 
    Though I wasn’t sure if I was proud of myself as I sent the finished artwork back to my client. My heart was racing all night as I waited for him to reply. I couldn’t sleep, even though I knew that he was sleeping. I didn’t send the artwork until 4:00 AM—surely he hadn’t been waiting up for it. I never even told him that I would get to working on it straight away.  
 
    I was exhausted and running on nothing but coffee when my e-mail inbox finally dinged with a new message. I ran over to my computer and opened it quickly, desperate for my client’s approval. And I got it. “She’s so sexy,” he said. “And I love the squid. You’ve got a really dirty mind. Good job. Feel free to post it on your site.” First of all, it wasn’t a squid, it was an octopus. Second of all, I didn’t have the dirty mind—he was the one who paid two hundred dollars for a picture of his crush without clothes on. And finally, of course I wasn’t going to post pornography on my site. My head was already spinning as I tried to think of a way to tell him not to credit me if he was going to go around showing off the artwork. I didn’t want to be associated with it, even though it was one of the best pictures I’d ever drawn in terms of technical detail.  
 
    I actually liked the picture, even though I got goose bumps looking at it. It was cute and sexy and the composition and line work and colours were all good. It was almost a shame I couldn’t post it on my website.  
 
    But the commission gave me a renewed spark—the inspiration I needed to continue working on my craft, to improve my artwork and grow my portfolio. I knew I needed to spend more of my free time working towards being an artist, and the lewd commission was just the kick in the ass that I needed. So after a few hours of sleep, I sat down at my desk and started to work on some new pieces.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I used that two hundred dollars to upgrade my tablet. I’d been drawing on that same little tablet for five years, so the upgrade was a welcomed one, though it took me a few days to get used to the new larger surface. I posted some more photos on my website: drawings of dogs and characters from my favourite movies and TV shows. Over the next week, I added eight new pieces to my website, but my site’s traffic didn’t change. I was still only getting a handful of visitors every day.  
 
    So I tried branching out a little bit, looking into what other successful artists were drawing, and then going to draw the same things. I drew a series of video game characters—video games that I’d never played before because I didn’t own any video game machines. The pictures brought in more traffic than ever before, though they also brought along a slew of comments in my e-mail inbox: “That’s not what Mercy looks like! That’s not an Alistar pose!” I realized quickly that I was working out of my element. But at least I was on the right track.  
 
    I discovered a forum full of professional artists. There were lots of good discussions about how to increase traffic. Many of the artists were doing guest drawings for each other’s websites. “If you draw my character, I’ll draw yours.” So I threw one of my original characters into the ring and asked, “Does anyone want to draw my character? I’ll happily draw yours!” But my post got no replies, as if no one liked my characters. And it didn’t take me long to realize what was lacking with my characters: big tits, small waists, and lots of skin.  
 
    The successful artists were all drawing borderline pornography: slutty girls with large breasts and weapons that were unrealistically big. It seemed so lazy and uninspired, yet they were all bragging about how much money they were making with ad revenue and commissions.  
 
    On that forum was a section that was labelled ‘NOT SAFE FOR WORK’, where artists posted their legitimately pornographic pictures. The quality of artwork in this section was far lower than the quality in the other sections—yet for some reason, the posts got far more views. I was shocked as I looked down through some of the submissions. The body proportions were terrible—and I don’t just meant the tits. Arms and legs were all the wrong size. Heads were awkwardly large or hilariously small, and facial features were never quite right. I had the sudden urge to post the drawing of Danica, to show all of these amateurs what a real naked drawing should look like. 
 
    So I created a new account with a fake name and I posted the picture. My heart was pounding as I went to click on the ‘submit’ button. I was terrified someone would link that picture to my other work based on my style alone. But I knew that was a stupid worry, seeing as my other work had hardly been seen by anyone.  
 
    It was only a minute later when the first comment appeared: “Wow! This is amazing!” And then the comments started rolling in like a tidal wave. “So sexy!” “What programs do you use?” “Where did you learn to draw like this?” “Do you have a YouTube channel? Where can I see your tutorials?” I had to admit, it felt good, even though more than half of the comments were just ogling the drawing’s cartoon titties and plump pussy. “You’re amazing,” was probably my favourite of the comments posted that night.  
 
    And then I woke up the next morning to a new e-mail in my inbox. “I saw your octopus picture and was wondering if I could order a commission,” said the sender—a guy named Lewis.  
 
    My heart pounded into my ribcage for a moment and then it plunged down into my gut as I remembered that the only way this guy could have gotten my e-mail was on my website, which meant that somehow that octopus picture had been linked to my website, where I had my real name and my real picture posted in the ‘about the artist’ section. “No, no, no,” I said, suddenly worried that I’d accidentally posted that picture with my actual account on that website. I hurried over and looked and saw that I had in fact used my anonymous account.  
 
    And then I found myself scrolling down the comments, to see if someone had made the connection and posted a link to my website, but there were no outing comments. So how did this guy get my e-mail? “Where did you see the picture?” I asked him before getting any more details about his commission.  
 
    It was around noon when he finally replied. “On Hentai Foundry,” he said. First, I squirmed at the thought that my drawing had been posted on a website called Hentai-Anything. It wasn’t Hentai—it wasn’t anime—but that wasn’t my big concern. My concern was that my personal website was apparently being advertised on a website devoted to pornographic cartoons. I rushed over to the website and found myself searching through pages and pages of new art submissions. I finally found my octopus drawing on the twenty-fifth page. And it had 86,000 views and 926 comments. And next to the picture was a link to my website. I was suddenly frozen, my jaw trembling. A part of me was excited—in a matter of days, a photo I drew had been seen by nearly one hundred thousand people. But on the other hand, nearly one hundred thousand people had seen a pornographic picture I drew, and many of them had probably gone to my website and saw a picture of me, next to my name. 
 
    I squirmed and fought back the urge to throw up on my keyboard. I navigated over to my website and checked into how much traffic I’d gotten over the past few days—and I had thousands and thousands of hits. A reverse image search of the octopus picture brought up tons of results; it had been shared on tons of websites: Twitter, Facebook, Pinterest, and so on. It had even found its way onto a few porn sites. It would take weeks to contact all of those sites to have the photo removed. Hell, it would probably spread faster than I could remove it.  
 
    I was screwed. It was just a matter of time before word got back to my family that I was drawing disgustingly pornographic images of barely teenaged girls being held down by slimy sea creatures.  
 
    The only idea I had was to change the details on my website. Come up with a fake name, put up a fake picture, and take down all of my serious artwork—which was all of it. So that’s what I did. I spent the next few hours recreating my website, making it look completely different so that it would never be linked back to me. I deleted all of my work and then I uploaded that single picture that I’d done as a commission. I finally finished the redesign around midnight.  
 
    An e-mail dinged in my inbox. “So are you able to do a commission for me or not?” asked Lewis, that same inquirer. 
 
    “What do you need?” I replied.  
 
    “I took this picture of my stepsister playing with a dildo. She doesn’t know I took it. I thought it would be cool if you recreated it in your style. Attached are a few pictures of her face, and a picture of her naked (she also doesn’t know I took that photo). Thanks!” 
 
    The request made me cold and terribly uncomfortable. A tingling ran down my spine as I looked at the pictures. The guy’s stepsister was sexy, but that didn’t make the photos any less creepy. I found myself wondering if I was breaking the law by just having the pictures on my hard drive. Was I supposed to report this to the police?  
 
    “My rate for this would be $300,” I replied, hoping he would decline. But instead of replying, he sent over the money in an e-mail transfer. And then I found myself with a cold dread churning in my gut. What was I agreeing to? What was I becoming?  
 
    I drew the picture. I made sure it was perfect and I made sure the girl’s likeness was spot on. And once I sent the picture over, I deleted all of the source material and I even deleted the e-mails from Lewis. I didn’t want that shit on my hard drive, in case it was illegal somehow.  
 
    Lewis sent back an emoji with hearts beating out of its eyes. I guess he was a satisfied customer. And now I had a second piece up on my website, another piece to draw in the perverted minds and their big wallets.  
 
    It was only three days later when I got another request: a guy who wanted me to draw his childhood female best friend wearing nothing but see-though lingerie while touching herself between her legs. I did the picture and I found myself with another satisfied customer. It was only a month later when I realized I was making more money with my commission work than I was making at my job washing dishes—so I quit the dishwashing job, ready to tackle my new fulltime job: drawing pornographic cartoons for horny men. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It wasn’t my dream gig, but it wasn’t bad either—and it wasn’t just drawing pictures of unsuspecting girls. Sometimes guys just wanted to see their favourite movie characters drawn with big exposed tits and dripping pussies. Sometimes they wanted to see book characters or video game characters, and sometimes they just wanted to see no girl in specific. “Please draw a blonde with two dildos inside of her pussy,” was one of the more tame ones I got.  
 
    Lots of guys wanted me to draw them with their dream girl—usually a crush from their school, but sometimes a famous actress. I even did a drawing for a young gay man, who wanted a drawing of his buff football idol masturbating in the shower. It wasn’t the most fun six hours of my life, etching out the abs and muscles and a big veiny cock, but I couldn’t turn down the $250 he was willing to pay.  
 
    The weirdest requests I got were from the Furries. They wanted pictures of animals fucking one another, and I turned most of these requests down. But I couldn’t turn down the one guy who offered me six hundred bucks for a picture of a humanoid cat sucking off a humanoid dog. That picture didn’t end up on my website.  
 
    But I posted most of the commissions on my website. Sometimes people just wanted the images for themselves, not to be shared with the world. Other times, people begged me to post their commissions. It was only a month before my website looked like it had been around for years, with pages and pages of sexy drawings. And I was making a decent living, though I was constantly afraid that the market would eventually move onto a new artist, leaving me unemployed and poor and desperate for work.  
 
    It was a quiet Friday night when I got a commission from a girl named Tae. “Hey there! I’ve been watching your website for weeks now and I really like your style—it’s so cute! I was wondering if you could draw me. What would that cost?”  
 
    She was a cute girl—I could tell by the little avatar that was attached to her e-mail client. I clicked on that little avatar and found myself looking at her Google Profile, which had a few different pictures of her. She seemed so innocent, always wearing cute little dresses, sometimes wearing chokers, always with her hair and makeup done up as if she was going to some big event like a wedding. She had a nice smile—and she was my first ever female client. I thought it was strange that someone would want to have themselves sexualized in cartoon form, and then I realized that she never explicitly asked for her commission to be without clothes. Maybe she just wanted a nice picture of her at the beach wearing a little sundress. “My rates depend on what you need exactly. Usually for a simple full-body, coloured character, I charge $200. Some people are just okay with sketches. So for a sketch, I only charge $70. But that price can vary depending on how detailed your request is.”  
 
    “It doesn’t need to be too detailed,” she replied quickly. “But I would like a full-body coloured character. I don’t mind paying the $200.”  
 
    “Do you have a picture or pictures for reference? What kind of pose would you like your character in?”  
 
    “I’ll let you decide that. I’ll send some pictures over in a bit, once I’m on my computer. I’m out right now and I don’t have any good shots on my phone.”  
 
    “No worries. I can start on it tomorrow morning,” I said. And then I went to bed, not thinking any more about work for the day. My hand was sore from a long day of drawing. It had been a couple of days since I’d gotten a commission, so I was filling my spare time by drawing popular characters and posting them around the Internet, trying to draw more and more traffic towards my site. I was getting a few thousand hits every single day, and making about twenty bucks a day in ad revenue.  
 
    And when I woke up, I saw that my first female client had sent me the money and the photos that I could use as reference for her commission. I looked through the first few. The first was a picture of her and some friends and a park, all smiling for the camera. It was a good photo to highlight her soft facial features and her impressive eyes and dark eyelashes. The next shot was of her at her prom, wearing a little red dress. It was a good photo to gauge her thin figure and her curvy hips. She had the perfect figure for a sexy cartoon—I could already tell that her image was going to be a hit. 
 
    The third picture was seemingly more professional, taken with a nice camera and a nice lens, with a nice backlight and a fill light and a key light. It was either her foray into modelling or it was a sort of corporate photo shoot and her boss let her wear a tiny white dress, black stockings, and white heels. She was cute in the photo—and I’d seen the photo before on her Google profile.  
 
    And the final photo made my heart stop beating for a moment. She was naked, on her bed with her legs crossed. Her cheeks were dark red and she shyly stared into the camera. And flipped up against her flat abdomen was a rock hard cock: thick and tall and practically throbbing out of my screen. I took a sharp breath in as a cold tingle crawled down my spine.  
 
    She wasn’t a she at all—she was a trap, a tranny, a shemale, and a convincing one at that. I looked away from my screen, feeling strangely gross and perverted. But I’d already accepted her money transfer. I had to do her commission.  
 
    So I took a deep breath and forced myself to look back at the picture. I thought maybe I was being pranked—maybe the cock was fake, either put on in Photoshop, or a prosthetic. But I looked closer at the image and could see no signs of manipulation, and no signs of latex or silicone. It looked as real as real can get. I opened up the photo’s metadata and saw that it was taken just the night before, probably minutes before she sent it to me to use as reference.  
 
    So she did want a naked photo. She wanted me to draw her as a cartoon with a big, throbbing cock. And I wanted the money, so I got started with my sketches. 
 
    With each sketch, I saved the cock for last. And when I went to draw the cock, my hand would start to tremble. It seemed so wrong and so unnatural. I felt like such a degenerate. I stopped multiple times and considered sending her back her money. But I bit down on my tongue and carried on. I just had to finish it. It wasn’t any weirder than the Furry drawings I’d done, or some of the perverted bestiality pictures I’d hesitantly drawn. In fact, this was much more tame, so there was no reason for my heart to be so wild.  
 
    Even though I really didn’t want to look at that naked shot any more than necessary, I had to constantly refer back to it to make sure I was getting the details right. She had a little birth mark on her inner thigh that I felt was important to capture for the sake of likeness, and then she had a little bellybutton ring, which was also in a few of her photos on her Google profile.  
 
    And it was while I was zoomed in on her face that I noticed something in the background: a building that looked awfully familiar. I swung my head back and looked out my own window and saw that same building.  
 
    Tae lived in the same building as me. And judging by the angle on that building, she was only a few floors higher than me. I rushed out onto my balcony and looked up. There were only four balconies above me—one of them belonged to the well-hung girly girl who was commissioning me. My heart stuttered and coughed and I found myself back in my apartment, now with all of my curtains drawn shut and my door locked with the deadbolt and with the chain.  
 
    I approached my computer slowly and cautiously. What if she already knew who I was? She said she’d been following my website for weeks—had she been following since before I changed my personal info? And when I accepted her money transfer, did the bank tell her my real name? Did it tell her that her transfer was accepted by someone in the very same city as her?  
 
    I picked the best sketch out of the various options: a sketch of her on her knees, straddling a giant carrot while wearing nothing but a choker and bunny ears. She was reached a carrot down with one hand and rubbing it against her erect cock. I figured she would like it because it was almost Easter, and her nickname on her Google profile was ‘BunnyGirl66’. 
 
    I coloured it and sent it off, praying that I would be done with her, and that I would never have to think about her again. It was only an hour later when she sent a very nice thank you message. “You’re so talented and I just love your work so much. Thank you so much for this—it really means so much, and I really love it.” It was more sincere than most of the thank you messages I got, but that didn’t make the job any less awkward. In fact, it made it more awkward because she added a PS at the bottom of her message. “I really hope you’re happy with this piece. I’d love to see it on your website.” And now I felt obligated to put the picture up on my portfolio. I didn’t want to hurt her feelings and make her think that I was disgusted by her body. 
 
    I waited a day, hoping I would forget all about it, but when I woke up the next morning, I only felt more obligated to post the photo with the rest of my work. I knew that it was probably going to get a lot of put-off comments, and it might even make a few of my followers click the ‘unfollow’ button. But in my heart I felt like it was the right thing to do. So I posted it.  
 
    And to my surprise, it got more likes in the span of twenty-four hours than any other photo I’d ever posted. The first comment that appeared was, “This is the hottest picture you’ve ever drawn. More like this please.” And my heart stuttered again. People loved the photo. People actually liked the fact the girl had a massive cock. Another comment read, “Please tell me this is a real person, and please give me her digits. I want to take her out on a date. I’ll treat her so nicely! Please!” And there were plenty more comments just like that one. I couldn’t believe what I was reading.  
 
    I made more money in ad revenue that day than ever before. And I was starting to worry that I’d found myself a new niche.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It was a few days later, while waiting for a new commission to come in, that I decided I would draw another female character with a special endowment between her thighs. This time I drew a girl on her knees, looking back at the audience. She was pushing her cock back between her legs, pointing it at the audience. It was a surprisingly challenging drawing, getting the dimensions and the perspective all correct. But the final product turned out nicely, and it got a flurry of likes on my website.  
 
    The next submission that came in was from a guy who wanted me to draw his wife with a cock. He was e-mailing me from an anonymous e-mail he’d created specifically for that commission. I accepted and managed to finish in just four hours. His wife was pretty cute, and it was exciting when he sent the naked picture of her over, which he had of course done without her permission.  
 
    He e-mailed me back a few hours later to tell me that he’d jerked off to the picture I’d drawn for him. I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or a reason to block him from my e-mail account. The same guy e-mailed the next day and asked if he could buy another piece, again of his wife, again giving her a cock. This time he wanted a shot of her sucking herself off, so that’s what I drew him. And once again, he let me know that he’d jerked off to the photo. And I found myself thinking: he must have a lot of money if he’s willing to pay hundreds of dollars just to get off. But I was happy to take his money.  
 
    For the first time in my life, I had enough money for a car. Nothing fancy—just something used for a couple grand. It was a little Honda that I’d found on a classifieds website. I called for the elevator and then I pulled out my phone as one does when they’re waiting for an especially slow elevator. The door opened and I stepped inside without looking up—it was rare that there was anyone in the elevator during working hours. And then I bumped into a young woman. “Sorry,” she said, hopping out of the way. 
 
    I perked up. “No, I’m sorry,” I said, slipping my phone into my pocket while looking up. And then I found myself staring into the eyes of Tae, the trap from the commissioned cartoon drawing. I froze and stuttered. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head slowly. “Yeah,” I finally managed to say.  
 
    She smiled and then looked away. And I looked away too, but no matter where I looked, I could see her because the walls of that elevator were mirrors. She was wearing a tiny white dress and brown strappy heels. The short skirt of her dress hardly covered her ass—and I knew how big her cock was. If it were to slip out from her panties, that skirt wasn’t going to do anything to keep it hidden. I coughed while trying to clear my throat, and then she looked at me again, still with that cute smile—the same cute smile I’d drawn on that lewd image.  
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” she asked.  
 
    I nodded my head quickly. “I’m totally fine. I’m fine. Yeah.” I forced a smile and felt my face turning red. It was strange, seeing someone in person for the first time after having seen them naked. It was like seeing a pornstar in person—except this pornstar had spoken with me. Our interaction was short and to the point, but it was still an interaction. And she had no idea that she was standing next to the man who had drawn her big, veiny cock.  
 
    She smelled nice—like the cute perfumes you smell when passing lingerie stores. She had her toenails painted to match her dress, and I could see the slight bulge of her bellybutton ring poking out from her dress. She had a nice figure, and a really nice tush. It was amazing to think that a biological man could have curves and a tush like that. 
 
    The elevator door finally opened and I let her go first, so that she wouldn’t see the beads of cold sweat that were tickling the back of my neck. I was too afraid to move. The elevator doors ended up closing and I ended up rising up to the ninth floor before I even realized I was supposed to exit the elevator.  
 
    That night, after I’d purchased my car and made my way back home, I went to my computer and I pulled up that old e-mail from Tae, so I could look again at those photos she sent—the photo with the big, erect cock in particular. I looked closely at her face, to make sure I had the right person—and I was certain that I did. And then I looked at that cock again, trying to convince myself that it wasn’t real—that it was just really good Photoshop. But it looked real, and I did most of my work in Photoshop so I knew what I was looking for.  
 
    I ran a reverse image search of my cartoon drawing of Tae on Google, and that’s how I found Tae’s account on a sex fantasy website. It was a site where horny boys and girls post pictures of themselves with their faces blurred, and then they write about their sexual fantasies. Tae’s face was blurred on the website, so I was impressed that Google was able to match it to the picture she sent me, with her face as clear as ever. I read her post. 
 
    “I just want a man to pull me aside, rip off my panties, and fuck me without a condom, like a little ragdoll. I don’t even want him to say anything—not even an introduction. I don’t think it’s a rape fantasy, because I would be so much more than willing,” she wrote. My heart fluttered while reading it. She had hundreds of replies from men who wanted to make her fantasy come true—men who would never actually see her in real life; and if they did, they would have no idea. None of them seemed to mind her cock. In fact, many of them wrote about how they wanted to jerk her off while fucking her tiny asshole.  
 
    I found myself once again looking at that lewd image. I looked as closely as I could at that cock, and then a loud knocking brought me directly to my feet, perked up and heart racing. There was someone at my door—probably my landlord coming to tell me he needed to turn the water off for an hour or something. 
 
    I took a deep breath and started towards the door. And then I realized I had a massive erection from staring at Tae’s beautiful naked body and reading her naughty sexual fantasy. I stopped and stared down at the large bulge and then I quickly reached down and wrestled it into the waistband of my pants. Even my heart was trembling. I was a horny mess, but why? I didn’t like cocks. I didn’t like men. And Tae was just a man in women’s clothing. She had some subtle tits, probably from taking lots of hormones, but that didn’t make her a woman, did it? I mean—she still had a cock—surely that made her more masculine than her tits made her feminine, right?  
 
    I opened the door and then an icy blast clenched at my chest. Standing before me was Tae. She was smiling with her hands clasped at her waist, holding a white plastic bag. She was wearing a cute skirt that flared out to her sides, and it hardly covered much at all. I tried to keep my eyes up, away from the skin of her smooth thighs.  
 
    “Sorry to bother you,” she said, with her impressive voice. But that voice wasn’t perfect—maybe just because I knew her reality. It had a bit of a rasp, which any woman could have had I suppose—but I just knew that her rasp came from her Adam’s apple. “I have a bit of a weird question to ask. Can I borrow some water?”  
 
    I still couldn’t will my lips to open enough to respond. I could hear my own heart racing. I was staring at a woman who had sent me a picture of her exposed cock. I managed to cough and then I managed to clear my throat and then I managed to shake my head. “Um, sorry—you want to borrow some water?”  
 
    “I should say boiling water. The electricity is out up above this floor and they don’t know when it’ll be back. I need to boil some noodles for my dinner.” She pulled the bag of spaghetti noodles out from her plastic bag.  
 
    And I stuttered again. “Um—uh—yeah—uh—sure, come on in,” I said, moving aside. She smiled as she brushed by me, and I caught a whiff of that amazing perfume. My legs trembled slightly and my heart fluttered. With every step she took, her skirt bounced just a little bit, and just enough that I could make out the bottom cusp of her perky ass. But I forced myself to look away, knowing that ass technically belonged to a man. Female hormones won’t do anything to change an ass, and I don’t think Tae had undergone any surgeries, especially not on her behind.  
 
    She stopped in my hallway and looked around. And that’s when I realized I had one of my cartoons up on the wall, right next to her head. It wasn’t one of my sexy lewd cartoons, but it was a cartoon in my style—and Tae had supposedly been following me for quite some time, more than long enough to be able to recognize my style.  
 
    But she didn’t look at that picture—not yet. “Which way is the kitchen?” she asked, as I continued to stand next to the door, holding it open as if I was waiting for more people to come inside. I had to strain in order to break free from my paralysis.  
 
    “To your right,” I said before clearing my throat. So she turned to her right, away from that framed cartoon on the wall. I ran up and pulled it down. I quickly tossed it onto the bed in my bedroom and then I closed that door. Then I realized she was now in my kitchen, which was right next to my office. Had I closed my office door? Had I left that picture of her up on my computer? I sprinted over to catch up to her and I saw that my office door was open and that picture was still up on my monitor. But she hadn’t noticed. Her back was to that office door. So I threw myself past her and I slammed that door shut before she had a chance to see into that room. Now my heart was really pounding, trying to break through my ribs. A nausea churned in my gut.  
 
    She turned and looked at me. “Sorry. Am I in your way?” she asked with wide eyes that were amazingly cute.  
 
    “No, not at all,” I said. I slipped a hand behind my head and felt the sweat on the back of my neck. Maybe I should have told her my stove wasn’t working. Maybe I should have just told her I wasn’t comfortable with strangers in my house. Now, I was a paranoid wreck, darting my gaze in every direction, worried one of my drawings was out and about to give me away. Or what if she already saw that drawing on my wall? What if she saw into my office, and now she was just playing it cool? No, no—if she saw a picture of her naked body on my office computer, she wouldn’t still be standing in my kitchen, about to boil some noodles. She would be gone—on her way to the police station to get a restraining order.  
 
    I smiled and watched her and then I realized I was being a creep, standing quietly with her in the kitchen. So I backed off. “If you need anything, just ask. I’ll be cleaning up,” I said. And then I started scouring my house for more of my cartoons. I had a few enlargements up in the living room, which I took down. And I had one in my bathroom, which I also took down, just in case she asked to use my toilet.  
 
    It was actually a good opportunity to get my apartment tidied up. It had been a few days since I’d gone through and straightened my throw pillows, made my bed, swept the floors. I felt a bit like a wasp, buzzing around through my own house, desperately trying to distract myself from the beautiful shemale standing in my kitchen. I hated that she was beautiful. I hated that I knew she was a man. 
 
    I kept finding myself looking over in her direction, looking down at that little skirt of hers. As I dropped to my knees to sweep the dirt into the dustpan, I got a better angle up her tiny skirt. I could see the red tinge of her panties. But I couldn’t spot the bulge, which I knew was there. 
 
    Unless this girl was just a doppelganger. Maybe she just looked a lot like the chick who commissioned me. Maybe she was a sister—and maybe that building in the background of that photo was actually different. There were lots of buildings that looked the same in my town. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said from across my apartment. 
 
    “It’s Tae,” she said.  
 
    “Will,” I said. My voice cracked as I said it. So it was her. The name couldn’t have been a coincidence. I couldn’t believe in a coincidence that wild. “How are those noodles coming?” I asked awkwardly. 
 
    “Another five minutes and I’ll be out of your hair,” she said with her big cute smile. 
 
    And then I remembered her post on that fantasy website: her dream of being grabbed by a man and being fucked like a little ragdoll. If I grabbed her now and bent her over and fucked her, would she like it? Or was that just her being slutty on the Internet?  
 
    “Where’s your strainer?” she asked, bending over to check in my bottom cupboards. I could see her whole tush now—the soft skin of that perfect ass. Her cheeks were so round that they swallowed up the red strip of her panties, making it look like she was wearing nothing at all. And now, I could see a bit of bulge. Nothing damning, but I knew what I was looking at.  
 
    “It’s, uh, just in that bottom cupboard, to your left,” I said, knowing it was actually up above. But she had to bend even further to check that bottom cupboard. I watched as her bum swayed gently as she managed to keep her balance in her little heels. And once again I found myself fantasizing about going up behind her, ripping off her panties, and sticking my still-erect cock in her ass. 
 
    My cock hadn’t relaxed since I’d been looking at that picture. I couldn’t get the image of her naked body out of my head.  
 
    She stood up and looked at me. “It’s not there—unless I’m looking in the wrong spot.” 
 
    So I went into the kitchen. “Let me look.” I sunk down to the bottom drawer and pretended to spend a few seconds looking around. “You’re right. I must have misplaced it.” So I started looking through other cupboards, squeezing a few in before reaching the cupboard I knew the strainer was in. “Ah—here it is.” I handed it to her as I caught another whiff of that amazing perfume. My legs trembled again, almost buckling. She smiled and then turned her back to me so that she could stir her noodles in the boiling water.  
 
    And all I wanted to do was bend her over and stick my throbbing erection into that perfect little butthole. But I wasn’t gay—I wasn’t attracted to her cock. I didn’t even want to think about her cock. It was the rest of her body that was driving me insane. I had to admit that she had the perfect female body, with all the right curves. Her ass was unbelievable. I found myself holding my hands out, wanting to touch her, but terrified of touching her for so many reasons.  
 
    “I think these are done,” she said.  
 
    I smiled and nodded and tried to make my face less red, which seemed impossible. My cock was still throbbing in my pants, still begging to be rubbed and stroked. 
 
    “Mind if I borrow a bowl?” she asked. “Just so I can transport these up to my apartment. I should have grabbed one before leaving my flat—I don’t know what I was thinking.”  
 
    “Sure,” I said, quickly grabbing a bowl and handing it to her.  
 
    She took her noodles and then she went to my front door. But she stopped before she reached it, looking at the nail on the wall where that picture was. “What did you do with the picture that was here?” she asked. And my heart leapt up into my throat. 
 
    “Picture?” I said. 
 
    She giggled, making my heart melt just a little bit. “There was a picture here,” she said. “I liked it. Anyway—I’ll see you later.” She waved and then she let herself out. But my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. She saw the picture, and she must have recognized my style. Maybe she even recognized the picture. It had been on my site for quite some time, though I took it down before I started posting pornographic images.  
 
    Maybe she didn’t recognize the style. Or maybe she just thought that it was a print I bought. Surely she had no idea that I was the one who drew it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Never in my life did I ever have to splash cold water on my face—until that night. My mind was spinning and my cheeks were burning hot. I looked in the mirror and was embarrassed by how red my cheeks were. Were they that red when Tae was in my house? God, she must have thought that I was a lunatic.  
 
    But even after I cooled my face off with the coldest water my tap could muster, I was still unable to get her off of my mind. I ended up back on my computer, reading her posts on that lewd website again. Was she just playing a character, or did she really want someone to grab her and fuck her?  
 
    I clicked on her profile and then I saw another post she made, posting the picture I drew for her. “This commission was worth every penny,” she wrote, and then she included a link to my website. Many of the comments were along the lines of, “I’m going to save up and get him to draw me.” I couldn’t help but smile, even though it meant I was probably going to start getting lots of trap commissions in the coming weeks, which meant I would have to get used to drawing big, throbbing erections.  
 
    And then I went back to her profile and noticed that she’d posted a new thread in the last five minutes. “Sometimes I go to strangers’ apartments in my building pretending like my power is out. I wear the sluttiest skirts that I own and I try my best to seduce them. But I’m so shy that I end up clamming up. I just want someone to fuck me so badly. My little boy pussy has been itching for a stuffing for weeks now. My dildo just isn’t hitting the spot.”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Was it just another fantasy? Was it just more character play? Or was she serious? Had she come down to my apartment hoping I would grab her and fuck her?  
 
    I had a friend who lived a few floors up. I sent him a text message. “Is your power out?” I asked.  
 
    And I got my reply five minutes later. “No, why? Is yours?”  
 
    “Was it ever out?” 
 
    “Not lately.”  
 
    Now my heart was really pounding. Maybe it was true. Maybe she had come by hoping I would fuck her. I mean—she was wearing that tiny skirt, which hardly covered anything at all. That’s a dangerous skirt to wear into a stranger’s apartment, unless you’re secretly hoping a guy will stare at your ass and fantasize about sticking his cock in you.  
 
    Her latest post got a reply. “If you came to my apartment, I would fuck you,” the man said. He included a picture of his erect penis.  
 
    And my head was spinning. A little slut had just been in my apartment, begging to be fucked. And could I have done it? Had she explicitly asked me to fuck her, would I have gone through with it, knowing that she was technically a boy and her asshole was biologically male?  
 
    There was a knock at my door, bringing me back to my feet, still with that erection which hadn’t gone away in well over an hour now. Somehow I knew it was her. I knew she was back with my bowl and with her little skirt. But surely it was all just harmless fantasizing. Surely she didn’t really want me to fuck her. 
 
    I made sure to close down my Internet browser before heading to the door. I tucked my erection into my waistband and then I opened the door. And there she was, still dressed like a slutty little doll. Though she was wearing a new wig now, and the only reason I knew it was a wig was because her hair was brunette when she had last been in my apartment, and now it was a whitish-pink colour, and it extended all the way down to her sternum. “I’ve got your bowl,” she said with a big smile, standing up on her toes and holding the bowl with both hands.  
 
    A cold chill buzzed up and down my spine. The fishnets were also new. Her legs were bare before, and now they were clad with crisscrossing black lines. And why would she put on fishnets unless it was really true that she wanted to seduce me?  
 
    “Thanks so much,” I said. I reached out for the bowl but she didn’t give it to me. Instead, she brushed by me, into my apartment.  
 
    “I don’t mind putting it back. It’s the least I can do,” she said. I followed her to my kitchen and then I watched as she looked around. “I just have to remember where you grabbed it from.” She bent over, showing that ass to me one more time—and showing me that she had changed her panties. Now, she wasn’t wearing plain red panties. She was wearing a black lacy thong. Her tight package was being cradled dangerously.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat and I stepped forward. “Here—just leave it on the counter,” I said. But she remained bent over, looking through cupboards for my bowl collection. And obviously I didn’t keep my bowls in a bottom cupboard. No sane person keeps bowls below the counter. She was obviously just trying to show me her tush, trying to draw me in, hoping I would indulge her sexual fantasy.  
 
    And I was close. I was right behind her now. I could smell that perfume and I could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. She seemed so small in front of me. “It just goes up here,” I said, opening the top cupboard.  
 
    “Ah—that makes sense,” she said, standing up on her toes to put the bowl back. Her bum was almost touching me now. A strand of her pink hair brushed my arms as she reached up that bowl. My heart stuttered again.  
 
    And then I put my hands on her sides, just below her tits. Her torso was small. I could nearly touch my fingers together in a ring around her little body. And she froze, but she didn’t say anything. She wasn’t protesting. Surely if she didn’t want it, she would tell me to get my hands off of her. But what was my plan? If she did push me away, what could I say? That I fell and my hands landed there? That I thought she was going to fall, so I tried to catch her presumptively? She took a deep breath and I felt her chest expand and contract. But she still wasn’t protesting, so I slid my hands around to her front, gently cupping her breasts. She still didn’t say anything—but maybe it was because she was too scared. Maybe she was afraid of making me angry.  
 
    I could feel her heart pounding, even through her small tits. I gently squeezed and she let a little breath out with a whimper. I pulled her in towards me slightly and then I paused again as her bum pressed against my erection, cradling it perfectly. I waited for her to say something—giving her a chance to tell me to get my hands off of her and never touch her again. But she said nothing.  
 
    I slid one of my hands up, over her throat and up her chin. I carefully put my thumb into her mouth and she gently pressed down on it with her teeth. She used the tip of her tongue to tease the tip of my thumb, and that’s when I knew the posts weren’t just attention seeking asides. They were real. She really wanted me to fuck her, even though she didn’t even know who I was.  
 
    I left that thumb in her mouth for her to suck on. I reached down with my other hand, over her abdomen, over her pelvis, and under her skirt. I wrestled my fingers under her thong and I slipped them around her cock. She became frozen and tense, as if she wasn’t sure how I was going to respond. She was probably confused when I started fondling her penis, gently mashing it between my fingers, playing with her ball sack and wishing she were hard and erect and coming into the palm of my hand.  
 
    She let out another little whimper.  
 
    I didn’t know what I was doing. I was gambling with my life. There was nothing stopping her from slapping my hands away and running back up to her apartment to call the police. Within the hour, I could have been slapped with a sexual misconduct change, and then I would be on every registry in the country. I would be without a job and maybe even without an apartment.  
 
    But I couldn’t stop. I loved the way her cock felt as it began to throb, and I loved the way she sucked on my thumb. I heard a whimper slip out through my own lips. My arms and legs were trembling uncontrollably and my heart was pounding. I was feeling up a biological boy—I knew it, but I couldn’t stop it. I was possessed by some strange sexual energy. I’d never been more charged up in my life. 
 
    I spun her around slowly and then I looked into her big, flashing eyes. She was wearing lots of eyeliner, brushed to the side to make her eyes look even bigger. I put my hands on her shoulders and I pushed her down. She stared into my eyes the whole way down to her knees. And she didn’t look away until I had my cock out and dangling before her lips. Finally she looked down at it and then she didn’t hesitate before grabbing it and thrusting it through her thick cock-sucking lips. She slurped and bobbed and made my cock even harder. Her mouth was warm and amazingly wet. It felt so good—I was worried I would come and end our romp before it even started.  
 
    I held onto my quartz countertop. I squeezed the edges as I tried to stop myself from coming. I clenched and bit down on my tongue and then I let out a long groan. She knew how to satisfy a cock. She had tons and tons of experience with her own cock, after all.  
 
    I heard her let a little giggle slip. I looked down and saw that she had her erection out from under her skirt, and she was stroking it while sucking me off. And I couldn’t look away. It was the greatest sight my eyes had ever seen. My body started pulsing with warm euphoria. For some reason, that cock only made the sight better. If she was just reaching down and stroking her pussy, it wouldn’t have been nearly as enticing. 
 
    She took my cock and rubbed it against her nose and her lips and her chin. She gently ran the tip of her tongue up from my ball sack to my tip. And then she watched as a drop of pre-cum drooled out from my tiny cock hole. She licked it up with another little giggle.  
 
    I had to take a step back, worried another lick would be enough to make my cock unload all over her face—and as much as I wanted to watch her pretty face get ruined by a thick load of cum, I wanted to give her what she wanted. I wanted to raw dog her from behind. I wanted to cum in her asshole and let her feel my warmth oozing out from her puckering anus. She stood up and I spun her around. I bent her over my counter and then I flipped up that tiny skirt, which was hardly in the way to begin with.  
 
    I slipped two fingers under that tiny strip of thong and then I pulled out until it snapped. Then I just pulled it away from her body and tossed it aside, and I heard an elated whimper slipping through her lips. I truly was fulfilling her fantasy.  
 
    I took my cock in my hand. It looked huge—bigger than normal. Maybe it was just harder than normal because I was so absurdly aroused. It was hard to aim down; it just wanted to be standing straight up like a totem pole. So I had to crouch my legs slightly to get myself lined up with her puckering boy-pussy.  
 
    I pressed the tip against her hole and then her hole gave my tip a kiss. A warm shudder ran through my body, and for a moment I was worried that I was going to come before I even had my cock inside of her. She swayed her bum gently, as if trying to invite me inside, but that only made my head spin faster. Before I stuck it in her, I reached around to feel her cock. She was hard and throbbing and warm. She let another soft whimper slip as I squeezed my fingers around her throbbing tip. Then she reached down and squeezed her fingers around mine, as if she didn’t want me to let go—and in that moment, I didn’t want to let go. 
 
    I pushed my hips forward and penetrated her tush. She gasped and squeezed my hand even harder around her cock. She squirmed and moaned and then she started to gently pull my hand up and down, making me stroke her shaft. Her throbbing was intense. I was worried I was going to burse a vein—if that’s even possible.  
 
    “You’re so tight,” I said, and then I realized I had just broken a nearly ten minute silence. She didn’t respond—not with her voice. Instead, she clenched her asshole tight around my cock, showing me that she could be even tighter. My legs trembled.  
 
    And then I felt a warm drop of fluid trickling down my fingers—a small bout of pre-cum, just for me. If she weren’t holding my hand down, I would have reached up to my lips and licked it up. But as that drop moved from one finger to the next, I had a moment of clarity: I had my cock in a biological boy’s ass. And not just any biological boy, but a boy who lived a floor or two above me, one who occasionally went to random apartments hoping to be fucked by strangers. And in case that wasn’t bad enough, this boy had commissioned me to draw him naked, and he currently had no idea as my cock pressed deeper into his tush— 
 
    Her tush—she was a girl. She had a cock, but she was still a girl, right? I mean, she had tits, and her voice was feminine enough. Her curves were definitely feminine, and that ass certainly didn’t belong to a man, even though it did. But what about that little skirt? No man could pull that skirt off, so she must have been a woman, right? My back felt cold now, beading with drops of sweat. I felt like I needed to back off, pull my cock out before I came. Maybe I wouldn’t regret penetrating her, but I would probably regret coming in her, without a condom. I could still save some of my dignity and some of my pride, couldn’t I?  
 
    But I couldn’t pull out. She puckered her tight hole around my cock again, and it felt too good—too good to pass up. I had to be inside of her. I had to come deep in that hole. I had to make her squirm and groan. And I wanted to feel her cock when she came. How could I ever live with myself after passing up such a rare and incredible opportunity? That picture of her naked on her bed would always exist, even if I deleted it from my hard drive; it would still be on the Internet, and I would always know where to find it.  
 
    I started thrusting in and out of her tight hole. Her rim hugged my cock, pulling back slightly with every deep plunge, and pulling out slightly every time I pulled back so I could pound her again. It was a mesmerizing sight—too hard to look away from.  
 
    But I had to look away so that I could appreciate the rest of her body: her succulent curves, her little back dimples, her long hair which bounced every time I slammed her little ass. I knew the hair was fake, but it still looked good on her. And it didn’t move when I grabbed a handful and pulled, as if it was clipped down in multiple spots.  
 
    She turned her head as much as she could to look back at me. She had a cute face—a face that belonged to a woman. I felt relief while looking at that face, as if it was proof that I wasn’t gay or crazy. No man could say no to that face… Or did I only find it attractive because I was secretly attracted to young men? I shuddered as that thought passed. And thankfully, it did pass—at least for the next thirty seconds as my cock began to bloat and throb like never before.  
 
    “I think I’m going to come,” I said, clenching back my orgasm.  
 
    And I could feel her cock bloating thick. I wasn’t alone. I was going to feel her cock as it unloaded her sweet, warm load. I clenched my hand tighter. Her legs trembled and she nearly toppled over in her tiny heels. I began to unload, beating her to the punch. I tried holding back, but it just felt too good. 
 
    She didn’t wait too long. As soon as that first gush entered her small body, she gave in. Her cock pulsed and I felt her hard rod twitching as globs of warm goo shot through it. She was coating the side of my cabinets, but I didn’t mind.  
 
    I pushed her body up against her own cum as I pushed my cock in as deep as it would go. I groaned as the final gush blasted inside of her, and then I stumbled back, nearly falling over as I hit the adjacent counter. She remained bent over my countertop. It was a few seconds before my cum started dribbling out of her ass and down her leg. I started to get worried when twenty seconds had passed and she still hadn’t moved. “A—Are you okay?” I asked. My voice cracked as if I was a thirteen year old.  
 
    She nodded her head and then she raised her hand with the ‘okay’ symbol. “Never been better,” she said between breaths. Then she flipped herself over and looked into my eyes with a big grin. “I guess I should be going. Thanks again for the water—and the bowl.” I thought about stopping her to tell her that I knew the power never went out, and that I was the one who drew her naked. But the instant I considered telling her, I froze up. If she knew that I was her artist, maybe she would piece it all together and realize that I’d been stalking her online, that the only reason I fucked her was because I read her post about desperately wanting to be fucked. I didn’t want her to think that I was her stalker, because I wasn’t technically her stalker. I hadn’t been following her for months or even weeks—or even days for that matter. It was all just a big coincidence—a coincidence that no one would ever believe, so it was just better off being kept to myself.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I was a bit surprised when she didn’t come around again the next day. I was even more surprised when she didn’t come by at all the day after, or the weekend after that. It was as if she got that itch out of her system and now she was done with me—and that was probably for the best, though I couldn’t help but dwell and assume that I’d done something wrong.  
 
    Of course I found myself on that website, between commissions, to see if she’d made any new posts. There were no new posts, as if she suddenly ceased to exist. And again: maybe it was for the best.  
 
    But I couldn’t help but feel a little bit helpless. I didn’t know where in the building she lived. I didn’t have her phone number or her e-mail address or even her full name, so I couldn’t even find her on Facebook or Twitter or Instagram. She was like a ghost who came into my life for one quick night of passionate sex, and then poof—she was gone.  
 
    I knew I could probably go to my landlord and ask him where she lived. There couldn’t possibly be too many girls named Tae in the building—if that was even her real name. I could also go door to door, asking every tenant in the building if they knew a Tae or any girl who wore little skirts and wigs. But I really didn’t want word getting around that I was trying to find her. I didn’t want people asking me why I was trying to find her, because even I didn’t know the answer to that. I knew that she was better off left alone.  
 
    But I had one other lead. When she first commissioned me, she sent more than just that lewd bed shot. There were a few tame shots that could have easily been on her social media pages. So I decided to run them all through Google’s reverse image search, and sure enough, I found her Facebook page. Her full name was Tae Jennings. She had four hundred and twelve friends, and about seventy photos of herself—mostly selfies taken with friends.  
 
    I spent a good hour slowly flicking through those photos. Each photo made me feel a little bit better about myself: a reminder that she looked exactly like a girl. It was a short-lived relief, because it made no difference. Did that mean it was gay to have sex with a woman who had a masculine look? I was just redefining words for my own convenience.  
 
    I searched through Tae’s Facebook page for any information I could get. More than anything, I wanted to know which apartment she lived in, though I still wasn’t sure why I wanted to know. Was I planning on confronting her? Did I want to come clean to her? Or did I just want to have sex again, even though I’d hardly slept since our kitchen romp. Falling asleep seemed like an impossible task with that memory constantly creeping back into my mind. I swear that I could still feel her throbbing cock, and I could still smell her perfume, as if was lingering in my apartment, determined to drive me insane.  
 
    A part of me was upset that she hadn’t come back. Did she not have fun in my kitchen? Or did she wake up the next morning tense with regret, like me? Was she struggling to understand why she’d gone through with it? She had unprotected sex with a stranger—surely she wasn’t just brushing that off as if it was nothing at all.  
 
    That afternoon I finished a commission and sent it away to the buyer. Then I looked through my e-mail inbox to pick my next commission. It was one of those weeks where I got more requests than I could handle, so I had to be picky about which jobs I took. Sometimes I felt bad passing potential buyers up, but sometimes it was nice because I got to pick the slightly better jobs over the completely deranged jobs—like one of the requests that was currently sitting in my inbox. “I want a drawing of my stepmom giving me a blowjob while my stepsister eats out my asshole. And I want everyone, including myself, to have cat ears and tails.” There were lines that were better left undrawn and uncrossed.  
 
    And maybe one of those lines was Tae. Maybe I would get over her eventually if I deleted all of her e-mails and her pictures and I removed her drawing from my site and blocked her account from my e-mail client. Eventually she would just become a distant memory instead of an obsession.  
 
    I deleted the strange pseudo-incest commission request and went onto the next request. And that’s when I saw her name dangling at the end of the e-mail: “Love, Tae.” She was in the market for a new commission, and she sent along a new picture for me to use as reference.  
 
    I quickly opened the picture up and felt a warm trembling surging down between my legs. In the photo, she was in a pair of tall heels, squatting down with a dildo pointing straight up and into her ass. She had an erection, which was outside of her black lacy lingerie, also pointing straight up like that dildo. She had the cutest and funniest face: her eyes rolled up, one squinting, and her tongue out. “In the drawing, I want you to show my cock coming—shooting straight into the air. I think it would be really cute.”  
 
    I accepted the job without hesitation. I was ready to accept any excuse to stare at that amazing picture for six to eight hours. And I planned on doing a good job, making it my best drawing ever. I got started on my sketch before she even replied with the money transfer. I must have done fifteen different iterations before I was happy with one—and the pose wasn’t even any different from the reference photo.  
 
    I inked my lines carefully in Photoshop. I wanted to make sure every line was perfect: no blips, all with the perfect weight. I must have spent an hour just on her eyes, getting that orgasmic face just right. I wanted to capture just how cute she was.  
 
    And I couldn’t see it in her reference photo, but I knew that she had a birthmark right on her inner thigh, which wrapped around slightly towards her bum. I included that in my picture. I even got the shape of it just right as I remembered it: shaped like a rounded heart. 
 
    I spent another hour just getting the details of her lacy garment perfect, and then I spent three hours after that colouring and shading—a process which usually only takes me about forty-five minutes. And once I was finished, I couldn’t wipe the smile from my face. The picture was perfect—my best ever. I could see no flaws in it, and the likeness was uncanny. She was going to love it, even if she only loved it half as much as I loved it. I sent it off without hesitated, and then I eagerly awaited her reply.  
 
    And it came later that night, just as I was getting ready for bed. I was expecting a glowing response, filled with excitement. Instead, I got, “How did you know about my birthmark?” My heart plunged deep into my stomach and I rushed over to my computer in a heart-pounding hurry. I looked at that reference photo. There was no birthmark in the shot. Then I opened up the other photos she’d sent me—and there was no birthmark. I went to her Facebook page and then I went to that sexual fantasies website, and there was no birthmarks to be seen in any of her photos.  
 
    I was as good as caught. How could I lie my way out of this mess? What could I possibly say to make her think that she didn’t know me? ‘Oh, I just added that for fun. What are the chances you actually have a birthmark right there?’ She would never buy it.  
 
    And she’d seen that picture up on my wall. Surely it was just a matter of time before she started to connect the dots. And there were plenty of dots to connect. I often used familiar landmarks as backdrops in my drawings. The last photo I posted on my website had the RH Tower in the background—a tower that was unique to our town. And in a recent drawing, I used the Peace Bridge as a backdrop—another feature that was unique to our city.  
 
    But I had to try to keep her from becoming any more suspicious. “It’s supposed to be a heart tattoo,” I wrote. “I thought it was cute, and it filled in a bit of blank space in the photo.” I could feel a cold dampness all over my body as I waited for a reply.  
 
    “Thanks for the drawing. It’s really great,” she wrote, and that was it. That’s what she left me with for the night. And instead of sleeping, I paced around my apartment. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. My excuse was terrible. I thought of ten better ones that night, but it didn’t matter—I’d already made my pick. Now all I could do was sulk in that horrible dread that wouldn’t leave me alone.  
 
    She probably thought that I was a stalker. But artists aren’t supposed to stalk their fans—it’s supposed to be the other way around. What was wrong with me? Why couldn’t I just treat her like any other client? Why did it matter that she lived in the same apartment building as me? Was I planning on fucking and stalking every client that lived within a certain radius of me? And what if I came across a client while on vacation somewhere—would I obsess over them, too? Or was Tae special?  
 
    She was special—she was my first female client, even though she wasn’t technically a female. She was my first trap client, even though many followed. She was definitely my prettiest client—there was no competition there. But what difference did it make? She was still just a client, and now she was probably on the phone with the police, filing for a restraining order. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It was a week later and that anxiety still hadn’t gone away. I’d written a dozen different e-mails to Tae, but I’d sent none of them. I would read them over and my anxiety would worsen and then I would delete it all and shut everything down. I found myself drawing Tae in every commission I got. Every time someone asked for a picture of a sexy woman doing something, it was Tae’s face that ended up on that sexy woman’s body. I even drew Tae as a slew of different video game characters for horny gamers with cash to burn. No one seemed to mind. She made for an excellent character.  
 
    She had become my muse, even though she probably thought that I was a creepy stalker. I never got a restraining order in the mail, to my surprise. But maybe it was still coming. The post was on strike, after all. And I couldn’t believe that Tae had just accepted that I happened to draw a tattoo on her inner thigh that looked exactly like her private birthmark.  
 
    I started taking the stairs up and down in my building, just in case she was in the elevator. I couldn’t stand the thought of having an awkward encounter in that slow, clunky box. I didn’t want to see her disgusted face, and I didn’t want her to see my deeply ashamed face—the face of the man who was still drawing naked pictures of her, without her consent. I still wasn’t even sure if that was legal or not.  
 
    A car hit me on my way home from the grocery store. It wasn’t a serious accident. A guy was leaving the parking lot and he didn’t bother to check the sidewalk before gunning it onto the street to beat oncoming traffic. My groceries went flying and I was pushed to the side and onto my back. A bunch of people quickly rushed over. It probably looked much worse than it was, because one man kept yelling, “Don’t touch his head! Don’t move his neck!” And another yelled, “Someone call an ambulance!” But I felt fine. I felt like I could stand up, until I tried and a sharp pain surged up my leg. I broke my ankle.  
 
    It was an embarrassing ambulance ride. They let me take my groceries with me. Though I ended up throwing out my milk, as it was out of refrigeration for a few hours before I got home.  
 
    And even with my ankle in a cast, I still decided to take the stairs, just to avoid any potential confrontations with the girl who almost certainly knew that I had been cyber-stalking her.  
 
    The cast came off after two weeks, but the pain lingered. “Take it easy,” the doctor said. “Try to avoid running and don’t take the stairs if you have a choice. And I’m serious—you don’t want this turning into a permanent injury. I’ve got a client with clicking knees. He didn’t take my advice, and now his knees will click for the rest of his life, every time he extends his legs. You don’t want that.” And it was true—I didn’t want that. But I also didn’t want to face Tae after my awkward blunder.  
 
    So when I got back to my building, I found myself awkwardly standing in the lobby, trying to decide between the elevator and the stairs. I could hear clicking in my mind, so I went with the elevator. My heart was pounding when the door opened, as if she was going to appear. But she wasn’t there. The elevator was empty. So I got in and went up to my flat.  
 
    And then I realized that I needed milk for my morning cereal. So five minutes after getting home, I started back towards the elevator. I thought again about taking the stairs, and then that clicking noise crept into my mind again, so I called for the elevator.  
 
    I kept my distance from the door, in case she was inside. I figured I could spin around and pretend as though I was just walking by if she was inside. But the elevator was again empty, so I went inside. And then I waited as it clunked down one floor at a time. I was at the third floor when it stopped and the door began to creep open. I wasn’t worried this time though. I knew that Tae lived above me. I knew that I was safe, at least for now, from that beautiful trap. 
 
    I pulled out my phone to check my e-mails, to see if I had any new commissions to keep me busy for the afternoon. I had one, from one of my regulars, a guy who really just wanted a big collection of his favourite actors drawn naked. This time he wanted Kate Upton, and he wanted her being stuffed by two large black cocks. “Both in the pussy, please,” he wrote casually, as if he was just ordering a coffee.   
 
    I laughed quietly to myself. I would do the commission even though it was depraved, only because he was a usual client who had already paid me more than a thousand dollars for artwork.  
 
    I slipped my phone into my pocket and looked up, just as the newcomer turned to look at me. And then I froze. It was Tae. She’d boarded on the third floor, headed for the lobby. “Oh, hi,” she said. I tried to reply, but my jaw was frozen. I coughed and stuttered and then I straightened my back—then finally, I was able to reply. 
 
    “Hello,” I said with a strange tone in my voice, as if I was meeting her for the first time. “You look nice.” And it was true. She was wearing a schoolgirl outfit that was not designed for anyone going to school. The skirt was dangerously short and the top almost showed the bottom cusps of her small tits. Maybe it was appropriate for stripper school. Her wig was blonde and long and straight, and her heels were tall, but the top of her head still hardly reached my chin.  
 
    “Thanks,” she said, brushing her hair off of her face. She looked at the elevator control panel and pressed the lobby button, hoping it would make the elevator move. But we weren’t moving. Sometimes it got stuck for a few seconds and you had to mash the button a few times.  
 
    “Here,” I said, reaching past her and pressing the button repeatedly. The elevator whirred and hummed and then we started moving. A wave of relief washed over me, but it was short lived. Tae was now staring into my eyes, as if she was waiting for an explanation. I just forced a smile and continued to play dumb. Maybe if I played dumb well enough, she would think that it really was all just a coincidence: the birthmark, the art on my wall, the fact I had fulfilled her sexual fantasy almost to a tee.  
 
    The elevator shook and paused for a moment. “They need to fix this thing,” I said. And she just kept on looking at me.  
 
    “When you grabbed my dick,” she said out of the blue, “you didn’t act surprised.”  
 
    I nodded my head slowly, unsure of how I was supposed to respond.  
 
    “Could you tell that I wasn’t fully female?” she asked.  
 
    Now I really wasn’t sure how to respond. I could either out myself or offend her, and I wanted neither of those options. “It’s 2019,” I said with a smile that felt faker than Pamela Anderson’s chest. “I don’t discriminate.”  
 
    “Bullshit,” she said. “You could tell that I was born a boy. Is it my Adam’s apple? Or my shoulders? Or is it my voice? I’ve been working on my voice. Just tell me—I really want to improve.”  
 
    “It’s not that,” I said. 
 
    “Then what is it?” 
 
    “You—you commissioned me to draw you,” I said. It hurt to say it aloud. Now I had nothing to hide behind. Now everything was in the open. Now she knew how terrible I was. She had all of the information she needed to realize that I hadn’t just drawn her, but I’d looked her up and found her secret fantasies. 
 
    “You—that was you?” she said.  
 
    My heart was now burning away in my stomach acid. “Both times. Yeah,” I said. “I thought you knew.” And I really thought she knew. How could she not have known by now? Was the birthmark not the big giveaway? “I recognized you when you came to my door. I didn’t know what to say. And then I found that forum where you were talking about how you wanted someone to… you know—so that’s why I did it. I’m not stalking you, I swear. I’ve lived here for years.” I could feel my face burning red hot.  
 
    “How did you even find that post?”  
 
    I cleared my throat. “Reverse image search,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me as if I was a demon, as if I was some filthy homeless man who wandered in off the street, crawling with diseases. She wrapped an arm over her torso, as if she was suddenly cold. “I don’t know what that means.”  
 
    And it was exactly the reaction I assumed she’d had when she saw her birthmark in that drawing. I guess she’d saved the reaction for this awkward face-to-face encounter, so that I could see her disappointment and fear as my guilt burned away whatever was left of my soul.  
 
    I looked up to see which floor we were at. Somehow, we were only at the second floor. Before I could look down from the little screen, the elevator trembled for a moment and then it shook violently for a few seconds before grinding to a complete halt.  
 
    Tae was holding onto the rails with white knuckles. Her big eyes were opened wide and her lips were parted as if she was just about to scream.  
 
    I rushed over to the control panel and pressed the lobby button a few times, but nothing happened. I tried pressing the door open button but that did nothing, and then I tried pressing the emergency button, but even that wasn’t working. We were stuck.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It was after ten minutes of complete silence that Tae finally took a seat on the elevator floor. It was getting hot in that small space, though I’m not sure if the temperature was rising or not. It was ten minutes later when I finally took a seat. We had been silent since the elevator stopped. It didn’t seem appropriate to talk about our little fling, but I couldn’t think of anything else to talk about. Not even the weather came to mind.  
 
    The first thing I finally said was, “Do you have your cellphone? We can call for help.” I don’t know why I didn’t think of it sooner.  
 
    She shook her head slowly. “I was just going down to check my mail,” she said. “I was planning on going right back up to my apartment. Plus, does it look like I have pockets?” And it was a fair point—she didn’t have a purse or a clutch or even a pocket.  
 
    “I was just going to run across the street quickly. I didn’t think I needed my phone,” I said. I knew exactly where my phone was, on the edge of the kitchen counter, not too far from where I filled her tight hole with my warm goo.  
 
    We returned to silence. Five minutes went by and the elevator became a little bit warmer. And then I began to wonder what she was doing down on the third floor. Was she playing that game again—going door to door, trying to find a man who might have the nerve to bend her over and fuck her? “Do you do that a lot?” I asked, finally breaking the terrible silence. 
 
    “Do what?” She didn’t look at me when she replied. 
 
    “Do you have sex with lots of strangers?” I asked. “I’m not judging. I’m just curious.” I figured she already hated me so I couldn’t do any more harm. 
 
    “No,” she said, and then she looked down at the floor. “You were my first.”  
 
    “I was your first stranger?” 
 
    “You were my first partner,” she said quietly, as if it was almost too embarrassing to say aloud.  
 
    My heart fluttered. “I took your virginity?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “Let’s talk about something else,” she said. And now I really couldn’t think of anything else to talk about. How could it be true? How could a girl like her be a virgin? What was a virgin doing on a sexual fantasies website? What was a virgin doing running around in tiny skirts and tops that were hardly more than bras? “Have you seen any good movies lately?” she asked, but I couldn’t even process her question. I couldn’t even think of any movies I’d ever seen in my life. I could only think about her. 
 
    “You’re lying,” I said. “You have to be lying.” 
 
    “What difference does it make?” 
 
    “You’re too pretty to be a virgin. And you were too… good. You knew what you were doing.” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I just bent over. You did the rest.”  
 
    “But it felt so good,” I said.  
 
    “I don’t know what to tell you.”  
 
    “Tell me the truth,” I said. 
 
    “What the hell is your deal?” she said, shaking her head and lowering her brow. “First you stalk me, and now you’re demanding I tell you about my private life. Are you a pervert or something? Or course you are—you do nothing but draw porn.”  
 
    I took offense to the statement, but it wasn’t an unfair assessment to make. I did have a website loaded with pornographic pictures. And I did have sex with her without exchanging more than a few sentences first. And I did technically stalk her, though all of the pictures and information I found were on public websites—not that it made it any better.  
 
    “I don’t just draw porn. That’s just how I make my money—because people like you only want to pay for porn. I don’t see you commissioning a nice picture of you at the zoo with clothes on.” 
 
    “Well maybe I would if you had that kind of stuff on your website,” she said with a thin-pressed smile.  
 
    “No, you wouldn’t, because that’s what I did have on my website and I was broke and washing dishes and I never got a single commission. It wasn’t until I started drawing pictures like the one I did for you that anyone cared. I have hundreds of pictures of stuff that isn’t porn.”  
 
    She just looked away, her arms crossed, her body as far away from me as she could get in that hot, cramped space. “Besides, it’s not like I’m obsessed with you. I would have looked up any client that randomly came into my apartment pretending to need boiling water. I’m sure you would have to.”  
 
    “But you aren’t drawing your other clients,” she said. 
 
    “What are you talking about? I draw whatever my clients ask for.” 
 
    “I follow your site. I’ve seen your posts over the past two weeks. You’ve drawn me over and over and over. Or do your other clients just look a lot like me?” She was grinning at me now as if she had me beat—and she did have me beat. I couldn’t dispute that argument. I had been drawing her, sometimes consciously, sometimes without even thinking about it. She was perfect. It seemed like a waste to draw anyone else—as if I would just be drawing the next best thing at best. Drawing her, I knew my pictures were all beautiful.  
 
    “Well what do you want me to say? You’re beautiful.”  
 
    Now the silence was back, but this time she was staring at me, looking into my eyes. “What did you say?” 
 
    “I said you’re beautiful. It’s fun to draw you.” 
 
    “What am I, your muse now?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess so.” 
 
    She gently bit her bottom lip and looked down at the ground again. “Well that’s… nice,” she said. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. I felt sick. I wasn’t sure I could take any more of this torment. I hated being judged by the woman who graced all of my fantasies. “For what it’s worth, I like you,” I said. “I think you’re cute.”  
 
    “I figured as much,” she said. “You’re kind of a pervert, but I still like you.” She looked at me and let a giggle slip. “And maybe I’m a bit of a pervert, so I guess it works.”  
 
    The relief was intense. The elephant in the room was gone and that hot tension was gone with it. “So what were you doing down on the third floor?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t want to tell you because you won’t believe me.” Her cheeks were red now. 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “I was making some instant noodles and my power went out. I actually needed to borrow some boiling water. But I couldn’t find anyone—everyone’s at work still.”  
 
    I laughed, and I wouldn’t have believed her had the power to the elevator not been out now. I laughed. “Maybe it’s some sort of karma,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe. So since we’re stuck in here, can I order a commission from you?”  
 
    “Sure,” I said, staring into her shining eyes which filled me with inspiration.  
 
    “I want you sucking my cock until I come.” 
 
    I laughed. “Well I’ve never been great at self-portraits, but I can try once I’m back in my apartment.”  
 
    “No—I don’t want a drawing. I want the real thing.” She had a big grin now. She reached down and gently grabbed the base of her skirt and lifted it up, revealing the bulge in her tiny panties. “Though if you want to draw it later, I wouldn’t be mad.” She rubbed two of her fingers down her soft bulge, pressing her rod down between her balls, making a bit of skin squish out the sides of her undergarment.  
 
    My heart was bouncing up and down. I took a deep breath. Excitement was buzzing through my body like pure electricity. I got up on my hands and knees and I started crawling towards her. She pressed her back against the elevator wall and then she spread her legs wide, giving me lots of room to work with. I hardly had to flick that little strip of panties to the side before her bare cock was out in the open. I didn’t hesitate before slipped my fingers under it and lifting it up, feeling its weight. I pulled back her foreskin, exposing the beautiful smooth tip of her penis.  
 
    “I’m not letting you stop until I come,” she said. “So you’d better hurry. Who knows how quickly they’re going to fix this elevator.”  
 
    I smiled and then I went in, parting my lips and slipping that beautiful member into my mouth. I sucked and bobbed until she was rock hard and moaning, and then I sucked and bobbed even harder, pressing my nose into her soft pubic bone. I could feel her warm shaft throbbing in my mouth.  
 
    I had her whole shaft in my mouth. I was impressed with myself, because she wasn’t small—at least not between the legs. I slurped her whole shaft with my tongue and my saliva ran down and dripped off of her ball sack. She had her hands behind my head, holding me in close. Once I could feel that she was getting closer to orgasm, she started to gently thrust herself in and out of my lips. I stopped bobbing my head and I let her take over, using my face like a glorified sex toy.  
 
    She was moaning—I loved the sound of her moan. I wish I could have captured that sound in my drawings. She pulled my head in tighter and her cock was amazingly hard, her tip mashed up against the roof of my mouth. I gagged a little bit as she pushed that tip into the back of my throat, but I managed to keep my composure. I knew her big orgasm was coming and I couldn’t wait.  
 
    Then she moaned loudly just as the elevator suddenly dinged. The power was back, but she was too far to stop. She kept thrusting as we rumbled downward. And then I felt her hot load spraying against the back of my throat. It tasted nice, like a pineapple milkshake. I slurped out the last drop and then I sprung up to my feet as she quickly tucked her dick back into her panties.  
 
    It was only a few seconds later when that elevator door opened and the crew of repairmen stood staring at us. I grabbed Tae by the hand and rushed her past them, into the lobby and towards the stairs so we could go right back up to my apartment and continue fooling around. She giggled the whole way up. We even stopped after a few floors to do a bit of kissing. I still had some of her cum in my mouth, so she got to have a good taste. She liked it. She made sure to press her tongue deep into my mouth so that she could get the best taste possible.  
 
    “What’s your rate for ongoing commissions—like a full time gig, sort of thing?” she asked. 
 
    “For you? It’s free,” I said. We ran into my apartment and then I fucked her tight asshole as she lay on my office floor, surrounded by drawings—many of which were of her.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    MY WIFE'S NEW PACKAGE 
 
    There’s a new drug on the market called Gendypnol. It’s a revolutionary and controversial drug just for female-to-male transgenders that turns a girl’s lady parts into boy parts with a single dose, followed by a week of nausea and body pains and headaches. Husband and wife, Nick and Rey, think the drug is stupid and dangerous—so they’re naturally mortified when a dose of Gendypnol is accidentally slipped to Rey while she’s battling a cold. 
 
    There’s no reversal drug yet, so Rey is going to have to get used to her new package. Nick is going to have to get used to it as well—and he’ll have to get used to some of the urges that come along with Rey’s new hormones as well.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a late February night and Rey’s annoying friend, Amber, came by the house without warning, which wasn’t unusual. She’d been coming by the house unannounced every two or three days, ever since she broke up with her fiancée—and that was almost two years ago already.  
 
    And she was always coming to deliver the same news, as if Rey and me cared. It was either: “Oh my God, I met this new guy and we’re so in love. We met on Tinder and we had our first date last night. He wants just as many kids as me. Two! Isn’t that crazy?” Or she was there to say, “Oh my God, I’m going to kill myself. He’s not answering my calls. I’ve left him eight messages. Do you think he hates me, or do you think he’s just not getting the messages? Should I try messaging him again? What do you think? I’m just going to do it.”  
 
    After every breakup, there would be a week of more-than-usual visits. Sometimes she was there every day. There was one week where she wouldn’t leave. I went to bed while she was still blabbing away to my wife, and when I woke up, there she was, asleep on my couch. She must have fallen asleep while blabbing off.  
 
    Usually, about a week after every breakup, she would announce her new thing. “I’ve decided I’m going to go to climb Mount Everest. I know, I’ve never climbed a mountain before, but I met this girl at the bar and she said that her aunt did it with no experience. I think I need to do this.” She usually never followed through with her crazy plans. She was always cancelling flights just days after booking them, and quitting radical diets within a week of starting them. “For the rest of my life, I won’t eat anything that came from an animal. I don’t need that stuff in my body,” she once said, two days before ordering the chicken parmesan when she was out with us for dinner.  
 
    My wife had a special ringtone on her phone, just for Amber. We called it the Amber Alert. “Better answer it,” I would say to Rey.  
 
    And sometimes she would say something like, “I’ll just call her in the morning.” 
 
    “No—you have to answer it, or she’ll come over,” I would say. 
 
    “No she won’t. She knows it’s almost midnight.” 
 
    And sure enough, Amber would be at the door, fifteen minutes later—just like she was on that late February night. She didn’t wait for an invite inside after I opened the door. She just walked past me and stomped off her boots with a big smile on her face. “I have great news—huge news. You won’t believe it, but you’re going to be so proud of me,” she said. Rey was in her pyjamas, standing in the kitchen with heavy eyes. We had just been cleaning up before bed when the doorbell rang.  
 
    “What is it, Amber?” Rey asked. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to offer me a drink? Just because I’m your best friend doesn’t mean I’m not a guest.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes and sauntered over to the liquor cabinet. “What can I get you?” I asked with a sigh. 
 
    “A cocktail—something fruity.” I was about to pour her a very simple screwdriver and then she said, “Actually, no. I want the most boyish drink you know how to make.” I stood there for a moment and then I went to the fridge and grabbed a Bud Light. I gently tossed it to her and she caught it with a flinch and a gasp. “Careful!” Then she looked at the can with a slight grimace. But to my surprise she still cracked it and had a sip. She let another grimace slip and then she said, “It’s going to take some getting used to, but I have a feeling I’ll like it. I’m sure I can get into this. Plus it’s cheaper than what I usually drink, so I’ll save money. Maybe I’ll invest that money into international real estate. You know that’s what all of the big players are doing right now: international real estate.”  
 
    Rey politely nodded her sleepy head. “Is that what you came to tell us, Amber?” 
 
    “What’s the matter with you?” Amber said, tilting her head to the side like a confused pug.  
 
    “She’s got a cold. We think she picked it up at the airport the other day,” I said. It was true that Rey had a cold—I just hoped it would be enough to shoo Amber out from our house.  
 
    But Amber didn’t seem to even notice the mention of Rey’s illness. “I have big news—really big news. I’m scared to tell you, but I think you’re going to be so excited. Have you seen the news lately, by the way? Have you seen all that stuff about the gender reassignment pills?”  
 
    “More like circus freak pills,” I said. And then I was surprised by the dirty look I got from Amber.  
 
    “Excuse me? Those pills are going to help thousands of transgender people fit into this world.”  
 
    There was a new product on the pharmaceutical market called Gendypnol. It was a controversial pill women could take. It literally turned their pussies into cocks—with a single pill. The science behind it was confusing. From what I could understand, the pill changed the user’s ovaries into extremely powerful hormone factories, pumping out the same hormone that baby boys get in utero when their little penises are first developing. These hormones were apparently strong enough to turn a pussy into a cock in a matter of days—though I had a hard time believing the result was even slightly convincing, despite what the ads said. “Just look it up on Google!” the guy in the advertisements always shouted at the end of the ads, as if he was selling used cars. But I refused to look it up. I didn’t need to see any nasty pictures of some girl’s mutilated you-know-what.  
 
    “Those pills are going to leave lots of girls with big regrets,” I said. “You know that they can’t reverse it, right?” 
 
    “Why would they need to be able to reverse it?” Amber said, putting her hands on her hips as if she’d just made the greatest argument in the history of the on-going controversy. “These girls want to be boys. It’s not just a phase, Nick.”  
 
    I shook my head. “Well isn’t it something like seventy percent of transgenders who get surgeries regret the decision within three years? Why would these pills be any different?” I said. “I blame the parents. The parents of these poor girls failed to raise their daughters to be happy with the bodies they were given. It’s a travesty, really.”  
 
    “You’re such a bigot,” Amber said, waving me off, probably because she didn’t actually have an argument.  
 
    “What about the pills, Amber?” asked Rey, reeling her back in, trying to get her back on track so she could get back on her way home.  
 
    “Well, I was doing some thinking, and I decided that I’m going to take the pill.” She clasped her hands at her chest and stood with a big smile, as if she was waiting for us to scream, ‘Congratulations!’ But instead, Rey’s mouth dropped open and her face turned even whiter than it was with her cold. “What? Aren’t you guys proud of me? I’m finally coming out. I’ve always wanted to be a man.” 
 
    “Since when?” Rey asked, still with her lips parted. 
 
    “Since always. I mean—I didn’t really know it until recently, but I could always feel it. And now that feeling makes sense.”  
 
    Rey shook her head. Usually my wife indulged Amber in her crazy ideas, but not tonight. Tonight, even Rey thought Amber was off her rocker. “Well thankfully you need to get a prescription from a doctor. No doctor is ever going to give you that pill—not until you can prove that you’ve wanted this for a very long time.”  
 
    Amber reached into her pocket and pulled out an orange bottle containing a single pill. “I got it today. I literally just told him how I felt and he wrote the prescription.” She shook the bottle, making the pill rattle around. I didn’t care much for Amber, but even I didn’t want her taking that pill. I didn’t want her ruining her life. If she took that pill, then she would really die alone. She would realize within a week that she wanted to be a woman, but it would be too late, so she would be a woman with a cock. Maybe she would get it removed surgically, leaving her with a makeshift hole where her pussy once was.  
 
    “Amber, you cannot take that pill. You’re making a big mistake. Give it to me,” said Rey, trying to approach Amber slowly, as if she was a toddler waving around a loaded gun.  
 
    Amber shook her head and scoffed. “I thought you would understand, Rey. I’m disappointed. It’s 2019. It’s time to be more understanding.”  
 
    “At least wait a couple of weeks. You’ve waited twenty-eight years—another couple of weeks won’t kill you,” said my wife. It was refreshing to hear my wife talking some sense to Amber for once. She was always encouraging her delusions, always playing along with her stupid fantasies, always scorning me whenever I made fun or tore up Amber’s lousy logic.  
 
    “I don’t need to wait a couple of weeks, Rey. I know what I want.”  
 
    “Remember when you thought you wanted to be a pianist? And you went out and bought that piano and signed up for lessons, and I went with you and you spent four hundred dollars on sheet music at that store? And then a week later, you decided you didn’t want to be a pianist.” 
 
    “That was different,” Amber said. 
 
    “How was that different?” Rey asked. 
 
    “I didn’t actually want to be a pianist. I just thought I did.”  
 
    “Listen to yourself,” I said, butting back into the conversation. “You sound psychotic.” 
 
    “Nick—you’re not helping,” my wife said to me. She turned back to Amber. “Just give me the pill, Amber. Spend some time thinking about this. At least go out a few times as a man before you commit to becoming a man for the rest of your life. I’ll go to the mall with you and we can get you a couple of outfits. Maybe we can even go and get your hair cut—but I worry that you’ll even regret that.”  
 
    “If I’m going to do this, I’m going to commit one-hundred percent,” Amber said, taking another sip from her Bud Light. She cringed at the taste again. “I’ve never committed completely to something—that’s why things never work out for me. Now I’m going to commit. I’m going to become a man.”  
 
    “Just let her do it, Rey. Let’s go to bed. I’ve got work in the morning,” I said.  
 
    “No—we aren’t letting her do this. We’re going to talk about it until she realizes she’s making a massive mistake. Sit down at the table, Amber. Nick—get me a drink.” Rey was on a mission. She was exhausted and sniffling and it was almost 1:00 AM, but she was determined to protect her psychotic friend. So I got her a glass of wine and then I sat in the living room while she tried to talk Amber out of her idiotic and permanent idea.  
 
    When Amber finished her Bud Light, she went to the fridge and got a second one. She cracked it open and took a long sip. Then she looked at me and said, “See? I told you it would grow on me. I told you I could be a man.” I tried not to laugh at her idiotic statement.  
 
    Her little pill would give her a pair of testicles and a cock, but it wouldn’t change the size of her small bladder. After her second beer, she was going to the bathroom every ten minutes. A fun fact about women: their bladders are smaller. Women pee more than men, and even if Amber took that pill, that wouldn’t change.  
 
    Rey got up to use the bathroom after Amber’s third visit. “Stay here and make sure she doesn’t take that pill,” she said to me as she walked towards the potty. Amber was looking at me with a big grin.  
 
    “What’s so funny?” I asked. 
 
    “You guys think you can stop me, but you can’t. You’re going to see me as a man in a few days and you’re going to realize that I was right all along.” 
 
    “You think that I’ll be so impressed by your manliness that I’ll agree the pill was a good idea?” I said, making sure I understood her ridiculous statement correctly.  
 
    She nodded her head, and then I heard Rey scream in the bathroom. I sprung to my feet and ran over to see what happened. “Are you okay?”  
 
    Rey was holding up the orange pill bottle. It was empty. “She took the pill—oh my God, she actually took the pill. Amber! Where’s the pill? What did you do with that pill?”  
 
    And suddenly, Amber was standing behind us in the doorway. “I took it. I told you, I want this. I know what I’m doing. I want to be a man.”  
 
    “Make yourself throw up. It’s probably not too late. Stick your fingers down your throat and throw up.” Rey ran up to Amber and grabbed her arms. “Please make yourself throw up.”  
 
    “I’m not going to do that. I should be getting home. Those nasty side effects should be kicking in soon,” she said. “Next time you see me, I’ll be a man.” She looked happier than ever as she sauntered over to our front door—like the newest member of some deranged cult. Her life was essentially over. In a few days, she would officially be a mutilated abomination. And there was nothing we could do to help her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    My wife’s cold only got worse, thanks in part to Amber’s idiocy. After Amber left, Rey wasn’t able to sleep. She tried calling Amber a few times, but she wouldn’t pick up. Then she paced around the house until about 3:30 AM. “You need to get some sleep, darling,” I said. So she got into the bed, but she couldn’t fall asleep. And there’s nothing worse than getting no sleep when you have a nasty cold.  
 
    She ended up sleeping for an hour at most, and when she woke up, her sniffling was worse than ever before. She had a pounding headache and a body that hurt all over. She took the day off of work. I made her a bed on the couch before heading off to work, and then I left work early, so that I could help Rey out and make her feel more comfortable.  
 
    “This headache is killing me,” she said, pressing her hands firmly against the sides of her head.  
 
    “Did you take any Advil?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ve taken so much Advil,” she said. “I need something stronger.” So I fetched some stronger pills from the back of our medicine cabinet. I gave her two of the pills she got when she had her wisdom teeth removed. “These should help.” And they did help. After an hour, she was able to sleep with a slight smile on her face, and a lot of snot running down from her nose. But at least she was getting some rest. 
 
    Though her cold didn’t get any better. She slept through the night—almost for sixteen straight hours—and then she woke up with another pounding headache, and more body pains. It was around noon the next day when she started throwing up. “Should we go to the doctor?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s just a cold,” she said, but it was worse than any cold she’d ever had before. I gave her a couple more of those powerful wisdom tooth pills, and she conked out for another sixteen hours, only waking up briefly so that she could drag her feet to the bathroom to go pee. The third day of her cold wasn’t any better, and then the fourth day was actually worse. “I’m taking you to the hospital,” I said after she started throwing up what looked like blood. And even though Rey hated hospitals, she agreed to let me take her.  
 
    I had to help Rey from the car into the emergency room, and then I had to help her onto the hospital bed in the tiny curtain room they put us in. I looked at her pale face and I was starting to worry that something was seriously wrong—something much, much worse than a cold. I put my hand on her forehead and it felt like a furnace. The doctor took a long look at her but couldn’t figure out what was wrong. “I’ve seen this before,” he said. “But usually with surgery patients. Sometimes little pieces of gauze get left behind in the body, and then the body tries to reject the foreign material. But this is even different than that.” He shined a light in her eyes. “Your pupils are dilated, as if you’ve been doing cocaine. And your muscles are all tense, as if you’ve been taking steroids. I’m going to have them take some blood samples and a urine sample.”  
 
    The nurse came by and took Rey’s blood, and then she asked if Rey was okay to get her own urine sample, or if Rey needed help. Rey tried to strain her body up, but she was in too much pain. Her face turned red and she said, “I think I need help.” 
 
    “Don’t be embarrassed,” said the nurse. “I’ve seen everything.”  
 
    So the nurse took her little cup and funnel and then she lifted up Rey’s gown. She paused for a moment and then took a deep breath. “Go ahead and pee,” she said, looking away while holding the funnel and cup between my wife’s legs. So Rey started peeing. There was a long awkward silence. The nurse capped the little cup of pee and then she placed it on her cart. She smiled awkwardly and said, “So how long since you took the pill?” 
 
    “Which pill?” Rey asked. 
 
    “The Gendypnol pill.”  
 
    Rey stared at the nurse for five terrifyingly silent seconds. “I didn’t take a pill,” she said. “I just took a few T3s and some Advil.”  
 
    The nurse was quiet for a moment before saying. “Oh, I’m sorry. On your chart it says you were born female. I know that it seems old-school that we have that there, but it matters for things like drug dosages and whatnot.”  
 
    “I was born female,” Rey said. “What are you on about?”  
 
    “I mean sex, not gender. I’ll admit that I’m not entirely versed in all the lingo. You’re biologically male, correct?”  
 
    Rey was silent and her face was bone-white. “No,” she said carefully. “I was born female, and I’m still a female. I have a four-year-old daughter, who I gave birth to.”  
 
    And the nurse was in a silent state of shock. “I’m confused,” she said. “So you did take the Gendypnol then?”  
 
    Rey stared at the nurse for a moment and then she looked down at her gown. She reached down slowly and pulled it up, revealing a small flaccid cock where her pussy used to be. “Oh my God,” she said, slapping her hand against her mouth. She began to tremble. “What is that?”  
 
    The nurse backed away slowly. “I’ll go get the doctor,” she said before turning around and scurrying off.  
 
    And I was too afraid to get any closer than I already was. “Rey—what the hell is that?” I asked. 
 
    She reached down and touched it, pushing it to the side. “Oh my God, I can feel it. It’s real. Get it off of me. What’s happening? Is this a joke? Why is that there? Where’s my fucking vagina?”  
 
    The doctor came into the room and looked down at my wife’s new cock. “Oh—you didn’t mention you were transitioning. That would explain pretty much all of your symptoms.”  
 
    “What the fuck is happening?” Rey shouted.  
 
    And the doctor’s face became almost as white as Rey’s. It was a long night. They tested Rey’s blood and found traces of Gendypnol in her system. Based on the doctor’s estimate, she was four days into her six-day transition. And when I asked, “Where did it come from?” the nurses and doctors all shrugged their shoulders. “Maybe she took it by accident?”  
 
    And then Rey and I both became silent as we simultaneously remembered Amber’s little orange bottle. Rey looked over at me, and then I said, “Excuse me for a minute.” I slipped out into the hospital hallway and then I dialled up Amber.  
 
    “Amber here, what can I do for you?” she asked.  
 
    “What the hell did you do?” I asked through clenched teeth. It was a good thing that she wasn’t there in front of me. I would have punched her straight in the face, even if she hadn’t taken her pill and was still a man.  
 
    “What are you talking about?” she asked. 
 
    “That pill—did you give it to my wife? Is this some kind of big joke to you?”  
 
    “No, I told you I took it.”  
 
    “Bullshit you did. You had one little pill. What did you do with it? If you took it, prove it. You should have a cock by now—so send me a picture.”  
 
    “Excuse me? Did you just ask me to send you a picture?”  
 
    “Send it, damnit!” I shouted. 
 
    And then Amber became silent.  
 
    “What is it, Amber? Tell me what’s going on. How did my wife end up with Gendypnol in her system?”  
 
    “Wait, what?” 
 
    “You heard me. Did you put it in her drink? I’m going to sue you so hard—you’ll be giving us every dollar of every paycheque for the rest of your life.”  
 
    “I hid the pill in a bottle, in the back of your medicine cabinet. I was too afraid to take it—but I wanted you to think that I took it.”  
 
    “What? Why? What’s wrong with you? Are you insane?”  
 
    “What? I put it with a bunch of expired pills. You aren’t supposed to take expired pills you know. They can make you sick. I saw an episode of Dr. Phil about it.”  
 
    “Amber, I’m going to kill you. Why didn’t you take the damned pill?” My hand was clenched into a fist and my arms and legs were trembling. If my wife took the Gendypnol pill, then her pussy was gone. Then she had a cock until she could get in for a gender reassignment surgery. And even then, she wouldn’t get her pussy back. For the rest of her life she would just have essentially a wound between her legs. It wasn’t fair to her and it wasn’t fair to me.  
 
    And how long would it take to get her into surgery? What if it took months? I couldn’t sleep next to my wife while she had a cock. What if it touched me? And what if it actually worked—what if she could get an erection? The thought made me cringe and squirm. “I’m going to kill you,” I said again.  
 
    “You’re being discriminatory.”  
 
    “What does that even mean?” 
 
    “What difference does it make if your wife has a penis or a vagina?” she asked with her usual condescending tone. 
 
    “Can you hear yourself right now? Do you have any idea how crazy you sound? Obviously you know that it makes a difference because you didn’t take the fucking pill!”  
 
    “I’m not going to talk to you if you’re going to yell at me.”  
 
    I had to hang up the phone. I couldn’t stand the sound of her voice any longer. I couldn’t even stand the mental image of her face that was now stuck in my head. I paced back and forth for a minute, taking deep breaths. I needed to calm myself down. Maybe it wasn’t going to be so bad. Maybe they could reverse the drug, seeing as it hadn’t fully run through her system yet.  
 
    I went back into our ward and I slipped into our curtain room. “How’s it going?” I asked my beautiful wife, who now had a male appendage growing between her legs. 
 
    “Terrible. I want to die. Isn’t there some plug you can pull in here to kill me?”  
 
    “Where’s the doctor? I want to see if they can reverse this. Surely they can reverse this.” 
 
    “I already asked. There’s nothing they can do. Apparently Amber’s pill bottle had warning all over it that said ‘the effects of this pill cannot be reversed’.” My heart fluttered down into my stomach. “I have a cock now. You’re married to a woman with a cock. Oh God, you’re going to end up leaving me. I’m going to die alone. I’ll never be able to wear a bathing suit again. What’s even the point of living?”  
 
    “We’ll figure this out. Don’t worry. I heard they were working on a reversal drug.” 
 
    “They’re not,” my wife said as she let her head fall back onto her pillow. “I asked the doctor that, too. My options are surgical removal or live with it. And I’ve seen what the surgical removal looks like. I’m probably better off with the damned thing. You may as well just divorce me now.” 
 
    “I’m not going to divorce you. We’re going to make this work. I don’t know how we’re going to do it, but we’ll do it.” I reached out and brushed the hair off of Rey’s pretty face. At least her face was stull beautiful. At least the pill wouldn’t change that. At least the pill wouldn’t change her body at all. She would still be thin and curvy, and her tits wouldn’t be going anywhere.  
 
    And she did still have a hole between her legs—she would just have to get used to taking it from behind, something she’d never let me do before. “It’ll be okay,” I said again, but my voice was far from convincing. Would it be okay?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Rey’s cock got bigger. I only caught a glimpse of it briefly while she was changing after we got back from the hospital. It looked big, but that was probably just because of her small body. A part of me was worried that it was bigger than mine, as if it made any difference.  
 
    She kept it covered up and she tried not to talk about it—though it was all both of us ever thought about. Every time that Gendypnol ad came on the TV, we would both because painfully silent, and that silence would linger into my bones and then my gut.  
 
    Rey went to multiple doctors, trying to find someone with a miracle solution. They all told her the same thing. “Gendypnol is a new drug, and as far as I know, there’s no reversing the effects.” But Rey was so desperate to have her pussy back, she kept shelling out money to see new doctors, hoping one of them would say, ‘We do have this experimental drug.’ She would have taken it without hesitation, even if there were an 80% risk of getting cancer from it.  
 
    But there was nothing—no other options aside from surgery, which she researched quite heavily. I did some of my own research into surgery, but the sight of a post-op trans vagina was not exactly my cup of tea. Plus, I learned about a thing called dilation, where Rey would essentially have to keep a dildo in her fake pussy for many hours every day for the rest of her life, so that it wouldn’t close shut. The thought made me shudder. And apparently post-op vaginas don’t feel very much if any stimulation. At least her cock could be stimulated, at least according to the Internet. Though I wasn’t exactly lining up to see for myself.  
 
    Two months went by, and in those two months, I didn’t see my wife’s cock. We didn’t even talk about it, but I knew it was there.  
 
    We were watching a hockey game on TV one night when a beer ad came on the screen. In the ad, a woman in a bikini poured herself a beer in super-slow-motion. She had large breasts and a cute little ski jump nose. She looked into the camera and winked, and I had to admit that the girl was pretty damn sexy. I found myself thinking: I bet she has a pussy. I bet she’s had sex with her husband in the past two months. I wonder if he knows how lucky he is? I wonder if he knows how quickly that can all change. He just has to take the wrong pill from the wrong bottle… 
 
    And then I looked over at Rey and noticed something on her lap: a bulge. Her skirt stood straight up, being held up by a massive erection. Rey looked at me with a funny look and then she looked down to see what I was looking at. She gasped and quickly reached down and tucked her cock back into her panties. Her face was suddenly red. I looked away quickly. It was a minute later when she said, “I can’t help it. It just happens sometimes.”  
 
    I nodded my head slowly. “It’s fine,” I said. My hands and feet felt suddenly cold. I took a deep breath. So it did work. It wasn’t just an aesthetic penis—it was a fully functioning dick, capable of becoming erect, and maybe even capable of shooting cum.  
 
    It was the next morning when I found that ad on her phone. I couldn’t find my phone and I needed to look up a recipe. I opened her Internet browser and saw the ad there, paused on that large breasted woman’s supple rack. Why was my wife looking at it? Is that what gave her the erection?  
 
    It was the next morning when I felt Rey slipping out of bed early. She quietly left the bedroom and went into the bathroom. I sat up and checked the time on my phone. It was only 6:00 AM, much earlier than she usually got up. Then I looked over at her nightstand and noticed that she’d taken her phone with her. So I quietly got up and crept over to the bathroom door. I pressed my ear against the door and listened, and I heard the sound of my wife masturbating.  
 
    She was moaning quietly and breathing heavily. I heard her whimper the word ‘fuck’ a few times, and then there was a silence. The toilet flushed and I retreated back to the bed, slipping under the covers and pretending to go back to sleep. She got back into the bed and went back to sleep. Then, later that morning while Rey was taking a shower, I looked at her phone’s Internet history and saw that she had been watching porn. As far as I knew, Rey had never watched a porno in her life.  
 
    I looked online to see if it could have been something to do with her new cock and balls, and sure enough, lots of women reported the same side effect: a sudden desire to masturbate, and a growing attraction towards women. My heart skipped a beat. Rey had been so worried that I was going to leave her, but maybe the real worry was that she was going to leave me for a lady.  
 
    I tried to do some more research, to see what happened to other couples that had taken the drug. But the drug was so new that there wasn’t much material on the web, especially not from straight women with husbands. So all I could do was pray that she would stay in love with me, even if her desires became stronger.  
 
    It was a month later when we got an unexpected snowstorm. I was working on a roof when the snow started to fall, and it wasn’t ten minutes before I had to get off of that roof for the sake of my own safety. My boss told me to go home early. “We’ve got no other work right now, so I guess you can go spend the afternoon with your wife,” he said to me.  
 
    I stopped on the way home to buy some burgers for lunch. I thought about texting Rey to see what she wanted, but I figured it might be nice to surprise her. So when I got home, I quietly opened and closed the door. But Rey wasn’t in the living room. I didn’t call out for her because I didn’t want to ruin the surprise. I went to the basement but she wasn’t there. Then I checked the bathroom, but she wasn’t there either. And that’s when I heard the moaning coming from the bedroom. I crept up to the door slowly and pressed my ear to it. It was a woman moaning, but it wasn’t my wife. My heart stuttered and my gut turned. I grabbed the door handle and threw the door open, ready to catch my wife cheating on me with a woman. 
 
    But instead I saw my wife on the bed, on her knees, with a Fleshlight in her hands. She was turned towards her laptop screen, which was playing a hardcore lesbian squirting scene. She looked back at me and tossed the Fleshlight aside, but it was too late. She reached her orgasm. She whimpered and her lips went crooked and she trembled and her cock started to unload onto our bed. “I’m so sorry,” she said with a shudder, mid-orgasm. For the first time ever, I saw my wife’s erect penis, and it was long and thick and throbbing as it spewed white goo everywhere. The scene on the laptop continued. One of the lesbians was fisting the other, and she was screaming and squirting all over the place—even on the camera lens. “I’m so sorry,” my wife said again.  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. I looked away and tried to take a deep breath. I wasn’t sure how to process what I was seeing. My wife was into lesbian porn now? Was she still into men?  
 
    Did it even matter? Even if she was still sexually attracted to me, it’s not like she had a pussy I could fuck. Maybe, if I was lucky, she would let me into her asshole—but would I even be able to do it? Would I be able to get it up with her, knowing she had a penis?  
 
    She came out from the bedroom once she had everything cleaned up. She apologized again. Her face was dark red. I told her it was fine, and then I gave her one of the burgers I bought. We went on pretending like nothing had happened, like we always did—pretending as though everything was normal and fine. I took two sleeping pills before bed, knowing I wouldn’t be able to sleep naturally with the image of my wife fucking a Fleshlight stuck in my head.  
 
    Where did she even get the Fleshlight? She must have gone out to buy it, or she bought it online. Either way, it meant that she wasn’t just caving to hormonal desires. She was pre-planning her masturbation sessions. And she was planning them around my work schedule, making sure I was out of the house before indulging. And who knew what else she was getting up to? Maybe she was secretly wearing my clothes when I was gone. Maybe she was watching sports highlights as soon as I left in the morning. Maybe she was using my weight bench in the basement… 
 
    I fell asleep and had nice dreams about living by the beach. I slept heavily until 3:00 AM, when I woke up to the sound of moaning. It took a moment before I realized it wasn’t coming from outside, but it was coming from my wife.  
 
    She was asleep, having what sounded like a sex dream. She had an arm over my torso and her body pressed against my back. I could feel her soft tits against me, but I could also feel her hard cock pressed between my butt cheeks. I was suddenly regretting sleeping in the nude, even though I’d never been able to sleep any other way.  
 
    She was grinding her cock against me, moaning louder and louder. She rubbed her face into my shoulder and started kissing me. I didn’t move. I didn’t want to wake her up and embarrass her all over again. I still felt guilty about catching her in the act of masturbating. So I just remained still.  
 
    She was rock-hard and her cock was warm. I could feel it throbbing. I’m not sure how it ended up outside of her panties—maybe her panties couldn’t contain the whole length of her erect penis. I closed my eyes and just hoped the moment would end. I knew it was my beautiful wife behind me, but I couldn’t help but picture a man, with short hair and muscles and a stubble beard. The thought made me so nauseous that I had to reach back, to feel the soft skin of her ass, to remind myself that it was just my gorgeous wife. I let out a sigh of relief, and then Rey moaned loudly. I felt her cock throb hard, and then I felt the warm wetness of her cum spraying up my back. I became tense as blast after blast coated my skin.  
 
    Then she rolled over and continued sleeping as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. I just remained still, my back coated in my wife’s cum. And the worst part of it all was that I now had a throbbing erection of my own between my thighs.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It was three months after the incident when I started to drift down an online rabbit hole. It started out innocently enough—trying to find stories of other couples experiencing the same nightmare. I found one blog post from a man whose wife took the pill voluntarily, thinking that it would be a nice surprise for her husband. Apparently, she’d suspected that he was secretly gay or bisexual, but he swore in his blog post that he wasn’t. When he told his wife that she’d made a big mistake, house life apparently became quite awkward and the sex stopped until one drunken night when they decided to take turns fucking each other in the ass.  
 
    I didn’t read the rest f the blog post. It suddenly became too graphic, and my hands started trembling at the thought of taking my wife’s very large penis in my asshole.  
 
    I kept searching for stories, finding very little—sometimes just the odd throwaway post on Reddit or Tumblr. But even those didn’t sound real, probably made up by some bored loser trying to get attention online.  
 
    I found one post from a man who claimed his wife accidentally took the pill. He was asking for advice on a weightlifting forum of all places. And he got some interesting advice, though the responders didn’t believe that he was telling the truth. “I know you’re lying, but I’ll answer anyway,” said one person. “Just stay married to her and get your sex elsewhere. Pay for an escort every now and then. Find one that looks a bit like your wife and fuck her from behind while pretending she is your wife. Then it’s not like you’re really cheating.” And although the advice sounded ridiculous at first, it wasn’t terrible advice. I needed to have sex sooner or later, or something bad was going to happen. I couldn’t just remain celibate for the rest of my life. I couldn’t keep jerking off in the bathroom like a fourteen-year-old boy. I loved my wife, but I had needs to—and there were people who fulfilled those needs for a living.  
 
    So I curiously looked into escorts in my area, and shockingly, there were tons. Even when I narrowed my search down to a single mile from my house, it still gave me ten different options. And the ordering process was so easy, though I didn’t actually go through with it. It was just a few clicks of the mouse to slip myself into the schedule of one of the girls, and then it was just a matter of walking over to the hotel where she worked.  
 
    There was a little blonde cutie that couldn’t have been a day older than nineteen working at the hotel two blocks away—the one I could see from my living room window. She was dressed up as a schoolgirl in all of her pictures, and she had a description of her ‘perfect client’. “I like guys with no facial hair and a little bit of shag on their heads. I like a man in a suit, but I really like a man in athletic wear. If you come in a pair of sweatpants and some runners, I might just leak right through my panties.” I was clean-shaven and I had a pair of sweatpants and runners I could wear… 
 
    And then I noticed a little note at the bottom of her ad. “I really love working with couples,” she wrote. My heart fluttered up in my chest, and I wondered if that might be something Rey would be into. I was pretty sure that she liked girls now, and she was probably starting to wonder what fucking a tight pussy felt like. And hell, she was probably wanting me to get laid as well. Surely she felt bad that months had gone by and I hadn’t even gotten so much as a blowjob.  
 
    Rey was just in the other room, watching a football game. She’d started watching them while I was home—no longer hiding her newfound appreciation of sports. Sometimes it was even hard to pull her away from the screen. And when we would sit down to pick movies, she was suddenly less shy about choosing action movies, even though she used to only want to watch romantic films, or the occasional romantic comedy.  
 
    So I went to the living room and I sat down across from her and waited for the commercial break. My heart was pounding as I tried to think of a way to broach the topic of hiring an escort for both of us to fuck. When that commercial break finally came, my heart was a stuttering mess. I took a deep breath and said, “Do you have a second?” 
 
    She looked at me with a big smile, waiting for me to go on. 
 
    “So I had this idea, and—uh—I don’t know how you’re going to feel about it. I don’t want you to think that it’s what I want—not that I don’t want it—I do want it—but I’d rather it didn’t have to be this way. I was—uh—maybe thinking that we could, like…” But I couldn’t seem to force those words off of my tongue.  
 
    “What is it, honey?” she asked. Her eyes glistened and I felt so thankful that the pill didn’t change her beautiful face at all. She still had those stunning eyes and those full lips and that cute nose. She still had her amazing smile—the smile I fell in love with so many years before. I couldn’t break her heart. I couldn’t possibly suggest getting an escort. I didn’t want her to think that she wasn’t meeting my needs, even though she probably already knew it was true. I wanted her to think that she was enough for me, even without a pussy.  
 
    “I was wondering if you might let me put it in your, you know—your ass.” Now my heart was slamming into my ribcage. I didn’t necessarily want to put it in her ass, but I had to say something. I couldn’t let her think that I was having reservations about our relationship.  
 
    Her face turned red and she awkwardly slipped a hand behind her neck. “My ass?” she asked quietly, as if she didn’t want our sleeping daughter to overhear, even though she was upstairs, down the hall, and behind a closed door. “I don’t know,” Rey continued. “I’ve never had it in the ass before.”  
 
    I awkwardly laughed and then I shrugged my shoulders. “It was just an idea—a silly one. Forget I even asked.” It had been the response I was expecting—the same response she gave me when I used to ask, back when we first started dating. She’d always been too shy to let me put in her butt—too afraid it would hurt or cause permanent damage.  
 
    So I was shocked when she said, “Okay, why don’t we try it.” Her face was still dark red, and I could practically hear her heart pounding. “Maybe it will be fun. I’ll go put on something nice.” She got up and scurried up to the bedroom, leaving me down on the couch wondering what the hell I’d just done. 
 
    For the first time in many months, I was about to get laid. But I wasn’t sure that’s what I wanted. I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before, and I’d definitely never fucked a girl with a cock in the ass before. What if her dick touched me? What if she got an erection? What if she was expecting me to give her a reach around? Or what if I so much as saw her penis and it made me soft? I didn’t want to offend my wife like that, even though I didn’t want her thinking that I was attracted to her penis.  
 
    I waited a few minutes and then I took a deep breath, gathering the courage to have sex with my wife. I brought myself to my feet and then I started towards the stairs. Maybe I should have just suggested the escort idea. Maybe she would have been just as into it—or maybe she would have been more into it. At least then we would both get to fuck a pussy, instead of having what seemed an awful lot like gay sex.  
 
    But it wasn’t gay sex. It wasn’t gay sex just because I was going to fuck her ass, or even because she had a cock. She was still a woman—a beautiful woman—and she was still my wife. That pill didn’t make her into a man; it just made her pussy into a cock.  
 
    I carefully opened the bedroom door and saw my wife sitting on the edge of the bed in a little sexy sailor outfit—one we’d bought together a few years before, but it never fit properly. “It finally fits,” she said. “Though I don’t know if that’s a good thing.” The skirt was always too small for her wide hips, and the crop top was always to tight on her bust. But she hadn’t lost any weight that I was aware of—so was she losing some of her curves? Was the testosterone from her ball sack starting to change her figure? Did we need to look into getting hormone pills to keep her a woman? The doctors told us hormone pills could make things very complicated, so Rey opted to avoid them—but maybe a bit of complication wouldn’t have been so bad.  
 
    “Are you sure about this?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah. It’ll be… interesting. Let’s give it a try. Come here.” She waved me over with one finger. So I walked up to the bed and found myself standing frozen in front of her. She reached out and started to do away with my belt. I took a deep breath. She looked cute in that outfit. She looked nice and feminine, the way I wanted her to look. She had her hair tied into a loose ponytail that she let hang over her shoulder.  
 
    She yanked down my pants and then she gently rubbed my cock through my white undies. A slight smile crossed her face. “It’s been a while,” she said.  
 
    “Too long,” I said.  
 
    She took my undies with both hands and pulled them down to my knees, letting my long flaccid cock out for a breath of air. Her gaze locked on it and her eyes sparkled. So she wasn’t a full-blown lesbian. She still enjoyed the sight of a thick cock. She reached out and slipped her fingers around it, pulling back my foreskin and teasing my bulbous tip with the tip of her thumb. It felt good. I reached out and slipped my hand onto the side of her face, brushing her soft hair. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe we could get used to this—as long as that cock was out of the way and out of sight.  
 
    She stroked me for a minute and then she leaned forward and took my cock into her warm mouth. She sucked and bobbed her head and got me hard. She moaned slightly as she fondled my ball sack. “That feels good, babe,” I said, now with both of my hands slipped behind her head. I gently pulled her forward with each bob, getting as much of my cock into her mouth as I could without making her gag.  
 
    She pulled her head back for a breath of air. A strand of saliva connected her plump lips with my throbbing erection. She looked into my eyes and smiled, and I smiled right back. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to last long—maybe I wouldn’t even make it to her ass.  
 
    And then I noticed the bulge in her skirt: her erection standing straight up. Rey noticed it a second later. She reached down quickly and tucked it up into her skirt’s waistband. It wasn’t an easy thing to hide in that lingerie. I could still see the slight bulge of her tip, nearly sticking out from her high waisted sailor’s skirt. “Sorry,” she said. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said, even though the sight was a bit off-putting. At least it helped me last longer. Though it was kind of nice to see her getting erect for me and not just some lesbian porn on the computer screen. It was nice to know that she was still attracted to me with her new hormones pumping through her system.  
 
    She kept sucking my cock, getting me nice and hard again—and getting me nice and wet for the next step in our little romp.  
 
    “If you keep sucking you’re going to make me come,” I said.  
 
    She smiled and pulled her head back. “I guess you probably want to stick it in my ass now, huh?” she said with dark red cheeks. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders and nodded my head. “I guess we can give it a try.”  
 
    She stood up carefully, keeping a hand down against her crotch to stop her erection from popping loose. Even with her hand there I could see the throbbing bulge. She spun around and got onto her hands and knees. She reached down into her panties to make a final adjustment before saying, “Okay. I’m all yours.”   
 
    I took a deep breath and climbed up onto the bed, on my knees. I flipped up her skirt and saw that little strip of red fabric covering her asshole. I was tempted to pull those panties down, but I knew they were keeping her cock and balls out of my line of sight, so I just pulled the strip of fabric carefully to the side. Her asshole was tight and puckering. I grabbed my cock firmly and pressed my saliva-covered tip against that tight hole. I drew little circles around her anus, using her own saliva to get her moist, and then I started to push my cock into her. It took a few seconds and lots of pushing to penetrate. I stopped once I had my tip in her. She perked up and became tense. “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Mhm,” she said, nodding her head, unable to speak real words as she had her lips pressed tightly together and she was probably biting down on her tongue.  
 
    I gently pushed myself a little bit deeper. I could feel her tight rim puckering along my shaft, trying to hold me back one moment, and then trying to suck me deeper the next moment. I used both of my hands to spread her cheeks, as if that would make it easier for her.  
 
    Her hole was warm—much warmer than my hand, which was the only thing I’d used to get off in the past three months. I took a deep breath and my body shuddered with a combination of elation and fear. I sunk a bit deeper. “Just tell me if I’m going to deep,” I said. 
 
    “You’re okay,” She said through clenched teeth. So I sunk a bit deeper. I had half of my cock inside of her body. I was impressed that she’d let me go this far. And I was even more impressed that she wasn’t stopping me from going further. I sunk another inch in, and then another inch, and then another, and she was still okay, only squirming a little bit. I finally got my final inch inside of her and then she let out a long moan.  
 
    “Does that feel okay?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “It feels good,” she said.  
 
    I gently started to pull back so I could begin thrusting. She was moaning consistently, squirming and swaying as if her body was being overtaken by euphoria. I pulled back halfway and then I pushed in slowly. And I was shocked to hear her say, “Faster than that.” So I pulled back and came down faster. “Faster,” she said again. So I pulled back and slammed down quickly, with force. She moaned and shuddered and said, “Just like that.”  
 
    I watched as her tight hole hugged my cock, pulling back like a suction cup every time I pulled back, and then sinking inside of her every time I thrusted forward. I was stretching her wide, but she seemed to like it. She was even pushing her bum back every time I pushed my cock into her, as if she wanted more. It was only a minute before I was fucking her quickly, as if I was fucking her in the pussy.  
 
    I reached around her torso and I squeezed her tits, eliciting a sharp moan out of her. I loved the way they bounced back and forth when she was on her hands and knees. I looked over at the mirror so I could see what she looked like, being dominated from behind. It was a nice sight, until I noticed the bulge in her skirt: her erection sticking straight out. With both of her hands planted on the mattress, she had no way of tucking it back into her panties—and even if she did, it wouldn’t have stayed there. I don’t think she even knew her cock was out of her panties.  
 
    But it wasn’t just out of her panties. Every time I thrusted my cock into her, her skirt rode back just a tiny bit. And it was starting to ride back over her erection. I could now see her tip poking out, throbbing and swollen. After a few more thrusts I could see half of her erection. I looked away quickly, worried it would take me out of the moment.  
 
    And then a guilt started swelling in my gut. She probably wanted to reach down and jerk herself off so badly. She was probably doing everything she could to resist that temptation. The sound of her moaning was probably the sound of her fighting the urge to squeeze her dick and pump it until hot goo was all over our bed sheets.  
 
    I bit down on my tongue. Whether I liked it or not, it was part of my wife’s body. I couldn’t just let her think that I was disgusted by it. I couldn’t just treat my own wife like she was a freak of nature. So I took a deep breath and I reached around until my fingers were around her long, throbbing shaft. And then I began to beat her off.  
 
    I heard her gasp. She became frozen for a moment and then she looked back at me with wide eyes. “W—What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m getting you off,” I said. 
 
    And she stared into my eyes for a moment before the euphoria took over again. She shuddered and her lips parted. She turned to look forward again and then she started to moan loudly—louder than before. I squeezed her cock hard. It wasn’t as disgusting as I thought it would be. In fact, it wasn’t disgusting at all. It just felt like I was squeezing a part of her body, stroking it like it was my own. And it didn’t seem any gayer than when I jerked myself off in the bathroom. In fact, in a way, it was even less gay because when I was alone in the bathroom there were no women around.  
 
    “Oh God,” she groaned. “It feels so good.” I could feel her cock bloating up. I saw her back arch as blissful tension consumed her. She was quiet for a few seconds and then she screamed out with intense pleasure—and I felt her cock beginning to unload. I snuck a peek in the mirror: her thick rod blasting our bed sheets with warm cum. The sight wasn’t as gross as I was expecting—it wasn’t gross at all. Or maybe I was just getting used to the fact that my wife had a cock.  
 
    I came shortly after. It would have been impossible not to, once her asshole started puckering and throbbing while she came. The stimulation was too intense—no man could have survived much longer than me. I filled her back door with a massive load of cum and then I fell down on the bed. She fell down and then rolled her warm body into mine. I threw an arm over her. She was smiling and out of breath, and I was too. She wasn’t hiding her cock now—maybe she didn’t know that it was out, or maybe she was too exhausted to bother. It was slumped on her flipped-up skirt, with a little puddle of cum at her tip. “That was fun,” she said. 
 
    “It was,” I agreed. Though my heart was still stammering, unsure of what had just happened. I was terrified that my wife was going to think that I liked cock—maybe she would think that I’d always secretly liked cock and I’d just finally let that secret slip. And I didn’t know how to tell her that wasn’t the case without sounding like a complete liar. So I just kept my mouth shut and hoped she wouldn’t get any weird thoughts in her head. I was just pleasuring her—that’s all. I was trying to make her feel better after three terrible months. I was just trying to be a good husband.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was only the next day when we had sex again. It was late and we were tired after a long day. Rey went up to get ready for bed while I went to take the dog for a walk around the block. When I finally got up to the bedroom, Rey was there waiting for me in a little piece of lacy lingerie that I didn’t recognize. “It’s new,” she said. “Do you like it? I bought it today. It was on sale.”  
 
    “I like it,” I said.  
 
    “It’s got a hole in the back,” she said, turning around. She reached down and spread her cheeks, showing me her asshole. “It had a hole in the front, too. But I quickly sewed that up while you were at work.”  
 
    So I climbed up on the bed and she gave me an amazing blowjob, and then I flipped her onto her stomach and I ate out her little tush hole. I used to love eating out her pussy, so this was the next best thing. Then I stuck my cock in her and pumped her little body. And once again I found myself reaching around to jerk off her cock. There was much less hesitation this time. We’d gotten most of the weirdness out of the way with our first little romp. I made her come inside of her new lingerie, but she didn’t mind. I got a bit of her sticky substance on my hand, which was a bit of a put-off. I wiped my hand on the bed sheets, but I could still feel the stickiness on my fingers.  
 
    The next day she gave me a blowjob when I came home from work, right in our living room. Our daughter was at a friend’s house for the night. I think Rey was hoping that the blowjob would lead to anal sex for the third night in a row, but she ended up sucking me off too effectively. I came in her mouth, without warning her. She swallowed and then she kissed me on the lips—though I could have done without the cum-flavoured kiss, to be honest.  
 
    That night, Rey cuddled into me in bed, something she hadn’t done since before that terrible incident. She snuggled in tight and put her hand on my chest. “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Just cuddling,” she said. And that’s when I realized she was wearing a new perfume. It was unlike any perfume she’d ever worn before. Normally she smelled like flowers and vanilla, but now she smelled like cedar and woodchips.  
 
    “What are you wearing?” 
 
    “Just a nightie,” she said. 
 
    “No—I mean that perfume. What is that?” 
 
    “It’s new. Do you like it?”  
 
    I did like it in a weird way. It was kind of sexy, as if she was some sort of sexy woodland nymph. I put my hand on her shoulder and ran my fingers down her chest. “It’s cute,” I said. 
 
    “You won’t believe this, but it’s actually cologne. I was at the store and I smelled it and I just had to have it. I know it’s not the girliest scent I’ve ever worn.” My heart stuttered. I tried not to think too much into it. I slipped my fingers onto her left breast. I fondled her nipple. There was something very relieving about her breasts, always there to remind me that she was a beautiful woman, no matter what she had between her legs, and no matter what scent she wore on her body.  
 
    She slid her hand down slowly from my chest. Her fingers slipped around my cock and she began to play with me casually—something she used to do, before the incident. And then she kept talking. “I saw this really cute dress at the mall. I wanted to buy it, but it was two hundred dollars.” 
 
    “You should have just bought it if you liked it,” I said. My cock tingled and began to get hard.  
 
    “Yeah—but when would I have worn it? It was tight and kind of racy—it would only be good for a special function, and when was the last time we went to one of those?”  
 
    She was stroking me now, seemingly mindlessly, getting me hard as if she wanted to have sex. And back in the day I would have reached down and done the same thing to her: rubbed her clit and stroked her pussy. But now there was a cock there. Now I would probably give her the wrong idea if I reached down and started fondling her. 
 
    Or was I giving her the wrong idea by doing nothing? Was I just reminding her that I was put off by the reality of her situation? Maybe the right thing to do was to play with her cock the way she was playing with mine. Maybe that would be the best way to make her feel good about herself—and in a weird way, make her feel more like a sexy woman and less like some platonic housemate.  
 
    So I carefully reached down her chest, over her abdomen, and up the skirt of her tiny nightie. I found her soft flaccid cock and I began to fondle it casually. I felt my cheeks burning red hot, so I tried to divert the attention. “Maybe we can go to the mall this weekend and you can buy it. We have the money—if you like it, you should own it.”  
 
    “But when would I wear it?” she asked before letting a little whimper slip. I felt her cock twitch as it began to pulsate.  
 
    “You could just wear it around the house. It sounds sexy. I wouldn’t complain.” 
 
    “But I would have to do up my hair and makeup for it to even look right,” she said. She was beginning to squirm. Her cock was getting hard fast. She tightened her grip on my cock and began to stroke me faster.  
 
    “I doubt that,” I said. “You’re beautiful without makeup. And even your bedhead is sexy.”  
 
    She looked into my eyes and smiled. Her cheeks were dark pink. “You’re cute, but I know you’re full of it.”  
 
    I tightened my grip on her cock and began to stroke up and down, now that I had some length to work with. “I mean it. You could pull it off. Be my sexy little housewife.”  
 
    She let another whimper slip. Her knees rose up and her bum squirmed. I kept stroking, and she kept stroking me. I turned onto my side slightly to face her, so I could kiss her, and then she did the same, without letting go of my cock. We kissed for a moment and then I felt my tip touch her tip. I froze for a moment as my heart skipped a beat. I looked into her eyes and saw the same beautiful woman I fell in love with so many years ago. We kissed again. 
 
    She let go of my dick and wrapped her arms around me, pulling herself in close—close enough that our cocks were pressed together. I grabbed both of them and started stroking them together. It felt nice. Her dick was warm and I liked the way it throbbed. And I liked the way Rey looked into my eyes while I pumped her shaft. I liked the way her lips curled into a cute smile, and then I really liked the way her lips parted when she reached her orgasm. Her cock spewed warm fluid up my abdomen only a few seconds before mine did the same on her soft stomach. And then we started to make out like we were teenagers again. We hadn’t kissed like that in years, since before the wedding and before the engagement. It was nice. It was exciting. That cock of hers was breathing a whole new life into our relationship.  
 
    And I thought that our problem was solved. Rey had learned that she liked taking it in the ass and I learned that I didn’t mind playing with her cock from time to time. Things were starting to seem like they were back to normal, until the next night when I went to borrow Rey’s phone and saw that she was still watching girl-on-girl porn while I was out of the house. She was still getting off to female fantasies that I couldn’t fulfil, and I was worried that those fantasies would soon become needs, and I would be written off.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The sex was good for the next couple of weeks, but then things started to get stale. Rey would let me into her ass, and then I would reach around and grab her cock and it would be soft. I would fondle it and jerk it off, but it would remain soft, as if I’d lost the ability to arouse my wife. Occasionally Rey would moan, but it didn’t sound the same, as if she was now faking it, trying to imitate the real moans she was making during our first few little romps.  
 
    Sometimes, if I got a few glasses of wine into her before we went off to the bedroom, I could get an erection and a cumshot out of her. But even the wine was starting to lose its magic after a few nights of drinking—and not to mention it was getting pricey, buying a new bottle of wine after work every day.  
 
    I was running out of ideas. Whenever Rey slipped into the shower, I would take her phone and look through her history. And my heart would fizzle down into my stomach whenever I saw that lesbian porn—even though I knew I was going to see it. She was watching it every day, fulfilling her sexual needs without me. At least she was still putting in the effort to fulfil my needs—but I was starting to wonder if my needs were better off left unfulfilled if it just meant getting pity sex.  
 
    So I found myself back on my computer, looking back into hiring an escort for the two of us. But now I was starting to think that the escort was more for Rey and less for me. Maybe I wouldn’t even stick my cock in her. Maybe I would just let Rey fool around with her while I fucked my wife in the ass. Or maybe I wouldn’t even do that. Maybe I would just watch and try to see if there was some sort of technique I could learn to pleasure my wife. 
 
    And then, after another few days, I started to notice a new trend on Rey’s phone history. She was starting to watch tranny porn: mostly videos of convincing trans women fucking men in the ass. She had even watched a few videos of cross dressers getting pegged in the tush. My heart stuttered when I realized she was probably wishing she could be the dominant one. She had male hormones pumping through her veins—she probably couldn’t help it. Maybe, in a weird way, she felt emasculated whenever I fucked her in the ass—even though she wasn’t even a man, nor did she identify as male in any way.  
 
    We were in bed that night and I thought about broaching the topic, asking about her porn habits. But I knew the conversation probably wouldn’t be productive, and it would only make her start clearing her browser history, leaving me in the dark as to what she was watching when I was out of the house. At least with her browser history I could diagnose what was going on in her head.  
 
    “Why are you staring at me like that?” she asked. “I don’t know if I can have sex tonight—my bum’s still pretty sore from last night.” It was an excuse that she’d used a few times in the past couple of weeks, and she was starting to use it more and more. I couldn’t help but wonder if her bum was sore, or if she was just getting bored of our nighttime sex games.  
 
    “But do you like it?” I asked. And instantly I could feel my cheeks turning red. 
 
    “Like it? Like what?” 
 
    “When I—you know—stick it in you back there.”  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s fun,” she said, but her voice raised a few semitones, making me think that she was lying. And I could tell that she was getting sick of sucking my cock every night. She’d never been much into cock sucking, and her new male hormones probably weren’t helping much on that front.  
 
    That’s when I got an unusual idea—an idea that made a cold chill run down my spine, but I was desperate. I needed my wife to want me. I wanted her to get her sexual gratification from me and not from some creepy website on the Internet. So I slipped under the covers and crawled down between her legs. “What are you doing?” she asked. I didn’t respond as I flipped up her skirt and tugged down her panties. My mouth had never been so close to her cock before—or any cock for that matter. But it was about to get a lot closer. I lifted up her dick and I slid it into my mouth, and then I began to suck. 
 
    I felt her body tense up. She let a little gasp slip—probably just out of shock. And then she reached down and slipped her fingers into my hair. “W—What are you doing?” she asked again. But I didn’t respond. I was under the covers where she couldn’t see me—so she was free to pretend like I was a girl. She could imagine a curvy chick was between her legs, sucking her dick, just like in her porno videos.  
 
    And it wasn’t long before she started getting hard. Her body relaxed and she let a moan slip out from her lips. I kept sucking, bobbing my head up and down. It wasn’t as bad as I was expecting. Her cock was smooth and her pubic hair was neatly trimmed. I was terrified that I would feel gay while sucking her off, but it really didn’t seem too much different from eating out her pussy, which I used to do all the time with a smile on my face.  
 
    So I smiled now, knowing that I was pleasing my wife—if only for one night. Maybe she would tire of getting her cock sucked too, but I would cross that bridge when I got there. For now, I was just content with the elated moans I was hearing her make. I gently fondled her ball sack while I sucked. I could taste a bout of sweet and salty pre-cum. I swallowed it and carried on. She was rock-hard, throbbing intensely, pulling my hair with both hands as her knees rose up and fell down over and over. She started to thrust herself gently up into my throat as she came closer to her orgasm. “Oh God,” she moaned. “Babe—I’m so sorry—I’m going to come. Oh God, I’m so sorry. I’m about to come. I’m so sorry.” I don’t know why she was apologizing so much. I pressed her tip against the flat of my tongue and then I let her unload. It didn’t taste gross, like I was expecting. It was like salty pancake batter—nothing I couldn’t handle. I swallowed it and then I made sure I got the last drop out of her rod before slipping back up and settling back into bed.  
 
    Her face was dark red and her eyes were practically glowing in the dark. Her lips were curled into a smile that seemed permanent—and that smile made my heart feel warm and fuzzy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    My worst fears came true after two weeks of sucking Rey’s cock every night before bed. At first, the cock sucking was working. I would suck her cock and then she would suck mine and then she would bend over and let me fuck her in the ass while giving her a reach around. Sometimes we would sixty-nine and get off in each other’s mouths. But after two weeks, things started to get stale again. I found myself under the covers, sucking for nearly twenty minutes while she awkwardly tried to get herself in the mood.  
 
    And once again I found that tranny porn in her browser history. She was still jerking off to her own fantasies while I was out of the house. I still wasn’t properly satisfying my wife.  
 
    It was another week later when I found the most disturbing thing in her browser history: a familiar link to a familiar escort website. She had been looking into hiring a girl. She’d even gone as far as the ‘confirm purchase’ page, but I didn’t see any receipts in her e-mail. Maybe the escort sites didn’t sent receipts. Was it possible my wife had gone out and fucked a young female escort? And would I be angry if it was true?  
 
    I thought about confronting her, but I was still worried that she would retaliate by deleting her browser history more often, leaving me completely in the dark.  
 
    I came home one evening and she was wearing makeup. “Why are you all dolled up?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I just felt like being pretty, I guess,” she said. My heart hurt. I couldn’t help but think that she’d gone out to meet an escort. It was very rare that she would put on makeup with no plans of going out. But all I could do was smile and nod.  
 
    She was getting ready for bed that night when I came up behind her. I took the straps of her nightie and slipped them off of her body, letting the little satin outfit fall to the ground. Then I cupped her breasts and squeezed. “What are you doing?” she asked. 
 
    “Just fooling around a bit,” I said. 
 
    “I’m kind of tired,” she said. 
 
    I sunk down behind her and I ran the tip of my tongue over her anus. She laughed. “Really, Nick. I’m tired,” she said. I reached through her legs and grabbed her cock, pulling it back so I could suck it from behind. She stopped protesting as if she was suddenly enjoying herself. So I kept sucking, until her cock was too hard to hold down between her legs. Then I just reached around her and stroked her off while I ate out her asshole from behind. And then I looked in the mirror in front of her and saw that her eyes were closed. Her head was tilted up and her lips were parted, and it looked like she was trying to access some sort of fantasy, or maybe a memory. She was probably trying to replace me with the escort she may have seen that afternoon, or one of the porn stars in her videos.  
 
    No, no—she wasn’t like that. She was probably just enjoying the moment, basking in the euphoria. I could feel her cock swelling as she was about to come. I clenched her rod harder and beat her faster. And then she said, “That feels so good. Don’t stop. I’m about to come. Oh, Sarah, that feels so good.”  
 
    And then I stopped—but it was too late. She started coming. Her eyes shot open wide and her face turned dark red. She tried to grab her cock but she couldn’t stop herself from coming. Her legs trembled and almost buckled and then she took a deep breath. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to say that,” she said. She reached down and pulled her nightie up quickly, covering up her beautiful body.  
 
    “Did you just say Sarah?” I asked. “Who’s Sarah?”  
 
    She stared at me with worried eyes, not moving from her spot. “No one,” she said. “It’s just a name.”  
 
    “What do you mean, it’s just a name? Why did you just call me Sarah?”  
 
    Now her face was turning from red to purple, and for some reason I found myself feeling bad for Rey, as if I was putting her on the spot and humiliating her. But she was the one who blurted out a stranger’s name while having an orgasm. “She’s not real. She’s just—in my imagination.” 
 
    And now I was really worried. My heart started to flutter and my gut started to turn. In her imagination? Did my wife have an imaginary friend? Did that pill make her into a schizophrenic? “What?” I managed to say, even though there was a lump the size of an orange now in my throat.  
 
    “I mean, she’s just a fantasy. She’s got long blonde hair and C-cup breasts, and she wears her eyeliner really thick—and she’s not real. Just a stupid fantasy. Ever since I took that pill, I’ve had weird fantasies involving women, okay? I can’t help it.” She turned around and started making the bed, trying desperately to escape our awkward conversation. I just backed out of the room, unsure of how to process the strange name that just fluttered off of my wife’s tongue. Sarah. 
 
    While Rey was sleeping, I snatched her phone and looked again at her browser history, just to see if she had been looking at escorts named Sarah. But the escort in her history was named Candy, and there were no others. But I decided to continue searching through her history, and it only took a few minutes before I saw the name Sarah.  
 
    My wife had searched for a character from TV show we watched together every week—a little side character from a silly sitcom. And sure enough, the actress who played Sarah in the show had long blonde hair and lots of eyeliner. She was cute—though I wasn’t sure how to feel about the whole thing. Sarah wasn’t just a figment of Rey’s imagination—she was a character played by a real actress on television. I wasn’t worried that the actress would suddenly appear in Rey’s life and offer her an out of our relationship, but I was starting to worry that a similar girl might.  
 
    I had to think of something. Soon, my wife wouldn’t just be having fantasies about Hollywood actresses. It wouldn’t be long before she would start developing attraction towards girls in her day-to-day life. But what could I do?   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    I was on my way home from work a few days later when I thought I saw the Sarah character from our TV show, in real life, standing in the window of a shopping mall. I had to stop and take a closer look, and then I felt stupid when I realized I was staring at a mannequin wearing a blonde wig. But the wig was spot on, cut the same exact way Sarah wore her hair on the show.  
 
    I was about to carry on towards home when I stopped again, this time with a curious idea that made my stomach gargle and my heart cough. I found myself looking in the reflection of another store window, looking at myself and wondering: could I look like a woman if I tried hard enough? 
 
    The thought was scary either way: if I bought a wig and I shaved my body and got myself dolled up and then I actually looked like a chick—that wasn’t exactly the most exciting thought. But if I put in all of that work and then I just looked ridiculous and comical, like a guy who just wasted all of his time and money on a stupid idea—maybe that was a worse thought.  
 
    I backtracked a few paces and went into that store, with the blonde haired mannequin. I walked up to the display and I looked at the hair. I ran my fingers through it, and it felt surprisingly real. Then I looked around to make sure no one was looking and I grabbed the wig off of the mannequin. I brought it over to a mirror and wriggled it onto my head. It was a nice fit, and it looked surprisingly good. With a bit of fringe hanging in front of my face, I even looked a little bit feminine.  
 
    “Sir—can you please put that back,” a voice said behind me, making me jump.  
 
    I turned around and felt the colour draining from my face. I forced an awkward smile and said, “How much for the wig?” 
 
    “It’s not for sale,” the female store clerk said with a dull expression on her face.  
 
    “It must be fore sale—everything’s for sale,” I said.  
 
    “Everything is not for sale.” She was looking at me as though I was a lunatic, recently escaped from the psych ward. And I must have looked quite insane, wearing a suit and a blonde wig on my head.  
 
    “You’re telling me if I gave you one-hundred dollars, you wouldn’t give me this wig?” I said. 
 
    “I wouldn’t be able to ring it through—so yes, that’s what I’m telling you.” She still had that dull expression. 
 
    “No, I mean if I gave you one-hundred dollars personally. You can keep the money and tell your boss some psycho ran off with the wig.” 
 
    And now her eyes lit up. One hundred dollars was probably more than she made in a whole day of work. I watched as her tongue moved from one cheek to the other, and then she said, “One-fifty.” 
 
    So I fished the money out from my wallet and then I went home with a long blonde wig in my hands. She didn’t even give me a plastic bag to carry it in.  
 
    I snuck in the back door, worried Rey would see me with the wig and laugh at my terrible idea. I couldn’t let her know about the idea until I had it all figured out. I was certain that I could pull it off with a bit of work, but I knew there were going to be some rough stages while I figured everything out.  
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” I called out before carefully stepping into the kitchen. But Rey wasn’t home. She must have been out running errands—or maybe she was out with an escort, getting the feminine attention that I hadn’t been able to give her. Or maybe I was just being paranoid. Even if my wife was feeling tempted by beautiful escorts, she would never cheat on me. She loved me too much to cheat on me. At least I hoped she did. 
 
    I scurried up the stairs and I went to Rey’s closet. I pulled out my phone and looked up the Sarah character, to see what kind of outfits she wore on the show. In many of the pictures she was wearing a white dress—one that wasn’t too different from a white dress Rey bought for a party a few years back. I found that dress at the back of her closet. And then I grabbed some red lacy lingerie to wear underneath, and a pair of white heels to match the dress. I took everything into the bathroom and I locked myself in, just in case Rey came home while I was getting ready. 
 
    I felt so silly as I stripped down and ran the hot water, so I could shave my legs and armpits and the few hairs I had on my chest. But I was desperate. I needed Rey to love me. I needed her to only want me, and it didn’t matter how silly I felt. If she wanted me to get dolled up every night then I would. If she wanted me to use a stupid girly voice whenever we were in the bedroom, I would do that too. I knew she wasn’t ever going to ask for it, so I just had to gamble. I had to take the chance for the sake of our relationship.  
 
    A cold tingle crept down my spine as I watched my leg hair swirl down the drain. I felt another tingle as I rubbed some moisturizer up my freshly bare legs.  
 
    Next, I wriggled my body into the lacy lingerie. It was tight, but it fit. I used wads of toilet paper to fill the cups, and it took a bit of wrestling to get my cock to stay in place, pushed back between my legs. Once I had the dress on, I got my new wig on, and then I started to experiment with Rey’s makeup. I’d watched her do her makeup enough times to know what everything was and how to put it on. But I wasn’t expecting it to be so hard. How was Rey able to keep her hands so steady? How was she able to draw such straight, smooth lines?  
 
    My lines were far from great, but they still gave me the feminine look I was going for. I made little flicks next to my eyes, just like the character in the show, and then I even experimented with some contouring, trying to make the shape of my face more like the shape of Sarah’s face. And the result wasn’t actually too bad. I managed to make my nose look a bit smaller and I managed to make my cheekbones look a bit higher. 
 
    I didn’t look exactly like her, but I didn’t look bad. I was actually quite convincing as a female, especially once I had some dark mascara on my eyelashes and a bit of hair hanging down to cover the sides of my jawline—not that my jawline had ever been terribly masculine to begin with.  
 
    I was touching up my blush when I heard the door shut downstairs. “I’m home!” I heard Rey’s voice call out.  
 
    I slipped out from the bathroom and then a cold tension filled my body. I found myself standing frozen in the hallway, terrified of what Rey would think. What if she laughed when she saw me? What if I was about to ruin the way she would look at me forever? Would she see me as a weak, beta sissy from now on? Or would she understand that I was just trying to satisfy her sexual desires?  
 
    “Honey? Are you here?” she called out. I heard her approaching the stairs.  
 
    I took a deep breath and then I scurried into the bedroom, to buy myself a little bit more time, so I could figure out the best thing to say, so that she wouldn’t be quite so ashamed of me. Was I making a huge mistake? Should I slip into the closet and hide until I could make a run for the bathroom? I could tell her that I wasn’t feeling well—or hell, I could tell her that I was masturbating. At least that didn’t seem as embarrassing as the reality.  
 
    I heard her coming up the stairs. I looked around and then I ran to the closet. But the closet was full. So I scurried over to the bed and I hopped onto it, though I wasn’t sure why. I looked in the mirror and I fixed my hair and straightened my skirt, and then I took a deep breath. My plan was now to play it off as a joke. So I tried to think of a good opening line—something silly, so she would get that it was a joke. But I couldn’t think of anything. I had to think of something or she would think— 
 
    The door opened suddenly and I froze. My lips parted slightly, but no words came out from my mouth—not even a stupid joke to diffuse the tension. Rey froze, her face suddenly pale. She stared at me and muttered, “Oh my God.” She looked around the room with that frozen terror on her face and then she shouted, “Nick! Where are you? Who the hell is this in our bed?!” 
 
    I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. “Babe, it’s me,” I managed to say. But the words came out in an attempted female voice—though I’m not sure why. I’m not sure how I managed to muster up any words at all, never mind a voice to go along with them.  
 
    Then Rey looked at me with wide eyes. “N—Nick?” she said. 
 
    I managed to force a smile. Cold sweat was teasing the back of my neck. “Surprise,” I said. I had no idea how stupid I sounded making that female voice, but I still stuck with it. I’d come this far—it only made sense to commit fully at this point.  
 
    She pressed her hand to her lips and gasped slightly. “Why are you wearing that makeup? And that wig… And is that my dress?”  
 
    “Why don’t you come over here and we’ll have some fun,” I said. My heart was pounding.  
 
    She let a little laugh slip, and that little laugh was enough to make my heart plunge down into my stomach. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to laugh. It’s just that you look… You look like a girl. I actually thought you were a girl. I thought you were cheating on me with a little blonde bimbo.”  
 
    I did my best to force a smile. My body was filled with cold regret. I felt so stupid, and I knew this was a sight that Rey would never be able to forget.  
 
    “Do you want to mess around or not?” I asked, awkwardly teasing my bare thigh with the tip of my finger.  
 
    She giggled again as she came and sat down next to me. She reached out carefully and ran her fingers up and down my legs. “You even shaved,” she said. And that’s when I noticed her hands were trembling slightly. Maybe she was still shocked from the moment she saw me, the moment she assumed her husband was cheating on her.  
 
    “That’s not all I shaved,” I said with a grin. That cold sweat was starting to creep down my back now. I bit down hard on my tongue and took a deep breath. Rey reached up the skirt of my dress and her fingers slid across my lingerie bottoms. She felt my bare pelvis.  
 
    “It’s so smooth,” she said, biting the corner of her bottom lip. She looked into my eyes. “You did this for me?” 
 
    I nodded my head. Now the lump in my throat was too thick. I couldn’t respond—not that I had any words to respond with.  
 
    “You look cute. And you really look like a girl.” She looked down at me again, and then she let another laugh slip, making my stomach turn. She didn’t seem turned on at all. She just seemed embarrassed—for herself and for me. This was what our relationship had devolved into. I may as well have been dressed up like a clown.  
 
    Then she took my by surprised. She put her hand on the side of my face and pressed her lips against mine. The kiss lasted longer than our usual kisses—much longer. She even slipped a bit of tongue into my mouth, which she hadn’t done in years. When she finally pulled back for a breath of air, she said, “Thank you.” Her cheeks were dark red. “Your lips are so soft.”  
 
    I tried to say something back, but my heart was racing too fast. I felt like I could hear it pounding like a war drum against my ribcage. Rey kissed me again, this time slipping both of her hands onto my torso. She slid her hands up and down my sides, and she cautiously felt my breasts with her thumbs. Her body shuddered and a whimper escaped her lips. I put my hands on her body and started to caress up and down.  
 
    So maybe my last second plan wasn’t so crazy. Maybe I wasn’t such a lunatic for getting dolled up. Maybe I was a step closer towards saving our relationship.  
 
    Rey playfully bit my bottom lip as her hands travelled down towards my crotch. She passed over my smooth pelvis and then she slipped her fingers over the bulge in my panties. Then she kept going, reached between my legs until her fingertips were over my asshole. Then she started to rub in circles as if she was rubbing my clit. It felt kind of strange, but I didn’t stop her. I didn’t have a pussy for her to play with, so my asshole was the next best thing. I wasn’t doing all of this for my own pleasure, after all. This was all for her.  
 
    I reached down and up her skirt. I fished out her cock and was shocked to discover that she was as hard as stone. I grabbed her rod and I slipped my fingers up her length. She was warm and throbbing and bigger than ever. I had the sudden urge to sink down and suck her off, so that’s what I did. I got down under her skirt and I got her throbbing shaft into my mouth, and I started sucking and bobbing my head. She moaned and held my head down with both hands. I loved the sound of her elated moans. She was really enjoying this.  
 
    Then she suddenly pulled me up and pushed me down. I laughed, thinking she was just getting into the spirit of our little role-play, and then I noticed that her face was dark red and her eyes were glowing with intense desire. Her cock was throbbing, holding her skirt up with no effort. She looked into my eyes for a moment and then she grabbed me and flipped me over. She was surprisingly strong—stronger than ever before. Maybe that was from her new testosterone?  
 
    And it dawned on me that she was about to fuck me in the ass. My heart skipped a beat and my skin became cold. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never even been penetrated. I tried to take a deep breath, but nothing could calm down my pounding heart.  
 
    “Be gentle,” I managed to say, a second before she slapped her hard cock down between my butt cheeks. She didn’t respond, as if she wasn’t able to agree to my plea. She rubbed her saliva-covered dick up and down between my plump cheeks. Then she reached down and gave my panties a single swift tug, pulling them down to my knees. She didn’t pull them any further, as if she wanted to keep them there to hold my legs in place, like a hogtied pig.  
 
    She lined her tip up with my hole, so I bit down on a pillow. I had a feeling it was going to hurt. I just hoped that she would come quickly.  
 
    She let another whimper slip before pushing her cock into me. She penetrated surprisingly easily. I tried clenching but her will was too strong. She sunk in deep and I let out a loud gasp. She put a single hand on my lower back, as if to hold me down and stop me from squirming. I bit harder on that pillow, and then she sunk in deeper. 
 
    I had a cock in my ass: a real cock, deep in my asshole. It wasn’t something I ever wanted. It wasn’t even something I ever thought would happen—yet there I was, trying to control my breathing as my wife sunk in every last inch. “You’re so tight,” she said, rubbing my butt cheek with her free hand.  
 
    It didn’t hurt, though it felt like it should have hurt. I could feel my hole stretching and I could feel her rod sinking deeper and deeper, nearly touching my sternum—but it still didn’t hurt. Once my wife was inside of me completely, she stopped for a moment, as if to admire the view from up above. I heard her let a deep sigh of relief out and then she started to thrust in and out. And that’s when I felt something I’d never felt before: a tingling between my legs that was strong and getting stronger with every thrust. She was pegging my sweet spot, making my legs tremble, and making my heart pound faster and faster.  
 
    I started squirming, and then I started moaning. I dug my fingernails into the bed sheets and then I felt a pool of drool forming at the side of my mouth on my pillow. “Oh God,” I heard myself mutter.  
 
    She was breathing heavily, moaning slightly, squeezing and slapping my ass while she did so. At one point I even felt her spreading my butt cheeks wide, probably so she could get a better view of my sissy asshole being stuffed.  
 
    She made sure to pull out almost completely, so her tip was teasing my rim, and then she would plunge down until her pelvis was slapping my tush. I could feel that my ass was turning dark red, but it still didn’t hurt. “I’m going to come in you,” she said. And I wanted her to come. I wanted to feel her hot load inside of me so badly.  
 
    My own cock was rock hard, pressed firmly against the bed, throbbing and stretching as long as it could go. I squirmed, trying not to let my body succumb to the strong elation that was pulsing between my legs, but the more I tried to resist, the more intense that throbbing became. “Oh fuck,” Rey cried. “I’m coming. It’s coming. I’m so sorry.”  
 
    I felt her cock bloating up against my anal walls, and then I felt her hot load gushing deep inside of me. It felt good—too good. I ended up crying aloud and moaning and squirming, and then I felt a pool of warm goo forming around my cock as I unloaded my own climax onto the bed.  
 
    She rolled over and began catching her breath. She had a giant smile on her pink-cheeked face. She looked at me with glowing eyes and said, “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too,” I said. We kissed and then we both laughed. We both knew how absurd this all was, but we didn’t care because we were having fun and we were in love.  
 
    The next night, after our daughter went to sleep, Rey had me put on the wig again. This time she wanted me to wear the Playboy Bunny costume that had been in the back of the closet for almost a decade. I put it on, along with some fishnet stockings, and then we took turns sucking each other’s cocks, and then we took turns stuffing each other in the ass.  
 
    And after two weeks, we were still going strong, still looking forward to that time of night when our daughter was asleep so that we could be naughty adults in the privacy of our own bedroom. It was after two weeks that I checked Rey’s phone history and saw that she hadn’t been looking into escorts or even watching porn. I was finally satisfying her sexual needs all by myself, with a little help from a blonde wig and some makeup.  
 
    Then it was three weeks later when Rey got a call from one of her many doctors. “We just got a new product you might be interested in testing,” he said. “It’s made by the same company that makes Gendypnol. It’s called Femypnol, and the chemical makeup of the drug is almost the same.” He went on to explain that the drug was made for male to female transgenders who want to turn their cocks into real, working pussies.  
 
    Rey told me about the call, but she seemed strangely sad while she was telling me about it. “So I would have my regular body back, and all of my regular hormones,” she said with a pained smile.  
 
    “Is that not what you want?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess I’ll just miss this,” she said. “It’s been kind of fun. But it’s the right thing to do. I want to be able to wear a bikini and I want to maybe have another kid one day. So we should do this.”  
 
    I took her to the doctor to get the pill. He warned us that the symptoms would be the same as before: nausea, headaches, tiredness, and probably a few surprises. We took the pill home and had one last hard fuck before Rey took the pill into the bathroom to swallow it down with some water.  
 
    I had to go in after her, to see that the pill was really gone. I wasn’t sure she was really going to take it. She seemed so sad before when she was staring at the bottle, knowing that it meant the end of our gender swapping fun. But she was right: it needed to be done.  
 
    I was half-convinced that she’d secretly flushed the pill down the toilet, and that she was going to lie and tell me that it didn’t work. But then the next day came and the fever started. And then came the nausea, and then her cock was tiny and looking more like a big clit than a cock at all. She really took the pill, and we were really going to get our lives back.  
 
    And it was a week later when she finally asked if I wanted to fool around in the bedroom with her. We made out for a bit and then I sunk down and carefully pulled down her panties. A part of me was hoping that cock would still be there, so I could suck it and get it hard and make up come all over my face. But her pussy was back, looking exactly the way it looked before. I shouldn’t have been disappointed. I managed to force a smile. I went in and ate her out and I even managed to make her squirt just a little bit on my nose.  
 
    Then I mounted her and fucked a pussy for the first time in almost half a year. It felt good—nice and warm and wet and tight. But it just wasn’t the same. The sex was missing that flare of excitement. “Is everything okay?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. “It’s great,” I said.  
 
    “You can stick it in my ass if you want,” she said with a big cute smile. 
 
    “No, that’s okay,” I said. I finished fucking her, leaving her with a warm, white creampie. We kept having sex each night, but it was getting harder and harder to make her come, and I was lasting longer and longer, feeling less aroused than ever before. Maybe I liked my wife with a cock. Maybe I wanted that cock back, even though it was weird and unnatural. Maybe I was a little bit gay—was that so wrong?  
 
    My wife called me up to the bedroom one night, after our daughter was asleep. I went into the bedroom and saw her laying there with nothing but a little crop top and a skirt. “Want to fool around?” she asked. 
 
    So I climbed up on the bed and started kissing her. She was strangely tense, keeping her body in one place and not rolling around nearly as much as usual. I didn’t think much of it. “Want to eat me out?” she asked. 
 
    I smiled and then I began to sink down. I sucked on her nipples for a minute on the way, and then I flipped up her skirt. And as I flipped her skirt up, she spread open her legs just enough to let her strap-on cock flip up. It took me by surprise—it looked so real. It even had the same bulging tip and thick veins that Rey had before she took that second pill. My heart started pounding with a strange excitement. 
 
    “I had my cock cast before I took that pill. It took a while for them to make it, but I think they did a good job, don’t you?”  
 
    I ran my fingers up the long shaft. It felt real. It even had a surprisingly realistic foreskin that could be pulled up and down. Rey moaned while I stroked it. I laughed. “What? Can you feel it too?” I asked. 
 
    She reached down and pulled on the dildo, revealing a backside that was pressed up her slit. “It’s got two ends. This end vibrated when that end is stimulated,” she said. I tested the toy out, grabbing it firmly and stroking it quickly. Rey squirmed and shuddered.  
 
    And I felt my eyes lighting up. She didn’t have her cock anymore, but maybe she didn’t need it. And maybe it was a good thing that she took that first pill by accident. We probably would have never discovered our love for bedroom role reversal. I would have never learned that I loved taking a thick, throbbing cock in my ass, and Rey would have never learned that she loved to dominate her husband in the bedroom.  
 
    I guess crazy things happen for a reason.  
 
    After she finished fucking me in the ass, I asked, “How bad are the symptoms of that pill?”  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “It’s like having a bad cold for a week. It wasn’t so bad the second time, when I knew what was happening.”  
 
    “Maybe I could try having a pussy for a couple months,” I said. “That could be fun, right?”  
 
    Her face lit up. “I won’t stop you,” she said, biting the corner of her bottom lip. We kissed and then she pushed me down and made me suck her realistic strap-on, straight out of my ass.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    BEAUTY QUEEN 
 
    Todd has had a crush on Jenna since he was a pre-teen boy, but he’s never had the courage to talk to her until one night at a party. Their chemistry is undeniable and Todd is excited when he gets Jenna alone in a bedroom. And then he’s shocked when she takes off her dress and undies and asks him to put them on. It’s what she’s into, and it’s the only way he’s going to get any so he plays along. He even lets her take a few pictures after she puts a bit of makeup on his face. 
 
    It’s a few months later when Todd turns on his TV and sees one of those pictures of him all dolled up and pretty. He hasn’t just been submitted to the town’s Miss Beautiful contest—he’s won it. And now he’s expected to make an appearance on live TV, and a few other appearances around town as well.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a cold February night and I was closer than ever before to getting with Jenna Marvel, the girl I’d been obsessed with since I realized I liked girls when I was twelve years old.  
 
       And the timing was perfect. She had recently split up with her boyfriend of eight months and she hadn’t started dating the next guy yet—and she never went very long without a boyfriend. I should have asked her out back when I was twelve, because it wasn’t long after I took notice that the other guys in town took notice as well. Shortly after she turned thirteen, Johnny Brooks asked her to be his girlfriend, and she accepted. They dated for three months, and then they split up during French class. Then she was only single for a week before Jeremy Trout asked her out on a date—and that relationship went on for over a year. Then Jenna found out that Jeremy had been seeing Vanessa Ferris on the side, so they split up, and then it was only three days before she was seen out at the movies with Brett Erskine.  
 
    Sadly, I was keeping track: Jenna Marvel had only been single for a combined total of thirteen weeks in eight years, and she’d gone through lots of guys. But she wasn’t that kind of girl. She wasn’t ‘getting around’. In fact, none of her boyfriends ever got lucky. There was Kyle McDonough who claimed he got a blowjob, but Jenna denied it, and it was later revealed that Kyle was at his sister’s Bat Mitzvah the night he claimed it happened.  
 
    And none of Jenna’s boyfriends were ever happy with the split. It was Brett Erskine who cried for months after Jenna told him it wasn’t going to work. He tried for years to get her back. He was still trying now, eyeing her up at that party on that cold February night. He was always eyeing her up while keeping his distance, always plotting but never making his move as if he truly believed he could win her back by acting like a creepy pervert. Twice he was caught by Jenna’s neighbours, creeping around her house in the middle of the night. He was lucky he didn’t have a restraining order.  
 
    In the eight years that I’d been obsessed with Jenna Marvel, I’d only talked to her a total of three times. Once when I was fourteen, during English class—I asked her if I could borrow a pencil. She handed me one and said, “Keep it.” My face was red for the next three days. The second time I talked to her was when I was sixteen. We were partnered together for a science experiment, cutting open a frog on a lab table. I was so shocked with elation that I’d been paired with her that I only ended up saying a total of ten words at most. Our gloved hands accidentally brushed near the end of class, and then my cheeks were red for the next week. The third time I talked to her was at graduation. I bumped into her while leaving the auditorium and said, “Sorry.” She looked and me and smiled and said, “Are you going to the after party tonight?” I was too shy to respond, so I just shook my head awkwardly. I went to the party but I was too terrified to approach her.  
 
    She was just too beautiful—far too beautiful for our little small town. She had long blonde hair and amazing curves and the shiniest blue eyes you’ve ever seen in your entire life. Her teeth weren’t perfect: a bit crooked in spots, but that only made her cuter. And my God, that mole next to her nose—I bet I could have drawn that beautiful face from memory if I had to.  
 
    When my friend, Stan, asked me to go out to a party with him that cold February night, I almost said no. I wasn’t big into drinking or smoking pot or staying up late or talking to strangers. “It’s not going to be all strangers. A few people you went to high school with are going.” I still almost said no, but the other option was to stay at home and play video games all night, which I was getting very sick of doing night after night after night. So I dragged my feet into that loud, booming house, and then I saw her from across the living room, standing with a drink in her hand and a big, gorgeous smile on her face.  
 
    I hadn’t seen her in over a year, since we went to different colleges across town from each other. I still crept her Facebook page from time to time—and her Instagram page, and her Twitter page, and occasionally even her Tumblr page—but I hadn’t seen her in person. She looked like the same girl I’d spent years fawning over, but now she looked a little bit more mature. She had her hair tied back into a neat bun, and her makeup was clean and crisp. There was something elegant about the way she carried herself, and there was something majestic about the way she shifted her weight from one leg to the other while she chatted with her friends from across town.  
 
     And I wasn’t even at that party for five minutes before I overheard two guys talking. “You know Jenna is single again, right? She’s probably even looking for a rebound.”  
 
    I went straight to the kitchen and poured myself a stiff drink. I drank it fast and felt the alcohol burning my tongue and throat. I knew I was going to need the liquor if I was going to have even the slightest chance at getting with Jenna Marvel.  
 
    For years, I’d been telling myself: ‘If you don’t man up and talk to her, you will spend the rest of your life wondering what could have been.’ I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life wondering what could have been. I had a fantasy in my head that wasn’t so unrealistic: living in a modest house, maybe out in the suburbs, with a kid or two and maybe a dog, and Jenna Marvel by my side, her hand in mine. Why couldn’t that fantasy be real? Maybe because I still didn’t have the balls to talk to her after eight years… 
 
    But that night was different. I hadn’t seen her in a year and I knew it would probably be a long time before I saw her again—and by then, she might not be single. In fact, chances were good that she wouldn’t be single, so I had to act now, despite my crippling anxiety.  
 
    I went to the bathroom and I stared at myself for a few minutes, repeating, “You can do this,” over and over. I slapped myself on the face and then I took a series of deep breaths. “You can do this,” I said again before turning around and throwing myself back out into the party.  
 
    And I didn’t make it far—literally. I was two steps out from the bathroom when my body slammed into Jenna Marvel. Her drink flew out from her hand and splashed against her dress. And sadly, her drink was red wine, and her dress was white. “I’m so sorry,” I said, speaking to her for the fourth time in eight years.  
 
    She looked down at her dress and then she looked up at me. “It’s okay,” she said. “It’s a cheap dress.”  
 
    “I’ll replace it anyway,” I said. 
 
    “It’s really okay.”  
 
    “In fact, we can fix it. I know a trick. Give me the dress and I’ll get the stain out in ten minutes.” My aunt worked at a dry-cleaners and she lived in our basement for six months after her husband left her. Sometimes she would bring her work home with her, and she would dry-clean clothes upstairs on our kitchen table because she said she didn’t get enough light down in the basement—so I really did know a few tricks.  
 
    Jenna laughed. “It’s really okay.”  
 
    “I’m serious. Give me the dress while it’s wet and I’ll get the stain out.” 
 
    She laughed again and then her brow lowered. “Wait—I know you. You’re Todd. We went to school together.” My legs trembled as my name fluttered out from her beautiful lips. She knew my name—even a year after graduation, she still knew my name.  
 
    I nodded my head quickly and stupidly. “Yeah, I’m Todd,” I said. “And you’re Jenna Marvel.”  
 
    “That’s correct. It’s been so long. How have you been? You look good.” I felt my face turning dark red. Did she just compliment me? Did the girl of my dreams just tell me that I looked good?  
 
    I stuttered and then managed to say, “Thanks. I’ve been good. How have you been? I’m so sorry about that dress. Please let me take it and get that stain out.”  
 
    She didn’t let me take the dress, but we did get to talking. And it wasn’t a short, passing conversation. It turned into the real deal. She asked me about college, I asked her about college. Then we got to talking about family, and somehow that conversation turned to politics. And somehow that turned into talking about movies. And then we were in the kitchen together, pouring a new set of drinks, clinking our glasses together and looking into each other’s eyes while drinking. An hour went by and then it occurred to me that I was probably dreaming. I reached down and pinched my arm hard, eliciting an “ouch” from my own lips. 
 
    Jenna laughed. “What are you doing?” She was looking down at my arm, which now had a red spot from where I’d just pinched. 
 
    “Uh, nothing. I just had an itch,” I said. This conversation was really happening. I was really talking to Jenna Marvel, and she was really listening and smiling and glowing.  
 
    “So what made you want to pursue an art degree?” I asked. “Are you really good at drawing?” It seemed like a stupid question, but not until I’d said it out loud. 
 
    She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I can’t really draw at all. I’m not into new art,” she said. 
 
    “New art? Like modern art? Like, those paintings that are just splattered paint, or whatever?” And then I shut up as I realized I was probably sounded condescending.  
 
    She laughed. “No—more like social art.” She tried to vaguely explain ‘social art’ to me, but I was a little bit too distracted to listen. There was a slight breeze coming into the room and it was making her golden hair dance just a little bit, making her look like a model you might see on the cover of a magazine.  
 
    Even with a big red stain on the middle of her chest, she was beautiful—more beautiful than any other girl in that town. I could feel the gazes of jealous men tingling my back as they waited for me to slip up so they could swoop in and claim the next chapter of Jenna’s life.  
 
    But now I had confidence—from our talk and from the booze. We had way more in common than I could have predicted. She was funny and sweet and we liked all the same movies and all the same shows and we must have talked for an hour about Gogol Bordello after we found out that we both had tickets to their upcoming concert. I had to pee but I didn’t want to go because I didn’t want our conversation to end.  
 
    And then finally, around midnight, Jenna said, “Why don’t you show me how to get the stain out of this dress.” She didn’t wait for an answer before turning around and heading up the stairs, towards the bedrooms. I was frozen for a moment before I realized she was asking me to join her in a bedroom—maybe to make out, maybe to fuck, or maybe just to get that stain out. And I knew that I would be happy with any of the options.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    So there I was, standing in a bedroom with Jenna Marvel. She was staring at me with big, glowing eyes, and I was tempted to pinch my arm again. Just a couple of hours before, I thought my night would be spent playing video games, wondering how different life would have been had I ever had the courage to ask Jenna out on a date. Maybe God was listening to my internal dialogue. Maybe he was now giving me that chance that I’d missed in high school. Or maybe this was just fate, coming full circle.  
 
    “Well?” she said. 
 
    And I thought she was waiting for me to kiss her. So I took a deep breath and I stepped forward, ready to slip my arms around her and ready to press her lips against mine. 
 
    And then she said, “Don’t you need soap or water or anything? How are you going to get the stain out?”  
 
    My heart fluttered and then a chill crept down my spine. She really did just want her dress cleaned—and that was fine. I could still ask her out when it was all done. I was still being given a second chance, if you can even call it a second chance after eight years—maybe more like a seven-hundredth chance. But I wasn’t going to miss my opportunity this time. Even if she said no and laughed in my face, I still had to try. I couldn’t live with any ‘what ifs’.  
 
    “Water—right. I’ll go grab what I need. You just wait here and, uh, take off your dress. Maybe you can wrap that blanket around yourself in the meantime. It will only take me ten minutes.”  
 
    She smiled at me, melting my heart, and then I scurried away to grab what I needed. I got a few things from the kitchen and a few things from the laundry room in the basement. I probably looked crazy as I zipped through the party with a large armful of cleaning supplies and soda water. But I didn’t care if I looked like some Charles Manson lunatic. I was being given a shot at the most beautiful girl in the city and I wasn’t going to blow it.  
 
    When I got back to the room, Jenna was on the bed with a white duvet wrapped around her naked body. Her dress was hanging on the bedframe. My heart skipped a beat and I tried to force my eyes not to look at her. That blanket was hardly teetering an inch above her nipples. One little slip and I would be able to see everything. One little slip and I would find out how close my fantasies were to reality.  
 
    I grabbed the dress and pulled it over to the dresser. “This will be easy because it’s white,” I said. My face was red hot. 
 
    “Take your time,” she said.  
 
    “It will be a bit wet when it’s done—I hope you don’t mind.”  
 
    “Oh, that’s fine. I don’t plan on putting it back on until it’s dry anyway,” she said. And I didn’t look back. My legs trembled and my whole body suddenly felt hot. Was she suggesting that we were going to spend the night in that room? Or was I just being stupidly optimistic?  
 
    I got the right mixture into a little bowl and then I started to scrub it gently into the dress. I used a handful of tissues to absorb the wine that was being lifted out from the white fabric. It was coming out easily, which was a relief because I wasn’t one hundred percent sure the dress could really be saved—that was also just some stupid optimism.  
 
    I found myself too afraid to look back at her. She was suddenly silent, as if she was no longer in the room, though I didn’t hear her leave. But I didn’t want to look back and see that she was gone. I didn’t want this moment to end, even though the moment was technically just me cleaning a girl’s dress. Jenna was within my grasp and I had to make sure that every word that came out from my mouth was the right word, and every action was the right action. But I also knew I had to say something, or our chemistry would drop dead in an instant. “So do you like dresses?” I said. I quickly regretted asking such a stupid question. 
 
    I heard her cute laugh. “I like them on special occasions, like tonight.”  
 
    “Is tonight special?” I asked. 
 
    “It could be,” she said. It was another comment that sunk deep into my gut and swirled around in my stomach. The girl of my dreams just told me that the night could be special, while sitting on a bed with no more than a blanket around her naked body. Surely there couldn’t be too many ways to read into such an innuendo.  
 
    “I think I’m almost done,” I said. “Just one more last wipe and… Yep! It’s all done.” I spun around to show her the dress, which was now just wet and no longer stained. “It’s good that we got to it before that wine got too dry.”  
 
    She was still sitting on the edge of that bed, staring up at me with that adorable smile and those glowing eyes. “It looks good,” she said without moving. And I figured it was my chance to make a move. I put the dress down and I took a careful step towards her. My plan was to sit next to her, wrap my arm around her, and then kiss her. Then I would get into that blanket wrap of hers and we could rub our naked bodies together. My heart was pounding. I was about to lose my virginity, and what a girl to lose it to!  
 
    “Wait,” she said before I could take a second step. So I stopped. “Aren’t you going to try it on?” 
 
    And the question took me by surprise. I looked around. “Try what on?” I asked. 
 
    “The dress.”  
 
    I stared at her for a moment before letting a laugh slip. “Funny,” I said. 
 
    “What’s funny?” she asked with a straight face.  
 
    And I paused, looking back at the dress. “It’s a dress,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah. I want you to try it on.”  
 
    “W—Why?” 
 
    “Because it would look good on you, don’t you think?”  
 
    She stood up, letting her blanket fall down onto the mattress. And there were her bare tits—just as perfect as they were in my imagination, complete with perky nipples. She didn’t even bother covering herself as she walked past me and grabbed the dress. She held it up. “I think it would be so hot if you put it on,” she said. “Don’t you?” And she was looking at me with a serious face, as if she wasn’t suggesting something that was completely crazy. 
 
    “Hot?” I said, my heart stuttering. “You want me to put it on?” I was staring at her tits now. I couldn’t look away, no matter how hard I tried. They were too perfect. Her whole body was too perfect. It wasn’t fair. How could I say no to such a perfect specimen?  
 
    She was wearing nothing but red lacy panties—or maybe it was a thong. It did nothing to cover her perfect tush, and it hardly did anything to cover her plump pussy. I could feel drool tickling the corners of my lips. My head was spinning.  
 
    Was she drunk? Had she taken some sort of drug? Why did she want me to put on a dress? 
 
    I didn’t think too much into it. I was desperate to make her like me. Though as I pulled that white dress over my body, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was why all of her many relationships ended. Was this her kink? Did she like dressing her boys up like girls? No, no—she was always the one doing the breaking up, not the other way around. Unless she was breaking up with guys because they wouldn’t put on the dresses… No—even that sounded crazy in my head. Jenna was a beautiful, funny, and intelligent woman. She wasn’t a crazed lunatic. There must have been some sort of explanation.  
 
    I was shocked when the dress actually fit. I wasn’t a big guy, but I assumed that I wasn’t a women’s medium. Apparently I’d assumed wrong.  
 
    “Now do a spin,” she said.  
 
    So I did a spin. 
 
    “Keep your back straight. And smile. It’s a dress—you’re supposed to look cute in it.” I felt like an idiot, but I was prepared to do anything the beautiful naked woman told me to do. She stared down at my crotch, which was covered by the little skirt of the dress. “Take off your boxers. They’re ruining the illusion,” she said. 
 
    Again, I didn’t protest or resist. I reached under my skirt and took off my boxers. I figured she was just trying to get me bare down there, so that there wouldn’t be anything in the way when we went to have sex. So I was surprised when she reached down, pulled down her panties, and then handed them to me. “I’ve been wearing them since this morning. I hope you don’t mind,” she said.  
 
    And then I stared at them for a moment before looking back at her. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d blinked. 
 
    “Well?” she said. “Put them on. Don’t mind that they’re a bit moist.”  
 
    I slowly stepped into them and slipped them up. And they were a bit moist, as if she was turned on by watching me put on her dress. I looked down at her bare slit now and it was glistening. She really was horny. I laughed nervously. “How do I look?” I asked, playing along with her strange fetish. I still wasn’t sure if this was serious or if she was just mocking me. She had no reason to mock me, unless she was secretly angry about the dress. She never struck me as the vindictive and mocking type. She never hung out with the mean girls and she had a reputation for being nothing but kind to everyone.  
 
    “You look okay. But you sound terrible. If you insist on talking, use a nice girly voice,” she said. She brushed past me, walking like a model on a catwalk. She bent over slightly at the dresser and fished a makeup box out from the top drawer. “Well?” she said. “Come on over and let’s make you pretty.”  
 
    And for some reason I found myself standing in front of that dresser and the makeup mirror that sat on top of it. The beautiful and naked Jenna stood behind me. She squirted some globs of flesh-toned cream onto her fingertips and then she gently rubbed the cream into my skin. “This is foundation. We always start with foundation she said.” And then she grabbed a black marker and told me to hold still. She stepped around me and then carefully drew on my eyes. It felt weird, but I didn’t resist. She’d never been so close to me before. I could smell her tantalizing perfume, and I could feel the heat radiating off of her amazing body. 
 
     Then she grabbed a few more products and rubbed, brushed, and drew them onto my face. I wasn’t paying much attention to the mirror. My attention was on her. Even though I felt very strange and uncomfortable, I didn’t want to forget this moment. I wanted to savour it. I wanted this moment to last forever. I wanted that smell to linger in my nostrils until the day I died. And my God, I wanted to reach out and squeeze those perky tits. But I managed to bite down on my tongue and stop myself from doing so, worried that would be crossing a line. Though she didn’t seem to mind my staring, even when I was staring at her pussy. A little dribble of fluid was running down her leg. Was she really that aroused? 
 
    She went into the en-suite bathroom and came out with a creamy product already squirted into the palm of her hand. I was surprised when she reached up and rubbed it into my hair, and then she started styling my hair, brushing it to the side like a French pixie cut from the sixties. I opened my mouth to ask her why she was doing this, and then I paused as I remembered her rule about speaking in a girly voice. So I made sure to use my best girly voice, which probably wasn’t very good (though it sounded okay to me). “So what’s this all about?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t you think you’re so cute?” she asked, taking a step back and admiring me. She didn’t even seem to notice that she was completely naked, but she wasn’t stumbling around as if she was drunk or high.  
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror. And sadly, I had to agree with her. She’d made me look like a real girl. A cold sensation swelled in my gut as I took a step closer to inspect my face. My eyes looked bigger—and I’m sure that was intended. They looked somehow brighter, though maybe that was just a contrast trick. I bent forward even closer to the mirror to take a close look at the pink blush on my cheeks. It was blended nicely. I hardly recognized myself, and in a way that was a relief. Now I was less worries someone would come into the bedroom and see me all dolled up. There was no way anyone would recognize me—not unless they got up close and really inspected my features. But even my features weren’t terribly telling. She’d done some makeup tricks to my nose and cheekbones to make them look different. 
 
    Suddenly, she was behind me, her nude pelvis pressed against my bum. She pulled up the skirt of my dress gently and rubbed my ass with both of her hands. She let a little sigh slip out from her lips. I could feel the stubble of her little patch of pubic hair rubbing against my backside. I could see her face in the mirror. Her eyes were closed and her cheeks were dark red. I stood up straight and felt her tits against my back, and I could feel her heart pounding. I turned my head to give her a kiss, but she stepped back just in time.  
 
    I watched as she took a deep breath, as if trying to get control over herself. “I want to take your picture,” she said.  
 
    “You won’t show anyone, right?” I asked awkwardly, still using my girly voice.  
 
    She smiled. “Let’s face it. You probably want me to show everyone. Look in the mirror.” I looked in the mirror and she stepped up behind me, putting her chin on my shoulder. “You’re so pretty,” she said.  
 
    And then she stepped back again, this time with her phone in her hand. “Pose for me,” she said. I couldn’t say no—especially now that her tits were being pressed together by her arms as she held the camera out directly in front of her. So I smiled and started posing, feeling terribly awkward and stupid. I wondered how many guys had done this for her before. I wondered if these photos really would stay on her phone, or if I was making a giant mistake in my lousy attempt to get laid.  
 
    “Turn your back to me and look over your shoulder,” she said. So I turned my back and looked over my shoulder. “Look right into the lens. Good. Now look up at the ceiling and show me the whites of your eyes. Good—beautiful. You’re so cute.”  
 
    When I spun back around to continue posing, I noticed that she now only had one hand on the camera. Her other hand was between her thighs, rubbing her pussy. “Don’t stop,” she said. So I kept posing, pushing out my hips, moving my hands onto different parts of my body. I even held the skirt of my dress up slightly for one shot, teasing my red panties, which were still a bit wet from her damp pussy. Now Jenna was rubbing her snatch harder, pressing two fingers in deep. She was moaning slightly, so I didn’t stop. I cupped my non-existent breasts and squeezed, and Jenna moaned loudly. She was still taking pictures with her free hand, which was now trembling.  
 
    I blew a kiss at the camera, and that was it for her. A gush of warm fluid rushed out from her pussy and splashed on the floor. She bent over and shuddered and muttered the words, “Oh my fucking God.” And then I went over and took the phone from her hand. I placed it on the nightstand next to the bed and then I reached down between her legs to feel her dripping slit. She took my hand and pressed it hand against her pussy. “Fucking rub,” she said through clenched teeth. So I rubbed, and thirty seconds later, another warm gush of fluid was trickling through my fingers.  
 
    With my free hand I pulled my cock out. She grabbed it before I could get it close. She started to rub and stroke it while staring into my eyes. No girl had ever touched my cock before—and I’d never touched a pussy before for that matter. Though in the moment, it didn’t seem strange that I was achieving so many firsts while dolled up like a girl. Though I would wake up in the morning feeling rather strange about it.  
 
    I wanted to stick my cock in her, but I was too much of a virgin to make it. She pulled me closer by the cock and she spread her legs slightly so that I could penetrate her. But her hand just felt too good clenched around the tip of my dick. I ended up coming before I got it into her. I sprayed her pussy and her thighs with my hot load. “Oh my God,” I’m so sorry,” I said. 
 
    She was good enough to stroke me until she’d squeezed out the final drop of cum. And then she giggled, as if it was funny—and it probably was to her. “It’s okay,” she said. “I came twice anyway.” And then she looked up into my eyes with a grin. “I’m just glad you liked it.” I had a weird feeling that she wasn’t referring to her handjob. Did she think I liked wearing that dress? Did she think that I was happy in that makeup, with my hair styled like a little slut?  
 
    I smiled awkwardly and then she climbed into the bed, still covered in my cum. “Want to sleep with me tonight?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head, and then I started to pull down my panties.  
 
    “No, no. I want you to sleep in my dress,” she said. “Panties too—and the makeup.” So I climbed into the bed, all dolled up, and I got snuggled up behind her. We didn’t have sex—we just cuddled until we fell asleep. And then when I woke up, I was alone in that bedroom.  
 
    “Jenna?” I called out, the morning sun blinding my slightly as it poured in from outside.  
 
    There was no response. I got out of the bed. “Jenna? You still here?” I called out. 
 
    And then the bedroom door opened and a man walked in. “Oh, hey,” he said. “You need to get out of here. My parents are going to be home any minute. I have to get this place cleaned up. Oh man, I don’t know what I’m going to do. The living room is such a mess, and someone chipped up the countertop in the kitchen. What am I going to tell my parents?” He looked right at me, but he didn’t seem to notice that he was looking at a man in women’s clothes. I smiled and nodded and I brushed by him. There were still a few partiers with hangovers lingering around the house. The bathrooms were all closed and locked and I could hear people throwing up inside. I had nowhere to clean myself up, so I had to walk home dressed like a girl.  
 
    And I was ten minutes from the house when I realized I’d left my clothes behind. I didn’t go back. I didn’t want to risk facing my friends. So I went straight home. I snuck in the backdoor and I crept up the stairs towards the bathroom quietly. Once I was inside, I made sure that door was locked, and then I had the longest shower of my life, making sure every little bit of makeup was off of my face before I got out to hide Jenna’s dress and panties.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I was too afraid to reach out to Jenna after that night. I looked her up on Facebook the very next day, and I considered sending her a friend request. But I didn’t end up sending anything. As soon as I saw a picture of her face I remembered how embarrassing it was walking home in that dress. If that’s what Jenna needed to get off, I wasn’t sure that was something I could do. For the first time, I could understand why Jenna wasn’t able to hold down a relationship. But now I really couldn’t understand why so many guys wanted her back so badly.  
 
    I found myself checking all of Jenna’s social media pages, making sure she wasn’t posting those photos anywhere. I was tempted to send her a private message, asking her to delete the photos. But still, I was too afraid to reach out to her, and a little bit confused as to why she wasn’t reaching out to me—and why she left without saying goodbye. Did she regret our strange little romp? Did I ruin everything by coming so quickly before I even got it inside of her? Or maybe I ruined everything by actually going along with Jenna’s dress up game. Maybe she actually thought I was into it and that was a turn off—but how could it have been a turn off if she was literally squirting down her legs?  
 
    I closed down my Internet and tried not to think about what had happened between us. I stuffed that dress and that pair of panties into the back of my closet and I tried to erase my memory of it entirely. And after two weeks, I started to forget about it. The image of Jenna’s naked body would cruise into my mind occasionally, but I somehow ended up convinced that it had just been a strange dream and not a real encounter at all. And maybe that’s all it was. As long as I didn’t look in the back of my closet, that’s probably all it was—a weird dream. 
 
    Another month went by and I felt a strange peace and relief that I hadn’t felt in ages. I was no longer obsessed with Jenna. Something had changed in my brain’s chemistry, and now I only thought of her as a cute girl, and not the woman I needed to be with for the rest of my life. I finally didn’t feel like I was holding onto any regrets, and I finally felt like I could go out and meet a girl and not be constantly comparing her to what could have been. I found myself looking around during my classes, admiring different girls, considering real futures with them.  
 
    And then I started feeling excited. In just a week, our town would announce the new Miss Beautiful. Every year, our town crowned a different girl as ‘Miss Beautiful’. It was kind of like a pageant, though they had stopped doing the actual pageant a few years back for budget reasons. Now, they just had girls submit themselves online, and then they announced a winner on public television. The winner would get a bunch of free stuff, and then the winner and all of the runner-ups would go from bar to bar for a week, meeting the locals—which I think was just an excuse for guys to hit on pretty girls. It was our town’s only big party, and everyone looked forward to it—especially the guys.  
 
    I’d already made sure my schedule was clear for the week of partying. I made sure I had no meetings or appointments. I wasn’t going to miss any big parties. I was going to go to all of them and I was going to mingle with the Miss Beautiful contestants, and I was finally going to lose my virginity. I was sure of it, until I turned on my TV to see who won the contest. 
 
    I became paralyzed with fear as a picture of me graced the television screen, and every other television screen in town. There I was, standing in that white dress, with my hair neatly slicked to the side. Either I was just having a terrible nightmare now, or that night with Jenna had really happened, and someone had gotten a hold of that picture and submitted it to the Miss Beautiful contest.  
 
    I had to rewind my television to see that it was real—and it was. That picture had really come up on the screen with the word ‘Winner!’ underneath it. The whole town had really just seen a picture of me in a dress.  
 
    I ran up to my room and locked myself in. I was even too afraid to turn on the light, so I just sat in the darkness with my knees pulled up to my chest. My phone was on the nightstand, about to start ringing at any second. I knew my friends would call as soon as they stopped laughing. I knew my father would call as soon as he stopped having a heart attack. Oh God, the whole town had seen me wearing a dress and makeup! They were going to think that I was some kind of pervert or something. I didn’t want people to think that I was a cross-dresser. I only put the stupid dress on because Jenna wanted me to—so that she could get off.  
 
    My laptop screen was glowing at me from across the room. I had a Facebook tab open, and I could see that there was a red circle in the corner, letting me know I had notifications. It was surely my friends, pouring into my page to leave their humiliating comments publically for everyone to see. My heart was pounding. I was going to be sick. I’m not sure how I wasn’t throwing up. I pinched my arm hard, hoping it would wake me up. But I didn’t wake up. I was trapped in a nightmare that was too real. 
 
    I got up carefully and tiptoed over to my computer. I clicked on the notification bell and saw that I only had a single notification, from my aunt. She liked a photo I’d posted a week before. There was nothing from my friends, as if they hadn’t been watching the TV when my picture came on. But surely they had been—and it wasn’t just on the TV. I went over to our town’s official Twitter page and saw my picture there. It had been liked dozens of times. And it was already finding its way onto news pages—being shared by towns that were one hundred and fifty miles away.  
 
    I looked into my mirror and saw that my face was bone white, and starting to turn green. I really was going to be sick. I really was going to throw up. Why weren’t my friends reaching out to me? Why weren’t they posting on my social media pages? Were they saving their humiliation for my face, so they could watch my reaction when they started rolling on the floor with laughter?  
 
    Finally, my phone buzzed. I rushed over to it and lifted it up with my trembling hands. It was a number that wasn’t saved to my phone. “Congratulations,” the message read.  
 
    “Who is this?” I asked quickly.  
 
    “It’s Jenna,” read the next message. “I hope you don’t mind that I submitted you.” She ended her message with a little blushing faced emoji.  
 
    “I do mind. Are you insane? You think this is funny? Call the contest and tell them to take my picture down.”  
 
    “They’re expecting you to make an appearance tomorrow,” she said, as if she didn’t hear me or my frustration. “I’d be happy to help doll you up to get ready.”  
 
    “I’m not doing it. This is insanity. Are you crazy? I’m seriously asking.” 
 
    “If you do it, I’ll suck your dick until you come.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to continue shouting at her, but I was suddenly at a loss for words. A warm tingle crawled down my back and then I found myself with an awkward smirk on my face. 
 
    “Your place or mine?” she asked. 
 
    “I want you to give me your address, but not because I want to go through with this. I just want to talk to you face to face, so I can try to understand what the hell is going on in your head. That picture could ruin my career—do you understand that? I’ll be the laughing stock of this town, and it will probably haunt me for the rest of my life.”  
 
    “382 Willow Street. I’ll see you there in the morning—let’s say at seven. Bye, Todd! See you tomorrow!” And then she hung up the phone. My head was spinning. I couldn’t believe what was happening—and I couldn’t believe that the girl I thought was the love of my life was actually a complete lunatic.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I went to her house on Willow Street, with her dress and her pair of panties, but not because I had any plans of getting dolled up. I just wanted to return her things and then dig into her. I wanted to make sure she understood how crazy she was, and how horrible she was, and I wanted to see her face once that reality sunk in.  
 
    Though as I sat on the bus with her dress and panties in a white plastic bag, I started to consider the other option: going through with the nonsense and getting that blowjob. I could try to convince my friends that I was just doing it as a joke. I could even reveal myself on live local television, and then the town would be laughing with me instead of laughing at me. Maybe they would even think that I was just trying to make some sort of social criticism—as long as they didn’t think that I was some cross-dressing weirdo.  
 
    Jenna’s house was nice: three stories, recently updated, professionally landscaped front lawn, big windows, and so on. I approached the large red door slowly, still unsure of what my plan was. Maybe she would give up the blowjob right away, and then I could chicken out as soon as I came. Sure, she would probably be mad, but that was her own problem—and she couldn’t possibly be as mad as I currently was at her.  
 
    A cool breeze tickled the back of my sweaty neck as I reached for the doorbell. My mind was suddenly blank. I couldn’t remember why I was standing there, why I didn’t just chew her out over the phone. If she wanted her dress back, she could have come to my house to get it.  
 
    I didn’t have to ring the bell. Before I could press it, the door opened and there stood Jenna, leaning against the doorframe with a big smile on her face. “Ready to have some fun?” she said. And I immediately remembered why I was obsessed with her for so many years. She was beautiful—even in her pyjamas, without makeup. I loved the way that she smiled—it was a mousy kind of smile. And I loved the way her messy hair cascaded down her shoulders.  
 
    I had to clear my throat before I could speak. My heart was pounding all of a sudden. “I’m not getting dressed up for you. I just came to, uh, tell you that I think, uh…” I couldn’t remember my lines, which I’d gone through over and over on the bus ride over. My mind was suddenly blank, which shouldn’t have surprised me. It was going blank a lot over the past twenty-four hours.  
 
    “You just came to tell me what? That you don’t want me to suck the cum out of your big cock?” Her grin grew a little bit bigger, and my mind went a little bit blanker.  
 
    And then I decided to go off of my mental script. “Why are you doing this to me?” I asked. “Do you get a kick out of this or something?”  
 
    “The Miss Beautiful winners are always so ho-hum. I thought it was time for a real cutie to take the first prize. So I made it happen.”  
 
    “I don’t understand. What do you mean, you made it happen? Did you cheat somehow? Do you know someone on the pageant committee?” 
 
    She let one of her trademark cute giggles slip, and my heart melted a little bit in my chest. “I don’t know anyone on the committee. I just knew that you would win. How could you not win with a beautiful face like that?”  
 
    And now I felt my face turning red. Was she mocking me, or was she serious? It was impossible to tell with that grin on her face. I would have guessed mocking had it not been for the fact that none of my friends had reached out to me. My Facebook page was still desolate, as if no one could tell that I was the girl in that winning photograph. And I had to admit, I did look surprisingly convincing in that picture. It helped that I had a short and relatively scrawny figure.  
 
    “Look,” I said. “I just want to give you your dress back. That’s all I came for.” 
 
    “Just come inside for a few minutes. You’ll love the outfit I have picked out for you.” She reached out and grabbed my wrist, and there was something about the warmth of her fingers that made my body freeze. My heart shot up into my throat. I could suddenly smell that amazing perfume she wore, and I could feel the warmth radiating off of her beautiful body. I was suddenly reminded of every single heart-pounding moment over the past eight years: every time I passed her in the hallways at school, every time she looked at me with her adorable smile, every time I caught a glimpse of her panties under her gym shorts…  
 
    “I’ll come in for a minute, but I’m not going on TV,” I said.  
 
    The main floor of her house was one large, impressive open space. The ceilings must have been twenty feet high, being held up by thick marble pillars. It could have been the lobby of a very expensive hotel. “What do your parents do for a living?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know—boring stuff in other countries,” she said. “They’re both in Sweden now for some conference. So make yourself comfortable.” She grabbed a remote off of a side table and then she pressed a button. A fire erupted in the large fireplace in the middle of the room. “It sure is cold out, don’t you think?” She meandered through the amazing space towards the large kitchen area, where she already had her changing station set up. The kitchen island was covered in dresses, and each barstool had a different pair of heels on it. And next to the sink was a mound of hair, which I thought was a severed head for a split second before I realized it was a wig on a foam head. “I say we start with your makeup,” she said. 
 
    “I told you that I’m not doing this,” I said. 
 
    “Then why are you here?” 
 
    “Because,” I started, but I couldn’t figure out an answer. Why was I there? Why wasn’t I just turning around and leaving? “Maybe I should just go.” But I couldn’t bring myself to turn around. I couldn’t just turn down a blowjob so easily.  
 
    She smiled. Then she tossed a pair of white panties at me. “The white won’t show through your dress,” she said. “Strip down and put them on.”  
 
    And then I took a deep breath and I bit down on my tongue. “I thought you said you were going to suck my cock,” I said. 
 
    She nodded her head with big glowing eyes. “I will—as soon as you’re all dolled up.”  
 
    I stood still for a moment, not fully trusting her. She couldn’t be trusted—I knew that much for sure. She’d already screwed me over once. “If you take out your phone and snap a picture, I’m done with this,” I said. “And I mean it.”  
 
    So I took the panties over to the bathroom on the far end of the large room and then I went inside to get undressed. I realized how silly it was to seek privacy while I got into the panties. It’s not like the panties did anything to cover me up. They were so tight that they became translucent when stretched over my cock, so Jenna could see everything regardless.  
 
    She took one look at me and then sent me back into the bathroom to shave. “I want you to be hairless. And run some moisturizer on your skin, so that you don’t get razor burn. We want smooth, perfect legs under your little skirt.” I was halfway through shaving my second leg when I started to think that maybe I was the crazy one. She wasn’t forcing me to do any of this—I was doing it all voluntarily, all because I wanted her to suck my cock. Surely that level of desperation made me crazier than her fulfilling some silly little fetish.  
 
    I came out and she did a full inspection, walking around me and running her fingertips up and down my smooth legs. “You did good,” she said. She ran her fingers all the way up to my panties, and then she slipped a finger under the lacy undergarment to feel my ball sack. I perked up and let a gasp slip through my lips. “You even shaved your lady bits. Good job,” she said. I didn’t like that she called my ball sack ‘lady bits’, but I kept my mouth shut. I was a little bit closer to having the cum sucked out from my cock. I still didn’t have to go through with any live television appearances or any party circuits.  
 
    We spent the next hour and a half perfecting my makeup. She did all the work, but she made me watch. “You’ll be doing this yourself for the rest of the week,” she kept saying. And I paid attention to appease her, even though I had no intentions of doing my makeup again, unless she sweetened her end of the bargain with some pussy or maybe even anal.  
 
    She went a lot dark with my makeup: darker eye shadow, thicker eyeliner, more mascara. She brushed on plenty of blush and then she spent a good thirty minutes working on contouring. I lost count of how many times she said, “Quit moving or I’ll screw up and we’ll have to restart.” I only had a tiny makeup mirror to watch in, but I still did my best, strangely hypnotized by how effortlessly the whole process was for her. And it was actually really interesting to watch my face change so drastically after the application of each little product.  
 
    “Ta-da,” she said, stepping away as soon as she was finished the final few details. I picked up that mirror and looked at my face from multiple angles. I looked good and I looked convincing—but most importantly, I looked unrecognizable. I smiled and watched as my eyes sparkled, but that moment of elation was short lived as reality crept into my gut. I didn’t want to look like a convincing woman, and I especially didn’t want to look like a pretty girl. I was a man, and men should look like men. Men should be rugged and tough and they shouldn’t even be able to fit into pairs of panties or dresses or little heels.  
 
    But everything fit me perfectly. The dress she had picked out for me was red and short and it looked incredibly tiny as Jenna held it up, but it looked perfectly fine on my body. It even made my hips appear wider and my waist appear smaller. She passed me two pads from one of her bras, which fit perfectly in the dress’ chest, giving me a little bit of a bust. “You’ve got small tits, but they’re super cute,” she said with a lip-biting smile.  
 
    And in case I wasn’t already unrecognizable enough, she got that long brunette wig onto my head, and suddenly I was a completely different person. It’s amazing how a hairstyle can completely transform a face.  
 
    “You’re all done,” she said. And it took a minute for me to remember what that meant: I earned my blowjob. My heart skipped and stuttered and I stood up straight.  
 
    “I guess it’s not your turn to put up your end of the bargain,” I said, smiling awkwardly. My cock was already pulsing in my panties.  
 
    “Not if that’s the voice you’re going to use. If you sound like that on live television, then you’re screwed. And I have to admit, it’s not very sexy.”  
 
    My cheeks turned red as the thought of going on television crossed my mind. But I shook the thought away. I didn’t actually plan on going on TV. As soon as my load was in Jenna’s mouth, that dress was coming off and that wig was hitting the floor. I was just there for the blowjob, and nothing else.  
 
    So I cleared my throat and in my best female voice I said, “Is this better?”  
 
    She smiled. “Better, but not perfect. Keep talking. Don’t stop until I tell you to.”  
 
    “What should I talk about?” I asked, still using that voice, trying to make small adjustments based on her facial reactions.  
 
    “Just talk,” she said.  
 
    So I just talked. I started by talking about my college classes, and then I started talking about my college professors, and then Jenna sunk down to her knees and slipped her head underneath the skirt of my dress. I took a deep breath in and perked up as I felt her fingers gently toying with my panties. I felt a plume of her warm breath tickling the bare skin of my recently shaved cock and balls. And I kept talking, rambling on and on in my female voice. My mind started to go blank and I paused for a moment. “Keep talking,” she said, pausing until I resumed. So I quickly tried to think of something to say—I ended up telling her the plots of my favourite horror movies.  
 
    She gently slipped my cock through her lips and started to suck. Warm pulses of euphoria surged through my body. I reached my hands down and grabbed her head. I pulled it in tight, pushing my cock down the back of her throat. Impressively, she didn’t gag. She just kept sucking. She even let a little giggle slip.  
 
    I was still rambling on, now talking about her. “You’re hair is so soft and your face is so beautiful. I really love the way that you smell. I’ve had the biggest crush on you for almost ten years—since I first saw you, basically.” I wasn’t even in control of what I was saying. It was like my mouth was falling down an endless flight of stairs and there was no one there to stop it. 
 
    She looked up at me with warm glowing eyes. I paused. “Go on,” she said, before sinking back under my skirt to continue licking my throbbing erection. It felt so good, so that’s what I said. “You’re so good at that. Oh my God, it feels so fucking good. I love the way you eat me out. I love the way you suck my big, hard pussy. You’re going to make me come, you filthy slut. Oh God, you’re going to make me come.” I was still using my female voice, but I was hardly having to think about it. It was starting to feel more and more natural, with every word that slipped out from my lips.  
 
    I heard her moan, and that’s when I noticed that she had a hand underneath her skirt, pressed firmly between her thighs. Her body shuddered and then I heard a subtle splashing noise. She was squirting onto the marble floor. 
 
    And now I could feel my orgasm approaching—how could I not come after watching that? I grabbed her head firmly with both hands and I started to thrust, using her head like a glorified sex toy. Drool was running down her cheeks and dripping off of her chin. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I said. And she smiled with my big cock in her mouth.  
 
    Instead of coming in her mouth, I pulled her head back by her hair and I came all over her face. Maybe it was a little bit of revenge, or maybe it was just a spur of the moment decision with no thought process behind it whatsoever. She flinched and shut her eyes, but she wasn’t able to look away as I held her head in place by her hair. I made a real mess of her makeup, and I even landed a blast in her left eye.  
 
    And once I was finished, a guilt filled my stomach. She stood up slowly, wiping the cum from her face. “You asshole,” she said. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” I said, still with that female voice.  
 
    “It’s fine,” she said with a sigh. “But now I have to redo my makeup. It took me an hour to do this, you know.”  
 
    “I said I’m sorry.”  
 
    She shook her head and went off to the bathroom to wash her face, leaving me with a powerful guilt swirling in my gut. And now I felt guilty about my original plan. I couldn’t just take off my outfit and my wig and leave. I couldn’t just make her think that I only came to come all over her face.  
 
    I looked in the mirror. I looked convincing and more importantly, I looked unrecognizable. Maybe I could go through with this live appearance. Maybe I could just get it over with and then feel less guilty about this whole thing.  
 
    So I kept practising my voice. I walked around Jenna’s kitchen in a pair of tall heels while repeating random sentences that had nothing to do with anything. If I was going to do this, then I had to pull it off. I couldn’t let anyone realize they were seeing a man on their TV screens, because it wouldn’t long before they realized they were seeing me once they realized they were seeing a man.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Jenna went with me to the TV station, which wasn’t too far from her house. Before we walked into the building she smacked me on the ass and said, “I hope you’re not planning on doing anything stupid.”  
 
    I looked at her and saw that there was legitimate concern on her face. And I realized that I was the one in control now. I could easily go in front of the camera and reveal my true self, pretend the whole thing was a joke, and ruin the fun for Jenna. Or I could tell the whole town that Jenna set me up, and that she was trying to blackmail me and bribe me with sex—though that would probably be just as embarrassing for me as it would be for her. Jenna probably didn’t want the world knowing that she could only get off with boys in dresses and makeup. But I didn’t want the world knowing that I was so desperate for a blowjob that I was getting dolled up and going on live television.  
 
    There were three older men in the lobby of the station waiting for me. They started clapping as soon as they saw me coming towards them, as if they recognized me from that picture that Jenna submitted, even though my makeup, outfit, and hair were all different in that picture. “Miss Beautiful,” one of the men said with a big smile. “And isn’t that title so fitting?” I wondered if he made that same stupid comment with every Miss Beautiful winner. “And I see you brought a friend for moral support. Going on TV can be nerve-racking, but I think you’ll do just fine.”  
 
    “Thank you for choosing me,” I said quietly. My voice was suddenly lost, as if I’d spent the whole morning screaming at the top of my lings. Or maybe it was just the large lump swelling in my throat.  
 
    “How could we not?” the man said. And I was shocked that my voice hadn’t given me away. Did it really sound that convincing? And was my look really that convincing? My heart skipped a beat and then I followed the men through a series of doors, to a studio where a whole team was waiting for me.  
 
    A man rushed over to me and attached a microphone transmitter to the back of my dress. He ran a long wire around, and clipped a microphone to the top of my dress, just a few inches below my chin. “Can you just slip that wire underneath your dress when you get a chance?” the man said. And even after walking around me and clipping things to me, he couldn’t seem to tell that I wasn’t really a woman. I was really pulling this off. Jenna and I weren’t the only ones who thought that I was truly convincing. A cold shudder ran through my whole body. So it was true: I really did look like a woman. I really did have the body of a woman—and I would have probably been better off had I been born a woman. I mean—I wasn’t exactly winning any Mister Handsome contests as my regular self. I never even got compliments when I was my regular self.  
 
    One of the older men came up to me and gave me a firm pat on the back. “You look stunning. You’re going to do great.”  
 
    “What exactly do I have to do?” I asked, my voice regaining a bit of volume and a bit of confidence.  
 
    He put his arm around me—a little bit too far around me, with the tips of his fingers on the side of my breast pads. He held me close. “All you have to do is look pretty and answer a few questions—it couldn’t be easier.” His fingers moved slightly, as if he was trying to feel my tits. I felt another cold shockwave run down my spine.  
 
    I was rushed over to a makeup girl who didn’t warn me before brushing powder onto my face. I coughed as some of that powder got into my lungs, and she didn’t apologize. Though she did say, “I love the way you did your eyeliner. You’ve got such pretty eyes.” And that comment took me by surprise. It was one thing to get a compliment from a man—but from a woman? That meant something. If I was convincing women that I was a chick, then I must have really looked like a chick. 
 
    The older man came back for me. He took me by the hand, holding a bit too tight for my comfort level, and then he brought me onto a little stage. Suddenly a bunch of lights came on and someone called out, “Going live in ten! Nine! Eight!” My heart stuttered and I felt goose bumps rising up on my arms. It was all happening so fast. I couldn’t process it all quickly enough. In a matter of seconds, everyone in the town would be staring at my face, all dolled up. And my parents were probably watching—would they recognize me? Would my best friends recognize me?  
 
    “And here she is!” the old man said to the camera. He no longer had his arm around me, as if he knew that would look bad on TV, as if he knew he was being a creep before. “I want to welcome this year’s Miss Beautiful to our studio.” He kept talking, but I zoned out. The lights were so bright and the thought of my parents watching on TV made me feel sick. I could feel butterflies fluttering in my stomach. And then suddenly there was a microphone being held in front of my face. “Well, Tanya?” 
 
    “Well?” I repeated, hardly muttering. 
 
    “Do you have anyone you want to thank?” 
 
    I looked around at the crew. They were all staring at me, wide-eyed, waiting for my response. I felt cold. I could feel a breeze tickling my exposed skin—and I had a lot of exposed skin. That little dress hardly covered my torso and a few inches of my legs, and that was it. I opened my mouth but it took a few seconds for words to come out. “I want to thank my parents and my friend, Jenna,” I said. 
 
    And then he pulled that mic away and he kept talking. He started listing off all of the venues I would be appearing at over the next week. And I did my best to force a smile. Maybe I could lie and say that I wasn’t feeling well. Maybe I could just disappear, make my female persona vanish—my female persona who was apparently named Tanya.  
 
    That microphone was in my face again. “Well?” the man said. And again, I hadn’t heard the question. 
 
    “Sorry, could you repeat that?” I asked. 
 
    “How do you want to make this town a better place?” 
 
    I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. “I want to make the town a better place by, uh, making it more accessible to everyone. I think we could do without that bike lane on 5th Street. I’ve only seen like two people use it since they put it in. An extra driving lane would help during rush hour traffic. And, uh, more garbage cans. I always have garbage but nowhere to put it. It’s no wonder there’s garbage all over the streets.”  
 
    My answer took the old man by surprise. He stood silently for a moment and then he said, “Well that’s very specific. But I’m sure the city is listening, so who knows what will happen. But for now, that wraps up our big introduction. I hope that everyone can make it out over the next week to meet the new and very gorgeous Miss Beautiful.”  
 
    I watched as the camera swung by on its tracks, and then I watched as the long microphone boom pole swung up into the air, away from the set. The crew suddenly dispersed and then Jenna was standing next to me. “You did great,” she said with a big smile. “And you looked so cute. I’m really proud of you.” She gave me a kiss on the cheek. I felt my face turning red. That was it? That was the whole TV appearance? It hadn’t been over for thirty seconds and I already couldn’t remember anything the man said or anything I said for that matter.  
 
    Jenna led me away from the set, towards an empty room, which surprisingly had a piece of paper with my name on the door. “What’s this?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s your change room.”  
 
    I had no idea I had a change room. Apparently Jenna had been paying more attention than me. And it was no surprise—this was her big experiment, not mine. I was just a pawn in her little game, going along with her crazy plan in hopes that it would get me some more action.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    She went straight to the makeup desk in the back corner of the room. She bent over and placed her hands down on the wooden surface, and then she looked back at me and said, “Fuck my little asshole.”  
 
    “W—What did you just say?” I said. And surprisingly, the words came out in my female voice. 
 
    “I said fuck my little asshole. I couldn’t stop touching myself when you were up there. I had to stand behind everyone, so no one would see that my hand was down the front of my skirt. My panties are soaking wet. I need you to fuck my asshole.” She swayed her bum in the air. Her legs and arms were trembling—she really wanted it. She really couldn’t help herself, as if the sight of me made her convulse with horny impulses.  
 
    I approached her cautiously, looking around to make sure there were no cameras hidden in the room. I still felt like she had some sort of master plan, and this wasn’t all just some way to fulfil her strange fetish. But more and more, it was starting to seem like the latter—it was starting to seem like this was all just so she could get off. I placed my hands on her hips and carefully pulled up her skirt, revealing her truly soaking wet panties. They were dark with moisture, and there was even a dribble running down her left leg, having escaped from its satin prison.  
 
    I tugged down her panties, revealing that plump and juicy pussy. But it wasn’t the pussy I was getting—she wanted it in the ass. I spread her cheeks and saw that her tight hole was puckering and practically begging for me to stick my cock inside. I reached down and pressed my fingers against her wet snatch—touching a pussy for the first time in my life. It was warm and squishy. I pulled some of the slick moisture back, between her butt cheeks, using it to lubricate her tight hole. She moaned and her legs trembled even harder. I took a deep breath.  
 
    And then I had the urge to taste that tight hole. I sunk to my knees, spread her cheeks, and I got my tongue in deep, swirling it in circles, tasting the moisture from her pussy—and I even got a few good licks of her pussy while I was down there. It dawned on me that I was about to lose my virginity in a very strange way. The big mirror on the wall next to us didn’t help the strangeness of it all. I kept looking over and seeing myself on my knees, and it really looked like a scene straight out of a lesbian porno. Though I enjoyed the sight of my pretty face buried deep in her ass. I had my tongue in as deep as I could push it, exploring her anal walls while making her squirm. Warm juice was trickling down both of her legs now—some of it was saliva and some of it was natural lubricant from her pussy.  
 
    I used my hand to wipe some of it upwards, between her butt cheeks, so there would be no resistance once I was ready to put it in her. And I was rock hard and throbbing now—I’d never been more ready in my life. So I carefully stood up and slipped my cock out from my tight little panties. I pushed my tip between her cheeks and revelled in the beautiful moan that slipped off of Jenna’s lips. I was about to lose my virginity to Jenna Marvel, the girl of my dreams, the love of my life, and the psychotic girl with the strangest fetish.  
 
    I pushed my tip into her. It was tight but there wasn’t much resistance. I could feel her puckering along my shaft. I kept pushing in, deeper and deeper, feeling the warm walls of her tight anus. She didn’t stop me from sinking in as deep as my seven-inch cock could go. Once my pelvis was pressed against her perky tush, she started to sway, moaning and dripping. It felt nice—too nice. I knew I wouldn’t last long—a few pumps at most. But I had a feeling she only needed a few pumps. She was already on the verge of an orgasm. I reached around and started to rub her clit with my fingers, giving her a little bit extra for her efforts. She responded with some louder moaning. Now I was starting to worry that someone would hear us from the hallway. I didn’t need someone peeking in to see that Miss Beautiful had a big long cock that she was using to fuck a tight little woman.  
 
    I started to thrust. I watched as her anus hugged my cock. I watched as more fluid poured down her legs, as if a faucet had been left on inside of her. I rubbed her clit hard and fast, and it was only a few seconds later when that fluid started to spray forward, soaking that makeup desk. “Oh God,” she groaned as she continued to squirm. I held her in place by holding her hips—and I kept thrusting, harder and harder. I could already feel the tingle growing at the tip of my cock.  I bit down on my tongue and clenched hard. I wanted to last longer than a minute—I couldn’t come already. Had it even been twenty seconds?  
 
    “Don’t stop!” Jenna screamed. I had to reach my wet hand over her lips, to muffle her screaming. She started to suck the pussy juice off of my fingers. Now that wetness was starting to run down my legs as it squirted and squished in every direction. “Oh God, don’t stop!” 
 
    But stopping was inevitable. I couldn’t hold on any longer, no matter how hard I tried. I sunk my fingernails into her skin and then I pushed my cock in deep on final time, spraying my hot cum deep inside of her asshole. She yelled and let her tits fall against the desk’s surface. I stumbled back and watched her tight hole puckering. It was red and stretched out, and a moment later there was a heavy glob of white pouring out of it. She looked back at me and smiled, and then she said, “We should start getting ready for the bar. You need to change—you can’t wear the same thing you wore on TV. C’mon, I’ve got a few options for you.” She pulled her wet panties up before my whole load had even dribbled out of her. Apparently she wanted to keep my load inside of her, or at least in her panties. She was a filthy whore, and I liked it that way.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    We showed up intentionally late for my first bar appearance. It was Jenna’s idea to show up late, once the crowd already had a few drinks in them, so the volume would be a bit louder and people would be less likely to recognize me or notice that my voice wasn’t quite perfect. I checked my Facebook notifications and text messages before stepping into the bar, to make sure none of my friends had messaged to let me know they were onto me. I had no notifications—my identity was still safe. 
 
    The bar became quiet as soon as the initial crowd noticed my entrance. Someone shouted, “Here she is!” and then there was a roar of applause, as if I’d actually accomplished something. But being Miss Beautiful was no accomplishment, at least not for Miss Beautiful. Maybe it was an accomplishment for God—he put in the work to make Miss Beautiful pretty, but what did I do? I just put on a dress and some makeup and had my picture taken. The fact that I was beautiful was just a coincidence, and I still wasn’t sure if it was a happy coincidence or a sad one. 
 
    I waved to the crowd and found myself shocked by the smiling excitement. Was that excitement real? Was it for me? Or was it just the town playing along with Jenna’s joke. No, it had to be real. Jenna wasn’t some genius mastermind—she was just a horny girl who liked her boys in dresses. The excitement had to be real. The town must have been excited for me.  
 
    I was only in that bar for ten seconds before a reported lunged a microphone into my face. “How does it feel to be this year’s Miss Beautiful?” he asked, his voice booming over the crowd. 
 
    “It’s nice. I’m very happy to be representing my town,” I said. And the crowd cheered, as if my response was more than just a stock answer.  
 
    “Were you happy when you saw Mayor Robinson’s tweets about possibly changing the bike lane into a car lane?”  
 
    “I haven’t had a chance to look at any tweets,” I said. “But it sounds like good news.” The crowd cheered for me again, filling my heart with a strange and warm confidence. “While they’re at it, they should bring the monkey bars back to all the playgrounds. When I was a kid, I loved playing on the monkey bars. I was shocked when I heard they were taking them all out—apparently because some kids got hurt? Kids are going to get hurt on whatever you put out, so why not give them monkey bars?” Strangely, my rant received another loud cheer from the crowd. “And quit sinking money into those old ski jumps on the edge of town. What are those costing us? Two millions dollars a year or something crazy? Get rid of them. Use the money for something everyone can use—not just five or six people. If they really want their ski jumps so badly, they can do some fundraising.” And again I received some more cheering.  
 
    Then I was led into the bar. Someone handed me a drink and a small crowd quickly formed around me. People started introducing themselves, but the bar was so loud, all I could do was smile and nod and pretend like I could hear everything they said. I wasn’t even half finished my drink when another one ended up in my hand.  
 
    It was a strange sensation, feeling all of the gazes staring in my direction: hundreds of people looking over at me, watching my every move. And not one of them could tell that I wasn’t really a woman. I recognized a few faces in that crowd. I recognized the face of my cousin, and I recognized the faces of a few of my friends from high school.  
 
    And the volume kept rising as the lights dimmed more and more. My confidence was getting stronger and stronger with each passing minute, and with each passing drink. No empty drink was ever in my hand and I didn’t have to spend a dime. I was asked to dance by multiple men, and I awkwardly had to refuse all of them. The only relief I got was when Jenna grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me into the bathroom. We went into a stall and she lifted me up onto the toilet seat. “So no one sees your legs,” she whispered. And then she said nothing else as she reached under my skirt and pulled out my cock. She sucked it while standing upright. It took me a minute to find my balance on my tall heels while teetering on that tall toilet seat, bent over slightly so no one would see the top of my head.  
 
    Jenna had me rock hard in a matter of seconds. She sucked hard and bobbed her head fast. A couple of girls came into the bathroom, but Jenna didn’t stop. I overheard them talking. “They really did pick a pretty girl this year,” one of the girls said. 
 
    “Yeah, she’s pretty, but who is she? I’ve never heard of any Tanya.” 
 
    “Maybe she’s new to town.” 
 
    “Or maybe she’s not even from here. It’s not like they ask for proof of citizenship when you apply.”  
 
    “So you think she’s from another town?” 
 
    The girls took their conversation back outside. They sounded frustrated, but I didn’t care. I only cared that they both agreed that I was pretty—because I was pretty. I was gorgeous. I had the body of a super model and the face of a Hollywood actress. It was starting to seem like I was born to be a woman. And not to mention, as a woman, Jenna Marvel, the girl of my dreams, couldn’t keep her hands off of me. She wanted to suck my cock constantly. The sight of me made her panties dripping wet. How could I possibly believe that I wasn’t meant to be a woman?  
 
    Once Jenna got me off and swallowed my cum, we went back out and had a few more drinks with the locals. Then we went back to Jenna’s place and we slept together on her bed, cuddled together, with Jenna playing the role of the big spoon. It was nice, until I woke up in the morning and realized I had things to do as myself, as Todd. I was dreading putting on my male clothes and returning to my dull life, where I was hardly more than a ghost meandering the streets alone. I didn’t want to stop being Tanya. I didn’t want to take off my panties or my makeup or my wig.  
 
    But I knew it was inevitable. And I knew it would have to end as soon as this week was over.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    The next few bar appearances went just as well as the first. Crowds instantly formed around me and drinks magically appeared in my hands. I didn’t have to spend a dime, and I was being given cheap liquor either. I was having fun. I was starting to look forward to each appearance. I even started going out with Jenna during the days, to the malls and parks, getting a little bit more exposure. While we were at the park one afternoon, Jenna reached out and held my hand. She slipped her fingers between mine, and it was nice.  
 
    We slipped into a wooded area at the park and then we started to kiss. She sunk her tongue into my mouth and her hands began to explore my body. And then I heard a nearby rustling. I stopped and told Jenna to stop as well. I leaned over and saw the swaying branch where the rustling originated. I saw a glimmer of a face behind one of the trees, and then that face turned and started running away.  
 
    “Hey!” I called out, but the man didn’t stop. Jenna turned around and caught a glimpse of the spy. Would he tell the town what he saw? Would the town feel different about me if they thought that I was a lesbian? Maybe they would even like me more—men love lesbians, don’t they?  
 
    “Fucking Brett,” Jenna said. And it took me a second to realize who she was talking about. 
 
    “Wait—Brett?” I said. “Brett Erskine?”  
 
    “He’s always following me around, everywhere I go,” she said. “Fuck—this isn’t good.” Jenna started pacing back and forth. She put her hands on her head, as if she was serious.  
 
    “What’s not good?”  
 
    “He knows,” she said. 
 
    “He knows what?”  
 
    “He knows you aren’t actually a girl.”  
 
    “How does he know that? Are you sure? Maybe you’re wrong.” My heart was suddenly pounding. Was Brett about to out me to the town? Was he going to ruin my whole reputation and turn me into a laughing stock? 
 
    “I used to dress him up, back when we dated. He loved it. He used to make me fuck him with a strap-on until he came in his panties. But then I found out that he was getting dressed up without me, and prostituting himself out on some tranny escort website. So I left him. He’s a pervert—a real sex addict. Though I shouldn’t judge too hard. I’m a bit of a sex addict myself.”  
 
    “So what? Do you think he’s going to rat me out?”  
 
    “I don’t know what he’s going to do,” she said. I walked up to her and put my hands on her hips. I looked into her eyes and smiled. My heart was pounding, but I didn’t like seeing her all stressed out. “It’s going to be fine,” I said. I kissed her on the lips, but that passion was gone, replaced by trembling anxiety.  
 
    And it was only five minutes later when she got a text message from Brett. “Take me back or I rat him out,” he said. She showed me the message and then let a deep sigh out. “What a nightmare.” Though it wasn’t a nightmare for her—she had nothing to worry about. She could just say no, and then nothing bad would happen to her. Either way, something bad happened to me: either I lost Jenna, or my identity was revealed to my whole town—my friends and parents included. A nausea filled my gut and I suddenly felt lightheaded.  
 
    Jenna looked into my eyes and then she looked at the ground. “I’m so sorry,” she said. “I guess I’ll go over to Brett’s and give him what he wants. I’ll run some outfits over to your house later, so you have options for tomorrow and the next day.”  
 
    “So what, are you just going to go and suddenly be his partner again?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “What other option do I have?” she asked. 
 
    “Just stay with me. Tell him to knock it off. Maybe we can give him some money. I have all of that prize money—does he want that?” My skin felt cold, even on the back of my neck where beads of sweat were starting to form. 
 
    “He doesn’t want money. He wants me. He’s wanted me for years.”  
 
    And then a cold tingle buzzed into my gut. Jenna was holding her phone, about to tell Brett that she was on her way over. I snatched the phone out from her hands. “Give that back!” she said. But I held it away from her. “You can’t just make yourself a martyr like this. What’s your plan—to stay with him forever, just to protect me?” 
 
    “I got you into this mess. I kind of owe you. And it won’t be forever—a few months at most. In a few months, he’ll have forgotten all about you. He’ll find another way to try to blackmail me. You’ll be off the hook, I promise.” She tried again to snatch the phone, but I held it out of her reach. 
 
    “Too bad,” I said. I quickly typed out a message and sent it off to Brett. 
 
    “What did you say? Are you crazy?”  
 
    “I told him to go ahead and rat me out. So you made a mistake—you shouldn’t be punished for making a mistake.” 
 
    “But you should be?” she asked. 
 
    And that nausea came back with a vengeance. My legs trembled and my head was suddenly light. I’d just told Brett Erskine to go ahead and tell the whole town who I really was. I had a bar appearance in two hours, and I knew for a fact that some of my friends would be there.  
 
    It was a long two hours, waiting for the news to break. Brett never replied to that text message that I sent him from Jenna’s phone. As far as we knew, he could have already told everyone, or he could have just given up in frustration. Maybe it was all a bluff. Maybe he didn’t actually know who I was. Or maybe he went to the press and told them that I was actually a man, and no one believed him.  
 
    For my appearance that night, I wore a short blue skirt with a white horizontal stripe, and a white blouse with blue stripes on the sleeves. It was cute in a Japanese schoolgirl kind of way.  
 
    I put on a pair of thigh-high black stockings, which went well with my black flats, and I tied my hair into pigtails.  
 
    “Ready?” Jenna asked we both looked at me in the mirror. I looked good—it was my cutest look yet, and my makeup was on-point (and I’d done most of it myself).  
 
    “As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said. I took a deep breath and then we started towards the bus stop. Jenna gently reached down and held my hand. She squeezed tight, probably trying to comfort me, knowing that my entire reputation was on the line. 
 
    But was it really? Could the town really turn around and laugh at me after celebrating and adoring me all weeklong? Could any of the men really scoff at me? So many of them had bought me drinks and asked for my phone number, and almost all of them had checked me out. And the girls—they all thought that I was legit. Would they really try to get away with saying ‘I knew it all along’?  
 
    The truth had to come out sooner or later. If I wanted to stay with Jenna and make her happy, then there were going to be many, many days out with makeup and skirts and heels and that wig. Sooner or later, someone was going to notice.  
 
    We approached the bar, which was already booming and bustling. Jenna tried to let go of my hand, but I held it tight. It was the only thing giving me a little bit of peace—the only thing keeping my heart from bursting through my ribcage. “It’s probably not too late to tell Brett to keep his mouth shut. I really don’t mind appeasing him for a few months,” Jenna said, looking into my eyes. 
 
    “I have a feeling it’s too late,” I said. 
 
    We started walking up to that door. I took a deep breath and then pushed it open. We took one step inside and then the bar became silent. Even the music seemed to die down as our presence took over that small establishment. Gazes found me and stuck to me and sunk deep into my soul. And then I saw the reporter approaching me slowly. He held up a microphone and said, “Is it true?” And I didn’t have to ask for clarification. I knew exactly what he was talking about. And I knew the truth would turn those wide-eyed gazes in the crowd into frowns, and maybe something worse. Maybe they would be angry. Maybe they would turn on me and chase me out of that bar. Maybe they would chase me out of town, or maybe they would beat me into a bloody pulp for deceiving them. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. My voice was hardly a whisper.  
 
    And the reporter was silent for a moment. He cleared his throat. There was an audible gasping in the crowd. “So I suppose that makes you the first ever transgender winner of the Miss Beautiful contest.”  
 
    That silence persisted for a few seconds, and then someone in the crowd started to clap. And then another person started clapping. And suddenly that whole bar was clapping and cheering and hollering. The smiles were back, on every face except for one at the back of the room: the shocked and confused face of Brett Erskine. His lips were parted at his eyes were sunken as he tried to wrap his head around what was happening. I was being embraced and celebrated, more than before. No one seemed to care that I’d lied to them. Instead, they were now treating me like I was courageous for coming clean. It was only a few seconds before an expensive drink ended up in my hand and a small crowd formed around me. Everyone wanted to know how I found the courage to come out as a woman.  
 
    “I’m still a guy,” I said. “I just like being a woman sometimes—maybe most of the time. I don’t really know yet. Right now, I want to be a woman. But who knows? Maybe tomorrow morning I’ll feel like being a guy.”  
 
    And the crowd nodded as if they understood. I was telling the truth, but even I didn’t understand. Maybe they knew something I didn’t, or maybe it was just hard to deny anything I said because I was so convincing. I was a convincing man when I wanted to be and I was a convincing woman when I wanted to be—so what difference did it really make at the end of the day if I went out in a wig and a dress or in a t-shirt and jeans?  
 
    Jenna stayed at my side all night. Technically she came out that night, too. Now the town knew her as the girl who loved a trap—and she was receiving almost as much praise as me.  
 
    There was a nice moment where we kissed in front of everyone. And there was a funny moment later that night when I went into the bathroom and found Brett, all dolled up in girls’ clothing, getting fucked in the ass by a big, ripped guy. He looked at me with an embarrassed look, and then I slipped out and went to use the other bathroom instead. Jenna and I made sure to lock the bathroom door before we went ahead and took turns fucking each other. Jenna let me stick my cock into her pussy, which was warm and wet and perfect. I let her stick a dildo she snuck into the bar into my butt. It actually felt nice—no pain at all, like I was anticipating.  
 
    And it was later that night when a friend of mine stood up on a barstool and made a big announcement. “I want to be a woman too!” he shouted. “I’ve always wanted to be a woman, and tomorrow, I’m going to the mall to buy a dress.” And everyone cheered. I’d started a ripple effect. Another young woman announced that she was a lesbian, and then an older man announced that he was gay. That lone reported was frantically scribbling notes, trying to keep up with all of the developments that were happening.  
 
    His article the next morning read: “Transgender hero transforms town overnight.” And that headline got picked up by news outlets all over the country. So it was no longer a secret: the whole country now knew my true identity. Millions of people knew my names: my female name and my male name.  
 
    Millions of people now knew that I was a beauty queen, 2019’s Miss Beautiful. And no one seemed to disagree.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    FIRST TIME 
 
    Ed is lucky to be alive after being struck by a car. He’s even luckier to find himself next to Taylor, a beautiful blonde young woman in the hospital, where he’ll have to spend the next month or two while his battered body recovers.  
 
    She’s the girl of his dreams: funny, smart, beautiful, and talented. But there’s one problem: she’s dying. And she’s got one regret: she never lost her V-card. Now, Ed is in a position to help—though there’s a secret dangling between Taylor’s legs that might be too hard to overlook.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a slippery February morning when I was hit by a car. It was my own fault unfortunately. I saw my bus coming and I was on the wrong side of the road. So I just ran, assuming the oncoming traffic would slow down for me like it usually did.  
 
    But apparently I underestimated how slippery the cold roads were that morning. I ended up slipping and falling on my ass, and then the oncoming cars started to fishtail, unable to stop. I heard the clunking of a purple sedan’s ABS, and then everything went dark and that’s all I remember. 
 
    I woke up briefly with four surgeons hovering over me, looking down at my body. I felt the worst pain of my entire life. I groaned and one of them looked up at me. “Oh shit, he’s awake,” said the man. And then I suddenly wasn’t awake.  
 
    Apparently they kept me out for another twenty-four hours, after ten hours of surgery. When I finally woke up again, I was covered in beeping instruments and tubes and needles. I couldn’t move without sharp pains overwhelming my whole body. A nurse came by and looked at me with a surprised look. “Go back to sleep,” she said. “You need the rest.”  
 
    “What happened?” I asked. 
 
    “You were hit by a car and you’re lucky to be alive. Now go back to sleep.”  
 
    “Am I okay?” 
 
    “You’re lucky to be alive,” she said, and then she tapped on one of my IV tubes and then increased the dose of something that made me very loopy. I fell back asleep after apparently telling her that I wanted to see her tits.  
 
    And then it was a new day. The brightest sun there ever was shone violently through the hospital window, waking me up. Someone was whistling some annoying song in the nearby hallway, and a nurse was going around dropping off foul-smelling plates of breakfast. She put one down in front of me. My name was written on a piece of paper on the plate. I uncovered the lone dish and saw a pile of mush that was less appetizing than baby food that had been left on the counter overnight.  
 
    “Can I get something else?” I asked, my stomach churning with hunger. 
 
    The nurse looked at me with unimpressed eyes, as if she’d spent hours making the food herself. “If you want something else, maybe one of your visitors can get it for you in an hour, when visitor hours start.” 
 
    So I tried my best to eat the sloppy mush. I knew I wasn’t going to get any visitors. I knew my parents wouldn’t bother making the five hour drive to see me, and I knew that the people I called my friends weren’t friendly enough to bother leaving their flats, unless there was free beer involved. But I was surprised an hour later when a nurse came to me and said, “One of your friends is here to see you.”  
 
    She sat up my bed using a button and then I felt a warm excitement tingling in my very broken chest. I still didn’t know what kind of damage had been done to me, but judging by the straps that were preventing me from moving, I figured the damage was bad.  
 
    A large man came into the room and he looked around. I didn’t know the man, so I assumed he was there for the person on the other side of the curtain. But then he looked at me and said, “You little piece of shit.” He came at me and wrapped his massive fingers around my throat. “I should kill you. I really should kill you, you massive, steaming pile of shit.” He had a tight grip. It took three nurses to get him off of me—though I don’t think it was the nurses that eventually pried his fingers off of my throat. I think it was his own desire not to end up in prison. He spat on me and then he left. I found out later that the large man was the one who hit me with his purple car. Apparently his insurance company decided that he was responsible for my medical bills and for the damage to his car.  
 
    I had no other visitors, and maybe that was a good thing. Maybe the one man was enough excitement for the day. I’m sure if my parents bothered to make the drive, they would have done the same thing: taken me by the throat and called me a piece of shit for wasting their whole Saturday and probably their Sunday too. A nurse told me that my mother had called the hospital to see if I was okay. “She didn’t want to talk to me?” I asked. 
 
    “She said she would call back tomorrow or the next day,” said the nurse. “She said that she was later for her book club.” 
 
    So I rolled my eyes and went back to remaining perfectly still, with nothing to do—not even a TV to watch or a phone to mindlessly peruse. I only had my own thoughts to entertain me, and the hallway conversations, which I had to strain to hear. I heard one couple fighting—the man didn’t want to spend more than five minutes visiting the sick friend, and the woman thought they should stay for at least an hour. Their fight got so loud that whoever they were talking about almost definitely heard. 
 
    Then I heard another couple fighting over what they were going to get for lunch after their visit was over. The man wanted chicken wings, the woman wanted Vietnamese food. “You get chicken wings every day, you stupid fuck!” the woman yelled. And that was probably the highlight of the day. 
 
    The lowlight of the day was when the doctor finally showed up and told me the extent of my injuries. It was hard to keep track of the long list, but to sum him up: at least four of my organs were badly damaged, four of my ribs were broken, my collarbone was broken, my right arm was fractured, and my spine was cracked—one wrong move and my spine could snap and I could die, hence the straps holding me down. I was probably lucky that the large man with the purple car didn’t kill me when he grabbed me and strangled me.  
 
    “So how long do I have to stay here?” I asked. 
 
    “Until you’re better.” 
 
    “And how long will that be?” 
 
    “A month or two,” he said before walking away casually, as if he didn’t just tell me that I was going to be stuck in a hospital bed with nothing to do for a month or two. My heart stuttered and my gut turned. I would rather spend a year in prison than two months strapped to a bed with nothing to do. Fighting couples could only keep me so entertained. Nurses with big tits could only distract me for so long. I wasn’t even sure I could spend a week strapped to that bed, never mind eight weeks.  
 
    “Time will fly,” said a nurse with a cute smile.  
 
    “Easy for you to say,” I said. And then she upped the dose of whatever was running through that tube, and I drifted off to sleep after apparently telling her that I wanted to lick her bellybutton and her armpits. I guess drugs make people say funny things. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I was awake early the next morning, staring at the blank curtain, wishing I had something to do. I was already feeling antsy. I just wanted to move. I wanted to stretch my legs and do a few jumping jacks, but I also didn’t want my spine to snap, so I remained still, trying my best not to squirm while my body healed very, very slowly.  
 
    It was around 4:30 AM when I heard a cute little yawn coming from the other side of the curtain. Then a moment later, I heard her sighing. She was awake—I wasn’t the only one awake in that godforsaken place. “Hey,” I said quietly. 
 
    It was a few seconds before I heard a girl’s voice. “Hello?” she said cautiously.  
 
    “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Taylor.”  
 
    “Ed,” I said. “Nice to meet you. What are you in here for?”  
 
    “Armed robbery,” she said.  
 
    “You were shot during a robbery?” 
 
    She laughed. “No, it was just a stupid joke.”  
 
    “Oh—I get it. Sorry. My sense of humour is questionable on these drugs. Good drugs though. What are they giving you?”  
 
    “All sorts of stuff. It seemed to change every day,” she said. 
 
    I took a deep breath and felt a strange sense of relief. It was the closest thing to a real conversation that I’d had since being hit by a car—even though I couldn’t see her through that dangling curtain. “Hopefully you aren’t stuck here as long as me,” I said. 
 
    “Hopefully you aren’t stuck here for as long as me,” she replied with a little laugh. 
 
    “How long are they keeping you in this dump?”  
 
    “As long as they can.” 
 
    “Yeah, I hear that,” I said. “But hey—they keep telling me that I’m lucky to be alive. So I guess we’ve got that going for us.”  
 
    And this time she didn’t reply, as if she didn’t hear me. The room was suddenly silent. A cold tingle crept down my cracked spine and then I couldn’t figure out what to say next. I had the strange feeling that I’d said something wrong—something very wrong. What if the girl next to me was dying? What if I just reminded her that her life was coming to an end? I bit down on my tongue and I tried to muster up an apology, but the air in the room was too awkward now, so I just remained silent. It was a few minutes later when the drugs finally carried me back off to sleep.  
 
    I didn’t wake up until visiting hours came again. The light was bright that the hospital was suddenly loud with Sunday visitors. I got to listen to couples fighting in the hallway again—I’m pretty sure the couples were the same. And then I got to listen to mothers and fathers excited to see their injured children. I heard kissing and crying and lots of “I love you so much!” But my room remained empty, until a young woman came in. She looked around with a shy look on her face, and then she called out, “Taylor? Are you here?”  
 
    “Over here,” Taylor said from the other side of the curtain. So the shy girl slipped into Taylor’s little curtain cubicle, and I got to listen to their very quiet conversation.  
 
    “I talked to your brother,” the girl said. “Your parents aren’t coming. Your brother’s going to try to come tomorrow though.”  
 
    “Thanks for trying,” Taylor said. 
 
    “He said they need more time.” 
 
    “Well they don’t have more time, but it’s fine. I probably don’t need that stress anyway.”  
 
    “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “I’ve felt better,” said Taylor. “The food here sucks though—it’s not giving me much of a reason to hold on.” There was a silence, and then Taylor said, “It’s a joke. Apparently my jokes aren’t very funny.”  
 
    “And what did the doctors say? Any updates?” 
 
    “No updates. Still dying. They asked if I wanted to try this experimental drug that’s never been tried before. I would literally be the first one. They don’t even know what it might do to me. A single dose of it could kill me.”  
 
    “Are you going to take it?” 
 
    “Maybe. What else am I going to do?”  
 
    The silence returned. Taylor really was dying. But she sounded so young. Assuming she was the same age as her friend, she couldn’t have been any older than twenty. My stupid car accident suddenly seemed so trivial. I had the urge to squirm but I fought I back for the sake of my own health.  
 
    Taylor didn’t get any more visitors that day. Once her friend was gone, she returned to being bored and silent. And wouldn’t that be horrible? Spending the last portion of your life in a bland curtain cubicle with nothing but that looming dread churning in your stomach.  
 
    “So what do you do like to do?” I asked. 
 
    And she didn’t reply. 
 
    “Hello?” I said. 
 
    “Are you talking to me?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah—I’m talking to you. What do you like to do? What are your hobbies?”  
 
    “Well,” she said. “I like to draw. I mean, there were things I wanted to try but I never got around to trying them. So I guess the only thing that I know I like to do is draw.”  
 
    “Can you show me one of your drawings?” I asked.  
 
    “I don’t have any here,” she said. 
 
    “Then can you draw me something to look at?”  
 
    She laughed nervously. “With what?” 
 
    “I think most people use paper. Some people like pens and some like pencils.”  
 
    And she laughed again. “I don’t have any of that.”  
 
    So I buzzed the nurse. She didn’t come right away so I kept buzzing her, over and over, as if it was an emergency. Finally, two nurses came running into the room. “What’s wrong? Is everything okay?” 
 
    “I need a pencil and a piece of paper, stat!” I said. And the nurses looked at me with white faces, as they were being forced to treat Satan himself. They didn’t exactly rush to get the paper and pencil, though they did bring it over thirty minutes later. “It’s for the girl next door,” I said, pointing over towards Taylor. So the nurse delivered the paper and pencil and then they left me alone. And after that, if I would have had a problem that required immediate attention, I’m sure they would have left me to die.  
 
    “I don’t know what to draw,” Taylor said. 
 
    “Anything. Just give me your best.”  
 
    “I need some direction.”  
 
    “Do you like dogs?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Draw me a dog,” I said. I could hear the sound of the pencil scribbling around on the paper, slowly at first, but then she started to get into a rhythm. I heard her let a little giggle slip, and then she said, “I guess it’s done. It’s probably not my best work, but it’s the best I can do under the circumstances.”  
 
    We had to wait for a nurse to come by, to deliver the drawing from her to me. And the dog was good—super cute and amazingly realistic. She gave it a big, long tongue and bright shining eyes. “It’s amazing,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks,” she replied, and I could almost hear her blushing.  
 
    “Now you’ll have to draw me a self-portrait, seeing as I can’t see you.” 
 
    She spent the better part of the next hour drawing the self-portrait, sketching quickly at times, and drawing slowly and meticulously near the end. And then we waited again for a nurse to come by to deliver the drawing. “If this is really you, then you’re a babe,” I said. The girl in the picture was stunning, with long curly hair and big, bright eyes. Her cheekbones were perfect, and her eyelashes were to die for. She even looked a bit shy in the drawing—just like she sounded in real life. 
 
    “Now we need to get a nurse to pull back this curtain, so I can see how accurate this is.”  
 
    “I didn’t make my hair nearly as greasy as it is now. And I’m not wearing any makeup,” she said.  
 
    “Nurse!” I called out. I couldn’t wait an hour for one to come by. Amazingly, a nurse came quickly. “I need you to pull back this curtain, so I can judge this drawing.” I held the drawing up as the nurse pulled back the curtain. And then I found myself in a state of shocked amazement. She looked just like the picture, right down to the fine details in her hair. Taylor was looking at me with red cheeks, biting the corner of her bottom lip gently.  
 
    “Well?” she said. “Was I close?” 
 
    “Right on the money,” I said. I put the drawing down and stared at the artist. She was beautiful—so soft and youthful and precious. This girl was dying? When I heard that she was dying, I expected to see a bald girl with sunken eyes and translucent skin. I wasn’t expecting a vixen.  
 
    I looked away quickly, suddenly worried that I would creep her out. If we were going to be stuck next to each other for a while, I didn’t want her to be uncomfortable, especially seeing as these were the last days of her life. I awkwardly moved my tongue from one cheek to the other. “So were you in school for art?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “Though I wasn’t learning much in school. The teachers were all just pushing politics on us, and there wasn’t really much ‘art’ at all. I actually dropped out before I found out that I was sick.”  
 
    “Well judging by this picture, you didn’t need the school,” I said with a smile. And her cheeks turned red again.  
 
    The nurse came by and asked if we wanted the curtain closed. “No, leave it open,” said Taylor, and then she looked at me with a smile that made my cheeks suddenly warm. And then we ended up talking all night. She told me all about her art school and her friends at art school, and then I told her about my pointless job and my family that still hadn’t even bothered to call, even though I was one wrong move away from being dead.  
 
    And then the conversation started to become more esoteric. We talked about God and the meaning of life and then it was late and the nurses turned all of the lights out. The nurse didn’t even ask before closing the curtain, but we kept talking even though we couldn’t see each other. I still had that picture of her next to my bed—and I had a perfect mental image of her on my mind. And my God, she was beautiful. Her voice was so soothing. I kept asking vague questions, just so I could hear that voice go on and on.  
 
    “So can I ask: what’s your biggest regret? If you could have just one more week out of this hospital to do anything, what would you do? And be honest,” I said.  
 
    She was silent, as if I’d touched on a sore subject. And maybe bringing death back up wasn’t such a great idea. I was just about to apologize when she said, “I never had sex.” The answer took me by surprise. She really took my ‘be honest’ bit seriously. I felt my face turn dark red.  
 
    I cleared my throat. “Did you say sex?” I asked quietly.  
 
    She laughed. “It just never happened. I kept telling myself that I wanted to wait for the perfect guy and the perfect moment. I guess I waited too long.”  
 
    I laughed awkwardly, because I wasn’t sure how else to respond. And then my lips let a series of words slip that I immediately wished I could take back. “Well, if you can make it over here, you’re welcome to hop on. I’m pretty sure I’m all functioning down there.”  
 
    She was dead silent. Now I could feel the colour draining from face. I felt sick. Did I just ruin everything with a stupid joke? “I’m sorry—I was just kidding,” I said.  
 
    She laughed. “It’s okay. I would take you up on the offer, but sadly I can’t really move with all of these tubes.”  
 
    My heart stuttered. I was suddenly picturing her naked, and my cock was suddenly hard, proving that everything was indeed still in working order down there. We were silent for a while, and then Taylor finally said, “Well, I should get some sleep. Good night.” 
 
    “Good night,” I managed to say, despite the thick lump in my throat. And I couldn’t fall right asleep, even with all of the drugs doing their best to take me down. I couldn’t stop thinking of her and her beautiful face and her delicate voice—and the fact she said she would have come over to fuck me if it wasn’t for a bunch of tubes. Damn those tubes. Damn them to hell.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was early when she called out my name. “Are you awake?” she asked.  
 
    “I am now,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sorry—did I wake you up?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t mind. I have the next two months to sleep.”  
 
    Then she was silent, as if she didn’t actually have anything to say, as if she was just curious to know if I was awake. “What’s up?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m bored. Do you want me to draw you something?”  
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    “What should I draw?” she asked.  
 
    “How’s about… a picture of a horse?”  
 
    “Hm, no. I don’t like horses. I mean—I can draw that if that’s what you want. But is that really what you want?”  
 
    “Not really—it was just the first thing that came to mind.”  
 
    “So what do you really want me to draw?”  
 
    “How’s about another picture of you?” I asked as my heart skipped a beat.  
 
    “Another one? Do you not like the first one?”  
 
    “I like the first one. You just asked me what I really wanted you to draw, and that’s all I can think of.”  
 
    “Okay, fine,” she said with a little giggle. “What should I be doing?” 
 
    I looked over at the clock, suddenly curious to know what time it was. It was only 3:30 AM. I laughed and shook my head. “What should you be doing? I don’t know. What do you want to be doing?”  
 
    She was quiet. “Just pick something,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t know. Posing. Give me your sexiest pose,” I said with a laugh. I made sure to put lots of emphasis on that laugh, so that she would know that I was kidding and that I wasn’t coming onto her—even though I kind of was.  
 
    I was shocked when she nervously said, “Okay.” And then I heard her pencil scribbling on a fresh sheet of paper. She spent lots of time on this one. It was 4:30 AM when she said, “I’m almost done. Maybe it’s no good. Maybe I should restart. Give me something different to draw. Maybe I’ll draw that horse.”  
 
    “No—I want to see the picture you spent the last hour working on.”  
 
    “It’s embarrassing. I don’t know why I drew it. Oh God, you’re going to make so much fun of me. Why did I draw this?”  
 
    “Let me see it.”  
 
    She was silent. I could hear her squirming awkwardly. “It’s silly.” 
 
    “I still want to see it. You woke me up at 3:30 AM—the least you could do is show me that picture.”  
 
    “I have no way of getting it to you.”  
 
    “I’ll call a nurse—they already hate me.”  
 
    I was about to press the button when she said, “No—don’t do that. I don’t want the nurse to see the picture. I’ll crumple it into a ball and throw it over. And then when you’re done with it, crumple it into a ball and throw it in the garbage where it belongs. Oh God, why did I even draw this?” I could hear her crumpling the art into a ball of waste. 
 
    It was a few seconds later when that paper ball came flying over the curtain. I reached out and grabbed it narrowly. A pain went shooting up my back and I gasped, worried I’d just killed myself so that I could see Taylor’s latest drawing. But the pain went away and I was still alive. “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said as I started to open up the drawing. And that drawing made me speechless. She drew herself in a piece of tight lingerie. Her tits were perfectly round and supple, and her pussy was hardly being covered by a strip of thin fabric. If that’s how she looked in lingerie, then she should have been posing for magazine covers.  
 
    “Please don’t laugh. I really don’t know why I drew it. I mean—you asked me to, but I should have drawn something else. Just throw it out. I know it’s crap,” she said. 
 
    “You look stunning in this,” I said. “Please tell me you actually own that outfit in real life.” She was silent and I could almost hear her grinning. “Oh man—you really do! That’s amazing.”  
 
    “Oh shut up. Make sure that picture ends up the trash. If anyone else sees it, I’ll kill you—and I mean it.”  
 
    I slipped the picture underneath my pillow and then said, “Fine. It’s in the trash.” 
 
    “Is it really?” 
 
    “Yeah. And it’s out of my reach, so I hope you’re happy.” But there was no way I could throw that drawing out. It wasn’t just a beautiful drawing, it was a drawing of a beautiful woman, and it was made just for me, just for my eyes to see. I couldn’t think of anything that had ever been made just for me. I was flattered. And I was starting to think that I was falling in love. 
 
    But I couldn’t fall in love with Taylor. She was dying. There was a possibility that she wouldn’t even be alive by the time I was able to stand up and walk over to her. It wasn’t fair to me and it wasn’t fair to her. So I convinced myself that it was just a crush and nothing else—just a silly little crush, something to pass the time.  
 
    As soon as Taylor was asleep again, I slipped that drawing out from under my pillow and I found myself staring at it, wishing the circumstances were different. Why did she have to be dying, and why did we both have to be stuck in these damned beds? I closed my eyes and imagined a world where things were different. I imagined her in my bed back home, cuddled up against me. I imagined her soft skin against mine. And then I imagined myself fucking her and taking her precious virginity. Before drifting off back to sleep, I reminded myself that she was just a crush—just an unfortunate little crush.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I woke up the next morning to the sound of the doctor’s voice. His voice was so clear that I thought he was talking to me, so I opened my eyes and cleared my throat, ready to reply. But there was no one in my curtain cubicle. The doctor was on the other side of the curtain, talking to Taylor. “So you understand the risks and you’d like to go ahead with the treatment anyway—is that correct? You’ll have to sign this form before I can give you the drug.”  
 
    I heard the sound of a pen scribbling on paper.  
 
    “And once you take the pill, we have to unhook your support systems. We don’t yet know what kind of treatments interfere with this trial, so it’s safer to lose them completely. If your condition worsens, we can try reintroducing the support systems under the supervision of the pharmaceutical rep. Do you understand?”  
 
    “I understand,” Taylor’s voice replied. She was quiet and shaken. She was taking a big risk, unplugging herself from her support systems—a bigger risk than I’d ever taken in my life, unless you count the moment I ran in front of that purple car, but that was more of a blunder than a risk.  
 
    “Okay, here’s the pill. Nurse Jackson here will unhook your support. I’ll be coming by every few hours to check on you. It will probably be a day or two before you start to feel different, one way or the other. But before I go, I’d let to perform a full body check, so I can have a point of reference. I’m going to start by pulling off your gown, is that okay?” 
 
    “Yes,” Taylor said, her voice sounded more broken than ever. There was a loud beeping, and then the room became silent. I could see all of the feet around Taylor’s bed, through the gap between the curtain and the floor.    
 
    “How long have you had the implants?” the doctor asked. 
 
    “Two years,” Taylor said, trying to make her voice as quiet as possible. Maybe she didn’t want me to hear that little titbit of information. 
 
    “And the hormones—you’ve been off of them for how long now? And how long were you taking them before?” 
 
    “I stopped three months ago. I was taking them for five years,” she said, making her voice even quieter—almost a whisper. But I could still hear her clearly. And why was she taking hormones? Did she have some sort of hormone deficiency disorder?  
 
    “And you haven’t been secretly taking anything while you’ve been here? And this is serious now—if you’ve been taking anything, the reaction with this trial drug could be disastrous. It’s important that you’re honest with me.” 
 
    “I’ve been taking nothing.”  
 
    “Okay, I’m going to do a full inspection. Open your mouth… Okay, good. Now turn your head. Good. Now tilt back your head. Good. I’m going to feel your stomach. You’ll feel a pressure. Let me know if it hurts. Does that hurt? No? Good. And now I’m going to feel your testicles. Okay, they feel normal. Is there any pain? No? Good. Now let’s flip you over quickly.”  
 
    My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. Did the doctor just say ‘testicles?’ What was he talking about? Taylor didn’t have testicles. She couldn’t possibly have testicles. She was a woman—women don’t have balls.  
 
    And all of that stuff about the hormones, and the implants. Was Taylor actually a boy? Was she one of those transgenders that you hear so much about online but never actually see in real life? Was she really just a boy with a girly haircut and a bit of mascara?  
 
    I still had that clear image in my mind of her beautiful face. Maybe I hadn’t been looking closely enough, but it looked perfectly feminine. I hadn’t seen an Adam’s apple, or a rugged jawline. But the doctor couldn’t have been lying. 
 
    “Okay,” the doctor said. “My only big concern in the hormones. I know you’ve said that you haven’t been taking them since being diagnosed, but it’s possible the hormones have altered parts of your body in unpredictable ways. You see, HRT is unnatural for a body. It can have profound effects in changing your appearance, but it can also do a lot of damage, and we’re still learning about the extent of that potential damage. So, for you especially, it’s important that you report everything to the nurse—every little headache and body pain, no matter how trivial you think it is.”  
 
    Taylor didn’t respond, at least not with her voice. The doctor told her to put her gown back on and then he left. And then I looked over and saw a nurse standing next to me. Her lips were parted and she was about to speak, but I didn’t want her to. I didn’t want Taylor to know that I’d heard everything the doctor said. I didn’t want to be thrust into the middle of the awkwardness. But I couldn’t stop the nurse from saying, “How did you sleep?” 
 
    I nodded my head and forced a smile.  
 
    “Are you hungry? Have you been up for long? Your face is pale. Is everything okay?” 
 
    I shook my head quickly, with my lips pressed thin.  
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” 
 
    I nodded my head quickly. But I knew it was too late. I knew that Taylor knew I heard everything. The nurse left me alone to bask in the awkward silence. I wanted to say something—along the lines of, ‘Sorry I heard all of that’ or ‘It’s no big deal’. But I felt so awkward and uncomfortable. I’d spent the past twelve hours fawning over a biological boy—and a biological dying boy, for that matter.  
 
    And that comment about having sex—oh God. When she said that she would have let me fuck her had it not been for all of the tubes, was she also referring to the tube between her legs? Or would she have just held up her ball sack while I stuck it in her asshole? A cold nausea filled the pit of my stomach.  
 
    It was a silent morning. Hours passed without a word spoken between us. I was even too afraid to speak to the nurse. I just kept nodding and shaking my head. And she just kept on asking, “Are you really sure that you’re okay?” I didn’t want to break that silence. I just wanted the awkwardness to end. I was praying that a nurse would come by and say, “We’re transferring you to another ward.” I couldn’t bear another day of this, never mind another two months. Why couldn’t my damned spine just heal already? Why couldn’t I lay in my bed at home? Why did I have to lie in that stupid hospital?  
 
    It was almost dinnertime when Taylor finally spoke. “Hey,” she said simply. And I didn’t reply at first, thinking that she was just answering a phone call. “You there?” she said. And I still didn’t answer, still thinking she was on the phone. “Ed—earth to Ed.”  
 
    “Hey,” I said. My voice cracked slightly, speaking for the first time in over twelve hours. 
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    “Building a house. What are you doing?” I said.  
 
    “I’m out sailing,” she said. I laughed—but I had to force it. I couldn’t seem to muster up a real sense of humour. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d heard. I didn’t know if it was true, but I was too afraid to ask. I was even starting to consider the possibility that it was all a dream, induced by the concoction of drugs running through my system. “Mind if I come over?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure, come on over,” I said, thinking we were still joking around. I’d forgotten that she was unattached from all the tubes and now free to move around freely. She walked around the curtain and took a slow seat in the chair next to my bed. She smiled, showing me that pretty face which very likely belonged to a biological male. I forced a smile back. I may have forgotten that she was no longer hooked up to the machines, but I hadn’t forgotten what she’d said the day before: that she would let me fuck her if it wasn’t for the tubes, which were no longer there.  
 
    “You look worse today,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks—that means a lot. Really,” I said.  
 
    “It wouldn’t kill you to eat,” she said, looking over at my lunch tray, which was still untouched. The slop on the plate was too disgusting to consider eating as far as I was concerned.  
 
    “I’m on a hunger strike, until they bring me food for humans,” I said. 
 
    “I can go get you something from the café. I can technically move around now, though I’m not really supposed to be on my feet for more than a few minutes at a time.”  
 
    “That would be great, but I’m really okay. It’s not like I need the energy for anything. All I’m doing is laying here.” 
 
    She was staring into my eyes now, smiling with a pained smile. “You heard all that stuff the doctor said, didn’t you?” She suddenly looked away, down at the ground. 
 
    “I heard some stuff, yeah,” I said, also looking away.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “I didn’t want to tell you because… well, because I didn’t want to die embarrassed.”  
 
    I just shook my head, unsure of how I was supposed to respond. I couldn’t help my reaction. I couldn’t help that I felt awkward after feeling so much attraction for her.  
 
    “But I guess I should apologize for not telling you. Sometimes I don’t think that it matters, and then life bites me in the ass.”  
 
    “No worries,” I said, forcing another smile.  
 
    There was a long silence, and then she said, “Did you hear that couple fighting in the hall today?” 
 
    “About the pet parrot?” I asked. 
 
    She laughed. “Yeah. What was that all about?”  
 
    I tried to shrug my shoulders, but they were too broken and painful. “I don’t know. They were really going at it though.”  
 
    “At one point, I thought I heard her say ‘Maybe if you weren’t so in love with that damned parrot then we wouldn’t be in this mess!’ What does that even mean?”  She laughed again. I liked that laugh, even though it technically belonged to a boy. It was cute and soothing in a strange way, though it left a swelling of dread in my gut.  
 
    “Every couple has parrot problems from time to time,” I said, smirking.  
 
    She laughed—that same cute little laugh. “And then there was that guy who came in looking for his friend,” she said. 
 
    “The one who said his friend was bit by an alligator?” 
 
    “Yeah—what was that all about?” 
 
    “I have no idea. Where did he even find an alligator? What’s the closest zoo? Fifty miles away? Do they even have an alligator there?”  
 
    “Not that I know of,” she said. “Though I haven’t been to that zoo since I was a kid. And even when I went, I always just wanted to watch the monkeys. My parents would try to pull me away from the monkey exhibit and I would throw a fit.”  
 
    “I always liked the monkeys, too. Maybe that’s why I find this hospital so entertaining,” I said. And again I got to hear that cute laugh. But it wasn’t cute—it was wrong. A man shouldn’t laugh like that. It was just confusing, making my mind hurt. It wasn’t fair. Why couldn’t she be an actual woman? For the first time in my life, a girl wanted to sit and talk to me, and she wasn’t even a real girl (and not to mention, she was dying). It was like God was playing some big prank on me.  
 
    I tried to push the fact that she wasn’t a biological woman out from my mind—and it worked for a while. We ended up talking for a few hours, and it wasn’t until she started talking about her parents again that I remembered I was actually talking to a transitioning male-to-female. “My parents used to be real nice,” she said. “But ever since I… you know—they haven’t really talked to me. I kind of thought they would show up here to see me. But hey—can’t win everyone over.” She made a pained smile. “Sorry—I got off topic. What were we talking about? Right—Christmas. I used to love Christmas, but once you move out from your parents’ house, Christmas just isn’t the same—am I right?” 
 
    I smiled and nodded my head and felt terrible for her. I couldn’t even imagine having parents that wouldn’t come to see me while I was dying in a hospital. Even if they didn’t agree with what their son was doing with his life, they still should have popped by to say hello. Taylor had no one—just the one friend who came by quickly from time to time, only ever to say a few awkward words. And even she didn’t seem like she wanted to be there.  
 
    She was really going to die alone, with no family or friends by her side. And maybe it made no difference—once she was dead she wouldn’t care. But that didn’t make things any better. It was still sad. 
 
    We started to talk about different things, but that fear was still on her face. It was obvious that she couldn’t stop thinking about the fact she could die at any moment, now that she wasn’t hooked up to her support systems. There were only failing organs and an experimental drug keeping her alive.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Taylor had a rough night that night. I’d only been asleep for a few hours when I was woken up by the sound of screaming. I opened my eyes just as nurses flooded into the room. “The doctor is on his way,” one of them said, trying to calm Taylor down. Another round of medical staff rushed into the room. The lights were suddenly shining bright. I could hear her heart monitor beeping fast—faster than any heart monitor should. At one point I heard a nurse say, “We’re losing him.” My heart skipped a beat and my body suddenly felt cold. I felt strangely guilty, but I had no idea why. “Where’s the doctor? We’re going to lose him.” 
 
    “He’s on his way.” 
 
    “We don’t have time. He’s slipping.” And now that heart monitor was suddenly beeping very, very slowly, only once even five seconds or so. I could hear the sound of hands thumping against Taylor’s chest as they tried to revive her. She wasn’t screaming anymore. Now, she was possibly dead.  
 
    More people rushed into the room, including a man holding a very long needle. I wanted to help, but I still couldn’t move. I was completely useless and I’d never felt more vulnerable in my life.  
 
    “We’ve lost him,” one of the nurses said. I didn’t like how they kept saying ‘him’, reminding me that Taylor was really a male. She identified as a woman and she looked like a woman and sounded like a woman—but I guess that doesn’t matter to doctors. I guess doctors only care about biology, and maybe that’s for the best. I’m sure it makes a difference when it comes to choosing drug dosages and probably lots of other stuff as well. But I didn’t need to be reminded that I spent a whole day daydreaming about a boy.  
 
    “Keep going. Don’t stop. I think there’s still a pulse. The machine is showing some activity.” So they kept going. The doctor finally showed up and slipped up next to her bed. Now there was too much commotion to follow. People were talking over one another. One of the nurses kept insisting that she was lost while another nurse kept insisting there was still hope—and I didn’t know what to believe, only able to see an occasionally rustling curtain.  
 
    I wanted to shout out to her, to tell her to hold on, but I couldn’t help but feel like it was maybe for the best. She was dying, and maybe prolonging that process wasn’t the best thing for anyone. If the doctors told me that I would die at the end of my two-month stay in the hospital, I would probably spend most days hoping that death would come sooner. I mean—what exactly did Taylor have to look forward to in her life, at the moment? Conversations with me? Her new ability to walk around the hospital for a couple of minutes at a time?  
 
    Suddenly, I heard a loud gasp and the beeping of Taylor’s heart monitor. “We’ve got him,” said a nurse with excitement. The doctor ordered a heavy dose of some drug, and then the medical staff finally started to disperse. It was another hour before that room was empty again, with the light off, as if nothing had happened. I wondered if Taylor would wake up and remember how she nearly died. Or maybe she did die—maybe she was resuscitated.  
 
    I heard her moving around the next morning, around 10:00 AM. She sounded groggy and sore. “You okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Never been better,” she said. Her voice was hoarse as if she hadn’t had a sip of water in days.  
 
    “That was quite the commotion last night,” I said. 
 
    “Sorry you had to hear that.”  
 
    “Don’t be sorry. Sorry you had to go through it.”  
 
    “It is what it is.”  
 
    A nurse overheard us talking and came by. “Do you want me to open the curtain?” she asked. I was hesitant to answer, still with that confusing image of her face in my mind: that beautiful female face, which belonged to a male. But I couldn’t deny Taylor the only decent human contact she might get before dying. It may have been her last day. Hell, it may have been her last few hours. Apparently her condition was much worse than I realized, with her organs teetering on failure at every moment.  
 
    “Open them up,” I said, trying to force a smile into my voice. 
 
    The curtain opened and then I saw her, with her big shining eyes and her cute smile. God, I hated how beautiful she was. I hated that she was a man. I hated that there was a cock between her legs. But I tried to bite my tongue and pretend like I didn’t care. It’s not what she wanted to think about in her final hours: that people were still looking at her like a freak. I couldn’t help the way I thought, but I could help the way that I acted. “Looking good,” I said with a smile. 
 
    “You and I both know that’s not true,” she said. “I’m a haggard mess. You should see me when I’m not on my deathbed. When I do my makeup and when I’ve had a shower—you wouldn’t even recognize me.”  
 
    I laughed. “I can’t even imagine,” I said, biting the edge of my tongue, trying to play along. 
 
    “I’m serious,” she said. She reached over for her phone and started searching for a picture. “Here,” she said, straining to sit up. 
 
    “Don’t hurt yourself. Have the nurse walk it over,” I said. But it was too late; she was already up on her feet, on her way towards me. She showed me the screen of her phone, and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I really didn’t recognize her. She looked like a super model. She looked like she belonged in leading roles on Hollywood movies. I was speechless. I opened my mouth to say something, but words wouldn’t come out. 
 
    “You don’t even believe that that’s me, do you?” she said. And I wasn’t sure if I believed it.  
 
    Taylor made her way back to her bed. Then she looked around. “Maybe tomorrow, if I’m still alive, I’ll prove it. I’ll ask my friend to bring a few things over.”  
 
    “I believe you,” I was finally able to say. And I did believe her—why would she lie? Why would she show me a picture of someone else and claim it was her? But at the same time, how was it possible that she was so stunning? I mean—she was stunning now, but in that picture, she was something else. She was a perfect-ten vixen. She was the holy grail of beauties. And she was a man… 
 
    Her friend came by later that evening to drop off a bag of supplies. Taylor introduced the friend to me. “This is Kate,” she said. “She’s pretty much my only friend anymore.”  
 
    Kate gave me her hand and I gently shook it. “Ed,” I said. And that’s when I noticed the slight bulge of Kate’s Adam’s apple. She was also a man. She was kind of cute, but much less convincing than Taylor. Kate was more of what I imagined when I thought about traps—convincing from afar, but not fooling too many people up close.  
 
     It didn’t help that she was terribly shy, constantly covering herself with her arms, and always speaking with a very quiet voice. She wore a long skirt to cover her legs and a baggy sweater to cover her figure, even though it seemed like she had a decent figure that she should have been flaunting for the sake of her own authenticity. She left with the world’s quietest goodbye—I almost didn’t catch it.  
 
    Taylor put the box of makeup supplies next to her bed. “Just you wait,” she said to me with that adorable smile, just before the nurse came by and closed that curtain. We kept talking late into the night, even though I couldn’t see her anymore.  
 
    When I woke up in the morning, the hospital was buzzing with activity. I’d slept all the way through to visiting hours, and every hospital room was crowded with visitors except for ours. And I was surprised that Taylor hadn’t woken me up to chat, and none of the nurses had woken me up to make sure I was eating my breakfast mush.  
 
    I reached down and pressed the button that made my hospital bed tilt up. I thought about calling out to Taylor, to make sure that she was still alive. I’d slept so heavily that I probably would have slept through almost any amount of commotion.  
 
    But I remained silent for my first hour awake. And then a nurse came to me and asked me how I was doing. “I’m fine. Just bored,” I said. “Can’t we get a little TV in here or something?” She just smiled and me and then left me alone to wish that I had a television or anything—even a deck of playing cards. I thought it was strange that the hospital didn’t have things like TVs or iPads or playing cards. Surely keeping patients sane should have been somewhat of a priority… 
 
    “My whole first month here, I thought I was going to go crazy without a TV,” said Taylor from the other side of the curtain. I was relieved to hear her voice, to hear that she was still alive. “But you get used to it. TV kind of sucks anyway. Being bored really isn’t so bad.”  
 
    “Speak for yourself,” I said. “I haven’t even been here for an eighth of my sentence and I’m already going crazy.” I tried to squirm and then I felt that pain itching up my spine—though the pain wasn’t as bad as the day before. It was getting a little bit better every day, which made sense.  
 
    The doctor came by around noon to tell me that I was no longer at risk of dying from the slightest movement. “But you still can’t walk—that would kill you. Try to keep pressure off your spine if possible. Right now it’s looking like there will be no permanent damage, as long as you keep pressure off of that spine.” The doctor told me he would check on me after the weekend, and then he left me alone to be bored again. I tried asking the nurse if I could go home and recover there, and she said, “Absolutely not,” with a big smile, and then she left me alone as well.  
 
    “We should celebrate,” said Taylor. 
 
    “Celebrate what?” 
 
    “Your healing spine,” she said. “That’s exciting, no?”  
 
    “I guess so.”  
 
    “Well, I say we celebrate,” she said.  
 
    “How to you propose we do that?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know—I thought you might have some ideas.”  
 
    “Maybe you could draw me a picture of a healthy spine with a bow tied around it.”  
 
    She laughed. Then the nurse came by and asked if we wanted the curtain pulled back. I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Sure.” Then she pulled back the curtain and revealed the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in my life. Taylor looked like a different girl. Her hair was curled and full and running down to her tits. Her face was all dolled up, making her eyes look huge and shining and pretty, and her lips looked plump and juicy. Her cheeks were red, but I don’t think from blush. She was smiling and biting the corner of her plump bottom lip.  
 
    “Wow,” I said. “You really weren’t kidding.”  
 
    “I clean up nicely,” she said with a suddenly coy voice.  
 
    “I’d say,” I said. I was having a hard time looking away from her, but I forced myself to look towards the door. I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable—though maybe she wanted me to stare at her. Maybe that’s why she went through the trouble of getting all pretty. Who else was she getting pretty for? So I looked back at her, my cheeks now burning hot. She looked so natural, but it was such an unnatural sight. She was already convincing before the makeup, but now she was unquestionably female. It just didn’t make any sense in my brain. It just seemed so wrong, even though she looked so right.  
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else to say. I felt like a thirteen-year-old boy talking to a post-pubescent girl for the first time. A chill crept down my spine and I stuttered before changing the subject. “So I never asked—do you like sports? I’m a huge Maple Leafs fan. I wonder how they’re doing? They were on a streak before I got hit by that car. It’s too bad we don’t get any games here. Do you like hockey?” My mouth was running off without me, trying desperately to hide my suddenly awkwardness. She just giggled and played along, and it wasn’t long before we were having one of our long conversations.  
 
    And then the doctor came back with the results from Taylor’s latest blood test. He shut the curtain without asking and then he said, “I’ve got some bad news, I’m afraid. It’s not looking good. The cancer has spread to all of your major organs. Your liver is in the process of shutting down as we speak.” 
 
    “H—How long do I have?” Taylor asked. I could almost hear the tears welling up in her eyes. 
 
    “A couple of nights, if you’re lucky. We’ll keep you on the trial and hopefully we can at least use it as a learning experience. So please, if you can, keep track of all the side effects—every little headache and pain. It’s very important for the sake of research.”  
 
    “Okay,” she replied with a broken voice. And then the doctor left. He didn’t reopen that curtain. It remained shut. I could hear Taylor trying not to cry, holding back her tears with big, deep breaths. I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing. I couldn’t console her from my bed. I was useless, stuck listening to a dying girl’s last tears. And still, for some reason, I felt terribly guilty. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    That guilt remained with me until late that night, hours after the lights had gone out and the hospital had become quiet. For so long, I couldn’t figure out why I was guilty—and then it hit me. Technically, I was in a position to help. I couldn’t save Taylor, or even help her live any longer, but I could help to alleviate her one, biggest regret: she wanted to have sex.  
 
    And the thought of having sex with her was terrifying. She had a cock, and her asshole was technically the asshole of a biological male—but I had the overwhelming feeling that I had to do it. I had to do it for her, or that guilt was only going to get worse. And I didn’t have much time to get the job done. 
 
    It was 1:00 AM when I called out to her. “Are you still awake?” I asked. 
 
    I heard her sniffle and then she said, “Yeah. What’s up?”  
 
    I took a deep breath. My hands were trembling. But I just had to do it—I no longer saw any other choice. “Want to come over here for a bit?”  
 
    I heard another sniffle and then I heard the creaking of bedsprings as she brought herself up to her feet. She came around the corner. She was still dolled up, though her mascara had run down her cheeks. She still looked beautiful. She still looked like an amazingly convincing woman—and I knew that would help. She went to sit down in the chair next to the curtain, and then I said, “Maybe you can come sit here, on the edge of the bed.”  
 
    She looked at me for a moment and then she let a little laugh slip. “One wrong move and I could break your spine,” she said. 
 
    “I’ll take my chances. C’mon.” I strained to nudge myself over, giving her a little bit of room to get comfortable. As she took the seat, I was struck by her perfume. “You smell nice,” I said.  
 
    “Thanks. I figured if I’m going to die, I should at least die smelling pretty. Though I hear that you poop yourself when you die—so I’m sure the perfume was really a waste.”  
 
    “Well for what it’s worth, I like it,” I said, looking up into her eyes. “Sorry I can’t sit up with you.” I nudged myself further back, to the edge of the small bed. “You’re welcome to lay down here, if you want.” My heart was pounding. I had no idea how I was going to do it. I thought about simply asking: ‘Do you want to fuck?’ but what if she said no? Then she would die with regret and humiliation. I didn’t want her to think that I pitied her, even though I technically was. I was surprised when she lay down next to me, facing me, looking into my eyes with that pained smile that made my heart hurt so badly. “Sorry about the bad news,” I said. 
 
    “It is what it is,” she said.  
 
    “I would try to say something to make you feel better, but I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “You don’t have to say anything,” she said.  
 
    And I continued to stare into her eyes. I still couldn’t believe those eyes belonged to a man—I still technically didn’t have proof that it was true. Sure, I’d heard the doctor saying it was true, and she basically admitted that it was true, but I still hadn’t seen her cock or balls. I’d only seen her face and her figure—both of which were dramatically feminine. So maybe it was just a misunderstanding. Maybe I wasn’t really grasping the reality of the situation.  
 
    “Should you be laying like that?” she asked. 
 
    “It only hurts a little bit. I don’t think my spine is as bad as they say it is. I think they’re just trying to scare me into staying here, so I rack up a big hospital bill. They need to get paid at the end of the day.” 
 
    She laughed. Her laugh was even cuter up close. “That’s probably it,” she said. And then I strained with all of the mobility I had, and I kissed her on the lips. She was frozen at first, but then she kissed back. My heart was pounding, desperately trying to remind me that she was male. But I already knew that—I couldn’t make myself forget it, no matter how hard I tried. But I knew I had to kiss her. I knew that it was the right thing to do. I knew that it would feel awkward and uncomfortable, but I just had to do it… 
 
    But it didn’t feel awkward or uncomfortable. As soon as she started kissing back, it felt natural. It was like kissing a girl (and I’d kissed half a dozen girls in my life). Her lips were soft and full. She gently bit my bottom lip, pulling it back playfully before coming back in for a kiss. I quickly forgot why I’d been so hesitant to kiss her.  
 
    She put her hands gently on my body. She ran her fingers up and down, pausing over each bandage. She finally found spots on my body that weren’t bandaged or scarred, so that’s where her hands settled while we continued kissing. Her tongue gently penetrated my lips, and it locked with my tongue. 
 
    And now, I was starting to feel confident that there had been some sort of misunderstanding. Maybe I’d dreamed all that stuff about her being a man, taking hormones, getting implants—though as I squeezed her tits now, her breasts did feel like implants. I could feel the curves of the slightly stiff sacs in her chest. They were still nice to squeeze, but they also served as reminders that I maybe wasn’t dreaming all of that transgender stuff up.  
 
    I wasn’t sure I wanted to know if I’d been dreaming when I overheard the stuff about Taylor being transgender. I knew that I hadn’t been, but I liked holding onto a morsel of hope that she was really a female. And maybe I could keep it that way. “Flip over,” I whispered.  
 
    She stared into my eyes. “Why?” she asked. 
 
    “Just flip over,” I said.  
 
    There was a bit of hesitation, and then she flipped herself over. Then, I gently pulled up her gown, revealing her panties. I took them and nudged them down to the bottom of her ass, so that her asshole was exposed. I didn’t pull them down any further, worried something would fall out that I didn’t want to see. Then I got my own cock out from my gown and boxer shorts. I heard Taylor taking a deep breath in. I ran my hand down the smooth skin of her side. “Ready?” I asked as I teased the tip of my throbbing erection between her butt cheeks.  
 
    She nodded her head, probably too nervous to reply with words. I wiggled my cock in deep, until it was pressed against her tight hole. Then, with a bit of saliva as lubricant, I started pushing. And she wasn’t stopping me—she was letting me put it in her ass. If she was a real woman, surely she would have stopped me and told me to put it in her pussy. I tried not to think about it. With my eyes, I could see a woman. I could see long, soft hair and delicate skin. I could see the narrow waist and wide hips of a woman. I could see the curves of her breasts and her plump tush. She was a woman in my mind, at least in that moment. So I pushed my cock into her, penetrating her tight asshole. She let a sharp gasp slip, so I reached around and covered her mouth. If the nurses found us like this, they would have a fit. I was risking my life just by lying on my side, and she could drop dead at any moment. And it wouldn’t look good if she died with my erect cock in her ass, would it?  
 
    I sunk my cock deeper and deeper, feeling her throbbing anal walls. She was tight. I’d never been in an asshole before, but I never suspected it to be this tight of a squeeze. She was holding tightly onto the metal bars of the hospital bed, breathing deeply, groaning slightly whenever I pushed a little bit too quickly. “Are you okay?” I asked, brushing a strand of hair off of her face. 
 
    She nodded her head. “Yeah—I’m fine,” she said. So I sunk my cock even deeper. “Oh God, you’re so big. Tell me it’s almost all the way in.” 
 
    “Almost,” I said. I gave it another little push, pressing my pelvis against her soft, warm ass. “Now it’s it,” I said. And she was straining, clenching hard, probably in a bit of pain as her asshole stretched wide. I took a deep breath, waited a moment for her to relax a little bit, and then I started to thrust. It felt good—oh God, did it feel good. She was still squirming and trying to fight back the pain, so I held off on going too hard. I eased her into it, and it wasn’t long before I noticed her body beginning to relax. Her shoulders sunk down and she let a long sigh of relief slip out from her lips.  
 
    So I started pushing in a bit harder and a bit faster. I held her hips tightly with my hands. Then I gave one hard shove, deep into her asshole, and a pain shot up my spine. I gasped and froze as that pain consumed my whole body. I thought at first that I’d paralyzed myself, and then I wiggled my toes and fingers and realized I was still okay. But that pain was still there. “I need to lay on my back I think,” I said, my heart suddenly pounding. That was too close—satisfying Taylor’s last wish wasn’t worth risking my life.  
 
    So I pulled out and rolled onto my back. She turned around and looked at me with a pale, worried face. “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “I think so,” I said. “I think I just need a minute.”  
 
    She stared at me for a minute with her shining eyes, and then she said, “I have an idea. I’ll be careful—I promise.”  
 
    She threw one knee over me and then she straddled me, pressing her warm bum down on my thighs. She carefully walked herself up, until that bum was over my erect cock, which was still slick with saliva. She held the metal bars of the hospital bed firmly as she lowered herself down, making sure to put absolutely no weight on my body. “Is this okay?” she asked.  
 
    And the pain had started to subside. Everything felt fine, so I said, “It’s good. Just be careful.” So she lowered herself down super slowly, getting my cock back deep into her asshole. Her body shuddered and she let a little moan slip. Now I could see her beautiful face and her perfect tits. But I could also see a bulge in her hospital gown, poking out and holding her gown out. She was erect. That bulge could have only belonged to a cock. So I tried not to look. I tried to keep my gaze up at her beautiful face so that I could stay hard and in the moment. The sooner I came, the sooner the act was done, and the sooner that guilt would be gone.  
 
    She started to rise and fall, using the hospital bed to pull herself up and down. It felt nice, as long as my gaze was up, looking into her eyes. She was still clenching with her butt, but the clenching only made it feel better. A warm buzzing started moving through my body. I could feel a tingle developing in the tip of my cock, and suddenly, I became worried that I was about to unload. I couldn’t come this quickly and ruin Taylor’s first time in a matter of seconds. I needed to last, to make her first time memorable, to make it something she could smile while thinking about as she faced her final moments.  
 
    So I forced myself to look down at that bulge. I knew it would take me out of the moment and make the arousal subside. I could use that cock to control myself, so I could decide when I would come. But that bulge alone wasn’t stopping that tingling. I needed more. So I lifted up her gown and let it sit on top of her erection. Now I could see her cock—her undeniably male cock, erect and bouncing. I stared at it for a moment, waiting for it to do its magic, to kill my arousal, but it didn’t work. I was still horny, still on the verge of coming. And now I couldn’t look away from it, mesmerized by how it was bouncing up and down and slapping from side to side. She had a big cock—especially for a girl.  
 
    Maybe if I touched it—then the arousal would go away—then I could last longer. My heart skipped a beat and then stuttered into a fierce pounding. I reached forward and gently slipped my fingers around it. It was warm and throbbing. I could feel her veins—and it felt so good. I don’t know why, but it was just so satisfying to hold in my hand. 
 
    Taylor moaned. She was cupping her breasts with her hands, squeezing them, making her nipples pop out erect. Her body trembled and her knuckles started to turn white as she squeezed the bed’s bars even tighter. “Oh God,” she moaned. Her face was dark red and her eyes were closed tight. My fist was still clenched around her cock, still pumping her hard. And then, without warning, she burst. Streamers of cum sprayed up into the air, landing on my chest, spoiling my hospital gown. She made quite the mess, but I wasn’t upset. I was turned on. I’d never been so turned on in my life.  
 
    I couldn’t hold back any longer. I groaned and then my cock started uploading upwards, filling her tight hole with my warm goo. She moaned and squirmed and the biggest smile crossed her face, making my heart feel warm and fuzzy. At least for a few minutes, I’d made her forget about the fact that she was dying. I’d taken away her one biggest regret. I’m sure she had many more, seeing as she was hardly twenty years old, but at least I’d done something—and I learned something about myself in the process: that I actually liked fucking a chick with a cock.  
 
    And as soon as she was standing up next to my bed, with her erect cock dripping on the floor, I realized how bad my new revelation was. I didn’t want to be attracted to cocks. I liked pussies. I was straight. Or was I?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Taylor survived the night. The doctor came bright and early to check on her, and the nurses came even earlier to take blood samples. The doctor said, “You’re very lucky to be alive. But you really should make plans to see your loved ones today. I don’t suspect you’ll be making it through the night again.”  
 
    Taylor didn’t cry this time. Maybe she’d gotten all of the crying out of her system. Maybe she was ready to die—and maybe I’d helped in a small way.  
 
    No one came to visit our room during visiting hours, not even Taylor’s friend. So Taylor and I just spent the day chatting. The conversation never came to death or the afterlife, but it did take me by surprise when she said, “You know, there’s something else that I’ve always wanted to try, but I never had the chance.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t make fun of me. I know that it’s stupid,” she said. 
 
    “I’m sure it’s not that stupid.” 
 
    She looked around to make sure no one was listening, and her face turned red. “I’ve never sucked a cock before,” she whispered. She grinned and bit her lip and her face became an even darker shade of red. “Oh God, you probably think that I’m such a whore. I’m really not.”  
 
    I smiled, feeling my own face turn red. “I don’t think you’re a whore,” I said. “You’ll probably think that I’m a pervert when I say that you’re welcome to suck mine.”  
 
    She laughed and looked around again. “I don’t think you’re a pervert,” she said.  
 
    “Then maybe tonight, you can come by and we’ll make it happen.”  
 
    She looked into my eyes, her grin disappearing. “I might not make it until tonight,” she said. She looked around again. “The nurse was just in here ten minutes ago. We’ve probably got twenty minutes before she’s back.”  
 
    My heart stuttered. That door was wide open and anyone could have walked in—but I couldn’t deny Taylor’s dying wish, even if it was her second dying wish. So I took a deep breath and said, “Go ahead.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” she asked. 
 
    “Just make it quick,” I said.  
 
    So she pulled up my hospital gown, exposing my flaccid cock, and then she gently took it and started to massage it. “Just tell me how you like it,” she said. It wasn’t long before I was hard. She bent over and opened her lips. Her mouth was warm and wet, and she got right to sucking. I kept looking from her to the door. I knew it would look bad: me getting my cock sucked by a girl who only had hours left to live. I knew they wouldn’t believe me if she kneeled over next to me right now, with my erect cock out on my stomach.  
 
    She let a little gasp slip. “Was that pre-cum?” she asked. “I didn’t expect to be able to feel it.” She giggled and then she got back to sucking. I was losing track of time. It had been a few minutes, but we only had a few minutes to be safe. We were already teetering on dangerous territory, but I still didn’t feel any closer to coming. I was too nervous to come. I was terrified someone would walk in right at that moment, as my cock unloaded. And I wouldn’t be able to stop. Oh God, it would be so humiliating. The whole hospital would know that I was fooling around with a biological male—and that’s how they saw her in that hospital: not as a woman or even a transgender—just as a male.  
 
    And it was going to be humiliating if I couldn’t bring myself to orgasm. 
 
    “Take out your cock,” I said.  
 
    She looked up at me. “What?” she said. 
 
    “Take out your cock and stand over this way.” So she followed my command, after looking to the door to make sure we were still safe. She pulled her big cock out, which was already hard, and then she bent back over to keep sucking my cock. And now her cock was within reach, so I grabbed it and started to stroke it. Now I was feeling aroused. Now my heart was pounding with horny excitement. I stared at her cock and then I looked down at her face.  
 
    It was hard to believe that she’d never sucked a cock before. She was good at it. She was able to get the whole length of my shaft down into her throat, and she was a pro with her tongue, tickling my tip and making me squirm. But then again, she had a cock of her own, so she probably knew exactly what would feel good. Maybe biological males are just better at pleasing cocks. I’m sure biological females are probably better at pleasing pussies.  
 
    “Oh shit, just like that,” I said when she started to fondle my balls while sucking my cock. I couldn’t look away from her. She was too beautiful. No woman should be so beautiful, never mind a man. It wasn’t fair. It just felt so fucking good. 
 
    I came, without warning her. I shot a blast into her mouth and then she pulled back, wincing her face away. I blasted the side of her pretty face, and then I sprayed her chest. At least she held onto my cock and continued stroking it, so I wouldn’t lose that amazing euphoric feeling. 
 
    She ran over to the counter to grab a tissue. She wiped her face and then she discarded her gown, grabbing a new one from one of the cabinets. “That was fun,” she said with a big smile.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. And it was fun. I’d never had so much fun with a woman before, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. My heart was pounding and my gut wouldn’t stop churning. I had terrible thoughts enter into my mind—thoughts that filled me with guilt and self-hatred. A small part of me, which I couldn’t control, was hoping that Taylor would pass away sooner rather than later, so that I wouldn’t be tempted to go any further down this dark rabbit hole. But another part of me—maybe a more terrifying part—was hoping that she would make a miraculous and impossible recovery, so that we could continue having our little romps day after day and night after night.  
 
    I found myself fantasizing about having sex with her—and those fantasies were technically fantasies about having gay sex with a man (that’s certainly the way that the doctors would see it). But I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t push those thoughts away, no matter how hard I tried.  
 
    That night, I was once again awoken by the frenzy of nurses and doctors rushing into our room. They went straight to Taylor and it was like an exact repeat of the other night. They lost her and then they managed to bring her back again. This time I could hear pained moaning and groaning from my sweet tranny fling. They filled her up with painkillers and I kept overhearing one of the nurses saying, “I don’t think she’ll make it through the night. I don’t even think she’ll make it until the end of my shift.”  
 
     So I was surprised the next morning when I woke up and she was sitting in the chair next to my bed with a smile on her face. Her eyes were heavy, as if she hadn’t slept. And her body was slouched slightly, as if she didn’t quite have the energy to sit upright. “Good morning,” she said with that big grin. “You sure do like to sleep in.”  
 
    “I’m just trying to sleep away this never-ending two months,” I said. “How many days has it been now? A week yet?”  
 
    “I think you’re a day away from one week,” she said. 
 
    I squirmed. “Oh God, I don’t think I can do it. I don’t think I can last another seven days, never mind seven weeks.” And then a guilt swirled in my gut as I remembered her situation. She maybe didn’t even have seven hours. She probably would have killed to be in my position.  
 
    She smiled. “It will go by quickly—don’t even worry about it.” She stood up and stretched her arms into the air. “I’m going to get you some half decent breakfast,” she said. “Any allergies I should be aware of?” 
 
    “No, but should you really—” 
 
    She was on her way out before I could finish my sentence. “Just wait right there!”  
 
    And now I felt even guiltier. She was out, ignoring doctor’s orders, trying to make me a little bit happier. It was hard to understand how she could be so positive, under the circumstances. But after I thought about it for a while, it made sense. How could she not be positive? That positivity was probably the only thing keeping her alive.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It was around lunchtime when I heard Taylor coughing. The curtain between our rooms was closed. It sounded like she was fighting for air between each cough, and each cough sounded like it was filled with moisture from deep inside of her lungs. “Are you okay?” I asked after a minute of helplessness.  
 
    She didn’t reply. A cold sweat suddenly bathed the back of my neck. I pressed the button to call in the nurses, and they came quickly. They went straight for her and then they started trying to help her. “That’s a lot of blood,” I heard one nurse say. And then another few nurses came into the room. They injected her with something, and then a few seconds later I heard a loud gasp for air.  
 
    The frenzy quieted down, and then one of the nurses said, “The priest is in, downstairs. If you’d like to see him, we can bring you down.”  
 
    “That’s okay,” Taylor said, and then the nurses left her alone, to live out her final few hours. And surely it must have been her final few hours. They wouldn’t have offered to rush her down to see the priest if she wasn’t living her final few hours.  
 
    “You okay?” I asked after a few minutes of silence. 
 
    “I’m fine,” she said with a hoarse voice.  
 
    It was another few minutes before I asked, “Are you scared?”  
 
    And it was a good fifteen silent seconds before she answered, “Not as scared as I was before. Though I thought I only had that one regret. Now I’m realizing I have lots of regrets. But I’m sure everyone dies with regrets.”  
 
    “I’m sure that’s true,” I said, not sure what else to say. “Anything I can help with?”  
 
    “No, not really. It just is what it is.” And then the silence returned.  
 
    She would cough every fifteen minutes or so—some worse than others. Each time, my heart would stop momentarily before plunging down into the pit of my stomach. And then, around 7:00 PM, the coughing stopped. The room became completely silent, and I was too afraid to ask to see if she was okay. I had a terrible feeling that she’d passed, that death had finally come and taken her away, and put her out of her misery. And maybe it was for the best—for her and for me. Maybe now I could start the process of forgetting about her, so that I could move on and pretend like she never happened—pretend like I’d never had sex with a biological male.  
 
    I let the drug concoction in my IV put me to sleep. Unfortunately, the drug concoction didn’t stop the terrible nightmares. I couldn’t get Taylor out from my head. In one of my many terrible dreams, I watched as they cut Taylor’s lifeless body open right in front of me. In another nightmare, I was the only one at Taylor’s funeral.  
 
    And then a tapping on the middle of my forehead woke me up. I opened my eyes slowly and saw her beautiful smile beaming down on me. “Wakey, wakey,” she said. 
 
    “What time is it? Am I dreaming?”  
 
    “It’s almost midnight, and you’re not dreaming. The nurses just left. We’ve got a whole hour until they come back again.” Her smile grew bigger. There was colour in her face that hadn’t been there in days. How was she still alive? How did she have so much energy?  
 
    “You look good,” I said. 
 
    “I feel good,” she said. My heart skipped a beat. I’d heard that people usually have a period where they feel better before they get much, much worse.  
 
    I looked down and saw that she was on top of me, her knees carefully next to me and her hands planted just next to my shoulders. I had no idea how she’d climbed up without waking me up.  
 
    I stared into her eyes, trying not to squeal with happiness. She was still alive, still smiling, and her eyes were still glowing. I felt relieved and overjoyed. And even though I could feel her bare, warm cock dangling on my abdomen, I didn’t care. I was just happy she was still alive and as well as she could be under the circumstances.   
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. I gently slipped my tongue into her mouth as she gently lowered herself down until her firm tits were pressed against my chest. She was teetering carefully, knowing that I was in a fragile state. And I knew that she was in a fragile state as well. I loved the feeling of her perky nipples dragging up and down my chest as she gently heaved. I put my hands on her soft sides and ran them up and down, feeling her soft skin and cupping her perky tits. And then, after my heart stuttered in my chest, I reached down and cupped her cock and balls in the palm of my hand. I clenched and began to massage, feeling her warm member throbbing.  
 
    I couldn’t pry my fingers off of her growing cock. I loved the way it felt in my hand. I didn’t want to let it go.  
 
    Her dire condition hadn’t affected her blood circulation at all—at least not between her legs. It wasn’t even a minute before her cock was rock hard. Her tip was dark red and bulbous and pulsating. I loved how smooth it was as I rubbed my fingertips over it.  
 
    Finally, she broke away from our kiss. She stared down into my eyes with dark red cheeks. “Do you want to suck it?” she asked.  
 
    My heart stuttered and skipped a beat. I was worried that I was about to make the machines I was hooked up to beep and call for the nurses. “Suck it?” I asked. 
 
    “You don’t have to if you don’t want to. I just thought that maybe you wanted to try it.”  
 
    I looked down and saw that massive erection throbbing and begging to be sucked. And how bad could it be? It wouldn’t hurt me—it was just another part of her body. It would be no different than sucking her finger or her nipple… Right?  
 
    So I nodded my head. I wanted to reply with words, but I couldn’t bring any words to the tip of my tongue. So she smiled and then she gently crawled up the hospital bed, until her mighty erection was dangling before my lips. I took a deep breath and then I opened my mouth. She carefully thrust her cock forward, through my lips. I pressed my lips firmly down around her girth and felt relieved when there was no taste. I don’t know why, but I’d been expecting an off-putting taste. So it was easy to wrap my tongue around her as I began to bob my head.  
 
    I heard a cute moan slip out from her lips. Her fingers nestled into my hair and she began to massage my scalp. “That feels good,” she said. I suddenly had a warm, tingling feeling buzzing in my chest. I liked pleasuring her. I liked that she was enjoying what I could give her. And I was probably striking another item off of her long bucket list.  
 
    Finally, a taste entered my mouth. It was sweet and salty: her pre-cum. But it tasted nice, and it filled me with joy knowing that it meant she was truly enjoying herself. She could fake a moan if she wanted to, but she couldn’t fake pre-ejaculate.  
 
    She giggled. “That feels good,” she said. “But if you aren’t careful, I’m going to come in your mouth.” Instead of putting me off, this warning made me suck harder and bob my head faster. I could feel her veins pulsing against my lips and tongue. I could feel her thick tip swelling. I couldn’t wait to feel her warm goo blasting the inside of my mouth. Her fingers grasped my hair firmly—it hurt a little bit, but not enough to slow my down. She pushed her cock into my throat and let a long, elated groan slip out from her lips.  
 
    And then she began to blast globs of warm jizz into my mouth. It all pooled onto my tongue and then I swallowed it in a single gulp. It left a salty flavour in my mouth, but I didn’t mind. It was a nice reminder of how happy I was able to make her.  
 
    She gave me a very sexy handjob to return the favour, using plenty of medical-grade lubricant she found in one of the cabinets. I came very fast—unloading after just a few dozen pumps. She knew how to work a cock—and it was no doubt, seeing as she had one of her own to practise one.  
 
    Then, after she had me cleaned up, she surprised me by cuddling up next to me on my hospital bed. It was nice, feeling her warm body against mine. Though that moment of niceness ended when I remembered she was dying, and she could pass at any moment. I didn’t want her passing away while cuddled up next to me. I didn’t want the nurses to find a dead body squashed up against me on my hospital bed.  
 
    She needed to be hooked up to her monitoring machines. She needed every chance she could get. So I said, “You should go back to your bed.”  
 
    She looked at me with a sad look, but she knew I wasn’t rejecting her. She knew that what I was saying was really for the best. So she brought herself to her feet and went back to her side of the curtain wall.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
     I woke up with the nurse looking down at me. She was smiling, which was a first. “You’ve been asleep for a long time,” she said. 
 
    “What time is it?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s almost lunch.”  
 
    I looked over at the curtain wall, separating me from Taylor. “Can you open that curtain?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at the curtain for a moment and then she looked back at me. “I don’t see why not, though I’m not sure it will improve your view much.” She walked over and pulled back the curtain, revealing an empty hospital bed. The whole space had been cleaned up. Taylor’s things weren’t on the little side table and her bag wasn’t on the floor. Even the small stack of paper had been taken away. “Is she okay?” I asked. 
 
    And then the nurse’s smile quickly disappeared. “Just worry about getting your rest. The more you get, the better. You’re already healing much faster than we thought.” She started towards the door and then paused. “Oh, and I think the doctor wants to get you X-rayed today.”  
 
    I was too shocked to reply. My heart was stammering and there was a lump the size of a fist in my throat. Were they telling me that she was dead? Had she passed while I was sleeping, unconscious from the strong concoction of drugs in my system?  
 
    That day went by slowly. I tried asking every nurse that came into my room if Taylor was still alive, but they either didn’t know, or they didn’t want to talk about it—maybe they didn’t want to worry me. If that was the case, they were doing a terrible job.  
 
    I asked the doctor and he pretended like he knew nothing. “I can’t possibly keep track of every patient in this hospital,” he said with a dry, uncaring tone. My stomach churned again, for the hundredth time that day. 
 
    Then night came and her area was still empty. When I woke up, a young man had taken up her curtain cell. He’d been in a car accident, though he was now in stable condition.  
 
    I kept asking the nurses about Taylor, and they kept refusing to tell me anything. I felt like I was going crazy. I asked to borrow my new neighbour’s phone, to check the Internet for new obituaries, but I couldn’t find nothing. It didn’t help that I didn’t even know Taylor’s last name.  
 
    I searched through hundreds of pages of local girls named Taylor on Facebook and Twitter, but the search was hopeless. The name was to common, and I didn’t even know if she was on social media. Given her circumstances, it probably wasn’t unrealistic to assume she stayed away from Facebook and the like altogether.  
 
    Three more days went by, and it became obvious that she had died. On the night that I accepted her fate, I cried—and I cried a lot. And then I made myself feel a little bit better when I remembered that I’d helped to satisfy a few of her lingering disappointments. Thanks to me, she died with fewer regrets. But because of her, now I was stuck with a regret of my own that could never be satisfied. I found myself wondering what life would be like with her as my girlfriend—maybe even my wife. I imagined a future with her—even with her cock and her biologically male DNA. Life could have been so simple and so happy, but now she was gone and I would probably forever find myself comparing girls to Taylor. And I had a feeling that any girl I decided to marry would simply be a compromise.  
 
    Another few days passed and that sadness continued to linger. The young man next to me was released and a new girl moved in. She was cute, with long blonde hair and a big rack. She chatted with me a bit, but I found it hard to muster up any excitement with her. I just kept wishing that Taylor was there instead of her.  
 
    On my third week in the hospital, they let me stand up for the first time. It felt good to bear weight on my legs—though it wasn’t long before the atrophied muscles in my legs started to ache. I was only able to make it up and down the hallway twice before I had to lay back down. But at least my blood got to circulate around my body a little bit—and it was nice being less sore.  
 
    But despite the aching in my legs, I decided I would walk around the hospital. I couldn’t stand my room. I couldn’t look to my right without thinking about Taylor, remembering our long conversations and fun romps. I hated thinking about her because the mental image of her beautiful face would make my heart burn and ache.  
 
    I even tried to walk up and down the stairs. My back started to burn after just a few steps, but I powered through to the top floor regardless. I figured the more I moved, the sooner my body would strengthen so I could be released.  
 
    The top floor was much nicer than my floor. There were windows everywhere and the hallways were much wider. Even the nurses seemed happier, even though the ward was for patients with terrible diseases. Thanks to my limping and grunting and groaning, no one knew that I didn’t belong on that floor. 
 
    I went down the hall casually, trying to find a pop machine so that I could drink something different than water and orange juice for the first time in three weeks. There were no pop or snack machines on my floor, but I’d seen people walking around with sodas and bags of chips, so I knew they existed. 
 
    I came around a corner and that’s when I saw her, being wheeled by in a wheelchair: Taylor. She was alive. She looked over at me before she disappeared into another room, and I watched as her eyes lit up.  She really was alive—either that or my brain was now playing tricks on me in my state of delirium.  
 
    I followed her into that room. All of the doctors and nurses looked back at me. One of them said, “You can’t be in here.” 
 
    “Is that Taylor?” I asked. 
 
    “I said, you can’t be in here,” he said again. 
 
    “Ed! It’s me!” Taylor called out. “The trial is working, but they have to keep me quarantined while they study me!” And that’s all she was able to say before the nurses came and rushed me out of the room. They locked the door once I was in the hallway, so that I wouldn’t bug them anymore.  
 
    And suddenly, I felt better than ever. I felt like my body was strong and healed, like I could go run a marathon or two. Taylor wasn’t just alive—she was recovering. The drug trial was working, clearing the disease from her system. Soon she would be released. Soon, we would be free to leave the hospital together.  
 
    I didn’t get any sleep that night, even with a strong flowing of drugs through my system. How could I sleep? I couldn’t stop thinking of all of the things we were going to do together. I couldn’t stop thinking of introducing her to my family. I couldn’t stop thinking of showing her off to my friends. And of course, I couldn’t stop thinking of getting her into my bed and ravaging her with my now-fully-functioning body.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    PRETTY MODEL 
 
    Michael is a big-time photographer. Jenn is a new model, looking to build her portfolio. Michael doesn’t mind shooting new models for free, as long as they’re pretty and as long as they seem like the type to put out at the end of the shoot.  
 
    The shoot with Jenn goes great. The photos are amazing and Jenn is beautiful. But things become complicated at the end of the shoot when Jenn has a little wardrobe malfunction, and Michael sees that she’s been hiding a big, hard secret between her legs.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    TFP means ‘Time For Print’. It’s a term used in the photography and modelling world, and it means a model gives the photographer her time in exchange for copies of the photographers prints—in other words, both parties work for free, usually for the sake of gaining experience. I was already an experienced, working photographer, so I only did TFP shoots with pretty models.  
 
    Sometimes I would feel guilty as I sorted through my e-mail inbox, seeing all the messages from models asking if I would consider shooting TFP. “I don’t have any money, but I really want to get my portfolio together so I can get an agent,” they would say. I would check out their pictures and usually I would pass. A girl had to be stunning if I was going to spend a whole day preparing, a whole day shooting, and another whole day editing. It was a lot of work to pad my already thick portfolio.  
 
    It’s also how I determined my rates for models. Even if they were willing to pay, I would want more money from the less attractive girls. I knew they were going to be slapping my name on every Instagram post, so I needed to make sure only quality girls were making the cut. So in a way, a big part of my job was rating women—just don’t tell the feminists.  
 
    Another big part of whether or not I was willing to do TFP shoots was whether or not I thought a model would be willing to do more than just shoot. What can I say? I was a single man and I didn’t have a lot of time for dating. I had to get action somewhere.  
 
    I would navigate over to their Instagram or Tumblr pages and I would look through their photos. Usually the ones who weren’t afraid to post nudes were the ones who wouldn’t be afraid to put out. You could usually tell by the expressions on their faces whether or not they would be willing to spread their legs for a little bit more attention to detail. Licking the lips in shots almost always meant they would be up for anything.  
 
    When girls said, “Is it okay if my boyfriend comes along? He’s not very comfortable with the idea of me being alone with another guy for a few hours in a hotel room,” I always declined or cancelled completely—and not even just because I knew it would mean I would get none. There’s nothing worse than having a guy looming over your shoulder while you’re trying to work. And the boyfriends always tried to get their two cents in: maybe she should stand up straighter, maybe she should cover her cleavage with her arm, maybe she should put on something less revealing… I wasn’t interested in that. I needed a clear headspace if I was going to do good work—and I had to be horny.  
 
    Model photographers won’t tell you that secret: the key to getting sexy photos is to be horny. When I had a shoot planned with a hot model, I would always abstain from sex and masturbation for at least three full days—more than enough to make me squirm as soon as the girls got into their little lingerie outfits. There’s a special kind of energy that a man gets when he’s horny, and that energy can be harnessed into great work. And that was another reason I only picked high quality girls for my TFP shoots. If I was going to not only spend days preparing, shooting, and editing, but also abstaining from masturbation, then the girls better be pretty. Sorry if that isn’t very politically correct of me. 
 
    It was a late February afternoon when I found a very pretty model named Jenn in my e-mail inbox. Of the fifteen girls who messaged me overnight, Jenn was undoubtedly the prettiest. “I don’t have much money, so would a TFP shoot be at all possible?” she asked in her message. It was a sentence I’d read many, many times. And so far, just judging by the single photo attached to her e-mail, it was a yes. But I wanted to do more digging first.  
 
    I copied her e-mail address and pasted it into the search bar on Facebook. Her amateur modelling page came up. I looked through the few photos that were up. She was very pretty: dark hair, stunning eyes, and a thin, curvy figure. I loved curvy girls, but I almost never got to shoot them. Models were always bone-thin, and fucking a bone-thin girl isn’t terribly fun. I always get taken out of the moment when I thrust forward and can feel both of a girl’s hip bones, or when I run my hands up and down her sides and can feel the gaps between her ribs.  
 
    I found a few more pictures by digging a bit deeper. I was able to find her personal Facebook page (not just her modelling page) and I was able to find her Twitter. She had a few bikini photos, but none of them were too revealing. She didn’t seem like the type to put out, but that wasn’t a deal breaker for me. I knew I would have enough fun shooting and editing her pictures.  
 
    So I messaged her back and asked if she was available on the upcoming Saturday. She replied quickly, within the hour. “I can make it work!” she wrote, so I replied with some more information: location, wardrobe, and so on. For TFP shoots, I always told the models to bring their own outfits and do their own makeup. I couldn’t be bothered to arrange a makeup artist or a wardrobe girl. Plus, I wanted to keep the shoot intimate, just in case there was a chance we would end up fucking.  
 
    I would spend money on the hotel room though, and the liquor. Hotel rooms always make the best sets for boudoir-style shoots, and liquor is usually necessary to get a model to make the sexier poses—and it was usually necessary if I was going to have any chance of getting some action.  
 
    That shoot was still three days away. I still had one other girl to shoot before Jenn. Her name was Larissa, and she was pretty cute (cute enough that I was willing to shoot her for free, but not quite as cute as Jenn). The only reason I booked Larissa was because she had ten different pictures on her modelling profile page where she was licking her lips. There was even one shot where she was bending over and her panties were being stretched to the point of being see-through. If she were willing to post a picture of her wearing see-through panties, she would almost certainly be willing to get a photographer’s cock in her tight hole.  
 
    I had a motel room booked just down the street from my house. I purposely booked a cheap motel because the theme of the shoot was ‘trailer trash’ (I’ve always had a thing for white trash girls—what can I say?). I brought two cases of cheap beer with me: one unopened, the other full of empties, to be used as set decoration. I asked Larissa to bring lots of lingerie, most of it to be used as set decoration. When she showed up, I asked to see her outfits and then I started spreading it all around the room. I hung a pair of panties on the lamp and a bra on the ceiling fan. I ruffled up the bed, sprinkled a few empty beer cans about the room, and voila: a perfect set for the photo-shoot.  
 
    Most girls would hesitate when I offered them a drink to loosen up, but not Larissa—Larissa got right into the booze. She pounded back a beer within a minute and then she opened another one. And she still wasn’t even in her first outfit yet. I couldn’t fight the smirk from my face, especially after I noticed her checking me out in the mirror. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was there for the photo shoot, or if she was there hoping for a nice fucking.  
 
    She started out in a lacy bodysuit, which was mostly sheer. Her nipples were out in the open for me and my camera to see, and she didn’t seem to care. “What are these photos for, by the way?” I asked. “Your modelling portfolio?”  
 
    “Well,” she said. “They were going to be for my boyfriend, but we just broke up last night. So I guess they’re just for me.” She said, already slurring her words slightly, as if she’d had a few drinks before showing up. And my grin only grew bigger. There was suddenly no pressure to get good pictures. She might end up posting a few of the shots on her Instagram page, but she wasn’t going to be using them for modelling, so other models and agents wouldn’t be seeing them.  
 
    So we got shooting. She was not a professional model, but she was giving it her best anyway. At least she wasn’t shy—there’s nothing worse than a shy amateur. Without having to be directed, Larissa grabbed her tits, threw her arms over her head, spun around, bent over—she even grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them, and when I zoomed in, I could see the stretchy flesh around her tight asshole, which was hardly being covered by the thin lace of that bodysuit.  
 
    When I asked Larissa to change into a different outfit, she didn’t even bother to slip into the bathroom. She just went into the corner and turned her back to me before getting nude. Her next outfit was a bikini, which I thought was strange with the setting, but I didn’t say anything. It was tiny and it held up her big tits nicely for the camera. I snapped a bunch of photos while Larissa posed—some of her poses were better than others—some were downright strange, as if she wasn’t entirely sure what to do with her arms.  
 
    We hadn’t even been shooting for an hour when Larissa said, “Can I ask you to take a kind of racy picture for me?” As if the pictures we’d been taking weren’t racy enough. “I want a picture that looks like I’m here about to have sex with someone. I want to send it to my boyfriend—I mean—my ex-boyfriend.” She laughed. “He’ll be so pissed.”  
 
    I cleared my throat, feeling my cheeks turning red. “What kind of picture?” I said. 
 
    “Well, I’ll be naked. Are you okay with that?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head, feeling my cheeks getting redder. Larissa was setting a new slutty standard. She reached around and pulled off her top, and then she quickly slipped out from her bottoms. Her face didn’t even turn a single shade redder, as if she wasn’t even a little bit shy. “Maybe I can be touching myself—like this,” she said, and then she reached between her legs and pressed two of her fingers against her plump pussy. 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said, my voice cracking a little bit. I’d fucked a dozen models before—Larissa was about to be number thirteen—so I had no reason to be shy. But there was something about Larissa’s shamelessness that made my heart stutter. I took a few photos. She bit the corner of her bottom lip and looked right into the lens, as if she was looking right into my eyes. She rubbed her fingers in a circle.  
 
    “Maybe get one of me from behind—like this,” she said, flipping herself over and springing up onto her hands and knees. She let her hair hand down onto the cheap hotel bed sheets. Now, I had a clear shot of her asshole, which was slightly agape as if she’d been plunging a toy in and out of it before showing up for our photo shoot. I snapped a few more shots.  
 
    And then I took a deep breath. “If you really want to make him jealous,” I said. “Maybe I could be in a few shots.” Larissa looked back at me and her eyes lit up.  
 
    “You wouldn’t mind?” she said. 
 
    I shook my head. “As long as we keep my face out of the shots,” I said.  
 
    She stared into my eyes with a grin. “Would you be okay if maybe I was holding your cock for a few shots?”  
 
    I nodded my head. Now my face must have been dark purple. I quickly reached down and pulled away my belt. I tugged my pants down to my ankles, and then I switched to my widest lens: a 14mm. I walked up to the bed and then I climbed up. I planted my knees down and then I got my camera ready to shoot. “Okay, go ahead,” I said. My heart was pounding. She crawled up and kept her gaze connected with my camera’s lens. She had a cute smirk on her face.  
 
    She gently unbuttoned the single button of my boxers and then she reached her fingers through the slit. I felt her warm hand wrap around my cock. “You’re big,” she said. “Even better.” She pulled my cock out from that hole, and then I snapped a few photos. She could probably hear my heart pounding. Luckily the camera wasn’t recording audio.  
 
    She started to stroke my dick, getting it harder and harder. She never looked away from that camera lens, as if she was looking right into her ex-boyfriend’s eyes, saying ‘fuck you’. I didn’t mind being used as revenge. She was good at stroking cock, and I wasn’t about to turn down a nice stroke. She leaned forward and ran the tip of her tongue up the underside of my shaft. My cock twitched and then a drop of pre-cum oozed out the bulbous tip. She licked it up. I got a few more pictures.  
 
    “My ex always wanted to do anal and I never let him,” she said casually. “I also never let him fuck me without a condom. I know this is asking a lot, but would you be willing to stick it in my ass for me? Without a condom. Just for a few pictures. I promise I’m clean.” My heart stuttered and coughed and pounded up into my throat. I nodded my head quickly.  
 
    “If that’s what you want,” I said. My voice managed to crack multiple times.  
 
    She smiled and then spun around quickly. She reached back and spread her ass cheeks wide, exposing that slightly agape hole. I took a deep breath and pressed my tip against it. It started to pucker, as if she was inviting me inside. I took a pre-penetration photo. Then I pushed my tip inside. She was tight—incredibly tight. I couldn’t believe she wasn’t screaming out loud as I stretched her tight hole. I took another shot, and then I sunk in a bit deeper. I could see the veins in my shaft bulging and pulsing. Her asshole continued to pucker. And then I noticed a streak of fluid dribbling down her inner thigh, emanating from her pussy. She was wet and horny. She didn’t just want pictures. She wanted me to fuck her.  
 
    “This camera does video too,” I said awkwardly.  
 
    “Really? Perfect. Maybe you could get a minute of fucking then—I promise I won’t show it to anyone but him,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I took another deep breath. I could feel beads of sweat forming on my forehead. I switched my camera to video mode and then I started to thrust in and out. She was so tight and I hadn’t gotten off in days. I was worried that I wouldn’t last long, that I would end up coming in her asshole—though maybe that’s what she wanted. Maybe she wanted a shot of her asshole spitting up a glob of white cum. My body shuddered with warm elation.  
 
    “How does that look?” she asked as she pressed her bum back hard with each penetration. Her big ass squished against my pelvis beautifully.  
 
    “It looks good,” I said. My cock looked huge on camera, which made me feel pretty good. The wide lens helped.  
 
    Larissa moaned. “That feels good—right there,” she said. So I kept fucking her at that same angle, thrusting down harder and harder with each entry. The rim around her tight hole was red and probably a bit sore, but she didn’t seem to care. “Slap my ass,” she said. So I took one hand off of the camera and used it to slap her ass. “Harder—make my ass dark red.” So I slapped her ass harder. “Harder!” she yelled. So I kept slapping her ass. And it got very red. More fluid was running down her inner thigh, making the cheap motel bed sheets wet and messy.  
 
    “I think I’m going to come,” I said.  
 
    “On my face,” she said quickly. “I want it on my face, and I want pictures. I never let my ex come on my face. You don’t mind, do you?”  
 
    “No, but you need to turn around now,” I said, clenching my teeth hard. I pulled out. A cute little toot escaped her asshole as she quickly spun around. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth. I did my best to keep the camera straight with one hand while I aimed my cock with the other. And then I watched through my little screen as I drenched Larissa’s face with three days worth of stored up cum.  
 
    “You can e-mail all these pictures and videos to me, right?” she said, while my cock was still unloading its final few blasts.  
 
    “I’ll send you the good stuff,” I said as a warm buzzing shocked through my whole body. I squeezed out the last drop of cum right onto the tip of her nose, and then I slipped my cock back into my boxer shorts. “Hopefully I got what you were looking for.”  
 
    “I can’t wait to see them,” she said as she stood up and started getting dressed, as if she didn’t even notice the cum that was now drying on her face. I watched her curiously for a few minutes before beginning to pack up my own things. I was already hoping that my weekend model, Jenn, would be just as horny and slutty.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Larissa’s photos didn’t turn out great, but she seemed to like them. The lighting in that motel room was pretty lousy and I must have been off my game because most of the pictures were slightly out of focus, and my compositions were crumby. But it didn’t matter. Larissa just wanted the photos to make her ex-boyfriend jealous, and I’m sure they did the trick. And now, I had a video on my computer of me fucking a pretty model in the asshole. I was sure that video would come in handy on many lonely nights.  
 
    It was the day before my shoot with Jenn and I still had lots to get ready. I had the hotel room booked downtown, in a fancy suite with a beautiful view of the downtown core. I had a couple bottles of wine and a bottle of champagne ready—more than enough to make sure my model was nice and loose. But I didn’t have a plan—and a photographer always needs a plan. I’d made that mistake before, going into a shoot, just planning to ‘wing it’. It never works out. After five poses, I end up out of ideas with a disappointed model staring at me, waiting for direction. 
 
    I decided that my theme with Jenn would be ‘classic elegant’. I didn’t want to do anything too creative—just a simple, elegant shoot with pretty lingerie and an expensive hotel suite backdrop. I spent a few hours creating a ‘look book’ of poses I would get from Jenn, including many photos of facial expressions I would try to coax out of her.  
 
    The lighting in expensive hotel rooms was usually pretty good naturally, but I figured it would be a good idea to pack a few extra lights, just to be safe. Plus, lights always make a shoot seem more professional, even if they aren’t doing much.  
 
    I made sure all of my data cards were cleared and my batteries were charged. I got my lenses all packed up with the rest of my gear, and then I went to sleep, excited to spend the next evening with one of the prettier models that had ever reached out to me—I’d even forgotten that I wasn’t being paid for the shoot.  
 
    I was always nervous on the day of a shoot, even with amateur models who weren’t paying with anything but their time. I always wanted to impress people, even when I was volunteering. I had a pretty decent following online, lots of people who expected high quality pictures from me. I had to deliver, and a lot of the time I felt like I was just getting lucky, and soon my luck would run out. It always seemed like my best photos were the ones that I didn’t mean to take—the ones that I snapped between poses. My best ever photo, in my opinion, was one that I snapped completely by mistake, while my camera was hanging by its strap, while I was getting into a new position. 
 
    What if that luck just ended one day? What if I went into a shoot with a model expecting great shots, and I could get nothing but ho-hum garbage?  
 
    4:00 PM came quickly. I spent most of that day pacing around my apartment, double checking my gear to make sure I had everything packed properly, and then it was suddenly time to go, and I was suddenly worried that I had all the wrong gear packed, and that all of the reference photos in my look book were trash. Maybe the poses were stupid and uninspired. Maybe Jenn would cringe when I asked her to hold her arms above her head, the way the reference model held her arms… Or maybe I was just being paranoid, like usual.  
 
    I got everything into my car, including a small bag of clothes (as I planned on staying the night in the hotel, since I paid a good deal of money for the room). I tried to calm myself down the whole way to the shoot. I got there early, as I always did. I got all of my lights set up in the room, aimed at the bed where I planned to get most of my shots. I got my camera all set up, with my lenses on standby on a nearby dresser. Then I started pacing the room.  
 
    About 30% of the time, models didn’t show up for TFP shoots. So 30% of the time, I just ended up getting drunk by myself in a fancy hotel room. Sometimes I would go down to the hotel bar and try to pick up a chick around midnight. All girls are aspiring models deep down inside. All girls want to have their pictures taken—even the forty-year-old cougars on business trips. But I didn’t want to resort to that. I’d gotten myself excited for Jenn, so I was holding out for Jenn.  
 
    6:00 PM rolled around—our meet up time. But she wasn’t there. I tried not to panic. Models were almost always late—sometimes even a whole hour late. Models are notoriously terrible at keeping a schedule. So I took a few deep breaths and I turned on the TV, so I could get my mind away from my anxiety. And then came the knock at the door. 
 
    I sprung to my feet and I grabbed my camera. I went to the door and I quickly pulled it open. And there was Jenn, standing with a cute smile on her face. She was wearing a big, fluffy coat and she had her hair tied up in a tight bun on the top of her head. “James?” she asked. 
 
    “That’s me,” I said, stepping aside.  
 
    She walked into the hotel room slowly and apprehensively. She looked around and slowly nodded her head. “Nice room,” she said.  
 
    “I think it’ll make a good set,” I said. “So go ahead and get into your first outfit and we can get started. I’ve got lots of shots I want to get, and I want to make sure you get what you want as well.”  
 
    “Okay,” she said. And her cheeks were suddenly a shade of pink. I wasn’t thrilled about her nervousness, but she was pretty enough that I didn’t get too worked up over it. That’s what the booze was for—to get her loosened up.  
 
    “Do you prefer red or white wine?” I asked. 
 
    She was slow to respond. “White,” she said. “But maybe just a little bit. I want to keep a clear hear.”  
 
    I forced a smile. A clear head was exactly what I didn’t want her to keep. I needed her to cut loose. I needed her to allow herself to be embarrassed in front of the camera. I wanted her to do things she wouldn’t even do in front of her own boyfriend—and hopefully she didn’t have a boyfriend.  
 
    I watched her as she walked into the room and took a good look around. She slowly unbuttoned her fluffy jacket and then she gently hung it up on the chair by the desk. She was already wearing her first outfit: a black satin dress with a poofy lace skirt that came to life as soon as that fluffy jacket was off of her body. The dress had a sheer top above her breasts and down her arms, and she was wearing a black chocker. She sunk down to her purse and pulled out a pair of black lacy cat ears. I bit my lip and fought back the urge to smile. Girls who wore cat ears almost always put out. Same with girls who wore chokers.  
 
    She slipped out from her little sneakers and then she pulled a little pair of black heels out from her wardrobe bag. “What do you think of these?” she asked. Her face was dark red now.  
 
    “I think those are perfect,” I said. Now I was trying to force away my smile. Jenn was beautiful—almost overwhelmingly beautiful. I loved the way her hair flowed down her shoulders and teased her tits. I loved how thin her waist was, and how wide her hips were, like she was a walking hourglass. She turned profile to me as she checked her makeup in the mirror, showing off her perky tush, which I already wanted to bury my face in. Maybe Jenn would let me film as I fucked her, the way Larissa did. Maybe she had an ex-boyfriend to torment too. 
 
    “How do I look?” she asked with her hands clasped nervously at her waist. And her sexy coy demeanour suddenly inspired me. I could work with her shyness. I could get a whole collection of shots of her beautiful red cheeks, with her shoulders up by her ears. She was constantly reaching down and pulling her skirt down, as if it was riding up, as if she didn’t want me to see the flesh of her tush. It was inevitable that I would, once I started getting low-angle shots (and I planned to get plenty).  
 
    “You look fantastic,” I said. “Shall we get started?” 
 
    She nodded her head and bit her lip. So I raised my camera and snapped my first shot: a simple shot of her standing and looking more vulnerable than any model before her. I liked her vulnerability. I took a few more shots, changing up my angle slightly. She smiled, which was even more proof that she was inexperienced. Models rarely smile. Magazines and advertisers rarely want pictures of beautiful women smiling—but Jenn got a pass, because her smile was adorable, showing off her dimples and her high cheekbones.  
 
    “Turn your back to me,” I said. She turned slowly, tugging down her skirt again, worried I would see that perfect bum of hers. I sunk down to the ground and got a few low angle shots—and in all of them, I could see the fleshy cusp of her ass, and the slight bulge in her black lacy panties. “Look over your shoulder, right at the lens,” I said. And that’s when I saw that her face was dark red.  
 
    I tried to remember if any of the shots her small modelling portfolio looked professionally done, or if they were all simply camera phone shots. I remembered the main photo she included in her e-mail, a shot that seemed to be too high resolution for a camera phone—but it was possible she set a camera up on a tripod in her bedroom and snapped the shot herself. And with all of her other shots—maybe those were taken alone with a tripod as well. Maybe I was the first photographer to shoot her, aside from the photographers her grade school principals hired on photo day.  
 
    “Let’s move over to the bed,” I said. She took a few steps towards the bed, but she didn’t get on. She just stood by it, again with her hands clasped at her waist.  
 
    “What do you want me to do?” she asked.  
 
    “Maybe start on your stomach, feet up in the air—keep them crossed and your toes pointed.” She got into position quite naturally, though now she was afraid to look down the lens. I had to remind her constantly, but she kept looking away like a shy girl looking at her first grade school crush. She also kept reached down to give her skirt a tug, apparently still worried that I would snap an unflattering upskirt shot. “Good, now roll onto your side,” I said. So she rolled onto her side. “Every time you hear the snap of my camera, feel free to strike a different pose—make a different facial expression—just keep giving me different looks.” This was a skill that all professional models could do without hesitation, and lots of amateur ones as well. But Jenn was slow, unsure of what to do. She remained frozen in place until I gave her precise direction. So I decided to take a break. “I need to offload this card. In the meantime, why don’t you have another drink?” I poured her a glass before she could reply—and I made sure the glass was full. 
 
    She took a slow sip, staring down into the glass. I took the card out from my camera and brought it over to my computer. I didn’t actually need to offload it—I could shoot constantly for hours without filling up half of a card—and I had about ten cards there with me. But I needed to give her a reason to drink. I knew human behaviour well enough to know that a nervous person with a drink in their hand and nothing else to do was going to drink. I’d been to enough house parties to know that was a fact.  
 
    And by the time I was finished offloading the seventy or so photos from my card, she was half done that big glass of wine. I could see that her pupils were starting to dilate and her shoulders weren’t quite so close to her ears now. I watched her over the top of my computer screen as she closed her eyes and took in a deep breath of air. “Ready to go again?” I asked. 
 
    She smiled and nodded and climbed back up on the bed. I switched to a longer lens, so I could be further away from her. I once heard that director, Akira Kurosawa, would use super long lenses so that his actors would feel more comfortable, and less like they were being watched and filmed. It seemed to work with models too, and it seemed to work with Jenn. I had my back against the wall and she started to pose again. But even though she was a lot looser, she was still constantly tugging at that skirt, pulling it down so that I wouldn’t see her panties. I was almost tempted to tell her not to worry about it. I’d seen many bums before, and she definitely had nothing to be ashamed of. But I kept my mouth shut and continued to shoot. 
 
    She was getting into it, starting to strike poses without direction. I shot her from many angles. I particularly liked the shots of her up on all fours, and the shots of her pulling the white sheets up to her chest. I liked what I was getting so much that I decided to pull the same trick again. “I need to off-load again,” I said. And then I didn’t even bother asking if she wanted more wine. I just topped up her glass and took an extra long time getting the photos onto my computer. It was actually a good opportunity to look through my shots, to see what was working on a bigger screen.  
 
    I flicked through photos while she nervously sipped away at her wine. I found one shot where she was transitioning from one pose to another. Her skirt was flipped up into the air and I could see that pussy bulge between her legs. But I could see something else: a hint of flesh next to that black strip of panties. Was it her labia? It looked too big to be a labia, and it had a distinct shape to it: long and phallic, as if she had a cock.  
 
    I paused, my mouth parting suddenly. I zoomed in on the shot. I was shooting super high-resolution RAW images, at a high shutter speed. So there was plenty of detail to zoom in on. And hell, it really looked like I was staring at a cock slipping slightly out from a pair of tiny panties. But that couldn’t have been true. She couldn’t have been a trap—could she?  
 
    I looked closer at the picture. Maybe my mind was just playing tricks on me. She was moving in the picture—it was possible the shaft was just a consequence of the motion blur. I looked at a few other shots, including my first few shots, where I could see her panties. I could see that slight bulge, but there was no proof that I was looking at a cock.  
 
    I looked up at Jenn and smiled. “Almost ready to go again?” she asked with her glass of wine in hand. 
 
    “In a minute,” I said. I took a quick look at her chest. The top of her outfit was sheer, but I couldn’t see any cleavage. Maybe she just had small tits. Maybe the dress was cut just too high to properly see cleavage. I couldn’t jump to conclusions just because of one strange picture in a lot of hundreds. “You know what—why don’t we switch outfits. You brought a few different options, right?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head and then grabbed her bag. She pulled out another dress with a frilly skirt. “How’s this?” she asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “Maybe something more fitted,” I said. “Like a bodysuit, or maybe a two-piece.”  
 
    Her eyes were suddenly glossy. She stared at me for a moment and then she turned her attention back to her bag. She reached in and pulled out a lacy two-piece. The price tag was still attached to the top. “What about this?” 
 
    It wasn’t the most revealing two-piece I’d ever seen. The bottoms extended down the leg an inch, and they were high waisted, and the top was more like a bralette than a bra. But I had a feeling there was nothing more revealing in the bag. “That’ll do,” I said. She took the little outfit to the bathroom to get changed, giving me more time to stare at those pictures, trying to find more evidence.  
 
    I wanted to believe she was a woman. I wanted to un-see that strange picture of that shaft teetering out from her panties. It must have been wrong. I didn’t even want to look at it again. I’d already convinced myself that I’d just seen some strange motion blur. She was beautiful—no trap has ever been as beautiful as her. She was convincing—and her voice was convincing. No biological male can make a voice like that.  
 
    A tingle ran through my body. But what if that picture was correct and my eyes weren’t tricking me? What if she was a trap, all dolled up, and truly convincing? What if she had a little sissy cock hidden in her panties? A smile crossed my face.  
 
    I’d always had a bit of a trap fantasy. Back in college, a friend of mine dated a trap. We all made fun of him until we met her. She was super nice, and fairly convincing. She would always look at me with this heart piercing half-grin, as if she wanted to desperately suck my cock. For months I fantasized about her every time I jerked off in the shower. She ended up dumping him and running off to Greece with some tourist she met at work, so I never got the chance to have a go at her. 
 
    But now, I might have been standing before an even cuter trap—and a trap that was very possibly single. Maybe she really just wanted these pictures for her dating profile. I often got girls asking me to shoot them for their escort profiles online. I usually declined the shoots, but I’m sure I’d done many for girls who just didn’t tell me that’s what they were using the photos for. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if Larissa actually wanted photos of me coming on her face for her prostitution profile.  
 
    Jenn came out from the bathroom looking beautiful, as expected. My gaze went quickly down to her crotch. There was a slight bulge there, but nothing telling. The bralette top was almost completely flat to her chest. She either had A-cups or a boy’s chest—and there was no way of knowing without asking outright.  
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “Me? I’m fine,” I said. 
 
    “Your face is white,” she said. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Oh—I’m just a bit hungry I think,” I said, lying. 
 
    “We can order some food if you want,” she said. “I can pay for it, seeing as you paid for all of this.”  
 
    “That’s okay,” I said. “Unless you’re hungry.” 
 
    “I could eat,” she said. Then she went over to the hotel restaurant menu that was propped up on the desk. “Why don’t we just order this platter for two that they have. It’s only twenty-five bucks.” She went to the phone without waiting for my confirmation. She picked it up and dialled the restaurant. Then she looked back at me with a smile. “What room are we?” she asked. 
 
    “1108,” I said.  
 
    She turned back towards the wall and I looked down at her ass. She had a perky ass that belonged on magazine covers. I’d never seen a trap with an ass like that, but that didn’t mean one thing or the other. She ordered the food and then she turned around with a big, cute smile on her face. “They said it should be up in ten minutes. Is your card done offloading?”  
 
    She was definitely loosening up, letting go of that anxiety and exchanging it for some spunk. I got my camera set up and we kept shooting, moving over to the window for a few poses, and then over to the big sofa chair in the corner for a few more poses. I got down on my knees whenever possible, hoping to get a good shot between her legs. I snapped a few while she was crossing one leg over the other, though I didn’t stop to zoom in on my shots and inspect for a cock. I would have to do that later.  
 
    The food came. We ate while we shot. I got some cute pictures of Jenn dangling cured meat into her mouth, and then I got some shots of her drinking more wine. She was on her fourth glass already and she hardly seemed buzzed. I’d never seen a woman drink so much without getting sloppy—except for my friend’s trap ex-girlfriend. So maybe it was true. Maybe Jenn was hiding a bit of extra meat between her plump thighs.  
 
    I was getting buzzed myself, stumbling slightly whenever I went for those hard-to-get shots. We did one set of shots while I was standing over her, pointing the camera down. She gently cupped her small breasts and bit her bottom lip, looking cuter than ever. The sight made my nerves tingle. I was worried I was about to get an erection while standing over her, so I climbed down to change up my angle.  
 
    We ended up ordering another tray of food, and then we ordered up some more wine, because we ran out. We chatted lots between poses and outfits. Jenn was funny—she was always quick to make a joke, and her laugh was downright adorable. I switched back to my wide lens so that I could get up close. She was wearing a nice perfume—it was a little bit oaky, and a little bit floral.  
 
    “I think your boyfriend will really love these pictures,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “My boyfriend? What boyfriend?”  
 
    “Didn’t you say these were for your boyfriend?”  
 
    She giggled again. “No. They’re for my modelling portfolio.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s right. The girl I shot the other day—those were for her boyfriend.” I was lying, of course. It was just my way of finding out if she was single, and it sounded like she was indeed single. Maybe I would make a move. She was certainly tipsy enough now that she would probably go for it. She was loose and having fun, and she was occasionally looking into my eyes with that look that girls make when they’re feeling a little bit frisky. My heart rate was starting to increase.  
 
    “For this next pose, I want you on your side, with your hand comfortably on your hip, and your other hand holding up your head—yes, just like that. Maybe open your legs up just a bit.” She giggled and then opened her legs up as asked, and that’s when a bit of her ball sack slipped loose. I could see it with my own eyes. I didn’t need to zoom in or enhance any footage—it was right there, and she didn’t even notice it.  
 
    I tried to swallow the lump in my throat but it wouldn’t go down. My head was suddenly spinning and my heart was pounding. I held the camera up to my face and I stared at that loose testicle. There was no mistaking it—it was not any bit of labia. I cleared my throat.  
 
    “Okay—I got it,” I said. “I think that’s it.” I forced a smile. I could feel the colour draining from my face. I wasn’t sure if I was excited or terrified. A part of me wanted to make a move on her and another part of me wanted to rush her out of that hotel suite, so that I could be alone to process what I’d just seen.  
 
    “This was fun,” she said, putting her coat on over her lingerie, the way a prostitute in a rush would. “Maybe we can do it again sometime.” 
 
    “Yeah, totally,” I said. I was tempted to wipe the cold sweat off of my forehead. I said nothing else as I watched her go to the door. She turned and said goodbye, and all I was able to do was wave. Once she was gone, I sat down quickly on the edge of the bed, worried my legs would give out if I kept standing upright.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I took well over a thousand photos during our session. Now I had to pick just a dozen to process and send back to her. There were so many to choose from, but the best photo of the lot was unfortunately the last photo we took that night, of Jenn on her side with her ball sack hanging out the side of her little panties. I thought about editing the ball sack out, but I ultimately decided it would be too much work. So I picked twelve photos that didn’t have any wardrobe malfunctions.  
 
    It took me a whole day to properly process those shots. I found myself in a constantly state of disbelief, staring at Jenn’s face from shot to shot. She was so beautiful, but how was it possible? Her cheekbones were so prominent and her lips were so plump… Did she have a surgery done? If she’d undergone surgery, why hadn’t she had her tits done, or her cock? Maybe she wasn’t a fulltime female. Maybe she got home after our shoot and washed everything off and then went out to the clubs to hit on girls. Maybe Jenn was just a cross dresser, and not even a proper tranny.  
 
    It looked like she was taking hormones—she must have been, to have a face like she had, and soft, radiant skin like she had. But there was no proof that she was taking anything. Surely if she was taking hormones, she would have more than just tiny A-cups, no? I had one photo of her on her hands and knees in her first outfit, and in that photo I could see down her top. I couldn’t quite see nipples, but I could see that there was no bust. But strangely, she didn’t even try padding her chest with anything. She just embraced her bust-free chest. And somehow she still looked curvy.  
 
    It wasn’t long into the editing process before I had a big erection. No man can stare for hours at pictures of a beautiful girl in lingerie without getting a boner. But strangely, I kept finding myself returning to those few pictures where her panties failed to hold everything in. I kept finding myself staring at her ball sack, and staring at her shaft in that one photo where I first realized Jenn wasn’t exactly as she seemed.  
 
    It wasn’t until late that night that I sent the photos off to Jenn. It was always a nervous few hours, waiting to find out if the model approves. It wasn’t until the next morning when Jenn replied with, “I love them so much! Thank you!”  
 
    “If you ever want to shoot again, just let me know,” I said. And she replied with a smiling emoji and nothing else.  
 
    And then I waited for those pictures to pop up on the local modelling platforms. I found myself constantly refreshing all of the local model/photographer Facebook pages, and looking through all of the new photos on the Model Hire website, with the location set to my town. But those photos didn’t pop up. For days I kept checking back, but the photos never popped up. So I navigated over to Jenn’s Facebook page, which I could still find by searching her e-mail address. She hadn’t posted them there either. Maybe she didn’t actually like the pictures. Maybe she was just being nice when she said ‘I love them so much!’ Maybe she hated them. 
 
    I pulled the photos open and looked at them all closely. They were good photos—great, even. They were some of the best photos I’d ever taken, though maybe I only thought that because I thought Jenn was more attractive than any of the models I’d ever photographed.  
 
    It was a week later and my anxiety was still high, even after completing three more paid shoots. I didn’t bother to see if Larissa had posted her photos anywhere, and I didn’t bother to check to see if any of the other models had poster their pictures anywhere—so why did I care so much about Jenn? It’s not like she was a famous or even budding new model. It’s not like I needed the exposure.  
 
    I didn’t actually care if she posted the photos or now—I only cared that she liked them. I wanted her to like them because I wanted her to reach back out to me for another shoot. I wanted another shot at her, so I could get more pictures in more outfits, and so I could possibly make a move. It was all I could think about: kissing those lips, feeling her smooth skin, and rubbing my cock against hers. It was a long-time fantasy that I finally had a chance to entertain, and I blew it. I could have made my move at the end of that night, after our second bottle of wine. There were plenty of moments when her eyes were shining and she was ripe and stunning. But I froze up. I saw that glimmer of testicle hanging out the side of her panties, and I chickened out.  
 
    Because maybe I liked that my trap fantasy was just a fantasy. Maybe I didn’t want to ruin it by making it into a reality and finding out that fucking a trap isn’t any more fun than fucking a proper woman. Maybe it’s even less fun. Maybe it’s just messy and dry and uncomfortable for both parties. Or maybe it’s the best thing ever, and I missed my chance… 
 
    It was ten days after the shoot when I decided to search Google for all of the pictures I sent her, to see if they’d been posted anywhere. I couldn’t find any results, so I ended up using a special website that does a much more thorough search than Google, and even that search didn’t turn up any results. I kept telling myself that there was probably a good reason—maybe Jenn had just gone and had the photos printed. Maybe she was going to modelling agencies the old school way, with a binder full of printed shots. Maybe she wasn’t much of a tech girl—her Facebook page only had five pictures on it, after all.  
 
    I accepted this theory—at least I tried to. I moved Jenn’s pictures onto my hard drive where I stored all of my old photos and then I deleted them off of my computer, so I wouldn’t be tormented by them every time I opened up Photoshop.  
 
    I also accepted the fact that I’d missed my chance to sleep with a beautiful trap. It was probably for the best—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. I went into my e-mail and I scanned through all of the models begging to shoot TFP. I found a cute girl with perky cheekbones and big, heavy tits. Her name was Kyla and she was looking to start a portfolio. She was a senior in high school, unemployed and broke, and she mentioned twice in her e-mail that she was eighteen. “I really want to be a model but I have no idea where to start,” she said. Normally I would have passed her by. She was cute but her inexperience was seeping through her iPhone selfies that she included in her e-mail inquiry. I knew she would be tough to work with—tough to pose and she wasn’t legally old enough to drink. But the other options in my e-mail inbox weren’t exciting by any means, so I messaged her back. 
 
    “Hi Kyla, I’d love to do a shoot with you. Are you free tomorrow afternoon?”  
 
    She replied quickly, with lots of emojis, which made me question whether she really was eighteen or if she just felt she needed to say that for me to photograph her. “Tomorrow is perfect,” she said. So I started planning the shoot—the perfect escape from my Jenn-related anxiety.  
 
    I decided not to spend too much money on Kyla, seeing as she wasn’t spending any money on me and the photos likely wouldn’t even end up in my portfolio. So I scheduled the shoot in a park at the edge of town. It had nice trees and it was hardly ever used by people—especially in March, while the snow was still frozen to the ground.  
 
    I didn’t even bring along any lights or special equipment—just my camera and my smaller lens bag, with my 35mm, 50mm, and 85mm. It was more than enough for a shoot with a high-school girl who had probably never even seen a real camera before.  
 
    She was at the park early, before I even got there—which was the first sign that she wasn’t a professional model. Professional models are always at least five minutes late, and never early. So I had to awkwardly scout out the woods for nice spots while she stood there watching me. Then she watched me as I set up my camera and pulled out my look book. I didn’t like it when models saw my look book—I liked to make them think that all of my ideas were in my head, and not pulled from various sources on the Internet. But she was so shy, I’m not sure she even really noticed. 
 
    She stood stiff the whole time, not saying anything. I had a bottle of vodka in my bag and a pair of shot glasses, but I knew I could get in trouble for breaking them out. She wasn’t legal drinking age, but she needed to relax if we were going to get anything useful from the shoot. “Why don’t we start with some basic poses? I’ll put the 35mm on for some full-frame shots,” I said, and then she stared back at me with a blank expression.  
 
    So I forced a smile and said, “Let’s start with your hands on your hips, standing upright.” She didn’t know the lingo—new models usually didn’t know the lingo. But it didn’t matter if she knew the lingo or if she posed well or if the photos ended up online or not. I wasn’t there to get nice photos. I was there to get my mind away from Jenn and her big, hidden package.  
 
    Kyla put her hands on her hips and stood upright, and she looked very nervous. I snapped a couple of photos. She flinched every time the shutter went off. I paused and thought about offering her some vodka. I could tell by looking at her that she was definitely the type of girl to sneak out and go to parties. It wouldn’t have been her first shot of vodka, though I wasn’t sure I wanted to end up getting in trouble when her parents smelled vodka on her breath when she got home.  
 
    “Try to relax,” I said. “Just move around and pose however you want. Every time you hear the snap, just change it up.” I snapped a few shots, but she didn’t move. Her eyes were wide and her skin was pale. I’ll never understand why girls think they want to be models but they can’t even breathe in front of a camera…  
 
    “Okay, good,” I said, lying. The photos weren’t good. I looked back at my bag where that vodka was. I bit my tongue and then I caved. “Here—this might help you loosen up a bit.” I pulled out the bottle and then her eyes lit up. She zipped up to my side without hesitation, which I wasn’t expecting. I thought she would be at least a little bit apprehensive, drinking hard liquor out in the woods with a complete stranger. But apparently I was wrong. I poured her a shot and she pounded it back before I could pour one for myself. She held out her glass, so I poured her another one. Then she took a long, deep breath. Some colour started to return to her face. “One more for good luck?” I asked. And she thrust that little glass back towards me without a second of hesitation.  
 
    I gave the liquor a few minutes to work its way through her system. And then I got my camera out, took a few steps back, and started snapping away. With each passing minute, she was becoming more and more comfortable, letting her shoulders down, spinning and posing without me having to say anything. She asked if she could have another shot. I poured her one and then I went to check my look book, to see if there were specific poses I wanted to get. When I looked up, I saw that she was pouring herself a drink. She stumbled slightly and then she giggled. So I went and grabbed the bottle. “That’s probably enough. We don’t want you too relaxed,” I said with a smile.  
 
    She tapped me on the nose and said, “You’re cute.”  
 
    I switched to a tighter lens and got some nice portraits. She was staring right down the lens now without any hesitation, as if she was trying to seduce the camera. She bit her bottom lip, and then she even licked her lips. I kept snapped the camera and she kept changing up her pose. I paused briefly when she reached up and grabbed both of her tits and squeezed them. Then she giggled and said, “Is that too much?”  
 
    I shook my head. “There’s no such thing as too much,” I said. She took her tits and started bouncing them up and down. She was giggling and snorting. She stumbled slightly but caught herself. She was too drunk for the shoot now. None of the poses looked even a little bit professional anymore. She was just goofing around and having a laugh.  
 
    So I figured I would take advantage of the situation. “Do you mind if I put you into a pose? I have one in mind, but it’s too hard to explain.” 
 
    “Go for it,” she said. So I walked up to her and I gently spun her around. I put my hands on her side and bent her over slightly. Then I turned her shoulders before bringing my hands down to her hips.  
 
    “We’ll just turn your hips slightly,” I said. I was standing close to her, my pelvis nearly pressed against her ass. She decided it would be funny to press her bum back and grind it against my crotch. She giggled and snorted.  
 
    “What’s this pose? The doggy style pose?” she asked before snorting again. 
 
    “It’s a popular pin-up pose,” I said. I stepped back and snapped a few shots. She wiggled her bum in the air and then she started twerking. She giggled and snorted some more, and then she even flipped up her skirt and flashed me. I was slightly disappointed to see no bulge in her panties. She was just a normal girl with normal girl parts.  
 
    “How’s about this. I’ll lie on the ground and you straddle me. It’ll be good for some low-angle shots.” I smiled and got down onto my back. She didn’t hesitate, sitting down on my lap with that big, crooked grin on her face. She grinded her butt against my crotch and then let another little snort slip. I had to admit, her snorts were kind of cute. She didn’t need any direction. She put her hands behind her head and then she tilted her head back and closed her eyes. She got right into character, pretending to have an orgasm—and it actually made for a set of pretty good pictures.  
 
    Then she threw herself forward and planted her hands on my chest. She looked right into the camera lens with that teenaged seductive look. “Are you getting good shots?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. “I think you’ll like them.” 
 
    “Do I look sexy?” she asked. 
 
    “I think you look sexy.” I felt my cheeks turning a shade of red.  
 
    She rubbed her bum against my crotch. “It doesn’t feel like you think I look sexy.” She had a big grin.  
 
    I let a nervous laugh slip. She sat back upright and then she reached down for my belt. She started undoing it. “I want these pictures to look sexy, so I need some way of knowing.” She yanked my belt away with a swift tug and then she tossed it aside. She didn’t hesitate before going for my fly. She unzipped it and reached in for my cock. She pulled it out and then giggled and snorted again. “See? If I was really being sexy, this would be much harder.” She lifted it up with one finger and then she let it fall down, limp on my pants.  
 
    I laughed nervously again.  
 
    “Keep snapping photos,” she said. 
 
    So I rose up my camera and continued to snap shots. She grabbed her tits again and squeezed them. Then she grabbed her top and pulled it down, over her rack, exposing the red lace of her bra. Her tits were huge. She unclasped her bra in the front and then pulled the cups aside, letting her amazing jugs fall loose. Her nipples were perky. She grabbed them between her thumbs and pointer fingers and gently rolled them, making them harder and perkier. Then she looked down at my cock. “Still not doing it, huh?” she said. I kept snapping photos. I could feel my cock throbbing and getting harder, but apparently it wasn’t enough for her.  
 
    She stood up with her heeled feet planted on either side of my chest. She hiked up her skirt and then she pulled her panties aside, exposing her plump and moist cunt. A small part of me was disappointed when a small cock didn’t flop out. She slipped two fingers between her plump lips and she started to rub. She giggled and let another little snort slip. “What about this?” she said. She rubbed fast, squirming slightly as she began to moan. I kept snapping pictures. She looked down at my cock again. “Better?” 
 
    I nodded my head. I changed my point of focus from her face to her dripping pussy.  
 
    She sat back down, rubbing her moist cunt on my abdomen, leaving a wet streak as she got herself repositioned over my erection. She used her right hand to stand my cock upright, and then she pushed it easily into her warm, wet hole. She started bouncing. “Am I naughty?” she asked.  
 
    I took a deep breath. It felt good, but it could feel better. I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her up, until my cock flopped out from her wet hole. Then I pulled her back down, closer towards me, so her asshole was lined up with my dick. She giggled nervously. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “You’ll like it,” I said, lining my throbbing tip up with her tight back door.  
 
    Her face was suddenly red. “I’ve never taken it up there before,” she said.  
 
    “You’ll like it,” I said again. And then I pulled her down by the hips, thrusting up with my hips. It took a second to penetrate. She gasped as soon as my tip was inside of her. I let a long, deep sigh out. Her eyes were closed tight and she was biting her lip hard. Her asshole was being stretched for the first time ever—it probably hurt a little bit, but I knew she would get used to it. I sunk my cock a little bit deeper. I loved the feeling of her tight anal walls throbbing against my cock. I let my head rest back and I closed my eyes and I imagined Jenn was sitting on my cock, with her ball sack and cock resting on my pelvis. I imagined my dick was sinking deeper and deeper into her tight trap hole. I let a sigh of my own slip through my lips.  
 
    “It hurts,” Kyla said as she continued to take more and more of my hard dick.  
 
    “Just give it a minute,” I said, hoping she would quiet up. Her voice was ruining my fantasy. I couldn’t picture Jenn as long as Kyla was talking.  
 
    Kyla squirmed and sunk deeper. She let a pained moan slip and then she planted the palms of her hands against my chest. Suddenly she was the one pulling her ass up and dropping it down, doing all of the work, stroking my shaft with her tight asshole. It felt nice. I closed my eyes and brought that image of Jenn back into my head. I imagined her cock getting harder and harder, lifting up off of my pelvis, dancing from side to side with every penetration. I imagined a bout of pre-cum oozing out from her erect cock.  
 
    And then Kyla started to moan. “Oh God, it’s so tight,” she said, taking me away from my fantasy. Her pussy was dripping warm juice onto my pelvis. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend like it was pre-cum—but there was just too much for it to be pre-cum, so I imagined Jenn was coming: a seemingly endless amount of warm cum, emptying out onto my pelvis. With my eyes still closed, I reached down and wiped that warm moisture up my abdomen, to my chest. Her asshole clenched my cock hard and she groaned again.  
 
    “Fucking take it,” I said, reaching for her hips and pulling her down hard.  
 
    “Oh God,” she cried again, once again erasing that image of Jenn from my mind. I strained to bring that image back, but now Kyla was becoming too vocal. “I love the feeling of your fucking cock throbbing in my asshole. Oh God, it feels good. Fuck my little asshole. Fuck my slutty little butt!” It was sexy, but not as sexy as Jenn. I couldn’t stop thinking about how I wasted my chance to fuck a beautiful trap. I couldn’t stop thinking about how badly I wished Jenn were there with me and not this eighteen year old slut who was skipping her last period class for this pointless photo shoot.  
 
    “I’m coming!” she yelled, and then a bout of warm fluid splashed down my lower half. She was a squirter in a big way. She squirmed and groaned and clenched two handfuls of my chest.  And it was enough to make me come, deep in her asshole. She yelped and then giggled and snorted as she felt my hot load filling her up deep. Once I was empty, she stood up and reached around back to catch my creampie with her hand. “Oh my God, there’s so much!” she said as it pooled into the palm of her hand, out from her gaping asshole.  
 
    I forced a smile as a cold tingle ran down my spine. My trap fantasy was more overwhelming than ever before. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I couldn’t stop hating myself for not making a move on Jenn. I needed to see her again. I needed to get her alone one more time, so that I wouldn’t end up with a lifetime of regret.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I started by searching the Internet again for those pictures, to see if she ever ended up using them. My search once again turned up no results. All of my anxiety from the week before came back to me. She probably hated the photos and she probably didn’t want to hear from me again. But I knew if I didn’t try, I would regret not trying forever.  
 
    So I wrote up an e-mail. “Hey Jenn, it’s Michael. Hope things are going well for you, and I hope you liked the pictures. I was wondering if you wanted to do another shoot. I’ve got a few ideas in my head and thought you might be interested. Okay, let me know!” I sent the message before I even read it over. And then I read it over and cringed at how stupid and desperate I sounded.  
 
    I couldn’t pry myself away from my computer. I kept refreshing my inbox, hoping her response would come quickly. It was 2019—everyone got their e-mail to their phone, and everyone had their phone on them at all times. So why wasn’t she replying right away? Surely she’d read the message, right? I paced around my apartment, feeling stupider and stupider, and then finally I heard the ding of my e-mail inbox. I rushed over to my computer.  
 
    “Hi Michael,” said Jenn. “The shoot was fun. Like I said, I really love the photos. But I’m out of town at the moment and not sure when I’ll be back. Cheers!” My heart sank into my stomach. It was an obvious rejection. Who leaves town without knowing when they’ll be back? And why wouldn’t she add something like, ‘I’ll let you know when I’m back so we can shoot again,’ unless she just didn’t want to see me again.  
 
    Did I make her uncomfortable during our shoot? Or did she really just hate my photos?  
 
    I went to my bed and planted my face into my pillow. I wanted to shout. I should have made a move. I shouldn’t have ended our session so abruptly. I should have spent more time processing each photo. Maybe she was expecting more than just twelve shots—maybe I should have sent her twenty-four, or even a hundred. Or maybe I just needed to accept the fact that she wasn’t interested in me.  
 
    It was later that night, after lots of anxious theorizing, when I decided to casually search through the Internet to see if there really was such a thing as a tranny escort website. Sure enough, there was, and it was shockingly easy to find. As I entered the page, I was overwhelmed by pictures of surprisingly pretty girls, though none of them were terribly convincing. They all tried to hide their big Adam’s apples with choker necklaces. But nothing could hide their broad shoulders. 
 
    Some of the girls were more convincing than others. And some were horribly unconvincing, though I assume there is a market for that. I was just curious to see if I could find a girl to satisfy my trap fantasy, which had only been getting worse and worse since my photo shoot with Jenn. I searched through pages and pages of girls. I couldn’t believe how many there were in my town: hundreds. Had I seen any of these girls out on the streets before? Had I flirted with them before? Had any of them ever asked to do a TFP shoot? 
 
    It was on the eighth page of results when I froze. On my screen was a picture that I took, of Jenn on the hotel bed. The image was cropped, which explained why it didn’t show up when I searched it on Google. Or maybe the tranny escort website blocked Google’s image search.  
 
    As I clicked on her profile, I noticed my hand was shaking. So my craziest theory was true: Jenn actually just needed the pictures for her escort website. She was selling herself online, and her rates weren’t even that bad. For two hundred bucks, I could have her and her slippery cock for an hour. I stared at that screen for fifteen minutes, flicking through those pictures that I took, and a few others that she took with her own camera phone. In one shot, she was naked and holding her hand in front of her cock, with her other arm over her tits. Her skin looked smooth and buttery. I suddenly remembered the smell of that amazing perfume she was wearing. I suddenly remembered that warm glimmer in her eyes when she smiled for the camera. 
 
    How could she have been a prostitute? She was too gentle and sweet and innocent. Even once she’d had a few drinks, she was still timid—almost too timid for being a model, never mind sleeping with strangers.  
 
    I stared at her profile for a long time as my mind spun around in circles. My heart was racing, and it took a few minutes before I realized why: I was considering buying her. I could afford her, no problem, and I knew she was in my area. I kept telling myself that I couldn’t do it—I couldn’t sleep with a prostitute, but my heart just continued to pound because I just couldn’t convince myself.  
 
    It was easy to come up with reasons why I should do it: she was affordable, I knew she was convincing and beautiful, I’d always wanted to sleep with a pretty trap… But there was another reason: I nearly tried to sleep with her when I had her in the hotel room. And what difference did it make if I had slept with her in that hotel room versus sleeping with her over an arranged date? At the end of the day, I was still sleeping with a transgender prostitute.  
 
    My mind was spinning so quickly and everything became a blur, as if I was nearly blackout drunk, unsure of how I got from one place to another. The next thing I remember, I was typing out an e-mail from a newly created e-mail address, with a fake name of course. I would have stopped myself had I been in the right state of mind, but the next thing I remember is checking my outgoing mail to see that the e-mail was there, sent, waiting to be read by the trap hooker I desperately wanted to sleep with.  
 
    And then I was in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, waiting for my computer to ding, worried that I wouldn’t hear it over the sound of my heart pounding against my ribcage. I’d just messaged a transgender prostitute, asking if she was available. Was I insane? At some point in the past few days I’d lost my mind, though I couldn’t pinpoint when exactly.  
 
    I’m not sure when I finally fell asleep. I wasn’t asleep for long before a crack of sunlight crept into the room to wake me up. And even though I’d hardly had any sleep, I sprung from my bed and bolted over to my computer. I saw the bold letters of an unread message, and it was from Jenn, who went by ‘Trisha’ when she was turning tricks.  
 
    “I’d love to meet up with you. Are you free tonight? I’ve got my whole night free,” she wrote. And I wrote back quickly, with many typos as my hands trembled across the keyboard.  
 
    “Tonight works. I can swing by around 8 PM.”  
 
    This time she replied quickly, as if she was at her computer when the e-mail reached her inbox. “8 PM works. I’m at the Berggren Hotel on 4th, room 301. See you there.”  
 
    I stood up and realized my legs were trembling even more intensely than my hands. A cold sweat bathed the back of my neck. I had a date with a trap prostitute. I had a date with one of the most beautiful girls I’d ever seen—definitely the most beautiful trap I’d ever seen. But was I really going to go through with it? Could I really sleep with a girl who slept with men for a living? Could I really sleep with a chick who was technically not a chick at all? What if I suddenly panicked once the pants were off? What if she became offended that I used a fake name and that I tracked her down? Could she sleep with me knowing I knew her true identity?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I couldn’t believe I was actually standing at that door, after a long day of pacing around my apartment with the worst anxiety I’d ever felt in my life. So many times I managed to convince myself that it was a bad idea—there was even a moment of relief when I finally sat down on my couch, convinced that I wasn’t going to show up at that hotel. I’m not sure when that relief fluttered away and I ended up back on my feet, pacing up and down the hallway. I couldn’t not do it. I knew that I was never going to feel satisfied until I gave it a try. I knew that Jenn would always be on that website, available for me whenever I was ready, so it made no sense to delay the inevitable.  
 
    I raised up my fist to knock on the door. The skin on my hand was white, and the skin on my face was probably just as white. I don’t know how I mustered up the courage to knock on that door—though maybe it wasn’t courage at all. Maybe it was just absurd stupidity. I still didn’t know how I managed to convince myself to show up for that date. I don’t know how I managed to get dressed in my best clothes, make the trip down to the ATM, and then travel across town to my date with a well-hung prostitute. 
 
    I could hear her heels tapping as she approached the door. I could still turn around and run. I wanted to run but now my legs were frozen, my joints stiff. I tried to take a deep breath of air into my lungs but my lungs were also stiff. So all I could do was stand there with a terrified look on my face as she slowly pulled that door open.  
 
    And then somehow I managed to force a smile. “Hi,” I said, showing too much teeth. 
 
    I watched as her expression dropped and her eyes became wide. “M—Michael?” she said.  
 
    I slowly nodded my head. I hadn’t come up with a good excuse as to why I tracked her down and used a fake name. I knew it would look weird and maybe even creepy. I probably should have used some of my free time that day to come up with some sort of excuse—but what could I have said? What sequence of words could have made her feel relaxed, and not like a crazed photographer was stalking her?  
 
    She stepped aside and said, “Come on in,” with a timid voice. I entered the room slowly and looked around. I’d shot in that hotel before, so I was familiar with the layout of the rooms. In fact, I was pretty sure I’d shot in that very hotel room before, with another model—who sucked my cock on the very bed I was now looking at.  
 
    “Do you want something from the mini bar or anything?” she asked me as she awkwardly skirted by me. She was clearly uncomfortable, and I should have seen it coming. Why did I want this? Why did I want to sleep with a girl who would obviously be uncomfortable with the idea of sleeping with me? Was I actually insane? Was I actually a perverted stalker?  
 
    “I’m okay,” I said, taking off my coat and gently placing it on the back of the desk chair. “I’ve shot in this room before.” I don’t know why I said it—maybe just because it was the only sentence my mind could muster. 
 
    “It’s a nice room,” she said with a forced smile.  
 
    And then I found myself staring at her, into her eyes, trying to think of something else to say. I was still trying to come up with that excuse, but at this point it was obvious that I didn’t have an excuse. “So you’re a working girl,” I said, and then I regretted saying it. It didn’t matter what I said—I would have regretted saying anything. I was regretting everything already. I hated that I was still standing in that room.  
 
    “I guess so,” she said, looking down at her heeled feet. And that’s when I realized she was wearing the same outfit we shot in: the poofy lace dress with the sheer chest and arms, the black choker, and the lacy cat ears. She was even wearing the same costume jewellery, and that same intoxicating perfume. I got a good whiff of it as she skirted by me again on her way to the mini bar. She pulled out a small bottle of whiskey and took a big swig, straight from the bottle. I didn’t blame her—I could have used a swig of it—though I wished she would have taken a swig of something a bit more feminine than whiskey. I didn’t need the reminder that I was in a room with a biologically male prostitute. “Should we just get right to it then?” she asked. 
 
    And I wasn’t sure how to respond. I still wasn’t sure I even wanted to fuck her. I mean—I did want to fuck her, but not under the circumstances. I certainly didn’t want to sleep with a girl who didn’t want to sleep with me. But at this point, what other choice did I have? I’d come this far. I’d made her keep her entire night clear. She probably needed the money… Maybe I could just give her the money and leave, and then pretend like this night never happened. It wasn’t a ton of money—nothing I would miss too seriously.  
 
    But if I left, then that lingering curiosity would never go away. I had to go through with it. I had to sleep with Jenn—or Trisha, or whatever her name was.  
 
    I walked over to the bed. I took a deep breath as I pulled my shirt over my head, leaving my chest exposed. Jenn walked up behind me and reached around my body. She pressed the palms of her hands against my chest and began to rub. “What are you doing?” I asked, suddenly tense. 
 
    “Massage is part of the package,” she said. So I let her go on. I didn’t want to throw a wrench into her routine. I looked down and watched as her hands moved in sensual circles, slowly up and down my torso. It felt kind of nice until I started to stare closer at those hands and think about the fact they really belonged to a man. I closed my eyes and tried to picture her face. But the only image that came to my mind was her cock. 
 
    But that’s exactly why I was there, was it not? If she were just a regular biological woman, I wouldn’t have been in that hotel room. I wouldn’t endure this much anxiety for some boring male-female sex. Or maybe I would still have gone through with it—maybe I was there for Jenn and not for what Jenn had between her legs.  
 
    Her massaging hands managed to get my belt undone without me noticing. She was skilled with her hands, well worth the money. Her fingertips were starting to tease their way down the front of my pants, underneath the elastic waistband of my boxer shorts. I closed my eyes again. I could feel those fingers worming down across my pubic bone, towards my shaft. “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked before opening my eyes. 
 
    She paused. “Do you not?” she asked. The tension in the room was terrible. I could already tell that this was going to be something I regretted. I was literally paying money to have a regret that would probably stick with me for the rest of my life. “It’s your money,” she added. 
 
    “I want to,” I said, and I felt like I had more to say, but the words didn’t come. So she resumed her routine, pressing her hands down further. I felt her fingertips slipping onto the shaft of my cock. My heart stuttered and I took a sharp breath in. 
 
    She took a step closer, pressing her body against mine. “Oh, I forgot,” she said, suddenly stepping away from me, taking her warm body and hands with her. I looked back at her and watched as she tapped something on her phone. I suddenly had a terrible thought in my head: what if Jenn was a cop? What if this was all a big sting operation? What if she was now alerting her squad, telling them to move in? I felt dizzy and faint. 
 
    And then some soft music came on. She’d used her phone to turn on a Bluetooth speaker. She placed the phone down and walked back over to me, putting her hands right back to where they were: one on my chest, one pressed down the front of my boxers. And now she was swaying to the music, rubbing her body against mine. I could feel the tickle of her black lace, and I could feel the slight bulge of her chest—or maybe I just imagined that bulge. Maybe I just wanted there to be a bulge, so I wouldn’t feel like I was fooling around with a man. She wasn’t a man—she was a beautiful woman. She just happened to have a cock.  
 
    The image of that cock was suddenly back in my head—and I could feel the bulge between her legs rubbing against my bum, through her skirt. That bulge was real. I knew I wasn’t imagining it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    She had her fingers wrapped around my cock now. She was massaging expertly. It felt good, but everything about it still felt wrong. I didn’t care that she was a trap—but I hated that she was being paid. Would she fool around with me if I didn’t give her money? Probably not. I was just a sleazy John, just another pervert she had to put up with so that she could make a living. She was probably hoping I would come quickly so that she could get on with her night—get in the shower and forget I ever existed. Hell, she probably wished I would drop dead so she wouldn’t have to go through with the paid romp. 
 
    At least that’s what I thought, and then I felt something move: her cock. It suddenly felt harder, and I was pretty sure I could feel it throbbing, even through her panties and skirt and my pants and boxer shorts. She was getting hard—faster than me. Was she more aroused than me? Or had she taken a pill before I arrived? Maybe she had to take pills in order to get it up with perverts like me—or maybe she was really attracted to me… 
 
    I looked back at her, over my shoulder. Her cheeks were red. Her eyes were heavy and lethargic. She was gently biting her bottom lip. I was no body language expert, but it certainly looked like she was aroused. Or maybe she was just a very good actor. Surely acting is a skill that every successful prostitute needs to have, right?  
 
    But surely no actor can get a stiffy without actually feeling aroused—how could that be fake? Unless she took a pill—but the timing was just too perfect. It couldn’t have been an erection from a pill. 
 
    Suddenly, my cock was rock hard, throbbing in her tight grip. She wasn’t just massaging anymore. Now she was tugging and stroking. Her fingernails were gently digging into the skin of my chest. And she was rock hard against my bum. I carefully reached back and pulled up the skirt of her dress, so there was less between her and me. I wiggled down my pants and boxers, so her warm rob was bare against my skin. I liked the way it felt. I liked the way it made my heart race. And I was pretty sure I could feel her heart racing against my back as she continued to sway to the music.  
 
    “You’re my first,” she said without prompt.  
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “You’re my first client.” She continued to sway, still tugging my cock up and down. 
 
    “How is that possible?” I asked. I didn’t believe her. Surely she was just lying to me. She probably told all of her first time clients the same thing, to make them feel more comfortable and excited.  
 
    “No one’s messaged me. You were the first.”  
 
    “That’s hard to believe. You were by far the most convincing girl on that site.” I realized how creepy that sounded once I said it. Now she probably thought that I was a frequent user of prostitute websites—not that it made any difference.   
 
    “Maybe that’s the problem,” she said with her cute little laugh. “Maybe no one actually believed that I’m trans.”  
 
    She tightened her grip on my cock and I felt her cock twitch. She let a little moan slip out from her lips. I became tense, suddenly overwhelmed by the same euphoria that had hit her. “You’re big,” she said.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said. I nearly said ‘I get that a lot’, but I managed to stop myself.  
 
    But I couldn’t stop my next urge: to reach around and feel her erection. I still hadn’t looked at it. I still wasn’t entirely convinced that it was real. But once my fingers were around that warm, throbbing shaft, all of that uncertainty vanished. The cock in my hand was real, and it was really hard. I looked back and down. She was all shaved, so her cock looked big, even though it wasn’t even as big as mine. Her tip was a shade of pink and there was a wet glimmer dribbling out from the tip.  
 
    “Do you want to suck it?” she asked with a timid voice.  
 
    I didn’t answer. I was too afraid to answer. I just spun around and slowly dropped down to my knees. I’d never sucked a cock before. I’d never even touched one that wasn’t my own. But I wanted to do it. I had to do it. I grabbed it, aimed it down, and I opened my lips. First, I stuck out my tongue for a little taste. I ran the tip of my tongue across the tip of her cock, tasting that little wet dribble. It was salty, but not off-putting. She moaned slightly.  
 
    I watched it throb for a moment, and then I leaned forward, allowing it into my mouth. I closed my eyes as it slid down the length of my tongue, towards the back of my throat. I closed my lips firmly around her girth and I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly. It wasn’t gross like I was half-expecting. It was actually strangely satisfying, the way it sat perfectly on the flat of my tongue. I liked the feeling of her veins pulsating against my tongue and the insides of my cheeks. I especially loved the feeling of her fingers nestling into my hair as she began to gently thrust herself back and forth, using my head like a glorified sex toy.  
 
    I stopped bobbing and let her take over. She had her eyes closed and her head tilted back. Her lips were parted and moaning. I couldn’t believe how hard she was. Her foreskin was stretched far back—as far as it could possibly go. I used one of my hands to cradle her ball sack. I gently pulled on it, stretching it downwards. I loved the way her testicles swelled and contracted warmly in the palm of my hand.  
 
    She started thrusting harder and harder, gripping my hair tighter. Her tip was pushing into the back of my throat, but I managed not to gag—though drool was beginning to dribble out the corner of my lips, down my cheeks. My own cock was pressed firmly against my abdomen, throbbing intensely. I’d never been more aroused in my life. I loved sucking her cock. I loved massaging her ball sack. She didn’t even stop me when I reached around and began to push a finger into her butthole.  
 
    She pulled out suddenly. She was breathing heavily and quickly. A strand of saliva connected her tip to my lips. “Everything okay?” I asked with a pounding heart. 
 
    “I nearly came in your mouth,” she said.  
 
    “I wouldn’t mind,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t want to be done yet,” she said with dark red cheeks.  
 
    “Fuck me in the ass,” I said. And then I felt the colour drain from my face. Did I just say that? Did those words just escape my lips?  
 
    “Are you sure?” she asked. 
 
    I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I was shocked into silence. Some sort of foreign presence had entered my body and was now in control. Instead of replying, I climbed up onto the bed and I laid myself flat on my stomach. It was only a few seconds later when she climbed up on top of me, her lacy skirt teasing across my skin as she got herself positioned. I felt her warm cock slap down between my butt cheeks. Her knees were planted firmly at my hips and her bum was pressed down on my thighs.  
 
    “Have you ever done this before?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” I managed to say.  
 
    “It might hurt a bit then,” she said.  
 
    I didn’t reply. I was ready for it. I was ready to feel her warm throbbing pushing down inside of my body. I couldn’t wait to feel her cock stretching out my asshole. I wanted to feel her sticky cum filling up my tight hole. I needed it.  
 
    She lined her tip up with my hole. She was gentle at first, carefully mashing herself down until her tip penetrated slightly. Then she paused, waiting for my body to relax. I was biting down on my tongue, trying my best to stay relaxed and unclenched.  
 
    She sunk in deeper, at least an inch. I clenched again but then I managed to relax after she stopped for a second. “Don’t stop,” I said suddenly. “I don’t want you to stop. Just fuck me. Use me like a sex doll.” My heart was pounding harder than ever before. My cock was so hard—it was drooling all over those hotel bed sheets. 
 
    She didn’t reply. She just started pushing in. And she was right—it hurt, but I managed not to scream. I just bit down on my tongue and kept my face pressed firmly into the pillow. I squirmed a bit and then I began to groan and moan. But she kept pushing until her pelvis was pressed against my ass. “You’re so tight,” she said. But I couldn’t reply. 
 
    She started to thrust in and out, slowly at first. The pain was intense. I felt like my asshole was being stretched as wide as a coke can, but I knew it wasn’t that bad. Her cock was big, but it wasn’t that big. “Fuck,” I finally groaned, but she didn’t stop. Good—I didn’t want her stop.  
 
    Her hands gripped my waist tightly. She clenched her knees tight against my hips, holding me from squirming. She came down hard with loud slaps. The pain was finally starting to go away, being replaced by a swirling euphoria—the euphoria I knew I would feel. I could feel every inch of her throbbing dick inside of my body. I could feel her bulbous tip exploring my back door, pushing against my prostate, making my legs tremble. There was a nice tingle in the tip of my cock.  
 
    “Oh God, it feels so good,” I moaned. There were tears in my eyes, pooling on the pillow.  
 
    I gripped two handfuls of bed sheets. I pulled them hard, still squirming and groaning. She was coming down hard now—and fast, fucking me like I was her dirty whore. God, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted her to last forever—but I could already feel her cock bloating up. I could hear her straining to hold back her cumshot. I knew she wasn’t far—I knew she wouldn’t last long. But I didn’t realize I wouldn’t last long, even though I wasn’t even touching myself. 
 
    I could feel a warm pooling between my legs. It took a moment for me to realize I was feeling cum—my own cum. She was making me have an orgasm. She was pressing against the perfect spot in my asshole. I screamed out and began to tremble, and that warm puddle continued to grow. And then I felt another warmth, deep inside of my ass. She was coming, filling me up deep. A big smile crossed my face and I felt more satisfaction than I’d ever felt in my life.  
 
    But it was short lived. Once my cock was finally empty, a new thought came into my head: she was a prostitute. After this night, she was going to go and find new guys to fuck, new guys to fuck her. She wasn’t mine. She would probably feel the same euphoria with other guys—and that made me sad. I wanted her to be mine. I wanted to be hers.  
 
    “Don’t do it,” I said as she stepped back and grabbed a tissue to wipe her cock.  
 
    She looked at me with wide eyes. “Do what?” she asked. 
 
    “This—don’t be a prostitute—or an escort, or whatever you call it. Don’t do it.”  
 
    A slight smile crossed her face. “I have to.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I need the money,” she said.  
 
    “Get a different job.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say,” she said. “You’ve got a skill that you can turn into work. I don’t have that. The only special thing I’ve got is this cock.”  
 
    “You’re beautiful,” I said. 
 
    “That’s not a skill,” she said. 
 
    “Are you kidding me? Do you know how much money photographers like me pay to shoot beautiful models? I know models who charge a thousand dollars an hour—and they get more work than they can handle.”  
 
    I watched as a glimmer grew in her eyes. But it disappeared quickly. “But I’m no model. You saw me the other day.” 
 
    “You were one of the best models I’ve ever worked with. You just need a portfolio and a bit of experience.”  
 
    And that glimmer returned again: maybe she didn’t have to sell herself for money—at least not sexually.  
 
    My heart was pounding. I sprung to my feet and then I felt her warm cum dribbling out of my gaping asshole. “We can do a bunch of shoots and get a portfolio going. I’ll make some calls to photographer friends, so you can get some more experience. I even know some runway guys who need new faces. It’s easy—all you have to do is walk up and down a runway. There’s a certain way you have to walk, but you can figure that out with YouTube or whatever, I’m sure of it. And hell, you can stay with me until you’re established,” I said. “And, I don’t know, maybe you can stick around. Just don’t go back to this—don’t let strangers have their way with you. There are creeps out there, and some of them will hurt you. Be a model—you’ll be a great model.”  
 
    She stared into my eyes with a conflicted smile, like she wasn’t sure if I was pulling her leg or not. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “Those pictures I took of you were some of the best pictures I’ve ever taken. You’ll blow up fast. You have to believe me.”  
 
    “No—I mean, I can really stay with you?” 
 
    “I’d love it if you stayed with me,” I said. “I’ve only got the one bed though, so I hope you don’t mind sleeping with me.”  
 
    Her smile grew. She tried to hide it with her hand, as if she was embarrassed by how happy she was. “Okay, I guess I can give it a shot.” 
 
    I bit down hard on my tongue in an attempt to hide my own smile. I couldn’t wait to get started. There were so many shoots I wanted to do with her, and there was so much I wanted to do with her in the bedroom. I now had my very own pretty model, and maybe a sexy trap girlfriend on top of it.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SISSY HYPNO 
 
    Kent is a regular ladies man, until he has his confidence rattled when a beautiful blonde mistakes him for a woman. Now he’s desperate to get his confidence back and he’s willing to do anything. 
 
    So when he overhears a conversation in a club about a series of tapes called ‘The Sissy Hypno Tapes’, he’s intrigued. Apparently very few men can listen to all of them without losing touch with their manhood. Kent downloads the tapes as soon as he’s home, ready to prove that he’s more of a man than all of the poor souls who lost themselves because of some silly recordings.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Kent was a man and he was very proud of that fact. He went running almost every morning, worked almost every day, and he always spent his Friday nights in bars, picking up women. Usually he was successful with his pickup attempts, but sometimes he ended up with cold drinks being splashed on his face. “Toxic masculinity,” was the term the angry women used—or sometimes they would call him a ‘misogynist’. Kent liked both—he liked to be reminded that he was a manly man. And he was sure that his manliness was indestructible.  
 
    Though he was missing a few manly features. Women were always telling him that he had the best eyelashes. “I would kill to have eyelashes like yours,” they would say—a sentence Kent squirmed at the mere thought of. Also, one time a guy slapped Kent on the ass in a bar, thinking he was a woman from behind. Kent ended up beating the man up—and smashing a chair on the man’s back—before being kicked out and banned from the bar. But unfortunately, Kent did have a slender build, and he wasn’t quite as tall as his friends.  
 
    Kent was a busy guy. He didn’t have time to go pump iron at the gym. He worked ten hours each day, sometimes more, and then he still had to make time for his morning runs and his bar hopping and the other hobbies that probably deserved more time than they got. He never understood how men could spend hours in the gym every day. Where did they find the time?  
 
    Kent was out with his friend, Andrew, when he saw a beautiful blonde standing at the street corner, waiting for the light to change. Andrew saw her at the same moment, and both men were stopped in their tracks. She looked familiar, though Kent couldn’t figure out why. She had long, smooth legs, which looked even longer thanks to her tiny skirt and tall heels. She wore a white crop top that would have been translucent under the right light—and Kent was praying for that light now. Her lips were plump but light, like a nice slab of Angel food cake, and her eyes were big like they belonged on some anime character. “Look at that,” Andrew said after a moment of complete silence.  
 
    “Look at that,” Kent replied.  
 
    “Think I’ll ever meet a girl like that?” Andrew asked as he scratched the hairs on his chin. Andrew was recently divorced and back on the hunt for a new partner. He’d asked Kent the same question about a dozen times over the past week, but never because of a girl like the blonde standing in front of them now.  
 
    “No,” Kent said bluntly. “Not unless you go meet this one right now.”  
 
    He looked over at Andrew and saw that his face was turning a dark shade of red. His body looked tense and uncomfortable, as if the mere suggestion of approaching the beauty was unheard of. “W—What?” Andrew said, stuttering like a terrified teenager.  
 
    “Go talk to her. I don’t see any rings on her fingers.”  
 
    “I’m probably not her type.”  
 
    “How could you know?” Kent said with a big smirk. He liked watching his friend squirm. He liked feeling like the cool one, the calm one, the one that didn’t become red at the sight of a beautiful woman. Kent knew women—he knew how to talk to them and he knew how to seduce them, and they were all the same: beautiful or not. This blonde may have been particularly beautiful, but she was still just a woman, still just an easy target. “Just go and say hi. If she rejects you, who cares?”  
 
    Andrew looked over at Kent. His face was dark red now. “Why don’t you go talk to her if you think you’re such a big man,” he said. 
 
    Kent was tempted to freeze up, but he fought back the urge. He had to stay loose and cool. He wanted to impress his friend and prove how macho he could be, even though Andrew already knew how macho Kent could be. Andrew had been there numerous times when Kent successfully wooed women at the bars. Kent had felt the hand of Andrew patting his back many times, and this time would be no different.  
 
    “Fine,” Kent said, straightening his back and puffing out his chest like a gorilla ready to find his mate. He took a deep breath and then started towards the stunning blonde. He took two steps and then a bus cruised by—and on that bus was a picture of the blonde, posing with almost nothing on her body. She was a model for a big perfume brand—that’s how Kent and Andrew knew her. A cold tingle crawled up Kent’s spine. Maybe this girl wouldn’t be quite as easy as the girls Kent normally hit on at the bars. Maybe this girl was different. 
 
    Kent bit his tongue and powered on. He couldn’t let anxiety take over. He was a man and he had to prove it—even though a TV commercial was now on repeat in his mind: the one where the beautiful blonde sprays the perfume on her mostly naked body as an incredibly well-built stud walks up behind her and kisses her on the neck. Kent was a good-looking guy, but he didn’t look quite like the man in that ad. And now, Kent was wondering if the beautiful blonde and that man fucked after that commercial shoot. She could easily get a man like that—the TV studios apparently seemed to think so. But that was all fake. The actor in that ad was probably a homosexual and not at all interested in the blonde. And all of those muscles weren’t built from working on the farm—they were from tedious hours in the gym. Muscles should be built through work, not through the gym; that’s what Kent thought, anyway. 
 
    Kent stepped up next to the beauty and brushed against her body. He was going to use one of his oldest and truest techniques to start a conversation: leading in with an apology and a smile. But his plan quickly fell apart as soon as the blonde said, in her thick Swedish accent, “Oh, excuse me, miss.” Kent’s heart skipped a beat and then he could feel the blood rushing into his cheeks. Did she just say miss? Did she think that Kent was a woman?  
 
    Kent looked into the woman’s eyes and then he watched as she pressed her fingers against her lips. “Oh, I’m sorry. I mean sir. Sorry about that.”  
 
    “I—I’m not a miss,” Kent said, though he wasn’t sure why he said it. He felt so stupid for letting those words slip off of his tongue. An awkward tingle rang through his whole body and then the light turned green. The woman started walking away, leaving Kent on the street corner with one of the worst feelings ever lingering in his gut.  
 
    And then he felt Andrew’s hand pat him on the back, this time out of pity. “Did I hear you tell that woman that you weren’t a woman?” he asked with a big grin in his voice. 
 
    “Screw you,” Kent said, his voice suddenly shaken. He’d been rejected before, many times, but he didn’t mind rejection. This wasn’t rejection. This was something so much more worse than rejection. Kent suddenly felt so small and weak.  
 
    Andrew laughed. “A little bit insecure about our masculinity, are we?”  
 
    Kent spun around and grabbed Andrew by his shirt collar. He pulled him in tight and took a deep breath. “Watch your fucking mouth,” Kent said through tightly clenched teeth. Andrew’s face was suddenly white. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said.  
 
    “Damn right you are,” said Kent as he let go. “I need a beer. Let’s get a beer.” Kent looked around until he spotted the closest pub. And then he started towards it without waiting for Andrew to agree. Andrew followed closely behind like a little dog with terrible separation anxiety.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Andrew had his pity face on, and it wouldn’t go away. Kent kept trying to talk about other things, but that damned face just wouldn’t go away. “Can you wipe that depressing look off of your stupid face please?” Kent finally said after trying to talk about the football that was playing on the big screen across the bar.  
 
    “What face?” Andrew said. 
 
    “You know what face,” said Kent. “So she mistook me as a woman—she didn’t even look at me. She only saw me very briefly from behind. Get over it.”  
 
    “Whatever face you think you’re seeing is in your head. I think you just need to get over it. I was confused for a woman just the other day—that’s why I went and got this haircut,” Andrew said casually, as if being confused for a woman wasn’t that big of a deal. But it was a big deal—it was a huge deal, even if it was just because of a quick glimpse of the back of Kent’s head. What about the hundreds of people who drove past Kent every morning when he was out for his runs? Did they see him from behind and think he was a woman? Had any of them ever checked out his ass, thinking it was a woman’s ass? And when he walked to work—the men walking behind him—were they ever staring at his rear-end, thinking they were staring at a cute girl’s tush? “I don’t look like a woman,” Kent said. 
 
    “Of course you don’t. You just have a small frame. Lots of people have small frames—men and women. I mean, mostly women, but it’s not like it’s a feminine trait or anything. Women have long hair but some men have long hair too.”  
 
    Kent wanted to throw a punch over the table. He couldn’t tell if Andrew was picking on him or if he was just being his usual idiot self… Probably the latter, but that didn’t make it any less annoying. “I don’t have long hair,” said Kent. 
 
    “No, I know,” Andrew said. 
 
    “So what are you saying?” 
 
    Andrew sighed. “I’m saying you need to get over it. Be a little bit more secure about your masculinity. Don’t worry about what other people think.”  
 
    Kent bit down on his tongue—almost hard enough to draw blood. “I’m more secure about my masculinity than anyone you know. That’s what makes this so annoying. I’ve slept with nearly one hundred girls in my life—maybe more than a hundred. And lots of them were hotter than that blonde.” Kent was stretching the truth, but it was for a good cause. He’d slept with nearly one hundred girls, but he knew none of them were super-model-tier like the blonde on that street corner.  
 
    “I know,” said Andrew, nodding his head as he took a long sip from his beer. “So just laugh it off. It happens. Maybe she didn’t have her glasses on or something. Or, like you said, maybe she didn’t even look at you. Maybe she just says ‘miss’ to everyone.” And that urge to punch Andrew in the face came back and had to be repressed again.  
 
    “Maybe we should go out to a bar tonight, and I’ll show you how to pick up a beautiful woman—a hotter woman than that blonde chick,” Kent said, taking a long sip from his own beer, wishing it was twice as strong and twice as fast to enter into his bloodstream.  
 
    “Sure. Sounds good,” said Andrew with that voice full of pity. Kent tried to ignore it. He looked back up at the football game and tried to change the subject again.  
 
    They went their separate ways after their beer. Kent had to shower and shave and make sure he looked his best if he was going to prove to his friend that he could get any girl he wanted—and if he was going to prove that he was a manly man and not some pathetic sissy.  
 
    The plan was to meet up at Roxy at 10:00 PM. It was Friday night, which was the best night for picking up young, pretty girls. In his best clothes, Kent took a cab down to the busy bar and got himself into the line-up a few minutes early. He knew from years of experience that the lines got out of control after 10:00 PM, and he knew exactly how quickly a cab could get him from his house to the popular bar. And he got himself a good spot in line. A few minutes after he arrived, the line-up was already around the block.  
 
    Andrew was running late, which wasn’t unusual. Kent didn’t mind. He liked being alone at the bars. He always assumed he was more approachable when he was by himself. 
 
    And normally, Kent would have used that lonely time to check out the night’s selection of girls. Standing in line was always a good opportunity to make eye-contact with a few different girls, to get on their radars so that making a move would be easier later on. One time Kent even took a girl home before he got to the front of the line—it was easy to do when it was cold out. Girls, dressed in their skimpiest little outfits, are usually quick to hop on the opportunity to go someplace warm, even if that place is a man’s apartment. And the girls in bar line-ups at 10:00 PM are usually already a little bit drunk from pre-drinking with their friends.  
 
    But now, Kent was too afraid to look around. He was worried he would look back and see girls pointing and laughing at him because of his apparently feminine figure. He was afraid he would show his face and people would realize he was a man, and then they would all start laughing. So he kept his gaze down while his heart pounded. Why couldn’t he get over that blonde’s stupid little blunder? Why was he so hung up on the fact she called him ‘miss’? He knew he didn’t look like a miss. He’d picked up nearly one hundred girls in just a few years. Surely they weren’t all sleeping with him because they pitied him, or because they had lesbian fantasies that they were too afraid to act on. Girls liked Kent because he was unapologetically manly.  
 
    Twenty minutes went by and Andrew still was nowhere to be seen. Kent reached the front of the line. “By yourself?” the bouncer asked.  
 
    And Kent felt awkward when he said, “Just me.” The bouncer gave him a sad look and then he let him into the bar. But Kent knew he would rebound. He would shake off the pity, and soon, people would be looking at him with envy.  
 
    He went straight to the crowded bar. He knew he would have to fight his way to the bartender if he was going to get a drink, and that meant bumping into a few people. But what if he bumped into them and they called him ‘miss’? What if some guy decided to cop a feel of his ass while he was leaning over the bar? Kent moved up and down the long bar, trying to find an opening, hoping he wouldn’t have to fight for a spot—but there were no openings. He kept trying for nearly fifteen minutes before giving up.  
 
    And now, he felt vulnerable. No matter what direction he was facing, his back was facing a crowd. And would that crowd think he was a woman? Slowly, he migrated towards the corner of the bar, so he could ensure that his back was only facing a wall, so no one would mistake him for a female. It took a few minutes to make it to the corner, trying not to bump into anyone, and trying not to make eye contact with anyone who might be snickering at his apparently unfortunate figure.  
 
    His heart was pounding. He’d never been like this before: so vulnerable and self-conscious. He wished it would go away. He wished he could be his normal self. He would never pick up a girl with this lousy state of mind.  
 
    He found himself standing with all of the rejects: the guys who were too afraid to talk to girls and too afraid to fight their way to the bar. Kent could feel their negative energy radiating off of their slouched and quiet bodies. There were fifteen of them, but none of them spoke a word. None of them made eye contact. They all had their designated spots on the floor to stare at, and that’s where their gazes stayed. Why were they even at the bar? Were they there with friends? Were they hoping girls would approach them and fire up conversations?  
 
    Kent pulled out his phone and sent Andrew a text message. “Where the hell are you?” he asked. Then he stood with those beta males for the next fifteen minutes while he waited for a reply. The music in the bar seemed louder than usual. The girls seemed prettier—intimidatingly pretty. The men seemed more handsome—far more handsome than Kent, so how could Kent have any chance at all?  
 
    He knew it was all in his head. He knew the crowd was the same and the music was just set to its pre-programmed level. He knew he needed to just slap himself on the face and snap out from his funk, but he just couldn’t do it. That blonde Swedish model ruined his ego. Now he was just praying that the damage wasn’t permanent.  
 
    He couldn’t linger with those beta males for too long. He knew their terrible energy would soon seep into his bones and ruin him for good. So he started to move, around the bar, hoping to find some spark of inspiration—maybe he would make eye-contact with a pretty girl and she would smile and that would be the end of this terrible phase. That’s all he needed: one little smile from a pretty girl.  
 
    He forced his gaze up, off of the floor. Whenever a girl looked his way, he dated his gaze away, and then he forced his gaze back. He managed to make eye contact with a few girls, but he couldn’t manage to smile, so he got nothing in return. So far, his plight was a bust. But he kept trying. 
 
    He made his way back towards the bar. He scanned the crowd and his gaze met with a young blonde who happened to look a little bit like the blonde on the street corner. She gave Kent a nice little smile, and then Kent looked away quickly, his heart pounding. What if that smile wasn’t sincere? What if she was actually smiling while trying not to laugh at his small stature? Kent’s head was suddenly spinning. He was starting to hate himself and his body. Maybe he needed to start spending hours a day in the gym. Maybe he could cut down his hours at work and maybe he could stop going for runs. Surely no one would mistake him for a girl if he had big, thick tree trunk arms, and abs that pushed through whatever tight shirt he wore.  
 
    It wasn’t long before Kent found himself back in the corner of the bar, in the safe comfort of the men who couldn’t look up from the ground. At least they weren’t looking at him and judging him. At least he could understand how they felt.  
 
     And then Kent spotted two guys who seemed happy and confident. They were chatting with each other and laughing. One of the men had a body that wasn’t too different from Kent’s body: short and thin. But he didn’t seem to be having any self-confidence issues. So Kent cautiously approached the duo, hoping to get a taste of their energy so that he could pull himself out from his funk.  
 
    They were talking about football and manly things. Then the smaller man started talking about his job cutting down trees outside of town. “My brother finally dropped out of college,” said the larger of the two men. “He’s finally going to get a job working with his hands like a real man.” Kent kept his distance, but made sure he was close enough to overhear the macho conversation. It was nice, basking in a bit of manliness, refreshing his brain on what it meant to be a man.  
 
    “So your brother is over that phase, huh?” said the smaller man. 
 
    “I think so. He went through that whole deconditioning. It was pretty rough. I still can’t believe that’s a thing.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t believe it had you not told me about it. I had to look it up.” 
 
    “You didn’t try it, did you?”  
 
    “No—of course not. I’m not going to fuck with that mind trickery stuff. I’ve got a good thing going.” 
 
    “Good. Don’t try it. My brother thought he could beat it—thought he was man enough that it wouldn’t affect him.” 
 
    “I like to think that I’m man enough that it wouldn’t affect me, but I’m not about to risk it. I saw all of those pictures of the guys who tried and failed.”  
 
    “Good. Just stay away from it.”  
 
    And Kent was suddenly overwhelmed with curiosity. What were these guys talking about? What did this guy’s brother try that he had to go through some sort of strange deconditioning? So Kent stepped up and nudged himself into the conversation. “Excuse me. Sorry. I just overheard you guys talking, and I was wondering what you were talking about.” It felt good to hear his own voice. It felt good to be able to speak and overcome his awkward and unexpected shyness, even if it was just with two guys.  
 
    The two guys looked at Kent. “His brother,” said the man with Kent’s similar build, “tried to do that sissy hypno test thing, and it ended up screwing up his brain.” 
 
    Kent shook his head. “I don’t know what any of that means.”  
 
    The larger man piped up. “It’s this thing that’s going around. You’re supposed to put headphones on when you go to sleep and listen to this recording. You do it for a week, and if you still call yourself a man at the end of the week, then you’re a real man. But if you end up becoming a sissy, then you lose. Don’t try it though, man. I don’t know anything about you, but from what I’ve heard, everyone loses.”  
 
    Kent shook his head again. “I don’t get it. It’s just a recording?”  
 
    “It’s seven recordings. You listen to one each night, while you sleep. You haven’t heard of this?” 
 
    “No.”  
 
    “Look it up—it’s super fucked up. But don’t do it—whatever you do, don’t try it. You might think it’s funny, but it’s serious.”  
 
    So when Kent got home an hour later, he looked it up. He found a post about it on Reddit. The poster was calling it ‘The ultimate way to test your manliness’. And Kent was intrigued. He read through the post. Essentially, it was just seven five-hour long recordings of a woman’s voice. She apparently starts by talking about how much she likes shopping at the mall, and then the recordings get more and more intense. But the poster didn’t say how they got more intense. “But you’ll be asleep, and you won’t remember any of it.”  
 
    Kent downloaded the first five-hour recording and played a bit of it. It seemed harmless: literally just a girl with a British accent talking about how she likes trying on different pairs of shoes. “That’s it?” Kent said aloud. Then he found a website full of people who failed—and they were happy that they failed. “I’m so glad I did the test. I love my new sissy life.” They would post pictures of themselves all dolled up in women’s clothing and makeup. It was a terrifying sight—and Kent was sure that it was fake. There was no way a recording could turn a sane straight man into that. It must have been a farce. The site must have been fake—made by a bunch of kids as a joke. When Kent was a kid, kids would dare each other to go into a dark bathroom, look in the mirror, and say “Bloody Mary” three times. And everyone would chicken out. This was probably no different.  
 
    But then what were those guys talking about in the bar? The deconditioning websites were real. There was even a facility in New Hampshire that offered a ‘Ten Day Sissy Hypno Deconditioning Retreat’. And it certainly looked real. The site was full of pictures and testimonies. It seemed like too much work for a simple little gag.  
 
    So if it was real, was it really the ultimate test of one’s manliness? If Kent could listen to all seven recordings over the next week and still be happy as a straight, normal man, did that mean that he was truly a manly man, no matter what any Swedish models said to him on the street?  
 
    Kent grabbed a pair of headphones and went off to bed with his computer by his side. He was tired and pretty sure he would fall asleep immediately. He started the recording and then he closed his eyes. He figured he could just stop the test if he was feeling like it was actually affecting his mind. But he was positive that he would wake up in the morning feeling no different than how he felt right now. Hell, he might even wake up feeling better about his masculinity. 
 
    “My favourite store in the mall is Saks 5th Avenue. They have the cutest shoes, though I can’t afford any of them. I dated a rich guy a few years ago who would buy me whatever I wanted. He bought me the most adorable pair of Manolo Blahniks. They’re black with a red lining. Oh my God, you would drool if you saw them. They look so cute when I wear a little black skirt. I’m always catching guys staring at my legs.”  
 
    Kent laughed at the ridiculousness of the recording. And then, within two minutes of the mindless blabber, he was asleep.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    When he woke up, the recording was over. He sat up and pulled the headphones out from his ears and then he yawned and stretched out his arms. He felt better. Right away he remembered the incident on the street corner with the beautiful blonde Swedish woman, but now it didn’t seem like such a big deal. Andrew was probably right: she probably didn’t even look at him before saying it.  
 
    He stood up and looked down at his computer. He saw that the recording had reached its end, probably around 5:00 AM. He felt no different. He didn’t feel like he wanted to go to the mall to buy shoes, and he still wasn’t even sure what Manolo Blahniks even were. So he smiled, feeling like he’d successfully overcame the first of the sissy hypno challenges. He was one step closer to being a manly man in the eyes of all of the men who were terrified of these silly recordings. In fact, he was looking forward to the night so he could power through another recording and feel even more macho.  
 
    He had a smile on his face as he went to brush his teeth and shave and shower. In the shower, the pressure from the warm water made his cock hard, and it seemed like a good opportunity to rub one out before starting his Saturday, which he had free.  
 
    He closed his eyes and pictured that blonde Swedish babe, mostly naked, and glistening with warm, feminine sweat. In his imagination he stepped up behind her and gently cupped her soft breasts. If he couldn’t fuck her in real life, he could at least masturbate to the thought of her sucking his cock. So in his imagination, she sunk down to her knees and started to suck his long, throbbing erection. She was great with her tongue, slurping along his throbbing shaft, bobbing her head quickly, getting the tip of his cock down her throat without gagging.  
 
    She had a hand between her thighs. She was rubbing her clit in fast circles, moaning slightly as fluid began to dribble out of her, dripping off of her dangling labia.  
 
    Kent could feel his orgasm quickly approaching. He tightened his grip on his cock and started beating it faster. He took a deep breath in and then he let a long, relaxed breath of air out. “Suck it,” he whispered as he pumped faster and faster. “C’mon, suck it.”  
 
    The beauty bobbed her head fast in his mind. She pressed her lips firmly around his girth and spit began to dribble out the sides of her lips. Then she reached a hand around to Kent’s rear and she began to press a finger into his butthole. She pressed it in deep and then she began to thrust it in and out. It felt strangely nice, making Kent’s cock even harder—towering high and throbbing more intensely than ever before. “Shit,” Kent muttered, strangely aroused by the fun little addition.  
 
    She pressed her finger in to the knuckle and then Kent spewed warm cum into her mouth. He couldn’t hold on any longer. The euphoria was too great. His legs trembled and nearly buckled and a shot of warm pleasure shot up his spine. Then he opened his eyes and watched as the last strand of cum fell out from the tip of his dick onto the shower floor. And then he realized he had a finger up his own asshole. He pulled it out quickly. “What the fuck,” he said, rinsing it off and then scrubbing it with plenty of soap.  
 
    His heart stuttered and coughed as a possibility came into his mind: maybe it was because of the recording. He quickly shook away the thought. No tape can make a man subconsciously stick a finger into his butthole. It was just a fantasy that got away from him—just a little impulse that he failed to control because he was tired and still worked up from a busy workweek.  
 
    Though now there was a lingering dread in his gut. He couldn’t stop thinking: what if that was because of that tape?  
 
    He was just about to leave his house when that lingering dread became overwhelming. He had the urge to go and listen to that tape, to the later part of the tape that would have been playing while he was in a deep sleep. He scrubbed to the last minute of the five-hour recording and then he pressed play. “You look so cute in those heels. Your legs are perfect. Do you like it when I finger your little boy-pussy? I wish I had an ass like yours. Look at yourself in the mirror. Don’t you just look so cute? Oh my God, I’ve got my whole finger deep in your boy-pussy. I can feel you clenching. I bet I can make you come. Bend over just a little bit more—that’s it. Right there. Can you feel that? You’re so hard, and your cute little dick is drooling. Oops, I think your girlfriend is home from work! Better get undressed before she finds you like this. I’ll see you tomorrow, beautiful.”  
 
    Now his heart was pounding. Surely it was just a coincidence. Or maybe he subconsciously got the idea from the tape—that didn’t mean the tape made him do it. It was just a stupid recording of a woman’s voice, and nothing else.  
 
    Kent deleted the recording and he left to go get some breakfast and some coffee. More than anything, he needed coffee.  
 
    Andrew met up with him at their usual diner, Red’s Diner. He took a seat next to Kent and then let a long groan out. “Where were you last night?” he asked. 
 
    “Where was I?” Kent said. “Where the hell were you?”  
 
    “I was at the bar, waiting for you. I had like three drinks and then I finally gave up on waiting. I went and met up with Kyle and those guys.”  
 
    “I was at the bar all night. I don’t know what you’re on about,” said Kent.  
 
    Andrew shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “We must have just missed each other, I guess.”  
 
    “I sent you messages.”  
 
    “Oh yeah, I didn’t have my phone on me. It was dead, so I left it at home to charge. Sorry about that.” He checked his phone now. “Oh yeah, look at that. You did message me.” He laughed. I don’t know how we didn’t see each other.” But Kent knew why he didn’t see Andrew: because he spent most of the night staring at the ground, afraid to look up and meet eyes with anyone.  
 
    Two women came into the diner and sat down in the booth next to Andrew and Kent. Kent looked over and smiled at one of the women, and she smiled back. She was cute, with her blonde hair cut short and a black choker around her throat. Girls who wear chokers out to bars are always looking for sex. Girls who wear chokers out of the house on a Saturday morning are usually looking to be gang-banged and bukkaked. Kent looked down to check out the woman’s lower half. She was wearing a tiny black skirt and long black leggings. She looked cute with her little crop top and— 
 
    Kent looked away quickly when he realized he was looking at a man in women’s clothing. That choker was covering an Adam’s apple and that crop top was covering a padded bra. It was her shoulders that gave her away, and the muscle definition in her arms and her abdomen. Girls aren’t quite that rugged—even the ones who spend half their lives working out.  
 
    The ‘girl’ sitting across from the little blonde was also a man in disguise, much less convincing than the blonde. Her long brunette hair was obviously a wig, and her makeup wasn’t great. Though her body could have fooled most men—and it had fooled Kent for a moment.  
 
    Andrew looked over for a few seconds and then he looked back at Kent with a grin. “Cute blonde,” he said. “Think I’ll ever meet a girl like that?”  
 
    “It’s a man,” Kent hushed. He felt redness covering his face.  
 
    Andrew looked back over and then back at Kent, now with wide eyes. “What? What do you mean?”  
 
    “Look at the throat, and the shoulders.”  
 
    But Andrew didn’t have to look (though he did) because the girls started talking. And their voices gave them away more than their Adam’s apples ever could. “I just love that skirt on you,” said the brunette to the blonde.  
 
    “Oh, thanks,” said the blonde. “I got it at Aritzia. Isn’t it just so cute?”  
 
    “It’s adorable.”  
 
    Andrew’s face was white with embarrassment. He tried to smile it off, but the embarrassment was just too intense. Kent couldn’t help but laugh at his friend. Accidentally admitting to being attracted to a man was so much worse than being mistaken for a woman for a brief second.  
 
    “Why don’t we go and finish our coffees outside on the patio?” Andrew said. So Kent picked up his mug of coffee and followed his friend outside. The sun was warm but the morning air was still cold, so Kent held it coffee with both hands, close to his body. “This whole thing is just out of control,” he said. 
 
    “What thing?” Kent asked. “Transgenders?”  
 
    “They aren’t transgenders. At least I don’t think they are. Aren’t transgenders the ones who go out and get surgery and stuff? These guys aren’t getting surgeries. They’re just putting on clothes and makeup. They don’t have tits and they still have their dicks. They’re just sissies. I can’t believe people keep doing that dumb thing.”  
 
    “What thing?” Kent asked, suddenly intrigued. His heart was pounding, remembering that strange incident that morning when he stuck his finger into his asshole without even realizing it.  
 
    “That Sissy Hypno thing. Surely you’ve seen the posts online about it. Kyle said he was going to do it—just because Erick called him gay.”  
 
    Kent forced a smile and shrugged his shoulders. “Never heard of it,” he said, lying. Though he wasn’t sure why he was lying. Maybe he was worried that if he admitted to knowing about it, Andrew might catch on that he was trying it. “What is it?” he asked, pretending like he didn’t know any better. 
 
    “It’s these recordings that turn men into sissies. It makes you want to be a woman. Apparently it’s some freaky stuff that the military came up with for enemy POWs. The idea was to basically effeminate men so that they aren’t dangerous anymore. So when they release their terrorist prisoners, they can be sure they won’t go back into terrorism, or something like that. Because I guess effeminate men are less likely to go around killing people, or something like that. I would tell you to go and look it up, but I would be afraid you would actually try it, trying to prove something.” He laughed, not realizing he was right on the money.  
 
    Kent was doing it because he was trying to prove something. Though he wasn’t trying to prove anything to Andrew or anyone else—just himself. But he had to keep pretending like he didn’t know anything about it, especially now that he’d established the lie. If Andrew realized he had lied, he could potentially catch on, and Kent couldn’t have that. This sissy hypno test was for himself and himself only.  
 
    “So never mind that weird shit,” Kent said, changing the subject. “Tonight—are we going to find some girls or what?”  
 
    Andrew’s face lit up. “Oh, I know of a party, not too far from your house. It’s a big house party. Mostly college kids, maybe a few high school seniors. They’ve got a few kegs. Should be a good time.” 
 
    Kent smiled and nodded and was already looking forward to the distraction. After breakfast, Kent went out to the mall to buy some new clothes—something a bit more obviously masculine. He’d been wearing a lot of zip-up hoodies, which a lot of girls were wearing. He figured it would be a good idea to go out and buy something less gender neutral. He found a nice sweater at a vintage shop in the mall, and then he decided to pull the trigger on a nice gold watch he’d been meaning to buy. It was thick and bulky and very masculine. And then he went perusing down through the mall, on the lookout for anything that might catch his eye. 
 
    He decided to stop for a bite to eat. There was a line, but he didn’t mind waiting. He got into the line, and then suddenly he felt a nudge against his arm. “Hey man, you’re up,” said a man. 
 
    Kent was standing at the front of the line, with his attention turned towards the shoe store across the hallway. He was staring right at a pair of black heels on display in the window. But when did he even look over at the shoes, and how long had he been staring at them? What happened to the line-up of people in front of him? “Uh, I’ll just get a regular sandwich,” he said, still in a flustered state.  
 
    He checked the time. Ten minutes had passed in the blink of an eye. A cold sweat suddenly bathed the back of his neck as the barista handed him his sandwich. “That’ll be six-fifty-five,” she said. So he paid and then he got the hell out of that mall as quickly as he could.  
 
    And he managed to convince himself that it was just another coincidence. He probably wasn’t staring at those shoes. He was probably just staring blankly, thinking about the upcoming party, and those shoes happened to be in his line of sight. Just a coincidence—nothing else.  
 
    He went out for a run and then he took another shower. He made himself some dinner and then it was time to meet up with Andrew for the party. This time, Andrew had his phone on him, so coordinating a meet up was easy. They met just down the block. The loud music was audible, booming into the neighbouring houses. The party probably wouldn’t last long before the cops came to shut it down.  
 
    “You ready?” Andrew asked with a big smile on his face. Andrew loved house parties but hated bars. He seemed to think that house parties attracted a different type of person, but Kent was pretty sure the same people went to both. In fact, as he stood with Andrew on the street corner, he recognized a few people from the night before walking up to that booming house.  
 
    It was a fun night. Lots of Kent’s buddies showed up to the party, and it wasn’t long before a game of beer pong was underway. Kent lost track of Andrew for a while, and then he found him in the kitchen doing a keg stand. Fresh bottles of beer kept ending up in Kent’s hands, and he made sure to polish off all of them.  
 
    His confidence was back. He found himself chatting with girls—sometimes two or three at a time. He caught girls checking him out from across the party, smiling and probably wishing he would bring them upstairs for a quickie. But Kent wanted to make sure he was going to go home with the right girl—the best possible choice—the hottest at the party. He wanted a reminder that he still had what girls wanted. He was still the macho man that girls fantasized about at night when they played with their vibrators.  
 
    And he had his eyes on a pretty brunette, who couldn’t have been much older than nineteen. She had dark freckles and the cutest little nose. She looked at him and smiled with a little wave. Kent smiled back, and he felt good about the fact that he didn’t look away with shy anxiety, like he was doing the night before. Maybe his confidence really was back. Maybe that was just a temporary blip to his ego.  
 
    He decided to wait before approaching her, letting her get a drink or two more inside of her. Also, he didn’t want to look desperate. He wanted to play it cool, and he wanted her to think that he wasn’t just there for the potential sex. He was just there to have fun.  
 
    He found Andrew again in the basement, smoking pot with a bunch of black guys. “There’s a cutie upstairs that I’ve got my eyes on,” Kent said. But Andrew was too stoned to reply coherently. He just ended up laughing and then coughing and then smoking some more pot.  
 
    So Kent returned to the party by himself, now planning to find the girl so he could make his move. He looked for her in the living room, but she wasn’t there. Though a group of three girls did catch his attention. He recognized one from the diner that morning: the blonde with the choker who wasn’t really a girl at all. And the two girls with her now also weren’t girls at all. Kent was seeing a fresh new pair of sissies, probably the product of that strange sissy hypno. Was dressing up like a girl a new trend, or was Kent just noticing it more now after listening to that first tape? What the hell had gotten into these young men? Why were they doing this to themselves?  
 
    The blonde made eye contact with Kent, so Kent looked away quickly. That wasn’t a girl he wanted to be seen talking to, even if she only came up to say something along the lines of, ‘Weren’t you at the diner this morning?’ He didn’t want anything to do with feminized men or sissies or transgenders or any of it. He was a man and he liked it that way. That’s why he was listening to those dumb recordings: to prove it.  
 
    He found the cute brunette a few minutes later in the kitchen. He was already a bit drunk, so building up the courage to talk to her was easy. He stumbled up and tapped her on the shoulder and then he said, “Hi, I’m Kent. What’s your beautiful name?” He had a big smirk on his face. The girls around all laughed. The brunette’s face turned red.  
 
    “Cassie,” she said with a cute, shy voice. Kent found himself looking closely at her throat, making sure she wasn’t one of them. There was no lump to be seen, and her shoulders were nice and narrow and feminine.  
 
    “Sorry if I’m being forward, but I saw you from across the room and I just think you’re so beautiful. I hope that doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable.” He was almost yelling, making sure his voice was heard over the music. 
 
    “Thank you,” Cassie said. Her cheeks turned even redder.  
 
    “I really love your shoes. They’re super cute,” Kent said. And then he caught himself, unsure of where those words came from. He felt his face turn red with embarrassment.  
 
    She laughed. “Um, thank you,” she said. And she was probably put off by the compliment. No straight man should ever compliment a woman’s shoes. “I got them last week on sale. They’re usually five hundred bucks, but I got them for one-fifty.”  
 
    “Cool,” Kent said, trying to think of something else to talk about. “Do you like football? You strike me as the type of girl who likes football.” 
 
    She smiled. “Go Saints, Go!” she said before letting a little giggle slip. She had a cute giggle. Kent knew plenty about the Saints, so he pretended to be a Saints fan and they ended up talking for the next hour—first about football, then about other sports, then about college, and then about exes. It was around midnight when they found themselves upstairs in a locked bedroom, so they could chat more privately. But once that door was locked, it wasn’t chatting that they got up to. Kent kissed Cassie on the lips and Cassie wrapped her arms around Kent’s body.  
 
    She was petite and soft and warm. Her body was light. Kent easily lifted her up, placing the palms of his hands on her butt to hold up her weight. She squeezed her thighs against his waist and continued kissing him, even after they fell onto the bed together. Kent had no idea whose bed it was, but it was big and plump and covered in floral sheets. It was probably the parents of whoever was throwing the party—some poor couple away on vacation.  
 
    Kent quickly stripped his little brunette date. He squeezed her tits and sucked her nipples and then he sunk down even further to eat out her perfect little pussy. She was all shaved and smooth, with a few little red bumps of razor burn. She probably shaved right before the party, knowing sex was a strong possibility. Kent got his tongue in deep, making her squirm and moan. She became wet quickly, dribbling down her legs and his face. He kept licking away, making her wetter and warmer.  
 
    Then she flipped him over and did away with his belt and his jeans and his boxer shorts. She gasped at the sight of his large, erect penis. She carefully reached out for it and lifted it up with glowing eyes. “It’s so big,” she said, her voice shaken.  
 
    “Suck it,” he said. “You’ll like it.”  
 
    She grinned and then bit her lip. Her whole face was a shade of dark red. She leaned forward and opened her mouth and allowed the cock inside. She began to suck, bobbing her head slowly. It felt nice, though she was being a bit gentle for Kent’s preference. So Kent grabbed her head and started to push it down further, helping her pull back with each bob. He even reached down and tried pushing her jaw down, so that she was putting more pressure on his throbbing rod.  
 
    He closed his eyes and took a deep breath in. It felt good, and it was only feeling better and better with each passing moment. She had her hands on his thighs. He took one and he brought it around to his ass. He singled out one of her fingers and he began to press it against his hole. Then he stopped himself, his heart stuttering.  
 
    “Stop,” he said. So she stopped, looking up at him with warm saliva all over her lips.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    He forced a smile. “Nothing. Let’s get to it maybe, shall we?” He flipped her onto her back and then he rolled over her. “Are you on birth control?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said.  
 
    “And you’re clean?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. So he took his wet cock and he pressed it into her wet pussy. She gasped loudly. That gasp made him smile bigger than he’d smiled in days. He loved watching her face as she went through so many different emotions: pain, elation, confusion, certainty, and so many more. She reached up and grabbed his sides and held on tight while he started to thrust his massive throbber in and out of her body. “Oh God,” she moaned.  
 
    He grabbed her tits and squeezed them tight, leaving dark red marks where his fingers were. Then he brought a hand up to her throat and strangled her—just enough to get her off, but not enough to make her pass out. She liked it. Girls always like it. She ended up squirting all over those floral bed sheets.  
 
    Then he closed his eyes as he felt the orgasm building up inside of him. He felt that amazing tingle at the tip of his cock, and it was getting intense fast. He came down harder and harder, listening to the sound of his pelvis slapping her bum. Then he felt a tingle growing deep inside of his body, somewhere below his gut and behind his pelvis. It was a new euphoria that he hadn’t felt before, but it was amazing. So he kept thrusting harder and harder, letting that amazing sensation take over his body. “Fuck, I’m going to come!” he said. 
 
    “Come inside of me,” she said with begging, glistening eyes.  
 
    He followed her command, filling up her tight hole with his hot load. She gasped and smiled and groaned and then she pushed her fingers even further up Kent’s asshole. And that’s when Kent looked down and snapped, “What the hell are you doing?”  
 
    “What?” she said with two fingers deep in Kent’s asshole, up to her knuckles.  
 
    “Pull those out!” he said. 
 
    So she pulled her fingers out. She looked frightened now, afraid of what Kent might do next. “You asked me to do it so I did it,” she said. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” he asked as he stood up. His cum started to drool out from her tight pussy hole.  
 
    “You said ‘finger my asshole’, so I did it. And it made you come. I thought that’s what you wanted. Did I do it wrong?”  
 
    Kent’s heart was pounding. Was she screwing with him? When did he say that? He didn’t remember saying it. He quickly grabbed his pants and pulled them up. “I have to get going.”  
 
    Cassie stared at him with confused and frightened eyes as he quickly got dressed and left. But she probably wasn’t nearly as confused as Kent was. Kent’s heart refused to stop pounding even after he got home from the party. He took his third shower of the day, even though he wasn’t dirty. He thought the warm water would bring some clarity into his head, but it didn’t. He still couldn’t figure out what had happened.  
 
    Though he had a bad feeling he knew exactly what was happening: that first sissy hypno tape had messed with his brain. It was the only way to explain all of the weird things that were happening to him.  
 
    But that couldn’t be it. Kent had a strong will. He wasn’t just some easily manipulated sheep like everyone else. He had solid morals that couldn’t be confused by a few hours of some British voice, and he was determined to prove it. So after his shower he downloaded that second five-hour recording. He put on his headphones and he got comfortable in his bed. And once again, he scoffed at the ridiculousness of the recording.  
 
    “We had fun last night, didn’t we?” the British woman said. “You looked so cute in that little skirt. And your face got so red—I still can’t believe how red your face got! But tonight I need your help with something. I left all of my makeup at a hotel in London, and Sephora is having a big sale. Maybe you can help me pick out some new makeup! I really need a good eyeliner. I want a liquid eyeliner—something so I can draw very thin lines. Maybe you even want to try it out for me. You would look so hot with a bit of eyeliner—don’t you think? You’ve got such pretty eyes. I would kill to have eyes like yours. And your eyelashes! You hardly even need mascara—though don’t you think you would look so cute with some mascara? Let’s go to the mall to see what we can find.”  
 
    And that’s about when Kent dozed off.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Kent sprung out from his bed as soon as he realized he was awake. He wrestled his headphones out from his ears and then he took a deep breath. His forehead was covered in sweat, though he wasn’t sure why. He pulled off the blankets to make sure everything was still normal. His heart relaxed a bit when he saw that he was still intact. And he was strangely relieved to see that he still had his pubic hair, though he wasn’t sure why he was relieved.  
 
    He was still a man. He still cringed at the thought of cocks and his cock still got hard at the thought of beautiful, naked women. No audio recordings could take Kent down. Words weren’t enough to screw up his brain.  
 
    As he was showering that morning, he felt a sense of comfort in the realization that all of the weird things that happened the day before were probably because of his anxiety towards the tape recordings, but not because of the tape recordings themselves. The tapes were probably just placebos: harmless, but the suggestion that they might do something might make a few guys go crazy. And the men who end up becoming full-blown sissies at the end of their seven-night trial—they were probably already sissies to begin with. They probably already wished they could go around in women’s clothing. It was the only explanation that Kent could wrap his mind around.  
 
    It was Sunday, his last day off before work. Kent had been invited to a football party at a friend’s house. He was asked to bring some beer and a snack to share with everyone, so his first stop that morning was the grocery store. He bought a twelve-pack of Bud Light, a large pack of chicken wings, and a bottle of buffalo wing sauce.  
 
    The party didn’t start until 11:00 AM, when the first game of the day kicked off, so Kent still had a couple of hours to kill. He decided to kill those hours at the dog park. 
 
    Kent didn’t have a dog—and he didn’t even like dogs very much—but the dog park was always his go-to place to go when he had time to kill. It was free and the park was always filled with beautiful, single women. Sure, most of them were psychotic women who thought their dogs were their children, but there were some sane cuties in the mix as well.  
 
    Kent always had the same excuse to tell girls when they asked where his dog was. “I was supposed to meet a girl here for this blind date, but she didn’t show up. So I just figured I would go for a walk and admire all the cute dogs while I was here.” It was the perfect line: establishing that he was single and establishing that he had something in common with the cute dog owners—even though it was technically a lie. He didn’t hate dogs, he just didn’t want one in his house, scratching up the cabinets and pissing all over the rug.  
 
    He used his line on a cute redhead who was walking two large German Shepherd dogs. He watched as her cheeks nearly became the same colour as her hair. She batted her long eyelashes and said, “She really stood you up?”  
 
    “I guess so,” Kent said, shrugging his shoulders, trying to look a little bit vulnerable but mostly unphased. He certainly didn’t want to look desperate. “Or maybe she saw me and ran away before I could see her.” He laughed.  
 
    And the redhead shook her head. “No—I’m sure something just came up. I can’t imagine any girl running away from you.” Her cheeks turned an even darker shade of red. “I mean—you’re very handsome. I think any girl would be happy to go on a date with you.”  
 
    Kent just smiled. “That’s very sweet of you to say.” He turned his attention to the woman’s large dogs. “I love your dogs. I’m a big German Shepherd guy.” 
 
    “They’re Malinois.”  
 
    “Aren’t they though?” Kent said, nodding his head. That must have been another word for smart or cute or something. 
 
    “No, that’s the name of the breed. They aren’t German Shepherds.”  
 
    “Oh,” Kent said. And now Kent’s cheeks were turning red. He forced a laugh. “If I’m going to be honest with you, I don’t really know a whole lot about dogs. I just love watching them play and bark and… all that dog stuff that they do.”  
 
    “So what kind of things are you into?” she asked.  
 
    And Kent had to think about it. He wanted to come up with an answer that would make her eyes glisten. He wanted to sweep her off of her feet. He loved watching her cheeks turn red and he wanted to do it again. Maybe he could even get her home before his football party started. Maybe he could get her to suck his cock and swallow his hot load. Maybe she would— 
 
    “That’s unusual,” she said.  
 
    Kent looked around. “What’s unusual?” he asked. 
 
    “What you just said. I’ve never heard of a guy being into that before.” She looked confused and even a little bit concerned. 
 
    “Into what?” Kent asked. The look on Kent’s face must have been even more contorted and confused.  
 
    “You just said you were really getting into makeup.”  
 
    “I did? No I didn’t,” Kent said. His heart started pounding and his hands started trembling. He took a deep breath in carefully. Was she screwing with him? Had he really told her he was getting into makeup?  
 
    “I don’t know, man. That’s just what you said. Are you okay?”  
 
    Kent nodded his head. There was a lump the size of a fist now in his throat and a cold sweat down the back of his neck. He bit down on his tongue and said, “I should be going.” He got out of that park as fast as he could without running and looking like a complete lunatic—he only looked like a bit of a lunatic.  
 
    Surely she was screwing with him. If he had said what she said he did, he would have noticed. He would have heard the words come out from his mouth, and he would have thought of the words before they came out. Words don’t just come out from someone’s mouth without them realizing it—unless he truly had lost his mind.  
 
    He was relieved to see all of his buddies outside of the football party house, having a cigarette before the first game’s kick-off. “Nice of you to show up!” Andrew called out as he waved Kent over. “You okay? Your face is super white.”  
 
    “Me? I’m fine. I just—didn’t get a ton of sleep last night,” Kent lied with a big smile. “And I skipped breakfast, so I’m looking forward to eating some nachos and chicken wings. Someone brought nachos, right?” 
 
    “Kyle did,” said Andrew. “Are you sure you’re okay though? You kind of look like a zombie—no offense.”  
 
    Kent nodded his head quickly. He couldn’t stop thinking about his encounter with the redhead. His heart hadn’t stopped pounding since those words apparently slipped off of his tongue. “I’ve actually been holding my piss for the last hour. Maybe I’ll go and use the bathroom.”  
 
    Kent got up to the upstairs bathroom, locked the door, and then stared at himself in the mirror. His face was in fact white, except for the circles of red on his cheeks. His eyes were dark and sunken, as if he had a terrible illness. He ran the sink cold and then splashed some water on his face. Then he kept his eyes closed and took a deep breath.  
 
    He knew he could stop. He didn’t have to listen to the other five tapes. He could stop after two, and the side effects would probably go away. He was still convinced the side-effects were just placebo effects, not actually from the tapes at all—so as long as he believed stopping would make him feel better, then it would work.  
 
    But if he stopped, what did that mean? If he cut himself off after just two nights, did that mean he wasn’t a real man? Did that mean he failed the test, like all of the trannies he’d seen over the past few days? He splashed some more water on his face. 
 
    “It’s just in your head,” he said aloud quietly. He was just the victim of the power of suggestion, and not the power of some random British woman’s voice.  
 
    In the mirror, Kent noticed something dangling on the back of the door: a red glimmer of lace hiding beneath a white housecoat. He turned around and uncovered a red bra and a matching pair of panties. He wasn’t surprised—Kyle’s house was always a mess. Kyle and his wife once had a bet to see who would eventually cave and do the stack of dishes in the kitchen. That stack remained there for three months while Kyle and his wife ate nothing but takeout. A couple of months later, they had a similar bet over the laundry. Kyle smelled like a wet sock for the better half of a year.  
 
    So Kent wasn’t surprised to see a pair of panties left dangling on the back of the bathroom door on that Sunday morning. Though he was surprised to find himself holding that panties in his hands, feeling the lace with his fingers. He brought the little garment up to his nose and he sniffed. They were basically clean, though he could smell a bit of pussy on the crotch. He didn’t mind—Kyle’s wife was a babe, even though she was a bit of a slob like her husband.  
 
    Kent looked around to make sure the blinds were closed and then he slipped his pants and boxers down. He carefully stepped into the red lacy panties and he pulled them up. They were tight on his cock, holding it in place firmly. He was used to boxers—not super tight lace. But in a weird way, it felt nice. He liked the way the tight lace rubbed against the tip of his cock. He liked the way it formed his figure in the mirror. He turned profile and admired his curves. And then he watched as his face turned white all over again. He was wearing a pair of panties—panties that belonged to his friend’s wife.  
 
    But instead of ripping them off, he found himself smirking. He felt strangely naughty. He kind of liked the way he felt with his heart beating fast. He liked that warm, fuzzy fluttering inside of his gut. Maybe it would be fun and exciting to wear the panties underneath his clothes for the rest of the party.  
 
    He slipped his boxers back over the panties and then he slipped his pants back on. He took a deep breath and then he re-joined his friends downstairs, just a minute after kick-off.  
 
    And he sat with a big smirk on his face for the next five hours. Every time he moved even just a little bit, he could feel that lace rubbing against his cock. It was during the second game’s halftime that he went up to the bathroom and jerked himself off into Kyle’s toilet. It only took a few firm strokes before streamers of white cum were splashing into that toilet bowl. And he ended up coming more than ever before—probably three times as much as he usually came. Hell, he could have filled half a pint glass with all of the cum that blasted out the tip of his throbbing erection. 
 
    He left the panties on for the rest of the afternoon. And it wasn’t until he was home that he pulled them off and flung them across the room. He stared at that small limp pile of lace as if it was a poisonous tarantula. He took a few heavy breaths and then he heard himself say, “What the fucking hell is wrong with me?” He looked down and saw that his cock was erect. It had pretty much been erect since he put the panties on, even after he finished masturbating.  
 
    And now he was curious to know what was on that second tape. What did that British woman whisper into his ear? He pulled open the tape on his computer and listened to that last few minutes. “Do you like wearing my panties? They’re so cute on you. Don’t they feel so nice? Don’t you just love the way they feel, hugging your little sissy cock? I bet you want to come in those little panties—fill them with your warm, sissy cum. Of course you do. Look at yourself in the mirror. Oh my God, you’re so cute. I still can’t believe how cute you are in that eyeliner. You would look even cuter with some warm cum dribbling down your face—but maybe we’ll save that for another time. For now, just enjoy this. Enjoy the simple pleasure of a snug pair of panties. And look in the mirror again at that sexy face. My God, you’re so hot. I bet I know a few guys who would bend you over and fuck you’re little boy pussy. Wouldn’t that feel nice?”  
 
    Kent turned the recording off before it reached the end. His heart was pounding ferociously now. But he was still convinced it was just a coincidence. It couldn’t be real. No recording can make a man put on women’s panties. Kent did that voluntarily, to satisfy a curiosity… But what curiosity was he trying to satisfy?  
 
    He splashed some more cool water on his face. “It’s just a coincidence,” he said to himself. And he was sure of it. It couldn’t be real. If the effects of that tape were real, then ghosts were probably real, and aliens, and Bigfoot… It was just impossible, and he was determined to prove it. He downloaded the third recording to his computer and he slipped on his headphones. Once he was comfortable in his bed, he pressed play.  
 
    “Hey again. Ready to have some more fun? There’s so much I want to do with you tonight, but first we need to get you back in your makeup. I’m thinking we’ll go for a cat eye look today—something sexy—something the boys will notice. I picked up the cutest highlight at the store today. It’s got these gold sparkles in it. I think you’ll love it. And I also picked up something else.” The girl in the recording let a cute giggle slip. “It’s lingerie—the naughty kind. The kind you only wear with boys you want inside of you. It’s even got a hole, right in the back, perfect for your boy pussy. What do you think? Want to try it on? It’s red, just like the panties you wore yesterday.”  
 
    Just a coincidence, Kent thought to himself. Though the coincidences were really starting to add up.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    When Kent woke up the next morning, he was tempted to listen to the end of the recording, to hear what crazy nonsense the British woman talked about while he was sleeping. But he resisted the urge. He knew that if he listened, he would probably find himself feeling more susceptible to her suggestions.  
 
    He felt no different once again. He was nearly halfway through the tapes, and he was still confident that he was a man. He was still confident that he loved women and tits and pussies. In fact, he decided to jerk off to some high-definition lesbian pornography that morning, just to prove it. He got off in less than two minutes, while the girls were fingering each other under their skirts, before they were even fully undressed. And then he found himself with a big smile on his face, which lasted for a minute and then went away when he looked back down at his computer screen and saw that the lesbians were now naked with their big cocks hanging out. He didn’t just get off to lesbians—he got off to a couple of traps. 
 
    He shut down the video and closed his computer. It was just a coincidence. The title of the video didn’t suggest that it was trap porn, and the girls looked convincing. They didn’t look like men. Just another stupid coincidence… 
 
    Kent was happy that it was Monday, a workday. He needed the distraction. He was looking forward to staring at his bland computer screen all day. He knew the office blocked all pornographic websites, so he knew he wouldn’t end up on some weird cross-dressing fetish site.  
 
    He was also happy because there was only one girl on his floor at work, and always dressed in unflattering pantsuits, so he knew he wouldn’t end up ogling her shoes or her outfit or even her hair, seeing as her hair was always a frizzy mess. At work, he was safe from the temptations of feminization, not that he actually thought he was susceptible to the temptations of feminization.  
 
    But whatever was on that tape that he listened to that night—he knew it wasn’t going to hurt him at work. He knew he wouldn’t randomly stumble upon a pair of red lace panties at the office. He knew he wouldn’t get into a deep conversation with any cuties. It was a safe space.  
 
    He even locked his office door and closed his office blinds, so that he wouldn’t invite in any random conversations from co-workers. He was terrified of what he might say to someone—what words might end up slipping out from his lips. The last thing he wanted was to tell one of his co-workers that he loved to put on makeup, even though he’d never even held any makeup in his hands before. Or worse—what if he said something sexual to one of his bosses? What if he ended up telling his manager that he wanted to suck his cock?  
 
    He tried not to think about it. He didn’t want to think about what might happen. He just wanted to focus on his work and appreciate the distraction. A few times throughout the day he found himself looking back on every e-mail he sent and every document he wrote up, just to make sure he didn’t slip in any unintentional innuendos. He was terrified he would read an e-mail he sent to his boss and see that he wrote something along the lines of, ‘I’m a naughty girl and I’m hungry for cum.’ Luckily, nothing like that slipped into any of his work.  
 
    A big smile crossed his face when his alarm chirped, letting him know that his workday was done. He packed up his things and avoided human contact on his way down to the bus stop. Now, he was feeling confident that the sissy hypno tapes had failed. He’d conquered them mentally. Ten hours had flown by without any slips or embarrassments.  
 
    The bus pulled up and Kent found himself a nice spot near the back. It was at the next stop when a young blonde woman got on and sat just next to him. She looked over and smiled, making Kent’s heart tingle. “Hey,” he said with a casual nod. He could have gotten into a conversation with her. She seemed like she was hoping for at least a compliment—and she was definitely Kent’s type. She was petite and a bit curvy—not weighing more than one hundred and ten pounds.  
 
    She wore cute little open-toed flats on her feet. But it was the stockings all the way up to her thighs that made Kent’s head spin. He loved stockings on girls, especially when they wore short skirts with them, like the skirt the blonde was wearing now. Kent found himself wondering what wearing a skirt would feel like. He couldn’t even begin to imagine how freeing it would feel, with a tight pair of sexy panties underneath, holding his cock in place. He began to wonder how it would feel to run his fingers up his own smooth legs, and then he began to wonder how cute his cock would look if he shaved all of his pubic hair away. 
 
    When he got home, he ran a hot bath, lathered his body with shaving cream, and he shaved everything except for his eyebrows and the hair on his head. Then he ran his fingers up and down his smooth legs and he let a little whimper slip from his lips. His cock really did look cute, even when it became rock-hard a moment later. He went to the bedroom and retrieved those red panties he stole from Kyle’s house. He slipped them up his legs and he posed in the mirror. The panties couldn’t contain his throbbing erection, so he decided to jerk himself off. While he was pumping his cock, he reached around back and started to press two of his fingers into his asshole. It felt nice, but it wasn’t enough. He needed more. So he went and grabbed a cucumber from his fridge. He spat on the tip of it and then he brought it around back. It was still cold from the fridge, but he knew it wouldn’t be for long. His body was burning hot with beads of sweat forming all over.  
 
    The cucumber went in with a swift push. He slid it in deep and let a long groan out from his lips. He started pounding it up and down, stretching his tight hole wide. But it felt so good, even when there was a little bit of pain. He took his hand off of his cock and started using two hands to thrust the cucumber in and out. And it was only a minute later when his cock was blasting cum up into the air, just from the anal stimulation alone. He squirmed and yelled and smiled and blushed. Then he fell onto his side and began to catch his breath.  
 
    He was facing the mirror. He could see himself slumped on his side, naked, shaved, and panting. And he knew the sight should have filled him with shame, but he couldn’t help but smirk. There was no denying that it felt good. And there was no denying that his body looked good. He really did have the curves of a woman. It was strange that he needed to be hairless to be able to see it.  
 
    But his senses did eventually return to him. He looked down at the mess of cum on the floor and then he quickly got out of those panties. He looked down at his legs and wondered how he was going to explain his hairlessness to girls for the next couple of months while everything grew back. Though that was the least of his problems.  
 
    It was 8:00 PM and Kent hadn’t left the house. He was too afraid to leave the house, afraid to embarrass himself in public. At least when he had the urge to do embarrassing things in his apartment, he was in the safety of his apartment.  
 
    He had the strangest urge to go online and buy himself a skirt and a blouse and maybe some makeup and a pair of heels. But he fought that urge, knowing it was just a consequence of the stupid experimenting he’d been doing—not because of the tapes.  
 
    There was a knock at his door. He answered, and saw his female neighbour standing in his doorway. “What’s up?” he asked, holding his door slightly closed, even though there was nothing to hide in his apartment—at least he didn’t think there was anything to hide. But give his track record over the past few days, he couldn’t be sure that there wasn’t some embarrassing pair of panties dangling in his hallway—maybe something he put there during one of his weird blackouts. He looked back quickly and saw that the hallway was clear, but he still held that door mostly shut.  
 
    “My sink isn’t working,” she said. 
 
    Kent laughed. “Your husband is a plumber, isn’t he?” 
 
    “He’s out of town for his aunt’s funeral. I don’t know how to fix the sink.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with it?” Kent asked. 
 
    “I have no idea. Mike usually fixes that stuff.”  
 
    “I guess I can take a look.” So Kent grabbed his toolbox and he went over to his neighbour’s apartment.  
 
    “Sorry it’s such a mess. I haven’t had a chance to clean up,” she said. But it wasn’t really a mess. There were a few dishes on the counter and a couple of laundry bins in the middle of the kitchen, next to the washing machine, which also appeared to be broken.  
 
    “Does anything here work?” Kent asked. 
 
    “The fridge works.”  
 
    Kent got down and checked the pipes. They seemed fine, but there was a wet spot on the wall behind the pipes. Kent followed that wet spot down the kitchen cupboards, to the access panel next to the fridge. He popped it off and saw that water was leaking out from a pipe. It was probably much, much worse in the apartment below—and it was probably something that her husband could do a better job of fixing, or even the building manager, but her husband was gone and the building manager was off for the night. So Kent figured he would give it a shot.  
 
    He turned off her water and then he reached into the wall to try to reconnect the disconnected pipe. It was stiff, as if it had been disconnected for a few days. He gave it a hard tug and then managed to get it back lined up. Screwing the pipes together was difficult at his angle, but he managed to do it. Then he turned the water back on and said, “Do you want to try the sink now?”  
 
    But she didn’t reply. 
 
    “Hello? You there?” Kent asked. 
 
    “Sorry! I’m just getting changed! I’ll be out in a minute!” she called out from behind her closed bedroom door. 
 
    So Kent pulled himself out from under the sink and he gave the tap a try himself. It worked. He opened up his toolbox and went to toss his wrench in, and then he noticed a black skirt sitting at the top of his neighbour’s laundry bin. He stared at it for a moment before snatching it and shoving it into his toolbox. Then he saw the white stockings and his eyes lit up. He loved stockings. If he was going to try on a skirt, why not try on a cute pair of stockings as well? He stuffed the stockings into his box, and then he grabbed the long-sleeved crop-top that he knew would be the perfect match for the outfit, so he grabbed that as well. He closed his toolbox and then his neighbour appeared. “Is it all working?” she asked. 
 
    Kent nodded his head quickly. “It should be good—at least for now. Your husband will probably want to take a look at it when he’s back though. If you have any other issues, feel free to let me know!” He quickly scuttled to the door. 
 
    “Okay, thank you!” said the pretty neighbour. And it wasn’t until Kent was on his way out the door that he realized she’d gone and put on some skimpy nightwear—bordering on lingerie. Did she put it on for him? Was she hoping to cheat on her husband while he was at his aunt’s funeral? Kent paused, but then he decided to continue his escape. He’d slept with married women before—he never felt good about it, even though he knew he wasn’t the one to blame. In that moment, he would much rather hide in his apartment and try on that little outfit.  
 
    So that’s exactly what he did. He got undressed and then he put on his red panties, the white black skirt, the black stockings, and the black crop top. He ran to the mirror to see how he looked, and then he watched his face light up. The clothes fit perfectly and shaped his body in a flattering way.  
 
    Kent liked the way he looked—until that dread found its way back into his gut. He watched as his face turned white. He was currently standing in front of the mirror wearing a skirt and a crop-top and stockings. His legs and crotch and chest and armpits were shaved smooth, and this was now the third time he’d put on those red lacy panties. Or was it the fourth time? He’d lost track. 
 
    Maybe he shouldn’t download that fourth recording. Maybe he was better off stopping his feminization journey. He shouldn’t have ever started it in the first place. It wasn’t some masculinity challenge, it was just mental warfare. He’d voluntarily signed himself up to be a lab rat. Why did he have to prove anything to anyone, or even to himself? Why couldn’t he just be happy the way he was, without subjecting himself to mind-altering tests?  
 
    But he was already halfway. He couldn’t just stop now. If he stopped, that meant his worst fears were true: he wasn’t manly enough to survive some silly tapes. If he stopped the tapes now, then he was probably no better than those weirdoes at the diner, wearing their skimpy outfits and pretending to be women. That wouldn’t happen to Kent. Sure, there had been a few little side effects from the sissy hypno tapes, but he wasn’t going to turn into a full-blown sissy. He wasn’t even going to turn into a casual or occasional cross-dresser. He just needed to power through the rest of the week. 
 
    So he downloaded the next tape, put on his headphones, and he went to sleep. He laughed at the tape’s absurdity before dozing off. “Today I have something really fun planned. Don’t be afraid—you will enjoy it, no matter how scary you think it is,” said the British woman. “But first, let’s get pretty. I found the cutest crop-top at the store. It will look so good on you. I also got you a little toy. You’ll have to keep it hidden under your mattress. It’s only for when you’re feeling really naughty and there’s nobody around. I hope your walls are well insulated. Your neighbours wouldn’t call the cops if they heard you screaming, would they?”  
 
    It all seemed so outrageous. So why was he still listening to the dumb tapes?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    When Kent woke up, he could feel something wet against his smooth left thigh. He reached down to feel, and he pulled his fingers back when he felt something sticky and cold. He threw off the blankets and rolled over. There was cum all over his bed sheets—not just one puddle, but three separate puddles, as if he came three different times in the night. One of the puddles was hardened, one was cold, and one was still warm, as if he just came twenty minutes before. He looked at his computer. It was still early—the recording probably only ended twenty minutes before.  
 
    “What the fuck?” he muttered to himself. Had he jerked himself off three different times in the night? Or were they all wet dreams?  
 
    A cold chill remained in his spine throughout his whole shower. What the hell was on that tape last night? What could that British woman have said to produce so much jizz? Maybe there was something to this whole sissy hypno thing. Maybe Kent was playing a game that really shouldn’t be touched by people who don’t want to lose their minds.  
 
    He went to work and locked himself in his office again. He did his best to stay away from his e-mail client, legitimately worried he would send off an e-mail that would leave him humiliated. He didn’t even leave his office for lunch. He didn’t mind the feeling of hunger churning in his gut—it was better than the potential embarrassment he knew he might receive if he went down and waiting in one of the lines for one of the food trucks. Being around people just wasn’t an option, until he knew what the hell was going on in his head—so he took a cab home when work was done.  
 
    Andrew called three times, but Kent didn’t pick up. Finally, Andrew left a message. “I know you have to work in the morning, but there’s this big party happening tonight. Miss February is going to be there! You know? From Playboy? I was invited and I have a plus one. Don’t miss this, buddy. You have to come!”  
 
    And Kent found himself squirming. He really couldn’t miss the party, but he really didn’t want the human exposure. Even if he went to the party and Miss February asked him to go up to a bedroom, he couldn’t do anything. He couldn’t risk the same embarrassment as the night before, when Cassie stuck her fingers up his asshole. He knew the sissy impulses had only gotten worse since then… But at the same time, how could he miss a party with a real Playboy Playmate?  
 
    He paced his apartment for a while, trying to talk himself out of wanting to go. But he couldn’t help but wonder: what could go wrong? If he had a weird urge, he could just fight it away. He hadn’t had one of his blackout moments since that conversation with the redhead, and even that wasn’t so bad. He just told her he liked makeup. It’s not like he told her he liked taking giant cocks in the ass—though what if he told that to Miss February?  
 
    He got dressed, in a nice dress shirt and slacks. Before he left his apartment, he checked down his pants to make sure he was wearing boxers and not lacy panties. He just had to be sure, to make sure he didn’t have one of his blackout moments while getting dressed. 
 
    He met up with Andrew down the block from the house. Andrew was teeming with excitement, practically skipping down the road towards the party. “Must be nice not having a job,” said Kent with a laugh. 
 
    “I have a job—it’s just… part-time.”  
 
    “How many hours did you work last week?” Kent asked. 
 
    “Six. Almost seven.” 
 
    “Not a job,” Kent said. “Just don’t expect me to stick around long. I have to be up early. I just want to be able to say that I was here.” The party wasn’t nearly as loud as the last one. The music wasn’t turned up terribly loud and the guests weren’t nearly as drunk. But Kent wished the party was just as loud and drunk, because maybe then no one would notice any potential little slips or embarrassments.  
 
    He went with Andrew to the kitchen to get a drink. Then it wasn’t long before he found himself mingling with the party guests and Andrew found himself outside smoking pot with some guys who probably weren’t invited. After a few drinks, Kent rediscovered his confidence. He found that people were drawn to him: men and women. Everyone wanted to talk to him, and everyone wanted to keep talking to him. They were all interested in his work and his hobbies. He spoke slowly and carefully, making sure to control each word out from his mouth. He figured as long as he was speaking slowly, he couldn’t accidentally blurt out some nonsense about lingerie or makeup.  
 
    Miss February really was at the party. She was much shorter than she looked in the magazine, and her hair was much shorter as well—though it was possible she’d gotten a hair cut. Her laugh could be heard throughout that party house. It was a bit of an obnoxious laugh, and always with the odd snort. But Kent thought it was pretty cute, and strangely addictive. He found himself laughing whenever he heard her laughing.  
 
    And then he had one of his blackout moments. This one was longer than any he’d ever had before. At one moment, he was in the kitchen getting a better. The next moment, he was out on the deck, chatting with Miss February. The drink in his hand was nearly empty, as if he’d been blacked out for nearly ten minutes. He felt the colour drain from his face. Miss February was laughing, covering her mouth so she wouldn’t spit up her drink. “My God, you’re funny,” she said. It didn’t help that she had a British accent, which didn’t sound too much different than the voice on that sissy hypno tape. 
 
    Kent had no idea what he’d said to her. But she was smiling and laughing and blushing, so maybe he said nothing harmful. Maybe everything was fine. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you’re really very beautiful,” Kent said. 
 
    She laughed again. “I know,” she said. “You just told me that.”  
 
    “Oh did I?” Kent said, blushing. “Well, it must be true then.”  
 
    She was grinning and gently biting her bottom lip. Kent knew what that meant. He knew she wanted a piece of him. He had no idea how buttered up she was, but he figured he should go for it regardless. He would regret not making a move on Miss February. So he leaned in and kissed her, and she actually kissed back. Her hands slipped around him and her fingernails gently dug into his skin. It felt good. She even slipped a bit of tongue into his mouth. She smelled magnificent, like flowers and fresh baking.  
 
    “There’s a room upstairs,” she said. Kent’s heart was pounding. He was about to go upstairs with Miss February, quite possibly one of the sexiest women on the planet. He took her by the hand and led her through the house. He felt all of the jealous gazes of party guests as they ran up the stairs, giggling with excitement. Once they were in the room, he made sure the door was locked before turning back to her for another kiss. “Are you really sure you want to do this?” she asked. 
 
    “Am I sure? I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” he said with a laugh. What sane man would turn down sex with a Playboy Playmate?  
 
    She pushed against his chest, pushing him down on the bed, and then she bent over and started undoing his belt. “You’re so naughty. I love it,” she said. 
 
    And Kent laughed. “Am I?” he said. She looked at him with wide eyes and nodded her head. “Alright,” he said.  
 
    She tugged down his pants and boxers. In the meantime, he took off his shirt, making himself fully naked. And then he remembered that he was clean shaved. He felt his cheeks turning dark red. Before he could say anything, Miss February said, “Wow, you really weren’t kidding.”  
 
    And he was slow to reply. “I wasn’t?” he said awkwardly.  
 
    She laughed as she stood up. She gently slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders and let the whole garment fall to the floor, exposing her one-piece of lacy lingerie. Kent was fairly sure it was the same piece she wore in the magazine. His heart fluttered. He was expecting her to crawl on top of him in the sexy lingerie, but instead she took that off as well, exposing her perfect, perky tits and plump, hairless pussy. A whimper slipped out from his lips. He bit down on his tongue and prayed that he wouldn’t say anything that would ruin everything. 
 
    She tossed the one-piece at Kent. “Go ahead,” she said with a big smirk. She had the most beautiful naked body he’d ever seen. 
 
    “Go ahead, what?” he said. 
 
    “Put it on,” she said. 
 
    And then his heart skipped a beat. “What?” 
 
    “You said you wanted to wear my lingerie. There it is—try it on. I think it’ll look cute on you.”  
 
    His heart skipped a beat again, and then something worse started happening: his cock started to grown and harder. He couldn’t help it. The thought of putting on the lingerie made his heart rate spike. His whole body tingled. He tried to say something back, but he couldn’t muster up any words. He looked down at the lacy one-piece. It was so soft and sexy. He wanted it on his body so badly. And Miss February seemed to want it as well, so he couldn’t say no, could he? He sat up and started to slip the outfit onto his body. He liked the way it felt—no, he loved it. He bit down hard on his tongue in an attempt to suppress his big smile.  
 
    “You really do look cute. Hold on.” She spun around and then she started riffling through dresser drawers. “Ah ha! Here.” She came towards him with a little bag of makeup. “You just need a bit of eyeliner—maybe some mascara and a bit of blush.” She sat down next to him and told him to close his eyes. He didn’t resist. He couldn’t resist or even move. He was frozen with terror. He was apparently no longer in control of his impulses. His mind had gone astray. And his memory was starting to go with it.  
 
    He sat there and allowed Miss February to do his makeup for the next ten minutes. Then she stood up and looked down at him and said, “You’re so adorable!”  
 
    Kent looked over and saw himself in the mirror. She wasn’t wrong, though that only made him feel worse. That dread in his gut was overwhelming now, churning and gargling. He stood up slowly and turned to his side. He really looked like a chick. All he needed was a wig, and the illusion would have been complete.  
 
    Miss February took off her choker necklace and slung it around Kent’s throat. “This should help. There! That’s amazing.” She stepped back again and her face lit up. She was proud of her creation—or was it Kent’s creation?  
 
    “Now where’s this girls’ dildo?” she said, starting to dart around the room. “Every girl has a dildo.”  
 
    She ended up on her hands and knees, pulling out a large box from under the bed. And sure enough, that box was filled with sex toys: gags, dildos, bondage, whips, and a large object that appeared to be a folded up sex chair. Miss February dug through the box and then she pulled out a large strap-on dildo. The sight of it made Kent’s heart plunge into his stomach. “Just what you wanted!” she said. And had Kent told her that he wanted to be fucked by a strap-on? Did he say it during his ten-minute blackout, down on the deck?  
 
    He stuttered and then said, “I said that?”  
 
    She laughed. “Get on your stomach. This is going to be fun. And make sure you’re facing the mirror—it’s only fun if you can see yourself.”  
 
    And for some reason, Kent followed the command. He got on the bed, stomach down, facing the mirror. He looked into his own eyes, which he hardly recognized, and then he watched as the beautiful Miss February climbed up on top of him, with that strap-on strapped tightly to her body. It was black and probably ten inches long, making a nausea swirl deep inside of Kent’s body. “It might hurt a bit at first,” she said as she squirted plenty of lubricant onto the large cock. “This is going to be so much fun.” And still, Kent couldn’t get over how much she sounded like the girl in those recordings. Maybe that explained why he blacked out for so long.  
 
    He felt the tip of the cock press up between his cheeks, and then he felt her pushing down. She held his butt cheeks open with both hands, and it was only a moment later when she penetrated. He nearly screamed, but he didn’t want any attention turned towards that room. So he bit down on a pillow. She sunk deeper and deeper. He could feel the hard plastic ridges of the dildo’s fake veins. He could feel his asshole stretching, but it felt so good. He hated how it felt so good.  
 
    He started to moan and clench the bed sheets. He took a series of deep breaths. “It’s so tight,” she said behind him. “You’re such a filthy little slut, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Yes,” Kent replied. And strangely, the yes came out in a girly voice. 
 
    The cock pressed all the way up inside of him, nearly touching his sternum. And then she started to thrust back and forth. He couldn’t stop himself from moaning. He couldn’t believe how good it felt. He didn’t want it to end. He wanted more of her—he wanted that whole ten inches inside of him, plus more. “Call me a slut again,” he said. 
 
    “You’re a filthy fucking slut,” she said. “You just can’t get enough, can you, you little slut? You love it when I pound your little pussy, don’t you? You’re a slut and you like it.”  
 
    Kent’s head was spinning now. He was so aroused, trembling all over with euphoria. It was only ten seconds later when his cock started to unload on those bed sheets. “Fuck!” he screamed. Miss February giggled with her cute giggle, and then she even snorted a little bit. She slapped his ass, which he also loved, and then he begged her to keep calling him a slut. He had no idea why he liked it so much, but every time she said it his heart skipped a beat and a euphoria filled his body. He loved being fucked in the ass and slapped and called filthy names.  
 
    She reached around to feel his cock, and then she gasped. “Oh my God, you came?” she said. 
 
    “Yes,” he said with his cheeks turning red.  
 
    “Naughty girl. I want you to lick all of it up.” She pulled her thick cock out from his asshole and then he followed her command, crawling down to that big warm puddle. He licked it all up and swallowed it with a big grin on his face. Then she stuck her cock back into his tight hole while he was on his hands and knees and she continued to thrust. And two minutes later, his cock was unloading again with another large puddle of cum. She saw it happen this time, and she couldn’t stop herself from laughing. “Oh my God—you’re doing it again!” she said. “And you didn’t even touch your little cock!”  
 
    She reached down under his pelvis, scooped up the warm cum, and then she wiped it all over his hairless body, making him tremble with a warm euphoria. Why did he like this so much? Why was he so obsessed with this horrible level of humiliation? She pulled out and then he fell onto the bed, out of energy. She laughed and then she pulled her dress back onto her body. “I need to be going, but I had fun with you, you little slut.”  
 
    Kent didn’t have the energy to reply. She was gone for five minutes before he had the energy to even sit up.  
 
    And even though he was terribly humiliated and filled with dread, he still put on that fifth tape as soon as he was home and in his bed. Now, he couldn’t wait to see what would happen next. He couldn’t wait to feel the amazing euphoria that would come with another sissy hypno tape.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Kent woke up with his heart pounding. He sprung up and threw off his blankets, and was surprised to see that there were no cum stains. But he did see that his body hair was starting to grow back as an even layer of stubble, so he made sure to shave up while he was in the shower. As he pulled his razor around his cock and pelvis, his cock suddenly started to become rock hard. He loved the way he looked with smooth, hairless skin. He put down the razor and held his feet close together, standing up straight and cute. His cock remained hard, but he wanted to see what it would look like out of the picture, so he awkwardly stuffed it between his thighs, along with his ball sack. It hurt a bit, being bent down while so hard, but it was worth the sight. 
 
    He reached around back, where the tip of his cock was just beneath his butthole, and then he started to rub: both his tip and his hole. It was only a minute before he was squirming, and another minute before he came backwards for the first time in his life. He didn’t even know such a thing was possible. He was shocked when he turned around and saw how much cum was dribbling down his shower wall. He was about to spray it off the wall when he got the naughty idea of licking it up. His heart began to race and then he sunk down to his knees, pressed his palms against the tile wall, and he took a big, long lick of his own product.  
 
    And then he realized he was running late for work, so he got dressed quickly, putting on his red panties instead of his usual boxer shorts. Before running out the door, he made sure to stuff his skimpy stolen outfit into his briefcase. He didn’t know what he planned on doing with it, and he knew bringing it out of the house with him could have only been a terrible idea, but he couldn’t resist the exciting urge. He held that briefcase close to him on the bus. His heart wouldn’t stop pounding. It was a miracle the men and women around him couldn’t hear that heart as it tried to slam through his ribcage.  
 
    Once again, he made sure his office door was closed and locked and his blinds were shut. Then, he slipped out from his pants and into his skirt and stockings. He didn’t get much work done, constantly staring down at her perfect legs, and then freezing up every time someone walked past his office door. His co-workers knew he was in there, and it was just a matter of time before one of them needed something. He was playing a dangerous game and he knew it all too well. It was around lunchtime when he had the sense to change back into his normal work attire (still with those panties under his slacks). He found himself in the mirror, splashing cold water on his face, trying to convince himself to pull his life back together.  
 
    His life was off the rails now. He was a slave to the naughty excitement of cross-dressing and sissification. He was starting to worry that he wouldn’t be able to save himself. He was no longer setting out to prove how manly he was, so why was he still listening to the tapes? Why was he getting dressed up in his office at work? Why couldn’t he stop himself?  
 
    After lunch, he navigated over to one of the popular online communities for sissy hypno recovery. Suddenly, he could relate to all of the posters. There were many people who only made it to the fifth tape. “I listened to that fifth tape a month ago and then I stopped, but I can’t make the urges go away,” complained one poster.  
 
    “They never go away. You need to learn to live with them and to control them,” replied a senior member of the website. Kent’s gut turned. He didn’t like what he was reading. He didn’t like the thought that he would be stuck this way forever.  
 
    “You could consider going all the way,” said another poster. “If you feel the urges are this strong after just five tapes, then you could just finish out the series and surrender to your sissy side.” Surprisingly, this was the advice of many of the men on the website. “Once you swallow the whole sissy pill, at least the agony goes away for most people. As long as your friends and family can handle your new lifestyle.”  
 
    “So there’s really no hope for going back?” asked the original poster.  
 
    “Sorry, friend. The urges do get more manageable over time though.”  
 
    Kent felt sick. He felt like he’d made a gigantic mistake—and he had. He’d done irreversible damage to his brain, voluntarily, because he was obsessed with the idea of proving his manliness. But it wasn’t his fault, was it? It’s not like he actually believed the tapes were real. He thought the posters on these websites were just roleplaying, adding to the lore of the silly sissy mythology. He thought this was all just a big rouse to entertain high school kids, and now he was essentially stuck with irreversible brain damage.  
 
    And he was stuck with the agony of knowing he was now a freak, a pervert, and a sexual deviant. He was stuck with the agony, unless he did what those posters were suggesting: swallow the whole sissy pill, go further down the rabbit hole, finish the last two tapes and become like the traps in the diner. They may have been freaks as far as Kent was concerned, but they were happy freaks. They didn’t appear to be suffering any agony. They were smiling and even flirting with strangers, as if they didn’t care what anyone around them thought. And it didn’t help that people like Andrew couldn’t even tell the difference.  
 
    Though maybe there were more than just those few traps at the diner and the few at the house party. Maybe they were everywhere and Kent couldn’t tell the difference. When Kent looked at himself in the mirror, he thought he really looked like a woman, especially after the Playboy Playmate did his makeup. All he really needed was a wig and a bit of makeup practice—maybe a bit of voice work and a decent wardrobe…  
 
    Kent had another blackout moment during his last hour at work. He looked up at the clock and saw that it was already time to go home, even though it seemed like he’d just looked up at his clock a moment later and it was only 3:00 PM. Then he looked down at his computer screen and saw, in big letters: ORDER COMPLETE. A chill crept down Kent’s spine. He opened up his e-mail and saw that he didn’t just have one unread e-receipt; there were ten separate e-receipts. He’d spent over a thousand dollars on dresses and skirts and shoes and lingerie and makeup. “Shit,” he mumbled. He clicked on the first e-mail and went to the website where he could manage his order. His plan was to cancel all of them, get his money back and pretend like it never happened. And then he saw the items that he ordered.  
 
    He froze and found himself staring at the cute little dresses. There was a little black bodycon dress that would actually look so cute on him. And in another order was a pair of strappy heels that would match the dress perfectly. Maybe he didn’t need to cancel the orders. Maybe having some outfits at his house was a good thing, so it would be easier to resist the urge of stealing clothes from his friends and neighbours. It was better that he kept his newfound obsessed within the walls of his own apartment. So he didn’t cancel anything.  
 
    But if he was going to keep the clothes and makeup, then he was going to need a wig. What was the point in spending over a thousand dollars on a wardrobe and makeup if he wasn’t going to go all the way? He looked up local wig stores on his phone and found that there was one conveniently on his way home from work. So he got off the bus a few stops early and he wandered into a shop called Best Wigs.  
 
    The store was surprisingly large, with too many options to consider. Kent walked through the room slowly, noticing the price tags hanging down from some of the hair bundles: five, six, even seven hundred dollars for some of the more realistic units. And of course Kent needed to get a realistic unit if he was going to commit to this crazy endeavour.  
 
    “Can I help you?” asked a feminine voice behind Kent. He spun around with a jump. He was on edge and had been on edge for days now. “Looking for a wig?” The storeowner was a tall, pretty woman with big, stunning eyes. She had a confident smile that beamed down on Kent, making him feel small.  
 
    “Um, yeah,” he said. “It’s, uh, for my wife.”  
 
    “Is she okay?” the storeowner asked. 
 
    Kent quickly nodded his head. “Yeah. She, uh, just got a bad haircut. The hairdresser screwed up and she ended up having to shave it all off. So she, uh, needs a wig.” He forced a smile. He knew it sounded far-fetched.  
 
    The storeowner was looking down, at Kent’s hands, which were awkwardly fumbling down at his waist. He thought she was looking at his nervously fidgeting fingers, and then he realized she was looking down at his lack of a wedding ring. He quickly buried his hands into his pockets, even though he already knew it was too late. So he just forced another smile as he felt his cheeks turning red.  
 
    “Does she want to be blonde, brunette, redhead—or something funky?” asked the store owner, who was now grinning. She knew. She could see right through Kent’s awkward demeanour. She probably got lots of cross-dressers into her store. Kent squirmed at the thought of being one of them, even though he was. He hated the term ‘cross-dresser’. It sounded so ugly and so freakish. Kent had always thought that cross-dressers were just mentally ill men. And maybe that’s exactly what Kent was, now with his blackouts and his powerful urges that he couldn’t always deny. “Well?” the store clerk asked. 
 
    “Maybe blonde,” Kent said with a quiet voice.  
 
    “Long or short?” 
 
    Kent scanned the options. There was already a wig that stood out to him. He kept looking around but his gaze kept travelling back to that one wig on the wall. It was long and blonde, with dark roots. It was straight with a bit of volume, and Kent was already imagining which outfits to pair it with. “That one,” he said, pointing at the wig. 
 
    “Do you want to try it on?” the clerk asked as she took the wig down from the wall.  
 
    “Sure,” Kent said. And then he froze up as he realized he’d just outed himself as a cross-dresser. “I mean—my head is about the same size as my wife’s head.” He felt warm blood rushing into his cheeks. He didn’t know why he was still bothering with his whole married farce. He knew the clerk was onto him. But he was just too embarrassed to reveal himself fully.  
 
    The pretty storeowner stepped around Kent and got the wig situated on top of his head. She adjusted it slightly, ruffling up the hair a bit to make it look realistic. Then she turned Kent towards the mirror and said, “I think it looks pretty good, don’t you?” she said. 
 
    Kent slowly nodded his head. The wig was perfect. It looked real. He reached up slowly and ran his fingers through the soft strands of hair. “Yeah,” he said, his voice nearly a whisper.  
 
    Even without a feminine outfit or a lick of makeup, he looked like a girl. It was amazing how much that wig changed his appearance. It changed the shape of his face and it even seemed to change the figure of his body—not that his figure wasn’t feminine to begin with. “How much?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s on sale. Four hundred and fifty,” she said. “Down from eight hundred. It’s a steal, really.”  
 
    “I’ll take it,” Kent said. And now he couldn’t wait for his new wardrobe to show up. He couldn’t wait to get dolled up. He was even starting to think about taking his feminine persona out of the house once he had all of the elements put together. Maybe he would go for a jaunt down at the dog park. Maybe he would take a ride on the bus, just to see if he could get a guy or two to look his way. Maybe he would go down to the bar and try to get a guy to buy him a drink. But what would he call himself? He was going to need a name for his new female persona… 
 
    “Are you okay?” the store clerk asked.  
 
    “Huh? Me? Yeah. I’m fine.” Kent was now standing at the checkout counter. He couldn’t remember how he got there. He must have blacked out again, but for how long? Had he said anything embarrassing? Had he done anything he was going to regret? He looked into the store clerk’s eyes and saw that she was smirking—or was it just her normal smile? He looked away quickly. “You don’t have a bathroom I could use, do you?” he asked. He didn’t need to use the bathroom, but he needed to splash some cold water on his face. Cold water was the only thing that seemed to stop the sissy urges from taking over completely. Cold water was the only thing ensuring Kent still had a little bit of sanity.  
 
    “We don’t but the store next door has—” She cut herself off. “Actually, if you don’t mind walking a couple of blocks, there’s a gas station just at the end of the road. The bathrooms are around back. If I were you, I would use the women’s bathroom. It’s much cleaner and much less busy.”  
 
    Kent stared at the woman for a moment, trying to figure out why she was suggesting a bathroom two blocks away, and why she was suggesting the women’s bathroom instead of the men’s bathroom. But he didn’t question it. He wanted to get out of that wig store and away from the woman who could see right through Kent’s anxious character. He made his way down the road to that gas station. It was a busy little gas station, with cars lined up nearly to the street.  
 
    Kent skirted around behind the station and then he spotted the bathrooms. He watched a man slip into the men’s bathroom. He looked around to make sure no one was watching before slipping into the women’s. And he was pleasantly surprised by how clean and spacious it was. He locked the door and went straight to the sink. He ran the water cold and then splashed it on his face. He took a deep breath and then he noticed a glimmer of red out of the corner of his eye.  
 
    ‘Tap for a little bit of fun,’ was written on the wall with deep red lipstick. With the same lipstick, someone had drawn a long arrow pointing from those words to a hole in the wall, a hole that connected the two bathrooms. Kent’s heart skipped a beat.  
 
    Next to the sink was a little tube of red lipstick—probably the same that was used to write on the wall. Kent picked it up carefully and spun out the deep red pillar. He ran the tap again, rinsing off the tip of that red pillar. Then he brought it to his lips. His heart was pounding hard—so hard, he was worried it was going to explode inside of his chest. “What the hell are you doing?” he whispered to himself. But he couldn’t stop himself.  
 
    He reached into his briefcase and pulled out his new wig. He ripped off the tag and got it onto his head. He ruffled up the hair until it looked nice and natural on his head, then he slipped out from his dress shirt and put on the crop top he stole from his neighbour. And while he was at it, he took off his pants and put on his skirt—his stockings were still on underneath his slacks.  
 
    He did a little pose in the mirror, biting his lip in an attempt to contain his big, goofy smile. He looked cute, even without makeup. The lipstick was enough—though a bit of eyeliner and maybe some blush would have been nice too.  
 
    He heard someone enter the room next door. It was game time, time to have a little bit of fun, according to the wall. Kent walked over with his pounding heart and then he tapped on the wall. He squirmed and took a series of deep breaths, trying to calm his racing heart. He didn’t actually plan on doing anything if a cock slipped through that hole, did he? He wasn’t really going to suck off some stranger, or even touch another man’s penis. Just because he was having strange urges—it didn’t mean he was suddenly gay. Or was he suddenly gay? Were those tapes turning him gay?  
 
    A minute passed and no cock came through that hole. Maybe that hole was just a joke—surely it was just a joke. What man would be dumb enough to risk sticking his cock through a random hole in a gas station bathroom? There was nothing stopping some crazed psychopath from chopping a stray cock off—and there was nothing stopping a man from sucking off another man.  
 
    Kent tapped again, giving his heart another surge of energy. He kept his gaze glued to that hole. After a long silence, that hole became dark as if large figure had crossed behind it. Kent could hear a subtle rustling. And then a long, flaccid cock came through the opening. Kent nearly jumped back at the sight of it. It was thick and veiny and uncircumcised.  
 
    Kent’s lips parted and his heart fluttered down into his gut. Now what? He’d invited the cock through, but now he didn’t know what to do with it. There was a very vulnerable man on the other side of that wall, waiting for some action.  
 
    Kent slowly dropped down to his knees. He felt the cold bathroom floor with his bare skin, but he did like the feeling of the draft teasing up his skirt, tickling his bum and his barely covered cock.  
 
    He looked at the cock and couldn’t believe how thick it was. It must have belonged to a big guy. He reached up slowly and hovered his fingers around the man’s girth. He was terrified to touch it, but he knew he had to. He knew he would be left unsatisfied until he went through with it. So he closed his eyes and closed his hand into a fist around the soft, warm cock. His heart skipped a beat. He was doing it—he was touching a cock. And a moment later, he was gently pulling back the man’s foreskin, exposing his bulbous tip. It was only a few seconds before that cock was throbbing and growing in Kent’s grip—getting bigger and harder by the second.  
 
    And it was kind of fun, knowing that it was Kent’s sensual fingers that were making the man aroused, and soon he would be getting the man off too.  
 
    He tugged on the cock until it was hard, and then he watched as it throbbed magnificently. It was a strangely arousing sight, but only because Kent knew that erection was for him. But the man didn’t stick his cock through a dangerous hole just for a handjob. Kent needed to give the man more. So he took a deep breath, leaned forward, and opened his mouth. The cock slid onto his wet tongue. It didn’t taste like anything, which was nice because Kent was expecting the worst. In a weird way, it was even kind of satisfying, the way it slid back and forth. He could feel the veins throbbing. He could feel the whole cock bloating and twitching. And it was only a minute or two before he could feel it tensing up all over, getting ready to burst.  
 
    He slipped the cock out from his mouth and aimed it away. Then he watched as it spewed long strands of cum all over the bathroom floor. He heard the man on the other side groaning, and then the man’s lipstick-stained cock slipped back, leaving that hole empty. He got the lipstick washed off of his lips and his sissy outfit back into his briefcase, then he took off for home, hiding his face as he left the bathroom, just in case there was someone there waiting to see him. Thankfully, the coast was clear.  
 
    But that wasn’t the end of Kent’s sissy fun that afternoon. That night, he got dressed up again and he went about his normal routine. He cooked his dinner in that little skirt, and he even sat around and watched TV in his whole cute ensemble. When it was time for bed, he decided to sleep in his panties, with his headphones on his head and that sixth tape playing into his ears.  
 
    “Oh my God, look at you,” the British woman said in that recording. “I hardly recognized you. You look stunning. And how’s your voice sounding? Have you been practising? It will take a while to get it right, but don’t worry about that now. Now, we’re just going to have some fun. We still have a lot of work to do—but let’s not think of it as work. Let’s just think of it as fun, shall we?”  
 
    Kent dozed off quickly that night. There was something hypnotic about the British woman’s voice. It had the strangest ability to make Kent fall right to sleep. Even sleeping pills didn’t work that quickly.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    Kent woke up with the worst dread trembling inside of his gut. He jumped out of bed and rushed over to the mirror and he stared at himself. His eyes were heavy and his skin was flushed. “What are you doing to yourself?” he said before slapping himself on the cheek. “Pull yourself out of this. You’re just one recording away.” And it was true—if Kent could stop himself from becoming a full-blown sissy in just the next twenty-four hours, then his original goal would be a success. Sure, there were some speed bumps along the way. He’d spent almost two thousand dollars on women’s clothing, makeup, shoes, and a wig. He’d sucked a cock in a gas station bathroom. He’d allowed a Playboy Playmate to fuck him in the ass with a giant strap-on—but those were just speed bumps. He could still come out the other end as a man, unlike all of those poor souls on those sissy websites, and those trannies in the diner.  
 
    He just had to get through one more tape. So he went back to that support group online community and read through some posts. He found a few made by people who only reached that sixth tape. “I’m too afraid to listen to the last one. I don’t want to lose myself,” said one poster. And surprisingly, many people replied saying they only reached that sixth tape. Apparently, on their sixth day, something happened that was too much for them. But none of them were brave enough to say what. They just kept saying “the incident”, and everyone seemed to know exactly what they were talking about. But Kent had no idea, and he was terrified of having ‘the incident’ happen while he was at work.  
 
    So he called in sick, taking one of his few sick days. He made a large pot of coffee and spent the morning at his kitchen table, drinking cup after cup. He had nothing else to do. There was lots he wanted to do outside, but he was set on remaining inside for the day. Under no circumstances would he leave his apartment.  
 
    At least that’s what he thought, until noon rolled around and there was a knock at his door. He carefully crept up to the peephole and looked out. His female neighbour was standing there. Kent wasn’t going to answer it, but she knocked again, and then again. What if she knew he stole her clothes? What if her next stop was at my building manager’s door, to get the key to get into Kent’s apartment and take back what was hers?  
 
    So Kent opened the door. “Hey,” he said, forcing a big smile. He was ready to dive back into his apartment if one of his weird urges came upon him. He held the door firmly.  
 
    “My pipes are all weird again and my husband still isn’t back. The building manager isn’t answering his door, and I heard your TV playing so I knew you were home. You don’t think you could come and help me, do you?” She looked desperate. Her eyes were glowing and her smile was irresistible.  
 
    “Just let me grab my tools,” Kent said. He was hardly breaking his own rule. He still wasn’t leaving his apartment building, and he wasn’t even leaving his own floor. He could be done and back in his apartment in a matter of minutes, before any impulses took over.  
 
    He sauntered into her place and headed straight for that sink. “Same problem?” he asked.  
 
    And then he heard his neighbour’s voice from the other room. “Same problem,” she said. 
 
    Kent got down and popped open the access panel. He looked in and saw that the same pipe was loose. Though it seemed impossible. A pipe can’t just pop loose so easily. Kent had screwed that pipe in firmly, and no amount of water pressure can unscrew a pipe in a matter of days. So Kent reached in with his wrench and he made it as tight as possible. He tested the sink and everything worked just fine, but he had a feeling that he wasn’t really there to fix her pipe.  
 
    He looked over when he heard her stepping up behind him, and he saw that she’d quickly gotten changed into a skimpy lingerie bodysuit. It was lace and clear. He could see her perky nipples trying to poke free from the tight garment. He opened his mouth to say something, but he didn’t know what to say. “Well?” she said. 
 
    “W—Well what?” Kent managed to stutter.  
 
    “Are you going to fuck me or not?” Her face was red and her eyes were shimmering, as if she was trying not to cry. Kent wasn’t sure what was happening. Why did she want to fuck him so badly? Was she just bored?  
 
    “I shouldn’t,” he said. “I should be getting back to my apartment.” 
 
    “Please fuck me,” she said. “My husband is always home but he won’t fuck me. He’s going to be back in a few hours and I don’t know when he’s leaving again. I need to be fucked. Please just fuck my little pussy. I’m begging you.” She came up to Kent and put her hands on her sides. She was squirming—literally unable to contain herself. She reached down and cupped Kent’s cock. She squeezed and massaged gently. “I’ll do anything,” she said.  
 
    Kent was about to reject her, even though she was beautiful and wet—and then he suddenly say her as his solution. He was attracted to her. He wanted to fuck her. And maybe a good fucking was all he needed in order to get his head straight, to remember that he was really a man and not some sissy. So he put his hands on her sides and he spun her around. He put a hand on her back and bent her over her own kitchen counter. She let a moan slip out from her lips. She was already halfway to having an orgasm, just from being touched by a man. Poor girl probably wasn’t lying—her plumber husband probably never fucked her.  
 
    Kent reached down and pulled away the thin strip of lace covering her pussy, revealing her plump, wet lips. The sight made Kent’s heart stutter—and he loved that stutter. He was still a man. He still loved women. Those tapes hadn’t corrupted his mind completely—not yet. He ran his fingers over those damp lips and then he tugged down his pants, letting his semi-erect cock fling out. He grabbed it and pressed it against her warm pussy. She let another moan slip out as she began to push her bum back, grinding herself along his hardening shaft.  
 
    Kent had the biggest smile on his face. There was still hope. He could still be the man he knew that he was. Though as he looked down at his pretty neighbour, he couldn’t help but wonder how that lingerie would look on him—and those heels; he’s still never worn a pair of heels before. He couldn’t wait for his shipment to come in the mail, so he could see how perfect his own legs would look with a cute pair of— 
 
    “Well? Are you going to fuck me or not?” she asked, still squirming, still desperate for his cock.  
 
    He was hard now, though not entirely because of her—but that didn’t matter. He was still going to fuck her and he was still going to come inside of her and he was still going to prove to himself that he was still a sane, straight man. He mashed his tip between her plump lips and then he pushed inside of her. She gasped and clenched and trembled and moaned. He squeezed her butt cheeks with both hands and spread them wide so he could watch his cock travelling deeper and deeper into her body.  
 
    He suddenly had the urge to ask her to reach around and stick her fingers into his asshole, but he resisted the urge. He bit down hard on his tongue and started thrusting. He had the urge to ask if he could put on her bodysuit, or maybe she would be interested in fucking him with the handle of his screwdriver—he resisted those urges as well, pumping her harder and faster. He just needed to come—he needed to get the fucking over with before one of these urges manifested into reality.  
 
    So he closed his eyes and focussed as hard as he could. He loved the way her wet pussy felt, clenching along his hard shaft. He loved the way fluid was dribbling down her thighs. He loved the sounds of her moaning, and he even loved the sounds of air escaping her pussy when he pulled his cock mostly out before plunging back down. And more than anything, he loved that he loved all of those things. He was still a man.  
 
    He dug his fingernails into her skin and then he thrusted himself forward with a heavy grunt. His cum filled up her tight snatch and she screamed out as she reached her long-awaited orgasm. More fluid gushed out of her and then Kent stumbled back to watch his creampie ooze out from her cunt. “I should be going,” he said before she was even able to pull herself off of the counter. She looked back at him with glowing eyes. “Whenever my husband is gone, can I count on you to come over?” she asked.  
 
    Kent shrugged his shoulders. “Why doesn’t your husband want to fuck you?” he asked. 
 
    “Because he always just wants me to fuck him. He makes me put on this stupid strap-on, and when I ask him to fuck me, he can’t get it up. So sometimes I ask him to put on the strap-on, but it’s just not the same. He even likes to wear my lingerie. I mean—he looks good in it, but I still have needs, you know?”  
 
    Kent forced a smile. His heart stuttered. And then he turned to leave. Maybe there were sissies everywhere. Maybe there was a couple of them on every floor of Kent’s apartment building. Maybe every second guy on the street was a secret sissy. Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible thing. Maybe Kent didn’t need to feel so ashamed, as if he was some freak of nature. At least he wasn’t like his neighbour’s husband. At least he could still find satisfaction in satisfying a woman.  
 
    He stayed locked up in his flat for the rest of the day. He ended up taking a sleeping pill around 8:00 PM, not that he needed it. Once he hit play on that final recording, he fell right asleep. He didn’t register the British woman’s first few words.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Kent woke up to the loud screeching of his apartment’s buzzer. It took him a moment to realize he was no longer asleep and no longer dreaming. He pulled himself up as the buzzer rang again. He stumbled over to the unit on his wall and pressed the button. “What is it?” he said with a groggy voice. And then he noticed the clock on the wall that read 2:45 PM. He’d been asleep for almost eighteen hours—how did a single over-the-counter sleeping pill do that?  
 
    “I’ve got a few packages here for you—I need a signature,” said the man who was standing downstairs at the front door. “Mind hurrying up?”  
 
    “I’ll be right down,” Kent said. He went down in his pyjamas, rubbing the sleep out from his eyes as the slow elevator made its way down to the lobby. He was still in a daze, still unsure of how he managed to sleep for so long. Was it because of the sleeping pill? Or was it because of the tape. 
 
    He’d forgotten about the tape—the final sissy hypno tape. He was finished with the experiment. He was done the ultimate manliness test, and he’d passed. At least he was pretty sure he’d passed. He wasn’t currently fantasizing about sleeping with men or wishing he was wearing women’s clothing. The thought of a beautiful naked woman still got his heart racing.  
 
    He answered the front door of his apartment building with a big smile on his face. “Hey—you’ve got some packages for me?” he said. He had no idea what the packages were—he figured they had something to do with work. When he thought of work now, his gut turned. He was supposed to be at work. In fact, he was only an hour away from the end of his workday. Hopefully his boss just assumed he was still sick.  
 
    “Sign this,” the deliveryman said, thrusting a clipboard forward. Kent signed the paperwork and then he saw the large stack of boxes sitting next to the door. “Enjoy,” the deliveryman said as he turned and walked away. It took three trips back and forth to the elevator to get it loaded, and then it took three trips from the elevator to his apartment to get everything inside. He grabbed a box cutter from his toolbox and opened the first box. 
 
    Inside that first box was the black dress that he ordered, as well as a few other dresses and a skirt and a couple of tops. In another box was four pairs of cute high heels. In another box he found more dresses, and then in another box he found leggings and panties and lingerie. The smaller (and heavier) of the boxes was filled with makeup supplies. His eyes lit up as he looked down at the haul and an excitement filled his body. It would take a whole week just to try everything on, and he couldn’t wait to get started. 
 
    He grabbed that black dress and held it up to his body. Then he grabbed that box of makeup supplies and started towards the bathroom, to get started. But he only made it a few steps before he paused, his heart suddenly trembling. He looked down at the dress, which he knew was going to look so cute on him. “Just stop,” he said to himself. It wasn’t too late to return it—everything was still packaged, still with tags. He could get his money back, and more importantly, he could keep the last bit of his sanity.  
 
    If he went into that bathroom, then the sissy tapes won. If he got himself all dolled up and beautiful, then he didn’t survive the seven tapes. He would have become exactly what he was trying not to become: an emasculated sissy.  
 
    But he didn’t want to return the clothes. He wanted to wear them. He wanted to go out to the cafes and parks and bars in the little outfits. He wanted to feel the gazes of gawking men, and for once in his life, he wanted to know what it felt like to be ‘sexy’. Was it so wrong?  
 
    He still wanted to be a man. He wasn’t like those traps in the diner—he didn’t want to become a woman and stay a woman and be nothing but a woman. He knew that he was biologically male. He knew that there were people in the world who wouldn’t accept him in a skirt and a pair of black strappy heels. And he knew there would be plenty of times where he just wanted to be a man: at work, visiting family, at football parties, and so on.  
 
    He looked at the dress again, now with a head filled with confusion. He knew he couldn’t be both a man and a woman. He knew he couldn’t even technically be a woman, as far as biology was concerned. But maybe he could be a trap from time to time. Was that so outrageous? It would essentially be a hobby. He didn’t have to tell people about it—or maybe he would tell people about it. Who cares what other people think? He had friends who played Dungeons & Dragons—lots of people made fun of them, but was it wrong to play the game? Of course not. Different people like different things, and different people are raised to accept different things.  
 
    A smile crossed Kent’s face as he realized something: he was still a man. For quite possibly the first time in his life, he was confident in who he was. If some blonde Swedish woman accidentally called him a woman on the streets, it wouldn’t phase him. In fact, now he might think of it as a sort of compliment.  
 
    So he was successful with his experiment. He did prove to himself that he was a man, and he was more sure of that now than ever before: he was a man who was no longer afraid of being seen as a sissy or some closeted transgender. He was just human, like everyone else. 
 
    He went into that bathroom and put on that makeup and he tried on that dress. He looked stunning, especially once that blonde wig was on his head. He put on a pair of heels and then he stood in front of his mirror for a while, admiring his awesome figure and his beautiful face. He knew he was convincing and he knew he was going to turn heads. He couldn’t wait to get out onto the streets, to start experiencing life as a pretty trap.  
 
    But first, he was curious: what was on that last tape? What were the final words of that British woman? He went to his computer and pressed play on that final minute of recording. “Look at you now,” she said with her thick British accent. “Look at how beautiful you are. Look at how confident you are. You were born to wear that dress. Your legs were made for those heels. You’re perfect. You’re going to turn so many heads. And look how happy you are. Look at that smile! That smile is worth everything, don’t you think?”  
 
    And Kent really was smiling. He couldn’t help it—he really was happy. He couldn’t wait to step out that door and start his new life: the improved version of his old life.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    STIFF COMPETITION 
 
    Ray and his roommates have a long running competition that restarts every week. The loser of the game has to buy the winner beer and do his chores. And the game is simple: you get one point for going on a date, another point for getting a kiss, another point for getting head, another point for going all the way, and maybe even a bonus point for unlocking the back door. But to get the points, the players have to show proof, usually in the form of a picture. 
 
    Ray is unfortunately used to losing. He’s lost count of how many cases of beer he’s bought for his roommates. But one week he suddenly has a stroke of luck when he lands a date with a beautiful blonde. She’s cute and funny and she’s even willing to go back to Ray’s house for a bit of fun. But she has a confession to make before they get started in Ray’s bedroom, and now Ray has to decide how badly he wants those points.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Losing didn’t easier for Ray, and still, he continued to lose week after week after week. 
 
    He was getting tired of walking into that liquor store across the street from his own house, buying four cases of beer that he wouldn’t even get to drink, and then walking back to his snickering roommates. “I’m sure you’ll win next time, Ray,” Mason would always say with a big, crooked grin on his face.  
 
    It wasn’t fair: Mason, Paul, and Aaron were all genetically gifted guys. They were athletes, spending whole days at the gym. They had rich parents, so they didn’t have to work much to get by. Ray wasn’t quite so lucky. Ray had to work his crappy job every day, just so he could keep up with the bills. He never played sports because his parents were always afraid he would get hurt. He always believed them, but now he resented them: he had a small, scrawny body that was incapable of packing on muscle, and he flinched every time a ball flew in his direction.  
 
    Ray didn’t want to participate in the weekly game of ‘Fuckeries’. He should have never agreed to it in the first place, knowing that it was a game invented by Mason: a guy who loved to brag and win and mock losers. The rules to Fuckeries were simple: one point for scoring a date with a girl (she had to be at least a six out of ten), another point for a kiss (you had to prove it happened), another point for a blowjob (again, it had to be proved), and another point for sex (of course, it had to be confirmed). And of course, there were other ways to collect bonus points: anal was worth an extra point, and a video of the girl swallowing was worth another—but very, very hard to get (yet somehow, Mason got swallowing videos all the time).  
 
    Ray participated in Fuckeries with all of his roommates: Mason, Paul, and Aaron. The winner didn’t have to do chores for the week. The loser had to buy everyone a case of beer. Ray didn’t necessarily want to win—he just didn’t want to lose for another week in a row.  
 
    He tried Mason’s strategy, but it just didn’t work for him. Mason would go to every party on campus and he would single out the drunkest hot chick and then he would try to get her even drunker. He didn’t always get laid, but he usually got laid. Even Ray’s other roommates had accepted that Mason would probably always be the winner. It didn’t help that he looked an awful lot like a young George Clooney, and he was on the university’s football team—a team that was actually good and actually won lots of games. He was always bringing cheerleaders home, and then he would tape himself fucking them up in his bedroom. 
 
    Ray would show up at the parties, spot a drunk chick, and then he would freeze up, too afraid to approach her. He was terrified of being rejected, even though he knew the girl wouldn’t remember a thing. He was scared the girl would look down at his scrawny figure and laugh, and then everyone else would turn around and start to laugh. So at every party, Ray would end up standing in the corner with a drink clasped in both of his hands. He was invisible, and maybe that was for the best.  
 
    Paul was also on the football team. He looked more like a young Paul Rudd—not exactly every girl’s dream, but he made it work for himself. He never scored any touchdowns and he hardly got any time on the field, but apparently girls just want to be with guys on the team. Ray tried out for the team one summer, thinking he could possibly be the guy who kicked the ball across the field, or maybe even one of the guys who catches the ball and runs. He didn’t know a lot about football, but he figured it couldn’t be so hard. On his first day at the try-out, he was checked and knocked unconscious for nearly twenty seconds. The coach told him to go home. “And for your own good, don’t come back,” he said. Maybe Ray’s mom was right.  
 
    Ray had successfully obtained a date six times in Fuckeries history. He’d obtained a kiss twice, but it was never enough to win. Of course both times he got a kiss, his roommates all at least got blowjobs. Ray had never had a blowjob in his life, or sex for that matter. He was a virgin, but he didn’t want his roommates to know that. He figured agreeing to Fuckeries would be a good way to get rid of his virginity, but apparently all it was doing was rubbing his virginity in his face.  
 
    Ray found a bit of hope with Tinder, the dating app. He made an account, uploaded his best pictures, and he swiped on every girl above a six. He would sit in his room and swipe for ages until his phone buzzed with a match. He was painfully used to seeing the message: “Sorry, I meant to swipe the other way!” But occasionally he would get, “How’s it going?”  
 
    He knew that he had a tendency to come on too strong. He was always trying so hard not to sound desperate that he would end up sounding terribly desperate. Girls would usually stop messaging him back after five or six messages, but occasionally he would find a girl who was willing to give him a shot. It was a late March evening when one girl decided to give Ray a shot.  
 
    Her name was Veronica. She was short and a little bit chubby, but Ray figured she passed as a six. She had a cute face and a cute smile and very large breasts. In her profile description, she wrote that she considered herself more of a Betty. Ray enjoyed the little joke. 
 
    It was a simple little date: have a few drinks together by the river, talk a bit, see if the relationship could possibly go anywhere. Ray showed up early down at the waterside: forty minutes early. He paced back and forth as his nerves tingled. He kept looking at her profile on his phone, and then he kept praying that Mason and the other guys would let her pass as a six out of ten. She had one picture where she was bikini-clad and without makeup. Her puffy gut hung over her bikini bottoms, and the harsh sunlight made her eyes look dark and beady. If the guys saw that picture, they certainly wouldn’t let her pass as a six. But maybe he could just show them the other pictures. 
 
    Veronica showed up ten minutes late, which didn’t bother Ray. Though it did bother Ray that she showed up with three friends: all just as portly as her. As soon as they saw Ray, they al started whispering and giggling. Ray pretended not to notice, though it was hard to hide his trembling legs. “Hi Veronica,” he said, waving and feeling smaller than ever. She probably weighed forty pounds more than him, but he was probably thirty pounds underweight so it wasn’t too big of a deal, right?  
 
    “Ray, right?” one of the friends said.  
 
    Ray nodded his head and the girls giggled again. Ray felt his heart flutter down into his gut. Was this just a setup for a big joke? Did Veronica only ask him to meet up so that her and her friends could have some sort of depraved laugh? “What’s going on?” he asked. 
 
    “Sorry—I just brought my friends along in case you were like a murderer or something,” Veronica said. Then she turned to her friends and shooed them off. They giggled again and then went off towards the bar across the pier. “Sorry about that,” she said once they were alone. 
 
    “No worries,” Ray said with a smile. It was probably a good call. “Girls shouldn’t be meeting up with strangers at night in desolate places.” 
 
    “They told me the same thing. You’re cuter than your profile picture,” she said. And Ray had to force a smile. ‘Cute’ isn’t a great compliment for a man. In fact, to Ray, it was an insult, but he knew she was just trying to be nice. Guys don’t want to be cute. They want to be handsome or rugged or intimidating or maybe sexy—but not cute.  
 
    Ray handed Veronica a beer. “I just got what was on sale. I hope it’s okay,” he said. 
 
    She cracked it and took a long drink. She wasn’t quite as chubby as she looked in her photos—or maybe it was just the flattering spill of the streetlights. She really did have a cute face. Her eyes were big and she clearly put lots of effort into her makeup and her hair and her outfit—and she smelled nice too—though Ray couldn’t help but notice the smell of vodka when he took a seat next to her on the edge of the pier. “So what kind of things do you like?” Ray asked. His heart was pounding. It was only the seventh date of his entire life—and it was a point for the week. As far as he knew, the other guys didn’t have points yet. For once, there was a chance he wouldn’t be the loser. And maybe he could take it further than just a date. Maybe he could get a kiss, or maybe she would be the lucky recipient of Ray’s virginity.  
 
    They talked for a good hour, sipping beer after beer. Ray quickly learned that they didn’t have a lot in common, but luckily Veronica liked to hear herself talk, so she just went on and on while Ray nodded and occasionally tossed in another question to keep her going, like tossing a log onto a slowly burning bonfire. It was after three beers and however much vodka she drank before showing up that Veronica ended up staring into Ray’s eyes. “You really are very cute,” she said again, as if it was a compliment, as if she was talking to her pet hamster.  
 
    “Thanks,” Ray said. And he knew she was hoping for a kiss.  
 
    There was a moment of silence, and then Veronica said, “Aren’t you going to kiss me?”  
 
    Ray started to lean forward, and then he remembered that he needed proof. So he pulled out his phone.  
 
    “What are you doing?” she asked, staring down at his phone. 
 
    “I thought maybe we could get a picture—you know, just in case this works out between us. Wouldn’t it be awesome to have a picture of our first kiss?” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so,” she said. So Ray held out his camera and then he leaned in for a kiss. The magic of the moment was suddenly gone, but at least he got his kiss and he had the picture to prove it. He slipped his phone back into his pocket. “Is that it?” she asked. 
 
    “Is what it?” 
 
    “Is that the kiss?” So Ray leaned in again and gave her another kiss. But he wasn’t sure what she wanted. She wasn’t giving him much to work with: keeping her lips shut and her body stiff. After the second kiss, she rolled her eyes. “It’s because I’m fat, isn’t it?”  
 
    And now Ray was frightened and confused. Tears were forming in Veronica’s eyes, and he had no idea what to do about it. “You aren’t fat,” he said, forcing a big smile. And it was true: she wasn’t fat. She was just chubby—or maybe she was fat. Relative to the general population, she was only slightly larger than average. But then again, the general population was a little bit fat. 
 
    “I know I’m fat. I know I’m not perfect. No one’s perfect,” she said. And now her vulnerabilities were pouring out faster than Ray could push them back in. 
 
    “You aren’t fat. You’re just a bit bigger. Who cares?” And then he saw in her eyes that this was not the right thing to say.  
 
    She was silent for a moment and then she pulled out her phone and started texting her friends.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Ray asked. 
 
    “I’m going home.” She stood up suddenly, puffing out her chest. “And to think—I was going to suck your cock.” She turned around and started walking away. Ray knew he’d probably just dodged a bullet, but he’d also missed his opportunity to be a winner for once in his life.  
 
    “Wait!” he said, springing up to his feet. But Veronica didn’t wait. She was bawling her eyes out now in a very unflattering way. She scurried away faster than he could catch up, leaving him with nothing but a blurry picture of a half-assed kiss. At least it was something—at least he had two points on the board for the week, which may have been enough to not be a loser.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Ray had a big smile on his face as he sat on the living room couch, waiting for his roommates to make their way down from their rooms for the weekly ‘awards ceremony,’ as Mason called it. Mason was the last to show up, eyes heavy and still in his plaid pyjama pants. It was almost 2:00 PM and he’d just woken up after a long night of partying. He looked at Ray with one eyebrow raised high. “Why are you looking so smug?” he asked. 
 
    Ray tried his best to keep a straight face. “What do you mean? I’m just waiting for you guys.”  
 
    Aaron came down next, still with his video game headset on. “Let’s hurry this up. I have a game starting in seven minutes,” he said. And then he flicked his headset back on and continued chatting with his video game team. Aaron was unemployed and always playing video games. Ray couldn’t wrap his head around how Aaron was ever able to get laid when he spent fourteen hours a day gaming.  
 
    Paul was the last to come down. He was dressed for work, in his dress shirt and slacks. “Work on a Sunday, Paul?” Mason asked. 
 
    “Funeral—my great aunt. I never actually met her.” Ray didn’t bother telling him that a white dress shirt and a red tie probably wasn’t an appropriate combination for a funeral. “I’m hoping it’s quick because I don’t want to miss that new Game of Thrones episode.”  
 
    “Okay then, let’s just get this over with. Everyone get out their proof,” Mason said. Ray could tell by everyone’s demeanour that they probably didn’t have much. They all seemed to be in a rush, and they’d all been abnormally busy that week. Ray couldn’t help but notice that Paul wasn’t even getting his phone out. He was just sitting there, staring at the floor as if he had nothing. “Cool, so I fucked this blonde chick at this party last night. I came in her without a condom, and she sucked my dick. So that’s six points. I even stuck it in her ass at one point, but I didn’t get a picture of that—so I’ll just settle with my six points.” First, he showed a picture of the girl. She was a cute blonde with a cute smile. Then he showed a picture of the top of her head pressed between his bare, hairy legs. Then he showed a picture of her being stuffed by his Coca-Cola can cock. Ray was sick of seeing pictures of that dick. He wasn’t surprised, but he wasn’t thrilled. So he didn’t win, but at least he probably wouldn’t lose.  
 
    “I got head from some chubby chick. But she was kind of cute… This happened two nights ago,” said Aaron. He turned his phone around and then Ray’s heart fluttered down into his stomach. He was looking at a picture of Veronica, on her knees, sucking his long, curved cock. So she really was out looking to suck a dick. Ray felt his face turning dark red.  
 
    “Well, I kissed that same girl,” he said awkwardly, turning his phone around for the guys to see. They all started laughing. 
 
    “Hopefully not after I was finished with her, or you probably tasted my cum!” said Aaron before he started laughing hysterically. Ray was too embarrassed to admit when the date was. It was possible he kissed her after she sucked the cum out from his rod.  
 
    “Well, Paul? Can you top a cum-flavoured kiss from a land whale?” Everyone laughed, and Ray suddenly felt like a loser, even though he was pretty sure he’d just come in third place.  
 
    “Uh,” Paul said, “I fucked this chick. Do I have a picture? Oh yeah, here.” He turned around his phone and showed a picture of a girl on all fours, with his cock pressed into her tight slit. “I’ll show you a picture of her face later, but I think I’m going to be late.” He stood up. “I promise she was a seven though.” And then he left for his great-aunt’s funeral.  
 
    And then the other guys looked at Ray with big grins. He was the loser, again, for the twentieth week in a row. Or was it the twenty-first week in a row? It didn’t matter. Now he had to go to the liquor store and spend forty bucks on booze, and then he had to spend the week cleaning dishes and washing bed sheets and acting like the housemaid. And he basically was the housemaid at this point, constantly cleaning. He was unfortunately familiar with Mason’s underwear selection. He’d lost track of how many times he’d cleaned the football star’s laundry. 
 
    Ray dragged his feet across the road to the liquor store. He walked in and the store clerk looked at him with a pathetic glare. “Lose again?”  
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it,” said Ray as he went to get his roommates’ favourite booze. He didn’t even have to ask his roommates. He knew exactly what they liked: Paul only drank Bud Light, Aaron liked Heineken, and Mason liked Budweiser in the summer and Guinness in the winter.  
 
    “It’s all about confidence,” the store clerk called out from across the empty liquor store. “You need to believe in yourself.”  
 
    “I said I don’t want to talk about it!” Ray hauled the first two cases over to the counter.  
 
    “You know there’s this really great e-seminar on YouTube about building confidence. I highly recommend it.” 
 
    “I’ll keep that in mind,” Ray said.  
 
    “I didn’t even tell you what it’s called. Don’t you want to know what it’s called?”  
 
    “Sure, I guess so,” Ray said, hoping it would get the guy to shut up. 
 
    “It’s called Divine Confidence. It’s by a guy called Sandeep Singh. He gets all of the ladies.”  
 
    Ray forced a smile, nodded his head, and then paid the bill. He tried to think of how much money he’d spent on liquor that wasn’t even for himself. Probably close to a thousand bucks at this point… He hauled the liquor back to the house in two trips, and then he went up to his room so he could be alone. 
 
    He wasn’t so upset over the competition—the competition was just a reminder that all of his friends were out having fun with beautiful women while Ray couldn’t even get a little bit of action from a girl who may or may not have been a six out of ten. He wanted to get the occasional blowjob, maybe even the occasional pussy. He’d never even touched a pair of tits before. In fact, Veronica was probably the closest he’d ever come to any sort of sexual action. Technically, he kissed her twice, which was twice as many times as his previous record.  
 
    Ray may have been scrawny and short, but he wasn’t a bad-looking guy. Like Veronica said, he was ‘cute’. Surely cute should have been good for some girls, no? Whenever he walked around campus, he was always shocked to see ugly guys walking hand-in-hand with bombshell beauties. Girls were always telling him, “It’s not about looks,” and maybe they were right—but then how was Mason getting so much action? What did he have going for him besides his looks? His football success? Well Ray didn’t have any sort of success to boast either… 
 
    He reluctantly opened up his Tinder app and started swiping on girls, hoping to get a head start on the week so that he could maybe avoid having to spend another forty bucks on beer in a week’s time. After forty minutes, his thumb was starting to feel sore from the constant swiping, but he had to keep going. He needed every little advantage he could get. 
 
    He finally stopped for a break—and to look at the beautiful woman who was now on his screen. Her name was Cass and she had gorgeous platinum blonde hair and a sly smile. She was way out of Ray’s league—the kind of girl Mason would be delighted to bag. Ray closed his eyes and tried to imagine a world where Cass would go for a guy like him—but even in his fantasy imagination he couldn’t seem to delude himself into thinking a girl like Cass would go for a guy like him. Regardless, he swiped on her anyway, just in the off chance she would swipe on Ray.  
 
    He put his phone away for the night and went to sleep early. He had to work in the morning, unlike his roommates who could spend their day in the gym and at the bar, working on their bodies and racking up the points for another week of Fuckeries.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Every morning, Ray woke up in the same way: three alarm cycles and plenty of groaning. He hated getting up for work, knowing that he would be spending an entire day standing behind a counter, putting up with insufferable people. His body would refuse to acknowledge that the weekend was over, so he would usually grab his phone, turn up the brightness, and stare at it until his brain flicked on.  
 
    That morning, when he stared at his phone’s screen, he noticed a new notification: ‘You have a match!’ He groggily swiped on the notification, to see if it was just a mistake, and then his heart flew up and began to throb against his ribcage. He’d matched with Cass.  
 
    He sat up quickly, suddenly awake. He navigated over to the conversation window, which was still blank. She was waiting for him to make the first move. He sat in his bed for the next fifteen minutes, trying desperately to think of something witty to say. Someone once told him to always open with a joke on Tinder, but he couldn’t think of a good opening joke. He was never much of a jokester anyway. So just went with a simple, “Hey, how are you?”  
 
    And then he found himself staring at the screen with wide eyes, waiting for a response. He knew that response probably wouldn’t come in the morning. She was probably asleep—she probably didn’t work the same miserable hours as Ray, seeing as she was young and beautiful. Beautiful people never work miserable slave-wage hours.  
 
    He was shocked when that glowing ellipses actually appeared on his screen: she was typing a message. He bit down on his tongue and tried not to get his hopes up. He knew that, more likely than not, she was about to tell him the same thing beautiful women always told him: ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean to match with you!’ But to his surprise, she said, “I’m doing really well! How are you doing?”  
 
    He spent another fifteen minutes trying to come up with a response. Finally, he came up with, “I’m good. Had a good weekend and now I’m already looking forward to next weekend.” He realized how lame it sounded after he pressed send. And then he realized he was running late for work. So he slipped his phone into his pocket, quickly got dressed and brushed his teeth, and then he took off for the bus stop. He barely made the bus, which was crammed shoulder-to-shoulder with people. He managed to squeeze between two large men, which was where he remained for the next thirty minutes, until he was at the small downtown framing shop where he worked. It wasn’t until he was settled into his place behind the counter that he pulled out his phone and saw that Cass had replied.  
 
    “What kind of music do you like? You strike me as a Floyd kind of guy,” she wrote. 
 
    And this time, Ray wrote back quickly. “I love Pink Floyd. You’re talking about Pink Floyd, right? I saw Roger Waters a few years ago. I spent every dollar I had for tickets. Though I prefer David Gilmour. I wish David Gilmour would come to town.” He pressed send and then realized he wasn’t asking her anything about herself. So he quickly hammered out a follow-up. “What kind of music do you like?”  
 
    “I like Pink Floyd too. I also like REO Speedwagon. Don’t make fun of me!”  
 
    “Make fun of you? I love REO Speedwagon. Tune a Fish was one of the first albums I ever bought. I have to listen to it with headphones or my roommates make fun of me.”  
 
    Before he knew it, it was lunchtime. In their message stream was over four dozen messages and close to a thousand words. And after every few messages, Ray would find himself on her profile, staring at her pictures, trying to reassure himself that she was a real person. Though a nagging in the back of his mind kept suggesting that she was a fake account, trying to steal his credit card information or something—or maybe it was one of his roommates pulling some prank on him. Maybe they all made the account together and they’d just been waiting for Ray to match with her—no, no, that would be too much work. Mason and the guys didn’t have that kind of patience for a gag. And credit card scams don’t have this much patience either—and they certainly didn’t have this much in common with Ray. 
 
    “Add me on Facebook,” Cass finally said, giving him her full name: Cassie Mae Stevens.  
 
    Ray quickly added her on Facebook and then continued his conversation there. It was around 3:00 PM when Ray realized he was going against the advice that Mason had given him when they first moved in together. “If you really want a girl to like you, don’t message her much. Just message her, like, once every two days,” he had said. “And never message her right after she messages you. Wait at least three hours, and keep your message short. You want her to feel like you don’t need her. That’s what drives women crazy.” But Ray couldn’t fathom the idea of not messaging Cass—if she was willing to chat with him all daylong, why would he pass up that opportunity?  
 
    Ray was on the bus home when Cass messaged him, “Want to meet up for a coffee or something?” Ray smiled. Not only did he land a date with a beautiful woman, he officially had a point for the week of Fuckeries. There was a good chance that he wouldn’t have to buy beer for everyone for the twenty-first week in a row (or was it the twenty-second week in a row?).  
 
    “Sure! I just need to shower and then I’m free. Where do you want to meet?” he asked. 
 
    She sent him the address of a place across town, in a seemingly random faraway suburb. But Ray wasn’t about to question her choice. He wasn’t going to turn down a date with the hottest girl that had ever talked to him—assuming she was even real. Assuming she wasn’t just his buddies trying to pull a prank on him, or some girl trying to collect the credit card information of desperate men like Ray.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Ray felt like an idiot when he walked up to that café almost an hour early for his date. He was always early for his dates, always worried that if he was even a few minutes late, he would offend his date and lose his opportunity. He definitely didn’t want to lose his opportunity with Cass, assuming she was real. 
 
    When he walked in, he was shocked to see her sitting by the window, already sipping a coffee. She looked at him and smiled and his heart began to throb and stutter. He walked over slowly, watching her closely, looking around to make sure his roommates weren’t all sitting in the café, waiting to prank him somehow. But the place was empty and quiet, and Cass was truly real. “Hey,” she said. She had a nice voice, with a bit of rasp, but not too much. “You came.” 
 
    “I did,” Ray said, nodding his head. His body suddenly felt cold. He tried to remember if he’d ever talked to a woman as beautiful as Cass before, but he couldn’t think of any examples—not even a casual conversation. “Did you think I wouldn’t?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know what I thought,” she said. Strangely, her cheeks were red as if she was shy or embarrassed. But what did she have to be shy or embarrassed about? Surely, with her looks, she should have been nothing but confident. “Have a seat. Or do you want to get a coffee first? They make a really nice London Fog here.”  
 
    “Okay, I’ll get that,” Ray said, turning towards the counter. “I’ll be right back.” He felt like a rusty robot while he walked, his joints stiff and his heart pounding loudly as if against a sheet of tin. He walked up to the counter, ordered a London Fog even though he had no idea what that was, and then he walked over to the little waiting area. He looked back at Cass and saw that she was smiling at him. He returned the smile and then looked away. He couldn’t figure out what was happening. There must have been some kind of catch. Beautiful women were never interested in Ray. 
 
    “One London Fog,” said the barista.  
 
    “Thanks,’ Ray said, taking the drink. He was almost too afraid to go back to Cass, to sit with her and talk in person. He was worried he would be too shy to talk as openly as he had been on the Tinder app. He was worried that he would just end up sitting with an awkward smile on his face until Cass realized what a big mistake she was making. But he had to try. If he played his cards right, maybe he could feel her amazing lips against his—and maybe he could get an extra point for the week.  
 
    He settled in across from the beautiful blonde. “So—do you like coffee?” he asked. 
 
    She giggled. She had a cute giggle. “I like coffee,” she said. “Though it sometimes makes me jittery—” 
 
    “—Me too,” he said. And then he realized he’s just cut her off before she was finished saying whatever it was she had to say. “Sorry—go on.” 
 
    She giggled again. “That was it,” she said. “So what are you doing on Tinder?” 
 
    “What am I doing on Tinder? I, uh—I guess the same thing as everyone else.” 
 
    “Trying to get laid?” she asked with a laugh. 
 
    And then he felt his face turn dark red. “No—Just trying to meet people. I’m not just trying to get laid, I swear to God.” 
 
    She laughed. “I’m just kidding. Calm down.” She smiled, melting Ray’s heart just a little bit.  
 
    There was a long silence, and then Ray just couldn’t take it any longer. “I’m sorry, but what do you see in me? Do you actually want to be out with me, or was I just convenient?” He bit down on his tongue, regretting every single word that just came out from his mouth. “I mean, not that I think that you think that—I just can’t figure it out. A girl like you—you have so much going for you—and then there’s me. Look at me. I mean—I like me. I’m perfectly fine with myself. But I just don’t understand why a girl like you…” He cut himself off as he realized he was talking in circles, and Cass wasn’t even paying full attention. She was laughing with red cheeks, as if she thought the strange outburst was cute.  
 
    “Just relax,” she said. “Try not to think so much about it. Try your drink—you’ll like it.”  
 
    So he sipped his drink and he did like it, though he still didn’t know what it was. “I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s just that—you’re very pretty, and I’ll admit it: I don’t go on a lot of dates with pretty girls.” 
 
    “Do you go on a lot of dates with ugly girls?” She let another one of those little giggles slip. “And I didn’t realize we were on a date. Is that what this is?” 
 
    “I’m sorry—I just meant meet up—I don’t meet up with a lot of pretty girls. And no, I don’t meet up with ugly girls either, I just—” 
 
    “I’m just kidding around. Tell me more about that Roger Waters show you went to. I wanted to go but I didn’t have enough money.”  
 
    So Ray went on and told Cass all about the show. Then they talked more about music, then about movies, and then they just started talking about life. Ray discovered that Cass was working on her pre-law. She was hoping to become an environmental lawyer, even though she knew they didn’t make a lot of money, even after so many years in school. Then the conversation became even more personal as Cass began to tell Ray about how she hadn’t spoken to her family in a few years. “Why not?” Ray asked. 
 
    Cass laughed. “I’m sure you can guess,” she said, looking down at the table. Ray couldn’t guess, though he didn’t want to push that topic any further. It was clearly a sore spot, and Ray wanted to keep their little date upbeat—if it was even a date. He wanted to keep that smile on her face. He wanted her to remember laughing and having fun once the date was over—he didn’t want her to remember getting depressed and upset.  
 
    “We should do this again sometime,” Ray said with hopefulness pounding in his chest.  
 
    “I’d love that,” she said with a big smile. And that smile looked genuine. It didn’t look like it was filled with pity or derangement or desperation. She really liked Ray. Maybe, for once, Ray was catching a break. “What about next week?” she said. 
 
    “How’s about Friday?” Ray said. He couldn’t wait a week—if he waited a week, then he would lose another week of Fuckeries. He needed to fast track his new relationship with Cass so that he could have a shot at beating Mason for the first time in his life. It would be nice to have someone else buy the booze. It would be nice to have someone else clean Ray’s bed sheets and underwear. All he needed was one little break—and Cass was quite possibly that break. 
 
    “Friday could work. Let me check my work schedule and then I’ll get back to you.” She stood up and grabbed her purse. “I should be going,” she said.  
 
    He sprung to his feet and reached out his hand. “It was great meeting you.” 
 
    She looked down at his hand and snickered. Then she took a step forward and hugged him. He felt her soft breasts pressing against his chest, and he caught a strong whiff of her amazing perfume. She really was too beautiful for him. There really must have been some sort of catch.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    To Ray’s shock, Cass was free on Friday and she was willing to meet up again, despite Ray’s awkward outbursts during their coffee date. Not only was she willing to meet up, but they spent the whole week texting back and forth. Days went by quickly as Ray sat behind that art-framing counter, waiting for customers. By the end of the week, his neck was sore from constantly staring down at the screen of his phone. But it didn’t matter—it was all worth it. A little crick in the neck was absolutely worth a potential relationship with a beautiful woman, and the potential winning of Fuckeries.  
 
    He made sure to pick up a good case of beer before they met up at the pier, not too far from where Ray met with Veronica. The date plan was the same: casually chat with Cass while getting her drunker and drunker. Hopefully, she would end up putting out, and hopefully she wouldn’t notice Ray sneakily pulling out his phone to get the proof he needed for victory. 
 
    Once again, Ray was early, and once again, Cass was early too. The sun was still setting when they hugged on that pier. “Nice to see you,” she said. 
 
    “Nice to see you too,” Ray said. His voice cracked slightly and his heart stuttered. He found himself just as nervous as he was during the last date, even though they’d spent the entire week talking and now they were much more familiar with one another. “I brought beer—I hope that’s okay. Do you like beer?”  
 
    She looked at the beer and nodded her head slowly. “I can drink it,” she said. 
 
    “Sorry—what should I have gotten instead, for future reference?”  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Beer is fine.”  
 
    Something seemed off with her. She wasn’t acting as bubbly and she wasn’t giggling. They started chatting, but Ray couldn’t help but notice that she had something on her mind, something teasing her conscious. “Everything okay?” Ray asked when he noticed her gaze turning inward while h talked. 
 
    “Huh? With me?” She asked. She forced a smile. “Yeah, everything’s fine. Everything’s great. This beer is good.” She took a long sip from her beer.  
 
    “Why don’t you tell me one thing that I don’t know about you?” Ray asked. He got the question from a website that afternoon: ‘Ten questions to ask your date to keep the conversation going’.  
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. What do you want to know?” 
 
    “Anything,” Ray said. “What’s the first thing that comes to mind?”  
 
    “Well, I guess you don’t know that I really like sushi,” she said with a big smile.  
 
    “You told me that yesterday,” Ray said. “Give me something juicier than sushi.”  
 
    “Juicy?” she asked. 
 
    “You know—something exciting. Something other people maybe don’t know about you. Something you maybe don’t want me to know until our, like, tenth date.”  
 
    Her face started turning red, as if she had something very juicy.  
 
    “C’mon—out with it,” Ray said, laughing. The beer was helping him relax. He found himself inching closer and closer to Cass, getting closer and closer to the smell of that amazing perfume.  
 
    “Why don’t you tell me something,” she said. “So I know how juicy to go with my answer.”  
 
    And then Ray found himself frozen and nervous. Would he tell her the truth, or would he just give her some lame answer? He took a deep breath. Only one secret came to his mind: his virginity. He was embarrassed by it, being twenty-two and all, but he could think of nothing else. And he didn’t necessarily want to start the relationship off with a lie, if it even was a relationship. He opened his mouth but couldn’t push the words out. Then he remembered the game of Fuckeries—maybe he could tell her about that. Fuckeries was a secret, and maybe if she knew about it, she would help him win. Maybe it would be a good way into her panties—or maybe it would be a complete turn off; that was more likely. If he made the mistake of telling her that he was just trying to score points in a stupid sex game, she would probably dump the rest of her beer on his head before storming off embarrassed and angry. “I’m a virgin,” he said, feeling like it was the better of the two options. He regretted saying it as soon as the words were off of his tongue. He felt his face turning dark red.  
 
    Her eyes lit up, and it looked like she was fighting back the urge to smile. Now he was regretting the admission even more. “Really?” she said. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Ray said, trying to backtrack. “Maybe. Maybe I’m lying.”  
 
    “Well are you lying, or is it the truth? Because I’m not telling you anything unless I know for sure.”  
 
    Ray bit down hard on his tongue. He felt like such an idiot. “It’s true,” he said as his gut turned and groaned. He forced a smile and could feel all of his blood rushing into his cheeks.  
 
    “Well, I think that’s nice. It’s refreshing,” she said, taking a long sip from her can of beer. But she still had that smirk on her face. Ray tried his best to pretend like he couldn’t see it.  
 
    He took a sip from his own beer. “So what’s your secret? What can you tell me that will compete with what I told you?” He looked over at her and saw that she was looking down at the ground, silent once again, still afraid to spit out whatever embarrassing fact she was hiding.  
 
    “I’m a virgin too,” she said.  
 
    “No you aren’t,” Ray said. And then he saw that she wasn’t laughing. “Are you really?”  
 
    “I am. Why don’t you believe me?” 
 
    Ray shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. You’re so pretty. I mean look at me—it makes sense that I’m a virgin. But you? You can have it whenever you want, you know what I mean?” 
 
    “Can I?” she asked, grinning again. It was nice to see that little smile return to her face.  
 
    “Believe me—you can,” Ray said. And then he looked away awkwardly, realizing how creepy he just sounded. He prayed that Cass wouldn’t find his comment as creepy as he found it. The night became silent. Ray looked out at the water, which now looked black as the sun had disappeared completely beneath the horizon.  
 
    “It’s pretty—even when you can’t see anything,” Cass said.  
 
    Ray nodded his head. She was right, even though it seemed like an oxymoron. “It really is pretty,” he said.  
 
    And then suddenly, her hand was in his. He wasn’t sure if he had grabbed it or if she had put it there. But it didn’t matter. It felt nice. Her hand was soft and warm and comforting. He tried to think of the last time he held a girl’s hand. It had been years, not since high school, or maybe even junior high school. It was such a simple pleasure.  
 
    He looked over and saw that she was looking into his eyes. Did she want a kiss? He leaned forward slightly and saw that her eyes were beginning to close. She was ready for the kiss. But he didn’t have his camera out. How was he going to prove it without a picture? He thought about grabbing it, but he didn’t want to kill the mood. He was going to have to get another picture later. He leaned in all the way and kissed her on the lips. Her lips were soft and they seemed to melt against his like warm butter. Her tongue slipped into his mouth and explored around until it found his tongue. And then his hands slipped around her soft, precious body.  
 
    He was kissing a beautiful woman, and she wasn’t even drunk. She was only on her second beer—or was it her first? And she didn’t smell like booze when he met with her. She wasn’t swaying or slurring her words. Had Ray ever kissed a sober girl before? If he had, she certainly wasn’t as beautiful as the girl he was kissing now. He put a hand on her thigh. She put her hand on top of his, as if to stop it from travelling any further upwards. “I wasn’t trying to touch you between the legs,” he said suddenly, breaking away from the kiss. “I just put my hand there—I don’t even know why.” 
 
    “Just relax,” she said, and then she laughed and then leaned forward again, continuing the kiss. It was nice, and it went on for the next thirty minutes: casually kissing, locking tongues. Their bodies were pressed close together, and at one point she even let him squeeze her tit. It was soft and squishy and the first tit he ever squeezed in his life.  
 
    “My place isn’t far from here,” he said.  
 
    “Don’t you have a bunch of roommates?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah, but they’re all out at parties. I guarantee you that the house is empty.”  
 
    She hesitated, but then she went along. Ray was going to get some action. He was going to lose his virginity. He just had to think of a way to document the milestone event. He carried the case of beer in one hand and he held Cass’s hand with the other. He dropped the beer by the front door as soon as they were home, and then they kept kissing. On their way towards Ray’s room, Ray tripped over a pair of shoes. He looked down and recognized Mason’s sneakers.  
 
    “What is it?” Cass asked. 
 
    “Nothing,” Ray said. Then he looked towards the kitchen and saw the cold medication that had been left on the counter. Mason must have stayed home with a cold. At first, Ray was worried. Then, he was thrilled. If he could make Cass have a loud orgasm, then he wouldn’t even need a picture! Mason could vouch for him—or maybe Mason would lie and say that he heard nothing. 
 
    They went to Ray’s room and continued their progressing romp. Ray got Cass’s top off and then he unclipped her bra with shaking hands. Her tits were perfect. He squeezed them, eliciting a moan from Cass’s soft lips. He realized his legs were trembling and probably close to giving out on him. So he lowered Cass down on his bed and then he climbed on top of her. He looked into her eyes and tried to figure out what she saw in him. Why wasn’t she rejecting him like every other beautiful woman? Why was she letting him crawl all over her and kiss her perfect lips? Did she have some serious self-confidence issues, or was Ray not as bad of a catch as he thought he was?  
 
    He heard a creak and looked over across the room. He could see the shadows of two feet standing on the other side of his closed door. Was Mason listening in? Was he about to try to ruin Ray’s night, or was he going to let Ray go on?  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Cass asked. 
 
    “Nothing. I just can’t believe how beautiful you are,” he said with a smile.  
 
    Her face turned red and they continued to kiss. With each passing minute, another piece of clothing hit the floor. Finally, Ray was in nothing but his boxers and Cass was in nothing but her panties. She looked down and saw his big erection trying to push out from its cotton prison. “You’re hard,” she said. 
 
    “I’ve pretty much been hard since we kissed on the pier,” Ray said, and then he realized how creepy that sounded. But she just laughed.  
 
    “Can I touch it?” she asked. 
 
    “Go for it,” he said, leaning back. Her fingers curled around his cock slowly. She didn’t go under the boxers—she was apparently saving that for later, letting the moment play out slowly with lots of anticipation. She got a firm grip and then she started to pull upwards.  
 
    “I can’t wait to get inside your pussy,” he said with a hot-faced grin. His heart was pounding. 
 
    Then she froze.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked.  
 
    She looked into his eyes, and she looked worried, as if she just discovered something terrible—as if she just realized Ray’s dick was about to fall off, or that he had some sort of cancerous growth on his body. “Well? What is it?” he asked.  
 
    “I have to tell you something. I thought you knew—but now I’m starting to think that you don’t know.”  
 
    “What? What is it?” he asked, his heart pounding even faster. He couldn’t think of anything that would have put him off. She figured that she was about to tell him that she was lying about being a virgin, or that she was younger than she said she was originally.  
 
    “I wasn’t born like this,” she said. “I—I’m transgender. I thought you knew.” Ray’s ears started to buzz and his gut turned ferociously. “It says on my Facebook page. I assumed you read it.”  
 
    Ray didn’t read the information on her Facebook page. He was too enamoured by her pictures. It couldn’t have been true. She must have been fucking with him. “I—I don’t believe you,” he said, forcing out an awkward laugh.  
 
    “It’s true,” she said, pulling down her panties slightly, revealing the base of her shaft. She covered herself up quickly. “I’m so sorry. I thought you knew.”  
 
    And then he heard a door slam down the hall. “I’m not sucking your dick, you creep! You can go to hell!” A woman stormed from Mason’s bedroom down to the front door, and then she slammed that door too. For once in Mason’s life, he’d been rejected. And maybe that was his only prospect for the week. Maybe for once, Ray was going to beat Mason in Fuckeries—if he could go through with fucking Cass, despite her biological downstairs mix-up.  
 
    He managed to force a surprisingly genuine smile, and then he said, “I don’t care.” His voice was quiet as he was praying Mason wouldn’t overhear any part of the conversation. Surely the points wouldn’t count if Mason found out she were biologically male.  
 
    His heart was pounding harder than ever before. 
 
    “Really?” Cass said with apprehensive eyes. 
 
    Ray tried to swallow the thick lump in his throat, but it wouldn’t go down. “Really,” he said. He tried to force that smile again, showing lots of teeth. “I still like you.” A cold chill ran down his spine. He was going to go through with it, just so he could collect those sweet Fuckeries points.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    He climbed back on top of her and looked down into her eyes. Now, he could spot that slight bulge on the centre of her throat, and her shoulders did look a little bit broader than the average woman’s. And that slight rasp in her voice suddenly didn’t seem so sexy. But he managed to hold that smile anyway. “You really don’t care?” she asked again, as if his face was filled with reluctance.  
 
    “I really don’t,” he said. And then he leaned forward, closed his eyes, and pressed his lips against hers. His heart skipped a beat. He was kissing the lips of a man. It didn’t matter how many hormone pills she swallowed in her lifetime, or many surgeries she had—those lips were still the lips she was born with, and she was born a man.  
 
    Ray tried not to think about it but he could think of nothing else. At least she was a good kisser. At least those lips were soft and warm and comfortable against his—but in a way, that only made them more repulsive. He didn’t want to enjoy that kiss. He didn’t want to think that he could enjoy making out with a man. But he had to string her along if he was going to get those much-needed points. So he gently opened his mouth and accepted her tongue inside. He tried not to gag at the thought of that tongue belonging to a man—even a super-feminine man. His tongue was stiff as it touched hers. Now, in his head, he was counting down the seconds until this was all over. 
 
    He reluctantly put his hands on her naked body. At least her tits felt like tits. The implants were good—or maybe they weren’t implants at all. He squeezed them and found sweet refuge in her perky nipples. Though that thought still crossed his mind: those nipples belonged to a man.  
 
    She reached down and slipped her fingers under the waistband of his boxer shorts. Then, her fingers curled around his shaft. She started to massage and stroke. It felt good and horrible at the same time. Ray kept his eyes closed. He tried to imagine a woman, even though there was a perfectly convincing woman in front of him. Her hands felt small and fragile like a woman’s, but that wasn’t enough. It didn’t matter how small or soft or fragile or manicured those fingers were—he knew the truth.  
 
    “You’re big,” she said gently into his ear. And then Ray wondered how big she was. He only saw the base of her shaft and the bulge in her panties. What if she was bigger than him? And what exactly was she expecting him to do? If she sucked his dick, was she expecting him to suck hers? And if she let him into her tight asshole, was she hoping to get into his? He tried once again to push those thoughts away, focussing his attention on the pulsing euphoria growing between his thighs. He took a deep breath. His hands started drifting down her body, but he wasn’t sure how far to let them drift.  
 
    But he had to admit: her skin was soft—softer than a man’s skin should be. And the moan that escaped her plump lips as she squeezed his erection sounded feminine—no man should be able to produce that sound. Maybe she was hardly a man to begin with, even before the surgeries and the hormone pills. Maybe even before her transition she had been full of estrogen. Maybe she was one of those rare people who was born with both sex organs, and they just called her a boy for the sake of logistics… Or maybe Ray was just being optimistic.  
 
    She started to sink down beneath him. He held himself up on his elbows and knees, watching her go low. He watched as she pulled down his boxers, revealing his throbbing erection. He hated how hard he was—harder than he’d ever been in his life. But it wasn’t fair: she knew how to massage his shaft. Her hands felt too good. 
 
    She gently licked the length of his shaft and then she plunged his cock into her mouth. She closed her eyes and moaned gently as she bobbed her head up and down, pleasuring his whole length. “Shit,” her muttered. And again, he hated how good it felt.  
 
    And then it dawned on him that he was about to lose his virginity to a biological male. Was it worth it? They say that you never forget your first time. Did Ray want to remember fucking a man for the rest of his life? And when his future wife asks him: ‘What was your first time like?’ Was he prepared to lie to her? For the rest of his life he would have to live a lie: telling all of his serious partners that he’d never had sex with a man before. It would be a dirty secret, always lingering in the back of his mind. And would Cass’s face always be there in the back of his mind, teasing him?  
 
    He looked down and watched as she impressively sucked his swollen length while on her back. She was smiling, enjoying every second of it. She was losing her virginity too—unless she was lying. What if she told all of her partners the same thing? What if she’d slept with dozens of guys? What if she’d slept with traditionally gay men? What if she had a disease? Ray tried to push those thoughts out from his mind.  
 
    He looked over at his closet mirror. He could see her lower half. He could see that bulge in her panties: her erection trying to push out from between her thighs. She did a good job of holding it back with her legs, but it was still obviously there. Could she keep it hidden for the rest of the romp? Was she really not expecting anything from Ray?  
 
    Her eyes were closed while she was sucking. And Ray realized it was the perfect opportunity to get the proof he needed for Mason and the other guys. His phone was on his nightstand, just within arm’s reach. He made the move slowly, reaching out, gently pinching his phone between his thumb and pointer finger. He slipped it towards himself, using his thumb to hold down the ‘lower volume’ button, so that it wouldn’t make a noise when he snapped that necessary photo.  
 
    He didn’t look at his screen while he pulled open his camera—he did it by memory, swiping up and then tapping on that bottom left corner, where he knew the camera icon was. Then he gently tilted the phone down, pointing the lens at the beautiful blonde sucking his cock, and he snapped a photo. And the camera made a snapping shutter sound, making Ray’s heart skip a beat. He must not have held the lower volume button down for long enough—or maybe he missed. He became tense, with a lump as thick as a dinner roll lodged in his throat. He waited for Cass to look up with a face of disgust, but she wasn’t moving. She was still sucking as if she hadn’t heard a thing. Maybe one of her little slurps overlapped the noise. Maybe she just thought it was the floor creaking. Beads of cold swear trickled down the back of Ray’s neck, and he knew that he’d dodged a bullet.  
 
    He put his phone back down on the nightstand with a long, careful reach. And then he nestled his hands behind his head, so he could relax and enjoy Cass’s blowjob. It was only thirty seconds later when that swirling euphoria started to become overwhelming, making his legs tremble and his body squirm. “Wait,” he said. She looked up at him with big eyes, without taking his cock out from her mouth. “If you aren’t careful, you’re going to make me come.”  
 
    She giggled and then slipped his cock out, letting his bulbous tip rest on her chin. “I don’t mind if you come,” she said. 
 
    “Well don’t you want to—you know?”  
 
    She gently bit her bottom lip. “You want to fuck me in the ass?” she asked with a strangely shy voice.  
 
    Ray shrugged his shoulders. He didn’t want to fuck her in the ass because he knew that ass was no different than his ass. He knew that it would be hairy if it weren’t for the hormone pills she took. He knew that there was a ball sack just a couple of inches away from where he would be sticking his cock. But he also knew that anal was worth some extra points for the weekly game of Fuckeries.  
 
    Cass crawled out from underneath Ray. She rolled onto her stomach and then she carefully tugged her panties down over her butt, so they were resting on her thighs. She made another move with her hands between her legs, repositioning her male parts so that they were out of sight: a little courtesy for Ray, which he appreciated. But he still knew that cock and ball sack were hiding there.  
 
    He cautiously mounted her, planting his knees firmly on the mattress. He looked down at her soft ass, which was perky and smooth and soft and a little big jiggly. He carefully grabbed both of her cheeks and pulled them apart, exposing her puckering hole. His cock was already lubricated with Cass’s spit, so he was already ready for entry, but he hesitated, not sure if he really wanted to go through with it. Was it worth some free beer and a week of not having to wash dishes or do the laundry? Was it worth sacrificing his virginity? Her hole constricted and then opened again, as if she was inviting him in.  
 
    He looked up her body. At least she didn’t look like a man—especially from behind. She took care of herself. There wasn’t a single body hair to be seen, and her hair was soft and cared for. And even her face was cute—she had a lot going for her. So how bad could it be? Would the lifelong memory really be so haunting?  
 
    He grabbed his cock and pushed it down between her plump butt cheeks. He nestled his tip up against her tight hole and then he paused. He could still turn back. He didn’t have to fuck the pretty biological man that was lying on his bed.  
 
    He looked over and made sure his phone was within reach, and it was. Then he looked back at that puckering asshole. He took a deep breath and he pushed his cock down. It wasn’t as easy to penetrate as he thought it would be, but after ten seconds of squishing his cock downwards, it pushed through. She gasped and her hole tightened around his tip. He froze, realizing he was no longer a virgin. He was officially having sex for the first time—and he was ticking anal sex off the bucket list while he was at it.  
 
    “Oh God,” she groaned, squirming slightly. He used both of his hands to hold her firmly in place. He gently pushed in further, feeling his cock slipping deeper and deeper into her body. Her tight anal walls clenched his rod for a moment and then they relaxed. He watched as his cock disappeared between those plump cheeks.  
 
    “Does it hurt?” he asked. 
 
    “A bit,” she said. “But it’s okay. I can handle it.” Her voice was strained and focussed. It sounded painful, but he kept going anyway, determined to get his whole shaft inside of her—and determined to get the act over with. He sunk deeper and deeper and deeper as she groaned louder and louder and louder. Finally, Ray’s pelvis was pressed against her soft tush. He waited a moment for her body to relax before pulling back so he could do it all over again. This time he went faster—just a little bit, still being careful not to hurt her anymore than she already was. 
 
    Her fingernails dug into the bed sheets and she scrunched them hard. She had her face firmly planted into the pillow, and Ray realized this was probably going to be his best chance. So he reached carefully for his phone. This time, he opened up his camera and set it to video. He framed up her penetrated ass and he pressed record. Then he held his phone as steady as possible as he slowly pushed his cock deep and carefully pulled it out. He used his free hand to reach down and spread her cheeks, in case there was any confusion as to which hole he was fucking.  
 
    “Oh God, your cock feels so good inside of my little asshole,” she moaned. He was happy to get that line on his video. He kept recording his oblivious subject. Finally, he was going to win Fuckeries. No one would beat him. He had anal sex on camera, which had only been achieved once in Fuckeries history, by Mason of course. Maybe it would be Mason buying the beer. Maybe it would be Mason cleaning the dishes and washing Ray’s undies. How sweet would redemption taste?  
 
    Cass looked back suddenly. Ray tossed his phone aside as quickly as he could, and by some miracle, Cass didn’t notice. “Your cock feels so good in my ass,” she said again with a big grin on her face. “Fuck my little asshole. I want to feel your cum inside of me.”  
 
    He came down harder, his body suddenly pulsing with warm euphoria. He knew he wouldn’t last long in that tight hole. No man could possibly last long in that tiny hole—not even the most seasoned porn stars. It just felt too good, even when he was thrusting slowly, trying to make the moment last.  
 
    “Fuck me harder,” she said. So he held her tight and started to pound down harder. “Harder,” she said again, so he came down even harder and faster. He closed his eyes and bit down on his tongue in an attempt to suppress his orgasm. He knew it wouldn’t be long, but he also knew he’d only been inside of her for about two minutes. He didn’t want to prematurely ejaculate during his first time. 
 
    “Shit,” he muttered under his breath. He tried to think of something to delay his orgasm, but nothing came to mind—until he remembered that Cass was actually a biological male. That little fact had slipped away from him for a couple of minutes. But now, as he thought about it, it wasn’t helping to hold back his cumshot. He was still approaching his finale at a mile a minute. But he had an idea. 
 
    He reached a hand underneath Cass’s pelvis and her slipped his fingers around her erection, hoping it would take him out of the moment, so he could last longer. He felt Cass’s body tense up as if she wasn’t expecting the grab. And then he felt her relax. “Stroke me,” she said.  
 
    So he started stroking her. And it worked for a moment, taking him out of his horny sex daze, slapping him back into reality. But once he started stroking, that horniness came back. He kind of liked the way her cock felt, throbbing in his hand. He liked how hard she was—it was nice to know that he was the one who made her that hard. And he liked how she was suddenly squirming and moaning, as if she was about to come. If she came first, then he didn’t have to be embarrassed about ejaculating too quickly.  
 
    So he tightened his grip and started pumping fast. “Oh God. Oh fuck. Shit!” Cass said, planting her face into his pillow. Ray reached up to massage her tip, but it was already enough. She exploded warm cum into his hand and onto his bed sheets. “Fuck! Oh God!” she cried. He let a few blasts pool up in the palm of his hand, and then he smeared her warm goo down the length of her shaft. She looked over her shoulder at him and smiled—and that smile was all he needed. 
 
    His cock twitched and his body shuddered, and then he started to fill her tight hole with his hot substance. He dug his nails into her skin, but she didn’t mind. He came down hard, shoving his entire shaft into her body. She screamed, but she liked it. He didn’t pull out until every last drop was deposited inside of her, and then he watched as her gaping hole slowly pushed out his creampie. It billowed out in globs and disappeared between her thighs, to roll down her swollen ball sack.  
 
    Ray stumbled back, onto his feet. His head was spinning. Reality slapped him hard: he just lost his virginity to a biological male. He just came in a matter of minutes inside of a boy’s asshole. And worse: he just jerked a tranny off, and that cum was currently all over his bed sheets. And was it worth it? Was a single week of pride worth that dirty secret he would now be carrying around with him for the rest of his life?  
 
    “So can I sleep over?” she asked. 
 
    Ray hesitated. He tried to think of a way to kick her out, but he didn’t want to be rude. He bit down on his tongue and just tried to say ‘no’, even without a good reason, but he just couldn’t bring himself to do it. “Sure,” he said, forcing a smile.  
 
    Cass smiled. She stood up and kissed him on the cheek. And then she reached down and pulled up her panties, but Ray had already seen everything out of the corner of his eye: her slumped cock with a drop of cum hanging off of her tip. He’d jerked that dick off. He still had her cum smeared on the palm of his hand. “I just need to take a quick shower. You don’t mind, do you?” he asked. 
 
    “Mind if I shower with you?” she said with her cute smile. And again, Ray didn’t have the heart to say no.  
 
    It was awkward, standing in the shower with her, trying to keep his gaze up and away from her dangling cock. She was big—not quite as big as he was, but bigger than any woman should be. When she bent over to scrub her legs, he caved to the urge to take a peek at that cock, just to make sure it was really real and not just some kind of joke. But it was real, and he really had jerked the cum out of it.  
 
    She spun around and looked him in the eyes. She had a bit cute smile. “I can’t believe I’m not a virgin anymore,” she said. 
 
    Ray forced a smile. “Me neither,” he said. At least her smile was cute. At least she was beautiful. Hopefully that was a piece of information he would remember. Hopefully that cock wouldn’t be the only thing that stayed in his mind after the night was through.  
 
    She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. He kissed back after a moment of reluctant hesitation. He didn’t want to hurt her feelings. He knew that this moment was special for her, the way it should have been special for Ray. He could wait until the morning to figure out a way to let her down easy—hopefully without breaking her heart. 
 
    He didn’t get a lot of sleep that night, constantly replaying that terrible moment when he realized he was about to have intercourse with a man. Cass, on the other hand, slept like a newborn baby. After cozying up against Ray’s body, she was asleep within minutes, her naked bum nestled against his naked pelvis. He tried to not enjoy it, but he couldn’t help but succumb to the soft, warm comfort of her perky ass a few times throughout the night. But that comfort would only last a couple of minutes before he remembered reality. And then he would have to will his erection away, which kept finding itself nestled between her plump butt cheeks. The last thing he wanted was to wake her up with her boner and make her think he wanted a second round. If he fucked her again, then he knew there would really be something terribly wrong with him. Once was more than enough. He had the points he needed—now he just had to figure out a way to clean up the mess.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Before Cass left in the morning, she said, “When do you want to meet up again?” 
 
    Ray forced the biggest smile he could and said, “Soon. I’m pretty busy this week, but I’ll let you know as soon as I’m free.” But he had no intentions of reaching out to her ever again. His plan, unless he came up with some perfect split-up message to send to her, was to cut off contact and hope that she never came around the house. It was unfortunate that she knew where he lived. It was easy enough to ghost her on Facebook and ignore her messages on Tinder, but if she came to the house, ignoring her wouldn’t be so easy. 
 
    So when she was walking away from his house, he hoped it would be the last time he ever saw her. Though as soon as she was gone, he felt an empty feeling, as if something was suddenly missing. It was too bad that she wasn’t really a woman. It was too bad that she didn’t have a pussy or the ability to have a child. It was too bad that the first beautiful woman to be attracted to Ray wasn’t a woman at all.  
 
    He knew he would probably never get with a girl as pretty as Cass ever again. In a way, he knew it was downhill from here—but at least the next girl would be a real girl.  
 
    He still had a day before the awards ceremony for the week of Fuckeries, so he still had time to rack up some points. That night, there was a big party just down the street. Ray thought about going, maybe just to kiss a girl to add another point to his tally, to ensure his victory, but he decided to stay home when he saw that Mason wasn’t going out. He was still sick with his cold, which had worsened throughout the day. Ray was fairly confident that he had the week won, for once in his life.  
 
    When he went to sleep that night, that strange empty feeling returned. His bed felt cold and he kind of missed the feeling of Cass’s warm bum pressed up against his pelvis. She may have technically been a man, but she sure felt like a woman. And she smelled like a woman too—she smelled better than all of the girls Ray had ever kissed. But what difference did that make? Anyone could go out and buy some fancy perfume and women’s deodorant. Hell, even Ray could go out and spray himself with perfume if he wanted to—it didn’t magically turn him into a woman. Getting breast implants and an Adam’s apple reduction also wouldn’t turn him into a woman—and neither would some pills designed to alter which hormones came out from which organs. It was all just a disguise. Cass was just a man in disguise, and no matter how Ray tried to rationalize it, he knew that was the truth.  
 
    It was the next morning, shortly before the Fuckeries awards ceremony, when Cass sent Ray a Facebook message. “How was your Saturday? End up doing anything fun?” she asked. Ray made a point of leaving the message marked as unread. He clicked the little X in the corner of the chat window and decided he could live with the red dot in the corner of his browser screen, reminding him that he was ghosting the most beautiful woman he’d ever kissed, and the only woman he’d ever fucked.  
 
    Though while he waited for Mason, Aaron, and Paul, he couldn’t help but consider the possibility of replying to her. Maybe he could just find a way to wean her off gradually. Maybe he could chat with her a bit—less and less everyday, until she lost interest and moved on to another guy. Maybe he could cut her off without hurting her. Hell, maybe they could even be friends. He looked at that message again, but decided to leave it alone. He figured it was best to stick to his original plan: cut her off cold turkey. That empty feeling inside of him would go away eventually.  
 
    Paul came downstairs looking tired, and then Aaron came down with a big pair of sunglasses on. “What’s with the shades?” Paul asked. Aaron lifted them up, revealing a big black eye.  
 
    “I was fucking a girl from behind and then she looked back and saw that I was filming her. She turned around and socked me in the face. Bitch hit hard too. I had to go to the doctor and everything.”  
 
    Paul laughed, and then Aaron couldn’t help but laugh with him. But Ray couldn’t figure out what they both thought was so funny. That poor girl, obliviously being filmed for some stupid juvenile game. Aaron’s date probably thought that there was a connection between Aaron and her. She definitely didn’t know she was being used, with no regards for her feelings whatsoever.  
 
    “Well at least you got some proof. I tried to open up my camera while this chick was sucking my cock, and then she immediately stopped—left me with blue balls. I got a picture of her storming out the room with her saliva hanging off my dick, but I have a feeling Mason won’t count it.” He laughed, as if he’d said some sort of joke—and Aaron laughed with him. And maybe the joke just flew over Ray’s head. Was that all this game was? Taking advantage of girls for some imaginary points?  
 
    The guys looked at Ray, as if they were waiting for his story. Ray forced a smile—his story wasn’t so much different than theirs. He wasn’t any better than Aaron with his black eye or Paul with his blue balls. He’d used a woman in an attempt to win Fuckeries. The only difference was that Ray wasn’t laughing. Though maybe he should have been. Maybe laughing would have made the harsh reality easier to handle.  
 
    Mason came down before Ray had to go into any details. “Let’s get this over with,” Mason said with a grunt as he sat down on the couch and pulled out his phone. He quickly pulled up a picture of him getting his cock sucked. “I fucked a girl too, but my phone was dead so I couldn’t get a picture.”  
 
    Ray looked closely at the photo. When was it taken? The girl from the other night stormed out, refusing to suck his dick, and he’d been home sick since then. So was the photo from earlier in the week? The floor in the picture was definitely his bedroom floor, but Ray didn’t remember any girls coming by—unless she came by while he was at work.  
 
    But it didn’t matter. Ray had him beat for once. But he wasn’t ready to prove it just yet.  
 
    Aaron showed the picture of the girl sucking his cock. “I guess we tie this week,” he said with a laugh. “I would have gotten more had I been a little bit more careful—but what can you do?”  
 
    Then Paul shook his head. “I got nothing this week. I guess I’m tied for the lose.” He looked over at Ray while shrugging his shoulders. And why would he assume that Ray had nothing? Ray had kissed a handful of girls before—just the last week, Ray had proof that he kissed a girl. So was it really so hard to believe that he could have kissed a girl for a second week in a row. 
 
    He pulled out his phone with a big grin on his face. He opened up that video, of his cock buried deep in Cass’s asshole. And then he hesitated. He knew it was enough to win—he didn’t even have to show the picture of her sucking his cock. But did he want to show that video to these cavemen? Was it really worth a week of no dishes and no laundry, and some free beer?  
 
    He bit down on his tongue and flipped his screen around, pressing play for his roommates to see. He felt his cheeks turning red while the guys ogled his video. “No way,” said Mason. “I don’t believe it. That girl’s actually hot. There’s no way you got with an actually hot girl.” 
 
    “Well, I did,” Ray said.  
 
    “How do we know that isn’t some video you downloaded off of a porno site?” Aaron asked.  
 
    Ray looked at the video and then back at the guys. “It’s clearly my bedroom,” he said.  
 
    The guys watched the rest of the video with apprehensive looks on their faces. Then, after a long moment of silence, Mason said, “Well shit. I guess Ray wins this week. Paul—you’re buying the beer and doing Ray’s chores.” He looked at Ray with a half-grin, as if he really didn’t believe the video was real, as if Ray was pulling some sort of prank.  
 
    Ray did enjoy the moment Paul took off to buy beer for the guys. He even enjoyed making a big list of chores he needed done: dishes, laundry, bed sheets, vacuuming, mopping, dusting, toilet cleaning, and so on. And for the first couple of days it was fun, bossing him around, watching him drag his feet through the house as he completed one tedious task at a time. But the novelty quickly wore off, and it wasn’t long before Ray started to worry that he was just making Paul angrier and more determined to win the next week so he could boss Ray around twice as badly.  
 
    It was Wednesday when Cass sent another message. “Everything okay?” she asked simply. Ray ignored the message, though it wasn’t easy to do so. There had been a few times that he’d thought about reaching out to her. And there were a few times he thought that maybe he could get over her downstairs mix-up. Maybe he could be with a girl like her, despite her cock. She was beautiful and soft and warm and they had everything in common. But sooner or later, his friends and family would learn her secret—it was inevitable. Secrets that big don’t stay secrets forever. And what would his family think about the fact he was involved with a biological male? What would Mason think? Mason would probably die of laughter. Maybe it was just better to leave that message unread. Maybe it was just best to leave Cass alone.  
 
    So he didn’t answer the message. And Cass got the message loud and clear. She didn’t send another message. Ray got exactly what he wanted: a tick in the Fuckeries win column, and Cass off of his back.  
 
    Though the satisfaction was short-lived. Sunday came up quickly, and Ray had nothing for the awards ceremony. He found himself marching right back across that street to that liquor store, ready to spend another forty bucks on beer he wouldn’t even get to drink. “Lose again?” the store clerk asked. 
 
    Ray didn’t answer. He went straight to the wall of beer and he got what he needed.  
 
    “Was it at least close?” the store clerk asked. “It wasn’t you last week—so things must be looking up, right? Did you watch that video I told you to watch?” And Ray continued to ignore the man. He paid the bill and then he hauled the beer over to the house. And now he was ready to start his chores.  
 
    And when he went to bed that night, that empty feeling was still teasing away at him. He missed the warm comfort of Cass’s body. He missed the sex too—but he wasn’t proud of that fact. He kept telling himself that the sex would have been better if Cass was actually a girl. It probably felt better in the pussy—though Ray could only speculate; his only experience was inside of Cass’s butthole.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    After two straight days of swiping on Tinder, Ray found a match. She was cute enough, with freckles and bangs cut into her brunette hair. She was a big fan of music, though she seemed to like country more than the kind of music Ray preferred. Still, Ray set up a time and place to meet up, and she agreed—so Ray had one point on the board for the week.  
 
    He went to the bathroom to shave up before his date, but Mason was already in the bathroom, having a long, steamy shower. “Mind if I shave while you do that?” Ray asked. 
 
    “Why? Do you have a date or something?” Mason asked with a snicker. 
 
    “Actually yeah, I do—a hot date, as a matter of fact.”  
 
    He laughed again. “Well that makes two of us. I’m seeing this blonde chick and I’m pretty sure she’s looking for a good fucking. Don’t worry, I already jerked off before you came in here.” And then he snickered one more time.  
 
    “That’s nice,” Ray said, not fully paying attention. He knew that Mason would try to get him off of his game. But he was determined to stay in a good headspace, so that he could potentially win another week of Fuckeries.  
 
    “Yeah, man. You should see this girl. You would die—way out of your league. Hell, she might even be out of my league, but I don’t think she knows that. I called her this morning and she got all flustered. God, shy girls are just too easy. Do you want to know the trick with shy girls?”  
 
    Ray quickly finished shaving and then he got out of the bathroom before Mason could go on with his silly rant. But Mason chased him down in the hallway, wrapping a towel around his dripping wet body. “Hey man, what gives? Now that you’ve won a week, we finally have something in common. Don’t you want to tell me more about your girl?”  
 
    Ray turned around and forced a smile. He hated hearing that he had something in common with Mason, the king of the douchebags. “I’m okay. I’m just going to see where it goes,” he said, straining to keep that smile on his face. 
 
    “Well, at least let me show you this girl. I feel like she would be your type. She’s blonde, just like that girl you fucked in the ass last week.” He grabbed his phone and then flipped it around. Ray’s heart stopped momentarily. He was looking at a picture of Cass. Mason was going on a date with Cass. “We matched on Tinder. I think she might be a bit tough to crack, but I’ll get to her.” He licked his lips, making Ray feel even more uncomfortable. 
 
    At least Ray wasn’t the only one who thought she was a beautiful woman. Though if Mason actually got close to sleeping with her, he would discover her secret, and then he would mock Ray endlessly.  
 
    But what if Mason went through with it? What if he slept with her? What if he filmed her while she wasn’t looking and then humiliated her later by showing the footage to Ray and the other guys? Ray couldn’t let that happen to her. She was too sweet for that kind of punishment. Or could he let it happen to her? He didn’t own her. He hadn’t even talked to her since she left the house. He wanted to cut off contact, so he couldn’t be upset with what happened to her now… 
 
    “Good for you,” Ray said, forcing another smile. “I’m going to be late, so I need to get going.”  
 
    Mason went into his room, looking at Cass’s picture while snickering and probably imagining himself fucking her in the pussy she didn’t even have. And Cass was all Ray could think about as he made his way down to the pier where he planned on meeting his freckled brunette date. He arrived an hour early, but instead of feeling nervous, he felt worried, still thinking about Cass, unable to even muster up the mental image of the girl he was due to meet.  
 
    Mason was bound to find out her secret one way or the other—if not that night then in the coming days. Like she said, it was written right on her Facebook page, in her ‘About me’ section. It was only a matter of time before Mason bothered to take a gander in that direction.  
 
    The brunette showed up five minutes early. She was prettier in real life than in her pictures, though she’d clearly put on a touch of weight since taking those pictures. She had a big smile, though her smile showed off a bit too much gum for Ray’s taste. “Ashley, right?” he said. 
 
    “Hailey,” she said. And then Ray felt like an idiot. During that long time he sat waiting on the pier, he could have at least looked up her name.  
 
    “Sorry about that,” he said. “Hailey—I like that name.”  
 
    “That’s a good start,” she said with a giggle. Her giggle wasn’t nearly as cute as Cass’s giggle, but at least it actually belonged to a woman. “So what do you want to do tonight?” she asked. 
 
    “I thought we could sit here, have a few drinks, and just talk. It’s a lot cheaper and quieter than going to a bar, and the view is better. You like Coors?” He handed her a can of beer. She looked at it as if she was looking at a can full of poisonous spiders. She cracked it hesitantly and then took a slow seat, a few feet away from Ray. “It’s kind of chilly out,” she said. 
 
    “Do you want my sweater?” 
 
    “Sure,” she said. So Ray took off his sweater and gave it to her. Then they sat in silence for a minute. 
 
    “So you like country music, huh?” he said. 
 
    “Yep,” she said. 
 
    And that silence returned. He tried to think of something else to say—something to spark the conversation. With Cass, he didn’t have to think so much. He would just mention one little thing and it would turn into an endless conversation. “What kind of movies do you like?” 
 
    “I don’t really watch many movies. But I like Disney movies,” she said. And that silence returned for another thirty seconds. She took a long sip from the beer she clearly didn’t like. “What about you? What kind of movies do you like?”  
 
    “I like all sorts of stuff. But I really like Wes Anderson movies.” 
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
    “Wes Anderson?” 
 
    “Yeah. Who is he?” 
 
    Ray listed his movies, but Hailey had never heard of any of them. So the conversation went silent again. Ray looked down at his watch, thinking two hours had gone by. But they had only been sitting together for fifteen minutes. Why was it so hard to relate to her? Why couldn’t Ray find that spark that was so easy to find with Cass? “What about sports? Do you like sports?” He looked over at Hailey. She looked at him with a blank stare. 
 
    “No, I don’t really like sports. I don’t get the point. But I like reality TV. Do you like the Real Housewives?”  
 
    And Ray gave her that same blank expression. “I’ve never seen it. Tell me about it.” He was hoping to get her rolling on a speech, so that he could find some little tidbit to cling onto—one little piece of something they had in common. 
 
    “If you haven’t seen it, you wouldn’t get it,” she said. And the conversation fell flat once again. And Ray realized the date was hopeless. He could probably lie and pretend like he cared about the things she liked. He could probably get her drunk enough that she would be willing to go home with him. But what was the point? So he could use her to win some stupid game? It was painfully obvious that Hailey and Ray weren’t going to work out, so Ray stood up and said, “I think I need to be going. I forgot I had something to do.” 
 
    Hailey looked up at him with a confused look. “That’s it?” she said.  
 
    “Sorry,” Ray said. And then he took off. He needed to act quickly. He needed to stop Mason from finding out about Cass’s secret. He needed to save himself from the humiliation, and he needed to save her from Mason’s tyranny.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Mason wasn’t home, but Paul was, so Ray ran to Paul. “Where’s Mason?” he asked without saying hello. 
 
    “Mason? I don’t know. He’s out on a date.” 
 
    “Where?” Ray asked.  
 
    “I don’t know. Why are you being a weirdo?”  
 
    But Ray didn’t have time to explain. He knew that Mason worked quickly. He knew that Mason usually had two or three dates set up in a single night and he liked to play the numbers game. Ray had seen many cellphone videos of Ray fucking girls in restaurant and bar bathrooms, and he didn’t want Cass to be one of those girls.  
 
    So he pulled out his phone and dialled Mason’s number. But Mason didn’t pick up. “Where are you?” he sent in a text message. Then he paced around the house, waiting for Mason to reply. He tried to think of Mason’s go-to spots for taking girls on dates.  
 
    Paul emerged in the doorway. “Seriously, man, why are you acting like such a spaz right now?” He was snickering. 
 
    Ray didn’t know what to tell him. He thought for a moment and then he said, “Mason is out with a girl I know, and I don’t want him to sleep with her.” 
 
    Paul just laughed. “Good luck with that,” he said, rolling his eyes. And Ray knew it was true: Mason had a tremendous batting average, sleeping with nearly every girl he went out with. Ray knew that Mason was handsome and fit and well known around town. He knew that girls all over town wanted to sleep with him. What if Cass was no different? 
 
    And what if he was offended when he found out about Cass’s secret? What if he hurt her? What if he beat her up and told her never to tell anyone about the date? Mason could have a wild temper, and Ray didn’t know the extent of that temper.  
 
    He tried calling Mason again. This time Mason’s phone didn’t even ring—it just went straight to voicemail, as if Mason had blocked Ray’s number. Ray could feel a cold sweat forming on the back of his neck.  
 
    So Ray left the house, going to the closest bar to find the cruel womanizer and the woman who had everything to lose. It was a three block run, and it didn’t take Ray more than two minutes. He stormed into the place, past the hostess, and then he started looking around. His heart was pounding, though he wasn’t sure why. “Sir, can I help you?” the nervous hostess asked. She probably thought he was a psychopath looking to shoot a place up.  
 
    He looked at each table carefully, ignoring the woman who was trying to do her job. But Ray and Cass weren’t there, so he continued onto the next joint, feeling increasingly nervous. And why was he nervous? Was he worried that Mason would find out that he slept with a transgender? Or was he actually worried about Cass? Did he really think that Mason would do something to her? He probably wouldn’t do anything—he would either cut her off and pretend like she never happened, hoping no one found out that he ever thought she was pretty, or he would sleep with her just for the sake of winning Fuckeries, just like Ray did. 
 
    And was that the only reason Ray slept with her? To win some stupid game invented by some stupid jock?  
 
    They weren’t at the next place either, so he continued onto the next, and then the next. By the time he reached the fifth bar, his clothes were damp with sweat and his hair was slicked onto his forehead. But Mason and Cass weren’t there either.  
 
    And then Ray’s phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out while many of the bar patrons were staring at him. It was from Paul: “They just got back,” he wrote. So Ray started running. He was twenty blocks away from home, but he didn’t stop for a breath of air. He just kept running, hoping to get home before Mason got her down to her panties. He was starting to slow down, his legs becoming full of exhaustion, and then he saw the house materializing in the distance. So he started into a full sprint.  
 
    He pushed open the door and looked around frantically. The house was quiet, save for music coming from upstairs. Ray ran up the stairs and went straight to Mason’s bedroom. He didn’t knock before opening the door.  
 
    Cass and Mason both turned and looked at him with wide eyes. They were sitting on the edge of Mason’s bed, still clothed. “Stop!” Ray managed to say before exhaustion forced him to catch his breath. 
 
    “What the hell is your problem?” asked Mason.  
 
    “Ray?” Cass said.  
 
    “Oh, that’s right—you two know each other. Cass was just telling me when we pulled up to the house.” He turned to Cass with a big grin. “You said you knew one of my roommates, you didn’t say which one.” Then, waving a hand behind Cass’s back, Mason motioned Ray to get the hell out. But Ray didn’t budge. 
 
    “Don’t sleep with him. He’s a monster.”  
 
    Mason laughed nervously. “What are you talking about? Aren’t you breaking the rules here, Ray?” He raised his eyebrows high. It was against the rules of Fuckeries to interfere with the other participants.  
 
    “I don’t care. You can’t have her. He’s just using you, Cass. Don’t let him use you.”  
 
    Cass’s lips parted but she said nothing. “I’m so sorry about this,” Mason said. “He’s just an idiot. Go on, Ray. Get out of here.” 
 
    “No—I’m staying. He doesn’t actually like you. He just wants to win Fuckeries—it’s a stupid game we play where we get points for sleeping with girls.”  
 
    “I don’t know what he’s talking about,” Mason said.  
 
    “Yes you do, you liar.”  
 
    “So when I was with you, was that just for this game?” Cass asked. Her face was white.  
 
    “No—I mean, yes, it was, but I didn’t want it to be like that. I’m done with the stupid game. I’m done playing it. I hate it and I’ve always hated it.” 
 
    “You just hate it because you always lose.” Mason turned to Cass. “But seriously, babe. That’s not what this is about. I really like you. I really think we have a connection.” 
 
    “Bullshit, you do!” Ray snapped. “What’s her favourite band? And her favourite colour? Where did she go to high school? And her favourite food?”  
 
    “You’re nuts,” Mason said. “Now get out of my room. Don’t you have some dishes you need to be cleaning or something?”  
 
    Ray’s heart was pounding. He couldn’t leave that room. He couldn’t let Cass be another victim of Fuckeries. He couldn’t let Mason ruin her the way he ruined so many girls before her. “Cass, come with me. We’ll go get sushi.” 
 
    “You never messaged me back,” she said with a broken voice. 
 
    “I know, and that was a big, big mistake. I thought about it and I want to be with you. I don’t care about your whole… you know…”  
 
    “Her whole what?” Mason asked.  
 
    And Cass was silent. “I don’t know if I believe you. You’re probably just trying to stop him from getting points in your stupid game. That’s all this is, isn’t it?” She stood up. Her face was red now and it looked like she was about to cry.  
 
    “Cass—I’m serious. I don’t care about the game and I don’t care about what you used to be. I want to be with you. Give me a chance. Please.”  
 
    Cass walked to the door but Ray blocked her path. “Move,” she said. Ray hesitated. He knew it wasn’t right to close her in that room, but he didn’t want to lose his chance.  
 
    “I like you,” he said. 
 
    “And I liked you. Now move,” she said.  
 
    Ray stepped aside and Cass skirted past. She made it a few feet and then she stopped and looked back. “You weren’t even really a virgin, were you?” she said.  
 
    And then Ray’s heart skipped a beat. He couldn’t admit his virginity in front of Mason, but if he lied, then he would lose Cass. He had to pick one. “I was a virgin. You were my first.”  
 
    She remained still, unsure of whether to believe him or not. Then Ray heard Mason laughing behind him. “You’re a virgin?” he said. But Ray just ignored him.  
 
    “Give me another chance,” Ray said to Cass.  
 
    And then, for a brief second, Cass cracked a smile. Maybe she believed him just enough that she would be willing to give him that little chance. Maybe she wouldn’t walk out that door and leave him wondering what could have been. “You really don’t care that I used to be a man?” she asked.  
 
    Ray’s heart skipped a beat and then fluttered around in his chest. Now Mason was silent, not sure whether to be outraged, embarrassed, or hysterical. “What the fuck did you just say?” he said, but Cass just ignored him. 
 
    “I don’t care at all,” Ray said. He didn’t have to force the big smile that was now on his face. He watched as Cass’s eyes began to glow, and then he opened up his arms and she jumped into them, wrapped herself around him with the biggest hug she could make. “Well maybe I can give you another chance,” she said. “But if I send you a message, you have to answer it.”  
 
    “Deal,” he said. And then he kissed her, and this time there were no reservations. He didn’t feel like he was doing something wrong and he couldn’t feel any confused fluttering in the depths of his gut. Everything about her seemed right. So what if she had a cock? So what if she grew up as a boy? It made no difference: she was a woman now, and that’s all that mattered.  
 
    And from that day on, Ray won every single game of Fuckeries, because there were no rules against fucking the same girl every week. Ray was getting anal almost every day, more than quadrupling Mason’s best ever score on a weekly basis. It was only a month before the guys decided to kick Ray out of the game, but he didn’t care because he was moving out, finding a place with Cass: something cute and quaint where they could be happy together, far away from the judgement and snickering of football jocks—somewhere Ray could explore his lover’s body without worrying someone was listening at the door.  
 
    With Cass, Ray was happy, and everything made perfect sense.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THE EASTER BUNNY 
 
    Charlie, who has been struggling to keep up with his bills, has never paid much attention to his quiet roommate, Susie. She’s hardly ever home, and when she is, she’s locked away in her bedroom. Charlie has never even thought about what she might be doing in there, until a friend from out of town catches a glimpse of her and recognizes her as a popular webcam girl. 
 
    Charlie does some searching while she’s out of the house, and he finds out that it’s true—and she’s been making a ton of money doing it. Now, Susie is on her way out of town for a few weeks, and Charlie has an idea to get a piece of the pie.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Charlie liked living with his roommate, Susie. He was nervous when a young woman replied to his roommate wanted ad—worried she would be messy and always partying—but she turned out to be the quietest, most invisible roommates Charlie could hope for. She was always travelling for work or travelling to visit friends and family. And when she was home, she was always in her room, minding her own business.  
 
    Charlie had no idea what Susie did for a living, or where she went when she was visiting her family and friends, or what she was doing in her bedroom during the rare evenings she was home, but he didn’t care so he never asked. And for three years, he liked it that way: he minded his own business and she minded her own business. It was the perfect roommate scenario.  
 
    Though the perfect roommate scenario ended one evening while one of Charlie’s friends was visiting from out of town. He was crashing on Charlie’s couch for a few days, in town to see a band that Charlie had never heard of. Everything was going fine, and then Charlie went across the street to buy some fresh milk. When he returned to the apartment, his friend was wide-eyed and awkward. “Is there a pub around here—somewhere we can talk in private?” he said, twitching as if he’d just done three lines of cocaine.  
 
    “Why? What’s going on?” Charlie said.  
 
    “We just need to talk in private. I can’t tell you here.”  
 
    So they went down the street to the pub, even though it was only 11:00 AM. Charlie’s friend ordered himself a pint of beer, so Charlie did the same. “What the hell’s gotten into you?” Charlie asked. 
 
    “Your roommate is a cam whore,” he said, still with his wide eyes, as if he hadn’t blinked. 
 
    “A what?” Charlie asked. 
 
    “She takes her clothes off and touches herself in front of her webcam, for money. She came out while you were down at the store.” His hands were trembling. But Charlie didn’t believe him. 
 
    “She came out and told you this? Or you saw her doing this cam whore thing while I was out?”  
 
    “No, no. I’ve seen her before. I used to watch her. Her private shows are expensive because she does crazy things. The walls in her bedroom are a baby blue colour, right?”  
 
    “You went in there?” Charlie asked. 
 
    “No, I’ve seen them on her camera, you dunce! You’re living with a prostitute.”  
 
     Charlie felt a cold trembling creeping down his spine. The walls in Susie’s room were indeed baby blue. Though it was possible he just saw into her room while he was walking down the hallway—though Susie never left her door open, even when she was just darting down the hallway to use the bathroom. But it was possible that Charlie’s friend snuck into her room while she was using the bathroom—but why would he do it? He wasn’t the type to pull pranks or to invade girls’ privacy. He was an honest guy—honest enough to admit that he got off by watching cam whores. “You’re telling me that you didn’t know this?” he said with even wider eyes.  
 
    “I didn’t know,” Charlie said. “It—It can’t be true. She’s nice—and quiet. She minds her business. And she’s always out for work.”  
 
    “She has another room. It’s like this kid’s room filled with stuffed animals. It must be a set in a warehouse or something. She only does the blue bedroom on weekend evenings. The lighting isn’t as good.”  
 
    “How do you know all of this?” Charlie asked.  
 
    “I told you, you dunce! I used to watch her show all the time. She does things—things you wouldn’t believe.” He leaned over the table and then looked around to make sure no one was listening. The pub was empty. “She once got half of a baseball bat into her pussy.”  
 
    “That’s impossible,” Charlie said. “She’s hardly five feet tall.” 
 
    “That’s why her show is so popular—because she does impossible things. And she’s sexy. My God, she’s sexy. I can’t believe you live with Missy Bunny.” 
 
    “Missy Bunny?” Charlie said. His lips suddenly felt dry, but not as dry as his throat. He took a long sip from his beer. It had been many years since he’d had a beer before noon.  
 
    “That’s her screen name. What did you say her name was? Sally?” 
 
    “Susie,” Charlie said.  
 
    He laughed. “Missy Bunny’s real name is Susie, huh? That’s wild. I can’t believe this.”  
 
    Charlie’s friend took off the next morning, off to see another band in another town, off to sleep on another friend’s couch. But once he was gone, things didn’t go back to normal. Now, Charlie had a nagging curiosity tingling inside of him. Whenever Susie was home and in her bedroom, he would go into his room and then into his closet, which shared a wall with Susie’s bedroom. Then he would press his ear to the wall and listen. Occasionally, he could hear a little ding, or a very soft moan. The walls were well insulated, even the interior walls. Charlie had them insulated after he bought the place and before he put up his roommate-wanted ad.  
 
    It was only a couple of days before he had the idea to look up ‘Missy Bunny’ online. He tried searching it on Google, but no results came up. So then he tried searching through long lists of cam whore listings. It was an hour into his hunt when an ad popped up for a popular cam whore website, and in the corner of the ad was a familiar face: a face that looked an awful lot like Susie’s face. Charlie clicked it, waited for the stream to load, and then he felt his joints freeze as he saw Susie’s baby blue bedroom.  
 
    Susie was sitting on her bed, facing her camera, which must have been up on her dresser. She was wearing a skimpy little pink satin slip and pink bunny ears. She was doing nothing but smiling into the camera at first, and then she leaned forward and started typing something on a wireless keyboard. That’s when Charlie noticed the chat window on the right of his screen. “Awe, thanks love,” said MissyBunny69. Before that, a user had written, “You’re so fucking sexy. I want to plug your asshole with my giant cock.” And there were thousands of lines of perverted text before that line.  
 
    Charlie wasn’t able to look away, even though he knew he was invading on Susie’s privacy. He was shocked. He couldn’t believe that it was true: Susie really was a cam whore.  
 
    She leaned forward to type again. “I’m feeling horny. Anyone want to pay for a private show?”  
 
    Charlie’s hands were trembling. He took a deep breath and then he typed out a message. “How much?” he asked. 
 
    “Thirty dollars,” she replied quickly. “And you get everything.”  
 
    “Okay. I’ll pay,” he said. And then suddenly, he was transferred over to a new chat room, and in this new chat room his anonymous username was alone with MissyBunny69. He had to quickly activate his PayPal account so that the money would transfer over. His heart was pounding so loud; he was worried Susie would hear it in the next room over.  
 
    He didn’t actually want to be paying for a private show. Cam whores did nothing for him. He always thought they were a giant waste of money—just like any porn with a price. There were literally millions of free porn videos online—why would someone pay? But Charlie knew that paying was the only way to see what his roommate was doing in his apartment.  
 
    Once the money was successfully transferred, the show started. Susie got up and went over to her nightstand. She pulled out a long carrot and then brought it over to the bed. She sucked on it while staring into the camera lens, and then she rubbed it over her satin-clad pussy. “You like that?” she asked. Charlie lunged forward and hit mute on his computer. Then he typed out a message, “Sorry, I have no volume.” 
 
    So she leaned forward and typed out, “Just watch then, and enjoy.” 
 
    She kept rubbing that carrot on her pussy. It was only a few seconds before she pushed the carrot down the front of her satin panties and started rubbing it on her barely covered flesh. She leaned her head back and her lips parted. With her free hand, she slipped the straps of her slip over her shoulders. The little number fell down, exposing her small, perky tits.  
 
    Charlie gasped. He looked away at first, feeling like he was doing something terribly naughty (and maybe he was), but then he looked back at the screen. He did pay her, didn’t he? Was it so wrong to look? Her tits truly were terrific. Her whole body was magnificent. She rubbed that carrot on her nipples until they were perky and hard. Then she leaned back and slipped her panties down, exposing her plump, juicy pussy. 
 
    A minute later, that carrot was deep in her snatch. She plunged it down quickly, fucking herself while her lips parted and her head tilted back. Charlie went over to his closet and put his ear to the wall. He could hear her moaning gently. He wondered if it was genuine, or if she was just very good at faking it because that was technically her job. 
 
    He went back to his monitor. She was laying back now, putting her knees up against her chest, exposing her tiny, bleached butthole. She took the tip of her wet carrot and pressed it against the hole while smiling into the camera lens. Then that carrot went inside of her with seemingly no effort. Charlie heard a slight gasp—or maybe it was just the walls settling. She used the green leaves of the carrot to pull it back out from her body, and then she plunged it down again. It was strangely mesmerizing. She was fucking her own asshole faster and faster and faster, and then suddenly, a gush of fluid poured out from her pussy.  
 
    Charlie gasped and then covered his mouth, worried his roommate would hear him. He was in a complete state of disbelief. His roommate truly was a cam whore who did terribly naughty things for strangers to watch. And she was probably making a lot of money too—the show only lasted ten minutes, and then she was done, back in the main chat room with nearly a thousand other men. It was only five minutes before she was paid again for another private show—and during that five minute intermission, men were sending her tips: a buck, two bucks, five bucks. One guy even tipped her twenty bucks. Charlie couldn’t believe it. He could have nearly bought himself a private show for twenty bucks.  
 
    No wonder she was always travelling! She was probably rich. She was only paying six hundred bucks a month for rent, and she was easily making that in a single night. Meanwhile, Charlie was struggling to pay all of his bills and he had to work ten hours every day.  
 
    The next day, Charlie navigated back to that cam whore website an hour after Susie left the house. He found her stream and saw the impressive set that she apparently normally worked on. It was a large pink room filled with stuffed animals and sex toys. Her daytime audience was massive: twelve thousand people watching, all waiting for their chance to get a private show. But even the public show was something to behold. She still showed her tits and rubbed her pussy. But what really got people going was when she got onto her knees, turned her back to the camera, and wiggled her cotton tail. The chat stream went wild every time she did it, and then a flood of tips would pour into her bank account. 
 
    Charlie couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    MissyBunny69 went offline after just two hours, but Susie didn’t come home right away. Charlie had no idea what she was doing out. She certainly wasn’t going off to work—she didn’t need to work. Charlie had done the math: she was making over two grand a day. Maybe she was in school. Charlie asked her when she moved in if she was a student, and she said no, but what else was she doing with that kind of scratch? Was she out doing drugs? Or was she out making even more money as a real prostitute.  
 
    Charlie was tempted to search through the local escort listings, but he had no idea where to even find the local escort listings.  
 
    It was the next day, while Susie was doing her daily show in her big pink room, when Charlie decided to sneak into her baby blue bedroom and snoop around. He had no idea what he was looking for or even why he was looking for it, but he felt compelled. The curiosity just wasn’t going away; it had only grown stronger since his friend told him about her secret profession.  
 
    He saw the webcam mounted on her dresser. He crept up to it carefully from the side, to make sure it was switched off before stepping in front of it. He opened up her top drawer and immediately found tons of lingerie. Each door was filled with lingerie. So where did she keep her actual clothes? He found a few items of normal clothing in her closet.  
 
    In one of her nightstands, he found bottles of lubricant. In the other, he found sex toys. He even found that carrot from the private show. It was rubber, but it certainly looked real on camera. He brought it to his nose and sniffed it, though he wasn’t sure why. It smelled like a combination of pussy and asshole, which shouldn’t have been a surprise.  
 
    And then he kept searching around, still not sure what he was looking for. Under her bed, he found a large stack of money: easily ten thousand dollars. He was tempted to skim a few bills off the top, but he resisted the urge, even though he didn’t have enough money to pay for all of his bills that month. He wasn’t going to become a thief. He already felt guilty enough, snooping around in her room.  
 
    In her closet, he found a selection of wigs. He found bunny ears and cotton tails, and then he found a large box filled with costume jewellery. He found makeup and nail polish and perfume and plenty of props that she probably used on special occasions. He even found a baseball bat, which also smelled like pussy and asshole. He wondered if it was the same one his friend was talking about.  
 
    Charlie made sure to put everything back exactly where he’d found it, so that Susie wouldn’t know that he’d been snooping. Her room wasn’t terribly tidy to begin with, so he wasn’t too worried that she would be suspicious, but he wasn’t about to take any chances. He closed her door and then he went back to his own room where her show was still playing. Now, she was massaging her nipples between her thumbs and pointer fingers, making them hard and earning a torrent of tips. Charlie even saw one guy tip fifty bucks. He couldn’t wrap his head around it.  
 
    With tips like that, she didn’t even need to do private shows. All she had to do was sit there and blow kisses at the camera, occasionally shaking her tush, and that was enough to make her rich. Why wasn’t every girl doing this? Susie was cute, but she wasn’t the Queen of the Babes. Even all dolled up, she wasn’t exactly a young Kate Moss.  
 
    Charlie put his computer away after clearing his browser history. He took a deep breath and then told himself that he was done with the snooping, and done watching his roommate strip and pleasure herself on camera. He liked things the way they were before he started invading her privacy. He liked that his roommate was hardly a ghost who paid rent on time and hardly ever made a peep. But ignoring the thought of her was easier said than done. It was only a few hours later when Charlie found himself feeling curious once again, wondering how long it took her to build up her audience, or if it was just an overnight thing. He found himself on his computer once again, looking at other cam whore streams. They all had at least hundreds of viewers and they were all making some decent money in tips and private shows.  
 
    There were even men doing shows—though they weren’t making as much money, or course. Charlie jokingly toyed with the idea of putting himself on camera, just to see if he could make a few bucks—even just enough for beer money. But he knew he couldn’t compete with the guys who had cams. They were all ripped with big cocks and handsome smiles. Charlie was far from ripped. He wasn’t fat or even chubby, though some of his friends called him ‘skinny fat’ because his body was like a twig yet he was still soft—kind of like a woman’s body, though no one goes around calling women ‘skinny fat’.  
 
    Half of the cam whores weren’t even showing their faces, which Charlie thought was funny, because they all had very distinctive tattoos. If their friends were online looking through cam models, those tattoos were surely giving them away, regardless of whether their faces were on screen or not. But even the girls who hid their faces were still making good money. 
 
    Charlie laughed as a silly idea crossed his mind. Maybe he could shave and put on Susie’s lingerie and keep the camera aimed below his neck. He could probably pass as a woman—maybe not the most flattering woman, but probably enough to get a few bucks for beer money. He had a good chuckle, and then the idea suddenly didn’t seem so funny. In reality, what was stopping him? He had an old web cam and a razor and access to slutty outfits, so was it really such a crazy idea? He pushed the idea away and laughed, though now his heart was pounding strangely fast. It was just a silly idea, right?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Charlie forgot all about his crazy, nonsense idea of pretending to be a woman for a cam show. How could anyone cling onto such an absurd idea? He went on with his day and then he went on with his night. Susie came home around 8:00 PM. She made herself a quick dinner in the kitchen. “How was your day?” Charlie asked her—a question he asked her most nights she was home. 
 
    “It was good,” she said with a nice smile. “How was your day?” 
 
    “Just fine,” said Charlie. Though he had to force his smile as he tried to hide his red cheeks. When she went into her room, Charlie found himself exhaling as if he’d been holding his breath. It was obvious that things weren’t going to be going back to the way they were. He would never be able to look at her without that teasing curiosity burning inside of him. Every time he heard a wall groan, he would think it was her, doing one of her shows. But what did it matter? Was she not allowed to do sexy stuff on camera? It didn’t affect Charlie, so why did he suddenly care?  
 
    Maybe it was jealousy. Maybe he hated the thought that she was making more than he made in an hour in a single minute. Maybe it was that stack of cash he found under her bed. He laughed: and women think they have it worse than men. Charlie knew guys who went to school for twelve years to become doctors—even they weren’t making the kind of money Susie was making.  
 
    But he tried to push all of those thoughts out from his head as he went to sleep. He put a pair of headphones on, so he wouldn’t be tormented by the sound of the old walls groaning and settling. He even took a sleeping pill because his racing mind wouldn’t let him fall asleep. And it still took a few hours to finally fall asleep. 
 
    So he was tired when he woke up and groggy as he made his way over to take a shower before work. Susie was already gone for the day, her shoes missing from the front step, so Charlie was free to shower for as long as he wanted in that one-bathroom apartment. He ran the water hot and revelled in the feeling of it running down his tired body. And then he saw Susie’s pink razor sitting on the edge of the tub. He reached down and picked it up, spinning it around while looking at it. It was a fancy razor, and it probably wasn’t cheap, not that Susie cared. It probably wasn’t even worth pennies in Susie’s very wealthy eyes.  
 
    He looked down at his legs and tried to decide if they could possibly pass as women’s legs on a web cam. They certainly wouldn’t pass covered in hair—but would they pass hairless? Charlie was suddenly curious. He held that razor in his hand and wondered how long the hair would take to grow back if he shaved it off. There were still a few months before summertime—lots of time before shorts season. Plus, Charlie had never been much of a shorts guy to begin with. So just to satisfy a curiosity he knew wouldn’t go away, he reached down and started to shave away the hair from his legs. He watched the little dark hairs clump together and then swirl down the drains. He had no intention of shaving around his cock, but it looked awfully strange once he had smooth legs, so he ended up shaving everything—even his armpits and arms, which weren’t terribly hairy to begin with.  
 
    He put the razor down and then his heart skipped a beat. Did he really just do that? Did he really just spend fifteen minutes making himself hairless and smooth like a woman? He looked strange, kind of like a child—though his cock looked bigger than normal. He lifted his shaft up and looked at it. He hardly recognized it. This new look would take some getting used to.  
 
    He got out from the shower and looked at himself in the mirror. His body looked completely different. It was shiny and smooth and strangely pale—but also surprisingly feminine, as long as he was holding a hand out to block his own view of his face. He tried doing a few little poses, pretending to be a model, and then he made himself laugh. Though that laugh came with fluttering butterflies, because he was simultaneously realizing that he had the body of a woman.  
 
    Though his shoulders were a bit broader than the average woman. And his hips weren’t quite as wide. And then, of course, he didn’t have the tits of a woman—though Susie hardly had tits herself. And the shoulders and hips could have easily been aided by the right outfit. His heart fluttered again. He poked his head out from the bathroom and made sure that Susie’s shoes really were missing. He crept up to her room and pushed her door open. He looked at her empty room and then he ran over to his laptop in his own room. He quickly navigated over to the webcam of MissyBunny69 and saw that her show was just staring, in that large pink room, wherever it was. So he knew he was safe to explore his slutty roommate’s belongings.  
 
    He went into her room and started darting through her drawers. His heart was pounding hard and fast. He knew he was doing something wrong and stupid, but he knew the curiosity wouldn’t subside until he indulged. He found a pink satin slip with white cotton embellishments. He held it up to his body and felt his face becoming terribly hot. He’d never put on women’s clothing before—he’d never even considered it until that moment. But he’d gone and shaved his legs, so why not go all the way?  
 
    He stepped into the soft, light garment, and then he pulled it up. It was soft against his body, and it fit surprisingly well. He went over to the closet where Susie kept her wigs, and then he pulled out a long blonde one. He got it snug on his head and then he laughed. Why was he putting on a wig if he was just trying to see if his body could pass for female?  
 
    He figured he looked ridiculous, but he walked over to the mirror anyway. Then his heart skipped yet another beat. He definitely passed. Even his face, framed by that straight blonde hair, looked like a woman’s face—and he wasn’t even wearing any makeup. He wasn’t smiling anymore. Now there was a strange dread churning in his gut. He wasn’t sure what he originally set out to prove when he ran that first razor stroke up his leg, but he certainly wasn’t hoping to prove that he really could look like a woman.  
 
    His dangling cock was ruining the illusion. He solved it by slipping a pair of pink panties up, beneath the slip’s skirt. The panties were light and flimsy, but they managed to hold his pecker and balls in place. He did a little shimmy, watching his skirt dance from side to side. The soft satin actually felt kind of nice, teasing his skin. But his heart just wouldn’t stop pounding ferociously against his ribcage.  
 
    What did all of this mean? Why was he still standing there, wearing that little costume? Why wasn’t he taking it off? Why wasn’t he ripping that wig off and feeling ashamed of himself? Why was he suddenly feeling the urge to try on more of Susie’s little outfits?  
 
    He went over to his room, to check Susie’s live stream. She was still going, still shaking her tush for her many fans, still getting tips every few seconds as if she was actually doing something worth money.  
 
    So Charlie knew he had time. He ran over to her bedroom and he started trying on different outfits: taking different things out from her many lingerie drawers and then putting them on his body. It was strangely fun—maybe because it was so exciting and wrong. He figured it would lose its novelty quickly, but as time went by, he was only feeling more excited and his heart was starting to pound even harder.  
 
    He found himself looking through Susie’s toy drawer. He found a big, long vibrator that smelled like her sweet pussy. He turned it on, set it to its maximum setting, and then he held it up to the bulge in his panties. He rubbed it up and down while standing in front of the mirror. He had a big, red-cheeked smirk on his face. He was breathing heavily, biting the corner of his bottom lip. His cock was rock-hard in a matter of seconds, and it was tingling and bloating in a matter of minutes. Why was this so much fun? Why did it feel so good?  
 
    He ended up coming, filling up those pink panties with his white goo. His legs trembled and his knees buckled as he let out a long, glorious sigh of relief. He came so much that his load started to pour out the sides of his panties, trickling down his leg towards Susie’s bedroom floor. He took a long, deep breath, and then reality caught up to him. 
 
    He realized how crazy it all was. Not only was he now late for work, he was standing in his roommates bedroom, in her lingerie, with his legs shaved, and cum running down his legs. He got himself cleaned up quickly, and then he got her room cleaned up to the best of his memory. Then he went to work and got an earful from his boss. “An hour late—a whole hour?” his boss said. “You’re lucky I don’t fire you.”  
 
    And Charlie found himself wondering if Susie ever had to deal with angry bosses. She was making fifty times more money than him and she got to work on her own schedule. Maybe it was time for Charlie to give the web cam thing a try, as ridiculous as it seemed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It seemed like a stroke of fate when Susie came home that night and mentioned to Charlie, “I’m going to be going out of town for a couple of weeks,” before going to her bedroom. 
 
    “Where to? And when do you leave?” Charlie asked quickly. It was the most personal he’d ever gotten with her.  
 
    She smiled. “Just to visit some friends, in Europe,” she said casually, as if going to Europe wasn’t that big of a deal. “I booked a flight for the morning. So if I don’t see you, goodbye!” She went into her room and closed the door. Charlie took a deep breath. The timing was just too good to be true. She was giving him free reign of the house and free reign of whatever she left behind in that room full of lingerie and sex toys.  
 
    Charlie had so much to do if he was really going to go through with his ludicrous plan. He still had to set up his room so that no one would recognize anything. He had to get an account set up on one of the web cam websites. He needed to figure out how he was going to keep his face out of the shots, and he needed to figure out what the hell was wrong with him.  
 
    He didn’t actually think that he could fool men around the world into giving him money, just for sitting in front of a camera, did he? How was he going to keep his bulge hidden? How was he going to flirt with his audience without opening his mouth? Would he just blow kisses at the camera and hope that typing on his keyboard would be enough? What did he have to lose?  
 
    He spent that night getting his room tidy and ready. He needed to make his room look girly, though he didn’t have any girly things—though he did have a white sheet that had turned pink in a failed load of laundry, so he tacked it to the wall behind his bed, covering his posters, in the off-chance his friend stumbled onto his stream—though it wasn’t such an off-chance, was it?  
 
    He knew he could nab a few things from Susie’s room once she left. She had a whole bunch of stuffed animals and girly things. He grabbed the fake flowers from the kitchen table and got them situated on his nightstand. Then he got his old webcam set up on his dressed, facing his bed. He got it running on his computer, framing it up so he couldn’t see his own face, so that he would have one less thing to figure out in the morning. He was already planning on calling in sick from work.  
 
    He didn’t get a lot of sleep that night, tossing and turning constantly, excited and terrified at the same time. He kept talking himself out of his nonsense idea, and then he would toss and turn some more and find himself amped up for his first web cam show. He still had no idea what he was actually going to do if some poor soul really did tune into his stream.  
 
    It was around 4:00 AM when he heard Susie leave for the airport, dragging her heavy suitcase down the hall and then locking the front door behind her. It was 6:00 AM when Charlie finally gave up on the idea of getting a full night’s sleep. He got up and started his morning in the shower, shaving up the little bits of stubble that had popped up overnight. Then he went to her room as a pot of coffee brewed.  
 
    He decided to go with the pink satin slip with the white embellishments. He knew it fit perfectly and looked cute on him, and he didn’t want to end up wasting his whole morning trying on outfit after outfit. He slipped on a new pair of pink panties and then he got into that same blonde wig. He looked in the mirror and then noticed a few makeup supplies on Susie’s dresser. He grabbed the lipstick, the mascara, and the eyeliner. He brought them to the bathroom where the light was better, and then he took a shot at dolling himself up.  
 
    The lipstick was easy, and so was the mascara. The eyeliner on the other hand wasn’t so easy. He found himself cleaning it off over and over as he accidentally made the tiniest little mistakes. But the time and effort was worth it. After twenty minutes of trial and error, his eyes looked pretty and feminine. He batted his eyelashes and made his cutest smile, and then his heart fluttered and stuttered in his chest. This really was a silly idea. Though it was good that his face passed, just in case it accidentally slipped into the shot.  
 
    He grabbed a couple sex toys from Susie’s drawer and then he brought them over to his room. He fired up the web cam account he made the night before and then he found himself deciding whether or not to press the ‘GO LIVE’ button. He looked into his webcam’s lens and took a deep breath. It all seemed so foolish. What was he doing with his life? At what point did things go so wrong that he decided pretending to be a woman on a pornography site could make things better? What was the straw that broke the camel’s back?  
 
    He pressed the button. His computer began to hum and then the red light went bright on his webcam. “You are currently live,” the notice in the top right corner of his computer screen said. On the bottom left corner of his screen was the number ‘0’. Charlie assumed that meant there was no one watching.  
 
    He walked back and took a seat on his bed. His computer screen was still in sight, so he could see that his face was just out of the frame. He straightened his little pink slip and then he found himself frozen. Maybe this whole thing was stupid. Why did he think anyone would want to watch him sit there in that boring room? Why did he think he could even make ten cents, never mind enough for a pint of beer?  
 
    His computer chirped and that zero turned into a one. Someone had tuned in. Someone was now watching Charlie. Charlie became even more frozen, sitting upright, suddenly extremely self-conscious of every part of his body.  
 
    Then, that one turned into a two. Two strangers were now staring at Charlie, waiting for him to do something. Charlie cleared his throat and then he reached up and cupped his tits. Then his computer dinged. “You’re so beautiful,” it said. “Can you show your face?”  
 
    Charlie had to at least show his lips as he leaned forward to type out a reply. “Maybe if you’re nice,” he wrote at his heart slammed violently into his ribcage. He sat back up and continued to cup his non-existent breasts. He squeezed and swayed, and then he remembered that Susie always had music playing softly in the background, so he leaned forward and opened up his music player. He put on a random playlist, and then went back to his awkward swaying.  
 
    Now that number was at six: six strangers watching him as he swayed awkwardly from side to side while holding the cups of his pink satin slip.  
 
    “Show us your tits!” one man wrote in the chat. Charlie didn’t have tits to show, but he did pull down his top just enough to tease the audience, showing that space between where his tits should have been. His computer chirped again, this time letting him know he’d been tipped two dollars.  
 
    He couldn’t fight the smile from his face. He’d been live for two minutes and he already made two dollars. It wasn’t a lot, but it was just the start. Every thirty seconds that number was going up. It was only a minute later when another two-dollar tip was deposited into his account. The website took 5%, but that was the least of his worries now. He couldn’t believe that he was actually making money. He couldn’t believe he was actually tricking people into thinking he was a girl. He got up onto his knees, turned his back to the camera, and he shook his recently shaved bum. He couldn’t see his computer screen, but he did hear the ding of a tip entering into his account. He knew he didn’t have tits or a pussy to flash to his audience, so he held his package down with one hand and then he pulled the thin strip of panties covering his asshole to the side. Then he heard two more dings as more money entered into his account.  
 
    His heart was pounding. He had no idea what possessed him to flash his asshole to the camera. He had no idea what had possessed him to get into this ludicrous scenario to begin with. But he was shocked when he turned around to see that there were now forty-two people watching his stream, many active on the chat sidebar, and he’d just received twenty dollars in tips. In a matter of minutes, Charlie had already made more money than he made in two hours at work. Maybe there really was something to this cam whoring thing. Maybe Charlie could keep this going for a little bit of side income.  
 
    “Is she just trying to do a MissyBunny69 thing?” one of the men in the chat room asked.  
 
    “It looks like it,” replied another. But Charlie didn’t care what people thought. He didn’t care if he was an imposter. He only cared about those beautiful sounding dings as money entered into his bank account. “Show your tits!” said another commenter. That was a comment that appeared every few seconds. Charlie did his best to keep them entertained with what he had: his ass and his asshole. But mostly, he found himself replying to messages in the chat stream, thanking guys for their sex-fuelled flirtations, and sending her own flirtations out for everyone to read.  
 
    Some people had strange requests. “Show your feet!” said one guy. When Charlie held out his feet, a series of dings rang out in his bedroom. “Show us your tongue!” said another guy, so Charlie leaned forward and stuck out his tongue. People liked that too. It was only half an hour before Charlie had completely lost count of how many tips he’d received. There was no way of knowing without closing down the stream and navigating to his private account.  He could just hope that it was paying off.  
 
    “How much for a private show?” asked one man. 
 
    “I’m not doing private shows today,” he replied in text form. And then he received a flurry of disappointed comments. But that didn’t stop the tips from coming in when he turned around and showed his audience his bum again. 
 
    “That has to be the best ass online,” one of his audience members said. Charlie found himself blushing. But the sweet moment was cut short when the same guy said, “Now put something in it!”  
 
    Charlie’s heart fluttered at the thought. He had a few of Susie’s sex toys, but he wasn’t about to penetrate himself on camera. But maybe he could tease his new fans a little bit. He grabbed one of Susie’s big dildos and then he started to gently rub it on his body. He brought it up to his lips and he teased the tip with the tip of his tongue, doing his best slutty impression. Then he brought it down between his legs and began to rub it up and down the length of his flattened shaft. It actually felt kind of nice, especially once he accidentally pressed the button that made it begin to vibrate. He had no idea it was a vibrator until that moment.  
 
    Tips were coming in quickly. He got the dildo under his panties and then he pretended to moan. He tilted his head back and parted his lips the way Susie did in her videos, and then he listened as more and more money trickled into his bank account. But then he felt something else: a tingling growing between his legs. The vibration felt good—too good. He was starting to become erect. He could feel his panties stretching quickly as his cock tried to curl upwards and out from that tight satin prison. He closed his thighs tightly together, pinching the vibrator between his legs. He felt his face turning red as he reached down and made sure the skirt of his little slip was doing enough to cover his bulge.  
 
    His heart was racing and his mind was spinning. He tried to force a smile. He wanted to put the vibrator away, but the tips were coming in faster than ever. He had to keep it going. So with his thighs pressed tightly together, he closed his eyes and tilted his head back again. He continued to fake his orgasm as that tingling grew stronger and stronger. A real orgasm was coming, and then he would have a literal mess on his hands. He already had a figurative mess on his hands: how could he get up to turn off his stream without exposing his erection?  
 
    His cock wanted to spring upwards badly, but he refused to part his thighs. He kept rubbing that dildo up and down his shaft, feeling the intense vibration reverberating through his whole cock. It felt so good. “Oh God,” he muttered under his breath. His legs trembled, and then he felt his wet load filling up his tight panties, pooling warmly against his package. He nearly went cross-eyed, and then a strong shudder ran through his body. And then when he finally looked forward at his computer screen, he saw that he’d sunk down to the point that his face was now on camera. His heart skipped a beat before pounding viciously. He jumped up to his feet, holding a hand between his legs to hide his erection and the cum that was now dribbling down his thighs. He hopped forward and pressed the ‘END STREAM’ button as quickly as he could. Then he took a second to catch his breath.  
 
    He looked down and saw that his inner thighs were covered in white cum. His panties were full, like a condom that had been used eight times in a row. He carefully nudged them down his legs, careful not to tip them over so all of the cum wouldn’t fall onto his floor. Where did all of that cum come from? How did he produce so much substance?  
 
    It didn’t matter. He needed to get himself cleaned up and he needed to get his head clear. He’d just exposed his face live online, while wearing makeup and lingerie. He knew he had at least one friend who frequented that very site. And would that friend recognize him? What would happen if someone recognized him?  
 
    He got undressed and then he got his face washed up. He stared at himself in the mirror for a minute, trying to understand why he did it all in the first place.  
 
    In those final few moments, did his audience see his cock? Did they see the cum running down his legs? When they saw his face, could they tell that he was a man? He went over to his computer to see the final few messages that were sent before his stream went dead. “Is she squirting?” was one of them. “I’ve seen a lot of fake orgasms and this isn’t one of them,” said another. It didn’t seem like anyone had seen his cock. Maybe he’d dodged a bullet. Maybe it was time to quit while he was ahead. 
 
    And then he saw the balance in his account: $375.00, for less than an hour of sitting on a bed in front of a camera. His heart stuttered. That was the same amount that he made in three days of work: ten-hour days in a toxic environment. It wasn’t even lunchtime now. Charlie’s head was spinning. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing. And he especially couldn’t believe it when he realized he’d made $375.00 after the website took their 5% cut. No wonder Susie did this every day, two or three times. It was no wonder she had some expensive studio across town, and a gigantic stack of money under her mattress.  
 
    Charlie now had a big smile stuck on his face. This gig was too good to be true. He always thought that his small stature was a curse, but now he was quickly realizing it was one of the greatest gifts. He had work to do and a fortune to amass.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Charlie knew that he needed to spend money if he was going to make money. His bland bedroom set wasn’t going to draw viewers in when they were scrolling through the long lists of live girls. He needed to make his stream pop, and that meant investing a bit of money into set décor. Once he had himself cleaned up, he made a trip down to Chinatown.  
 
    Chinatown had tons of cute shops for girls, filled with pink toys and stuffed animals and posters and wall art. It was all perfect for the ‘girly girl’ persona he was going for. He wanted lots of pink and white, with some navy blue bits for contrast. Charlie went to school for art direction, though until now he never actually got to put his degree to use (no one was ever hiring in the art direction field). So now, he went to town. He gave himself a budget of $375.00, and he spent nearly all of it in those little shops. He saved a bit for the hardware store, where he bought a bucket of pink paint and a couple floating shelves. He spent the rest of that afternoon remodelling that back wall of his bedroom, turning it into the perfect cam whore set. Then he went through his apartment and gathered all of the lamps. He set them up around his room, off-camera, to give his show better lighting—he planned on investing in some real set lights as soon as he had more of a budget to work with.  
 
    Then, that evening, he got himself dolled up again. He had to find a new outfit to wear, as the last outfit was stained with cum. He ended up finding an adorable black satin bunny outfit, with a white cotton tail and tall white ears. He used that same blonde wig and did his best to create the same makeup style (there were fewer screw-ups this time). It was around 8:00 PM when he had everything ready, with a few toys lined up on one side of his bed, his keyboard on the other side, and his pink room bright. He walked over to his computer, took a deep breath, and then he pressed that ‘GO LIVE’ button. His webcam’s red light came on and then he made his way over to his bed and waited for the viewers to pour in. 
 
    And they did pour in, much faster than before. He wondered if it was because of the time of day, or if it was because of his obnoxiously pink walls, which were impossible to ignore while scrolling through the slutty options. Or maybe his stream was just ranking higher after his successful first hour that morning. Maybe it was a combination of all the above.  
 
    It was only five minutes before he had twenty nameless people staring at him from behind the safety of their computer screens. The messages were familiar. “Show your tits!” “Show your pussy!” “Show your feet!” Charlie started off slowly, putting on some music, swaying and dancing a little bit, letting the nerves flutter away. Then he had the idea to spread his legs and pretend to be rubbing his pussy over his panties—using his hand to hide the bulge that was his cock. He had to be careful not to rub too hard or fast, or that tingling would start to tease its way up the length of his rod, making him hard. But the nice, slow rubbing got his fans excited. He got his first flurry of tips.  
 
    Then he did his usual Susie imitation, turning around and wiggling his cotton tail, receiving another pattering of dings. His stream now had over fifty viewers. He kept going, cupping his breasts, squeezing, showing off his feet, and striking various poses. It was surprisingly hard coming up with fresh ideas to keep the audience glued to their screens, but he managed to keep things going for nearly an hour before his new fans started demanding more.  
 
    He figured he could give them a similar show to what he did that morning. So he took Susie’s vibrator and started rubbing it between his legs. It was good at first, and then he felt that tingling growing in the tip of his cock. He pressed his thighs tight together, so there would be no slips. But the black satin bunny outfit was tight and it didn’t have a skirt to hide even the slightest bulge. He tried to keep his erection away for as long as he could, but it came inevitably. So all he could do was spin around and turn his back to the camera. He looked over his shoulder and saw the disappointed comments. “Of course she turns away just as it’s getting good,” said one man. “Boo!” said another man.  
 
    Charlie had to give them something. But his cock was rock-hard, stretching out the thin satin outfit. He couldn’t turn around without revealing himself. But he did have an idea. He took that vibrator, stuck it in his mouth to get it wet, and then he brought it around back, pushing it under the strip of satin covering his asshole. He pressed the tip against his butthole and then he started to push in. It wasn’t until that rubber tip had penetrated his hole that he realized what he was doing: penetrating himself live on the Internet. He froze and his skin became cold. His ears started ringing and he could barely hear the dinging of tips being deposited into his account.  
 
    His heart was pounding with no discernable rhythm. He took a deep breath and felt hot shame burning in his cheeks. But he couldn’t stop. He was earning money and it actually felt good. He pushed the vibrating dildo deeper. A moan slipped out from his lips. He tried to stop it, but it was too late. He wondered if that moan was enough to give away his masculine identity. He could still hear the tips chiming into account. So he pushed the dildo in further. Then he started to pump it up and down. He didn’t stop. He could hear those tips chiming over and over and over. He had to keep going, he had to see just how much money he could earn.  
 
    He looked down at that satin bulge against his abdomen: his erect cock throbbing in his bunny costume. Every time he pressed that dildo into his ass, his cock twitched—and it was twitching harder and harder. He couldn’t look away from it, curious, wondering what it was about to do. He pumped the dildo faster and his cock started twitching faster. The chiming didn’t stop. The tips kept coming. He looked back over his shoulder quickly, and he saw that there were 840 people currently watching his stream: 840 people watching as he fucked himself in the ass with a vibrating dildo. It wasn’t so ludicrous to think that one of those people could have been a friend.  
 
    So he just started pumping harder and faster. He had to entertain his audience. He had to keep them watching and tipping. He pushed that dildo in as far as it would go, and then a powerful euphoria blasted through his system. He gasped and his body became tense, and then he felt a familiar warm wetness blasting against his abdomen. He looked down and saw that his cock was turning his black outfit white. He wanted to fall down on his bed, but he knew he had to keep his audience entertained. So before he turned around, he took the blanket of his bed and wrapped it around his bottom half. Then he spun around and smiled and winked at his audience, which was now up to 930 people.  
 
    “Lick it!” said one commenter. And then many other commenters parroted the same request. “Lick the dildo! Suck it! I’ll tip you thirty bucks if you lick the whole thing.”  
 
    Charlie hesitated. It was a gross request, but he’d already sold the last of his dignity when he went to the store to spend all the money he had on cam whoring set décor. So he brought the dildo to his lips, teased the tip with his tongue, and then he put the whole thing in his mouth, sucking it as if it was a big, hard cock. And the tips came in hard and fast. The audience loved it. They loved Charlie. It was while Charlie was sucking that big vibrator that he noticed a little section on the chat that he hadn’t noticed before: private messages. He navigated over to the newly discovered section and found a bunch of pictures of men’s cocks, some of them rock hard, some recently emptied (with the cumshot in the picture). “You made me come in thirty seconds,” said one man. “I swear I just came without touching my cock,” said another. And strangely, Charlie found himself blushing. It was kind of cool to think that he was getting guys off, making them horny and happy. He was so used to being ignored and invisible.  
 
    “I’m done for the night,” he wrote to his audience. He got a final flurry of tips before shutting down his stream. He’d made another six hundred bucks, bringing his daily total close to a thousand dollars. So of course, when he woke up the next morning, he called in sick for work again.  
 
    “Call in sick one more time and we’re letting you go,” his boss said, as if it was a threat. Charlie just laughed and then hung up the phone. He felt so free. He didn’t care about his stupid job or his anxious boss. He no longer had to walk on eggshells, worried he would lose his only pathetic little source of income. He didn’t need that slave wage anymore. Now he had something way better. He had a lucrative business that was his own, that he controlled completely.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    Charlie did indeed call in sick the next day, and he ended up being fired, but he didn’t care. In just two days, he’d made enough to pay for his rent and all of his monthly bills—plus a bit extra for himself. Even while he was streaming after being fired, he couldn’t wipe the smile from his face.  
 
    As he shut down his stream that morning, he noticed a familiar face on the sidebar of the cam whore website. Susie was currently streaming from Europe. She was in a fancy hotel room, drinking champagne with a very beautiful female friend. And, of course, they were both topless. After receiving enough pressure from the many watching fans, Susie’s friend leaned over and started to suck on Susie’s nipples. Susie reached down and fingered herself while her friend sucked, and Charlie sat there watched the tips pour in faster than he could keep track. He wondered if she was a millionaire, or close to it. Unless she was spending half of what she made every single day, she was definitely a millionaire.  
 
    He shut down her stream. He knew he would probably never reach that level because he simply didn’t have as much to work with. He didn’t have a pussy to show off or tits to expose and squeeze and shake. He couldn’t even use his own voice, unless he could somehow learn to do a spot-on female impression. But he was happy with what he was earning: far more than enough to live. He was earning far more than he’d ever made in his life, and he was only streaming for one hour two times a day. 
 
    But because he didn’t have a lot to work with, he had to be creative. He needed to offer something so that people would click on his stream and not on the thousand other streams that were available. He dug around through Susie’s bedroom for inspiration. He ended up finding a tall black dildo with a suction cup base. He stared at the object for a moment as a warm tingling began to grow inside of him. He didn’t have tits or a pussy, but he didn’t have his asshole, and guys seemed to love it.  
 
    He put down a big, heavy college textbook on his bed and he stuck the dildo to it. Then, he started his stream and he started his show. He sat next to the dildo while he waited for viewers to trickle in, then he started to tease the dildo, stroking it slowly, licking the tip. He could taste what he was pretty sure was Susie’s pussy on the big, black cock. He didn’t mind. The money was well worth it. He shook his butt for the camera and he showed the weirdoes his feet, and then he was happy with his audience count: it was time to start the show.  
 
    He sucked the dildo, getting it nice and wet, and then, just to be safe, he poured some lubricant on it, so that it wouldn’t hurt going in. Tips were already rolling in. He took his time, teasing the audience, waiting until he was sure they were nice and horny and ready to donate plenty of money to the cause. Then, he gently pulled aside his panties, and he started to sink the erect toy into his ass. He loved that dinging sound of money being deposited into his account. And he kind of liked the feeling of his asshole being stretched wide as that cock sunk deeper and deeper. He was facing the camera this time, but that was okay: he’d found the perfect pink tulle ballerina skirt in Susie’s closet, which did a great job of hiding his bulge. He didn’t even have to think or worry about any possible erections.  
 
    Once that cock was six inches into his asshole, he started to bounce up and down, letting the toy’s plastic veins and ridges massage his anal walls. It really did feel good, and it was feeling better every second. It seemed to strange to be earning money for doing something that felt good—but maybe that was just because Charlie was painfully used to earning money for feeling like he was being tortured.  
 
    The euphoria quickly started to take over. He closed his eyes and let his head tilt back as that euphoria grew stronger and stronger. He let a whimper slip out from his lips, but it was lost in the sound of chiming tips and gentle hip-hop music. He could feel that his cock was rock hard. He didn’t want to stop. He wanted to keep bouncing on that big cock forever. But his cock let him know that it was time to stop. It erupted and twitched and unloaded all over the inside of that tulle skirt. Charlie shuddered and moaned and then he looked forward and saw a chilling sight. 
 
    His skirt had ridden up far, all the way up to his sternum, without him noticing. His whole crotch was now exposed, facing the camera. His erect cock was dripping cum on camera, and the comments section was exploding. Comments were coming in faster than Charlie could read them. In a panic, he leapt forward and slammed his computer shut, ending the stream in an instant. Then he carefully opened the computer back up to see that there were two thousand people watching: two thousand people watched as Charlie rode a big black dildo until his cock erupted. His face was red-hot now, burning with humiliation. What if his friend was one of those people? What if no one ever tuned into his show again? He didn’t have another source of revenue anymore. He had all of his eggs in that cam whoring basket.  
 
    Then he noticed something peculiar. The tips kept coming in until the moment his screen was shut. Could some people just not see that he was actually a man, or did they actually like it? Had he just discovered an untapped market? No, no—there must have been some sort of mistake.  
 
    The viewers definitely saw the cock. There were many, many comments. “She’s a trap!” “Look at the size of that dick!” “Oh my God, she’s coming! Look at that beautiful dick coming!” Many of the viewers really were into it. They liked the cock and the hands-free cumshot. There was a slew of private messages. “I’ll pay you to send me a picture of your dick,” said one man. “Your cock is so beautiful,” said another. Charlie’s mind was racing. He thought at first that he was being pranked—but how could dozens of men simultaneously prank him at the same time? Was there really a big market for convincing trannies?  
 
    He wasn’t even a tranny. He didn’t have fake tits and he wasn’t taking hormones. He was just a guy putting on women’s clothing. But maybe that was enough for these nameless perverts. Maybe a guy in girl’s clothing was as good as the real thing, as long as he was convincing—and he was convincing. Until that unfortunate slip, he’d successfully convinced every man that logged into his stream.  
 
    That day, he made another grand. Twenty percent of that sum came during the last thirty seconds of his stream, while his cock was out for everyone to see. So maybe it was time for Charlie to embrace what he had and give the audience what they apparently wanted.  
 
    So the next day, he planned his stream out carefully. He got into a little outfit (a black lace teddy that held everything in place perfectly) and he got his room set up with all the essentials: toys, lubricants, and a towel, because he was quickly getting tired of hauling his bed sheets down to the laundry room every day.  
 
    But he started his stream as if he was a girl, keeping his cock hidden, just in case the previous night was some sort of fluke. He did his usual routine: swaying and dancing, teasing the audience a little bit with his ass and feet. He gently sucked on a dildo while the number of viewers rose higher and higher. His heart was pounding fast, just like it did during his first stream. Maybe exposing himself wasn’t a good idea. Maybe the people who saw the night before had already forgotten. Well, they certainly didn’t forget, but maybe they didn’t remember what Charlie looked like… 
 
    Then, Charlie saw the message pop up in the stream. “Show the cock! We want to see your cock!”  
 
    Charlie pretended not to notice the message, though it was hard to ignore, especially once that commenter started to inform the other viewers about what happened the previous night. “Her skirt rode up and she was big and hard and she came everywhere. It was awesome.”  
 
    “That sounds awesome,” replied another. “But I don’t believe it. There’s no way she has a cock. Look at her.”  
 
    “I’ll tip fifty bucks if you show your cock!” said one commenter.  
 
    Charlie’s heart stuttered. He reached down, grabbed the bottom of his lace teddy, and he quickly flashed his cock. He smiled and blushed and put his cock away, and then went back to sucking the dildo. The comment stream erupted, and sure enough, the man tipped fifty bucks. “Now jerk it off! Cum in your own mouth!”  
 
    Charlie smiled. He waved his finger in the air and then he went to his keyboard to type out a message. “Maybe in a private show,” he said. 
 
    “How much?” someone asked quickly.  
 
    “One hundred,” he said.  
 
    “I’ll pay! Pick me!” said a commenter quickly. It took Charlie a moment to figure out how to pull the commenter into a private chat. And then he was surprised when the commenter quickly sent a hundred bucks to Charlie. “I want to see you come in your own mouth.”  
 
    Charlie was frozen stiff for a moment. He only had one viewer now, but somehow that only made him more nervous. He reached down with a trembling hand and began to rub his cock as if it was a pussy. He had to break out of his rigidity in order to sway to the music. “Take the cock out,” said the paying customer. So Charlie reached into his teddy, closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then pulled his pecker out. He felt ridiculous and humiliated. He was now rubbing his cock for a paying male customer to watch. Maybe he shouldn’t have left his job. Maybe this level of embarrassment wasn’t worth the money.  
 
    He curled his fingers around his shaft and began to stroke. His cock wasn’t getting hard, and he was stuck in that private chat room until he got off. So he closed his eyes and tried to picture sexy things: girls in lingerie with big tits, rubbing each other with lotion. He tried to picture Susie in her bunny costume, on her hands and knees, eating out her cam whore friend. He wondered if she did that kind of thing: lesbian scenes with other cam whores, just for the money.  
 
    But the mental images weren’t doing it. He just wasn’t getting hard. He opened his eyes and saw that there was a new message from his customer. “Just put the cock in your ass. Maybe that will make you hard.”  
 
    Charlie wasn’t just embarrassed because he was dressed like a woman and touching himself for a stranger—now he was embarrassed because he couldn’t get hard. He took the dildo, squirted some lubricant on it, and then he pressed it into his ass. He squirmed and groaned as it slid in deep, stretching him wide as if he’d never been stretched before. He closed his eyes again, this time to look away from the shame that was his own image on his computer monitor. He let the cock sink in deep and then he started to plunge it in and out.  
 
    “I want my money back if you aren’t going to come,” said the paying customer. And Charlie’s heart stuttered. But the customer had a good point. He’d paid a lot of money and he was just getting the same thing that Charlie always did.  
 
    So he leaned forward and typed a message. “Send a picture of your cock,” he wrote. Though he wasn’t sure why he wrote it. It was only ten seconds later when a picture of a thick, throbbing erection appeared on his screen. And strangely, the image made a tingle grow in his cock. Was he gay? Did dressing up like a sissy suddenly turn him into a queer?  
 
    He looked down and saw that his bulge was truly expanding. But he wasn’t attracted to the cock. The thought of a juicy pussy was still far more enticing than any cock. It was the idea of the man’s erection—knowing that he was sexy enough to make it happen. He closed his eyes and continued to plunge that cock in and out of his butt. He was getting hard now, more than hard enough that he could grab on and jerk himself off. He made sure he had lots of lubricant in the palm of his hand, so that the sound would be satisfying: squish, squish, squish!  
 
    He gripped his cock tight and beat hard, still with that dildo moving up and down inside of his asshole. It felt good—very good. He could feel that orgasm approaching. Now he just had to figure out how to come into his mouth. He knew he wasn’t flexible enough to lean forward and catch his goo with his mouth. He was going to have to ejaculate upside-down. So he rolled over and got up onto his shoulder blades. It was uncomfortable, but now his cock was pointing directly down into his mouth. Gravity would do all the work for him. He closed his eyes and kept beating his cock, breathing heavily as he felt that euphoria growing stronger and stronger.  
 
    “Shit,” he muttered. He opened his eyes and saw that his tip was dark red and his cock was bloating thick. “Oh God.” He strained and felt all of his muscles contract—and then his cock began to blast and unload. He opened his mouth, but only a little bit made it through his lips. The rest coated his face with long white streaks. It didn’t taste great: like uncooked pancake batter. But he didn’t mind. It was definitely worth making a hundred extra bucks on top of all the money he was already making. He sat up slowly, a little bit dazed, and saw that his customer had left him an additional fifty-dollar tip.  
 
    “Thanks,” he said in his best female voice. And it didn’t sound so bad, though he knew it needed work. He went back to his regular chat room, which still had hundreds of people waiting in it. Comments immediately started to pour in regarding the white mess all over his face. People loved it. “Is that really her cum? Fuck, she’s so hot!” said one man. “That’s so much cum! It can’t be real!” said another. “It’s real. And it was worth every dollar,” said Charlie’s paying customer.  
 
    And then Charlie looked down and realized his cock was still hanging out the side of his teddy. He reached down and slipped it back into the safety of his outfit, and then he smiled for the camera. Tips were rolling in fast. “Wipe it up and eat it!” said one man. So Charlie wiped the cum off of his cheek into his mouth. More tips came in. Charlie broke his previous record that morning, making nearly twenty-five hundred bucks in just a couple of hours. He was reluctant to stop his stream, but he knew that he needed to get himself and his set cleaned up, and he needed to give his audience something to be excited for. He couldn’t just make himself available twenty-four-seven.  
 
    He got himself cleaned up in the shower. He dragged all of Susie’s soiled outfits down to the laundry room, started a load, and then he made his way back up to his apartment to make some lunch. While his lunch was cooking, he tuned into Susie’s show, which had just begun. Susie was with another female friend now. Her friend was completely naked, and her fans were voting on what Susie would do to the woman. It only took five minutes for the group to decide that Susie should peg the girl with a strap-on, so Susie got a strap-on fastened around her hips and then she went to town, making the girl moan and scream and squirt. It was a good show. Susie knew how to please her fans, and she knew how to make a whole lot of money.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    After just two weeks, Charlie had enough money in his bank account to live for a year. He couldn’t believe the number he was staring at on his bank statement. Even if he had managed to get a job working as an art director, he wouldn’t have been making nearly this much—even after a decade of career building.  
 
    And his show was quickly becoming popular. There would be dozens of men already in the chat room on his channel before he even clicked that ‘GO LIVE’ button. And once that button was pressed, it only took five minutes before hundreds of people swarmed over to his channel, ready to toss tips his way. He even found to be fun, teasing his audience, and then doing whatever they wanted for the odd private show. It was always exciting to find out what depraved act someone was willing to pay for. It usually involved coming into his own mouth, though he got some more original requests from time to time as well. One fellow had him come on a dildo and then press it up his ass. It seemed weird at first, until that fake cock was in his ass—then it felt strangely nice. Another man paid Charlie a lot of money to come right on the lens of the webcam. And then there was the guy who wanted Charlie to come on his own feet and then squish the cum between his toes.  
 
    He didn’t mind the weird requests. He didn’t even mind the especially weird requests, as long as people were willing to pay. The hardest challenge he received was from a man willing to pay three hundred bucks if Charlie could get two dildos into his ass at the same time. He managed to do it, though his ass was sore for the rest of the day. In the time it took him to wriggle those fake cocks into his ass, he probably could have done three whole private shows, netting him more than three hundred bucks—but it was fun to do something different, and it was interesting to see how far he could go.  
 
    Charlie got most of his inspiration from his Europe-bound roommate. He tuned into her show every day and watched with surprise as she raised the bar. She was always raising the bar, always shocking Charlie and the rest of her audience with exciting new surprises. It was no surprise that she was one of the top webcam performers on that popular website. She was in Amsterdam when she got four other webcam girls to stand above her and squirt on her while she had a vibrator in her pussy, which was literally controlled by the audience. She had it set up so that the more they tipped, the harder it would vibrate. She made a lot of money during that show—probably as much as Charlie was making in a week. But he wasn’t jealous. She deserved it for putting on such a fantastic show.  
 
    It was a Thursday afternoon when Charlie tuned into her show—not to watch, but just to make sure that she was still on her trip. Her stream went live at its usual time. She was doing a solo show in her fancy hotel room, with a view of the Eifel Tower out her window. She had a series of suction-cup dildos lined up on the floor and she was going to make sure they all entered her body at some point during her broadcast. Charlie didn’t stick around to watch. He had his own show to put on, and he wasn’t ready yet. 
 
    Though his makeup was still done from his morning broadcast, and he hadn’t taken off his wig. Most days he just left everything on. It was easier that way, and he kind of liked the way he felt in the female garb. He liked catching the odd glimpse of himself in the mirror when he was cooking his lunch, and he liked seeing the reflection of a sexy woman whenever his TV went black for a second or two between commercials. So for his afternoon show, he didn’t need much to get ready: just a few makeup touch-ups and a new outfit.  
 
    He had a few of his own outfits now, which he’d purchased online shortly after starting this crazy endeavour. He had a few more on the way. But Susie still had way more—an almost infinite selection of lingerie that she must have accumulated over many years. Charlie liked going through her racks of sexy outfits. It was fun, discovering new things he never noticed before. And it was always fun trying the outfits on. He would still find himself in states of shock whenever he looked at himself in the mirror, in a new outfit, still surprised by how feminine he was able to look, and how perfect his curves were. He was really starting to think that he was born to play a woman on camera—even though that seemed so pathetic.  
 
    Over the past few days, he had even started to think of a career plan. He knew he wouldn’t be able to do this forever. He knew he would look too old for the part in just ten years—maybe a little bit longer if he took good care of his body. But he knew that ten years was lots of time. He could accumulate quite a bit of cash in ten years—maybe even enough to retire early. Or maybe he could invest it carefully.  
 
    That afternoon, he decided he would do a sort of nod to Susie—to MissyBunny69. He found one of her classic bunny outfits in her closet, complete with ears and a white cotton tail. He found a high-resolution picture of her on the Internet and he used it as a reference for his makeup. Then he decided to move his computer and webcam over to Susie’s room. His plan was to tell his fans that he’d just spent the day making a replica of her room, and that it wasn’t actually the real MissyBunny69 bedroom. He dragged a few lights over and moved a few things around, just so that it would look slightly different in case some fan got the idea to run over to Susie’s stream to rat Charlie out.  
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror, smiled, and took a deep breath. It was time to press that ‘GO LIVE’ button. He reached out for it and then he clicked. He took a few steps back and then hopped up onto Susie’s bed. He already had twenty viewers. He smiled and waved at them before beginning to sway to the music. And then he heard a thump. He froze. That thump sounded like a door closing, but it was too loud to be some other door across the apartment hallway. It sounded like it was his front door, but the only other person who had a key was Susie—and his building manager.  
 
    Charlie looked at his screen and saw that there were fifty people now watching, waiting for him to break free from his state of frozen terror. Was it really his building manager, letting himself into Charlie’s apartment? He couldn’t do that! He needed to give at least two weeks’ notice! Charlie sprang to his feet. And then he heard footsteps approaching the bedroom door. And he heard something else: a pattering, like wheels on his hardwood floor, as if his building manager was dragging a suitcase. But why would his building manager be dragging a suitcase.  
 
    Charlie watched as the brass door handle suddenly jiggled and he heard that spring tightening as that handle was turned. He was about to be caught wearing women’s clothing and makeup—but who was about to catch him?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    The door opened and Charlie stumbled back. His lips parted but he couldn’t muster up any words. His skin was suddenly cold and all of his joints and muscles were frozen and locked. He was staring at Susie, who was supposed to be in Paris, doing a show for her thousands of fans. He’d just seen her on his computer screen, not even thirty minutes ago. How could she be in two places at once?  
 
    Susie was frozen for only a moment before shouting, “Who the fuck are you and what are you doing in my bedroom?” She quickly pulled out her phone. “I’m calling the police.”  
 
    “Don’t!” Charlie managed to say, having to strain to push that single word past the lump in his throat. It didn’t help that the word came out in the female voice that he’d been practising for weeks now.  
 
    Charlie also managed to take a step closer to Susie. She threw her hand up and said, “Stop! Don’t come any closer, you psychopath!”  
 
    Charlie tried to swallow that lump in his throat, but it refused to go down. So he bit down hard on his tongue and said, “It’s me. It’s Charlie.” But the words still came out in his female voice. They were enough to make Susie pause. She still had her phone in her hand, and that phone was still dialling the police.  
 
    “911, what’s your emergency?” said the quiet voice inside of her phone.  
 
    She hesitated, and then she brought the phone to her ear. “Sorry, there was a mistake. My roommate came home early from work and I thought he was a burglar.” She hung up the phone and continued to stare at Charlie. Her gaze burrowed into his bones, tingling his nerves, making him feel weak and pathetic. He was humiliated, standing half-naked in her lingerie and makeup and wig. He felt even more humiliated when he remembered his webcam was still broadcasting this embarrassing incident to all of the fans he’d accumulated over the past couple of weeks.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” she said, looking around.  
 
    Charlie’s legs trembled. He closed his eyes and wished the nightmare would end. He wished he would wake up in his bed and his life would be back to normal, with his crappy job and the roommate he hardly knew existed. Why couldn’t he have that life back? So what if he hardly made any money? So what if the bills were stacking up? At least he was sane. At least with his old life, he never found himself standing in front of his roommate while wearing her lingerie. “I—I can explain,” he said. His throat was dry and scratchy.  
 
    “You started your own show?” she said. 
 
    “I—um—yes, sort of. I mean, yes.” He didn’t know what to say. He really couldn’t explain. He couldn’t even remember how all of this nonsense started in the first place.  
 
    “Why?” she said.  
 
    Charlie shrugged his shoulders. “I did the math,” he said. And it was the only answer he could come up with.  
 
    The room became silent, probably just for five seconds, but it felt like a gruelling hour. “And why are you in my room?” she said. 
 
    “It was supposed to be an homage. I thought you were in Paris. Your stream—you were in Paris just a few minutes ago.”  
 
    “I recorded that yesterday so I wouldn’t miss a show while I was travelling.” Charlie’s gut turned. He had no idea that was even possible. That gruelling silence returned. She stared at him, up and down, looking like she was trying not to laugh. His computer dinged as someone left him a tip—probably a joke tip, just to make the situation more awkward. And until that moment, Charlie had forgotten that he was live. “Are you live right now?” she asked. 
 
    He nodded his head slowly. 
 
    “Well go ahead. Don’t let me ruin your show,” she said. She put her suitcase down by the door and then she leaned against the doorway with a big smirk on her face. “Go on. Just think of me as one of your regular viewers.” She leaned over and peeked at his screen. “Almost two hundred—not bad,” she said. “Just think of me as one of them.”  
 
    But it wasn’t so easy—and not just because she was his roommate, and she knew him personally. It was awkward because she was in the room. He could see all of her reactions. He could see her smirk and he knew she was judging him. At least he could imagine that all of his other viewers were doing nothing but drooling at the sight of him, wishing they could ravage his body—with no judgement whatsoever.  
 
    Charlie slowly got himself back up on the bed. The music was still playing, so he started to sway. His body was stiff. He probably looked ridiculous. He felt like he was being punished—Susie’s punishment was utter humiliation, even though he was just doing exactly what he would have been doing had she not shown up.  
 
    He wasn’t able to get into the zone. Even when he turned around to shake his butt for the camera, he could feel Susie’s tongue-biting gaze looking his way. He could even hear the occasionally little release of air from her nostrils, as if she was subtly scoffing at him, mocking his routine, which was just a bastardized version of her own routine. He could feel that his face was turning dark red. He just wanted the torture to end. He wanted the nightmare to be over with.  
 
    “Loosen up a bit. Are you normally this tense, or is it because of me?” Susie asked.  
 
    “You’re not helping,” Charlie said as butterflies fluttered in his gut.  
 
    “Now you’re making me feel guilty,” she said.  
 
    Charlie turned and looked at her. “Let me just get your room cleaned up, so we can start forgetting this ever happened.”  
 
    He stood up, and then she said, “No—I want you to finish your show. You’ve come this far—just go on. Look, you’ve even made a few tips. I bet if you ask your audience nicely, you can get a private show.” She was still smirking, as if she was trying not to laugh. And she probably was trying not to laugh. Since she came in, Charlie had only made about fifteen bucks in tips. She was used to making hundreds of dollars in minutes, with tons of private show requests sprinkled in.  
 
    “I really think I’m done,” said Charlie. 
 
    “Nonsense. Stay up on my bed.” She peeked over at the screen. “Look—you do have a private show request! How much do you charge for a private show?” 
 
    “Usually just fifty dollars,” he said, feeling more awkward than ever. At least in a private show, only one person would be watching his humiliation—unless you count Susie.  
 
    Susie didn’t wait for Charlie’s reply. She went ahead and accepted the stranger’s request for a private show. She got Charlie into a private chat room and then she took Charlie’s keyboard and typed, “What kind of show are you looking for, sweetie?”  
 
    It was only five seconds later when the man replied. “I want to watch her stroke her shaft until she comes on herself.” 
 
    Susie turned and looked at Charlie with a big grin. “So they know you’re a boy?” she said. 
 
    Charlie nodded his head slowly, feeling more tiny and pathetic than ever.  
 
    “Well? Go ahead. Give the man what he wants,” she said, stepping back from the computer.  
 
    And then another message popped up. “Wait! Is that the real MissyBunny69?” said the customer.  
 
    Susie smiled and went back in front of the camera. “It’s me!” she said, waiving at Charlie’s webcam.  
 
    “I’m a big fan,” the customer wrote. “I watch your show every day. Well—I watch it most days. Sometimes I watch this show. I didn’t know you two were friends. Do you do lots of shows together?”  
 
    Susie looked back at Charlie. “Do we do lots of shows together?” she said, repeating the question as if Charlie couldn’t see it on the screen. “No, this is our first.”  
 
    Then the customer typed out a new message. “Can I change my request? Can you suck her off until she comes in your mouth? And then I want to see you swallowing it on camera.” And then Susie looked back at Charlie again. She had a big smile on her face, as if she was still trying her hardest not to laugh. “Well? Can I suck you off?”  
 
    Charlie wasn’t sure how he wasn’t passing out. The nausea was intense in his gut. His head was spinning and it wouldn’t stop. “Can you what?” he managed to say, even though he’d heard the question perfectly fine.  
 
    He was frozen as she carefully climbed up onto the bed with him. She looked into his eyes and then she looked down at the thin piece of stretchy fabric covering his cock. She smelled nice, and Charlie could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. He had the urge to put his hands on her sides, but he fought that urge away. She was still his roommate, and she was still the girl who walked in on him while he was entertaining an audience in drag.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    She put her hands on his sides, and then she leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. Her lips were soft and the temptation to kiss back was strong—but he fought that temptation away. He didn’t know what he was supposed to be doing. He didn’t even know what she was doing. He couldn’t wrap his head around why she wasn’t screaming at him, throwing him out of her room, and calling the police for rummaging through her things and putting on her clothes. Surely that’s a crime, right? 
 
    She sunk down slowly, kissing his neck and then his chest, and then his sternum, and then his abdomen. He looked down as hotness burned in his cheeks. She was working her way down to his cock. But why? Did she like him or was it just for the performance? Surely she didn’t like him. Surely if she liked him, she would have said something in the long time they’d lived together.  
 
    “A—Are you sure about this?” he asked. She looked up with her big, shining eyes. She smiled and then she looked back down at her target: that bulge between his legs. It didn’t take much effort for her to slip his cock out from the tiny garment. She wrapped her fingers around it and then she began to massage. It felt good, but that just made Charlie more overwhelmed and confused. Was he allowed to like it? If he allowed himself to like it, would it be weird sharing an apartment with her afterwards?  
 
    She ducked down lower. A moment later, he felt the warm, wet embrace of her mouth as she took his cock inside. He felt her tongue wrap around his girth and then he felt her lips press down against his shaft. It was the perfect amount of pressure: not too hard, not too soft. She started bobbing her head, and then Charlie realized he was rock-hard. She knew how to suck a dick.  
 
    His eyes drifted up to his computer screen, and he saw a weird sight that he still wasn’t used to: an image of himself, dressed up as a slutty girl. The sight was made even weirder with Susie down on her hands and knees, sucking his erect cock. She was far prettier than any girl he’d ever been with before. 
 
    He reached down and slipped his fingers into her hair. Her hair was soft. She seemed to react to his touch, bobbing her head down further, sucking just a little bit harder. It felt good—too good. He was worried he was going to come at any moment. Usually that was what he wanted: get the private shows over with quickly. But now, he didn’t want Susie to think that he was some lousy premature ejaculator. He wanted her to think he was more manly than that, even though he was dolled up in her makeup, wig, and lingerie.  
 
    The computer dinged. Susie didn’t stop sucking, but Charlie could see the new message from the customer. “How much do I have to pay to have MissyBunny69 put on a strap-on so she can fuck you in the ass?”  
 
    Charlie’s heart skipped a beat. He’d played with dildos over the past week—even getting two in his ass at once—but the thought of being pegged by his roommate was terrifying. He was already humiliated. He wasn’t sure how much more humiliation he could handle. 
 
    “What is it?” Susie asked, looking up. She had his throbbing tip on her chin.  
 
    He wasn’t able to reply, so she went ahead and looked back at the computer screen. Then she looked at Charlie with a big smile. He felt the colour drain from his face as she stood up and pranced over to her nightstand. She threw open the drawer and pulled out a big purple strap-on. She wiggled it in the air. “This will be fun,” she said, and then she started getting it fastened around her waist. “Go ahead. Get on your hands and knees—face towards the camera.”  
 
    Charlie turned and looked at the camera. He could see himself on his computer screen in the corner of his vision. He was slow to get on his hands and knees. At least there was only one person watching—two if you include Susie. Though it was Susie’s judgement that he was terrified of. He would have taken ten thousand strangers on the Internet over Susie if he’d had the choice. But now he had no choice. She was in control, though he wasn’t sure why. There was no reason he couldn’t just say ‘no’ and walk out from that room. Sure, he was wearing her clothes and her makeup and her wig, but it was all stuff that was left in the apartment that he owned, was it not? That room technically belonged to him, didn’t it?  
 
    Still, he found himself on his hands and knees, with Susie creeping up behind him. He felt her pull his bottoms aside, and then he felt that dull plastic tip press up between his cheeks. He still had his erection and it was still throbbing harder than ever.  
 
    Susie giggled. “Looks like you’ve done this before,” she said as she spread his cheeks wide. He felt his face turn a dark shade of red. His heart stuttered. Just that morning, he did a private show for a man who wanted to see how wide his asshole could gape. He simply hadn’t had the time to recover.  
 
    “I did a show earlier,” he said, his voice awkwardly cracking.  
 
    She slapped him on the ass. “I’m just screwing with you,” she said. And then she started to push her cock forward, pushing it into his asshole. It went in with relative ease. Susie pushed it in completely, and then she took a deep breath in. Charlie could hear a buzzing sound. Was her harness vibrating? He looked back and saw that her head was tilted back slightly and her eyes were closed. She gently bit her bottom lip and then she opened her eyes. She looked into Charlie’s eyes with a smile. Charlie returned the smile, feeling a strange calmness in the room, even though there was a big cock currently in his asshole.  
 
    Then she started to thrust. He could feel all of the fake veins and ridges of the fake cock sliding back and forth. It felt nice in a weird way. But he didn’t want to give in. He didn’t want Susie to know just how much of a sissy he was—even though he was starting to think that he was a complete sissy who belonged in skimpy costumes, jerking himself off on camera.  
 
    “Do you like that?” she asked. And then the hum of the vibrator loudened and she let a moan slip out from her lips. Her pelvis was pounding against Charlie’s ass. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, straining to hold back his own moaning. He didn’t want her to hear him moaning—it would be too embarrassing. He bit down hard on his tongue. And then she started to pound his ass harder. Her pelvis slapped loudly against his soft tush. That fake cock was now pressing directly against his prostate, making his legs tremble—and making it very hard not to scream out in ecstasy.  
 
    He scrunched two handfuls of bed sheets. He held them tight, until his knuckles started to turn white. And then he just couldn’t hold back any longer. He had to give in. He had to enjoy the moment, because it was one of the most pleasurable moments of his life. He screamed out, and then he started to moan. He even felt a drop of drool running down his cheek.  
 
    Susie dug her nails into his skin. She gripped hard and came down harder. She was trying to control her breathing, but the euphoria was making it difficult. “Oh God, I’m coming,” she said. Charlie thought she was just playing it up for the camera, and then he felt the warm wetness dribbling down his backside. He looked back and saw that she was squirting through her strap-on harness, making her legs and bed wet, as well as his bum and lower half. “Oh fuck,” she groaned as her whole body began to tremble and shake.  
 
    “I think I’m going to come,” Charlie said. He was straining to hold the pleasure back. But he knew he couldn’t hold on forever.  
 
    “Im my mouth—remember?” she said. That cock was suddenly pulled out from his ass. Susie rolled over and opened her mouth wide. Charlie had to hurry, holding back his orgasm by clenching his fist around his cock. He planted his knees down on either side of his roommate and then he pointed his tip down, just as he began to unload. Many blasts went straight into her perfect mouth, and many others splashed against her face, making a big, warm mess. She smiled the whole time, as if she liked it—and maybe she did like it.  
 
    Charlie was a bit embarrassed by how much cum he managed to expel on her face—almost enough to fill half a pint glass by the looks of it. Then he looked up and remembered that he was still on camera. He quickly tucked his cock away and sprung up to his feet. He waved goodbye to his private show, and then he waved goodbye to the hundreds of fans waiting for the private show to end. “I’ll be back on tomorrow,” he said before cutting the feed. It wasn’t his most profitable show, but he still made twice as much as he would have made had he spent eight hours at his previous job. 
 
    He turned to Susie, who was now wiping the cum off of her face. “I’m really so sorry,” he said. 
 
    “Sorry for what?” she said.  
 
    “For coming into your room and using your stuff. I have my own stuff—and more on the way,” he said. “I even have my own set up in my room. I just though I would do a sort of homage. I know I shouldn’t have invaded your privacy, and I know that it—” 
 
    She started laughing, cutting him off. “It’s fine, Charlie. You look good. And I’m really flattered. You got my look spot on.”  
 
    Charlie felt himself blushing. “You really aren’t mad?”  
 
    “Not at all,” she said. “But I do have a favour to ask of you.” 
 
    “Of course. Anything. What is it?” 
 
    “Tomorrow at 9:00 AM, I’m going to fuck you on my live stream. I usually get about fourteen thousand live viewers, and then it will probably get a few hundred thousand views later as well. You don’t mind, do you?”  
 
    Charlie’s heart fluttered with a strange sense of excitement. She didn’t seem to think that his newfound career path was weird. And how could she think it was weird? She knew how much money could be made. She knew how miserable Charlie was at his previous job, always asking her for rent early so that he could pay off the mortgage.  
 
    “We go live at exactly 9:00 AM, so be ready,” she said before slipping into the bathroom to take a shower. Then she poked her head out. “Oh, and now that you’re one of us, maybe we can look into getting a bigger apartment—something with a nice view and lots of space for different sets. Think about it.” She slipped back into the bathroom, leaving Charlie with an excitement tingling in his heart. This was the start of something big. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SISSY TRIAL 
 
    Seth has always suffered from an annoying case of tinnitus, so he’s excited when he’s chosen to test a new drug. He’s even more excited when the drug actually works. For the first time in his life, he can hear the world the way it was meant to be heard. 
 
    But there’s a catch. It’s a brand new drug and the pharmaceutical representative won’t tell Seth what the side effects are. He’ll have to discover those on his own, and then he’ll have to decide if it’s still worth being free of tinnitus.  
 
    The first side effect Seth notices is the strangest interest in women’s shoes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Tinnitus is one hell of a condition. Everyone gets it occasionally—that ringing in your ears, usually after you hear a loud sound or get a whack on the back of the head. Some people get it a lot: whenever they sit up too fast, whenever they look into bright lights. My tinnitus hadn’t relented in over five years, and it never got easier. 
 
    You’d think that the ringing would eventually subside, or maybe I would just get so used to hearing it that I would stop noticing it. But that wasn’t the case—I never stopped noticing it. My ears were constantly ringing as if I was constantly walking out of a Who concert, where I had front row tickets. Strangely enough, going to loud concerts or listening to loud music was the only thing that helped. But the music had to be super loud—loud enough to drown out that horrible ringing. My doctors all told me that this was a bad idea, that I was just going to make the tinnitus worse, but I needed the relief occasionally. The tinnitus was already starting to drive me mad. 
 
    I was kicked out of my apartment for having too many noise complaints. It wasn’t fair though. Sometimes when I was watching TV, I would unconsciously find myself turning up the volume, trying to drown out that ringing one little volume notch at a time. Sometimes I would forget that I had headphones blasting music into my ears while I was watching TV or talking to friends on the phone. I felt bad for my neighbours, but they didn’t have it nearly as bad as me—believe me.  
 
    I was only in my new apartment for a week when one of my neighbours came to my door and said, “Seth, if you don’t turn down that fucking music, I’m going to beat your head into the wall.” Sometimes headphones didn’t help. Sometimes the music had to be played through speakers, because the headphones would just trap that ringing inside of my ear, amplifying it the way gunshots are amplified in closed gun ranges. But neighbours never cared for my excuses, and I suppose I can’t blame them. Maybe hearing loud music constantly is just as bad as hearing a high-pitched ringing constantly.  
 
    I was ecstatic when a man came to my door one afternoon with a box of drugs and a form for me to sign. “Your doctor gave me your information. I work for Glosser Pharmaceuticals, and we need patients to test this new tinnitus drug.” I signed that form as quickly as I could, even though he mentioned there could be a small risk of heart failure and liver deterioration. “And by small chance, I mean about five percent.” He made a big smile, but I still signed that form and took the drugs. They were free, but more importantly, they gave me hope. I took my first dosage less than five minutes after the man was gone.  
 
    And then I sat there waiting for the ringing in my ears to stop. The ringing didn’t stop that day, but the information sheet said it could take up to a month. I had to take six pills a day. I even had to set an alarm in the middle of the night to take one of my dosages. And then, with my annoying tinnitus, it was always hard to fall back asleep—but it was worth the hope.  
 
    But at the end of the month, I had no results. Though I did have a new involuntary twitch in my left arm, an occasional headache at the back of my skull, and a nausea that seemed to randomly move from my gut to my throat and then back down again. The drug trial man came back to my door at the end of the month to document the side effects. He was disappointed to hear that the drug wasn’t working. “Take it for another two weeks. If it still does nothing, we’ll get you to stop the trial, and then maybe we’ll try something different.” So I finished out the trial, suffering through the headaches and the nausea and the occasional twitch. But the drug did nothing.  
 
    It was the day before Christmas Eve when the man came back with a new box and a new form to sign. This time, the possible side effects included suicidal thoughts, unexpected vomiting, and sudden death. “Sudden death, as in my heart might just stop?” I asked. 
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “We don’t really know yet,” he said. “But it’s just a small chance.” He forced that same big smile. I still signed the form and took the drugs, though I had a bad feeling that I’d just signed up to be an autopsy cadaver, so they could figure out why their new drug was suddenly killing people. I took my first dose that night, and then I had the strangest dreams of my life. In one dream, I was a dinosaur. A bunch of hunters caught me and then they cooked and ate me alive. I was still alive when they fed my bones to their dogs. I can’t say that I’d ever had a stranger dream. The strangest part of the dream was probably the fact that I woke up with an erection.  
 
    My tinnitus didn’t go away. In fact, it got worse after just a few days. When I told my drug trial representative, he said, “Oh yeah, that’s one of the side effects.” So after another two weeks of torture, I stopped taking the drug.  
 
    “What’s next?” I asked. And then he looked at me with an unfortunate look. 
 
    “That’s all we’ve got for tinnitus for now. But maybe you’d be interested in trying out one of our other drugs. We could pay you a bit of money to do it.” And there was that smile again.  
 
    He didn’t tell me what the drug was for that he was giving me. He just told me to keep a careful journal of all of the symptoms that developed. I had no idea why I was taking the strange drug. He didn’t even tell me what it was made for. It could have been a cancer drug or maybe an HIV drug, or maybe even a drug for the common cold. I had dreams about spiders every single night that I was on that experimental trial. Though the spider dreams weren’t as bad as the occasional erectile dysfunction.  
 
    I picked a girl up at a bar on a Friday night and brought her back to my place. We kissed for a while before landing on my bed. Then she got my pants off and she started sucking my cock. It was only two minutes before she started getting frustrated. “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “Am I not pretty?” she said. 
 
    “What? No—you’re beautiful. Why would you say that?” I asked. 
 
    She looked down at my cock. It was limp, though it felt hard. I reached down and lifted it up. My heart skipped a beat. “It’s just this drug trial I’m on. It still works. It’s just… not getting hard today.” I tried to stroke it in a number of different ways, but it just wouldn’t get up. “I swear it still works.” 
 
    She tried sucking it again, using lots of pressure with her lips and tongue. She even tried massaging my tip between her teeth. It felt good, and I could feel that orgasm building up, but it just wouldn’t get hard.  
 
    Then, she found herself looking around the room. “I’ll be right back,” she said, springing up and running towards my kitchen. She came back with a cucumber from my fridge, still sealed in its tight plastic wrap. She handed it to me. “Fuck me with this,” she said. At least she was still willing to have some fun. At least she wasn’t storming out of my apartment with anger and sexual frustration.  
 
    I squirted some lubricant on the tip of the cucumber and then I pressed it into her pussy. She reached out and started to fondle my limp cock while I pumped her. It was fun, but not nearly as fun as a proper fuck. I would have liked to get my cock inside of her, just to feel that warm tightness of her wet walls. But her hand managed to do the job. As soon as I felt my orgasm coming, I quickly repositioned myself, so that my limp cock was pointed down on her face. And then I watched as globs of cum drooled down onto her lips and cheeks and forehead. She licked some of it up, swallowing it, and then I finished her off with the cucumber.  
 
    I never heard back from her. Either she didn’t believe me that the limp dick was just a temporary side effect, or our chemistry just wasn’t what I thought it was.  
 
    Regardless, I was happy with my drug trial rep came to my door and told me that I was done with that trial, and he now had a new one for tinnitus. “It’s worked in about thirty percent of patients so far,” he said. And then he made his big smile. “There are some strange side effects, though we can’t be sure they’re because of the drug. I won’t tell you what they are, because they may influence your experience.”  
 
    I signed for the trial and took my first pill right away. I was excited. There was a thirty percent chance that I was going to feel relief for the first time in my life.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I didn’t get a lot of sleep that night. I never got a lot of sleep the first night of a drug trial. It was always a combination of excitement and terror, wondering if the drug would do what it was supposed to do, or if it would kill me at any given moment. I was waiting for the side effects to kick in, waiting to find out why my drug rep decided to keep the possible effects secret.  
 
    I finally fell asleep feeling no different than usual. When I woke up, I immediately pulled back the sheets to look at my body. I don’t know why, but I had the strangest anxious feeling that my cock was gone, or shrivelled up—but it was there. And for the first time in a number of weeks, it was big and erect. A wave of relief washed over me and I sat up on the edge of my bed. I looked towards my closet mirror. I looked normal. My skin was a healthy colour, and none of my hair had fallen out.  
 
    And that’s when I noticed the silence. My bedroom was completely silent. At first I was worried I’d lost my hearing, so I clapped my hands together. But I could hear my clap just fine. I reached up and felt my ears, and then I realized my tinnitus was gone. For the first time in nearly a decade, there wasn’t a horrible ringing in my ears! 
 
    I jumped up to my feet, tempted to scream out in joy. The drug worked! It took away the terrible high-pitched sound and there weren’t any side effects. Was I still dreaming? Would I wake up at any moment with a terrible sound buzzing in my ears? I pinched my arm and felt that glorious pain of reality. The drug was real and my tinnitus was gone.  
 
    I had a big smile on my face for the rest of the day. No matter how hard I tried, that smile just wouldn’t go away. Even my co-workers came up to me and said, “What’s with the big smile?” I just turned to them and said, “Am I smiling?” And still, I couldn’t put that smile away.  
 
    The world sounded so much more pleasant, so much cleaner, and so much happier. I could hear every little creak and groan of my co-workers’ office chairs. I could hear the cars buzzing by on the streets, thirty floors below. And from time to time, I could hear my heart pounding with excitement. I wondered if my co-workers could hear it too.  
 
    I wanted to call my drug rep to tell him the good news, but I didn’t have his number. I only ever talked to him when he randomly showed up at my door. In fact, I didn’t even know his name. He just showed up and disappeared at random, so I was going to have to wait to share the good news. I thought about telling my friends, but I knew they probably wouldn’t care. I thought about telling my parents, but I didn’t want them knowing that I’d been testing drugs for some big pharmaceutical company. So I kept the good news to myself.  
 
    I ended up staying up until 3:00 AM, staring at my ceiling, admiring the sounds of my apartment building: the subtle sound of the fighting couple above me, the careful clinking of my alcoholic neighbour’s glass, the quiet roar of race car engines: my other neighbour’s NASCAR recordings. But the sounds weren’t annoying like they should have been. They were freeing. I never knew my apartment building was so loud and vibrant. It was no wonder people were always coming by my apartment to tell me to turn my fucking music down.  
 
    I only got about four hours of sleep that night before my alarm went off in the morning. But I woke up feeling refreshed and ready for the day: ready to hear the world as it’s supposed to sound, the way I heard it many years ago, before I damaged my hearing for what I thought would be a lifetime.  
 
    I took a shower, got dressed, and then started towards work. I was ahead of schedule, so I decided to walk instead of cramming my body into a tiny bus with one hundred other people. It was a March morning and the air was still cold from the winter, but I didn’t mind. The occasional patch of morning sunlight between tall buildings was enough to keep my bones thawed and my spirits high. I was still high from the amazingly crisp sounds of the morning traffic.  
 
    I ended up stopped at a particularly long red light. A woman walked up next to me. Her beautifully floral perfume caught my attention. Then I noticed her long legs, which were as smooth as fresh butter, and her short black skirt, which looked to be brand new, without a little crease to be seen. Her feet looked perfect in her little black heels. Those heels were perfect: open toed, with lots of little straps and little gold buckles. Her toenails were painted a sexy red colour, which added the perfect colour contrast to her feet. But those nails could have been painted any colour and they would have looked good in those heels. I just couldn’t look away from those heels.  
 
    “Can I help you?” she said. I looked up and saw that she was looking into my eyes. Had I been staring?  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I just really like your shoes.”  
 
    And then that’s when I noticed she had a big rack. She was showing off lots of cleavage. And she had a sexy face, complete with lip injections and obviously fake eyelashes. Her eyes were a stunning shade of green—but those heels. I just couldn’t stop thinking about those heels. I found myself staring at them again.  
 
    “Do you do drag?” she asked. 
 
    The question almost knocked me off balance. “What did you just say?” I asked. 
 
    “I have a friend who does drag. He always stares at my shoes like that. Sorry—is that rude? I didn’t mean to offend you. I just thought…” She looked forward and saw that the light was green. “I need to get to work,” she said with red cheeks, and then she scurried off, leaving me with a strange feeling churning in my gut. Did she just ask me if I did drag—as in, was I a drag queen? It took a moment for me to shake off the disgusting thought of myself in women’s clothing, completely with a five o’clock shadow. I kept walking towards work. But for some strange reason, I couldn’t stop thinking about those heels. 
 
    I was only at work for an hour when I noticed the heels of Martha, the girl who worked in the cubicle next to me. They weren’t much different than the heels the girl on the street was wearing: with straps and buckles. But Martha’s heels weren’t open-toed. I much preferred the open-toed version. And Martha wore black pantyhose, which covered her whole legs. The heels would have looked better on bare legs as far as I was concerned.  
 
    I went to the bathroom and I stared at myself in the mirror. Then I slapped myself hard on the cheek. “What the hell is the matter with you, man?” I said to my reflection. Why the hell was I so distracted by women’s shoes? Since when did I care at all about women’s shoes? I ran the water cold and then I splashed a bit onto my face. And it worked. I didn’t think about heels again that day, though there was still a strange sensation lingering in my gut, reminding me that the thought of high heels had plagued my mind for the better half of that morning.  
 
    I quickly found myself impressed and distracted again by my crystal clear hearing. I even heard my buddy, Tony, walking up behind me. I turned around before he could tap me on the shoulder. “What’s up?” I asked. 
 
    He looked a bit surprised, but not enough to comment. “I’m leaving work early to get a drink. Want to come along?” he asked. So I packed up my things and I went down to the bar with him. There was a couple sitting at our usual table in the far corner of the establishment. “Sorry,” he said. “We’ll have to sit closer to the bar.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. Usually it would have been an issue. It was a loud bar; between the ringing in my ears, the music, and the sound of the many televisions, straining to hear was a chore. But now, with the ringing gone, I could hear everything just fine. “I have my tinnitus under control,” I said. “At least for now. I’m on this new drug.”  
 
    “That’s great news,” he said, but he clearly didn’t care that much, as I expected. “Did you hear they’re going to be laying guys off? Head office wants to shrink our department by twenty percent before the end of the first quarter. But they only want to get rid of men, so that they can get their gender diversity numbers up—whatever that means.”  
 
    I’d heard the rumour, though I thought it was just a silly rumour started by one of the managers to get everyone working a bit harder, to get our first quarter numbers up. “Is it true?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know if it’s true. But did you notice Larry today?” asked Tony.  
 
    “Larry? I don’t think I noticed him.”  
 
    “He wasn’t in. That picture of the cat that he keeps on his desk—it’s not on his desk anymore. I think they cleared out his space before anyone came in this morning.”  
 
    An anxious nausea swirled in my gut. I hadn’t noticed the empty desk. But it was possible it was just a coincidence. Larry had been a terrible employee—it was just a matter of time before they laid him off. “Well my numbers are good,” I said. “I don’t think they’ll be firing me.”  
 
    “Well, right now, our department has twelve girls and thirteen guys—that’s about half and half. If they’re going to be getting rid of thirty percent of our department, that’s about sixty percent of the guys—probably seven or eight of us. Think about it. Do you think that you’re one of the top five guys on our floor?” His hands were trembling slightly, as if he was legitimately concerned. And was this an issue to be legitimately concerned about?  
 
    He drank his beer quickly and then he started on another, which he’d ordered before he was even finished his first. He was drinking like a man on a mission—like a man who really believed the end was nigh. I tried not to think about it, though I had to wonder: would I make the cut if cuts were really coming? Was I one of the better men in the department? And why were they only getting rid of men? Why did the company care whether it was men doing the work or women? Who were they trying to appease?  
 
    Tony went off to use the bathroom after squirming for ten minutes with his full bladder, leaving me alone at our table near the bar. I found myself listening to all of the different sounds, free from the high-pitched ringing of tinnitus I no longer had. It was such a glorious sensation—free from that horrible sound. Even the sound of the old man coughing at the bar was strangely appealing.  
 
    I could hear two women talking at a nearby table. They were chatting about a recent shopping spree. “I still can’t believe you got all of that makeup at the sale price,” said one woman to the other.  
 
    “Well when I realized they were willing to price match, I knew I couldn’t miss the opportunity. Besides, I really needed a new liquid eyeliner. Don’t these lines just look so perfect? Like—I could be on the cover of a magazine, not to brag or anything.” 
 
    “Those really are perfect lines. Is that the Stila? I need to get myself one of those. You just look so cute with those little flicks, by the way.” 
 
    And she really did look cute. She had dark flicks next to her eyes, giving her a sort of cat-eye look. The eyeliner made her eyes look big and flashy. I could see the blue in her eyes from two tables down. And then I noticed her looking at me. “Hi,” she said with an awkward wave. It took me a moment to realize she was waving at me. 
 
    I shook out from my daze. “Hi,” I said back, looking away suddenly. It was unlike me to stare at women. I was usually very shy, afraid of giving girls the wrong impression. But I wasn’t looking at this girl with lust or desire. I was admiring her makeup. And now, as I stared at the table, I couldn’t stop thinking about those cute flicks of eyeliner next to her eyes. I started thinking of all the different ways a woman can wear her eyeliner. I’d never thought of it before, but there really were so many different possibilities. Martha, at the office, always wore her eyeliner just on the far halves of her eyes. The lines got thicker as they moved outwards, and then they stopped at a point, just a few millimeters from the edge of her eye. It was a subtle effect, but it must have taken a lot of tedious effort in the morning. And then there was the girl who almost always rode on the same bus home as me: she wore her eyeliner on the tops and bottoms of her eyes, nice and thick, giving her a sort of grungy look—but the contrast made her eyes look so stunning. 
 
    “Earth to Seth,” said Tony. I looked up and saw that he was sitting across from me, staring into my eyes with one brow raised. “Tinnitus back or something?” he asked. 
 
    I forced a smile and shook my head. “No, I’m fine,” I said. And I could see those girls through my peripheral vision. I had to strain to keep my gaze away from them. But I had the strangest urge to look over at them and admire their makeup. I suddenly found it so interesting, how such small, tedious details could make such tremendous changes to a person’s appearance.  
 
    Our plate of appetizers came to the table: chicken wings, nachos, and poutine. The poutine tasted a bit weird, but I still felt the need to eat all of it because I paid for it.  
 
    Then I turned my attention to a TV above the bar. There was a woman reading off sports news. She had a cute look: minimalist, but every little detail was important. She had a small amount of red blush on her cheek bones, and a little bit of highlight down the middle of her nose, giving her nose a smaller, cuter sort of look. I loved how plump her lips looked, even though it was just an illusion created by the pink gloss— 
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” asked Tony. “Did I freak you out with the whole layoffs thing?” 
 
    I cleared my throat and forced my attention away from the TV screen. “Yeah, maybe,” I said, lying. To be honest, I’d forgotten all about the potential layoffs. “I should probably get home before rush hour traffic gets too bad.”  
 
    “Me too,” he said. So we finished our drinks, paid our tabs, and took off for the night. But I didn’t have an easy time relaxing once I was home. I could still feel that strange dread lingering inside of my gut—that dread that hadn’t fully gone away since I found myself staring at that woman’s shoes on the street corner. Maybe that dread was just a side effect from the new drug trial. I was still waiting for the strange side effects to kick in—maybe this was one of them. But then how could I explain the strange interest in women’s shoes and makeup?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I woke up the next morning with a nausea that brought me to my bathroom. I threw myself over the toilet bowl and emptied out the contents of my stomach. Finally, I was sure that I’d found the first side effect of the drug trial. I spent the next hour throwing up while trying to get myself ready for work. But at the end of that hour, I decided that there was no way I would be able to get to work.  
 
    So I just stayed in my bathroom for the rest of the morning, throwing up until there was nothing left to throw up. Then I was finally able to stand on my feet for more than five minutes. I found myself wondering what was worse: constant vomiting or ear-piercing tinnitus. I threw up again, and then I figured it might be a good idea to see a doctor before I end up puking my intensities out, or something gross.  
 
    I was pleasantly surprised when my doctor told me I had a bug. “Probably food poisoning.” It didn’t take me long to remember the poutine. I called up Tony and discovered that he was also ill with food poisoning. I felt a bit guilty, seeing as I was the one who ordered the French fry dish, but I was relieved to know that the illness wasn’t a side effect of the drug trial. I was still tinnitus free without any consequences.  
 
    The sickness started to dissipate by mid-afternoon. I got my appetite back and ended up eating two sandwiches, a bowl of soup, and three granola bars—and then I was still hungry for dinner. Once I finished dinner, I was still hungry. I started to wonder if the hunger was just because I’d missed breakfast and lunch, or if that was one of the strange side effects that my drug rep had alluded to. I could handle constant hunger any day over tinnitus. I went down to the pie shop on the street corner and I ate two pieces of key lime pie, and then I finally felt satisfied.  
 
    I slept like a heavy rock, my belly filled with food.  
 
    And then, once again, I woke up feeling great. It was Saturday morning and I had no issues, not even a teasing bout of tinnitus. The drug really was a miracle, with seemingly no side effects.  
 
    I tried to think of all of the things I could do with my new crisp hearing. I thought about going for a hike, so I could hear the pleasant sounds of nature: the rustling trees and singing birds. Then I thought about going for a drive down the countryside, so I could hear the whispering wind and lively livestock. But as fun as those ideas seemed in my head—I really needed a new pair of pants, as my old pair had holes in them.  
 
    So I got dressed and went off to the mall. I figured it would be relatively quiet there, since it was still the morning, but I was wrong. Apparently every store in the mall was having a big sale as part of some anniversary event, so it took ten minutes just to find a parking spot, and then it took twenty minutes to find a store that wasn’t packed shoulder-to-shoulder with people.  
 
    It was just like most of the other stores in the mall, with men’s clothing on one wall and women’s clothing on the other. All of the tables in-between were covered in women’s clothing and apparel, because the store wasn’t stupid and knew that women tend to buy more clothes than men. Near the back of the store, I found a selection of pants. I grabbed one pair off of the shelf in my size, and then I went into one of the little changing rooms at the back of the shop.  
 
    Because the store had been so busy all morning, the staff hadn’t gotten around to cleaning up the changing stalls. There was a stack of women’s clothing on the little bench. There was even a brand new pair of red lace panties on the top of the stack, even though there was a sign that said, ‘Please do not try on underwear.’ 
 
    I got undressed, and then I found myself looking at the little stack of clothes. There was a green dress, a black bodysuit, a couple skirts, and two identical white blouses in different sizes. But it was the pair of red lacy panties that seemed to steal away all of my attention. I found myself staring at the little undergarment, strangely curious to know how it would feel on my body. I slipped out from my boxers and then I carefully stepped into the red panties. I pulled them up my legs, and then I found myself wishing I had a razor, so I could shave away my hair, so that I could see how I would properly look in the little panties.  
 
    They were tight, but not too tight. I actually liked the way the little lacy undies felt, holding my cock and ball sack firmly in place. And even with the body hair, I liked the way my legs looked, framed in a sexy way. I extended one leg forward and pointed my toes. If only I had red nail polish to match the panties… 
 
    Someone knocked on the door, making me perk up. I reached down and covered my crotch with both hands. Then I grabbed my t-shirt and yanked it down to cover every little bit of that red lace. “What is it?” I asked, worried that door would open, despite the lock that was turned.  
 
    “You’ve been in there a while. I’m just making sure you’re okay.”  
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. “I’m almost done.” 
 
    The woman walked away but my heart continued to pound uncomfortably into my ribcage. I took a deep breath and then I looked down at myself. I slipped my boxers over my panties and then I tried on the jeans. They fit just fine, so I bought them. I left that store with the panties on underneath everything.  
 
    I was going to leave the mall with my new jeans and my excited heart, and then a little skirt caught my attention in a window. It was green and plaid, much like the skirt the girls wore at the bar next to our office. It was short and cute and I wanted to try it on, even though the thought alone made my heart pound with panic. I took a deep breath and then casually sauntered into the store. Like the other stores, it had men’s clothes on one side and women’s clothes on the other side. I grabbed a few things from the men’s side, drifting closer and closer to that skirt that was on one of the middle tables. I waited until no one was looking and then I snatched it, stuffing it between pieces of clothing. Then I sauntered over to the changing rooms. I waited in line for a room while my heart continued to pound as if it was about to explode in my chest.  
 
    I slipped into a room and then I took a long, deep breath of air into my lungs. My face was hot and beads of sweat were tickling the back of my neck. Why was I so nervous? Why was I nabbing women’s clothing to try on, like some sort of twisted pervert?  
 
    I looked down at the skirt. I slipped out of my pants and boxers and then I slipped the skirt up, over my red panties. It felt strange: so light, almost like I was wearing nothing at all. And in a way, I wasn’t wearing anything at all. The skirt was covering me, but it was just hanging there. My legs were still exposed, even under the skirt. My heart was pounding even harder now, even though I was in the safety of a locked changing room.  
 
    It was a tiny skirt—tiny enough that I was able to bunch it up underneath my pants, along with my boxers and my panties. It looked a little bit like I had fat thighs, but I didn’t look strange enough to stop as I left the store. My heart nearly stopped entirely as I walked through the detectors at the front of the store. I was worried there was some hidden monitoring device on the skirt—but there wasn’t. I was free to go home with my stolen women’s clothing. 
 
    Though I wasn’t finished, so I didn’t go home. Now, I had panties and a skirt, but I still needed a top, and maybe a pair of stockings or some sort of accessory. I cruised around the mall looking for the perfect piece to go with my skirt, and then I spotted it in the window of a women’s department store. I nearly went in, but I managed to stop myself. “Are you insane?” I whispered to myself. So I didn’t go inside. I managed to turn myself around, and then I headed to my car so I could get home. 
 
    But the weird urges weren’t gone. I had my panties and my skirt, and now I wanted to see my legs without hair. The getup was pointless otherwise, right? So I got into the shower, ran the water hot, and I used my face razor to shave away all of my leg hair, leaving my legs smooth and soft, just like a woman’s. I used both of my hands to feel up and down my legs. It felt so nice, as if that was the way they were supposed to feel. I put my panties back on, and then I put on my skirt. I ended up taking pictures with my phone, and then I would stare at the pictures, trying to decide if I could tell they weren’t actually female legs.  
 
    There was a knock at my door, making me jump to my feet. I quickly pulled off the skirt, but I didn’t have time to change my underwear, so I just slipped my jeans over my panties before rushing over to answer the door. It was my neighbour, Cassidy. She was smiling at me. “Can I borrow a cup of flour by chance?” she asked. “I just ran out and I’ve already got the oven set for this batch of cookies.” 
 
    “Sure—of course. Help yourself.” I moved aside and realized my hands were trembling. I hid them behind my back and forced a big smile. “Just help yourself to whatever you need in the kitchen. The flour is on the bottom shelf of the pantry, right there. You got it.”  
 
    She looked at me curiously, as if she was trying not to laugh. “I just need a cup. I’ll bring you a few cookies once they’re done,” she said. She got her cup of flour, and then she walked by me and left with a cute, “Thank you!”  
 
    But once again, it was her outfit that I found myself admiring, and then thinking about once she was gone. She was wearing the cutest white, floral dress that extended down to her knees. She had white heels on, with black stockings that covered her legs—or maybe they were leggings. I especially loved the way her curly hair bounced as she pranced back towards her apartment so she could make cookies. But I wasn’t admiring her in a lustful way. In a weird way, I actually felt jealous.  
 
    I wanted to know how that felt, skipping freely in a swaying dress, feeling the bounce of tight locks on my head. I found myself on my computer, looking at different wigs. They were expensive—for good ones, anyway—but I just wanted to wear one, even just for five minutes. I put a wig into a cart and then I started filling out my credit card information. But I managed to stop myself, closing my eyes and saying, “What the hell is getting into you? Where is this nonsense coming from?”  
 
    I tried to think of what I could have done to make these strange feminine thoughts start emerging in my head. And that’s when I remembered the drug trial. I became frozen in my seat, a cold sweat suddenly bathing the back of my neck. Was it possible? Could a drug trial fill a man’s head with female thoughts? Was that the strange side effect that my drug rep had been alluding to?  
 
    No—it was impossible. No drug can make a man have a woman’s thoughts, unless the drug contained estrogen or some sort of female hormone. But even then, how was that possible? I tried searching for the drug online, even though my rep told me not to. I couldn’t find very much information on it—nothing I could understand, anyway. All of the articles written about it were written for scientists and doctors, with long words that were far outside of my vocabulary. But I did find a post on a lonely website, written by a very confused man. 
 
    “I really need help,” he said. “I’ve been taking these pills that my doctor gave me—I don’t know what they’re called—but I swear they’re turning me into a woman. I can’t stop taking them because they’re actually helping with my arthritis—I’ve got terrible arthritis that stops me from doing anything (and I’m a pianist). But each day, I feel more and more like a woman. Is that even possible, or is this insanity in my head? Have I gone crazy? Someone—anyone—please help!”  
 
    A knock at the door stole my attention. I quickly closed that browser window, worried the person at the door might see over my shoulder and be able to read the tiny letters from across the room. I knew it was a stretch, but the very last thing I wanted was for someone to think that I was turning into a woman. I wasn’t turning into a woman—I was just having weird thoughts that seemed to belong to a woman, or to a cross-dresser (and I was neither).  
 
    It was my neighbour, back with a big smile on her cute face. “The cookies are done. Would you like to come over to try one? They’re still warm.”  
 
    “Sure,” I said, slipping my shoes onto my feet. I was happy to have the distraction.  
 
    I’d never been inside of her apartment before. I was surprised by the pink walls and all of the pink appliances. Even her television was pink—I didn’t know you could get a pink television. “Do you want one or two?” she asked. 
 
    “One to start, I suppose,” I said. “I just had dinner before you knocked.”  
 
    She went into her very pink kitchen and grabbed a pink plate. The cookies were, of course, glazed with pink frosting. Though they did look good. She brought the cookie over to me and said, “Enjoy!” I took a bite and nearly burned the inside of my mouth. The cookies were fresh out of the oven. I opened my lips in an attempt to blow out the trapped steam. “Sorry. Are they still too hot? You can let it cool for a minute.”  
 
    I managed to swallow the steaming hot bite. Then I turned and looked around at her art on the walls, which was very modern: shapes and colours but seemingly no topics. “Cool place,” I said. 
 
    “Have you never been? Have we lived next door to one another for all these years, and you’ve never seen my apartment? That’s so strange. Though I suppose I only just saw yours earlier. Isn’t that crazy? Can I give you the tour? Oh—can I offer you a drink? I’ve got lots of beer that I’ll never drink. I don’t even like beer. It was left in my fridge. Won’t you have one?” She didn’t wait for my response before running to the fridge to grab a beer. It was a Bud Light. I accepted it, still grateful for the distraction from my feminine brain chemistry issues. Though as I cracked the beer, I couldn’t help but notice Cassidy had changed her outfit slightly. She was no longer wearing the tights under her dress. Now her legs were exposed. And she wasn’t wearing the white heels—now she was wearing black strappy heels, that weren’t too different from the strappy heels I saw on that street corner. They made her feet look so cute, and they exposed the pink nail polish that perfectly matched the shade on her walls. 
 
    I took a long sip from my beer, closing my eyes and trying to will away my strange desire to stare at her feet. “Over here is the bathroom,” Cassidy said. So I followed her to her pink bathroom.  
 
    “Your husband let you pain everything pink?” I asked with a chuckle. But I kind of liked it, even though it was overly feminine. There was something about it that seemed very cheerful and inviting. Or maybe that was just another one of my strange new female thoughts  
 
    “My boyfriend,” she said. “No—my ex-boyfriend. He let me paint everything a few weeks before we split up. He still hasn’t come for all of his stuff. That’s even his beer you’re drinking. But don’t worry—he won’t notice it missing. He’s a drunk. You could drink the whole case and he would probably think he did it himself before he left.”  
 
    I suddenly regretted mentioning her relationship status. I awkwardly followed her to the next room: the office. “I never really use this room. I was thinking of turning it into a shoe closet. I have so many shoes. You should see all of the shoes I have.” She laughed and my heart stuttered. A small part of me really did want to see all of the shoes that she had, but I fought that tingling idea away. “And then there’s the bedroom,” she said, opening the bedroom door. 
 
    The room was pink: walls, bed sheets, nightstands—everything. Even the lingerie that had been left draped on the bed was pink. Cassidy’s cheeks turned red and she scurried forward and snatched up the lingerie. “Sorry about that,” she said. “I thought that was put away.”  
 
    I smiled with red cheeks of my own. “I’m sure you look very pretty in it,” I said. Though I wasn’t sure why I said it. I didn’t mean to come onto her. I wasn’t trying to hit on her, or even feed her a compliment. I really don’t know what I thought. I cleared my throat and felt my cheeks becoming warmer. I parted my lips in an attempt to take the comment back, but I wasn’t sure how to do so. So I just took a long sip from my beer, nearly finishing it off. 
 
    Her face was dark red now too. “Thanks,” she said. “My ex never liked it. He thought it made me look slutty, and he hated that.” I just smiled and nodded my head and took the final sip from my beer. “Can I get you another one of those? I have lots. Seriously—drink all of it. I need the room in my fridge if I’m going to be doing this much baking. I’ll go get it for you.” She scurried by me with a strangely nervous scuttle, her chin pressed to her collarbone. She got the beer quickly and cracked it for me before I had a chance to decline the offer. But I needed the booze, so I took it and drank half of it when she wasn’t looking.  
 
    I was hoping the alcohol would settle my racing heart and my flickering mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about damn shoes—and that beautiful pink lingerie. I kept picturing myself in it, and I was even starting to think of ways I could snatch just one piece to bring back to my apartment. It wouldn’t be hard. All I would have to do is excuse myself for the bathroom and then slip into her bedroom along the way. I watched her put the lingerie away. I knew it was on the top left shelf inside of her closet.  
 
    But I pushed that thought away. My heart stammered, and I bit down hard on my tongue. When Cassidy went to use the bathroom, I whispered, “Get a hold of yourself,” aloud. I knew it was a perfect opportunity to run and nab something—if not the lingerie then maybe a pair of panties or a cute skirt, or maybe a pair of heels. I didn’t have any heels to complete my sissy outfit. 
 
    But I fought back that urge as well. I took a deep breath and finished my beer—my third beer. Or was it my fourth? I’d lost track of how many beers Cassidy had given to me. And I’d lost track of how long she’d been in the bathroom for. It had been a while. Maybe she was fixing up her makeup. Maybe she would be a while. Maybe it really was the universe telling me to go and nab something. I could easily stuff a pair of lingerie panties into my pocket. I rose to my feet and took another deep breath. Then I started to step down the hall. I turned the corner and saw her bedroom door. I stepped slowly, listening carefully for the bathroom door that was around the next corner. I was close—just a few more steps. 
 
    I reached for the handle and turned it carefully, so that the sound of the compacting spring wouldn’t alert her. I pushed the door slowly and I took a step into the bedroom. And then she spun around and gasped. I hopped back.  
 
    She was standing in the middle of her bedroom, looking at me with wide eyes. “What are you doing?” she asked, covered herself up with both of her arms.  
 
    “I’m sorry—I was just—I wanted to see your bedroom again. I—I just really liked the way you did it up. I didn’t know you were in here. I thought you were in the bathroom.” And that’s when I noticed that she was wearing that pink lingerie. And she really did look beautiful, with her smooth legs bare for me to see. The front of the teddy cut down to her sternum, showing off her entire cleavage, and the little number also left the sides of her boobs exposed. My heart skipped a beat. “You look really nice,” I said. “But what are you doing?”  
 
    Her face turned red. “I was going to try to seduce you,” she said awkwardly. “I don’t know why—I just thought that maybe it would be fun. I swear I didn’t bring you over to seduce you. It’s just—when you told me you thought that I would look good in the lingerie, well—I wanted to look good. I never heard stuff like that from my boyfriend—my ex-boyfriend. Would you please sleep with me?” She sounded slightly desperate. She was fragile, her ego shattered by this boyfriend who left her alone with her pink apartment. Maybe she was desperate for some validation—a reminder that she was a beautiful woman.  
 
    I walked into the room. I wasn’t terribly fond of the idea of sleeping with my next-door neighbour, but I was excited to have the opportunity to remind myself that I was still a man, with manly desires. I could still get it up for a pretty woman in lacy lingerie—and I was already getting it up. I could feel my cock throbbing in my new jeans. I stepped up to her and gently put my hands on her bare sides. Her skin was soft and warm, the way a woman’s skin should be. And it was nice to feel so much attraction towards a woman. I may have had a few rogue feminine thoughts in my head, but I was still a man.  
 
    I slid one hand up to gently cup her face. I tilted her head back and then I leaned in for a kiss. She was stiff and tense. My lips were probably the first she’d kissed since her boyfriend left her, and they were probably the first she’d kissed that weren’t his in God knows how long—maybe many years. Her lips were soft and they seemed to melt as soon as her body relaxed. She softly opened her mouth and allowed my tongue inside. She didn’t stop my hand from exploring her body, though she did tense up a number of times. She became especially tense when my hands slip up her breasts, catching a quick feel. She relaxes as soon as I had her tits comfortably in both hands, and I squeezed firmly. She even let a little reluctant moan slip out from her lips.  
 
    I walked her back into her pink bed, and then I laid her down onto her pink sheets. I stared down at her while I pulled off my shirt. Then I reached down for my belt buckle and paused. I remembered that I was wearing the red panties. My heart froze momentarily as a lump formed in my throat. “Is everything okay?” she asked. 
 
    It took a moment for me to break free from my paralysis. I looked into her eyes and slowly nodded my head. “Everything’s fine,” I said. “I just really like that painting on the wall there.” 
 
    She looked back at the painting and I pulled my pants and panties down in a single motion. Then I kicked the bottoms underneath her bed, so that there would be no chance of her catching a glimpse of the red lace that had been on my body for the better half of the day. She looked back at me and said, “It’s cute, isn’t it? I got it at the flea market.”  
 
    I crawled on top of her before she could notice the reddish indent where the panties had been on my body. I was no longer wearing the feminine undergarment, but the imprint was just as obvious. She looked down my chest at my cock. “You’re hard,” she said with glittering eyes.  
 
    “Of course I am,” I said. And then I wondered if her boyfriend could get hard as easily as me. Maybe he was on a drug trial of his own.  
 
    Cassidy reached down slowly and then she wrapped her fingers around my cock. She gasped, as if shocked to feel that it was real. “It really is hard,” she said, still sounding very surprised. She began to stroke it and massage it in her clenched fist. “And it’s warm.” She looked into my eyes. “Can I suck it? My ex never let me suck him. He thought it was gross.”  
 
    This ex-boyfriend sounded like a complete weirdo. I wasn’t going to say no to a blowjob. So I crawled up her body and then I planted my ass down on her chest. “Go ahead,” I said. She marvelled at the sight of my erection for a moment before pointing it down and letting it into her mouth. She sucked it with an elated moan, as if she was drinking water for the first time in two long days. She sucked hard and slurped harder. It was only a minute before she started bobbing her head quickly, pressing her lips down hard to arouse my tip, which was already throbbing. It felt good—too good. “If you aren’t careful, I’m going to come in your mouth,” I said.  
 
    She let a little giggle slip. “I kind of want to know what that’s like,” she said. “But I also want you to fuck my pussy.” So she spread her legs and let her head fall back onto her pillow. “I’m wet,” she said. And she wasn’t lying. I got back down between her legs, and saw that there was a wet spot on her pink bed sheets, and some warm, clear fluid dribbling down her soft bum cheeks, emanating from her pussy. I rubbed my cock in her rogue fluid before pressing it against her lips. She let out a moan, as if the touch alone was enough to bring her to the edge of an orgasm. I slid my cock up and down and then I got my tip lined up with her hole. I pressed in. 
 
    She was tight, but not tight enough to stop me from sliding in deep. She was warm—beautifully warm, and wet. Fluid squished out as I squished in, and then she moaned again. She reached down and began to rub her clit with two fingers. I watched those fingers move in tiny circles for a moment before starting to thrust in and out of her tight snatch. And then I felt a strange sensation buzzing inside of me: jealousy. 
 
    Fucking Cassidy felt good, but it looked like being fucked felt better. She looked so happy, and she was so sexy. I wanted to feel sexy like that. I wanted to lie on my back in lingerie while a throbbing erection slid in and out of me.  
 
    I took a sharp breath in, realizing what I had just fantasized about. No—I didn’t want an erection inside of me. I didn’t want an erection anywhere near me. Though it was fun to think about being sexy enough to give a man an erection. Surely that must be a nice feeling. I understood why her eyes were suddenly glistening when she saw my cock throbbing and standing tall.  
 
    I ran my hands up and down her smooth legs. And then I remembered that my legs were smooth too. My heart stuttered. How had she not noticed? Or did she notice, and she just didn’t say anything? My legs were now rubbing up against hers—surely she could feel that they were bare, like the legs of a woman. Or was she subconsciously having some sort of lesbian fantasy in her mind? Her eyes were closed, after all…  
 
    I closed my own eyes and found myself imagining a strange visual: myself as a woman, fucking Cassidy with a big strap-on. And as I had this strange visual pleasing my mind, I swear I could feel a tingling, as if the back of the strap-on was rubbing against my pussy. My legs began to tremble and I let out a long, intense moan. I imagined myself squirting: gushing warm fluid out from my pussy and down my legs. “Fuck!” I groaned, digging my nails into Cassidy’s sides. She gasped and then she suddenly pushed me back. I opened my eyes and looked down. I watched as cum spewed out from the tip of my cock, onto her pelvis—and then I watched as cum dribbled out from her pussy in a big glob.  
 
    “You were supposed to pull out!” she said. “I’m not on birth control.” She reached a finger into her pussy to pull out the rest of my cum. But my cock was still discharging. One blast even landed on the back of her hand that was pulling out my creampie. It took a moment for me to snap out from my daze.  
 
    “Sorry,” I said. I got off of her bed. 
 
    “You were supposed to come in my mouth—remember? It’s fine. We can do that another time, if you want. No pressure or anything.” She stood up and looked down at herself. She was covered in my white load. I couldn’t believe how much was on her. “I need to clean myself up. I’m just going to take a shower. Help yourself to another beer or even some more cookies.”  
 
    She walked carefully over to the bathroom, stepping slowly so that the cum wouldn’t drip onto her clean floors. And then I was left alone in her bedroom, with complete access to all of her cute little outfits. I opened the closet and saw that she had lots of lingerie—most of items even still had tags on them. I wondered if she would notice them missing. Surely she wouldn’t notice a single item missing. So I grabbed one of her many pink little outfits. 
 
    But that wasn’t enough. I also grabbed a pair of pink panties, a pair of white stockings, and then I found an old pair of black heels in the back of her closet. I snatched those too, along with a handful of tops that I didn’t even bother to inspect. I crept towards the front door and then I slipped on my shoes. “I’m heading back to my place. I’ll see you later!” I called out. 
 
    “Oh. Okay,” she said back from within the bathroom. “See you.”  
 
    I got out quickly, running across the hall and into my apartment. I brought the haul to my bedroom and hid it all deep in my closet. I was excited to try it all on, but I was also deeply confused as to why I grabbed it in the first place.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I managed to resist the urge to try the stolen lingerie on—until the next morning. I had no plans and it was an unseasonably cold day, complete with snow—a perfect day to stay inside and do nothing, which was exactly what I didn’t want.  
 
    But I could think of nothing to do. My crappy car didn’t have snow tires and I had no chores that needed doing, so I ended up in my bedroom, standing in front of my mirror while trying on lingerie. I looked pretty good in pink. I was surprised at how well the little outfit fit me. Even the stolen heels fit me with a bit of squeezing. They were only a single size too small for my feet (which were admittedly small for a man).  
 
    But even all dolled up, I didn’t feel satisfied. I knew that my body was shockingly feminine, but I wanted to see just how far I could push the look. There was a drug store attached to my apartment building. I put on some clothes over my lingerie and I went down. It was empty, save for the woman working at the counter and another woman working in the makeup department, which was where I needed to be. I casually walked up and down the isles, grabbing the odd random item. In my mind, I was concocting a lie to tell the employees, so they didn’t think I was buying myself some makeup.  
 
    Once I entered that makeup department, my heart started to pound. I held it together, casually looking down the isles. I took out my phone and pretended to be looking at a list from my made up wife. It was only a minute before the employee was at my side. “Can I help you find something?” she asked.  
 
    I turned and smiled. “Just picking up a few things for my wife. She’s out with our daughter,” I said before turning back to the shelves. 
 
    “Well what’s on that list? Maybe I can help you find what you’re looking for,” she said. My stomach turned. I didn’t actually have a list. My plan was just to grab a few things that sounded like necessities.  
 
    “Oh, that’s okay. I think I can find what I need.”  
 
    She stared at me for a moment, cracking a slight grin. My heart skipped a beat. Could she tell that I was lying? Did she know that I was buying makeup for myself?  
 
    “Well, I think your wife would really like this foundation. Every girl should have a good foundation. And then this eye-shadow is a must as well—it’s the one I’m using right now.” Her eye shadow did indeed look quite nice.  
 
    I cleared my throat. “I think those are on her list, actually,” I said, forcing a smile, trying to act as cool as possible. She couldn’t possibly know that I was shopping for myself. Surely husbands buy makeup for their wives all the time, right?  
 
    “And this liquid eyeliner is perfect. It’s brand new—I haven’t heard of one person not liking it yet. And then, if your wife needs lipstick, there’s this great package with five different shades. It’s a killer deal. Individually, these sell for thirty bucks each, but the whole package is only forty-five bucks. Oh, and then she’ll need some blush.” She kept handing me items faster than I could reply. But I didn’t mind. I wanted all of it. I could wait to get it up to my apartment to try it out.  
 
    She brought me over to the counter and then she charged almost three hundred dollars to my credit card. Then, I found myself locked in my apartment, in my bathroom, dolling up my face so that I would look as pretty as possible in my skimpy pink lingerie. It was actually kind of fun, seeing how tiny little details could make such a big difference. And it was fun seeing how a little bit of makeup could change me from a man into a woman.  
 
    I looked cute, but I still wasn’t satisfied, even after walking up and down my hallway in those tiny heels. I felt like I needed more, but I wasn’t sure how to get it. I wanted some sort of validation, but I wasn’t stupid enough to leave my apartment or start posting pictures on the Internet. I ended up sitting on my living room couch, staring at my own reflection in the window. I saw that I had a big smirk on my face. And how could I not? I really looked like a chick. What was stopping me from going out onto the streets? Maybe it would be interesting to see if I could turn a few heads and trick a few guys into thinking that I was the real deal. 
 
    That smile grew bigger, and then it went away suddenly as reality slapped me in the face. I wasn’t actually considering going out, was I? And I hadn’t really just spent nearly three hundred bucks on makeup, had I? Maybe I was losing my mind. Maybe that drug was eating away at my brain. At least my ears weren’t ringing… Was it worth it?  
 
    But the boredom of the snowy day caught back up with me, not even an hour later. I ended up on an online wig store. I ordered myself an adorable black wig: long and straight with cute bangs. It was made with real human hair, and it cost me another three hundred bucks. I knew I didn’t have the money to spare, but I still clicked that ‘checkout’ button anyway. I really was losing my mind, and I was apparently losing control of my body as well. It wasn’t even until I got the e-mail confirmation that I realized I’d ordered the wig express, to be delivered next day. And apparently I paid fifty bucks extra for that option.  
 
    I felt like an idiot, but a part of me was excited that I would soon have my wig. I spent the next three hours lounging around my apartment, watching television. I was in my lingerie and makeup, and I felt so peaceful. I got excited every time my screen went dark and I saw my reflection. And then I saw an ad on TV for a reality show about cross-dressers. The ad made my heart swirl down into my stomach. 
 
    All of the guys in the ad looked so pathetic. None of them really looked like chicks, but they were all convinced that they were hot. Was that me? Was I convinced that I looked hot, but in reality I was just a pathetic-looking loser?  
 
    I went to the mirror and stared at myself. I thought I looked good, but maybe that was just the drug. If the drug could make me want to put on women’s clothing, then it could make me think that I looked good. I probably looked ridiculous. If anyone saw me in public, they would probably laugh behind my back. If my parents saw me, they would probably disown me. If my friends saw me, they would probably stop being my friends. I needed to get out of that outfit and I needed to get myself cleaned up. So I took a shower and stuffed all of the girly clothes and makeup into the back of my closet. I threw an old jacket over all of it, so I wouldn’t see it and be tempted to put it on. I needed to get a hold of myself. I needed to realize that this feminization was just a side effect of the drug. And most side effects are temporary. Once I was used the drug, the sissy side effect would surely subside. And if it didn’t, maybe I was better off with the tinnitus. At least I wasn’t humiliating myself on a daily basis when my ears were ringing.  
 
    I put an action movie on my TV and then I glued myself to the couch, with a cold beer in my hand. I was a man and I needed to remember that. I couldn’t let myself forget it, no matter how hard the drug tried to push me towards that lingerie and makeup. I had to keep my sanity, no matter what.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The deliveryman came right to my door before I left for work the next morning. Someone must have let him out while heading out the front door. “I’ve got a package for a Seth. Is that you?” he asked, holding out the box that contained my very expensive wig, which I told myself I would return and keep off of my head.  
 
    “That’s me,” I said, taking the package and putting it down on my kitchen counter before taking off for work. Work was a welcomed distraction from the feminine urges pulsing through my brain—but it wasn’t a cure. I once again found myself staring over at Martha when she came into the office. I looked at her little pencil skirt and thought about how comfortable it must be. That morning, HR announced that they would no longer enforce the female dress code for the office. Martha didn’t seem phased by the announcement. I could tell that she liked wearing little skirts and tall heels. If I was a woman, I would have liked it too.  
 
    Men were always staring at her. Our bosses all adored her and obviously wanted to fuck her. I would have liked a bit of attention like that. I could only imagine that it was fun, getting up to get a coffee, just to have five faces following you, wishing they could be with you. It was sad to think that I would never know that simple sort of pleasure… Unless I came to work in my girly guise, and I really was convincing like I was fairly certain I was.  
 
    I would probably get a few weird looks at first. Maybe I would lose a few office friends—guys who didn’t want to associate with the weird office cross-dresser. But then, once they got over the weirdness of it all, maybe they would occasionally steal a glance. My ass was just as good as Martha’s after all—maybe it was even better. My legs were surely just as fine, if not better. I knew that my face was cute. At some point, the men would cave and admire me, even if just from behind. Maybe it would be fun… 
 
    Or maybe I was letting my head get filled with stupid, humiliating ideas. I knew I had to be careful. I knew that if I let that drug take over my mind completely, I would end up friendless, humiliated, and maybe even jobless. Or maybe it would save my ass. Maybe they wouldn’t be able to fire me if I suddenly identified as a woman. They were only firing men after all, right? Maybe I could tell my friends that I was just doing it to save my career—maybe they would even try to do the same thing.  
 
    My heart fluttered. Then I slapped myself on the cheek. I couldn’t allow myself to have these ideas! I was really considering it—and the consideration alone was humiliating enough.  
 
    Martha looked over at me. She smiled and I looked away quickly. I wondered how long I’d been staring: too long for sure. It was starting to become a problem. I knew that if I wasn’t careful, I would end up down in HR.  
 
    Before going out to lunch, I made a trip to the bathroom so that I could splash some cool water on my face. But I didn’t go to the nearby bathroom; I went to the one far down the hall, near the end of the floor that was being renovated. I needed to be alone. I needed to spend a good minute staring myself in the mirror, trying to pull the pieces of myself together. As I emerged from the bathroom, Martha was standing there, in her little pencil skirt and white blouse. I tried not to look down at her legs, which looked so cute in her tall heels.  
 
    “Hey Seth,” she said.  
 
    “Hi Martha,” I said.  
 
    “I can’t help but notice that you’ve been staring at me a lot lately,” she said. My stomach turned. Was she about to warn me not to look again? Was she going to give me one last chance before she ratted me out to HR, or to her husband? I couldn’t decide which was worse.  
 
    “I’m sorry. I—I’ve been tired. I haven’t been… in the best state of mind.”  
 
    “I’m assuming you heard that me and my husband are getting a divorce. I was hoping the news wouldn’t get around the office, but I guess it was inevitable.”  
 
    I bit down on my tongue and forced a smile. I shrugged my shoulders. “That’s too bad, Martha. I’m sorry to hear that.” 
 
    “It’s for the best. We weren’t getting along. We’ve been sleeping in separate rooms for the past four months. It’s been hell, really. You won’t tell anyone, will you? Do you mind if I ask who told you? I’m not going to go and chew them out or anything—I’m just curious to know how you found out.” 
 
    “I, uh, can’t remember,” I said. It was better that I played along, rather than make her think that I was looking at her for another reason. I didn’t mind her thinking that I was attracted to her—at least that made me feel like I was still a man. The last thing I wanted was for her to know that I was actually admiring her shoe choice. “But again, I’m sorry to hear about the split.”  
 
    “And you promise you won’t tell anyone?” she said. 
 
    “Of course, Martha. It’s none of my business.”  
 
    She smiled and bit her lip. She looked back over her shoulder and then back at me. “I’ve been married for nine years. This is so embarrassing, but I’m actually kind of excited to be flirty again. I’m not even sure I remember how to do it.”  
 
    I smiled and nodded my head. I looked around for an exit, so I could get away from her before I did something stupid, like ask to try on her skirt. But she was blocking the only way out, unless I wanted to go back into the bathroom. “I’m sure you’ll do just fine. You’re a very beautiful woman.” 
 
    She laughed and her cheeks turned red. “I can’t remember the last time my husband told me I was beautiful. He always said that he didn’t need to say it—that it was implied. But it’s just so nice to hear sometimes—you know?”  
 
    I nodded my head. I did kind of know, because for the past few days, a part of me had wanted to hear those words. I wanted to feel beautiful, even though it seemed so ludicrous. She took a step towards me. “Please don’t make fun of me for this, but I’ve always wanted to have an affair. But I never wanted to cheat on my husband. I loved him—and I still love him—but I always just thought it would be so exciting to sleep with someone else in secret. And now, him and me are still technically together. Maybe—I don’t know—you could help me tick a box off of my bucket list.” She put her hand gently on my arm and held it there, as if she wasn’t sure what to do with it. It really had been a while since she’d been flirty with someone.  
 
    I awkwardly looked around, and then back down at Martha. She was pretty—a few years older than me, but still quite beautiful. She had big, round cheekbones, and cute lines around her eyes from smiling all the time. I gently brushed back a strand of her hair. My heart was racing. I couldn’t help but smile at the thought that my feminine urges were about to indirectly get me laid.  
 
    “You know I keep a vibrator in my desk?” she said. “Sometimes I put it in my pussy while I’m working. The other day, when you came up to my desk about that file, it was inside of me and I was trying to hold back my orgasm. My panties were wet for the rest of the day.”  
 
    “Show me,” I said. So we went together back to the office, which was empty as everyone was off for lunch. She opened her drawer and pulled out a long purple vibrator. She pressed a button and it started to gently hum. “It’s supposed to be one of the quietest ones you can get.” I stared at it with an excitement growing inside of me.  
 
    “I want to see you using it,” I said.  
 
    Her face became red and she looked around. She had a big smile on her face. “Oh my God, I feel so naughty,” she said as she gently lifted up her skirt. She turned it on and started rubbing it up and down her white cotton panties. I wanted to take those panties off of her and put them on me. I wanted to feel her dampness against my crotch as if it was my own. But I resisted the urge to do so. I just watched as she rubbed the dildo up and down, and eventually down the front of her panties. She let a little moan slip as her face turned an even darker shade of red.  
 
    “Show me your pussy,” I said.  
 
    She looked around again before pulling her panties down, revealing her clean-shaved snatch. I watched as she rubbed that dildo between her plump lips. “We’re going to get in trouble,” she whispered. 
 
    “No one will find us,” I said. I reached out and grabbed the dildo from her. Then I started to rub her pussy with it, using my other hand to feel her warm clit. She gasped and squirmed. She stumbled back, against her desk. I lifted her up and sat her down on that desk, and then I dropped down to my knees. I held the vibrator against her clit and then I went in with my mouth to eat her out. She was already wet, getting wetter fast. She grabbed my head tight and started to moan. She had a sweet taste to her, and she smelled amazing. I got my tongue deep inside of her and squirmed it around as she twitched and pressed her thighs in on me. I looked up and saw that she was looking around with dark red cheeks, worried someone would walk into the office and see us together. And with our lunch break just ten minutes from being over, that wasn’t an unrealistic anxiety to have.  
 
    “Just fuck me,” she said, almost whispering as she pushed my head back, out from her crotch. So I stood up, got my cock out, and then I turned her around and bent her over the desk. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, ready to be plugged by a cock that didn’t belong to her husband—the first cock that didn’t belong to her husband in nearly a decade. I pressed it into her. She let a little shriek out, and then she said, “Oh God!” I sunk in deep and then I started to pump her sweet pussy. It felt nice, especially when her vaginal walls started to clench my cock over and over, as if she was trying to suck me up inside of her.  
 
    I spread her butt cheeks wide so that I could see my cock clearly. I watched her squirm and moan, and then once again, I felt jealous. I wanted to be the one being dominated. I wanted to feel that incredible pleasure. I wanted a man to press down on my back, holding me down on a desk while he pumped my little hole.  
 
    Then I got an idea. I could see that vibrator resting on the desk. She had her eyes closed, so I snatched it quickly. She didn’t notice. I brought the toy around my back and I gently started to press it into my asshole. It took a moment to penetrate myself, but once it was in, it was in properly. I tried not to gasp. It was shockingly tight. It was thinner than a cock, so I had a hard time imagining how people took cocks in the ass. I was slow to push it in further. But after a minute or so, I had half of the thing inside of my asshole. I gently pressed the button on the base, making it vibrate.  
 
    And immediately, my legs started to tremble as a strong euphoria began to pulse through my body. “Fuck,” I groaned, nearly falling over. I held on tight to her hips and managed to continue pumping her dripping wet pussy. The vibrator was stimulating the perfect spot inside of me—what I assumed was my prostate. I gave it a little push, pushing it just a little bit harder against that sweet spot, making my legs tremble harder. I had to lean forward and put some of my weight on Martha, so that I wouldn’t topple over. I was biting down hard on my tongue, trying not to scream out in absolute pleasure.  
 
    I managed not to scream, but I didn’t manage to hold back my cumshot. I ended up filling her tight pussy with a massive load of hot cum. She wasn’t able to hold back her scream. She bellowed out while she reached around for something grab onto, knocking papers and stationary off of her desk. I quickly pulled that vibrator out from my ass and put it back down on the desk, before she had a chance to open her eyes. My asshole felt strangely empty and agape. I just hoped she planned on cleaning the sex toy before using it again. 
 
    I stumbled back and watched as the creampie fell out in thick globs, out from her gaping pussy. She was slow to peel herself off of her desk, but once she was upright, she was quick to get herself and her desk cleaned up. She looked at me and smiled with dark red cheeks. “That was exactly what I needed. Thank you,” she said with a professional sounding voice, as our co-workers started to trickle into the office.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said, turning around and heading back to my desk. I couldn’t help but wonder if a real man’s cock would feel any different from that vibrating dildo. A part of me was tempted to steal that vibrator while Martha was in the bathroom, so I could stick it up my ass while I worked, just to see if I could make myself come without touching myself. I resisted the temptation, reminding myself that my feminine urges (if that’s even what they were) would soon pass.  
 
    And if they didn’t pass, maybe I needed to stop the drug trial.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    It was four days later when I started to think that my cock and ball sack were smaller. I stood in front of a mirror and held up my flaccid penis. It didn’t just look a little bit smaller—it appeared to be half the size. My heart fluttered. I started to massage it, getting the blood flowing to it. I figured I’d possibly slept on it funny, or maybe it was colder in my apartment than it felt. But even erect, it certainly seemed to be smaller. I was fairly certain that my cock could touch my belly button before. Now, it hardly rose up past my mane of pubic hair.  
 
    But that wasn’t the only thing I noticed while staring in the mirror. I’d always had a flat chest: not much muscle but no fat either. Now, there appeared to be too small lumps. I was able to push them up, and when I dropped them, they jiggled slightly—like small tits. A cold sweat started to form on the back of my neck. Maybe I was just putting on weight. Maybe my cock looked smaller because the rest of my body was bigger. Maybe the tits were just the early forming of man-boobs.  
 
    It was another two days later when I began to realize this wasn’t the case. My tits were now proper A-cups—maybe even bordering on B-cups. My nipples were larger and started to push out further than ever before. And my cock was even smaller, hardly larger than my pointer finger when erect. There was only one possible reason for the changes: the drug trial.  
 
    I ran over to the bottle of pills and I read the name on the label. I searched that name online and couldn’t find anything about any side effects. Had I been taking sex reassignment drugs? Was my male body turning into a female body?  
 
    I should have beer terrified. I should have been nauseous. But instead, I was curious. I wanted to see how I would look in one of my little outfits, now that I had real breasts. I went into the bathroom to shave my legs and do my makeup. Then, I put on a pair of panties, a little skirt, and a white blouse. The blouse felt tighter around my chest; without a bra, I could see my nipples trying to poke through the thin white fabric. I just a little bounce up and down, and I watched as my tits jiggled under that blouse.  
 
    I had no way of contacting my drug rep. I didn’t want to stop my trial, though I was afraid the changes my body was seeing were permanent. I couldn’t just stop the trial. I couldn’t just let that crippling tinnitus come back to haunt me. And a part of me was curious to see just how much my body would change if I continued the trial. 
 
    It wasn’t until I was fully dolled up that I started to notice the other changes: my skin appeared to be softer and less blotchy. My hips fit the skirt better, probably because they were wider. When I spoke aloud, my voice sounded softer; it was much easier to do a female voice. I even recorded myself speaking for a minute, just to see how convincing I sounded. And surprisingly, I sounded very convincing.  
 
    And then I found myself standing at my apartment door, with my hand on the handle. I was curious to see the rest of the world’s reaction. I knew that there might never be another opportunity—if I decided to stop taking that drug, my life would return to normal and my sissy days would be over. Though maybe that was for the best. Maybe I needed to stop before I embarrassed myself. I knew going out was a bad idea. What if I ran into someone I knew? What if one of my neighbours saw me? What if my brother saw me out on the street and told my parents and they disowned me?  
 
    But what if I went out and I actually turned some heads? What if I proved that I actually looked like a chick, and I wasn’t just losing my sanity?  
 
    I opened that door and stepped out slowly. I wobbled slightly in my stolen heels, and then I made my way to the elevator. My heart was pounding. I felt incredibly stupid but strangely free. I let out a sigh of relief when the elevator door opened and I saw that the elevator was empty. I didn’t see another person until I was out on the street, a block from my building. I didn’t recognize the person, but I still froze up, waiting to see their reaction. They didn’t even look at me as they walked by—though I wasn’t sure if that was a win or a lose. I kept walking, feeling a little bit more comfortable in my heels with each step.  
 
    I liked the feeling of the cool March breeze teasing up my skirt. I felt so naked, so I kept tugging down my skirt, worried it was riding up, showing off my tush to the world.  
 
    The streets were quiet that afternoon. Even the main drag was relatively silent as I continued my casual stroll.  
 
    I got my first look about ten minutes after leaving my apartment: I met eyes with a man across the street, and he smiled at me. I forced myself to continue walking, though I was tempted to freeze up. My heart skipped a beat and my mind started to spin in fast circles. Was that a mocking smile or a genuine smile? Could he tell that I wasn’t really a woman?  
 
    I got my second look a block later: another man with another smile. Men had never smiled at me before, so why were they smiling at me now? I looked back at the man and I saw that he was looking down at my tush. His eyes gazed up and he saw that I was looking back at him, so he looked away quickly. A little giggle slipped out through my lips. I felt flattered. Surely he wasn’t staring at my ass in a judging or mocking sort of way—right? Surely he genuinely believed that was a woman!  
 
    Now I had a stupid smile stuck on my face as I walked through the small downtown core. I was catching a new smile every couple of blocks. And it was becoming increasingly more obvious that the men thought that I was the real deal. I even caught a second guy staring at my butt. I couldn’t blame him. My skirt was short and it occasionally bounced high enough to show off the bottom curve of my rump.  
 
    I didn’t spend long outside—just long enough to fill me with a warmth, knowing that I wasn’t crazy—at least not crazy enough to think that I was something I wasn’t. Maybe I was crazy. Maybe dressing up like a girl is crazy—but at least I knew I looked the part. And now, the possibilities seemed endless. There was so much I wanted to do, so many experiences I wanted to experience.  
 
    But more than anything, I wanted to know the thrill of being dominated, the way I dominated my ditsy neighbour and my horny co-worker.  
 
    I quickly found myself on a hook-up website, designed mainly for horny men. As a woman, there was no fee to signup. I created a profile using nothing more than a selfie I took that afternoon, and within minutes I was getting messages from horny men in my area. My heart was pounding ferociously. Some of the men wanted to take me out on a date—others just wanted me to meet them for a quickie. I was quickly discovering how easy it is to get laid as a woman.  
 
    There was a handsome-enough man named Ken who asked me if I wanted to have a drink at his place. He had a firm jaw and big eyes. I didn’t feel any attraction towards him (or any man), but the thought of his big cock sliding into my asshole made my heart thump and my cock hard. Maybe I was insane after all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I didn’t park in front of Ken’s house. I parked two houses down, hoping he wouldn’t see my car as I rolled up. I still wasn’t sure I wanted to go through with it. I wanted to make sure I had an easy out.  
 
    I turned off my engine and I stared out at his large house. It was three stories tall with a small fountain out front. In his profile he mentioned that he was very wealthy—though I didn’t fully believe it until now. He also said that he was open to new adventures, but I was still surprised when he had no problem with the fact that I was ‘transitioning,’ even though I wasn’t—at least not in the way that transgender people transition. I suppose I was technically transitioning as a side effect of a drug trial that I was on, though I’m not sure that counts.  
 
    I took a deep breath. I could see a male silhouette moving from window to window inside of the house, waiting for my arrival. He could probably see my car and he probably knew it was me. My car was the only car worth less than eighty thousand dollars on the block—and mine was probably only worth five grand at the very most. I opened the door and stepped out, wobbling slightly in my heels, but only because my legs were trembling with nerves. I was fully comfortable walking in heels—it’s not the hardest skill to pick up, especially with a little bit of motivation.  
 
    All of the typical anxieties you would expect ran through my mind: what if he’s a serial killer? What if he has some sort of disease? What if he’s just setting me up to humiliate me? But it was almost just as scary to think that he may have been completely genuine, and I was about to walk into a stranger’s house to be fucked in the ass while dressed up like a slutty woman.  
 
    I had my pink lingerie on underneath my little dress. I was wearing a perfume sample that I sprayed on myself in the little drug store beneath my apartment. I’d spent that whole evening practising my voice, though I’m not sure any of those details mattered. Ken was just looking for a tight hole to fuck, and there was no tighter hole than mine.  
 
    I crept up to his door slowly. I could hear my own heart pounding—I still wasn’t used to hearing sounds so clearly. Even the sound of my nervous breath was distracting as I hovered my finger over the doorbell. I took a long, deep breath, and then I pulled my hand away. I could see my reflection in the tinted glass on his front door. I could see my feminine figure, and it terrified me. How did this happen? How had I fallen so far away from normalcy in such a short period of time? I needed to get out before I made a massive mistake. I needed to get home and I needed to get myself cleaned up, before I did something I would regret forever. 
 
    But before I could turn, the door opened. Ken stood in the doorway, looking down at me with a smile. He was so tall—I felt so weak in his presence. “Come on in,” he said with a deep voice as he stepped aside. I took a slow step into his house, feeling the warmth of his large fireplace on my exposed legs. “You look stunning. Can I get you a drink?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m okay,” I managed to say in a soft, weak voice. His presence was overwhelming. I felt like he could pick me up and snap me in half if he wanted to—and maybe that’s how most girls felt in the presence of men. It was a strangely arousing feeling, and it was exactly why I was in that house to begin with. But it still left me with fluttering butterflies in my stomach. 
 
    “Are you sure?” he said, grabbing a bottle of whiskey.  
 
    “Yes,” I said. I looked back to make sure the door was still in sight. I didn’t want to lose sight of that precious exit. I wanted the option to back out at any moment if I wanted to. I still couldn’t figure out how I ended up in that house. I couldn’t decide if it was my own conscious doing or if it was some sort of demonic possession. I remembered the series of events that led me there, but was I in control?  
 
    “I suppose you probably just want to get right down to business then?” he asked. 
 
    I was silent. My lips parted, but not words came out. Did I open my mouth to protest or was I about to agree? Why couldn’t I pull myself together?  
 
    He walked up to me and gently put his hands on my arms. “Did I already tell you how beautiful you are?” he said, and I honestly couldn’t even remember. It was nice to hear, leaving my heart with a warm buzzing, but that horrible anxiety refused to subside. Was this man just gay and I was a convenient way for him to have gay sex? Or was he actually interested in women, and he thought that I passed the test? His profile was listed as straight, and he reached out to me originally thinking that I was just a woman… So maybe he was really straight. Maybe this was just him exploring his sexuality. Or maybe fucking me was no different than fucking a biological woman in his mind.  
 
    He ran his hands up and down. He had big hands—big enough that his fingers could wrap around my arms. He brought one of those big hands up to my chin and he tilted up my face, so that I was looking into his big eyes. He had an even stubble beard, and his lips appeared to be a little bit dry. He wanted to kiss me, but I didn’t want him to kiss me. I knew the kiss wouldn’t feel right. I knew his lips wouldn’t feel like a woman’s, even if I closed my eyes and tried to picture a woman in my mind. I knew I would feel that stubble—and I was terrified that I would like it.  
 
    He leaned forward, slowly closing his eyes. I shut my eyes and took a deep breath, as if I was about to be plunged into water. I felt his nose nestle up to mine, and then I felt his lips press against mine. He kissed. I hesitated and then I kissed back, worried he would get angry if I didn’t. And I was right—it felt strange and unnatural. I’d kissed many women before, and this was nothing like that. He was in complete control. He even managed to open my mouth with a subtle move of his lips, and then his tongue was touching mine. I was frozen stiff, but he didn’t seem to mind. His hands moved from my arms to my sides. He moved those hands up and down and it wasn’t long before he was cupping my breasts. He squeezed, and I have to admit that it felt kind of nice—though that terror continued to linger in my gut.  
 
    It was a minute later when he leaned back and stared into my eyes. “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked. 
 
    I wasn’t able to reply, still frozen with confusion and fear. I didn’t know what I wanted. I knew that I didn’t want to lose my sanity, but I was afraid it was too late for that. I knew that I didn’t want to live the rest of my life knowing that I once let a man fuck me in the ass, but at the same time: I was still standing there, still allowing him to kiss me and fondle my body. I still had freewill. I could still turn around and leave that house at any moment, but I was just standing there. So maybe I did want it. Maybe that tingling in my stomach was actually excitement and not terror at all. 
 
    “I think so,” I managed to say.  
 
    He smiled. He took one of my hands with both of his hands. My hand looked so tiny compared to his. My whole body felt tiny as I stood before him. He pressed that hand to his chest. His chest was hard and thick with muscles. I couldn’t decide if I was slightly turned on or if he was pushing me closer towards that door that was still in my peripheral vision. He slid my hand down his rolling abs, across his pelvis, and onto the bulge between his thighs. He pressed my hand down hard, as if it would give my mind some assurance. I could feel his cock swelling and hardening. He was big—certainly much bigger than me, even before the pills started to shrink my manhood. I let a little whimper slip out from my lips. He smiled big. Then he leaned in and started kissing my neck. 
 
    He was no longer holding my hand between his legs, but I wasn’t pulling away. I kept my hand there, and I even started to gently massage that growing bulge. My heart pounded with excitement—he was growing for me! I was turning him on. And soon, he would be having an orgasm for me.  
 
    I found myself pulling away his belt and unzipping his fly. Then, after a blurry moment, his erection was in my hands. I could fit two whole hands around his long rod, and there was still room for a third if I’d had one. I started to pump it, watching his foreskin move back and forth. Then I felt pressure on my shoulders. He was pushing me down to my knees. I resisted for a moment, but my resistance wasn’t real and I knew it—he knew it too. I fell to my knees, and it was only a second before that throbbing erection was in my mouth. I sucked and bobbed my head and in that moment, I felt more like a woman than ever before.  
 
    I pulled my head back and watched his cock slap up against his abdomen. I looked up and realized he didn’t have a shirt on. He must have taken it off while I was sucking away. And it was an impressive sight: all of his muscles glistening with a touch of sweat: the sweat of excitement. A glob of saliva trickled down his shaft, onto his ball sack. He took his rod in his hand and he pressed it down against my forehead, as if to tease me with it. My heart skipped a beat as I realized just how big it was. It was almost too big to fit in my mouth—how the hell was I going to get it into my asshole? 
 
    I didn’t get too much time to worry about it. He pulled me up to my feet and he spun me around and bent me over his leather sofa. I took a deep breath and could feel my body shaking as my heart pounded into that Italian leather. He flipped up the skirt of my dress and then he tugged down my panties. He pushed one of his big hands between my legs and took a quick feel of my cock and balls. Then he spread my cheeks wide. “Look at that beautiful hole,” he said, his voice suddenly deeper than ever. He took a step forward and then he slapped his hard cock between my cheeks. He grinded himself up and down, using my own saliva to lubricate my little opening. “Fuck, you’re so sexy,” he said through clenched teeth. Then I felt his tip pressing against my hole. I knew it was going to hurt—at least at first. I just had to keep it together. It would all be over in a few minutes—ten at most. He couldn’t do any permanent damage—could he?  
 
    He didn’t ask me if I was ready. He didn’t even wait for me to calm down before he pushed himself inside of me: half of his cock at once, with no regard for my well-being. And I was right: it hurt. I gasped and then I bit down on his sofa, hoping it would stop me from screaming out loud; and it did. He let a long elated sigh out and then he started to push in further. He was already further in than Martha’s vibrator, and he still had a few inches to go. I dug my nails into the same leather cushion that I was biting. I clenched hard, but that didn’t stop him from powering through. He didn’t care for my discomfort, and that’s exactly what I wanted. I wanted him to use me like a little sex doll. I wanted him to pump me ruthlessly. I wanted him to fill me with his hot load. I wanted to feel it inside of me, and I wanted to feel it pouring down my legs.  
 
    He groaned as I clenched hard. I was surprised that I wasn’t cutting off circulation to his cock. He stayed rock-hard as he went deeper and deeper. I felt his large erection squashing my prostate, making my legs tremble. I still managed not to scream.  
 
    My own cock was suddenly rock hard and drooling warm pre-cum. I stared down at it, and could see Ken’s large ball sack swaying gently from side to side between my legs. He had his whole cock inside of me now: all nine inches of it, nearly pressing up against my sternum. I swear I could feel it in my belly, trying to push out the front of my stomach. It still hurt, but it felt amazing at the same time. I wasn’t sure what to do. I couldn’t move but I didn’t want to move. I nestled my butt back into his soft mane of pubic hair as he slapped my ass hard, leaving red handprints. Then he started to pump me.  
 
    “Oh God!” I screamed, suddenly losing all of the control I’d been trying so hard to hold onto. I gripped the couch tighter, and I nearly toppled over in my tiny heels. My heels even slid around on his slick marble floor, but I still managed to stay on my feet. “Oh God, it feels so good!” I groaned before biting the couch again. 
 
    I felt so embarrassed and humiliated. I was being fucked by a man—a complete stranger. I didn’t even know if his name really was Ken. It probably wasn’t. But I didn’t care. I just wanted more of his cock. I wanted to have more of him inside of me.  
 
    He pumped faster and harder. His slicked back hair was now rustled onto his forehead. Beads of sweat were rolling down his face and his hard muscles. His thick fingertips were holding me firmly in place. “Take it, slut,” he said. I loved the sound of him calling me a slut. I loved being a slut. I didn’t want the moment to end—but the end was inevitable. 
 
    I had no idea how long he fucked me for. It could have been an hour; it could have been one minute. I blanked out in my state of euphoria. I’m pretty sure my eyes even rolled into the back of my head. Once I came back to reality, the euphoria was too intense to handle. I screamed and shuddered and then I noticed the back of his couch was covered in my cum. He grunted and pushed in hard, and then I felt his hot load filling me up deep. “Shit!” I screamed. I was worried his huge load was going to make my insides burst. I’m not sure how they remained intact. He pulled out quickly and stumbled back, and I remained slumped over his couch. I stayed there while I felt that cum rolling through me and then out of me. It was a strangely pleasant feeling. I couldn’t believe I’d actually gone through with it.  
 
    And I was excited when I left and I felt no guilt or regret. In fact, I couldn’t stop thinking about the quick romp with Ken. I even masturbated to the thought of it later that night, with a cucumber shoved deep in my ass. I even found myself wondering if it had actually happened, or if it was a dream.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It was early the next morning when someone knocked on my door. I pulled myself out of bed and then I started towards the door. But I stopped as I caught a glimpse of myself in a glass reflection. I was still wearing my wig and makeup, and I was still dressed in skimpy lingerie. “Give me a minute!” I called out, rushing into the bathroom to quickly clean myself up. I washed my face, pulled off my wig, and then I threw a towel around my naked body. The person knocked at my door again. “Just ten more seconds!” I called out. I scrubbed my face again, getting the last of the mascara out from my eyelashes.  
 
    Then I answered the door and saw my mysterious drug rep standing in my doorway. “Seth—nice to see you again,” he said. He looked me up and down with a curious look. “I have to ask—have you been taking those pills I gave to you?”  
 
    “I have—and they work,” I said. “I haven’t heard any ringing since I took the first pill. It’s a miracle.”  
 
    “And what about the side-effects. We’ve given the drug to sixty people now, and only a handful of them are still taking the drug. And they’ve all experienced… well—maybe you can tell me.” He looked down my body carefully, as if to check to see how my body had changed. His gaze stopped on my chest for a moment, which was only covered by a large towel.  
 
    I bit down on my bottom lip. “I don’t mind the changes,” I said. “In fact, the tinnitus being gone is kind of just a bonus, if you know what I mean.”  
 
    He nodded his head slowly. “Yes, that’s the same thing the other testers said—the ones who are still taking the drug. I suppose you’ve noticed the reduced size of your… you know.”  
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “And you don’t mind? What about the development of your… you know?” He looked at my chest.  
 
    “They’re coming along nicely,” I said, feeling my cheeks turning red.  
 
    He laughed nervously. “Yes, well, I thought you would be a good candidate. You certainly had the same features that the others have—the smaller build, the softer facial features. I’m glad to hear that the side-effects haven’t been too… jarring.”  
 
    “They were jarring at first. I don’t think I would have taken the first dose had you told me what it would do—but I’m glad I took it.”  
 
    “So you want to continue the trial?” he asked. I noticed he was holding a box. “It’s the same drug, but a bit stronger. You might notice the changes will happen faster now.”  
 
    I wanted to grab that box out from his hands. I couldn’t wait to start on the stronger drug. I couldn’t wait to see what was next in my sissy journey. And I couldn’t wait to feel another thick cock buried deep in my asshole.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ADULT FILM STAR 
 
    Luke needs money and he needs it fast. He goes through every job listing, but nobody is hiring. He’s so desperate that he ends up replying to an ad looking for men for an adult film. It’s an easy two hundred bucks, and they even let Luke wear a mask. 
 
    But Luke was so desperate for quick cash that he didn’t notice the part of the ad that mentioned he would be performing with a beautiful woman with an extra appendage.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It’s amazing what people will do for money. Luke always knew that there was a price for everything—he knew that people were lying when they said things like, “I wouldn’t do that for any amount of money!” Everyone has his or her price. Luke just thought that his price would be more than it was.  
 
    And maybe it would have been if he weren’t so desperate. In the span of a week, he managed to lose his job, total his car, and drop his wallet somewhere on the street on his way home from the bank, after taking out half of his account so he could pay his rent. To call that week lousy would have been a grave understatement.  
 
    “What do you mean, you dropped the money?” asked Luke’s landlord. “I don’t care if you dropped it or if a unicorn stole it from you while you were hanging upside down off of an airplane. I need that money by tonight or you’re out. Simple as that.” Luke went up and down the streets trying to find that wallet, but it was gone. Who wouldn’t grab a wallet packed tight with cash?  
 
    So Luke went back to the bank and he took out the last of his bank account. At least he would be getting his final paycheque in a few days—that would be enough to cover the cost of a few bills and some groceries. Until then, he was going to have to live off of whatever he had in his pantry: a bag of noodles, some soy sauce, a packet of hollandaise sauce (which was probably expired), and about a cup of rice. His stomach gurgled as he stared at the mostly empty pantry. “It could be worse,” he told himself. But he wasn’t sure how exactly it could be worse. Soon, he would be living on the street, begging for change. At least the winter was over. At least he wouldn’t die from the cold out on the streets, unless he failed to find a new job before the next winter started back up again.  
 
    He fired off about thirty resumes that night, expecting to have at least one job interview lined up by the morning. But he woke up to an empty e-mail inbox. No one was hiring. He stared at that empty e-mail inbox for ten minutes before migrating over to his couch so he could plant his face into a pillow. He screamed and then he felt tears forming in his eyes. He held those tears back. “You’re stronger than this,” he told himself. It was just a bad week—and every bad week comes to an end eventually. He forced a smile—maybe this was the start of an opportunity. He was being given the chance at a fresh start. He could pick a new career, move to a new city, maybe even start that business he always dreamed of starting… But all of those things need at least a bit of start-up cash. How could he start a new career if he couldn’t afford a new education? How could he move to a new city if he couldn’t even afford a suitcase, never mind a bus ticket? How could he start a company if he couldn’t even afford to incorporate?  
 
    He found himself back on his computer, searching through job postings. But there was nothing new—nothing he hadn’t already applied for. So he tried looking elsewhere. There was a whole section of gigs—temporary employment, but at least it was something. Maybe he could help someone build a fence. Maybe he could paint some old lady’s house. He scrolled through the listings and started replying. But people were quick to reply: “Sorry, the position’s already been filled.” Luke even found some posts looking for actors. He’d never acted before, but how hard could it be? “Sorry, we’ve already got our guy. Thanks for applying though,” was a reply he was becoming painfully used to seeing.  
 
    And then, after an hour of desperate searching, he found an ad that made his stomach turn. “$200.00. Adult film actor. Must be comfortable naked. Must be clean. Must be comfortable with sex.” Luke hated the fact that he wasn’t closing that window. He hated that his cursor was now hovering over the reply button. Just how badly did he need two hundred bucks?  
 
    He replied to the posting, half-hoping he would be told the position was already filled. But instead, he got a quick reply from the poster. “Can you send me a scan of your latest swab report from your doctor? We just need you for a simple bukkake scene: you and nine other guys will come on this chick. She might suck you, she might let you fuck her—we’ll see how’s she’s feeling on the day. Oh, and if you want, you can have your face covered. No one will be looking at your face anyway. Get me that swab report and I’ll give you the time and address.”  
 
    Luke’s stomach rumbled as he re-read the message. He wasn’t sure he would even be able to come on camera, never mind get hard. But what if he could? If his face was covered, it’s not like anyone would recognize him, right? He did really need that two hundred bucks… 
 
    So he went down to the nearby walk-in clinic. “What are you here for?” the woman at the front desk asked.  
 
    He cleared his throat and forced a smile. “Just want to get checked for… you know—STIs, or whatever.” He felt his cheeks turning red. 
 
    “Do you believe you have an STI?” the woman asked, raising a brow. Her voice was louder than Luke would have liked.  
 
    “No, of course not. I just want to make sure. Better safe than sorry, you know?” He forced a little laugh as a cold sweat began to tickle the back of his neck.  
 
    They got him into a room. The doctor was thankfully a female. She asked him to drop his pants, and then she went ahead with her inspection. She gently lifted up his cock and inspected his shaft. Then she ran her fingers over his testicles before taking a Q-tip to swab the tip of his penis. She spent a little bit too much time holding up his shaft. He was worried he was about to get an erection from the gentle stimulation of the Q-tip. He was relieved when she finally let his cock rest and said, “That’s all.” He put his cock away before it got noticeably bigger.  
 
    “Great,” he said, springing to his feet. “When will we get the results?” 
 
    “No later than tomorrow morning,” she said. But it was only a few hours later when Luke got a call from a woman at the clinic saying, “There was nothing wrong with your swab.” 
 
    “Can I get a copy of that report?” Luke asked. 
 
    There was a silence on the other end. “For what?” the woman asked. 
 
    “Just for my own peace of mind,” Luke said.  
 
    Then there was another long silence. “I’ll have that sent over,” she said. Luke felt like a complete idiot. He could never go to that clinic again. Everyone there probably thought he was some gay prostitute or something—or some guy who barebacked a gay prostitute. Though the reality wasn’t much better. He needed the report so he could star in an adult film. He needed the report so that he could get hard on camera and then come on some poor stranger.  
 
    His stomach turned again as he opened up his e-mail, so he could send the swab report to the adult film producer. 
 
    “You’re just in time. Shoot starts in an hour. Address is 22 Hazel Street, in the South. Money will be handed out after the shoot. Got it?”  
 
    Luke looked up the address. It was about an hour away, so Luke had to get moving. He sprayed himself with a little bit of cologne before slipping out his front door. And then his heart didn’t stop pounding until he was standing outside of the house with the ‘22’ on its front door. It was just a quaint bungalow in a quiet neighbourhood. There were kids playing down the street and a man mowing his grass just two houses down. The man looked over at Luke, and Luke looked away quickly, worried he was standing in front of a house with a bad reputation.  
 
    He knew he could still turn back. He wasn’t locked into anything. It’s not like the porn producer had his social insurance number. It’s not like Luke would be ruining any future job prospects by running away. But he just couldn’t say no to the money. 
 
    What if it had been one hundred dollars? Would he have done it then? Probably not. What about one-fifty? Probably not. But two hundred seemed like a lot of money. It was one third of his rent for the next month. It was about a month’s worth of groceries. It was his phone bill, Internet bill, and heating bill combined. It was enough money for two nice dates with a woman—not that he had a woman to take out on a date. Luke’s price was two hundred dollars. 
 
    So he stepped up to the door and he rang the bell. His heart suddenly fell into his stomach and his joints became stiff. He bit down on his tongue and whispered to himself, “What the hell went wrong?” Just one week before, his life had been looking so bright. He actually thought that his boss was calling him into his office to give him a raise. And now, he was waiting to be let into a house so that he could jerk off on some poor girl so that he could buy groceries for a month.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    The blinds were closed and bright LED lights had been set up around the room. The air in the house was damp and warm. There was at least ten men standing in that living room, but no one was talking to one another. A table of food had been set up in the corner, but no one was touching it. Everyone was too nervous to eat.  
 
    The man who let Luke in was holding a clipboard. He didn’t say hello; he just said, “Name?”  
 
    “Luke.” He didn’t want to give his full name, though he had no reason to withhold it. It’s not like there was going to be a credit scroll at the end of the naughty film.  
 
    Luke noticed the pile of black bandanas on the food table. At first he thought they were napkins, then he noticed the men were wearing them over their mouths. So Luke meandered over to the table and he picked one up. He put down his glasses and then he tied the bandana around his mouth and hoped that it was enough to hide his identity. He couldn’t see very well without his glasses, but at least his friends wouldn’t recognize him without glasses on. But now he was regretting the tattoo he got on his arm three years ago: a bird wearing an army helmet. His friends would surely recognize the tattoo—but would his friends even see the video? Luke wanted to ask the producer what kind of audience would see this film, but he was too afraid to speak. So he just backed up against the wall like all of the other guys in the room. 
 
    Luke wasn’t the last to arrive. Two more guys showed up after him. They gave their names and then they became silent, covering their faces and hiding against the wall, behind the row of lights. The producer left the room for a minute and then he came back, still holding his clipboard. “Okay, everyone. Let’s get undressed. You can put your clothes against this back wall. We want lots of moaning and grunting. If she touches your dick, pretend to like it. Ham it up for the cameras. Don’t just stand there like a post while she diddles you. Same goes for if she sucks you. Same goes for if she lets you fuck her. If you come right away, don’t just stop. Keep stroking your dick until you’re hard again. I know that it might be uncomfortable, but we want it to look like the room’s full.” He checked his watch, as if he was on a tight schedule. But none of the guys in the room appeared to be in any sort of rush. Was the actress in a rush? Did she have other porno shoots to get to?  
 
    “Okay, here she comes. Let’s get that camera rolling, please!” Luke didn’t even notice the cameraman standing in the corner. He lifted up his camera rig and then pressed a button, making a red light turn on. Luke looked around and realized he was the only one who wasn’t naked. The other guys had taken off their clothes quickly and without hesitation. Maybe this wasn’t their first time. Maybe they’d bukkaked lots of girls before.  
 
    Luke quickly undressed. As he was fumbling out of his pants, he noticed the blonde beauty out of the corner of his eye. She was wearing nothing but a black lacy teddy and a tall pair of black heels. She walked into the middle of the room with a big, confident smile on her face. The crowd of naked men quickly surrounded her. Everyone who could reach her was suddenly touching her, feeling her skin, squeezing her tits. One man even went right for her pussy, running his fingers up and down her slit. One guy went in for a kiss and he got it. Certainly these weren’t all first-timers like Luke. If they could walk up and feel a girl up without any hesitation—then this wasn’t their first rodeo.  
 
    Luke’s legs began to tremble. He looked down and realized he was much paler than the other guys. He also wasn’t quite as buff—though there were a few skinny dudes in the crowd.  
 
    “C’mon, buddy. Get in there. We aren’t paying you to watch,” said the producer as he gave Luke a shove. Luke stumbled towards the naked men. He nearly touched a man on the ass by accident, but he managed to pull his hand away. He was uncomfortably close to many cocks—some of which were already starting to look hard. He’d never seen another man’s erect penis before—not in real life. His heart was pounding. At least his face was covered. At least this would all be over in no more than an hour. “Get in there!” the producer hushed from behind Luke’s back. But there was no opening. So Luke had to awkwardly pry himself between two buff naked men. 
 
    And then he found himself staring into the eyes of the blonde. She was beautiful—overwhelmingly beautiful. She had plump, juicy lips, and big, stunning eyes, complete with dark mascara and thick eyeliner. She grinned. Luke let a whimper slip out from his lips. He was suddenly frozen, too afraid to do anything. He knew he was expected to reach out and touch her, but that went against everything he’d ever been taught: don’t touch girls inappropriately.  
 
    But he could already feel the frustration of the producer standing a few paces behind him. So he awkwardly reached out for the woman’s arm. But she turned suddenly, and Luke’s hand landed on her breast. He froze for a moment and tried not to tremble on camera. Her hand came up and pressed against his, making him squeeze her tit. She had stiff tits—definitely implants—but they were still warm and her skin was soft. She looked into his eyes again with another grin, making his heart stutter. Luke was touching a naked woman and he didn’t even know her name.  
 
    Then, her hand slipped off of his and moved downwards. He watched her fingers as they slipped around his flaccid cock and began to massage him. He gasped again. She knew how to massage a dick, centering her attention on his tip, gently rubbing as he got harder and harder. He bit down on his bottom lip. He was happy that he was getting hard, but humiliated that he was getting hard in a room full of strangers, with a camera pointed in his direction. He looked for that camera now, and saw it across from him, pointed right down at his cock. It was only a few seconds before the woman let go of his cock and grabbed another from her selection. Luke’s heart stuttered again.  
 
    Luke felt humiliated. Every time he noticed that camera, he tried to cover his tattoo. But he knew it was already too late. That tattoo had certainly already made it into many shots. Was this worth two hundred bucks? And what about when guys started coming? What if some guy accidentally got cum on Luke? He tried not to think about it. The act was already well underway, and it would all be over soon.  
 
    One of the men dropped down to his knees. He buried his face between the woman’s thighs and started licking her through her lingerie. She grabbed his head and pulled him in tight. Another man got down on his knees behind the woman and buried his face between her ass cheeks.  
 
    “Jerk your fucking cock!” the producer hushed in Luke’s direction. Luke looked around and saw that the other guys were all jerking themselves off, getting themselves closer to orgasm. Luke had to bite down hard on his tongue to gather the will to reach down and stroke himself. He tried to think if he’d ever done anything this humiliating before. But nothing came close to masturbating on camera with a group of strangers.  
 
    He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He’d already come this far. He could tough out the next thirty minutes or so. He really did need the money, after all. So he kept jerking. And somehow, he managed to get himself hard. Maybe it was just the stimulation. Maybe it was the sight of the beautiful blonde. But it definitely wasn’t the thought of coming with a group of horny strangers.  
 
    When Luke opened his eyes, he saw something that made his heart stop for a moment. The man on his knees in front of the actress was now licking a long, curved cock, and that cock belonged to the blonde beauty. She was a man—a tranny, a shemale, a trap—whatever you want to call her. Luke froze, stopping his hand from pumping. He felt a cold shiver jolting down his legs and he nearly stumbled over.  
 
    “Okay, let’s keep things moving, everyone!” the producer shouted. “People want to see cum—let’s give them cum!”  
 
    So the blonde got down onto her back. Two men sunk down and hovered their erect penises next to the tranny’s mouth. She grabbed both and mashed the tips together before sticking out her tongue to get the shafts nice and wet. Another man got down between her legs. He lifted up her knees and then he spread her cheeks, exposing her tight asshole beneath her ball sack. No one seemed to be put off by the fact the blonde was really a man. Maybe they’d all gotten the memo. Maybe it was written in the ad and Luke just didn’t notice it.  
 
    “C’mon, man. I’m not going to tell you again,” hushed the producer. He walked up and gave Luke a shove, making him stumble forward, towards the action, towards the ten erect cocks. Luke wasn’t sure what to do. He kept going through the motion of jerking off, but he could feel that he was losing his erection. He’d definitely lost his arousal. But he couldn’t lose that two hundred bucks—not after coming this far. He’d touched her breasts, and she’d massaged his cock—a tranny had massaged his cock. He shuddered and tried to catch his breath.  
 
    “Do something, man. Go and fuck her tits or something,” the producer said, while all of the other guys took turns getting their dicks sucked. The man between her legs hadn’t moved. He was still carefully trying to mash his erection up into her asshole with one hand while playing with her cock with the other.  
 
    Luke moved in. He carefully stepped over the blonde shemale and sunk down, so his ass was on her abdomen. He felt so filthy and so depraved. He closed his eyes and wished that he had a time machine, so he could go back and avoid this terrible situation. Then he opened his eyes and looked down at the trap’s tits. He slapped his cock down between them and then he pushed them together. He started pulling them back and forth, making them massage the length of his rod. And now, she was staring into his eyes with that grin on her face.  
 
    He tried to take another deep breath. His mind was spinning with confusion. He knew she was a biological male—he knew she had a cock, even though he couldn’t see it now. But that face really did look feminine. And those tits might have felt fake, but they looked shockingly real. And even though they were fake, they still felt nice as they stimulated the length of his cock. He was getting hard again, but now he wasn’t sure that’s what he wanted.  
 
    It dawned on him that he was in a room with ten other guys, and no women. He was having an orgy with a bunch of dudes. This definitely wasn’t worth two hundred bucks. So why wasn’t he leaving? Why was he still there? Why was his cock so hard?  
 
    “Okay guys, switch it up. Don’t let it get boring for the audience,” said the producer. So everyone stood up. Luke found himself back on his feet, with his cock in his hand, like the other guys. Everyone moved in to a new spot. Luke purposely delayed, so that all of the openings would be taken before he could get one. He was happy standing on the sidelines, jerking himself off, even though it was the most humiliating thing he’d ever done. He watched as the blonde sucked cock after cock, and he watched as men took turns plugging her hole.  
 
    Then he watched as one man stuck his cock inside of her and started pumping. His face was starting to turn red. He groaned and then the blonde gasped. The man pulled out just as his cock was releasing a blast of cum onto her abdomen. “Fuck, I’m sorry,” he groaned. Luke didn’t know why the man was saying sorry. Wasn’t the whole point to come on her? Then he noticed the cum billowing out of her asshole. He didn’t just come on her—he came in her, too.  
 
    And then Luke got another shove. “Get in there, man. You want to get paid, right?” 
 
    Luke’s body was cold and tense. There was only one opening: between her legs. And that cum was still there, oozing out from her asshole. Was he expected to put his cock in there? Was he expected to have his cock covered in some stranger’s warm load?  
 
    He sunk down slowly. His stomach was sick as he thought about sticking his cock in, but the thought of leaving empty handed was worse at this point. So he aimed his tip at that hole, closed his eyes, and pushed in. There wasn’t much resistance: she was stretched out and now she was well lubricated with another man’s semen. It felt weird: sticky and slick and warm. Luke tried to pretend like he was pushing his cock into a vagina, and the slime was just her pussy juice (though it was so much thicker). He reached down and grabbed her hips—at least those felt feminine—and then he started to pump.  
 
    Luke hated how good it felt. He hated how a strong euphoria started to swell inside of him. He hated how badly he wanted to look at the blonde’s tits as they bounced up and down. This should have been nothing but repulsive, so why was he enjoying it all of a sudden?  
 
    He watched as two men simultaneously came on her face. Then, ten seconds later, another man came on her chest. His first blast nearly got Luke, reaching as far down as her pelvis. He was surprised when she reached down and slicked the cumshot up her shaft and started to pump herself.  
 
    “Fuck,” Luke said. “I’m going to come.” He wasn’t sure why he said it—no one else announced themselves. 
 
    “Me too,” said the blonde, looking down at Luke. “Let’s come together. Press your cock against mine.”  
 
    “Yes—great idea!” shouted the producer. “Get your dicks together. C’mon now.”  
 
    And Luke felt like he had no choice. He pulled his cum-slicked cock out from the blonde’s asshole and then he moved up and pressed it against her cum-slicked cock. She took both of the cocks and started to pump them together. Luke closed his eyes and tried to push back his humiliation. Everything about the moment was horrible: his cock was pressed against another cock, and both cocks were covered in the cum of two other men. He was surely going to need to undergo another STI test after this…  
 
    “Oh fuck!” the blonde groaned. She tilted her head back and then Luke watched as cum shot out of her cock and straight into the air. It landed back Luke’s tip. It was warm and gooey, and it melted down his shaft and then between her fingers. The sight was all Luke could handle. He groaned and then he began to unload, firing blast after blast onto the beauty’s already cum covered body.  
 
    “Are you getting this? Look at all that cum!” the producer said to the camera operator. The camera operator swooped in and made sure to get Luke’s seemingly never-ending cumshot on film. And now he felt even more humiliated than ever. It was embarrassing that he actually participated in such a perverted event—but to actually come as well? Did that mean that he liked it? Did that mean that he was just as depraved as the other participants?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    The set became dead silent when the filming was finished. No one said anything to anyone else, and the blonde tranny went off into another room to get cleaned up—probably to the bathroom to take a shower. She was covered from head to toe in cum: the cum of ten guys, and some guys even came twice, which Luke thought was strangely impressive.  
 
    “Great shoot everyone,” the producer said as he went to retrieve a little metal box. In the box were little bundles of twenty-dollar bills. Everyone lined up quickly as if they’d been through the routine many times before. Luke got in the line as well. When Luke got to the front, the producer handed him his wad. “You’ve got my e-mail if you want to do this again,” he said. “We have a shoot like this every week. And there are other shoots too, if you’re interested. If you can come like that consistently, you can probably make quite a bit of money.”  
 
    Luke opened his mouth to reply, but the humiliation clogged his throat. He was about to turn away when he noticed a wad of cash inside of the box. The paper strip holding it together had ‘Elle’ written on it. It was a thick wad of fifty-dollar-bills. Was Elle the blonde tranny?  
 
    “What are you staring at?” the producer asked. 
 
    “Nothing,” Luke said, looking away quickly. That wad probably had two thousand dollars in it—maybe more. And maybe she deserved it after the gross hour she’d just endured.  
 
    Luke took off, excited to get home to take a shower of his own. He could feel the cum drying on his cock: his own cum, the tranny’s cum, and the cum of two other men. He was just praying that he hadn’t contracted some sort of disease. He got to the bus stop and then he tried to read the sign with the bus times on it. But even straining, he couldn’t read the sign without his glasses. He reached into his pocket and realized his glasses weren’t there. 
 
    “Shit,” he muttered, realizing he’d left his glasses in the house. So he turned around and went back to retrieve them. But he stopped a block short of that suburban set. He didn’t want to go inside. He didn’t want to see those faces again. He didn’t want to look into that man’s eyes—the man who watched him fuck a tranny before coming all over her cock. He didn’t want the reminder. But those glasses were worth nearly two hundred bucks, so he couldn’t just leave them behind unless he wanted to make this embarrassing experience a complete waste of time. So he walked up to the door and reluctantly pressed the doorbell.  
 
    It was a minute before the door opened. Luke was expecting the producer, but instead he got the blonde, who was now clad in a pink housecoat and matching pink slippers. She looked right into Luke’s eyes and smiled. “Hey again,” she said. And Luke was rendered frozen. She hadn’t seen his whole face until that moment, yet she still managed to recognize him.  
 
    Luke stuttered before saying, “Hi.” But he’d suddenly forgotten what he came back for. He found himself looking at the blonde tranny, wondering how it was possible that she was a tranny at all. She didn’t look like a tranny, especially with her cock hidden behind that pink housecoat. But even with her makeup washed off and her hair wet and un-styled, she still looked like a lady. And in a way, that was relieving. At least she looked like a real girl. At least Luke could rest easy knowing that he fucked a convincing trap and not some broad-shouldered drag queen. 
 
    “Can I help you with something?” she said. 
 
    Luke thought for a moment, snapping himself out from his daze. “My glasses—I left my glasses here,” he said. And he could see them, still sitting on that back table with the food spread that no one touched.  
 
    The blonde opened the door wide. “Sure. Come on in,” she said with a cute smile. She watched as Luke walked through the house. He grabbed the glasses and headed straight back for the door. “Today was fun,” she said, bringing him to a frozen stop.  
 
    “What?” he said. 
 
    “I said, today was fun,” she said. But he’d heard her the first time.  
 
    “Oh. Yeah, it was,” Luke said, forcing a smile. Now he wasn’t sure what to do. He wanted to leave, but he felt like that would be rude—or was it rude to stand in the middle of that living room. Whose living room was it? Was it her living room? Was it the producer’s living room? Where was that producer now?  
 
    Luke felt like he needed to say something so that the silence would become too overwhelming. So he said the first thing that came to his mind. “They paid you well for that?” he asked. And he immediately realized how rude the question was. 
 
    She laughed. “Pretty well. I got three grand for this shoot, which is a bit less than what I usually make. But I like working for these guys. They do good work, and the sets are always professional.”  
 
    Luke found himself nodding his head slowly. All he heard was ‘three grand’. He couldn’t believe that number. Three thousand dollars for less than an hour of work? Luke couldn’t even imagine making three grand. That was enough to live for almost three whole months, as far as he was concerned.  
 
    “Well you deserve it,” he said, forcing a smile as he slipped his glasses into his pocket. He thought about putting his glasses on, but he didn’t want her to see him as he usually was.  
 
    “Thanks. You’re so sweet,” she said, leaning forward and kissing him on the cheek. He became tense, like a teenager getting his first kiss, even though he’d already had his cock inside of her asshole—and much more than that. “We should do a shoot together sometime—just me and you. What’s your name?”  
 
    Luke hesitated. He thought about giving her a fake name, so that the embarrassment would be lessened. But he didn’t want to be rude. He knew that if he gave her a fake name, she might go to the producer and then find out the name was fake, and then she might be offended. So he gave her his real name, and then he said, “I need to get going.” He turned around and got out of that house. Once he was around the corner, he started running, so he could get as far away as possible—even though he knew it made no difference how quickly he got away from the house. It was already too late. He’d already gone through with the shooting of the film, and soon that film would be online for everyone in the world to see. His own friends could find that video with a few clicks, and then they could watch as Luke rubbed his cock against a transgender woman’s cock.  
 
    He pulled that small wad of money out from his pocket and stared at it. Was it worth it? Did he really need that money? And if it were worth it, would it be worth it to do it again? That producer did say they did a shoot every week…  
 
    He stuffed the money back into his pocket and he shook off the tingling idea. It wasn’t worth the money. Now, he would be stuck with that depraved memory for the rest of his life, just so he could pay a few bills.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    The next few days were long. He kept looking for employment, but found nothing. And then, once he’d gone through every single job posting, he found himself scouring the Internet for that video. He had no idea how long it took to process a pornographic movie, but he couldn’t imagine it took long. The camera never cut while filming—it was just a single, long take, which would require no editing. He couldn’t help but think that it was already out there, already being watched by his friends, and he had no idea how to find it himself. 
 
    And worse, his friends would never tell his that they watched it, because by telling him, they would be admitting to watching trap porn. So now, every time Luke saw his buddies, he would be overwhelmed by the paranoia that they secretly knew that he’d gone and done a porn film.  
 
    But he kept looking, because he had nothing else to do. He didn’t have enough money to go to the movies or even to play a bit of pool at the billiards hall. He didn’t even have enough money to rent a movie on his Apple TV, so all he could do was search the Internet for that video. He wouldn’t have been able to focus on a movie or a game of pool anyway, knowing that video could be circulating around the depraved corners of the web.  
 
    He didn’t find the video, but he did stumble upon a video staring that blonde beauty. In the video, she was with a biological woman. First, she ate out the woman’s pussy, and then the woman sucked her cock. Luke fast-forwarded through the video, to the part where the woman put on a big strap-on and fucked the blonde beauty in the ass. The video ended with the blonde coming on the camera lens.  
 
    Then Luke noticed a line under the video window. “See more videos with Elle!” That was the name on the wad of money. It really was her! Luke clicked the link and saw a dozen different videos: some with men, some with women, some with other traps, and some by herself. Luke recognized the living room in a few of the videos. Then he saw a video labelled, “Elle does bukkake!” He clicked it and then his heart stopped. The video opened with the camera over his own shoulder. His tattoo was right there, in the frame, next to Elle’s lingerie-clad body. The sound for the first half of the movie had been replaced with music, probably because the director was shouting at Luke for the whole first half.  
 
    Luke watched the whole video in a state of frozen terror. Even with his face covered, it was always obvious when he was on screen—even when that tattoo couldn’t be seen. But would it be obvious to other people? He looked down and saw that the video already had 400,000 views. It had only been up for twenty hours. How many views would it have by the end of the day? How many views would it have by the end of the month? Surely it was just a matter of time before someone Luke knew saw that video… 
 
    Luke read the comments. He didn’t have to scroll far before someone commented on his massive cumshot. “Did you see how much cum sprayed out of that dude’s dick?” The comment had nine hundred likes. Luke’s stomach turned. Half a million people had now watched a video of Luke rubbing his erection against a trans woman’s erection. This horrible anxiety that was now swirling inside of his stomach was certainly not worth two hundred dollars.  
 
    It was that night when Luke received an e-mail from the producer. “Hi Luke. That was your name? Just to confirm—you were the guy who came half a gallon of cum on my actress, right? Well she’s requested that I reach out to you for a possible shoot. Is that something you’re interested? I could give you a thousand bucks. Shoot shouldn’t take more than an hour or two. Let me know. If you can come like that again, I’ll make it $1,500.”  
 
    And now Luke’s heart was pounding. He didn’t delete the e-mail, but he didn’t reply right away. He had to take an hour to think about it. Was $1,000 his price now? He knew that he had a price, even knowing how humiliating it would be. He knew that by doing another video, he was doubling down on the number of people who might recognize him. But he still needed money. He still had no job prospects. And a thousand bucks is a lot of money—more than high-class escorts get paid.  
 
    So he messaged the producer back. “When and where?”  
 
    “Same place. You free tomorrow? She’s free tomorrow. Let’s do it tomorrow. Say around 11:00 AM. Go get yourself checked tonight and bring the paperwork with you tomorrow.”  
 
    Luke went to his bathroom and he tried to throw up. He couldn’t believe what he was doing, but he just couldn’t resist the money. It was enough money to pay off his credit card. It was enough money to pay for his bills and his rent. It was enough money to survive for another month while he hopelessly replied to every job posting on every job board.  
 
    He looked up nearby clinics, but the only one that was open was the one down by his apartment building—the same one he went to just a few days before. He groaned and then he made his way down. The same people were working. “Hello again,” the woman behind the desk said. “What can we do for you today.”  
 
    Luke’s face was already red before he said, “I need to be tested.” 
 
    “For what this time?” the woman asked. 
 
    He cleared his throat. “The same thing—everything. Just test for everything.” He felt the blood rushing into his cheeks.  
 
    It only took fifteen minutes, but that fifteen minutes seemed to last a lifetime. The same woman doctor inspected his cock and swabbed his tip. Then she looked him in the eyes as if to say, ‘What the hell are you doing with your life?’ And Luke looked down at his feet, as if to say, ‘Throwing it down the toilet.’  
 
    He went home and then he woke up the next morning to a phone call, letting him know that he was clean and good to star in another porno shoot. “Should we e-mail you the results again?” the woman on the phone asked. 
 
    “Yes, please,” Luke said with a defeated voice. But he knew he would feel better as soon as he got his thousand dollars—maybe even fifteen hundred dollars. He printed off his clean swab report, and then he got himself showered up and ready for his tranny sex date, which would be filmed and posted on the Internet for everyone to see.  
 
    The address was the same as before. He got another awkward look from one of the neighbours as he walked up to the door and reached for the doorbell. It took two minutes for the producer to answer the door this time, leaving Luke standing on the doorstep feeling even more exposed and vulnerable than he felt when he was naked and jerking himself off in front of the camera. “Hey, Luke. Come on in,” said the producer. Luke wasn’t sure whether or not he was happy to see that the living room was empty. At least when there were nine other guys, he didn’t feel so alone. Now, all of the pressure was on him. He couldn’t step back and let the other guys take over. He had to be the star of the show now, and he knew that the director wasn’t a fan of cutting.  
 
    “You can start undressed,” the director said. And then he stared at Luke, as if he was waiting for him to get undressed. So Luke carefully pulled off his shirt and started to take off his pants. He noticed the cameraman in the corner, looking his way, and then a woman he didn’t recognize in the other corner, holding a makeup pallet—she must have been the makeup artist.  
 
    Luke had the urge to cover his cock as he slipped his pants down, but he knew there was no point. Everyone in that room was about to see much more than just his cock.  
 
    He looked around the room and saw that there was a table covered in sex toys: vibrators and dildos and Fleshlights. And were those there for Luke to use on her, or were they there for her to use on Luke? Now that the spotlight would be on him, what was expected of him? He thought about asking the producer, but he was too afraid of sounding like an amateur. He didn’t want to give the producer any reason to cancel the shoot, even though that may have been for the best.  
 
    The producer looked down at Luke’s cock. “You need a fluffer?” he asked. “Marina! Come over here. Help Luke get it up so we can start shooting. Elle is ready, right? Almost ready? I don’t want my film opening with a limp dick.”  
 
    The makeup artist put down her pallet of makeup and she walked over. She said nothing as she sunk down to her knees before Luke and grabbed his cock. She started massaging it in the most amazing way, using both of her hands and rolling it as if she was rolling some dough into a long rope. “Is he getting hard yet?” the producer called out from across the room. 
 
    “Yes. He’s almost hard,” she replied in a strangely monotonous voice, as if it was just another part of the job—and it was.  
 
    She had Luke hard in less than thirty seconds, throbbing, and nearly on the verge of coming. He had to ask her to stop. “Sorry. It just—it feels too good.” He felt his whole face turning a dark shade of red.  
 
    She sighed and shook her head. “We may have to shoot the cumshot first!” she called out.  
 
    The producer man sighed. “Too bad. He can hold it. I’m not cutting.” He looked at Luke. “If you come before her, I’m putting her on top. Got it?”  
 
    Luke’s stomach turned. “Got it,” he said. 
 
    “Okay, let’s shoot. Roll the camera. Elle, baby! We’re ready for you!”  
 
    And Luke just stood there in the middle of the room, his heart racing and his head spinning. He couldn’t believe how quickly they pumped these things out. They didn’t screw around and they didn’t waste time. He wondered how many of these they shot in a day. How many other girls were in those other rooms, waiting for men to show up so they could shoot their scenes?  
 
    Elle stepped out in tall heels. She had an intimidating strut, walking with long strides. Today, she was wearing a white dress instead of lingerie. It had no straps—being held up only by her perky fake tits. The skirt of the dress was short, hardly covering her crotch at all. If her cock slipped out from her panties, then it would certainly be hanging down in plain sight—and maybe that’s what the producer was hoping for.  
 
    She didn’t say anything as she put her hands on Luke’s shoulders. She looked into his eyes with a grin, and then she leaned forward and kissed him. He hesitated and then forced himself to kiss back. Her lips were soft, like a woman’s—even though they didn’t technically belong to a woman. Her tongue was wet and warm, and she wasn’t shy sticking it in his mouth, though he was shy allowing it into his mouth.  
 
    Her hands were moving all over him, down his chest, up his arms, around to his ass, and then one hand slipped around his cock. She began to gently stroke. “You’re so hard,” she said.  
 
    Luke cleared his throat. “Just for you,” he said, forcing a grin. He felt so stupid, pretending to be a porn star—even though he now technically was a porn star. He put his hands on her body and started to feel her up and down, eventually moving his hands onto her stiff tits. He squeezed and she let a big, dramatic moan out from her lips. Luke tried not to laugh. Instead, he said, “Oh yeah, baby,” with an overly masculine voice. And now it looked like she was trying not to laugh. 
 
    Were they having fun? Was this just a game to her, and he was only just catching on now?  
 
    “I love your big, hard cock,” she said. “It’s so big.” 
 
    “But whose is bigger,” Luke said with that same fake voice. He reached down, under her skirt, and he fished her cock out from her panties. His heart fluttered and his legs trembled, but he managed to stay in character. Her cock wasn’t hard, so comparing them was useless. Though now he felt the obligation to get her hard, so her wrapped his fingers around her warm girth and he started to pump. She moaned, so he moaned as well, as if he was enjoying it. 
 
    He wasn’t excited to be touching a cock, but he was relieved that she seemed to be having fun in a strangely non-sexual sort of way, as if they were playing a game together. He suddenly felt like there was less pressure to impress her and the cameras. No one was shouting at him, so he must have been doing something right.  
 
    He could feel her cock throbbing as he pulled his hand up and down. He could feel her stiffening and growing. It was a weird feeling, but it wasn’t quite as gross as he’d anticipated. Finally, when she was hard, he pressed her cock against his, for the second time that week. They were about the same size, though hers looked bigger because her body was slightly smaller. “Looks like I win,” she said with a grin. “I guess you have to suck it now.” Before Luke could process what she’d said, she had her hands on his shoulders and she was pushing him down to the ground. He took a deep breath. His lips were now a mere inch away from her towering shaft. He took it carefully and pointed it down. Her foreskin pulled back naturally as she reached her maximum size. Then he froze, afraid to go any further but also afraid to disappoint the eyes that were watching him: the eyes of the producer, the eyes of Elle, the eyes of the camera guy and the makeup artist fluffer—and the eyes of the potential millions that would be watching later on their computers.  
 
    He took another deep breath. He had to do something. He couldn’t just sit there like an idiot!  
 
    Elle helped him out. She took her cock with one hand and then she took his head with the other. She pulled them together, and Luke had no choice but to open his mouth. The cock went in, sliding along his tongue. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine something else—anything else. But the only image in his mind was the image of that throbbing cock. She began to thrust her hips forward, fucking his face as if it belonged to a blow-up sex doll. “Oh, that feels so good. Your mouth is so fucking warm,” she said.  
 
    He could feel her cock throbbing on his tongue. He could even taste the sweet tinge of what he was pretty sure was pre-cum. But it wasn’t as horrible and disgusting as he expected. At least she smelled and looked like a woman. It didn’t seem much different than sucking on her finger or her neck—it was just another part of her body. So he began to suck. She moaned and nestled her fingers into his hair.  
 
    “Now it’s my turn, baby,” she said, using one of her heeled feel to push him onto his back. She looked stunning from down on the floor: standing tall and confident in her heels—even with her dripping erection. The studio lights seemed to be hitting her from behind, making her into a silhouette from Luke’s position on the floor. She almost looked like Wonder Woman, with her toned physique and perky tits. 
 
    She sunk down, onto her hands and knees, and she plunged his cock into her mouth. She sucked with elegance, bobbing her head slowly and wrapping her tongue around his shaft expertly. It felt good. It felt so right and so wrong at the same time—so wrong for so many different reasons. Luke had his eyes closed. He was faking orgasmic sounds, as if he was on the verge of coming, but in reality he wasn’t too far away. He opened his eyes momentarily and saw the lens of the camera, looking right at him, getting that very important reaction shot. His heart stuttered. He knew he was just looking at a piece of glass, but he knew that piece of glass represented potential millions, including his own friends.  
 
    Elle stood back up, putting her hands on Luke’s shoulders and looking into his eyes. She kissed him, giving him a taste of his own cock, and then she spun around and bent over, showing him the perfect curve of her soft ass. He reached down and grabbed her cheeks with both of his hands. He stretched her apart, revealing that puckering hole. He’d been in that hole before, but his heart still pounded ferociously as he stared at it. He wasn’t wearing a mask on his face. There was nothing hiding his identity. It was only a matter of time before someone found that video—once it hit the net, it would be online forever, being watched every single day, every single hour—maybe even every single minute. Some of those porn videos had hundreds of millions of views. And God knows how many sites the video would end up on… 
 
    Luke closed his eyes again. He could still back out. He hadn’t signed any paperwork. Could they even legally post the video without his written consent? Surely if he told them to take it down, they would have no choice—right? But if he backed out, where was he going to get money? He already had dollar signs glowing in his mind—and they were big dollar signs. 
 
    He pressed the tip of his erection up to that puckering hole. Elle moaned; it was a fake moan, but it was still cute. He circled his tip along her rim as the cameraman got in close, getting that camera right up into the action. Luke could feel Elle puckering against his tip, as if she was inviting him in. And he knew that the sooner he did it, the sooner it would all be over with. The camera was hardly ever on him anyway. No one watches the man in the video—especially not in a video where the fetish is dangling between the girl’s legs.  
 
    Luke pressed in. Elle gasped. She was tight. Her anal walls clenched his cock hard for a few seconds before releasing him and allowing him to sink deeper. He wanted to take his time, but he knew the audience didn’t want to watch a man slowly penetrating a tranny. They wanted to watch her getting fucked. They wanted to hear her scream and wonder: ‘how the hell does she do that?’ So he pushed hard, penetrating her completely, making her body tense up with another sharp gasp. “Do you like that?” he asked through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Oh God, it feels so good. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me!”  
 
    So he started to fuck her, thrusting hard and deep. She pushed herself back, pressing her soft bum into his hard pelvis. It was mesmerizing, watching her soft bum squash up against his hard pelvis. She stood up carefully, wobbling slightly in her heels. Luke took his hands and ran them up her naked torso, cupping her firm breasts tightly. She turned her head and looked into his eyes. Then they kissed. 
 
    And Luke couldn’t tell if that kiss was for the camera or if it was for him. If felt real. It felt much different than the squirming tongue kiss they shared just a few minutes earlier. She gently bit his bottom lip, and then she tickled his lip with the tip of her tongue. He pressed his whole cock into her body and held it there for a moment, revelling in that amazing feeling: her anal walls tensing along the length of his shaft. Luke groaned in an attempt to fight away the euphoria. He didn’t want to come yet—he knew what would happen if he came. He knew the producer was looking for a certain runtime, and he knew the producer didn’t care how he got that runtime—whether Luke was inside of Elle or Elle was inside of Luke. 
 
    But Luke couldn’t hold on any longer. He bit down on his tongue and he groaned, and then he pulled out reluctantly. He wanted to come inside of her so badly, but he knew they wanted that cumshot on camera. He grabbed his cock firmly and used his free hand to bend Elle over. “I’m going to come on you,” he said, so the cameraman would know to get in close. But Elle didn’t want to take it on the ass, so she spun around and dropped to her knees, holding up her perky tits.  
 
    The cameraman swooped in and then Luke shuddered as his cock began to unload hot cum all over those fake breasts. He groaned and squirmed and squeezed his shaft tight. He almost didn’t notice Elle opening her mouth and ducking her head to catch a few blasts on her tongue. Though he didn’t notice the cum on her lips when she finally stood back up and kissed him again. He’d never tasted his own cum before. It was slightly off-putting, but not enough to take him out of the moment—and not even enough to stop him from kissing Elle deeply with his tongue.  
 
    She pressed her chest against his while they made out. He felt his own warm cum spreading across his skin. And he could also feel her hard shaft pressing against his abdomen. He knew that shaft only had one destination in mind: his asshole.  
 
    Elle put her hands on his sides and started turning him. She was surprisingly strong—or maybe that wasn’t such a surprise. Luke ended up with his back to Elle. She pressed against his back with the palm of her hand, pushing him into a bent over position. His heart stuttered. He’d never been penetrated before. He knew it would hurt, but he knew it wouldn’t kill him. It probably wouldn’t even leave any sort of permanent damage—but he was still afraid. He was still about to be penetrated by a tranny for many thousands of people to watch.  
 
    He felt her warm tip press up against his hole. He felt her hands pulling his cheeks apart to show the camera. “Look at that little virgin hole,” she said with a grin in her voice. And Luke’s heart stuttered as he wondered how she could tell it was a virgin hole. Would it never look the same after she was finished fucking it? Or was she just saying that for dramatic effect?  
 
    Luke took a deep breath and bit down on his tongue, just in time. She pushed deep inside of him, not even giving him a chance to clench to hold her back. He could feel every inch of her inside of his body, throbbing intensely. She dug her nails gently into the skin of his ass and started to thrust. Luke wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do. He’d never even watched a video of a man being penetrated before. Was he supposed to moan like a girl? Was he supposed to grunt as if he was thrusting? Or was he supposed to squirm and groan as if it hurt, as if her cock was so big it was stretching him beyond his comfort zone? 
 
    He was being stretched, but it didn’t hurt. It didn’t quite feel like anything, aside from a strange internal massage—at least at first. But after a few thrusts in and out, he started to feel something swelling inside of him. A warm buzzing started to tickle his whole genital region, from his asshole to the tip of his cock. “Shit,” he muttered. He clenched hard, but it didn’t stop Elle from thrusting. He could feel every little detail, right down to her throbbing veins. “Oh, fucking shit,” he groaned. He reached out and grabbed firmly onto the edge of the nearby couch. That buzzing was getting stronger and stronger. His legs were starting to tremble as his heart pounded harder.  
 
    It felt so good. He had to bite down hard on his tongue to stop himself from screaming out in pleasure. Being fucked on camera was humiliating enough—actually enjoying it was unacceptable. But the fact was: he was enjoying it. He’d never felt anything like it. How had he gone so long without knowing how amazing being penetrated could feel? How had he never stuck anything up there, just to experiment?  
 
    He could feel Elle’s cock swelling now, getting thicker and harder, getting ready to burst. Her nails dug deeper into his skin and her moaning became louder. “Fuck,” she muttered under her breath. “I’m going to come. I’m going to fucking come.”  
 
    “In his mouth!” hushed the producer—his voice was almost a whisper.  
 
    Elle slammed down hard a few more times, and then she couldn’t take any more. She pulled out, leaving Luke with a lingering elation. His head was spinning and he couldn’t process what was happening.  
 
    “Spin around!” hushed the producer, but the sentence made no sense to him in his state of euphoric confusion. So Elle and the cameraman quickly ran around him and Elle pushed him to the ground. And then she started to come. The first blast hit his closed lips. His winced away, and then he heard, “Open your fucking mouth!” So he hesitantly opened his mouth, and then the warm cum started to fill him up, splashing against his tongue and coating the back of his throat. He gagged but managed to take the rest of her load. “Don’t swallow it! Hold it there!” the producer yelled.  
 
    Elle stepped aside and the cameraman moved in, getting that lens right up to Luke’s face. He held his mouth open, showing the pool of warm whiteness. Then Elle stepped back in, dropped to her knees, and pressed her lips against his. She kissed and managed to suck her own cum into her mouth. She turned and showed it to the camera before spitting it back into Luke’s mouth. “Swallow it, baby,” she said. So he did. “Good boy.” She gave him a little slap on the cheek and then stood up, her semi-erect cock swaying from side to side with a drop of cum dangling off of her tip.  
 
    “And cut! We got it!” the producer called out. He had a big smile on his face. Everyone immediately started wrapping the set up. But Luke just remained on his knees, his mind still swirling with confusion. Did that really just happen? Did he really just enjoy having sex with a tranny?  
 
    Elle walked up and helped him to his feet. “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “Huh?” he said, looking at her slowly, still trapped in his daze. “Me? Um, yeah, I’m fine.” He managed to force a smile.  
 
    “First time, huh? Well you did great,” she said. “I really enjoyed that.”  
 
    “Me too,” he said, and he hated that it was true.  
 
    She looked down at her chest, which was coated with cum. “And look at all of that cum! You’ve got a real gift.” She wiped some of it up with the tip of her finger and then she wiped it on the tip of his nose with a little giggle. “You can shower with me if you want. There’s only the one working shower in the house.”  
 
    Luke followed her to the bathroom, still in his frazzled state. She ran the shower hot and then she got in. “Come on in before the water gets cold.” And then he found himself standing in the shower with her. He couldn’t quite figure out how he’d ended up there. He looked down and watched as the hot water ran off the tip of her long cock. She noticed him staring, so she shook her hips, making her cock slap from thigh to thigh. “Earth to Luke!” she said with another cute giggle.  
 
    He shook his head. “Sorry,” he said, looking away quickly. “I’m just—trying to wrap my head around everything.”  
 
    “It seems weird at first, but it’s really not that weird. It’s just sex,” she said. “You did good—I promise. I’ve done a lot of God-awful scenes that don’t even end up online. This wasn’t one of them.” She passed him the bar of soap. He took it and stared at it. It took him a moment to figure out what he was supposed to do with it. “You know, you’ve got a good body for CD scenes. They would pay you a lot more.”  
 
    “CD scenes?” he asked. 
 
    “Cross-dresser scenes. They would doll you up like a girl. There’s a big market for that kind of thing. Back when I was doing CD scenes, they were paying me four grand per shoot. I make more than that now that I went through the transition—but I bet the going rate’s gone up since then.”  
 
    Luke had to strain to process the information Elle was feeding him. Was she telling him that he could make at least four thousand dollars for doing the same thing but dressed as a woman? And was that level of humiliation worth four grand? At least if he was dressed as a woman, no one would recognize him… Or would they?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Luke now had a couple thousand dollars, which was more than he knew what to do with. He spent most of the next day simply staring at the wad of cash. Whenever the dreadful thought of a friend finding that video came into his head, he just looked at that wad of cash, and the anxiety washed away. He couldn’t help but wonder: maybe money can buy peace and happiness.  
 
    He ordered himself some new bed sheets and then he ordered himself some new dishes for his kitchen. He called an appliance repair company and had a man come out to fix his dishwasher, which hadn’t been running for almost three years. Then he went down to the store and bought groceries: two hundred dollars of groceries, which was more than quadruple what he usually spent. Once he was back in his apartment, he called his cable provider and subscribed to the sports package, so that he could spend the rest of the day watching football.  
 
    He felt spoiled, and he still had well over a thousand dollars in his bank account, which was more than enough to survive another month. He had a big smile on his face that just wouldn’t go away. And he thought it would never go away, but then he remembered that video would soon be online—or maybe it was already online. 
 
    He pulled out his computer and navigated over to Elle’s porn page. There was the video. ‘Elle fucks and gets fucked’ was the title of the movie. It was only thirteen minutes long, and once again, there were no cuts. Luke watched the clip reluctantly. His heart dropped into his stomach every time his face was on the screen. But thankfully, his face only made it on the screen a handful of times, and only for a few seconds at a time. Though his tattoo was often on camera. It wouldn’t take more than a minute for a friend to recognize Luke.  
 
    He could feel his face turning white. He closed down the video and prayed that no one would ever see it. The video already had thousands of views. But maybe the half-life of a porn movie is short. Maybe it would get buried in a matter of days, before any of Luke’s friends could find it. Or maybe Luke didn’t know anyone who was interested in tranny porn. Maybe he had nothing to worry about regardless of whether the video took off or not…  
 
    Every time his phone buzzed, his heart skipped a beat. He was always reluctant to look at the screen and read the messages. Luckily, none of the messages were regarding that video. Though he did get one message from the porn producer. “Elle tells me you might be interested in a CD scene. We could do $5,000, but only if you can do another one of those cumshots. You free tomorrow?” Luke’s whole body shuddered. He suddenly felt cold.  
 
    He tried to think of a response—but first, he had to decide if it was worth it. Five thousand dollars was a lot of money. With a quick glance around his apartment, he could see many things that needed replacing: the old TV that sometimes worked and sometimes didn’t, the old microwave that would blow its breaker if left on for more than forty-two seconds, the rug that had a two year old tomato sauce stain on it… Hell, if Luke got five grand, he could look into moving into a new apartment—one with walls that actually stopped the sounds of the neighbours from getting through—maybe an apartment that didn’t have a break-in every month. The possibilities were endless. And, of course, if they dolled him up, he would be unrecognizable—right?  
 
    He slowly typed a message back to the producer. “I’m free tomorrow,” he wrote.  
 
    “And you can do the voice, right?” the producer asked. 
 
    “Yep,” Luke said. Though he had no idea if he could do a female voice. He tried his best attempt right there in his apartment living room, but he had no idea how he sounded. So he got his computer out, smacked the microphone a few times so that it would turn on, and then he tried recording a few lines. He tried not to cringe as he listened to his recording. It didn’t sound fantastic, but it wasn’t terrible. It needed work, so the rest of that night was spent practising: watching tutorials online and then recording more lines of random dialogue. It was around midnight when Luke was able to listen to a recording of himself without feeling awkward and idiotic. It didn’t sound too bad—or maybe he was just getting used to the sound of his own lousy female voice. Hopefully it would be enough for the porno producer.  
 
    He got up early and took a long shower. It occurred to him while he was washing his hair that he had no idea what he’d actually signed himself up for. He knew that it was Elle who suggested the idea to the producer, but that didn’t mean that Elle would be in the video with him. Maybe there would be no trannies or even any girls—maybe Luke had signed himself up to be fucked by some muscular man. Or maybe he was going to be bukkaked: fucked and sprayed by many men. The possibilities were endless, and they all terrified Luke. But the thought of that five grand still lured him back to that same house in that same quaint little neighbourhood. He approached the door slowly and then rang the bell with his eyes shut tight.  
 
    He heard the footsteps approaching the door. He knew he could turn back, but he knew he wasn’t going to. He wanted the money. He loved leaving that house with money in his pocket, and he wasn’t sure if it mattered if he ended up humiliated or with a permanently gaping asshole. Surely five thousand dollars was more than enough to pay a doctor to fix a stretched hole… 
 
    The door opened. The makeup girl, who was also the set fluffer, stepped aside, letting Luke into the house. The blinds were all closed and there was a bare mattress in the middle of the floor. “You’re late,” she said.  
 
    “I thought he said eleven,” said Luke. 
 
    “We film at eleven. You need to get into makeup and wardrobe—that will probably take an hour. Come on—quickly now. We need to pick out a costume.” She brought Luke to a room he’d never seen before. It appeared to be someone’s bedroom, but the bed was buried in lingerie. The makeup girl rushed over to the bed and started digging around until she found a red lacy one piece. Luke’s gut turned at the thought of putting it on his body. “This should be perfect,” she said. She turned it around and looked at the bottom. “It’s even got a hole. That should make things easier.” She tossed it at Luke and then she said, “Go on—get changed.”  
 
    Luke was slow to take off his shirt and pants. As his underwear hit the floor, the makeup girl sighed loudly. “What is it?” Luke asked. His voice was quiet and shaken. 
 
    “You didn’t shave. You can’t go on camera like that. C’mon—go to the bathroom. We need to get you shaved up.”  
 
    Luke found the idea of shaving to be uncomfortable, but the reality turned out to be far more uncomfortable than he thought, because it was the makeup girl who went ahead and did the shaving for him. “Don’t move,” she said as she held up his ball sack. “I don’t want to nick you.” She ran the razor over his ball sack while he looked up at the ceiling and tried to imagine that five thousand dollar payout.  
 
    It only took ten minutes to remove all of Luke’s body hair, but it felt like much longer. Getting dressed took another ten minutes. The lace teddy was easy to get on, but the stockings weren’t quite as simple. They had lots of little straps that connected to the lingerie, and the little clips were tedious to connect. Then came the makeup. The makeup girl worked quickly, brushing on different products while checking the time constantly. “Shit,” she kept muttering, every time her gaze went down to her wristwatch.  
 
    “Sorry for being late,” Luke said a number of times, but she never seemed to accept his apology.  
 
    “Wait here,” she said before zipping off to another room. She came back with a long blonde wig. She quickly slapped it onto Luke’s head and then she started to style it. Luke had no mirror to look at. He could just hope that the transformation was dramatic enough that no one would recognize him.  
 
    “Is she ready yet or what?” Luke heard the producer yell from the other room. 
 
    “Two seconds!” the makeup artist yelled back. And that’s when Luke realized that he was ‘she’ in this scenario. For the next hour, Luke was going to be a woman, just like Elle, minus the fake tits. He was going to be expected to play the role of ‘female’, no matter what the porn producer threw his way.  
 
    She made a few quick adjustments to Luke’s wig, and then she brushed a few more quick products onto Luke’s face. “That will have to do,” she said with another sigh, and Luke couldn’t help but think that he looked ridiculous. He probably looked like an ugly man in drag. The producer would take one look at him and then tell him to get out, without a dime in his pocket. And Luke wondered if that would be more or less humiliating than the alternative: staring in a cross-dressing porno.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    When Luke walked out, he was happy to see the familiar face of Elle. She was standing next to the mattress, and her face lit up when she saw Luke stepping into the room, wobbling dangerously on tall heels. “Oh my God, look at you!” she said with cheeks that were suddenly red.  
 
    Standing next to Elle was an unfamiliar woman with thick eyeliner and dark hair. She was dressed up in tight black lingerie. She didn’t smile at the sight of Luke, but she didn’t seem to be put-off.  
 
    “Okay, we’re behind schedule so we need to get moving. You—what are we calling you?” the producer said, pointing at Luke. 
 
    “Me?” he said.  
 
    The producer shook his head and sighed. “Please tell me you can do a female voice,” he said. 
 
    Luke cleared his throat. “I’m sorry,” he said, using the voice he spent the whole night practising.  
 
    “What are we calling you? What’s your sissy name? C’mon, we don’t have all day here. I’ve got another shoot starting in two hours and I still have to flip the set.”  
 
    Luke picked the first name that came to his mind. “Tiffany,” he said, though he had no idea where the name came from.  
 
    “Okay—Tiffany, you’re going to start right where you are. When I say action, you walk into the room and ask the girls why there’s a mattress on the floor. Then they’ll tell you that they were playing truth and dare, and now it’s your turn. You pick dare, and you can figure out the rest, I’m sure. Okay, are we ready? Lights are hot—can we get the cameras rolling?”  
 
    Luke’s heart was pounding. He still hadn’t seen himself in the mirror. He still had no idea if he looked like a girl or like a goblin. He felt stupid but relieved that Elle was in the scene with him. And the girl next to Elle—was she a real girl or was she a tranny too? Or maybe she was another cross-dresser—though her tits looked real. She had a pretty face, though her lack of smile was somewhat intimidating.  
 
    “Action!” the producer yelled as he stepped back against the wall. Luke took a deep breath and he stepped forward.  
 
    “Hey. What’s going on? What’s with the mattress?” he asked in his feminine voice. 
 
    “Hey Tiffany. We were just playing a game of truth or dare,” Elle said. “Do you want to play with us?” She was using a cheesy porno voice, which brought a slight smile to Luke’s face. She knew how to relieve the tension. Her presence alone was enough to relieve the tension.  
 
    “I’d love to play,” Luke said. He felt a cool draft teasing up his bare legs as he took another step forward. “Whose turn is it?”  
 
    “It’s your turn,” said the girl with the black hair. Her voice was sexy, with a bit of a rasp to it.  
 
    “What’s it going to be, Tiff? Truth or dare?” Elle asked. Elle was wearing a familiar outfit: the tiny white dress that made her small body look so cute.  
 
    “How’s about… Dare?” Luke said. His legs were trembling slightly—but even a slight amount of trembling made balancing in those heels a difficult task. He looked over and saw a picture frame on the wall. In the frame’s glass, he could slightly make out his own reflection. He could see his long hair and the dark eyeliner around his eyes—but he wasn’t able to look for long enough to get a good mental image before Elle said, “I dare you to eat out Jodie’s pussy.” 
 
    Jodie, the girl with the dark hair, made a fake gasp and covered her mouth with her hand. “Elle—are you serious?” she said. 
 
    “I’m waiting,” Elle said, putting her hands on her hips.  
 
    Luke was happy to get down on his knees, taking his weight off of those wobbly heels. Jodie stepped forward in her little black outfit—close enough that Luke was able to reach forward and slip a finger under her black panties. He gently pulled the panties aside to reveal Jodie’s pussy—but instead of a pussy, Luke got a big, long cock. It flopped out in front of him.  
 
    “Oh my God, Jodie! That’s not a pussy! You didn’t tell me you were a trap!” Elle said.  
 
    Luke didn’t need to fake a reaction. His shocked reaction was real. He couldn’t believe how convincing Jodie was—even though Elle was just as convincing, so there should have been no surprise.  
 
    “Well, Tiff? Are you going to eat me out or what?” asked Jodie.  
 
    Luke’s heart skipped a beat. He closed his eyes for a moment and reminded himself that he’d already sucked a cock before, and it wasn’t scary the first time. He could do it again—especially for five grand. So he gently lifted up the cock and brought it to his lips. It was big—bigger than his own and bigger than Elle’s. He opened his mouth carefully and allowed the dick inside. Then he started to suck. And it really wasn’t so bad. Jodie was wearing a nice perfume that was a bit sweet and a bit oaky. Her skin was soft and warm, just like a woman’s. And she nestled her fingers into Luke’s wig in a comforting sort of way. It wasn’t long before Luke could feel that cock in his mouth growing.  
 
    “Okay, it’s my turn,” Elle said. “I pick dare.”  
 
    “I dare you to stick your big cock in Tiffany’s mouth with me,” Jodie said.  
 
    “Oh, Jodie. You’re so naughty.” Elle stepped forward, pressing her body tight against Jodie’s. Then she hiked up her skirt and fished her cock out from her white panties. She held it up and brought it up to Luke’s already-full lips. Luke opened his mouth as wide as he could, and Elle quickly shoved her length inside. Now, Luke had two cocks in his mouth, and both of them were growing fast, stretching out his lips the way his asshole had been stretched out just a couple of days before.  
 
    “Wow, she’s really good at sucking cock, isn’t she?” Elle said. 
 
    “I bet these aren’t the first cocks she’s ever sucked. I always knew she was a whore,” said Jodie. 
 
    “Should we treat her like a little whore?” Elle asked. 
 
    “I get the pussy first,” Jodie said, pulling her cock out from Luke’s mouth, finally allowing Luke to have a breath of air, even though it was a breath of air with another cock still on his tongue. She ran around him with a little skip, and then she plopped down behind him, making the mattress shake. Luke kept sucking Elle’s cock.  
 
    Luke felt Jodie’s feminine fingers toying at the backside of his lingerie. “Oh my God, Elle—she’s a boy! Look at this cock!” She grabbed Luke’s cock with a firm fist. “She’s even hard already. Can you believe that?” Luke’s heart fluttered into his gut. He hadn’t realized until that moment that he was hard. And what made him hard? Was it the sight of the two trannies in their lingerie? Or was it the feeling of two thick cocks sliding in and out of his mouth? Either way, it wasn’t looking good for his masculinity.  
 
    “I guess I’ll just fuck her little asshole then,” Jodie said, slapping her hard cock first against Luke’s left butt cheek and then his right, and then right between the two. He felt a strange wet sensation dripping down his butt crack. He couldn’t look back to see what was happening. For a moment, he thought she was peeing on him. Then, Jodie said, “I’m going to use this whole bottle of lube, because she’s so tight.” A slight wave of relief washed over Luke, though the cold sweat was still tickling the back of his neck.  
 
    Elle pulled out from Luke’s mouth, letting him breathe properly. She walked around to join Jodie around back. Jodie now had her tip pressed against Luke’s butthole. “I think she’s too tight. I don’t think I can get in. What do you think?” asked Jodie. 
 
    “You just need to push. Here, let me show you.” She reached and grabbed Jodie’s cock with a firm grip. She started to mash that cock against Luke’s hole. And then a moment later, he felt the penetration. He nearly screamed as his asshole stretched wide to accommodate her thick girth. He looked forward and saw the camera in front of him, looking at his face to get his reaction. He tried not to look too uncomfortable, but he couldn’t stop squirming and groaning. Assholes weren’t meant to accommodate rods as big as Jodie’s.  
 
    “Oh my God, she’s so tight!” Jodie said as she pushed in deeper and deeper.  
 
    It hurt a little bit, but it wasn’t the pain that was making Luke squirm—it was the pleasure. It was almost too intense to handle. He tried biting his tongue, but that didn’t make it go away. He tried digging his nails into the mattress, but that didn’t make the euphoria stop. He even tried biting the mattress, even though he had no idea how many girls and boys had been fucked on the thing. But still, that intense buzzing wouldn’t leave his genital region. “Fuck!” he groaned as Jodie’s pelvis finally reached his butt. She was completely inside of him. Her tip was nearly touching his sternum. He tried clenching but her cock was too hard. There may as well have been a metal pipe inside of his rectum.  
 
    He felt a hand rubbing his back, as if trying to console him. He looked back and saw Elle looking into his eyes with a bright smile. There was a peaceful moment of silence, but it came to a swift end when Jodie suddenly pulled back and then rammed her cock in hard and deep. Now she was fucking him. “Oh fuck, it feels so good!” she said, holding his hips firmly. Elle turned back towards the action. She got down low, with her face hovering over Luke’s ass. Then she stuck out her tongue and started licking Jodie’s shaft every time it was exposed.  
 
    And now, Luke was harder than ever before. His cock was bobbing stiff between his legs. That euphoria kept growing, getting stronger and stronger, making his whole body tremble as he pushed back the urge to scream. But he couldn’t hold that urge back forever. Finally, he belted out a loud war cry.  
 
    “She’s coming! Get the camera down there!” yelled the producer.  
 
    Luke was confused. Who was coming? He could feel Jodie’s cock inside of him and he could tell that she wasn’t coming. Elle was just watching, not even touching her cock, so she couldn’t have been coming. But that only left him… 
 
    He looked down and saw that his cock was erupting, spraying that mattress with blast after blast of his hot load. As soon as Elle noticed, she stuck a hand under his body to catch the fresh load. She got enough to fill the palm of her hand. Then she brought it up to Luke’s lips and said, “I dare you to suck it all up, you little slut.” She was grinning.  
 
    And Luke’s mind was spinning too quickly to decline the dare. He leaned forward and slurped his own cum into his mouth.  
 
    “Swallow all of it,” she said. So Luke swallowed it. The camera was once again pointed right at his face. Unlike the last two shoots he did, this time, he was the star of the show. The camera was almost always on him, and the many thousands of viewers would be watching him when they tuned in to watch the video. And still, he had no idea if he was properly disguised or if he just looked like himself with a bit of lipstick and eyeliner.  
 
    “Shit,” Jodie groaned, her voice slipping just a little bit. She pulled out and then she came around, taking Elle’s place next to Luke’s face. She pointed her swollen tip right at his lips and then she said, “Open wide.” He opened his mouth just in time for a series of warm, gooey blasts. Some of it trickled out the side of his mouth, but Jodie made sure to wipe the escaping cum back into his mouth. She even pushed his jaw closed and said, “Swallow it, slut.” So Luke swallowed her load as well.  
 
    And then he felt his empty backside filling up. He looked back and saw that Elle was now inside of him, pumping his ass, getting her own cock ready to fill his slutty mouth with warm tranny cum. She fucked him hard and fast, and it still felt good, though a bit sore from being stretched and pounded for what felt like an hour. Elle didn’t take long. It was only a minute before she pulled out and rushed over to Luke’s face. She opened his mouth with her beautiful fingers and then she rested the tip of her cock on his bottom lip and began to unload. She produced more cum than Jodie—and he swallowed every last drop.  
 
    The two trannies stood up. “That was a fun game,” said Elle, a moment before the producer yelled, “Cut!”  
 
    Jodie left quickly to get herself changed and showered. Elle stayed in the living room to help Luke to his feet. “How was that? You okay?” she asked with her gentle smile. It was hard to believe that a precious girl with a smile like hers could end up in pornography. Then again, it was hard to believe that Luke could end up being fucked by trannies in popular pornography videos. Sometimes life is unexpected.  
 
    “I’m good,” Luke said, carefully standing up as he wobbled in his heels.  
 
    “You’ll get used to the heels,” she said, as if she knew Luke was going to be doing more shoots like this one.  
 
    Luke managed to force a smile.  
 
    “Want to shower with me again?” she asked.  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    As soon as Jodie was out of the shower, Luke and Elle hopped in. He felt much more comfortable next to her as her cock swayed gently in the warm water. He really was getting used to this strange new lifestyle, though he didn’t want it to become his lifestyle. Sure: the money was good and the work was easy, but at some point, Luke was going to have to value his dignity. He couldn’t keep doing these videos. With each video that he did, he was increasing the risk of being seen by friends and (God forbid) family members. Luke knew there was a price for everything, but was there really a price for all of his dignity?  
 
    “You should come with me some time to Lovers’ Lane. It’s this lingerie store downtown. It’s where I get all of my outfits. They just got these adorable leopard print one-pieces in. We should do a shoot with them. Maybe we can get a guy to take turns fucking us while we’re on all fours.”  
 
    Luke’s stomach turned. His heart was pounding slowly, but powerfully, making him lightheaded. “Maybe,” he said. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked.  
 
    “Nothing. It’s just—this can’t be what you wanted to do with your life.”  
 
    She stared at him with wide eyes that quickly became offended. “What do you mean?” she asked. 
 
    “Well, didn’t you want to be a doctor or a fire-fighter when you were a kid? Surely you didn’t want to be doing weird fetish porn shoots. Right?” He felt like an asshole, but he question was genuine. He couldn’t understand why she was doing this to herself. He couldn’t help but wonder if the only reason she transitioned was to make more money. And by now, she probably had nearly half a million dollars. She was making so much money for each shoot, and it seemed like she was doing new shoots every day. 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “People are so obsessed with careers. How many people in the world are actually working their dream careers? Maybe one percent? And I think that’s being generous.” She stepped out from the shower and snapped a towel off the rack. She quickly wrapped it around her body. “And if you hate it so much, no one’s making you do it.” She picked up her clothes off the floor. “I thought I was doing you a favour.”  
 
    She left the bathroom, leaving Luke alone in the shower. He knew that he hadn’t picked the best words to verbalize his point, but he didn’t think he’d said anything terribly offensive. He still thought he made a good point: why did she not seem at all disturbed by the fact that she’d sold her dignity? Did she not care about her dignity the way Luke cared about his?  
 
    And did Luke even really care that much about his dignity? He’d already sold most of his, if not all of it, and he was only making a fraction of what Elle was making.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Luke kept telling himself that he wasn’t going to track the movie down. He didn’t want to see himself in such a humiliating scenario. At least if he didn’t see himself, he could keep himself convinced that he was unrecognizable and he had nothing to worry about.  
 
    But it was only two days later when the urge to take a quick peek became overwhelming. He still had no idea if he even looked at all like a woman. He never saw himself in the mirror. Even when he went to the bathroom after the shoot was finished, the mirror was all fogged up from Jodie’s shower.  
 
    But Luke knew that video was out there. He knew that he could see how he looked with just a few clicks of the mouse—so how could he resist? He didn’t have to watch the whole video—just a few seconds, to put his mind at ease, to assure himself that he was unrecognizable with nothing to worry about.  
 
    He found the video quickly, linked to Elle’s porn page. It was called, ‘Sissy CD gets fucked by two well-hung shemales.’ Luke took a deep, long breath before clicking on the little thumbnail. His heart stuttered as the image of Elle and Jodie came on his screen. The video took a few seconds to buffer. Then, he walked into the frame, in that little lingerie one-piece and that blonde wig.  
 
    Now, Luke’s heart seemed to stop momentarily. His lips parted and then his heart finally kicked back into life, pounding viciously as if he was just finishing a marathon in a full sprint. Luke didn’t recognize himself, but he wasn’t slapped with the relief he was looking for. The blonde on the screen was convincing—just as convincing as Elle and Jodie. She wasn’t just convincing, but she was beautiful. Her eyes were stunning and her face was cute. Her body was spectacular—but they didn’t do anything to Luke’s body, aside from stuffing it into a tiny piece of lingerie.  
 
    Luke leaned close, to make sure they hadn’t replaced him with an actress or something. But when he strained up close, he could make out his defining features. That was definitely him under that wig and makeup. “Holy shit,” he muttered. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing: he actually looked like a hot chick. Maybe Elle wasn’t insane when she suggested he do cross-dressing scenes. Maybe the producer wasn’t crazy to give him five-grand.  
 
    Luke skimmed through the video in complete awe of himself. He watched himself getting fucked in the ass. And had it not been for the cock spraying cum between his thighs, he would have been convinced he was watching a girl taking it in the ass.  
 
    He got up and walked over to his mirror. He stared at himself for at least ten minutes, leaning closer and closer, taking a good look at his own face. Now, he could see that girl in the reflection. He could see those cute features and that soft appearance. It was always there, but he was just noticing it now.  
 
    And he knew that he could take his feminine appearance to the next level if he really wanted to. He could practise the voice even more, master the high heels, and grow his own hair out for a more realistic look… He could even start taking hormone pills to make his skin softer, and so he could have a bit of a bust. He could spend time in the gym working on his butt, so his curves were more feminine. It would take a few months, but he could get to Elle’s level, and he could make the kind of money Elle was making.  
 
    He pictured himself as a woman, with breasts and wide hips. He smiled, and then his heart stuttered down into his stomach. Why was he smiling? Why was the thought of becoming a woman exciting? The thought of becoming a woman should have been devastating and terrifying. No man should want to become a woman. No man should be happy about the fact they passed as a lady in a porno shoot. 
 
    But those five thousand dollars—surely that meant something. They don’t just go around giving five grand to every guy who puts on a dress and some makeup. Luke went back to the video on his computer. He rubbed his eyes and then he watched it again, this time from start to finish. He was trying his best to watch the video objectively. He really did look like a woman—and it just seemed so crazy!  
 
    It was the next day when he got a message from the porn producer, whose name was still a mystery to Luke. “You up for a shoot later this afternoon? The girl we had lined up just dropped out. Need a replacement ASAP. Let me know quickly.”  
 
    Luke replied quickly. “I’ll be there,” he said. And instead of being nervous about the fact he was going to be on camera for potentially millions of people to see, he was excited to have another chance to become feminized. He couldn’t wait to see which outfit they would put him in, or how they would do his hair. He couldn’t wait to be sexy again. He’d spent the whole previous night reading the comments of his sissy video. ‘I wish I could find a babe like her,’ said one commenter. ‘Oh my God, she’s so beautiful. I want to fuck her so badly,’ said another. Each comment put a bigger smile on Luke’s face.  
 
    Being sexy was fun. It was a nice change from being a nobody. It was a nice change from waking up every morning for a job that was hell and didn’t pay more than enough to cover basic bills. For once in Luke’s life, he found a place where he felt like he fit in, even though that place still filled his gut with butterflies.  
 
    He arrived at the porno house early. His usual makeup artist let him in and brought him to the wardrobe room. She ran her fingers up his freshly shaved legs as he took off his pants. “You shaved this time. Nice,” she said. “You’ve got great legs.” Luke bit down on his tongue in an attempt to hide his smile.  
 
    “Thanks,” he said.  
 
    She searched through the rack and then pulled out a little white dress. It wasn’t until that dress was on Luke’s body that he realized it was the same dress Elle often wore in her videos. “Isn’t this Elle’s dress?” Luke asked, using his female voice to get that little bit of extra practise in before the cameras started rolling. 
 
    “She’s not in today. You’re filling her spot,” the makeup girl said.  
 
    “Oh, I see,” Luke said. He looked down at his body. He looked cute in the dress, though it made him wish that he had an actual bust, and not just some pads stuffed against his chest. As soon as the camera was pointing down his bent over body, the illusion would be ruined. Maybe the audience didn’t care, but he cared.  
 
    He got his makeup done relatively quickly. This time, she gave him a sexy smoky eye look, which made his eyes look sharp and spellbinding. She even put some temporary fake eyelashes on, which enhanced the look, making his eyes appear larger—and he already had fairly large eyes.  
 
    He loved the boots she picked out for him: knee-high shiny leather heeled boots. They were tight to his skin, making his legs sweat a little bit, but the look was worth it. They made his legs look even longer and sexier than they already were.  
 
    “Is she almost ready?” called the familiar voice of the porn producer.  
 
    “Just one more minute,” replied the makeup girl as she went to retrieve that same blonde wig. She got it fit snug on Luke’s head and then she made a few small adjustments. Luke was hoping she would attempt a different style—maybe a braid or something curlier—but he understood that they were on a time limit. He was just happy to have the blonde locks rolling down his shoulders one more time.  
 
    “Okay, we’re all ready,” called out the makeup artist. 
 
    Luke followed her out into the living room. Today, there was only a black couch in the room, and nothing else. The producer looked at Luke for a single second before looking down at his clipboard. “Here’s the plot. You’re sitting here watching TV and then the plumber comes in to tell you he’s done fixing your pipes. You say something like, ‘Now it’s my turn to fix your pipe’, and then you fuck for a bit. Your boyfriend will come home while the plumber’s got his cock in your ass. Then they’ll fuck you together. Sound good?”  
 
    Luke felt the colour draining from his face. In all of the feminine excitement, he hadn’t stopped to consider the fact he would be doing a scene with men—men with muscles and body hair. Luke had never been with a man before and the thought of a naked man made his gut turn. He was straight—not gay or even bisexual. But what could he do? There was a whole crew of people now staring at him, expecting him to play along so that they could all make their living. If Luke had a problem with being fucked by a man, he should have said something before agreeing to the shoot, so that he wasn’t wasting everyone’s time. He had to bite his tongue and go through with it. 
 
    His mind was racing so quickly, he didn’t even notice the lights being turned on, and he didn’t hear the producer yelling for the cameraman to roll. He didn’t even hear action. The first thing he heard after being told the plot was a tall man saying, “I’m all done with your pipes, miss. You had a little leak, but that’s fixed now.”  
 
    Luke looked over at the man and immediately felt intimidated. He was almost a foot taller than Luke, with arms as thick as Luke’s legs, and stubble that could strip paint off of furniture.  
 
    Luke’s lips parted, but he struggled to push words out. He couldn’t even remember the words he was told to say. He bit down on his tongue and felt his legs beginning to tremble. And then he remembered. “Now it’s my turn to fix your pipe,” he said in his practised girly voice. He took a step towards the man and caught a whiff of his cologne, which smelled like a mix of sawdust and rye. Luke hesitated, and then reached for the man’s belt. He accidentally brushed the man’s abs, which were pressing through his tight white t-shirt. The abs were hard, like a sheet of metal, but Luke tried not to let that throw him off.  
 
    He tugged the belt away and then he reached for the man’s fly. The man just stood there staring down at Luke’s face, making him feel increasingly intimidated. Luke closed his eyes and took a deep breath before tugging down the man’s pants. And that’s when Luke opened his eyes to see why the man had a career in pornography: his cock was nearly ten inches long, and almost two inches thick. He’d recently shaved away his pubic hair, but there was already an even layer of stubble across his pelvis, just like the harsh stubble on his face.  
 
    Luke didn’t know what to do, so he just stared at it with parted lips. Was it already erect or was it going to get longer and thicker? Was he really expected to take the beast in his ass?  
 
    The man slipped two fingers under Luke’s chin and tilted his head up. Then, he went in for the kiss, rubbing his stubble against Luke’s face. Luke had to strain to kiss back. He tried not to gag as the man gently pressed his tongue through his lips. In that moment, Luke realized he never even asked about pay. He had no idea if he was making two hundred bucks or ten thousand bucks. Hopefully it would be closer to the latter… 
 
    Luke reached down reluctantly. He slipped his fingers around the man’s warm shaft and began to stroke it. He squeezed tight and kept his focus around the man’s tip, knowing that would tease him closer to an orgasm—and this experience wouldn’t end until the man had an orgasm.  
 
    The man pushed Luke back, onto the couch. Then he stepped forward and grabbed Luke’s head with both hands, pulling it in towards his crotch. Luke could see the throbbing veins. The man’s tip was slowly exposing itself as his foreskin pulled back. He was getting bigger. The man pulled Luke’s head even closer. That bulbous tip pressed against Luke’s lips and then ricocheted to the side. Luke couldn’t keep his lips pressed closed forever. There was a camera pointed right at him, and the people watching on the other side of that lens were expecting a blowjob.  
 
    So Luke opened his mouth, and then cock went in. With his eyes closed, he tried to imagine Elle standing in front of him, with her cock in his mouth. He pictured her sweet face and her stunning eyes. He imagined her fingers running through his hair. And with this mental image, he was able to suck the man until he was rock hard. His cock was nearly a foot in length, and now it was destined for Luke’s asshole.  
 
    The man used his impressive strength to lift Luke up and reposition him on the couch so that he was bent over with his asshole at the perfect height. He flipped up the skirt of Luke’s dress and then he ripped Luke’s panties off, tearing them at the hip. Luke’s heart fluttered. The man reached between Luke’s legs and grabbed Luke’s cock. His cock seemed so small in the man’s enormous, muscular hand. He massaged it and then he pulled it back through Luke’s thighs and sucked the tip for a moment. Luke just tried to imagine Elle sucking his tip from behind.  
 
    And then it was game time. The man got his throbbing erection pressed against Luke’s tiny hole. He slapped Luke on the ass and then said, “I hope you don’t spring a leak.” Luke wasn’t sure what it meant, if it even meant anything at all. He just closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then he felt that thick rod pressing into his backside. The muscular man grunted and groaned. Luke could feel that huge cock pressing up against his sternum. It seemed impossible, but somehow the man was managing.  
 
    “Oh yeah,” the man groaned. “You’re so fucking tight.”  
 
    “Hey!” said another man. “What are you doing with my girlfriend?”  
 
    Luke looked over and saw an equally ripped man standing near the doorway. The camera turned on him as Luke’s heart fluttered down to where the man’s cock was. He’d forgotten about the second man. “Shit,” he muttered under his breath, hoping the camera wouldn’t catch it.  
 
    “Hey man, I’m just doing what she asked me to do. There’s enough room for both of us here,” said the plumber. The dialogue was painfully cheesy, but that was the last thing on Luke’s mind. He didn’t even hear the rest of their stupid conversation as his ears began to ring.  
 
    It was only a moment later when the new man was in front of him, with his cock out, expecting a blowjob. So Luke opened wide and another massive cock went into his mouth. The plumber started thrusting, stretching Luke out, massaging his anal walls. The man up front started thrusting, pushing his cock down Luke’s throat. He was little more than a sex doll with a heartbeat. And then the man up front said something that made a glimmer of warmth glow in Luke’s chest. “My God, you’re fucking sexy.” 
 
    Maybe it was just a stupid porno one-liner, but it made Luke remember why he was there. It made him remember why he was being paid tons of money. He was sexy. Thousands—and maybe even millions of people would watch this video and jerk themselves off to the sight of Luke being stuffed. Lots of them would probably even fantasize later about the thought of Luke, wishing they could have him, wishing he was their girlfriend. And it felt good in a strange way. It was nice to be wanted by men—and not just men, but producers, too. Luke was being paid hefty sums of money because he was wanted. And is it so wrong to feel wanted?  
 
    The man behind Luke groaned and then pulled his massive cock out. He slapped it down on Luke’s tailbone and then he began to unload all over Luke’s back. The other man was quick to fill Luke’s tight hole. He started thrusting quickly, pumping Luke as if he was on a mission. Luke strained and groaned and kept the image of Elle in his mind. And it was only a minute later when the cameraman was down on the ground, filming Luke’s incredible cumshot. One of the men picked Luke’s cum off the couch and then wiped it all over his body and face. Luke didn’t mind. He knew that impressive cumshot was part of his draw. At least he had a draw. He wasn’t just another slave clone, mindlessly filling out tedious paperwork day after day.  
 
    The second man came inside of Luke, filling him up deeply. It was a strange feeling, especially once the man stumbled back and the cum started pouring out. The cameraman got up close, documenting the dribbling cum.  
 
    Luke looked back to smile for the camera, and then he noticed a familiar face standing against the wall: Elle had come to watch. She smiled at Luke, and then the producer called out, “Cut!” The two men gave Luke a nice pat on the back. One of them helped Luke up to his feet. “Good work today,” he said with a smile, before heading off to get changed.  
 
    Elle stepped up. “Look at you,” she said. “What is this, your third shoot this week?”  
 
    “I think so,” Luke said. His legs were still wobbling, and his asshole was sore. He stared into Elle’s beautiful eyes, and he suddenly felt terrible about chewing her out in the shower the other day. “Look—the other day—I didn’t mean—” 
 
    She laughed and put a finger against his lips. “I know,” she said. “I knew it was just a matter of time before you got it. And maybe you still don’t fully get it, but you will—I promise.”  
 
    The producer came up and handed Luke a wad of cash. It was thick and heavy. “How much is this?” he asked. 
 
    “Twelve grand. Isn’t that what we agreed on?” 
 
    “Um, yeah, I guess so,” Luke said. He stared at the amazing wad of money, and then he heard Elle laughing. 
 
    “It’s not all about the money, you know,” she said.  
 
    “I know,” Luke said. “Believe me—I know.” And then he felt that smile overtaking his face. He felt so silly, but he really was starting to get it. It wasn’t about the money and it wasn’t about the sex. It was about feeling sexy and wanted—finally fitting in.  
 
    “I have to say,” Elle said, “I was a bit jealous watching that scene.”  
 
    “Don’t be jealous. My ass is going to be sore for a week,” said Luke. 
 
    “No, not jealous about that—jealous that I wasn’t the one who got to be with you today.” 
 
    “Well maybe you’d like to join me in the shower. You can have me there, as long as you’re gentle. I want to be able to walk tomorrow.” 
 
    “Deal,” she said before cracking a big smile. She reached down and took Luke by the hand. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    THE NIGHT SHIFT 
 
    Terry is happy with his new job, working the security night shift at the mall with his boss, Phil. It’s relaxed and low-stress, until Terry catches Phil messing around and stealing from stores with a transgender prostitute. His boss ends up being arrested and fired, and Terry finds himself with an unexpected promotion. Now, he’s got the night shift all to himself.  
 
    The pay is great, but it isn’t long before the boredom starts to set in. And there isn’t much to do in that large mall: there’s the video game store, the book store (though Terry isn’t much of a reader) and lots of women’s clothing stores. It isn’t long before Terry is bored with video games, and that just leaves some boring books and lots of women’s clothing.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was Terry’s third night on the job—a job he wasn’t terribly excited about, but he couldn’t complain about the money.  
 
    It was certainly better than his last job, making sandwiches at Subway. He only lasted three months there: three months of being yelled at by angry customers, three months of cleaning the most filthy toilets you’ve ever seen in your life. But even that job was better than the one he held before it, sorting through garbage at the city’s recycling plant. His job there was to go through the mounds of garbage to find items that could be recycled: bottles, cans, and so on. Even with thick gloves and a face mask, peeling used condoms off of Coors Light cans is nauseating.  
 
    Sure, working the security night shift at the local mall had its disadvantages, missing all of the best parties was the first that came to Terry’s mind. He would often get text messages from his friends, letting him know how much fun he was missing. The only free time he got was the few hours before work, after he woke up at 4:00 PM—and none of his friends ever wanted to do anything during those awkward hours.  
 
    So he quickly became a bit of a loner, spending his short days playing videos games and his long nights at work. But the money really was good: twice as much as he was making at Subway, for much less work. All he had to do was watch a bunch of screens, and then every hour he had to go do a walk around the mall, shining a flashlight into each store. He only ever saw one other person during those nine quiet hours: his boss, Phil.  
 
    Phil was twenty years older than Terry, and he’d been working the night shift since he was Terry’s age. “I still remember my first week on the job,” he would say often, with a glimmer in his eye as if the first week was the best week—as if it was only downhill from here. Phil was Terry’s boss. For Terry’s whole first shift, Phil lingered over Terry’s shoulder, telling him all of his boring stories. Halfway through Terry’s first shift, Phil was out of stories and already starting to repeat himself. Twenty years of work and not even four hours of stories to tell—that’s how Terry knew he was in for a quiet, slow, and boring job. But at least the money was good—and it was about to get better, but Terry didn’t know that.  
 
    It was around 3:00 AM and Terry was watching the screens in the security room, trying not to nod off. Phil had told him not to bother paying too much attention to the screens, seeing as all of the doors and windows were rigged to set off alarms if touched, but Terry had nothing better to do. In his mind, he liked to play an imaginary game of Mall Heist. He was jokingly memorizing all of the spots in the mall that couldn’t be seen by those cameras. When he would go for his walks, he would carefully stick to those blind spots, as if he was on some sort of secret spy mission. He had to keep himself entertained somehow.  
 
    He was watching those screens on his third night on the job when he noticed Phil, opening up the gate to one of the mall’s many department stores. Phil slipped into the store and closed the gate behind him, and then he snuck out of the frame, sticking to the eastern wall, beneath the cameras where he was invisible. “What the hell?” Terry said.  
 
    Terry’s first instinct was that Phil was messing with him—maybe even testing him, to see if he was paying attention. Terry reached for his walkie-talkie. “Hey Phil, what are you up to down there?” He heard his own voice crackling back at him. Phil had left his walkie-talkie behind, on the counter next to the door. So Terry looked back at the screen. Now Phil was nowhere to be seen. If Terry could figure out the cameras in just a few days, surely Phil had them all figured out after working at the mall for over twenty years. Hell, he was probably the one who installed the cameras.  
 
    So Terry grabbed his flashlight and headed down to the mall.  
 
    Even after dozens of lonely mall walks, Terry was still filled with a strange sense of desolation when he stepped into the mall. For some reason, he always expected the mall to be filled with bright lights and lively people. You don’t really realize how big a mall is until you see it completely empty and dark, only lit by the moonlight coming through the overhead skylights.  
 
    The department store Phil disappeared into was on the other end of the large complex. Terry took his time getting there, shining his flashlight into each store so that he could count the long walk as part of his nightly routine. Occasionally his flashlight would land on a mannequin and he would jump—a habit Phil claimed never went away, even after twenty years. It didn’t help that Terry had always found mannequins freaky. And he was pretty sure Phil was moving them around when Terry wasn’t paying attention, as some sort of joke.  
 
    When Terry reached the department store, it took him a few minutes to find the correct key on his very large and very heavy key ring. Each store had its own key. They were all labelled, but that didn’t make locating them much easier. He finally found the key after a few frustrating minutes. He still couldn’t understand how Phil was able to locate a key in under a second. Terry wasn’t sure that was a skill he ever wanted to have, because it was a skill that probably took at least ten years to master.  
 
    Terry slipped into the department store. He did a full lap around the bottom floor, walking slowly, half-expecting Phil to jump out from around a corner in some attempt to frighten the newbie. Terry didn’t want to give his position away, so he kept to the shadows and stepped down softly with each step. He stopped near the back door of the store and noticed the alarm panel had been disarmed. Did Phil slip out for a secret cigarette? Terry carefully grabbed the door and tried to pull it, but it was locked. If Phil slipped out for a cigarette, why would he lock the door behind him? Terry turned the lock and then poked his head outside, but he couldn’t see Phil or anyone. Though there was a small green sedan parked not too far away: the only car in a massive parking lot.  
 
    It wasn’t Phil’s car. Terry had seen Phil’s car: an embarrassing red Fiero, with a gigantic Rush sticker on the hood. He kept it parked in the parking garage because he was always afraid that someone would try to steal it, as if it was worth stealing.  
 
    A bump caught Terry’s attention. It came from a door just a few steps away. This door led to the supply room, where the department store kept all of its overstock. Terry crept up to the door slowly. He put his ear against it and could hear what sounded like moaning. Terry covered his mouth to stop himself from laughing. Was Phil masturbating? Was this Phil’s secret masturbation chamber?  
 
    Terry grabbed the door handle and turned it slowly and carefully. He pushed it open and that’s when he saw his boss, bent over, with a woman standing behind him. But she was no ordinary woman. This woman was tall with broad shoulders and a long cock between her thighs. She was fucking Phil in the ass, making him moan and groan. Phil had an erection of his own, pressing up against his chubby, hairy belly. Terry stood shocked for a moment. Neither the tranny nor Phil noticed him standing there with parted lips. Terry tried to take a deep breath, but the shock was too intense.  
 
    But he didn’t want to get caught. He knew Phil would fire him immediately to save himself from the nightly embarrassment. So Terry managed to back out of the room, closing the door carefully.  
 
    He stepped aside and stared with wide eyes at a blank wall. The sight was a lot for his eighteen year old fragility to handle. He’d never seen people having sex before—never mind a built tranny fucking a full-grown man. He heard another noise: footsteps. They were coming towards the door.  
 
    Terry looked around and then jumped behind a rack of clothes. The door opened and the shemale stepped out. She took a deep breath. Her tits were still out: perky and firm and probably purchased with a discount. She had a bra around her stomach but she didn’t pull it back up. Instead, she pulled it off and walked over to the nearby selection of bras. She pulled a lacy red option down. “I really need a new bra,” she said before putting it on. 
 
    Phil rushed out from the supply room. “You can’t take that,” he said while pulling his pants up over his erect dick. “I’ll get in so much shit.”  
 
    “Oh, c’mon. These things are so expensive. How can a girl like me afford a hundred dollar bra? Even you aren’t paying me that much.” She put the bra on her big, fake tits (which probably didn’t need a bra), and then she meandered over to the selection of shoes. “Ooh, look at these boots. I wonder if they come in a men’s eleven.” She laughed. Her voice was far from convincing, though even with her broad shoulders, she still looked somewhat feminine.  
 
    She turned towards Terry. Terry ducked down behind the rack of clothes and held his breath. He didn’t want to be caught, even though he wasn’t the one breaking any rules.  
 
    “Go see if these come in my size, would you sweetie?” she said to Phil. 
 
    “You really can’t just take things,” Phil said. His face was dark red. 
 
    “Fine. I’ll look for myself.” She went back into the room. Phil chased behind her, and Terry used the opportunity to sneak out. He only got a few racks away when he had to hide again. The Amazonian shemale emerged with a box of brand new boots, which were probably worth five hundred bucks. “You’re my best client, you know that?” she said.  
 
    But she wasn’t done. Next, she went over to a rack of expensive purses. She grabbed one and admired it for a moment. “I have to own this. You don’t think they’ll notice, do you?” 
 
    “Seriously, Candy. I’m going to get in so much shit. You can’t just take this stuff. I can’t let you.” 
 
    She walked up to him and kissed him on the lips. “Are you going to stop me?” she asked. 
 
    His face was suddenly a shade of dark crimson. He stuttered but said nothing. So Candy (which probably wasn’t her real name) continued her shopping spree. Terry’s heart was racing. He had no idea what he was supposed to do, but Phil was right. If she left with all of that stuff, Phil would get in deep trouble. And not just Phil, but Terry too. Hell, Phil might even try to pin it on Terry to save himself the humiliation. And now, Phil was just allowing Candy to roam the expensive department store freely. She had thousands of dollars of stuff stacked up by the door. So Terry reached into his pocket and pressed his silent alarm button, which was only supposed to be used in the case of a serious emergency.  
 
    Neither Phil nor Candy had any idea that the cops were now on their way to the mall.  
 
    While Phil and following Candy around in the lingerie department, Terry managed to sneak out the back door. He tried to think of a way to bail Phil out, but Phil didn’t have his walkie-talkie. He didn’t want Phil getting implicated, so he just hoped that Phil would play along when the cops came in. He could pretend like he was in the process of detaining the shemale prostitute.  
 
    Terry saw the approaching cop cars. They had their lights flashing, but no sirens. Terry waved them over: six cars in total. The cars surrounded Terry, and a moment later a dozen cops were standing before him, waiting to hear what the emergency was. “There’s a woman—she broke in and she’s stealing thousands of dollars worth of product.”  
 
    One of the cops laughed. “Can’t handle a woman, rent-a-cop?” he said with a big snicker. But Terry didn’t care about the insult. He just wanted to keep his job. He didn’t want to go back to making sandwiches or peeling condoms off of beer bottles.  
 
    “Where is she?” asked another cop. 
 
    “Just in there,” Terry said, pointing at the back door.  
 
    The cops went straight through the door before Terry could say another word. Terry backed away from the door and the cops. His heart was pounding. He wasn’t sure what was going to happen to him or to Phil. And he certainly wasn’t expecting to see Phil being dragged out in handcuffs before Candy.  
 
    Phil looked at Terry with narrowed eyes. “You little shit! I knew I should never have hired you! I’m going to get you for this, you stupid little bastard!”  
 
    Five minutes later, the cops were gone and Terry was alone at the mall, unsure of what he was supposed to do next.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Phil was fired before the end of Terry’s night shift, as soon as the mall manager learned about the incident. “You did a good thing,” the manager said to Terry. “We need more guys like you on staff.” He shook Terry’s hand and then he started towards his upstairs office. 
 
    “Wait,” Terry said.  
 
    The manager stopped and looked at Terry. “What is it?” he asked. 
 
    “Now what?” Terry said. 
 
    The manager looked at his watch and then back at Terry. “Now your shift is over. You can go home.”  
 
    “Do I come back tonight?”  
 
    The manager laughed as if the question was absurd. “Yes, of course you do.” So Terry grabbed his coat from the security room and then he went home. His heart was still pounding from all the action.  
 
    He managed to get a little bit of sleep before his next shift. He still wasn’t sure what to expect when he showed up for work. He was still a trainee—at least he thought he was a trainee. Would he have a new supervisor? Would one of the daytime guys be moved to the night shift?  
 
    He showed up at 8:30 PM, his usual start time. He walked into the security room and saw a guy he didn’t recognize. “Are you my new supervisor?” he asked.  
 
    The man gave Terry a funny look and then said, “You the night shift guy?”  
 
    “That’s me,” said Terry. 
 
    “Is it already 8:30?”  
 
    “It is,” Terry said. And then he watched as the man stood up, grabbed his coat, and then left, leaving Terry alone in that little room with the many monitors. He expected someone else to walk through that door. He sat there waiting until 9:30 PM rolled around and it became clear that Terry was on his own. He was the new head of the night shift, at least until someone new was hired.  
 
    And it was time to do his hourly walk. He grabbed his flashlight and started going from store to store. The mall felt even more desolate with Phil gone. Now, every time he saw a mannequin that seemed slightly out of place, his heart leapt in his chest. Whenever he heard a little rustle or a distant thump, a cold sweat would form on the back of his neck. There was no one pranking him now, unless the mall manager decided to leave his comfy bed for the sake of a joke.  
 
    And now, Terry found himself investigating every little thud and creek in the big, lonely mall. He knew that every little noise was probably just a mouse, but he didn’t want to take any chances. He was just starting to like his new job and he didn’t want to lose it for any reason.  
 
    That first night alone was long and exhausting. He wasn’t doing anything particularly wearing, but he was constantly on high alert, which was draining in itself.  
 
    He almost had a heart attack at 6:30 AM when the security room door opened and the morning guy walked in to start his shift. “Jesus Christ!” Terry yelped as he leapt from his chair.  
 
    “You okay?” asked the morning guard.  
 
    “I’m fine. You good to take over?” Terry asked. 
 
    The morning guard nodded his head cautiously. Terry grabbed his coat and took off. His first solo night shift was over. Though now he wasn’t so sure he wanted the job anymore. Alone, it was suddenly more stressful. There was so much pressure to keep the mall safe, but there were so many doors and windows into that mall—how could he watch them all by himself?  
 
    It was after his second exhausting shift that he decided the job maybe wasn’t for him. He couldn’t handle all of the spooks and scares. The pressure was too much for his youthful sensibilities, so he called up the mall manager to let him know he was quitting. But before he could quit, the manager said, “Hey Terry, I was just about to call you.” 
 
    “Really?” Terry asked. 
 
    “Yeah. I wanted to let you know that I finished the paperwork for your promotion. You’re officially a security supervisor. I want you to know that we still really appreciate what you did the other night.”  
 
    “You’re promoting me?” Terry asked. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.  
 
    “Yeah. Now you’ll make twenty-six dollars an hour, and we’ll get the paperwork started so you can get in on our benefits. We do full health and dental. We can even hook you up with one of our company cars if you need one. Just let us know. Anyway—you’re probably just about to go to sleep, so I’ll leave you to it. Have a good one, Terry.”  
 
    Terry was even too shocked to say goodbye. He put down his phone and saw big numbers running through his mind. Twenty-six dollars per hour was a lot of money. It was more than his own father made. It was three times as much as he was making at his last job. He couldn’t possibly quit now. None of his friends were making that kind of money: over fifty thousand dollars a year, at just eighteen years old, with no bills to speak of.  
 
    He started thinking of all the things he could buy: video games, televisions, his own car, and so on. He even started thinking about buying a house. If he could save half of each paycheque, he would have enough for a down payment on something nice in just a couple of years. He could buy all new clothes and he could afford to take girls out on fancy dates. So what if there was a bit of pressure while he worked the night shift by himself? A little bit of pressure was well worth the small fortune he was about to be making.  
 
    So the next night, he showed up for work with a smile on his face. He took a seat in that creaky chair in front of those monitors and he leaned back. He looked over at the clock and watched it tick. He was making about a dollar every two minutes—almost a penny for every tick. It was fun watching those pennies tick into his bank account.  
 
    He went for his first mall walk early, and he was practically skipping down the hallways. He still jumped when his flashlight’s beam landed on a mannequin, but the little scare wasn’t enough to ruin his good mood.  
 
    He went for his second walk early, too. Though this time, he had less skip to his step. It was now pitch black outside and the traffic on the nearby streets had dulled to nothingness. The creepiness of the mall was starting to set in, and the boredom was starting to set in along with it. By Terry’s third walk, he was back to his normal self, walking slowly, jumping at every little creak, feeling like time was moving in super-slow-motion. He knew the boredom was the reason he was making as much money as he was. If the job was exciting, there would be people lining up to do the job—or the pay would be much less.  
 
    He knew he would eventually need to ‘embrace the boredom,’ as Phil always said. If he was going to tough out the next few years, tedious quietness was something he was going to have to get used to.  
 
    During his sixth mall walk of the night, he heard a loud sound, coming from that same department store where he witnessed Phil’s degenerate meltdown. “Who’s there?” Terry asked, approaching the store slowly. He crept up along the wall and kept his flashlight drawn. He had no weapon, except for the pepper spray on his belt, which wouldn’t help him against anyone armed with a knife or a gun. The department store gate was closed and locked, like it should have been. It took Terry a minute to find the correct key—he was already getting faster.  
 
    “Who’s in here? I called the cops,” he yelled. But it was a lie. He didn’t want to call the cops. He didn’t want to give his boss any reason to think that he was incompetent, even though he probably was. “I’m serious!” he shouted. 
 
    And then he found the knocked over mannequin. He lifted it back up and then he looked around. His heart was pounding powerfully. He was half-expecting someone to jump out with a knife—maybe even Phil, looking to get that revenge he swore he would get. But there was no one there. 
 
    Terry looked at the mannequin. It was wearing a heavy fur coat and a heavy purse—and it wasn’t the sturdiest unit in that mall. Maybe the weight of the clothes just knocked it over. Maybe a bit of a draft was all it needed. Even now, on its feet, it would wobble slightly when Terry nudged it.  
 
    But he wasn’t convinced. He went up to his security room and found the monitor that was watching the mannequin. He followed the cable from that monitor to the large recording unit and then he pressed the rewind button. But nothing happened. He pressed it again, and then he tried the same button on the other units. None of the monitors changed. None of them were set up to record. There weren’t even tapes in any of the tape slots. “Shit,” Terry said. Was he supposed to be replacing the tapes in those machines?  
 
    He looked around through the various drawers, but there were no tapes. Apparently that mall didn’t waste money on security tapes. Apparently that’s why they had Terry, to save a bit of cash. He did the math in his head. There were forty-two cameras. To record on all of them would have cost a small fortune every night.  
 
    So all Terry could do was hope that no one had infiltrated that mall. He kept his gaze glued to the monitors, watching for even the slightest movement. But if it was Phil in that mall, then he knew he wouldn’t see anything. Phil knew those cameras better than anyone. 
 
    But luckily, Phil was probably still locked up.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Every few days, a late night delivery would show up at the mall and Terry would have to supervise the drop off. Terry was working the night the new iPhones were dropped off. There was already a long line of eager buyers outside of the mall, so Terry had to be extra alert that night. The phones went up for sale in the morning, but a few of the eager customers couldn’t wait. Terry ended up catching one man trying to find an unlocked door at the back of the mall.  
 
    But Terry didn’t really have much to worry about. The mall was nearly impenetrable. The windows were all made from some sort of police-grade bulletproof glass. The doors were all steel, with many bolts holding them shut. The only way Terry could think to break in without having a key was to drive a truck through a wall, and if someone was stupid enough to do that, Terry couldn’t stop them.  
 
    It was a Monday night when a delivery truck pulled into the loading bay. Terry checked his schedule and saw that there were no scheduled deliveries for that night. So he made his way down to the loading bay and he cautiously poked his head out. Two bearded men were standing next to their large truck. “Can I help you?” Terry asked. He was ready to recede back into the mall at a moment’s notice. Terry knew that the door locked automatically, and it closed fast, so there was no way the chunky bearded men could get to it in time.  
 
    “We have a delivery for your Game Stop,” one of the bearded men said.  
 
    “We’ve got no scheduled deliveries tonight.”  
 
    “Well then should we just leave these boxes on the street? Look, man, we’ve got ten other places to get to tonight. Quit wasting our time.”  
 
    Terry hesitated, and then he slipped out from the mall, letting the door close behind him. He approached the men slowly and then he looked at the four medium-sized boxes that were sitting on the edge of the truck. Humans couldn’t fit in those boxes, so it couldn’t be a Trojan horse sort of prank. But bombs could probably fit in the boxes… What if Phil scheduled a fake delivery in some strange attempt to blow Terry up? “Open the box,” Terry said, keeping his distance.  
 
    The bearded men looked at Terry strangely. Then, one of them pulled out a box cutter. He quickly opened the box and then tilted it forward so Terry could see inside. The box was filled with many copies of the same game: the new Halo game, which wasn’t supposed to come out for another week. Terry’s eyes lit up, as if he was looking at a box full of diamonds. “I can take these inside,” he said. 
 
    “Whatever,” the bearded men said. They plopped the boxes down on the ground and then they drove off. Terry hauled the boxes inside, pushing them down a long series of hallways to get them to the Game Stop. He hauled the boxes into the store’s storage room, and then he found himself staring at that shiny new game—a game millions of people were eagerly waiting to play. Terry picked up a copy and stared at it.  
 
    At the front of the store was a demo Xbox. It currently had some kiddie game in it. Terry walked over and turned it on, along with the television it was attached to. His heart fluttered as he pulled the plastic away from the new Halo game. He took out the disk and put it into the demo Xbox. Then, he spent the next hour playing the brand new game. He was probably the first person, outside of the development team, to play one of the most anticipated video games of the year.  
 
    He made his next mall walk quick, jogging down the halls so that he could get back to the game. The rest of that night flew by quickly. It wasn’t until the final hour of his shift that he put the disk back in the box and then hid the open game behind a stack of old used games that no one would ever buy. Then he put everything back to the way it was and he returned to the security room. His heart was pounding. For the first time, he’d just broken the rules. He’d abandoned his post to go and play a video game. He knew he’d done a bad thing, but he couldn’t fight away that tingling feeling deep inside of him.  
 
    Sure, there were rules, but there was no one there to enforce them. Between the hours of 10:00 PM and 7:00 AM, Terry was alone. He had the whole mall to himself. And he could do whatever he wanted as long as no one broke in and nothing was stolen. It wasn’t until that night that Terry realized what an amazing opportunity he had. With no cameras recording and no other people on staff, that mall was his own personal playground. Maybe working the night shift wasn’t so bad after all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    He was quickly realizing he’d landed one of the best jobs in the world, but working the night shift still had all of the same downsides. Terry’s ‘weekend’ was Tuesday and Wednesday. There were no decent parties on Tuesdays and Wednesdays. All of his friends would go to bed early because they all had school or work in the morning. So Terry’s ‘weekends’ were completely pointless. He would sit in his room with nothing to do. He wouldn’t even feel like playing video games, because he did that so much at work.  
 
    Another big downside to the night shift was dating. Terry had no way of meeting women, outside of the Internet. And even with the girls he met on the Internet, there wasn’t much he could do. “We should do something this weekend,” the girls would always say. And then Terry would have to reply with, “What are you doing Tuesday night?”  
 
    And even when he did manage to convince a girl to go out with him on a Tuesday or Wednesday night, it always felt strange and awkward. She would order herself a steak or the lobster at dinner, and Terry’s stomach would turn, as he would normally be eating his breakfast at that time. So he would order something light, like a salad. And instead of booze, he would order coffee. Then, if Terry got lucky and managed to take a girl home, then came the awkward hours after the sex, when the girl would snuggle up to him in his bed and fall asleep, and Terry would be wide awake, staring up at the ceiling.  
 
    His skin was starting to become paler than ever before. One girl he took out on a date told him that he looked a bit like a vampire. “But I’ve got a thing for vampires, so I kind of like it,” she said, as if that made it some sort of compliment. The girl’s name was Erin. She was a short, cute girl with black hair and very dark eye makeup. She wasn’t exactly Terry’s type, with her entirely black wardrobe, but her dating profile caught Terry’s attention when she wrote that she was ‘nocturnal’. Regardless of her quirks, it was nice to hang out with a girl on a regular schedule.  
 
    For their second date, they met up at 2:00 AM on a particularly dark Tuesday morning, at a park that wasn’t too far from Terry’s house. The park bordered a graveyard, and Terry wasn’t too surprised when Erin wanted to go for a walk along the tombstones. Even standing right next to her, Terry had a hard time seeing her, as her clothes and hair blended into the night sky. “You told me that you worked the night shift, but you never told me where you worked,” she said as she reached out and took his hand in hers. She had long fingers, like a pianist, but they kind of creeped Terry out. At least her hand was warm, proving she wasn’t actually a vampire or a zombie.  
 
    “I work at the mall. I’m in charge of security,” Terry said, almost hesitantly as it was always embarrassing telling people that he worked as a rent-a-cop.  
 
    But Erin seemed fascinated. “You’re in charge of a whole team?” she said. 
 
    “No, it’s just me,” Terry said. “There used to be another guy, but he got fired.”  
 
    “So you get the mall all to yourself every night?” she asked. 
 
    “Pretty much.”  
 
    “My friends and I once snuck into a mall—a few years back. We drew big pentagrams with pig’s blood on the floor as a joke. And then we left a bunch of candles burning for them to find in the morning. It made the newspaper—maybe you remember that.”  
 
    Terry forced a smile and shook his head. “It doesn’t sound familiar,” he said. The date was awkward, but it was made slightly less awkward with the large bottle of vodka that Erin had stashed in the inside pocket of her jacket. She passed it to Terry; so Terry took a big, long gulp. It had been a while since he’d had any booze. When your only free time is on Wednesday and Tuesday nights, there isn’t much point in drinking.  
 
    Terry felt the buzz quickly. He took another long sip, and then he went for another walk through the tombstones. He found himself laughing at the absurdity of the date, and then he found himself with an awful dread churning in his stomach. Erin was probably the only match Terry would ever find—or another ‘nocturnal’ girl just like her. Maybe that’s why Phil was secretly seeing prostitutes; working the night shift, finding love isn’t easy.  
 
    Terry looked into Erin’s eyes. At least she had a pretty face, and she was outgoing. He was about to kiss her when she said, “Oh shit, what time is it? I’m supposed to be at this witchcraft meet up in twenty minutes. Do you want to come? It’s not as weird as it sounds—though it can be a bit weird.”  
 
    He shook his head and forced another smile. “I’ll pass. I should probably be getting home,” he said. So he went home and went to bed early, still with that dread lingering in his gut, reminding him that he would probably never find his soul mate as long as he was working the night shift at the mall. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was just past midnight the next night when Terry’s phone started to beep. He was in the Game Stop, just about to beat the new Halo game, which still hadn’t been released to the masses. He pulled out his phone and saw that it was his baby monitor. 
 
    Terry didn’t have a baby, but he had purchased a baby monitor that connected to his phone. He left the camera facing the monitors in the security room, and set the sensitivity to high, so that he would be alerted if there were any movement at all on those screens. Now, his phone was beeping consistently.  
 
    He opened up the baby monitor’s video feed, which wasn’t the greatest quality. It took a moment to load, and then he watched the small screens through his already-small screen. He saw a figure moving around on one of the outside cameras. Someone was moving around the mall.  
 
    Terry perked up and then he ran up to the security room, leaving the gate to the Game Stop open and his Xbox game still running. He didn’t have time to clean everything up. He would have to do that later, once this dark figure was taken care of.  
 
    He scurried into the security room and then he scanned all of the screens for signs of the potential intruder. His heart was pounding, even though it wasn’t unusual for homeless people to sneak up to the mall and then sleep against the side of the building. There was music playing through speakers around the whole building through the night, to deter the homeless, but it didn’t always work as intended. Now, Terry could see nothing. Maybe it was just a guy out for a very late run, or a deer cutting through town.  
 
    Terry was about to turn away from the monitors when he noticed a humanoid figure standing by the loading bay. It was slowly wandering from door to door, as if trying to find an opening. Terry pulled out his phone and considered calling the cops—but he didn’t want to get the cops involved. So he grabbed his flashlight and his pepper spray and then he made his way down to the loading bay. He approached the heavy steel door slowly and then he grabbed the handle. He took a deep breath and then he swung the door open. “This is private property and you’re trespassing!” he shouted as he swung his flashlight’s beam from left to right.  
 
    And then his beam landed on a short woman. She winced away, covering her face with her hands. Terry stepped back into the doorway, ready to slam the door shut in case the girl had a weapon, or if she decided to charge. And then she said, “Put down the light!” and Terry recognized her voice: it was Erin. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” he asked, lowering his flashlight.  
 
    “I thought I would come and keep you company,” she said with a big smile.  
 
    Terry took a second to let him heart calm down. He looked around to make sure she hadn’t brought all of her witchcraft friends with her. And then he wavered. If he let her in, was he not just as bad as Phil? He shook his head—no, Phil brought a prostitute in, and he was letting her steal. This was much different. “Okay, come on in quickly. But just for a little bit.” He rushed her inside and then he looked around again to make sure no one was watching.  
 
    “Whoa. What is this place?” she said, looking around. 
 
    “It’s the loading bay. It’s where all of the stores’ deliveries come in.” 
 
    Erin pointed at the forklift. “Can we drive that around?” 
 
    “No—definitely not. I don’t know how and I don’t want to lose my job.” 
 
    Erin laughed as if Terry had just made a silly joke. “Relax, man. I’m not going to get you fired. I just want to see what you do around here. Why don’t you show me around?”  
 
    Terry took a deep breath. His heart was still pounding. He’d recently been given a two-dollar raise, and the mall manager said, “If you keep up the good work, there will be another raise before the summer.” Sometimes Terry had nightmares about being fired and having to get his old job at Subway back.  
 
    He showed Erin the back hallways. “You can get to any store through these halls,” he said. Then he took her up the long staircase. “Up here is my office. This is where we watch the monitors.” She looked around, nodding her head as if she was only mildly impressed.  
 
    “That’s a lot of cameras,” she said. “Are they recording?”  
 
    Terry hesitated. He nearly told her the truth, but he hardly knew her. As far as he knew, she was plotting to rob the mall. He parted his lips to lie, but then he hesitated again. He’d never been a good liar. 
 
    She laughed. “I’ll take that as a no,” she said. “Don’t worry, man. I’m not a burglar. I just wanted to see you. Is that so weird? C’mon—show me the mall. I want to see it all dark and scary.”  
 
    So Terry brought Erin down to the big, open, dark, and scary mall. “This is it,” he said. She looked around with a big smile on her face. Then she spotted the camera staring down at them. She waved. “I always assumed these things were recording. I guess they’re just there to scare people, right?”  
 
    “They’re there so that I can keep an eye on the whole mall from my office,” Terry said.  
 
    She laughed again. “This is fun. Do you have access to all of these stores? Can you just go into any of them and try on clothes or—” Then she noticed the open gate and the glowing screen at the Game Stop store. She turned to Terry with a big grin. “So you do take your job super seriously, huh?”  
 
    Terry felt his cheeks turning red. “It’s not what it looks like,” he said. 
 
    “It looks like you were playing video games on the job.” She started skipping towards the store. Terry scrambled to keep up. “It’s okay—I would do the same thing. Do you ever go into the Sears and sleep on the beds. They actually have some pretty comfortable beds.”  
 
    “I don’t sleep on the job,” Terry said. 
 
    “C’mon, let’s go see the beds.” She started skipping off towards the Sears. So Terry followed. He reluctantly opened the gate to the store and then he kept a close eye on Erin, making sure she wasn’t secretly nabbing anything off of the many shelves. She ran up the powered-down escalator and then she threw herself onto one of the plump, pre-made beds. “C’mon,” she said, waving Terry over. “Live a little.”  
 
    Terry looked around. Just downstairs was where Phil and Candy were arrested. Phil may have been a shady bastard, but he still managed to last twenty years. Terry wanted to at least last one year. He crawled onto the bed with Erin. She giggled and then rolled on top of him. Then she looked around. It only took her a few seconds to spot the camera that was pointing down at them, glowing with a red light. She waved. Then she turned to Terry. “How many people do you think lay down on this bed every day? One hundred? More?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Terry said, feeling awkward as Erin straddled him.  
 
    “Hundreds of people have laid on this bed, but no one’s ever fucked on it. That’s weird, don’t you think?”  
 
    Terry shrugged his shoulders. He felt his face turning red. “I don’t know. Is that weird?”  
 
    “We can be the first,” she said with a big smile. Then, without waiting for his reply, she pulled her black sweater off of her body, revealing her perky bra-free tits. She tossed the sweater aside and then she shook her beautiful jugs from side to side. Terry’s lips parted as he tried to say something, but he couldn’t think of what to say.  
 
    Then Erin bent down and kissed him on the lips. She had soft lips. She was soft all over—and warm. Terry placed his hands gently on her pale sides and he ran his hands up and down. His heart wouldn’t stop pounding. He knew he was breaking more rules than he could count, but he could see no reason to stop. Technically, he wasn’t really doing anything worse than playing video games for hours at the Game Stop.  
 
    “I feel so naughty,” she said, smiling while biting down on her tongue.  
 
    “We shouldn’t be doing this,” said Terry. 
 
    She stood up and then she tugged down her black jeans, along with her black panties. She had a large, dangling labia. She took a step forward and then she sunk down, pressing that beautiful pussy against Terry’s lips. “Eat me out,” she said.  
 
    Terry hesitated. The security room was left unattended, and that Game Stop was still unlocked and opened, with that Halo game still running on that demo Xbox. If Terry’s boss suddenly showed up, he would be beyond fired. Hell, he might even be arrested; surely having sex in the middle of a department store isn’t legal.  
 
    But he still went ahead and ate Erin out. She became wet quickly. It was only a few seconds before she started grinding her warm meat lips against his face. She grabbed her tits firmly and squeezed, letting her nipples poke out between her fingers. She had thick, heavy thighs and a large ass, which almost smothered Terry once she started grinding hard. He had to hold her hips with her hands, so she wouldn’t press down too hard and suffocate him.  
 
    She spun herself around, keeping her pussy on Terry’s lips. Then she bent forward and pulled Terry’s cock out from his pants. She started sucking. It felt good. Terry could feel his shaft getting harder and harder. She used one hand to massage his balls and the other hand to hold his cock upright. “You’ve got a nice dick,” she said with a grin in her voice.  
 
    “Thanks,” Terry said, but it ended up coming out more like a question. His heart was still pounding. He knew that his boss likely wouldn’t come to check on him at such a strange hour of the night, but what about vagrants? What about criminals? What about Phil, who still hadn’t gotten the revenge he swore he would get?  
 
    Terry felt Erin’s hand shifting around. One of her hands moved down below his ball sack. She extended a finger and then pressed her fingertip against Terry’s butthole. She teased around in a circle for a moment, and then she pressed in. Terry became tense as he let out a gasp. “What the hell are you doing?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, relax,” she said. “I’m making the blowjob better. Trust me—you’ll like it.”  
 
    Terry remained tense. He didn’t like it. He could feel her whole finger inside of his body, where it didn’t belong. She started pushing it up and down, fucking him with her finger. It felt strange and unnatural, but he wanted to remain open-minded, so he did his best to relax. “That’s a good boy,” she said. And then she kept sucking. 
 
    And she was right—it did feel good. Terry could feel his orgasm building up inside of him, tingling all around his crotch and his asshole. He took a series of deep breaths as those dangling lips pressed firmly against his face. He kept licking, though it was getting harder and harder to focus. His mind was spinning. Now Erin had two fingers in his asshole, and she was plunging them up and down quickly. “Fuck,” he groaned, and then he let his head fall back. He couldn’t eat her out anymore—the pleasure between his legs was too intense, and it required all of his focus.  
 
    But Erin didn’t seem to mind. She just let her naked body rest on top of Terry’s while she fingered his asshole. She stopped sucking, and Terry hardly even noticed. She just let his erection sit idly on his abdomen while she burrowed a third finger into his tight anus. She was plunging those fingers quickly, as if she was masturbating her own pussy. “You’re so tight,” she said. Terry closed his eyes. He felt humiliated but elated at the same time. He started to squirm as that pleasure grew stronger, buzzing harder inside of him.  
 
    Then he heard Erin gasp. He opened his eyes and saw that his cock was blasting cum across his chest. She wasn’t even touching his cock. She didn’t stop plunging those fingers while watching the cum eruption with glowing eyes. She let a giggle slip, and that humiliating feeling became ever worse. “Oh, don’t be so shy,” she said.  
 
    Terry felt suddenly depleted, as if all of his energy left his body with that massive cumshot. He remained still on the bed, even after Erin sprung to her feet. “I thought we would have sex, but I guess not,” she said. Then she giggled. “It’s fine, though. I came a few times on your face. Do you want to come try on clothes with me?”  
 
    “What?” Terry said, sitting up slowly. 
 
    “Try on clothes,” she said again, louder, as if the problem was Terry’s hearing. “I never get to shop at the mall because it’s always too busy. I never feel comfortable trying on clothes. But now we have the whole mall to ourselves.”  
 
    “I can’t let you steal anything,” Terry said firmly, with the image of Phil and Candy in his mind.  
 
    “I’m not going to steal anything. I’ll just see what looks good on me, and then I’ll come back during the day to buy what I like. That’s not so wrong, is it?” And Terry had to think about it. Was it wrong? Could he let her peruse the mall to try on clothes? What else did he have to do?  
 
    So he unlocked a few stores and then he stuck to her closely as she entered the first. Her clothes weren’t baggy enough to hide much under, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t slip some costume jewellery into her pockets. She approached a rack of dresses and started flicking through the options. Of course she pulled out the blackest dress and then held it up to her body. “What do you think?” she asked. 
 
    Terry looked around. “Remember I have to put everything back to the way it was before the morning,” he said. 
 
    She laughed. “Don’t worry. You worry too much.” She held out the dress.  
 
    “What do you want me to do with this?” he said. 
 
    “Try it on.” 
 
    “Are you insane?” 
 
    “What? I think it would look good on you.” 
 
    “You’re aware that I’m a male, right?” His heart fluttered. He knew Erin was quirky, but he didn’t realize she was this quirky.  
 
    “Oh, quit living in the past,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong with being a girl every now and then. C’mon. Try the dress on. Just entertain me.”  
 
    And then Terry found himself holding the dress, already feeling like an idiot. He looked down at it and then he shook his head. Maybe he could put it on just to show her that her idea was ludicrous. “I still think you’re insane,” he said as he slipped down his pants and pulled off his shirt. He wriggled his body into the dress. It fit surprisingly well, though it was quite tight at his waist. “That looks good on you,” she said, pointing at a nearby mirror. 
 
    Terry reluctantly walked over to the mirror. He looked at himself, and then he watched the colour drain from his face. The dress didn’t look bad, as long as he wasn’t looking up at his face or down at his hairy legs. “Here, put the panties on. Your boxers and killing your look.” She handed him a pair of black panties. So he reluctantly slipped out of his boxers and into the tight, lacy undergarment.  
 
    Then he looked back at Erin. “This is so silly,” he said, and then he noticed she was gone. “Erin?”  
 
    He heard her distant snickering, coming from outside of the store. Terry, in his little black dress, rushed out from the store and into the mall. He saw Erin bolting around the corner. He had to catch her before she reached the exit. He couldn’t let her steal anything. So he started running. The air lifted up his dress, exposing his tiny panties. He held the dress down, feeling the cool air teasing his exposed legs. “Erin, stop right now! If you don’t stop, I’ll have to call the cops!”  
 
    He nearly stumbled around the corner. The marble floors felt icy cold on his bare feet. But he hadn’t made up any ground. Now, Erin was even further away, nearly at the door to the back hallway. From there, she would easily be able to find that loading bay door where she came in. “Stop!” Terry yelled again as he heard her giggling.  
 
    He ran as fast as he could. He closed his eyes and tried to control his breathing. The mall was a giant mess; he couldn’t actually call the police. The Game Stop was still open and that Halo game was still running, the Sears was still open and the bed sheets on that bed were still ruffled up, and there were a few different women’s clothing stores left open. This wasn’t going to look good… 
 
    He threw the hallway door open and then he sprinted around the corner as the last of his hope was starting to run out. Then, he ran right into Erin. She grabbed him with a big hug and then they both fell down to the ground. She couldn’t stop giggling. “You didn’t really think that I was robbing that store, did you?” she said, looking into his eyes.  
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. He couldn’t figure out why she wasn’t nearly as exhausted as him. “I can’t lose this job.” 
 
    “You aren’t going to lose the job. You just need to relax,” she said. Then she looked down at his dress-clad body. “Don’t you think we would make a cute lesbian couple?”  
 
    Terry jumped up to his feet. “C’mon, get up. I need you to help me clean up. The morning guy is going to be here in a couple of hours.”  
 
    “I’ll only help you clean up if you dress up like a French maid. I saw the perfect outfit in the lingerie store next to the Sears.”  
 
    “I’m not doing that,” Terry said. 
 
    “Please! Do it for me. It would make my night. Besides, I might have messed a few other things up while you weren’t looking. You want me to clean all of that up, right?”  
 
    Terry sighed, and then he reluctantly found himself in that lingerie store, getting naked and then wriggling into a tight French maid outfit. While he was doing up all of the little straps, Erin snagged a long blonde wig off of a mannequin. “Put this on,” she said. But she just went ahead and put it on his head for him.  
 
    “I feel like an idiot,” he said. 
 
    “Well you look hot,” she said with a bit grin. Then she slapped him on his exposed ass. At least she kept to her word, helping him get all of the stores back to the way they were. She even did a spectacular job making the bed in the Sears. “I worked at Sears when I was a teenager,” she said. “You just helped me live out an old fantasy of mine.”  
 
    Terry got all of the gates locked up and his Halo game put away back into its secret place. “Thanks for the help,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks for being so sexy,” she said. And then he remembered he was still wearing the ridiculous lingerie. “You’d better get that put away before that morning guy shows up. I should be going. Tonight was fun. We should do it again sometime.” She leaned forward and kissed him on the nose. Then she started towards that loading bay exit. “I can just let myself out, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Terry called back. And then she was gone. He rushed over to the lingerie store and found his work outfit. He was about to take off the French maid costume, and then he caught his reflection in the mirror. With the blonde wig, he actually didn’t look too bad. The blonde fringes framed his face in a flattering way, and the outfit’s tight corset gave him a surprisingly feminine physique. He turned to his side to admire his surprisingly perky butt. He gave his bum a little shake as his heart stuttered.  
 
    It may have been a stressful night, but it was kind of fun—and it was exciting. Terry had never been much of an adrenaline junky, but he could understand the draw, especially once he made his way back to that security room, before those idle monitors. The room was quiet and everything was still. And that stillness suddenly seemed unnatural.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    The next night, Terry didn’t feel like playing video games. He loaded up that Halo game and had it beat before the end of his first hour. He looked through the store for another game to play, but nothing caught his interest. He tried to play one of the yet-to-be-released games from the back room, but it didn’t hold his attention for more than ten minutes.  
 
    He wandered the mall halls and looked into the various stores, hoping to spot something to do. He wandered through the board game store, but there was nothing there for him. He went into the bookstore, but he’d never been much into reading, and none of the books on the many shelves made him want to change that. He spent twenty minutes in the graphic novel section, but even the graphic novels refused to hold his attention.  
 
    He wanted another taste of excitement, like he had the night before. He wanted to feel his heart pounding ferociously again. He wanted another burst of adrenaline in his veins.  
 
    So he came up with the idea of wandering the halls with his flashlight turned off. He got a little jump when he turned and saw a mannequin right up against the glass of a men’s suit store. But the rush faded quickly. He got another little scare a few minutes later while perusing that Sears store, when that same mannequin toppled over from the weight of its heavy fur coat and dense purse. But Terry wasn’t happy with little scares. He wanted to feel that same excitement.  
 
    He wandered into the HMV and found the scariest horror movie he could. He put it on in his security room and watched it from start to finish, hoping it would put him on edge so that his next dark mall walk would be more fun. But the movie failed to get his blood flowing, and now he had to carefully wrap the DVD back up in its plastic wrap.  
 
    He looked at his watch. He still had six hours left in his shift. Now he could understand why Phil was bringing transgender prostitutes around the mall: he was probably just desperate for a bit of a thrill. And surely fucking a tranny hooker while on the job was somewhat of a thrill. But Terry wasn’t about to look up the local escort listings. He still wanted to keep his job, and he didn’t exactly want to catch any diseases.  
 
    So what could he do?  
 
    He found himself standing in front of that lingerie store. He looked through the window at that French maid costume. It gave him an idea—and the idea alone was enough to make his heart pound. What if he put it on and ran a lap around the outside of the mall? It was unlikely that anyone would see—but what if someone happened to be walking by at that strange hour of the night? Terry unlocked the shop and then he quickly got undressed. Now his heart was pounding the way he wanted it to pound. He could feel that warm adrenaline buzzing down into his fingertips. He took a deep breath before slipping the little outfit onto his body. He took a minute to do up all of the little clips. Then he grabbed that blonde wig off the nearby mannequin.  
 
    He knew there was probably broken glass around the mall, so he couldn’t do the run barefoot. But he managed to find a pair of black heels in that lingerie store that just fit his small feet. He wobbled in the heels. They just added to the challenge, making his heart pound even harder. He carefully made his way down to the loading bay door. He had his phone tucked into the little apron pocket of the outfit, along with the key to that loading bay door—and only the key to that loading bay door. If he ended up on the other end of the mall, the only way back in was to run all the way around, in those tall heels and that skimpy outfit.  
 
    “What the hell are you doing,” he whispered to himself as he grabbed the door handle. But he didn’t stop. He wanted the thrill, even if it was an obscure thrill. He took a deep breath and then he ran out the door. He ran past the loading bay and into the parking lot. The air was cool against his exposed skin. There was no one in sight, but that didn’t make his little game any less exhilarating. He ran as fast as he could in those heels, nearly falling over a few times—but he managed to stay on his feet. He came around the bend. The headlights of an oncoming car started to materialize on a distant road. Terry’s heart pounded even harder. What if the person thought Terry was lost and needed help? What if it was a cop out on patrol?  
 
    Terry kept running. He ran around the corner as the light from those headlights crossed over his body. The car went past without slowing down, but Terry’s heart kept throbbing into his ribcage. He was halfway—stuck outside in skimpy lingerie for at least another five minutes.  
 
    He had a big smile on his face. He could feel his butt cheeks bouncing slightly with each step. He kind of liked the way it felt. He caught his own reflection in the large window of the sporting goods store. From a distance, he actually kind of looked like a chick running down the road. In fact, he didn’t have to be too far away to get that feminine impression. Even when he was running right against the wall, he could see a girl where a boy should have been.  
 
    Another care passed, making Terry’s heart race even faster. This car actually slowed down, as if the driver noticed Terry. Terry bit down hard on his tongue and turned quickly into the loading bay. He quickly fumbled for that key in his apron pocket—but it wasn’t there. And neither was his phone. They must have fallen out while he was running. “No! Shit!” he said, spinning around to look at the ground. The key could have been anywhere, along with his phone—it could be as far away as the complete other side of the mall! And now, he was exhausted. He couldn’t do a full lap in just ten minutes—especially not in those heels, and he wasn’t about to make the run in bare feet. “Shit!” he said again, running around the corner, desperately looking at the ground. But the ground was dark. He couldn’t see anything, and he didn’t have his flashlight.  
 
    That same car came around again, this time moving slowly. Terry looked over at it as it came closer and closer, heading down the road towards the entrance into the parking lot. Was it one of the mall owners? Was it a police officer? Or was it just some creep who couldn’t resist the opportunity to see a chick running around in lingerie? Whoever it was: Terry was in for a serious humiliation. 
 
    Then, a glimmer caught the corner of his eye. There on the ground was the key, right next to his phone. He grabbed both and started running back towards the loading bay door. He pressed the key into the hole quickly and then looked back just as that car was turning into the parking lot. Terry ran inside and slammed the door shut firmly behind him.  
 
    He slid down to the ground with his back against that cold steel door. He took a few deep breaths, and then he pulled open the baby monitor app on his phone. He watched as that car slowly perused the parking lot before leaving through the same entrance it came in from. He let out a long sigh of relief. It was a close call—but it was exactly the thrill he was hoping for.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Terry got changed back into his proper clothes and he made his way back to his station. It took his heart a good twenty minutes to calm down. He couldn’t believe what he’d done—it was so naughty and taboo and exhilarating. He checked the clock and saw that he still had four hours left to kill. So what else could he do to pass the time?  
 
    Once again he found himself wandering the mall’s hallways, even though it wasn’t yet time for his hourly patrol. He looked into each different shop, hoping to spot something that would spark another exciting idea. But nothing seemed to do the trick—nothing except for the skimpy women’s clothing. But he’d already played that card enough. He wanted something different, something less potentially humiliating—though it was the potential humiliation that made the cross-dressing idea so enticing. There is no excitement without a good risk.  
 
    Terry came upon the mall’s makeup store. He looked inside and saw that there was a whole desk covered in opened makeup—the desk where they did demonstrations for potential customers. He opened up the gate and unlocked the store. There was a switch on the side of the counter that turned on a series of bright bulbs around a large mirror. Terry stared at himself in the mirror and noticed that he had a large grin on his face. He shook his head, trying to shake that grin away, but it wouldn’t go away. “You can’t be serious,” he said to himself. But the idea had already planted itself in his mind, and it was growing quickly. 
 
    He rushed over to the lingerie store to retrieve that blonde wig that looked so good on him. He grabbed a skimpy red clubbing dress off the rack and then he rushed back over to the makeup store. His heart was once again pounding the way he wanted it to. He looked at all of the different makeup supplies and had no idea where to start. So he just grabbed something at random: eyebrow filler. He’d always had thin eyebrows, so he figured it was a good place to start. He carefully drew the little marker over his eyebrows. He wasn’t sure what the point of filling in his eyebrows was, but he figured he had nothing better to do. 
 
    Then he picked up a tube of mascara. He opened it up and then brought it up to his eyelashes. He’d seen his mother applying mascara before, she he had the basic idea down in his head of what to do with it. He started to roll the dark product onto his lashes. Then came the eyeliner. This little pen was tricky. His hands were trembling, so getting thin straight lines was impossible. He still did his best, and his best wasn’t terrible. He was able to hide the imperfections with the eye shadow that came next.  
 
    Then came the lipstick. He picked a ruby red colour that matched the skimpy dress he snagged in the lingerie store. It went on glossy, making his lips look wet and plump—like the perfect set of blowjob lips. He rubbed his lips together and then made a kissy face at himself in the mirror.  
 
    Now it was time to get changed. He got out from his security outfit and into that little red dress. It tied up in the front, with a long slit down to show off the cleavage he didn’t have. But it didn’t look bad without a bust—it just looked like he was a flat-chested chick. He’d always had a bit of a thing for flat-chested chicks anyway.  
 
    He got his wig on and then he ruffled up the hair to make it look more natural.  
 
    His reflection was convincing—almost terrifyingly convincing, especially since it was his first attempt at doing his own makeup.  
 
    But he could see room for improvement: the slight stubble on his chin, for instance—or the hair on his armpits. And, of course, there was his leg hair, which made his lower half completely unconvincing. But all of those issues could be fixed with a razor and some shaving cream, which there was plenty of in the drug store just next to that makeup store. Terry got what he needed and took it over to the nearby public bathroom. It took him twenty minutes to get shaved up completely—and most of that time was spent shaving carefully around his cock and balls. He originally planned to leave his crotch hair where it was, but it just looked ridiculous without any accompanying body hair. So it all had to go.  
 
    Now he was looking frighteningly convincing. He even looked kind of hot, especially when his head was tilted down to hide his Adam’s apple. But he found a solution for that as well, back at the lingerie store. At the checkout counter was a stack of lace chokers. He got one fitted around his throat. Then he grabbed a pair of red panties to hold his bulge back. He wriggled his feet into that same pair of black heels, giving his outfit some contrast. The heels made his butt perky and girly.  
 
    He walked over to the mirror to see the final result. And he couldn’t believe his eyes. He was staring at a woman. From his head to his toes, he looked amazingly convincing, and sexy too. He did a little twirl, feeling the light skirt of his red dress lifting into the air. Then he walked out into the mall hallway, one foot in front of the other. He liked the feeling of the cool air teasing up his bare thighs. He liked the way his bum bounced with every step. And he liked the sound of his heeled feet echoing in the quiet hallways. He even liked looking down and seeing his long blonde hair cascading down his shoulders and chest. He felt sexy, and in a strange way he liked it.  
 
    He looked up and saw the cameras pointing down on him. He knew they weren’t recording and he knew there was no one watching in the control room, but that didn’t stop his heart from skipping a beat. In a few hours, that mall would be crawling with people—hundreds of people, including people he knew. In a weird way, that thought filled him with a taboo excitement—maybe the same taboo excitement that Erin was feeling when she asked him how many people had been on that bed.  
 
    Terry went into that Sears now. There was a little sofa section right next to the exterior entrance of the store. He sat down on the sofa, knowing anyone could look through those large glass doors. He knew no one was out there, but the thought alone was enough to make his heart skip another beat. He was quickly becoming obsessed with that naughty feeling tingling in his bones. The excitement was intense, even though he was just sitting. And there was a small part of him that wanted someone to peek in through the window, to see him sitting there, to lust over his perfect little body and his adorable face.  
 
    He wondered what Erin would think if she saw him all dolled up. Would she want to finger his asshole again, or would she laugh in his face? He held up his phone and snapped a selfie of himself. Then he went to send it to her. Now his heart was slamming absurdly quickly into his ribcage. He cancelled the message before he could press that send button. He needed to keep his sanity. He couldn’t let his excitement make a fool out of him.  
 
    Though he kept on sitting by that window, enjoying the excitement of knowing he could be outed at any moment. He stretched out his legs and then crossed them the way women do. He watched his pretty legs as he danced his foot from side to side.  
 
    Then he checked the time on his phone. He had one hour until his shift was over and he still had quite a bit to clean up. So he got to work, saving his change out outfit for last. He made it back to his seat in the security room five minutes before the morning guard came to take over.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    As soon as the mall was dark and empty the next night, Terry started to get himself dolled up. He didn’t entirely know why he was doing it—he just knew that he liked the thrill of it, and being dressed up like a slutty chick would make whatever he ended up doing that night even more exhilarating.  
 
    His heart fluttered as he pulled a tight pair of lacy panties up his legs. Was he becoming addicted to the thrill of cross-dressing? Would he be able to stop himself? He was playing a dangerous game—like a pharmacist experimenting with addictive drugs. He had a whole world of women’s clothing available to him, five nights a week. If he really was becoming addicted, it was going to be hard to stop. And if he ended up getting dolled up every night, it would only be a matter of time before he got caught.  
 
    But even though he knew that, he still found himself in that little makeup store, putting on some eyebrow filler, some eye shadow, some mascara, some eyeliner, a bit of glossy lipstick, and a touch of blush. He did a better job with the eyeliner, though there was still lots of room for improvement.  
 
    Instead of dressing up in the lingerie store, he found an adorable dress in Nordstrom. According to the price tag, the dress was worth fifteen hundred dollars—more than Terry’s entire wardrobe combined. He finished the outfit with a pair of eighteen hundred dollar heels, and some black satin gloves, which felt amazing on his hands. He loved the way the lightweight dress flowed as he walked down the long mall hallways. And once again, his heart was fluttering with excitement, just the way he liked. 
 
    He got a rush every time he walked past a window. He nearly fell onto his ass every time he turned to see a mannequin looking his way. And then when he wasn’t shocking his heart, he was revelling in a different sensation: the feeling of being pretty. He would stop every so often to admire his reflection in tall store windows. He would even occasionally slip into the stores, just to look in the mirror. He slipped into the lingerie store to grab a black lace choker, like the one he wore the night before. And that’s when he noticed the curtain separating the main part of the store from the ‘no kids allowed’ part of the store. Terry looked around before slipping through that curtain. 
 
    The smaller back room was mostly stocked with bachelorette party supplies: penis-shaped straws, a whistle shaped like a vagina, books about real sex positions, books about made up impossible sex positions, and other gag gifts. But there was one wall of sex toys: dildos, vibrators, blow-up sex dolls, and even a selection of Fleshlights. Terry’s heart started pounding as an idea came into his head. His gaze was fixed on a strap-on dildo. It was long and purple with black straps. He grabbed it off the shelf and gave it a little shake. He watched as the long purple shaft bounced and jiggled.  
 
    He slipped back out into the mall’s main hallway with the dildo in hand. Now his arms and legs were trembling as a sweat formed on the back of his neck. He looked around nervously as he made his way to the Sears. He went up the floor to where the beds were, and then he took one of the male mannequins and laid it down on its back. He got that strap-on fixed on the mannequin, as if the mannequin had a large erection. Then he looked around again: an impulse more than anything at this point. He took a deep breath and then he bent forward and start to fellate the tall cock. He gently curled his trembling fingers around the purple cock and began to stroke as he gently teased the tip with his tongue. His mind was racing with more thoughts than he could process, making it impossible to figure out why the hell he was giving a mannequin a blowjob.  
 
    But he didn’t stop. He got up on his knees and straddled the mannequin the same way Erin straddled him on that same bed. He pressed his ball sack down against the plastic humanoid’s face and gently started to grind as if he was rubbing his pussy against the fake plastic lips. And strangely, he started to get hard.  
 
    Once the purple dildo was coated with a nice layer of warm saliva, he repositioned himself, lining the tip of that cock up with his tiny hole. He pressed his hands down on the mannequin’s surprisingly stacked chest. “Not too rough. I’m a virgin down there,” he said in a girly voice. And then he caught himself grinning. He reached back and pulled his panties to the side. Then he started to slowly sit himself down. Nothing happened at first. The dildo bent and refused to push through that tiny hole. Terry found himself sitting up and trying various angles before the bulbous tip finally and suddenly pierced through. Terry froze for a moment. Now the cock was sinking in with relative ease. He could feel that plastic cock rubbing against his anal walls as it travelled deeper and deeper. He took a sharp breath in and looked down, watching as the purple shaft disappeared into his body.  
 
    He could feel himself stretching out, but it felt kind of nice, especially once he got the angle just perfect, with his back straight and his bum perked out. He had to wriggle his hips to get the last couple of inches inside of his body. And once it was in completely, he stopped. He looked around the quiet department store. There was nothing normal about what he was doing. Everything about it was beyond strange—perverted and crazed even. But he still couldn’t stop himself. The thrill was too great and the euphoria that was now pulsing between his legs was too strong. He let a long sigh out and then he said, “You fucking cock feels so nice in my little asshole.” He started to bounce up and down, slowly at first. He kept his palms planted on the plastic man’s strong chest.  
 
    His heart stuttered as the memory of Phil and Candy suddenly entered into his mind. He could still see Phil bent over, taking Candy’s impressive cock in his ass. And how did that start? Was that something Phil did all the time? Was that a fetish that was born from bored night shifts at that quiet mall? Was Terry seeing his own future when he looked into that storage room and saw that tranny prostitute fucking his old boss?  
 
    And did this mean that Terry was gay—or maybe just bisexual? He didn’t grab a female mannequin—he made a point of grabbing one with chiselled muscles and a rugged face—and not to mention, he currently had an entire plastic cock in his ass. Straight men don’t stick plastic cocks in their asses, do they?  
 
    Terry pushed those thoughts away. He was just having fun, just indulging in a bit of a thrill. There was no deeper meaning behind any of it. It was just the naughtiest activity he could think of. So he kept bouncing. He closed his eyes and clenched his butthole. The cock was pressing right into his sweet spot, making his legs tremble. He let a long moan out from his lips and then he started bouncing faster. He opened his eyes and looked down to see that his cock was erect and throbbing hard. He was tempted to grab it and jerk it off, but he resisted the urge. He wanted to see if he could come without touching himself, like he did when Erin fingered his asshole with three whole fingers. He bounced even faster. The bed shook and creaked. Terry’s legs were trembling hard now. His heart was fluttering between his gut and his throat. He couldn’t stop himself from moaning. He couldn’t stop himself from squirming.  
 
    “Oh fuck!” he groaned, and then he opened his eyes to watch as his erection spewed warm cum all over the mannequin’s ripped chest. He clenched and squirmed and moaned and trembled as blast after blast coated the mannequin’s torso. Then he stood up. The dildo left his ass with an unflattering slurp noise. Terry stumbled off of the bed. 
 
    Then he heard a pattering and a sudden clank behind him. He spun around. One of the pans in the kitchen section was swaying gently in the darkness. “Who’s there?” Terry called out, his voice cracking slightly. He looked around with a pounding heart. He didn’t have his flashlight on him, but he did have his phone. He quickly opened up that baby monitor app and then he looked carefully at the monitors showing the Sears. He could see himself, standing in that dress and wig, but he couldn’t see anyone else on any camera. He carefully approached the kitchen section. He looked at that pan, which was no longer swaying, and he wondered if the swaying was just in his head. Maybe it was—but the noise definitely wasn’t. He heard something, and it wasn’t something small like a mouse.  
 
    He looked around again. “If someone is here, show yourself now, or I’m calling the cops,” he called out. Then he heard another clank coming from the other end of the store, where the powered down escalator was. He ran over, hoping to catch the culprit. He got to the top of the escalator and looked down. Maybe it was his eyes playing tricks on him, but he thought he saw a shadow fleeing towards the store exit. “Fuck!” Terry muttered under his breath.  
 
    He had a decision to make: chase the potential invader or get that bed and himself cleaned up, in case he needed to call the police. He definitely couldn’t call the police with a full face of makeup, and an erect mannequin laying on a bed. But he couldn’t face a criminal in his current state either. He didn’t have his pepper spray or even his flashlight. He took a deep breath.  
 
    He decided to follow the intruder. Maybe he wouldn’t be able to do anything if there was a confrontation, but maybe his presence would be enough to scare the person away before they could steal anything of significance—if there was even a person sneaking around in that mall, and not just a figment of Terry’s nervous imagination.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    Terry stumbled out into the mall. The wide, dark corridor was dark and quiet. “Hello?” Terry called out. His voice echoed back at him as a cool draft crept up his exposed thighs. “The cops are on their way!” he shouted again. And the mall became silent again—but only for a moment. Then, he heard the sound of a snicker. It came from far down the hall, but he could hear it with crystal clarity. When those hallways were empty, sound could travel effortlessly from one end of the mall to the other.  
 
    “Shit, shit, shit,” Terry muttered under his breath.  
 
    He rushed over to the back hallway, and then up the stairs to the security room. He grabbed his flashlight and then he turned his gaze to the monitors. He scanned the many screens carefully, looking for movement. He was just about to turn away when he saw a still figure in front of one of the stores. The person seemed to be fumbling with the lock on the gate. Were they picking the lock, or did they have a key?  
 
    Terry’s heart sunk deep down into his stomach. He had to stop the person, even if it would be terribly humiliating. He could catch the culprit and then let them go with a warning—as long as they promised not to say anything about what they saw: Terry all dolled up fucking a mannequin like a complete psychopath. He grabbed a pair of handcuffs off the desk before leaving the office. 
 
    He crept down the stairs and started towards the store that was being broken into. He stayed close to the wall as he made his way towards the main corridor. He poked his head out and saw that the gate was unlocked but closed, as if the culprit snuck inside, hoping not to be seen.  
 
    Terry quietly darted across the corridor and gently pressed his back against the wall. He sidled up to the gate and, as quietly as he could, pulled the gate open—just enough so that he could fit through. He kept his flashlight off as he ducked down and hurried towards a tall rack of clothing. He took a deep breath and scanned the room from behind his clothing barricade. He was about to move towards the next clothing rack when a pair of arms wrapped around him and tackled him to the ground. 
 
    “Get off of me!” he cried, squirming.  
 
    “I’m going to fuck you in the ass!” said a deep voice—but it was a strange deep voice, as if the person was straining to make their voice deep. The criminal tried to pin Terry’s arms, but Terry managed to overpower the person, tossing him over and then rolling on top of him. And that’s when he realized he was wrestling with Erin. “Erin?” he said with a heart that was on the verge of cardiac arrest. “What the hell are you doing here?”  
 
    “Surprise,” she said with a big smile.  
 
    “How did you get in here? Are you mad?”  
 
    She laughed. “The other day before I left I unlocked a window in the loading bay. I can’t believe no one came around and locked it. Though I scraped my arm pretty good while crawling through.”  
 
    Terry tried to get up but Erin held him down, wrapping her arms around him and grabbing his ass with both hands. “I like your outfit,” she said. “I had a feeling you were going to try on a few more dresses after I left. I could see in your eyes that you liked it.”  
 
    “I don’t like it,” Terry said as his cheeks became hot.  
 
    “So what’s this then? Are you punishing yourself for something?” She giggled, and Terry had no response. His whole face was hot now. He wriggled his body until he broke free from her grasp, and then he hopped up to his feet.  
 
    “You shouldn’t be in here. I can get in a lot of trouble,” he said.  
 
    “Oh, c’mon. I thought we were over this whole paranoid thing. I’m not stealing or breaking anything. We’re just having fun. You’re the one wearing a two thousand dollar dress. I have a feeling that’s against your little security boy rulebook.”  
 
    Terry bit down on his tongue. He straightened his dress and took a deep breath. “So I kind of like the feeling of it. So what?” he said. 
 
    She laughed. “So nothing. I already told you that I think you look good in a dress.”  
 
    “You think this is funny?” he asked. “It’s not a big deal.” 
 
    “You’re the one making it a big deal,” she said. “Now get over it and let’s try on some more stuff. Maybe we can go over to Sears and have a bit of fun on the beds again.” She winked, making Terry’s stomach turn. He’d already forgotten about that embarrassing incident. She must have seen everything: the mannequin, the strap-on, the bouncing, and probably the sucking too.  
 
    “I was just fooling around,” Terry said. 
 
    “With what?” 
 
    “You know what. I was just… bored. People do weird things when they’re bored.”  
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about, beautiful.” And she was keeping a surprisingly straight face.  
 
    “I know you were watching me up in the Sears.” 
 
    “I think you’re losing your mind with all these lonely nights,” she said. “Now c’mon, let’s go fool around. I’m feeling frisky and those pretty legs of yours aren’t helping.” She grabbed his hand, but he didn’t budge. His heart stuttered as he looked into her eyes, trying to figure out if she was telling the truth. “What is it?”  
 
    “You really weren’t watching me up there?” 
 
    She stared back with narrowed eyes. “Now you’re starting to freak me out. Up where? What are you talking about?”  
 
    Terry’s legs began to tremble. He knew that someone had been up in that Sears with him, and if it wasn’t Erin, then who was it? Could it have just been a breeze, with a little help from his imagination? Maybe he heard the distant echo of Erin slipping in through the loading bay window—but that was nearly half a kilometer away, on the opposite end of the mall. How could that be true? And how could a draft make a pan sway, but just one single pan?  
 
    “Terry? You okay?” she said. 
 
    “I’m fine. I just—I think we should just fool around down here. Let’s not go up to those beds.” He didn’t want her to see the mannequin if it was true that she hadn’t already seen it.  
 
    She smiled and put her hands on his shoulders. “But the floor is so hard, and it’s probably dirty. Let’s at least go find a couch. I think I saw a display downstairs at Sears—or is Sears just off limits for you tonight?”  
 
    Terry forced a smile. “The couches are fine.” So they started towards that couch display. Terry took out his flashlight and carefully scanned each store along the way.  
 
    “Looking for something?” she asked with a chuckle.  
 
    “Just looking,” he said.  
 
    “You know, it would turn me on if you talking with a proper lady voice. Your manly voice keeps taking me out of my headspace.”  
 
    Terry cleared his throat. He looked around again to make sure no one was watching, and then he used his best female voice to say, “How does this sound?” He felt his face turning red. He didn’t know why he was playing along, and he definitely didn’t know why he was enjoying it. At least Erin seemed to like it. Maybe she was secretly a lesbian or a bisexual. Or maybe she just had an unusual idea of fun. 
 
    They arrived at the couches. Erin threw herself down on her back and said, “Undress me and then fuck me. I would give you a handy, but now I know that you’re a premature ejaculator.” She laughed. “I’m just kidding—but seriously. Undress me and then fuck me—and leave the dress on. I want to feel it rubbing against my naked skin.” Now her cheeks were red as she bit her bottom lip.  
 
    Terry yanked off her skirt and then he pulled down her panties, revealing that shaved pussy. He ran his fingers up her plump lips, eliciting a soft moan, and then he took her sweater and pulled it up and over her head, revealing those bra-free titties that looked so perfect on her chest. He grabbed her nipples and gently squeezed them, pulling them slightly to make them especially erect. “I’m already wet,” she said. Her voice was hardly more than a whimper. Her whole face was red now. The sight of Terry in drag really aroused her.  
 
    Terry sunk down and licked the length of her slit, eliciting another soft moan from her lips. Using his hands, he spread her open and took a good look inside of her. A dribble of clear fluid ran out, as if to invite him inside. He bent forward and licked it up, tasting her sweet nectar. “Please just fuck me. I’m so fucking horny,” she said.  
 
    So he hiked up his skirt and slipped his erection out from his panties. He gave it a few strokes, making sure it was as hard as it could be, and then he pressed it against that damp hole. She groaned and rolled her head from side to side. Terry had never made a woman so horny before. Usually girls closed their eyes, and Terry assumed they were imagining better men: men with bigger muscles and handsome faces—but Erin was staring right into Terry’s eyes, looking down his body occasionally, and she was more aroused than any girl Terry had ever seen. It felt good. He felt sexy.  
 
    He pushed his cock into her warm pussy. She clenched tight and then she released, letting him sink in completely, stuffing her little hole. “Oh God,” she groaned as her fingernails dug into the couch’s upholstery.  
 
    Terry couldn’t keep his eyes off of her. And she couldn’t keep her eyes off of him. She reached up and sunk her fingers into his blonde hair. Then she had an orgasm. She ran her fingers down to where his breasts should have been. She had another small orgasm. Then she brought her hands around to his ass. She stuck one of her fingers into his asshole and then she said, “You’re so beautiful.” Then she had another orgasm. 
 
    And for the second time in an hour, Terry came. He filled her pussy with his hot load before falling on top of her. He took a deep breath, feeling her soft breasts pressed against his chest. Erin nestled her face against his neck. She took a deep breath in. “I think we need to find you a nice perfume.”  
 
    “That sounds good to me,” he said.  
 
    “Don’t move,” a male voice said.  
 
    Terry looked over at the same time as Erin. He could feel her heart suddenly pounding against his. About twenty feet away, Phil was standing with a gun in one hand and a cellphone in the other. The cellphone was pointed right at Terry and his date, as if he had just finished recording their whole romp. “Phil?” Terry said.  
 
    “I said don’t move,” he said, “or I will shoot—believe me! I’ll do it!” He took a step forward. It was hard to make out his face in that dark room, but Terry could see that his hands were trembling. “I’m serious! I’ll shoot! I should shoot anyway. I should just end your life after what you did to me.” 
 
    “Terry—who is that?” Erin said. Her voice was quiet and trembling.  
 
    “Shut up!” said Phil, thrusting his gun forward in a threatening motion. “I’m trying to think of a reason not to shoot. This isn’t my gun. I can wipe the prints off and then just leave it here. No one could possibly know that it was me. And you really do deserve it for ruining my life. You know that I’m a sex offender now? I’m on a list with all of the paedophiles. I’ll never be able to get a job again in my life. I had to pay a massive fine, and the mall is suing me for everything I’ve got. I’m as good as dead. Hell, maybe after I kill you, I’ll go ahead and kill myself.” His hands were seriously trembling now. He was trying to control his breathing, but he was doing a terrible job.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to get you fired, Phil. I just didn’t know what to do,” said Terry. “I saw that girl taking all of that stuff, and I couldn’t think of any other way to stop her. I thought you would play along with it—pretend like you were trying to apprehend her. Why didn’t you play along?”  
 
    “The cops came in and saw me holding all that stuff. What could I say? That I was trying to put it away? You really are a stupid, little idiot. And look at you—now you’re the one stealing. You think you’re better than me? Look at you, all dolled up. You look good—I have to admit. I would hire you if you put yourself up for hire.” He licked his lips, making a cold tingle travel quickly down Terry’s spine. “You look good, but it will still be embarrassing when the cops find you dressed up. What will your family think? What will your parents think when they find out their son was just a cross-dressing criminal?”  
 
    “Please don’t shoot that gun, Phil. You’re better than this,” said Terry.  
 
    “I had a feeling you were up to no good. And then I drive by and see you running around in lingerie like a little slut. I tried to get a video—I could have had you fired already. But it doesn’t matter. I’ve got you now. Now the only question is, do I get you fired and slapped on the same paedophile list as me, or do I kill you for ruining my life?”  
 
    “Please don’t kill us,” Erin said.  
 
    “Shut up, slut,” Phil said.  
 
    Terry took a deep breath. He closed his eyes and waited for his life to end. He could tell that Phil wasn’t just threatening—he was there on a mission, and that mission was to end Terry’s life. So why wasn’t he doing it? Did he not want to kill Erin as well? Was he trying to figure out how to deal with both of them? Or was there another reason he wasn’t pulling that trigger? 
 
    Terry opened one of his eyes and saw that Phil was still standing with that gun drawn, still trembling with his finger over the trigger. “Just do it!” Terry said. 
 
    “I’m going to!” Phil yelled. But he still wasn’t pressing that trigger.  
 
    “Do it then!” 
 
    Phil closed his eyes. His face became red. Then suddenly, he started crying. He lowered the gun and then he stumbled back onto one of the nearby sofa chairs. He planted his face into his hands while Erin slipped out from underneath Terry. She carefully ran off to call for help, leaving Terry to deal with Phil.  
 
    Terry stood up slowly. “It’s okay, buddy. Just tell me what’s going on.”  
 
    “I can’t kill you,” he said. “I know you didn’t mean to get me fired. It’s not your fault that I screwed up. Now my life is ruined.” 
 
    “Your life isn’t ruined, Phil. It will be harder to get a job, but you’ll manage to find something. People on those lists find work all the time. It’s just going to be harder—that’s all.”  
 
    “And then there’s the lawsuit. They’re going to take all of my money,” he said.  
 
    “So you’ll have to start fresh. Think of it as an opportunity. You spent the last twenty years here—now you’re free to do something completely different. You can become a whole different person.” 
 
    Then Phil looked up. His eyes were glowing. His lips parted but no words came out.  
 
    “What is it?” Terry asked. 
 
    “I—I want to be like you,” he said.  
 
    “Like me?” Terry asked. 
 
    “I want to be a girl. I want to be pretty. I always wanted to put on dresses, but I was always too afraid someone would see me.” 
 
    Terry nodded his head slowly. “Who cares if anyone sees you? It’s none of their business.”  
 
    He stared at Terry for a moment before cracking a smile. “You’re right,” he said. He slowly stood up. Then he reached for the gun. He lifted it up, making Terry flinch. He slipped it into the waistband of his jeans.  
 
    “You should get out of here before the cops come,” Terry said. 
 
    “You won’t have time to get changed,” Phil said. 
 
    Terry laughed. “That’s fine,” he said. “So they might think that I’m a girl, or they’ll think that I’m a tranny—it doesn’t make a difference. They’ll go on with their day and I’ll go on with mine.”  
 
    Phil nodded his head slowly. “In just a few weeks, you managed to do what I couldn’t in twenty years,” he said with his glowing eyes. Then he turned and ran off. Instead of using the few minutes he had to get changed, Terry started cleaning up, making it look like there was never any scuffle. 
 
    The cops pulled up to the Sears door. Terry took a deep breath and then he walked out, in his wig and makeup and dress. “False alarm, officers,” he said, holding up his security badge. “Just a really big rat.”  
 
    The officers stared at him with blank looks. They looked at one another then back at Terry. “You sure everything’s fine, miss?” one of them asked. 
 
    “It’s all good. Thank you for coming so quickly.” 
 
    “Alright. Be careful now. A pretty girl like you shouldn’t be running around at night in a pretty dress like that. There are some real creeps around here.”  
 
    Terry smiled. He felt his cheeks turning red as he bit his bottom lip. One of the officers was checking him out. He turned to go back into the mall, and then he looked back quickly before stepping through the door. He watched as the officers quickly darted their gazes away from Terry’s bum. He was flattered, with a giant smile on his face.  
 
    Erin was waiting for him inside. She was holding the purple strap-on, with a big grin on her face. “I found this on a mannequin upstairs. You feeling up for another round?” She waved the plastic cock, making it sway.  
 
    “Okay, but let’s be quick,” Terry said. His cock was already getting hard at the thought of being stuffed. He realized in that moment that he had the best job in the entire world, and the best girlfriend he could ever wish for.  
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    LAST RESORT 
 
    Boone has been spending more and more time at work. He’s been making more money than ever, but his wife, Lacy, isn’t thrilled—especially after Boone forgets about their wedding anniversary.  
 
    Now, she’s ready to split up, but Boone is willing to try anything to save the marriage, though he isn’t thrilled when Lacy suggests couples counselling. She’s even got a place picked out: one week of counselling at a resort called The Last Resort, on the California coast. It’s a private resort with a radical treatment style, which involves a clean shave, some makeup, and lots of women’s clothing.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Boone Parker was in his boss’ office enjoying a nice whiskey when his phone started buzzing in his pocket. He was mid-sentence and didn’t want his phone to kill his momentum. Sadly, his boss went ahead and killed the momentum for him by saying, “Do you need to answer that?”  
 
    Boone pressed his lips thin and made a frustrated smile. “It’s okay. It’s not important,” he said. He already knew it was his wife calling, and he already knew exactly why she was calling: to give him shit for being at work late yet again. Over the past couple of months, they’d had the same boring argument over and over. “You’re always coming home too late,” she would say. “You’re always missing Danny’s dinnertime.” Danny was their four-year-old son. But Lacy, Boone’s wife, didn’t seem to care when Boone said, “I’m at work making the money we need to buy Danny’s dinner—and your dinner and my dinner.” 
 
    He slipped his phone out from his pocket, just to make sure it really was his wife and not an important client. He had one missed call from Lacy Parker—nothing to worry about. He slipped the phone back into his pocket. “Where was I?” he said. “Oh right, I was telling you about the homeless guy at the grocery store. So I’m standing there, right? And this homeless guy is meandering up and down the isle, not looking at any of the shelves, just walking up and down the isle. And it takes the guy working there a good five minutes to realize this homeless guy is just walking around, and he’s not actually there to buy anything. So he walks up and say, ‘Sir, can I help you with something?’ And the homeless guy says, ‘Yeah, you can suck my fat dick!’ And then I just started laughing.”  
 
    Boone’s boss laughed at the silly tale.  
 
    “The poor kid working didn’t know what to do. His face turned red and then he scurried away to get the manager.”  
 
    “Do you need to answer that? Maybe it’s important,” asked Boone’s boss, motioning towards Boone’s pocket. The phone was buzzing again—Boone hadn’t even noticed. He sighed and shook his head.  
 
    “I’m so sorry,” he said, pulling out the phone and answering the call. “What is it?” he hushed at his wife. 
 
    “When are you coming home?” she asked. 
 
    “When I’m done work.” 
 
    “When’s that?”  
 
    “When all my work is finished, Lacy. C’mon. You can’t just call like this.”  
 
    There was a short silence. “Okay, see you later,” she said with a soft voice. That voice took Boone by surprise. He was expecting some shouting. Lacy usually dug her nails in and wouldn’t go down without a fight. She was always looking for an excuse to chew Boone out—but apparently today was different.  
 
    “Everything okay?” Boone’s boss asked. 
 
    Boone took a moment, trying to process the strange phone call. Then he shook his head and said, “Yeah, it’s all good. Sorry, where was I? Oh right—so the kid’s boss comes out to approach this homeless guy, and I’m still just standing there, waiting for my turn in line.” Boone paused for a moment to have a sip of whiskey. 
 
    Having a drink of whiskey after work had become Boone and his boss’ new tradition. At the end of each day, they would unwind with a different bottle. It was a nice way to decompress, and it was a nice way into his boss’ good books. Since starting the tradition, Boone had worked his way up from floor manager to district manager, and there was already another promotion in Boone’s future. Boone had his own office with his own desk and his own view of downtown. He got to create his own hours, which was nice because Boone liked to sleep in a little bit every now and then.  
 
    It was around 10:00 PM when Boone finally got home that night—four hours later than his wife was expecting, but it wasn’t entirely his fault. It was 7:30 PM when he was just about to leave, then his boss invited him out to a restaurant, to meet up with some big clients that were in town. Boone couldn’t pass up the opportunity to show his face to a few clients—and his sociability was invaluable, at least according to his boss.  
 
    Boone was surprised to see that his wife was still awake when he got home. She usually crashed around 8:00 PM, shortly after putting Danny to sleep. “What are you doing up?” he asked. 
 
    Her eyes were red as if she’d been crying. “I was waiting for you,” she said.  
 
    “Why? Since when do you wait for me?” He hung up his coat and then he cracked a smile, remembering a joke he meant to tell his wife—a joke his boss told him earlier that day. It was a little bit raunchy, but he had a feeling she would like it.  
 
    “Since when do I wait up for you?” Lacy asked. “Since it’s our anniversary.”  
 
    Boone hesitated. Was she lying? Was she just trying to make him nervous? What day was it? Boone checked his watch. “Shit,” he said. It really was their anniversary. He looked over and saw that the table was all set with cold food and a bottle of wine. “I’m so sorry,” he said, rushing up to her. He kissed her on her soft lips, which didn’t pucker. Then he rushed over to the table and saw that all of the little tea candles were burnt out. His heart fluttered down towards his stomach. “C’mon, let’s eat. It looks good,” he said. 
 
    “It’s as cold as ice,” she said with that soft voice, which made Boone’s heart hurt.  
 
    “It’s fine. Maybe we can put it in the microwave.”  
 
    “It’s been sitting there for hours, Boone. It’s garbage.”  
 
    And that’s when Boone noticed the suitcase by the door. He’d almost forgotten: every anniversary, he would take his wife to a fancy hotel downtown for the night. They would get champagne and sit out on the balcony watching boats go by. Boone didn’t have anything booked—but that was fine. It was a weekday night. Surely there were a few fancy hotels with vacancy. He was just at one with his boss and it didn’t look too busy. “Just let me pack a few things and then we’ll go. I think the Porter has some open rooms.”  
 
    “I’m going to my sister’s house,” said Lacy. 
 
    It took Boone a moment to process what his wife had said. “Wait—what?” he said. 
 
    “I’m going to my sister’s house. I’m going to stay there for the night.” 
 
    “Why? It’s our anniversary.”  
 
    Lacy shook her head and let a sad laugh slip out from her lips. “I’m aware,” she said. “Danny’s already there. She came and picked him up four hours ago. You can have the apartment to yourself for the night.” She walked over to the door and grabbed her suitcase. 
 
    “That’s a big suitcase for a single night,” Boone said with a laugh.  
 
    She looked at him with those red eyes, which had been crying all night. “Bye, Boone.” A moment later, she was gone. Boone’s heart was in his gut and there was a lump the size of a tennis ball stuck in his throat. He couldn’t believe what was happening. Did his wife just leave him? Was he officially separated? And for what? Missing a single anniversary? 
 
    Surely Lacy was just on her period, he thought. Surely she was just worked up from his little blunder. She would wake up in the morning and realize she made a big mistake. And Boone was already planning on making it up to her. He already knew what he was going to do: take the next evening off of work, make a reservation at a nice restaurant, and then book a weekend at a spa resort outside of the city. By the end of the weekend, Lacy would be the one apologizing for her dramatic episode.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    But Lacy wasn’t home when Boone got home from work the next night. He tried calling her a few times throughout the day, but she didn’t pick up. He finally left her a message at 6:00 PM. “Lacy, it’s me—your husband. Pick up your phone! We’ve got dinner reservations in one hour. I can’t cancel, so call me back.” He paced around his apartment. He wasn’t so worried about the dinner reservations, even though they would charge his card fifty dollars if he didn’t show up. He was more worried that his wife wasn’t bluffing. It had been nearly twenty-four hours and she was still holding out, still waiting for him to string the correct words in the correct order for the correct apology. He had never been great with words—at least not with her. He was always saying the wrong thing and getting himself into trouble.  
 
    He ended up going out for dinner by himself. If he was going to get changed fifty bucks, he figured he may as well get a meal out of it. He felt embarrassed when he told the hostess that he would be alone. It wasn’t exactly a ‘grab a bite alone’ kind of joint. He ordered a steak and a glass of wine, and then he found himself staring at a room full of happy couples. It almost seemed like they were only there to rub salt into his wound. 
 
    But he knew Lacy would come back. If it was just her period, then it was already halfway done. If it was just her being dramatic, she would quickly realize how much Boone really did for her. Though it might take freezing her credit card for her to really know the extent of Boone’s selflessness. He worked every single weekday. He even worked through most holidays, banking as many overtime hours as he could, just so that Lacy could afford all of the things she wanted. When they first met, ten years before, Lacy would always talk about how badly she wanted Manolo Blahnik shoes. Now she had three pairs. She would always fantasize about having a big diamond ring on her finger. Now she had one. She had a big house with a hot tub—she always wanted a hot tub—and she got to go to tons of fancy events. What else did she want? To have all of that stuff and for Boone to be at home all day as well? It was impossible. She could pick one or the other—not both.  
 
    Boone paid for the hotel room for the night, but he stayed at home, just in case Lacy came home. He wasn’t thrilled about paying seven hundred bucks for a room that wasn’t even used, but he did his best to swallow the loss without getting worked up. He kept trying to call Lacy. It was around 8:00 PM when his calls started going straight to voicemail. “Goddamnit,” he said. Either her phone had died or she was blocking his calls. He had a feeling it was the latter. 
 
    She didn’t come home the next night, and Boone wasn’t sure how much more of her dramatics he could take. So he got into his car and he went over to her sister’s house. He figured she was probably waiting for him to show up, waiting for him to hold a boom box over his head and yell an apology for the whole neighbourhood to hear. He rang the doorbell with reluctance. He had to ring it three times before Lacy’s sister answered the door. “What are you doing here?” she asked. Boone had always hated Lacy’s sister. She had a pig’s nose and a frumpy face, always frowning, and always making noises under her breath.  
 
    “I’m here to pick up my wife and my kid. Can you go get them, please?” he said. 
 
    “They’re staying with me. Lacy is looking for her own place.” She said it with pride, as if she was trying to piss Boone off. 
 
    “No, she isn’t. She has a place, with me. Now go and get her.”  
 
    “I will not. She’s her own woman,” she said, as if the stupid comment actually meant something. Boone couldn’t take any more of her shit, so he pushed past her and let himself into her house. “What are you doing? I’ll call the cops—and I really mean it!” Boone wasn’t listening. He started wandering around from room to room, trying to locate his missing wife. He found his son playing with toy trucks in the living room.  
 
    “Daddy!” Danny said, springing to his feet and running over for a hug. Boone gave his son a hug. Then he felt a tug at his back. Lacy’s sister was pulling on his suit jacket.  
 
    “You need to go!” she said. He nearly spun around and slapped her face. Instead, he ignored her. 
 
    “Danny, where’s your mom?” he asked. 
 
    “She’s on the big computer,” he said, pointing down the hallway. So Boone started down the hallway with Lacy’s sister tugging at his suit jacket behind him.  
 
    “You’re trespassing! This is breaking and entering. I’m really going to call the cops—I’m really going to do it!”  
 
    Boone found Lacy in the study, sitting behind a desktop computer. She looked over the screen and then her face turned white. “What are you doing here?” she said. 
 
    “I’m picking you up. You’re coming home,” Boone said.  
 
    “I can’t,” she said. “I can’t go back there.” Her eyes were starting to tear up.  
 
    “What are you talking about? It’s your home. You’re just being dramatic.”  
 
    “Boone—don’t you get it? It’s over. We’re done.” 
 
    “What? What do you mean, we’re done? Because I forgot one anniversary?”  
 
    “One anniversary? You forgot my birthday last month.”  
 
    Boone was about to laugh the ridiculous claim off, and then he realized she was right. Her birthday was in March, and they hadn’t celebrated it. “Fuck. Why didn’t you say anything?”  
 
    “I shouldn’t have to say anything,” she said.  
 
    “Well I’ll make up for it. We’ll go to the spa for the weekend—the one you like outside of town. I already have it booked.”  
 
    “I’m not doing that. I don’t even know you anymore, Boone. You aren’t the person I married. I haven’t seen that man in two years.” She wiped the tears from her eyes. “You should just go. Please—just go.”  
 
    But Boone didn’t leave. He remained still, staring at her, feeling his heart pounding against his ribcage. Was she serious? Was she really breaking up with him? “I’ve been making money, so that we can have a better life,” he said as that lump began to reform in his throat. 
 
    “Well life has been worse. I’m miserable. Danny hardly has a father.”  
 
    “You can’t have a rich life and have me home all the time,” Boone said, biting down on the edge of his tongue. 
 
    “I don’t want a rich life and I never did.” 
 
    “Those shoes—you always talk about how much you love those shoes.” 
 
    “They’re just fucking shoes, Boone. I don’t care about the shoes. Every girl likes shoes. What does that have to do with anything?”  
 
    “I’ll do anything,” Boone said. “Seriously—anything. Just give me a chance. I don’t want to lose you.” 
 
    Lacy sighed and shook her head. 
 
    “I mean it. I’ll do anything.”  
 
    “You can start by leaving me alone,” she said. And now Boone was out of words. He took a deep breath. His stomach turned. He could see that there wasn’t much hope left to save his marriage.  
 
    Boone found himself back at home, laying in bed alone, trying to figure out how it all went so wrong. Was he in the wrong, or was Lacy in the wrong, suddenly pretending like she didn’t care about money or shoes or the house. Back when Boone wasn’t making so much, they would bicker about finances all the time. Boone would come home from work and see Lacy on the computer, ogling expensive real estate listings. So how could she pretend now like she didn’t ever care?  
 
    It was midnight and Boone was thirsty. He got up to get a glass of water from the kitchen. For the first time since buying the house, he realized how big it was. He felt foolish as he walked down the long hallway to the long stairway, which brought him to the large foyer, and then he still had another vast space to cross to get to the kitchen sink. What was all of this space for? They had one child, not fifteen. They had six bedrooms—four guest rooms, but in two years they’d never had any guests. What was the point? But it was Lacy who had the idea of buying a house with lots of bedrooms. “For when our family grows,” she said. But now it was shrinking, and it was partly because of those damned bedrooms.  
 
    Boone filled two glasses of water out of instinct. He didn’t even realize that he’d done it until he returned to the bedroom and saw that the bed was empty. Now he had two glasses of water to himself.  
 
    He only got a few hours of sleep. When he was awake the next morning, he tried calling Lacy again, but she didn’t pick up. So he tried calling the resort he booked. They picked up. “I need to cancel a reservation. I hope it’s not too late.”  
 
    It was too late to cancel the first night, but he was able to cancel the second night, getting half of his money back. He took a long shower and then he went to work. 
 
    He knew that work was a big part of why his marriage was now failing, but that didn’t stop him from enjoying the distraction. It was busy at the office, so he dove right in. He scheduled meetings with managers and staff, he got a head start on the next quarter’s reports, and then he even found himself skipping lunch. He was good at his job—and maybe it was the only thing in the world he was good at, because he certainly wasn’t good at being a husband or a father.  
 
    He worked late, until his boss came into his office and said, “Come have a drink with me.” So he packed up his things and went over to his boss’ office. “Everything okay with you?” his boss asked. 
 
    He forced a smile and nodded. “It’s all good,” he said.  
 
    “You got a lot of work done today. Good job.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Boone said. He took a long sip from his whiskey, letting it burn down his throat and into his stomach. He could suddenly understand why alcoholics used liquor to escape their issues.  
 
    “And you’re sure you’re okay?” 
 
    “Yeah—why do you keep asking?”  
 
    “No reason. You just seem… off.” 
 
    He went to take another sip from his drink, but it was already empty. He’d slammed three ounces of whiskey in just a couple of minutes. He could feel it tingling down his legs, making his body nearly numb.  
 
    His boss kept staring at him with that concerned look. He tried to ignore it, pouring himself some more whiskey while trying to think of anything but his wife. He felt his phone vibrating. He slammed his whiskey down on the table and he pulled his phone out quickly. It was his wife. “I have to take this,” he said, springing to his feet and rushing over to the hallway. “Hey, babe. How’s it going? I was just about to call you. Are you feeling better? Want to swing by the house so we can talk? I can be home in fifteen minutes.” The line was silent, making Boone’s heart tremble. “You there, sweetie?”  
 
    “When you said that you were willing to do anything to save our marriage, did you mean it?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah, of course. Anything—you name it and I’ll do it. Even if you want to go on that cruise—we can do that, even though you know I’m terrified of water. I’ll do it for you.” Boone looked down and noticed his hands were trembling slightly. He really wanted her back—and more than that, he wanted everything to go back to normal. He liked his life. He liked living problem-free, going to work every morning with a smile on his face. He hated how all of that changed seemingly overnight.  
 
    “I want to do couples counselling,” she said. And then the line went silent again. 
 
    “Couples counselling? You want to do counselling?” he asked, lowering his voice to a whisper so that his boss wouldn’t hear. He didn’t want his boss to know that he was having troubles at home—and he especially didn’t want his boss to know that he was considering doing something as humiliating as counselling.  
 
    “I heard about a program that has a really good success rate. It’s over in California,” she said. 
 
    Boone’s stomach turned. He hated the idea of counselling. He always thought that counselling was just a scam—everyone who goes into it is already doomed for divorce. But what else could he do? What other option did he have? “Fine, sounds good. Just send me the information and I’ll sign us up as soon as possible. Are you going to come home tonight?” 
 
    “I have to go. It’s time for Danny’s supper,” she said. 
 
    “Okay, sure. But are you going to be home tonight?” 
 
    She hung up without answering, which was an answer in itself. He put his phone back into his pocket and then he went back into his boss’ office to have another glass of whiskey.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    The next morning, Boone called the phone number his wife sent him. As the line rang, his head throbbed. He had a bad hangover—one too many whiskeys with his boss. He couldn’t quite remember the tail end of the night: the part between leaving his boss’ office and arriving home. There was a two-hour gap in his memory. It wasn’t until he looked at his credit card history that he learned he’d gone to a hotel bar, and apparently he’d even booked a hotel room. His heart stuttered. He had no memory of any hotel bar or hotel room. Did he meet with an escort? Or had Lacy used his card at a hotel? And if so, then why?  
 
    “Hello, this is The Last Resort. How can I help you?” said the woman on the other end of the line. 
 
    Boone tried not to laugh. What a stupid name for couples counselling. “Um, yeah. I need to book some counselling.”  
 
    “Is this for you and your wife?” asked the woman. 
 
    “Um, yeah, it is,” Boone said, feeling strangely defeated. He was hoping the act of booking the counselling would be enough to win his wife back. He didn’t actually think that the counselling would help at all—especially not from a place called ‘The Last Resort’. “When do you have a few free hours—I’ll book the soonest you’ve got.”  
 
    “We have an opening next week,” the woman said.  
 
    “Sure. Put us down for that. Which day?”  
 
    There was a moment of silence. “It’s the whole week, sir,” the woman said. 
 
    “What do you mean, the whole week? Like once a day for five days, kind of thing?”  
 
    “No, we’re a resort. Once you check in, you’re here for seven days.”  
 
    “I can’t take the time off of work.”  
 
    “So when would work best for you then?” the woman asked. 
 
    “Never—I can’t take a week off of work ever. Even at Christmas, I only take three days off maximum.” The line went silence. “Hello?” 
 
    “Sorry, sir. But it’s a seven day package, and once you check in, you can’t check out until the end of the program.”  
 
    Boone was about to hang up the phone, and then he saw the photo on his wall: the first picture he ever took with Lacy. They were so young, and so happy. He could remember holding the camera out to take that photo—Lacy couldn’t stop laughing. She was so shy, constantly trying to cover her mouth because she still had her adult braces on. They had sex for the first time that night. Boone didn’t last long, but it didn’t matter. They spent the whole night awake, cuddling, talking about all of the things they wanted in life. Did Lacy mention money? Did Boone mention work?  
 
    “Are you still there, sir?” the woman asked. 
 
    “Sign us up,” Boone said with a heart-pounding reluctance. The week wasn’t cheap: ten thousand dollars, which included everything from lodging to food and liquor.  
 
    “Just so you know, you can’t cancel a week before, and your stay is only two nights away,” the woman said. “So this is all non-refundable. Are you sure you want me to charge your card?” 
 
    “Do it,” Boone said, biting the edge of his tongue. He could only hope that his wife would live up to her word and show up.  
 
    It wasn’t until he was off the phone that he looked up the counselling resort where he was about to spend an entire week. It was in California, near the northern tip, just south of a town called Crescent City. It was on a two hundred acre plot of land and it was fully fenced off. Google had no pictures of the inside of the resort—just of the gate. The resort didn’t have a proper website, just a landing page with a phone number. How had Lacy heard about the place? It seemed so obscure and so secretive. There weren’t even any reviews.  
 
    He called Lacy to let her know the resort had been booked. He asked if he could book her a flight. “I’ll book it myself,” she said. So Boone went ahead and booked his own plane ticket. He couldn’t figure out why she didn’t want to sit on a plane with him for two hours before spending an entire week with him, but he didn’t fight it. He was letting her call the shots, hoping it would make her realize that things weren’t quite as bad as she thought they were.  
 
    That night, he told his boss about the trip. “I’ll be gone for a week,” he said. 
 
    “Just like that? You’re going on a weeklong vacation without even a week’s notice?” His boss looked angry. Boone tried to remember the last time his boss was angry with him. He squirmed and then tried to force a smile. He’d put so much work into getting into his boss’ good books, and now all of that work was being hurled down the toilet, wasted because Lacy insisted on committing to her dramatics.  
 
    “I’m sorry, sir. But it’s already been paid for. Trust me—I don’t want to go, but my wife is making me. I’ll make up for it. I’ll even bring my laptop and I’ll do as much work as possible from the resort. You won’t even notice me gone.”  
 
    His boss wasn’t impressed, but he wasn’t stopping Boone from leaving. And a part of Boone was hoping that he would stop him—then Boone could get his boss to phone Lacy and tell her that it just wasn’t in the cards. So what if the ten thousand dollars was wasted—at least it proved that he was willing to put in the work, and isn’t that what this was all about?  
 
    Boone came into work the next day, even though it was Saturday. He worked fifteen hours and then he went home to sleep. Then he came in Sunday, staying until the janitorial team came in to clean up for the new week. He went home that Sunday night, packed, got three hours of sleep, and then he took off for the airport for his early flight. “California here we come,” he muttered under his breath as he parked his car in the economy lot. He looked around for his wife’s car. A part of him was hoping that his wife would end up on the same flight. If he could get her alone for a few hours, then maybe he could talk her out of this stupid counselling idea. Maybe then they could just go and book a nice suite in a nice hotel and have a real vacation, and not some annoying counselling retreat for bickering couples.  
 
    But her car wasn’t in the lot and she wasn’t on his flight. As he got seated on his plane, he found himself worried that Lacy had just duped him into wasting ten grand and flying halfway across the country as some form of twisted revenge for missing her birthday and their anniversary. He tried to push that thought out from his mind. She wasn’t vindictive like that. He knew her well enough to know that she wouldn’t hurt him like that. Then again, he thought he knew her well enough to know that she wouldn’t leave him the way that she did.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Boone was nodding off as he stood outside of the resort’s large gate. The air was warm, and much more humid than he was used to. He’d never been a big fan of coastal weather. He didn’t like feeling wet under his clothes, and he especially didn’t like feeling wet as he got into bed. But it was a small price to pay for saving his marriage.  
 
    He rang the doorbell a second time. He was only thirty minutes late for his rendezvous, but after he paid ten thousand dollars, he figured he should be allowed to be as late as he wanted.  
 
    The gate finally opened and a short blonde woman emerged. “You must be Boone Parker,” she said with a warm smile. But the smile was too warm, as if she was part of some sort of cult. Boone forced a smile back. He was already counting down the days until this retreat was over. He knew it wasn’t going to be fun. He knew they would be doing silly exercises every day, like catching each other while falling backwards, and using teamwork to untie knots in a rope—the same shit they made employees do at those teambuilding work retreats.  
 
    “That’s me. Is my wife here?” he asked. 
 
    “She’s already inside.” The woman turned around and started walking down a long path. Boone figured he was supposed to follow, so that’s what he did. He slipped his phone out from his pocket to see if he got reception inside of the gate, but his phone was still in a dead zone. The blonde woman looked back and confirmed this. “You won’t get reception here. There aren’t any cell towers for many miles.”  
 
    “What’s the name of the resort’s Wi-Fi?” he asked. 
 
    She laughed. “There’s no Wi-Fi here. Just beautiful scenery, great food, and the love of your relationship.”  
 
    Boone’s gut turned and his heart fluttered. So this really was going to be a massive bummer of a week. At least it was already underway. At least he could start counting down the seconds until the torture was over. “Well at some point I’ve got to do some work. Surely you’ve got Internet here somewhere. Or maybe I can run into town for a few hours every morning. Is there a shuttle?” 
 
    “No shuttle—no Internet. As a matter of fact, once we’re inside, we’ll be taking your phone and your computer so that you can focus on what’s really important.”  
 
    Boone forced his best smile when the blonde looked back. “Good,” he said, nodding his head. His gut turned again. The seconds weren’t ticking by quickly enough.  
 
    As they came around a corner, a large structure appeared. It looked like it belonged in Rome, with tall white pillars and lots of carved designs all over. The building had two large red doors, which were open. Through the doors, Boone could see the blue ocean, as the building had no wall on the other side. “This is the lobby,” the blonde said. “Your wife is waiting for you inside.”  
 
    Boone looked around as soon as he was inside. The space was mostly empty, save for a cluster of couches on the far end, facing the water. He could see the back of Lacy’s head as she looked out at the ocean. She already had a drink in her hand. At least the resort had liquor.  
 
    He left his suitcase in the middle of the large space and then he went over to see his wife. “Hey babe,” he said. She turned around and smiled.  
 
    “You showed up,” she said. “I wasn’t sure you were going to make it.”  
 
    “I had to make a stop at an Internet café for an hour after I landed. There was a bit of an emergency at work. They’re still trying to figure out how to run things without me there.” He laughed, but she didn’t laugh with him.  
 
    “Mr and Mrs Parker—if you would come with me. It’s time for your first session with Counsellor Andrews. This way, please.” The little blonde was standing behind them. 
 
    “Um, where did she get her drink? Can I get one too? That’s included in the ten grand, right? This place is all-inclusive?” Boone looked around. 
 
    The little blonde remained silent. She stared into Boone’s eyes, as if she was judging him, and then she just turned and starting walking towards a closed door. Lacy followed, so Boone did the same.  
 
    On the other side of the door was another open room. This room had a sofa chair facing a couch. The whole set was black leather, which contrasted the white marble floors. The air in the room was just as humid as the air outside. Boone already felt like he was breaking a sweat. He watched as Lacy took a seat on the edge of the couch. Boone took a seat next to her. He could feel her tensing up, as if he was sitting too close, as if he was a complete stranger. He wanted to say something, but instead he just nudged himself away, giving her some space. She relaxed a little bit. 
 
    Boone couldn’t help but think that her sister filled her head with a bunch of nonsense. Her sister was divorced, and she’d always hated Boone. She probably hated all men. Lacy was probably well on her way to becoming a feminist.  
 
    Now, Boone tried to think of something to say, to break the silence while they waited for the counsellor to show up. He hated that silence. Surely after almost a week apart, they should have something to talk about. But he could only think of work: things that happened at work, things people said at work, gossip that was going around the workplace. He knew that any mention of work would make her cringe and retreat even further—but what else could he talk about? The weather? Shows he watched on TV while she was at her sister’s house, being filled with propaganda?  
 
    She wasn’t saying anything either, giving him the silent treatment, which he was used to. She wasn’t even looking at him, as if she couldn’t stand the sight of him. Normally Boone would have assumed she was just on her period, but it had been a week now and she was still giving him the same dreadful treatment. So he just looked forward and kept his mouth shut.  
 
    Finally, the counsellor showed up. He was wearing a Hawaiian T-shirt and white cargo shorts. He had blonde hair, which he wore slicked back as if he gelled his hair before hopping on a motorcycle. Boone tried not to roll his eyes. The man looked just like the losers who worked in sales: guys who thought they were so charming and cool, but really they just creeped everyone out. “Mr and Mrs Parker. Nice to meet you. I’m Counsellor Andrews,” he said, extending his hand first to Lacy, then to Boone.  
 
    Boone took his hand reluctantly. He hated that he called himself ‘Counsellor Andrews’, as if he wanted to call himself ‘Doctor Andrews’ but he wasn’t a doctor. He didn’t go to medical school; he just went to a year of community college, if that. “Nice to meet you,” Boone said, forcing a smile while trying not to groan.  
 
    “So we’re going through a rough patch. Mrs. Parker—or can I call you Lacy?” 
 
    “Sure,” Lacy said. “Lacy is fine.” 
 
    “Lacy—why don’t you start by telling me about your feelings. What brings you to our little resort?”  
 
    Lacy hesitated at first. She looked over at Boone for a moment, as if she needed to see him to remember why she hated him suddenly. Then she looked back at the wannabe-doctor and started talking about how he missed her birthday and their anniversary. “And he’s always at work—sometimes for fifteen hours a day. When he’s at home, he’s just working on his computer, in his office. I never get to see him.” 
 
    Boone wanted to interject many times, to defend himself. But he knew the counsellor would just cut him off and tell him to wait his turn. He wanted that session to be done with as soon as possible, so he just forced a smile and counted down the seconds in his head. And then the counsellor turned to him. “Now tell me what brings you here,” he said.  
 
    “My wife wants to leave me, and I don’t want her to go. She wanted to give this a try, so I’m giving it a try.” And he left it at that: short and to the point.  
 
    Andrews nodded his head slowly. “So you’ve got no issues with your wife?” he said. 
 
    “Issues? No, I have no issues. I love my wife and I love the life we’ve made together. I only hate the fact that she doesn’t love it as much as I do.”  
 
    Andrews nodded his head slowly again. “So you can’t understand how your wife feels? You don’t think it’s fair that she’s upset with the way things are?”  
 
    Boone took a deep breath. “She can feel however she wants to feel. But—I mean—the reality is, she has everything, and it’s because I work as hard as I do. She has the house she always wanted, the shoes, the diamonds, the cars, and so on. She gets to go on vacations like this whenever she wants—all she has to do is ask. She doesn’t have to work. I make enough money to support her staying at home. Her life is—no offence—pretty easy, and most women would kill to live like that.”  
 
    Andrews, once again, nodded his head slowly. “So you think she’s not appreciative.”  
 
    “I didn’t say that. Don’t put words in my mouth, shrink.” Boone had to take a breath to gather himself. He was already thinking about storming out of that room and out of that resort. He knew it was a waste of time before he even showed up. But he had to stay, just to prove a point to his wife. He was willing to put in the effort if that’s really what she wanted. And maybe all of this nonsense would make Lacy realize that things really weren’t so bad.  
 
    “Okay. Well, I think I’ve got everything I need to know. So, I’m sure you’ve read a little bit about how this resort works. So Lacy, you’ll go with James and Philip to undergo your transformation. And Mr. Parker, you’ll go with Tania and Kate. You won’t see one another until tonight for dinner. Your helpers will go over all of the rules with you, and then I’ll talk to you again at the end of your stay.”  
 
    Boone looked back and saw two men and two women standing by the door. He was surprised to hear that he was going to be separated from his wife for the day, but he assumed there was some method to the nonsense. He looked over at his wife, who still wasn’t looking at him. “I love you,” he said. 
 
    She looked over at him and forced a pained smile. Then she stood up and walked over to join the two men standing at the door. Her lack of response made his heart hurt. Did she not love him? Was she already over him, just because of a few bad months?  
 
    He got up and walked over to the two women standing by the door. They were both blonde, both with the same haircut—hard to distinguish, even after one of them said, “Hi, I’m Kate,” and the other said, “Hi, I’m Tania!” Both girls were young and pretty. They both had large breasts, which were being held up only by skimpy bikini tops. Boone couldn’t help but wonder if the girls were supposed to be a sort of test—if he would lose points every time his gaze drifted down to their chests. “Nice to meet you, Mr. Parker,” said one of the girls. Boone had already forgotten their names. 
 
    “The pleasure is mine,” he said, and then he followed them into the resort, heading into the opposite direction of his wife. He watched as she disappeared into the treeline with the two burly men. And was she being tested too? Would the men offer themselves to her? Was she pissed enough at Boone to actually fool around with them? Boone tried not to think about it. There was no way he paid ten thousand dollars just so some strangers could fuck his wife.  
 
    The blonde girls brought Boone to a nice little house overlooking the ocean. The house had great big windows looking at the water. Adjacent from the windows was a big fireplace, though Boone couldn’t imagine that it ever got cold enough to need a fireplace. There was a big kitchenette and lots of chairs and couches throughout the space. It would have been a nice place to vacation if not for all of the cult-like counselling. “Okay, now what?” Boone said. “What’s this transformation all about?”  
 
    “First we need to get you shaved up,” said one of the girls. She walked over to a showerhead, which was just on the side of the room—not even in a bathroom.  
 
    “I shaved this morning,” Boone said. “Before my flight.” 
 
    “Not your face, Mr. Parker. Everything else. Get undressed please.” 
 
    Boone hesitated. “What are you talking about? I’m not shaving my body, if that’s what you mean.” 
 
    “I’m afraid it’s a rule, Mr. Parker. We can’t let you stay at the resort if you don’t follow the rules. Don’t worry—Tania and I have been doing this for a long time. We won’t accidentally cut you or anything.”  
 
    Boone’s heart fluttered. “Why do I need to be shaved?” he asked, his voice cracking slightly. His skin suddenly felt cold, despite the warm weather.  
 
    Tania laughed. “Because hair legs aren’t very ladylike.”  
 
    And then it hit Boone: they were going to feminize him, turn him into a lady for the lady. This must have been one of those ‘walk a mile in her shoes’ sort of challenges. They did something similar at a work seminar, making all of the guys wear heels for the day so they knew how uncomfortable their female co-workers were at work. It just turned into silly shenanigans, of course, and no one learned anything valuable.  
 
    Boone rolled his eyes. “Fine. I’ll play along. But only because I love my wife and apparently I need to prove it.” He walked over and pulled off his shirt. The girls looked at his chest and started to giggle. “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got the perfect body for this,” Kate said. 
 
    Boone couldn’t believe his ears. Was she insulting him? Did he seriously pay ten grand to be insulted? “Watch your mouth, girl. Don’t think I won’t tell your manager about this.”  
 
    “It’s a compliment, sir,” she said. “Or I should say, miss.” She cracked a big smile, and now Boone was seriously confused. Were they mocking him? “Now take everything off so we can get you shaved up.”  
 
    Boone stripped down to his boxers. Then he looked around. “My swim shorts are in my suitcase. I think I left it down in the lobby.” 
 
    “Take off your boxers, sir.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” 
 
    “Sir—it’s part of your counselling. Don’t worry—we’ve done this dozens of times. We’re professionals.”  
 
    Boone looked around in a state of shock. He was still tired from only getting a couple hours of sleep—and he only had about ten hours banked throughout the week. His head was spinning. He still couldn’t tell if they were messing with him or if this was actually part of the therapy. He took a deep breath and then he slipped his boxers down to the ground. “If you take pictures of this, I will sue, and I will win. I know the best lawyers in the country—believe me.”  
 
    He stepped forward into the stream of warm water. He closed his eyes to avoid making eye contact with the snickering girls. He knew he didn’t have a small cock—it was larger than average—so they were probably just laughing at the fact he was actually going through with it. Or maybe their laughter was supposed to be part of the counselling, to make him feel vulnerable. If so, it was working. It felt strange when they started running their razors down his legs. It felt even stranger when one of the girls gently lifted up his cock and ball sack to shave between his legs. A moment later, Kate grabbed him by the tip of the penis and held his cock up. She started to gently massage his tip, making his heart stutter. He was starting to get hard. “W—What are you doing?” he said. He wanted to slap her hand away because he figured it was part of some kind of test, but at the same time, it felt really nice. His wife hadn’t massaged his cock like that in months—maybe even years.  
 
    “I’m getting you hard so that I can shave around your balls. It’s easier if you’re hard,” she said with a shockingly casual smile. Boone was speechless. He just stared down as she ran her young, gentle fingers around his shaft. She got him hard fast. His legs were squirming and he was tingling all over. She continued to hold his shaft as she gently shaved away his pubic hair. “It’s not going to be easy to keep this thing hidden,” she said to her co-worker. 
 
    “We’ll have to tuck it,” said Tania. Then she looked up at Boone. “Have you ever tucked before?”  
 
    “I don’t know what that means,” he said. His cheeks were dark red and his mind was still spinning, still slow to process what was happening. 
 
    Then, Tania grabbed his ball sack in the palm of her hand and she pushed up. “You just get your balls pushed up to where they came from, and then you push your dick back—like this.” Boone suddenly felt a strange discomfort as his testicles shot up into his body. Then he looked down and saw that his ball sack was now just an empty flap of skin. It was an off-putting sight. “I would push your cock back, but it’s really hard right now. Are you going to be able to stay soft once we have you dressed up? Some guys have a hard time staying soft, especially in lingerie. It helps if you jerk off before you get changed. We don’t mind if you want to do that quickly.” They were both looking into his eyes, both with little smirks on their faces, as if they were trying their hardest not to burst into laughter. Surely they were pranking him, trying to see just how stupid he was. 
 
    “I’m fine, thank you,” he said. But he really did feel like an idiot, all shaved up and erect in front of two young girls who were almost half his age.  
 
    After his shower, one of the girls ran and got some clothes. First, she tossed a lacy piece of lingerie at him. “Put that on first,” she said. He stared at it for a moment, wishing he never went on this trip. Now he was sure that this was all just a test: a test to see if he truly was committed to his wife. For the next week, he had a feeling they would constantly be making him feel embarrassed and idiotic, just to try to get him to snap and give up. But he couldn’t give up. He had to everything they said so he could prove to Lacy that he really loved her.  
 
    So he put on the lingerie one piece. It was tight, and it left his whole ass uncovered. He somehow felt even more exposed in the lingerie than he did when he was naked. He looked down at his smooth legs, which looked terrifyingly feminine. “I knew it would look good on her,” one of the girls said.  
 
    “Look at those legs. You’ve got the prettiest legs,” said the other girl.  
 
    And it was true: looking down, it looked like he was looking at a female’s legs. One of the girls got down on her knees and started rubbing some floral-scented moisturizer up and down. “This will give you a nice shine for the rest of the day,” she said. He didn’t protest. He let the girls have their fun, trying his best not to falter so they wouldn’t get their satisfaction.  
 
    Next, they gave him a white sundress. It was crochet on the outside, with a satin lining on the inside. It felt nice against his skin, and it was incredibly light. It completely covered the lingerie, making him wonder why he had the lingerie on in the first place.  
 
    One of the girls came over with some costume jewellery. “Put some of this on. And then we’ll paint your nails.” Boone just bit his tongue and played along. While the girls were painting his nails a white shade to match his dress, he closed his eyes and counted the seconds. With each second that went by, he was one second closer to being done with this nonsense.  
 
    When he opened his eyes, there was a spread of makeup supplies in front of him. “Is this really necessary?” he asked. 
 
    “Of course it is. And after today, you’ll be doing your own makeup, so pay close attention. We’ll do our best to explain everything we do. So we’re going to start with the foundation.” Kate started rubbing some lotion on his face. He tried to follow along with her tutorial, but he was too distracted by the ringing in his ears. He wondered what his wife was currently doing. Was she going through a gender transformation as well? Would they put her in a suit and slick her hair back and make her talk with a deep voice? And then what? Were they just going to role-play all week, pretending to be each other? It seemed so obvious and so lazy. 
 
    When he zoned back in, his makeup was nearly finished. Kate was rubbing some pink lip-gloss on his lips and Tania was fitting a blonde wig on his head. She spent a few minutes styling the wig, trying to make it not look like a wig, and she was fairly successful—it didn’t look half bad on his head. In fact, he didn’t look half bad as a woman, with all of that makeup and hair and those fitted clothes. He stood up and felt the cool ocean breeze teasing under his dress and up his legs. It wasn’t the longest dress—not even reaching his knees. It was shorter than every pair of shorts he owned, so naturally he felt exposed. “This is silly. Explain to me how this will make my wife remember that she loves me,” Boone said. 
 
    “Just trust the system, Mr. Parker,” Kate said, giving him a slap on the tush. Both of the girls started laughing.  
 
    “Okay, so where is she? Can I see her now? We have a lot to talk about.” 
 
    “No, not for a few more hours, Mr. Parker. We still have lots to work on. We need to practise your voice and your mannerisms. You might look like a lady, but you certainly are nowhere near acting like a lady.”  
 
    Boone closed his eyes and sighed. He was already humiliated enough—now he had to talk like a girl too?  
 
    The rest of that day was spent practising tedious tasks like walking in heels, repeating silly lines of dialogue, sitting upright at the table, crossing his legs—they even made him practise checking his nails. Apparently there’s a feminine way to check your fingernails and a masculine way. Boone thought it was all nonsense, but he played along.  
 
    And then something embarrassing happened. While the girls were showing him how to properly take off his dress and put it back on (because there is a masculine way to change clothes and a feminine way apparently) he noticed his reflection. He saw himself in that little lingerie one-piece and his heart stuttered. He really did look good, even though he was missing a bust.  
 
    “That is going to be a problem, isn’t it?” he heard Kate say. Then he looked over and saw that both girls were looking at his crotch. So he looked down at his crotch and saw that he was becoming erect. He quickly covered himself, as if they hadn’t already seen everything. 
 
    “Sorry,” he said. “I don’t know why that’s happening. I’m very tired. And you’re both in those little tops—not that I was looking, but how can a man not notice?”  
 
    Kate shook her head. “Don’t be embarrassed. This happens all the time. Just rub one out and you’ll be fine—or we’ll be dealing with this all day.”  
 
    Boone laughed. He felt blood rushing into his cheeks. “I’m not going to rub one out,” he said. 
 
    “Sir, please just do it. It will make all of this go by much faster. We have places to be tonight too, you know. We can even help you if you’d like.”  
 
    “W—What do you mean?” he asked. 
 
    Then Tania walked up behind him. “Maybe we can make it into a learning exercise. While we get you off, try your best to imitate a woman. Come the way that your wife would come if you were fingering her. You do finger her, right?” Tania reached around and buried her fingers into his lingerie, grabbing onto his erection. She grabbed it firmly, making him perk up. Kate stood in front of Boone, looking into his eyes. “Go ahead,” she said.  
 
    Tania started to rub. Boone’s heart was pounding. Now he had no idea what was happening. Was this some strange test or were they really trying to train him? It all made no sense, and it was all happening too fast. Boone closed his eyes.  
 
    “Does that feel okay?” Tania asked as she began to rub the palm of her hand up and down the underside of his hard shaft.  
 
    “Yeah. It feels good. But I’m married. I have a wife. I love my wife.”  
 
    “We know, sir. We’re trying to help you.”  
 
    She kept rubbing, pressing down hard with her soft hand. It felt good—too good. He started to squirm as his legs began to tremble.  
 
    “Pretend to have an orgasm the way your wife would. It’s important. Every good woman knows how to fake an orgasm.”  
 
    Boone took a deep breath. He felt so stupid, but he needed to play along. He started to moan.  
 
    One of the girls took his hands and placed them on his breasts. “Get your whole body into it,” she said. So he squeezed his flat chest and gently began to sway as he tilted his head back. He continued to moan.  
 
    “Your pussy is so tight,” one of the girls whispered into his ear. “I love fingering your tight, wet cunt.”  
 
    Boone’s heart skipped a beat. The girls sounded so ridiculous, but it was strangely arousing at the same time. “Shit,” he muttered.  
 
    “In your girl voice, beautiful,” one of the girls said. 
 
    So he tried to repeat himself with his girl voice. “Shit.” He knew he sounded outrageous, but he kept going anyway. It was actually kind of nice, having his erection rubbed. It wasn’t something he’s ever had before—with Tania rubbing his tip as if it was a clit. His legs buckled slightly and then a jolt of warm euphoria was sent up his spine. “Oh shit,” he said. “I think I’m going to come.”  
 
    One of the girls cupped their hand at his tip, ready to catch his cumshot so that it wouldn’t ruin the lingerie. The other girl continued rubbing, bringing him closer and closer to the real orgasm. He let his head fall back and then he let out a long groan. He felt his cock unloading, filling up the palm of her hand.  
 
    Then, once he was finished, he opened his eyes and saw that Kate was holding his cum in front of his lips. “Suck it up and swallow it.”  
 
    He slapped the hand away. “Get that away from me,” he said. “The two of you are sick.” He felt his face turning a dark shade of red as he reached down and pressed his cock back into his lingerie. “Now I did what you wanted me to do—so let’s get this over with.”  
 
    And after a moment of silence, they were right back to practising all of the silly little exercises that would apparently make Boone more ladylike. This went on for hours, and then finally the phone rang. “It’s dinnertime,” said Kate. She turned to Tania. “Do you think she’s ladylike enough?”  
 
    “As close as we’re going to get for the day.”  
 
    “Well, Mrs. Parker. It was fun. We hope you enjoy the rest of your trip. I hope you were paying attention while we were doing your makeup because I wasn’t kidding when I said they will kick you off the resort if you don’t do your makeup in the morning.”  
 
    Boone’s heart skipped a beat. He hadn’t heard her say that—she must have said it while he was zoned out. Would they really kick him off the resort if he didn’t do his makeup? And what if he didn’t talk in the silly girly voice with his wife? What if he didn’t sit up the way they told him to sit up, or to cross his legs the way they told him to cross his legs? What if his wife took one look at him all dolled up and she realized that he wasn’t the man for her? What woman would want to be with a man who could put on a wig and a bit of makeup and look exactly like a woman?  
 
    Boone’s heart fizzled down into his stomach. He had a feeling the humiliation was just getting started, and it was destined to end in divorce. All he could do was hope that Lacy would see him and know that he was humiliating himself for her.  
 
    “Let’s get you to your dinner,” said an unfamiliar voice. There was an older woman standing in the doorway now, wearing a long black dress as if she was on her way to a fancy event. Boone awkwardly followed her down a long path. His heart was pounding. He still had no idea what they’d done with his wife. And he had no idea what his wife was expecting from him—or what the resort was expecting from either of them.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    Lacy was already seated at the small terrace overlooking the ocean. And she looked just as Boone expected, with her hair tied back into a tight bun, wearing a dress shirt and slacks and dress shoes. Boone couldn’t help but roll his eyes. She didn’t even look like a man—she just looked like a pretty woman wearing men’s clothes, but the fact that the clothes fit her made them simply look like off-beat women’s clothes. But he bit his tongue and didn’t say anything, hoping that the resort staff would drop the gender swapping nonsense as soon as they realized it wasn’t doing whatever it was they were hoping it would do.  
 
    “You look nice,” Lacy said as Boone got himself seated. She was trying to use a slightly deep voice, but it was far from convincing. It was strange—for Boone, they’d actually tried to make him into a woman. They spent a whole hour perfecting his makeup and shaving away his body hair. But for Lacy, it seemed like more of a game than anything. It almost seemed like she was doing a bad impression of Boone.  
 
    “Thanks,” Boone said with his lips pressed thin. He hated using that female voice, but he could feel the presence of one of the resort workers behind him, and he knew that they were listening and judging. “You look… different,” he said. “I prefer you in a dress.”  
 
    “You would, you lesbo,” she said, picking up her menu with a smirk. And is that why they flew halfway across the country? Is that why Boone shelled out ten thousand dollars? So they could just goof around?  
 
    Boone looked around and noticed a black glimmer on one of the pillars holding up the roof. It was a camera. They were everywhere—and they were probably in Boone and Lacy’s room as well, which meant no sex and no fun. Apparently, this was going to be a week of silly playtime therapy.  
 
    Boone leaned forward “So did they glue some hair onto your chest?” he asked. “Maybe they scooped my hair up and just stuck it to you.”  
 
    Lacy looked around and then leaned forward. “You aren’t supposed to be acknowledging our actual genders,” she said. And then Boone remembered one of the little blonde girls saying something along those lines.  
 
    He laughed. “Seriously?” he said. “We’re going to do this all week?”  
 
    Lacy looked into Boone’s eyes. “Do it for me,” she said. And those words reverberated down Boone’s spine and then splashed in his gut. They chilled his skin and made him feel small and afraid. He had to do it for her. He had to swallow his pride and pretend to be a woman, even though he felt so ridiculous. From that moment on, he was a woman, and she was a man as far as he was concerned.  
 
    She cleared her throat. “Everything on the menu looks good,” she said, forcing a smile. 
 
    Lacy looked at her with a slow smile. “Doesn’t it? I really want to try the lobster. When was the last time I had a lobster?” he asked.  
 
    Boone gazed down the menu and then noticed a waitress standing by the table. “Are you all ready to order?” the woman asked. She was also blonde, like all of the women at that resort. Maybe that was one of the job requirements.  
 
    “Yes,” Lacy said, holding his menu up high. “She’s going to have the Caesar salad—light on the dressing. I’m going to have the lobster.”  
 
    “Sounds good. We’ll get that started for you right away,” the waitress said, before Boone could even get a word in. She didn’t want the salad—she wanted the lobster as well. 
 
    Lacy was staring at her with a grin. “What’s wrong?” he asked. 
 
    “A salad?” she asked. 
 
    “We’re going to spend the day on the beach tomorrow. You don’t want to have a bloated belly in your bikini, do you?” He was still grinning, as if he was loving every minute of this gender-swapping nightmare.  
 
    Boone just forced a smile and pretended like it didn’t bother her. Maybe a salad was for the best, especially if she was going to squeeze her little body into a bikini.  
 
    Conversing was difficult, especially since they weren’t allowed to talk about their ‘issues’. They were just supposed to sit there and pretend to be one another—do what the other would do. Boone strained to find topics to chat about, while her husband sat there silent, seemingly putting in no effort at all. At one point, Lacy even glanced down at the waitress’ ass, as if he cared. “You should see all of the shoes they have in that big closet,” Boone said, stealing her wife’s attention back.  
 
    “I can’t imagine caring,” Lacy said, taking a sip from his drink: a neat whiskey. Boone was surprised that he was able to drink it without gagging.  
 
    Boone tried to think of something else to talk about—something that would hold Lacy’s attention. “I’m wearing lingerie under this dress,” she said. And then she watched as Lacy’s eyes lit up.  
 
    “Really?” Lacy asked. “What kind of lingerie?” 
 
    Boone grinned. “I guess you’ll find that out later, if you’re lucky.”  
 
    Lacy’s cheeks turned red, and Boone felt a strange sense of warmth glowing inside of her. She finally felt good. She finally felt like she had her husband’s attention. It was only a minute later when Lacy waved over the waitress and ordered Boone another drink. “Make it a double,” he said with a big smile.  
 
    “Trying to get me drunk?” Boone asked. “You’ll have to do more than get me drunk to get me to put out.”  
 
    “We’ll see about that,” Lacy said with a wink.  
 
    The food came and they ate. Lacy kept sneaking glances at Boone’s body, as if he was trying to see through her dress to see that hidden lingerie. And that curiosity was probably real—not just part of the role-play. He probably really wanted to know what kind of skimpy outfit Boone was wearing—maybe just for a laugh, but the suspense was fun regardless.  
 
    And the rest of that night was surprisingly fun, as they settled more and more into their roles. Though it was always awkward when a couple walked past, down the path, and looked towards Boone and her husband. There were other couples at that resort, also going through therapy. But it seemed like Boone and Lacy were the only ones being forced to swap genders. Boone found herself wondering if the other people at that resort could tell that she wasn’t really a woman. She wondered if they could even tell that Lacy wasn’t really a man. The longer Boone sat with Lacy, the more he began to think that her husband’s transformation was impressive. Maybe she just thought otherwise at first because she knew Lacy so well. 
 
    When Boone got up to use the bathroom for the last time that evening, her legs wobbled and she nearly fell to the ground. She grabbed onto the back of a chair and held on tight. The heels were hard enough without the liquor. “You okay?” Lacy asked, taking another small sip from his whiskey. 
 
    “I’m fine,” Boone said. “But I think I should be cut off.”  
 
    Lacy sprung to his feet. “Why don’t we head back to the room, so we can relax.” He slipped an arm around Boone’s body and then started to lead her down the path. The walk was a bit of a blur. Boone could usually handle his liquor better, but there was something about pretending to be a girl that made the booze hit harder. Or maybe it was the lack of sleep, or the hot Californian sun. It seemed like they were back at the room in a matter of seconds, even though it was a ten-minute walk. Boone stumbled into the room. She bent down to take off the heels, and then Lacy said, “Keep the heels on. I like them.”  
 
    Boone felt her cheeks turning red. “Really?” she said. She looked around to see if she could spot any cameras. There were none on the ceilings or on any of the beams, but that didn’t mean that there weren’t any around. Could Boone slip out of character now, or was she stuck playing a girl for the rest of the week? Or, even if there were no cameras, did she need to keep being a sissy for her wife’s sake?  
 
    Lacy walked up and put his hands on Boone’s sides. He moved them down, feeling Boone’s curves, and then he moved the back up to push the dress’ straps over Boone’s shoulders. The dress was so light that it fell to the ground and Boone hardly even felt it. Now, she was just standing in her lingerie one-piece. She watched as her husband’s eyes lit up.  
 
    Lacy bit his bottom lip. “That looks good on you,” he said, still using that slightly deep voice.  
 
    Boone took a deep breath. “Thanks.” 
 
    Lacy used his hands to feel Boone all over. He even cupped her flat chest and squeezed before moving those hands around, onto Boone’s ass; he squeezed that too. “Don’t be shy,” he said.  
 
    She looked around again, making sure once more that there were no cameras. She already felt terribly vulnerable in that lingerie teddy. She took a deep breath and then she started to unbutton her husband’s dress shirt. Under the shirt, Lacy was wearing a tight skin-toned band, which pressed his breasts firmly against his chest. Lacy’s tits were never huge to begin with, so making his chest flat wasn’t much of an undertaking. But it was strange to stare at a chest without tits on it.  
 
    Lacy put his hands on Boone’s shoulders, pushing him down to his knees. She nearly fell over on her way down, but she managed to stick the landing. The soft rug made it somewhat comfortable. Boone started to pull away Lacy’s belt. She was looking forward to getting Lacy naked. Even with his tits being hidden by a tight band, it would be nice to see him as a woman, with a pussy and smooth skin. Thankfully, the resort hadn’t gone and glued hair to Lacy’s body.  
 
    Boone was shocked when he pulled the pants down and saw a bulge in Lacy’s boxers. She reached out and felt it, and it actually felt like a shaft. She quickly retracted her hand. “What the hell is that?” she said, her voice hardly a whimper. 
 
    “Reach in and find out,” Lacy said with a grin in her voice. 
 
    Boone took a deep breath, and then she began to reach forward, slipping her fingers through the slit in those boxer shorts. She felt something soft and long. It was warm, and it kind of felt like a cock—but it was obviously rubber. They’d put some sort of prosthetic cock over Lacy’s pussy.  
 
    Boone pulled his boxer shorts down to reveal the contraption, and it actually looked kind of convincing, though the foreskin didn’t pull back and it wasn’t getting hard the way any cock would with a bit of stimulation. “Nice dick,” Boone said, looking up at Lacy with a grin. 
 
    “I’m more of a grower than a shower,” Lacy said with his own grin. “Suck it.”  
 
    “What—is it going to get hard or something?” Boone asked, lifting the limp shaft up, wondering if it was more intricate than she was giving it credit.  
 
    “Maybe,” Lacy said, still with that big grin. So Boone held the cock up, aimed at her lips, and then she leaned forward and let it into her mouth. She began to suck it, bobbing her head back and forth. And then Boone felt something: a buzzing on his face. The cock itself wasn’t buzzing, but the base it was attached to was. It was as if the stimulation from his mouth was activating some sort of vibration mechanism. Boone pulled her head back, slipping the cock out from her mouth. She looked up and saw that Lacy had his eyes closed. He was moaning slightly. The vibrator must have been pressed right against his clit. “ 
 
    The buzzing stopped suddenly. Lacy looked down. “Don’t stop, beautiful,” he said. So Boone leaned forward and stuck the cock back into her mouth. She sucked it, feeling that vibrator kicking back in. It seemed to buzz harder the faster she bobbed her head. So she tried bobbing her head as quickly as she could, and the vibrating became intense. And then she could feel the cock lifting up and pressing against the roof of her mouth. It was starting to press against the back of her throat, making her gag. She slipped it out and watched as it sprung up, towards Lacy’s stomach. The cock had grown and become hard. “Oh my God,” Boone muttered. 
 
    “Impressive, huh?” Lacy said. “Oh God, that felt so good. I’m so fucking horny right now.” His face was dark red and his eyes were glowing. “I think we need to get one of these for the house.”  
 
    Boone tried not to crack a smile. Lacy had just slightly admitted that he was still planning on staying in the relationship, staying in the house—staying with Boone. Maybe the relationship wasn’t doomed after all. Maybe this silly nonsense was helping, though Boone couldn’t figure out how that could be possible.  
 
    “Get on the bed,” Lacy said, pointing to the large bed at the back of the room. Boone stumbled up to her heeled feet and walked over to the bed. She fell onto her back and then she spread her legs.  
 
    “Now it’s your turn. I guess we can call it eating me out,” she said with a big smile.  
 
    “I can’t wait to eat out your little pussy,” said Lacy as he walked over. He climbed up on the bed and pulled the little strip of lace to the side, revealing Boone’s tight hole. Her cock stayed in the outfit. Then Lacy bent down and pressed her face in firmly. Boone perked up as he felt Lacy’s tongue suddenly pressing into her asshole. “What are you doing?” Boone asked sharply.  
 
    “Eating out your slutty pussy,” said Lacy with a big smile. He sunk back in, getting that tongue in deep. It felt strange: warm and wet in a place that wasn’t supposed to be quite so warm or quite so wet. He swirled that tongue around, plunging it deep, making Boone’s whole body tense with a confused euphoria. It felt nice, but it also felt so, so wrong. She grabbed onto the bed sheets with two firm grasps, and then she let out a long sigh. Her cock was getting hard, still stuck in that tight lacy lingerie. But Lacy wasn’t giving that cock any attention—and maybe he wasn’t allowed to. Maybe that cock was off-limits as long as Boone was a dolled up slut.  
 
    Lacy looked up at Boone. Boone couldn’t see his mouth, but she could tell that he was grinning. “What is it?” Boone asked with a soft, vulnerable voice. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck your little pussy,” Lacy said. 
 
    Boone’s heart stuttered. Did Lacy mean what she thought he meant? Was he going to stick that big artificial cock into Boone’s asshole? Was Boone going to let it happen? Was it going to hurt? Or worse—what if Boone actually liked it?  
 
    She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She could feel Lacy climbing up, getting into position between Boone’s legs. She felt the long rod sliding against her lace-clad ball sack, then she felt Lacy’s tip lining up with her tight hole. “You’re so tight,” Lacy said with a grin in his voice. Boone didn’t reply. She was too afraid to reply—too afraid of the pain that was coming—or possibly the pleasure.  
 
    Lacy began to push in, penetrating Boone’s virgin hole. Boone groaned and squirmed, grasping the bed sheets tightly. The cock felt massive, as if it had grown four times the size suddenly. Boone tried not to look, worried the sight would make her ill, but after a moment she couldn’t help it. She needed to know how much more cock she could expect. Lacy still had a few inches that needed to go in. So Boone closed her eyes and took a deep breath. It only hurt a little bit, but it felt very strange and unnatural. She felt suddenly full where she’d never felt full before. And now, she could feel that buzzing—the buzzing that was pressed against Lacy’s clit. It must have been very intense against that soft pussy if Boone could feel it reverberating down the entire erect shaft of that fake penis. 
 
    “Oh shit,” Boone muttered, her head rolling from side to side. “Just fuck me.”  
 
    Lacy started to thrust. She pulled her cock out completely before plunging it down fully, stuffing Boone entirely. It felt good—too good, especially with that subtle buzzing. Boone closed her eyes and let the euphoria overwhelm her. She let it fill all of her bones, making her feel weightless, like she was about to lift off of that bed. She reached up and slipped her fingers into her long hair. She liked how soft her hair felt. She liked the feeling of that rugged cock massaging the walls of her anus and pressing against that amazing sweet spot inside of her body. If felt good—too good. 
 
    Her cock was hard and throbbing inside of her lacy one-piece. The tingling at the tip of her cock was intense.  
 
    “Tell me how much you love my cock,” Lacy said. 
 
    “I love your cock.” 
 
    “Say it like you mean it.” 
 
    “I fucking love your big, hard cock. Don’t stop fucking me with it. I want it so badly. I love the way it feels deep inside of my body. God, I want you to come in me. Please come inside of me. I want to feel you coming.”  
 
    “Shit,” Lacy muttered as she dug her nails into Boone’s sides.  
 
    She screamed out and then felt a hot rush of warm fluid against her crotch. Her cock was twitching intensely. It took Boone a moment to realize that she was coming, filling up her lingerie with her warm cum.  
 
    Lacy was only a moment behind. He screamed out and jammed that cock in deep, thrusting quickly, over and over, like a rabbit trying to finish the job. His whole body convulsed for a moment, and then he fell back, onto the bed, exhausted and out of breath. Boone didn’t move, remaining on her stomach as her cum sat pooled around her cock. A bit of clean up was going to be needed, but it was well worth the fun they just had. Though Boone did feel strange now with her empty asshole, as if something big was missing from her body—and technically, something big was suddenly missing from her body.  
 
    She rolled over and looked at her husband. His cock was slumped over his thigh, still glistening with a mixture of their saliva. He smiled at Boone—the first genuine smile he’d made in weeks—maybe even months. It was a nice sight to see.  
 
    Maybe dressing up like a little slut wasn’t such a big price to pay for Lacy’s happiness.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    They spent the night cuddled together. It was the first time they’d truly cuddled since the first year of their relationship, many years ago. Except this time, Boone was the little spoon. And it was nice, though Lacy kept that fake cock on, and it would occasionally rub against Boone’s ass, reminding him that he’d lost his anal virginity a few hours earlier.  
 
    When they woke up the next morning, they spent nearly an hour together in bed, chatting and staring into each other’s eyes. It was Lacy who said, “I want you to call me Boone for the rest of the week, and I’ll call you Lacy. Unless you have a feminine name you would prefer.”  
 
    “Lacy is fine,” said Boone—who was now Lacy. 
 
    “Good,” said Boone—who was previously Lacy.  
 
    It was a bit confusing at first, but by the end of breakfast (which they ate in the resort’s satin robes) they were used to their new titles. After breakfast, Lacy discovered the little villa’s walk-in closet. It was massive and loaded with clothes. She had no idea where to start. She spent fifteen minutes searching through the different options, and then a pink floral sundress caught her eye. She tried it on and it fit nicely. It even had little pads built into the chest, giving Lacy a slight bust, which added to her feminine appearance.  
 
    She still had her makeup done from the day before, and she decided not to try redoing it, because she really liked the way her eyes looked and she was worried she would never be able to get that same look down again. But she did tie up her hair, which looked quite nice—leaving a few strands down to give herself a bit of a messy look.  
 
    She found a pair of white sandals that went nicely with the dress, and would be perfect for walking on the beach with. Then, she found a pair of white lacy panties, which felt nice, holding her cock and balls firmly in place. Though within a minute of putting the lingerie on, her cock was hard.  
 
    Boone was in the shower and his strap-on cock was left on the bed. Lacy grabbed it and snuck it into the walk-in closet. She stroked it until it was hard and vibrating, and then she placed it down on the ground, with the cock pointing straight up. She sunk down on it slowly, inserting it into her asshole. And then she started to bounce, jerking off her cock with a random pair of red panties in her hand, ready to catch her cumshot. She managed to get off in under a minute. She tossed the soiled panties aside and then she stood up. Her cock was finally soft and ready to participate.  
 
    They spent the whole day on the beach. First they went for a long walk, and then they found a private spot where they were able to sit and chat. “How crazy would it be to try this at home—just for a few months or a year?” Boone said. “You could keep being Lacy and I could be Boone for a while. You could stay at home with Danny and I could get a job.”  
 
    Lacy laughed. “It could be fun,” she said. Though she knew it was just talk. It would never actually happen. Danny would be terribly confused, and Lacy would lose her job—the job that was supporting the entire family.  
 
    Boone fell back onto the warm sand and started talking about all of the different jobs he could get. He looked kind of cute in his swim shorts, without any top on aside from that flesh-toned band around his chest, covering and squashing down his tits. “I’ve always wanted to work in advertising. I bet I could get a job no problem.” He kept going on and on, and it wasn’t long before Lacy was terribly bored with the conversation. All of the work talk seemed so irrelevant and out of place.  
 
    All Lacy wanted to talk about was clothes and shoes, but she was worried Boone would mock her. But there was a whole world of fashion and beauty that Lacy had never known about before. She ended up saying, “I wonder if there are any Manolo shoes in the suite.”  
 
    And then Boone replied, “I don’t know. Maybe. What difference does it make?” And Lacy felt strangely rejected, as if her new interests were off-topic and silly. So she kept her mouth shut, and she let Boone go on about his new working fantasies.  
 
    But maybe he didn’t know what else to talk about. Maybe that was just him talking about the things that he thought men talk about. Maybe he didn’t want to talk about the things that he was really interested in because he didn’t want to break character.  
 
    It was only 1:00 PM when the conversation hit a dead end and the couple became silent as they sat on that beach. Lacy tried to think of something to say—anything that would revive the conversation. But nothing came to mind. So she rolled over on top of Boone. “You’re blocking my sun,” Boone said. “I won’t tan evenly.”  
 
    “Boys don’t care about tanning,” Lacy said with a smile. “They just care about tits and pussies. Speaking of which—do you want to see mine?”  
 
    Boone laughed. “I kind of just want to relax,” he said.  
 
    “Well maybe I can help,” Lacy said as she began to grind her bum against his lap. She could feel that flaccid bulge between Boone’s legs. She knew that it would vibrate and get hard with some stimulation—but she wasn’t sure she could make enough stimulation with grinding alone. But she was willing to try. 
 
    “Seriously though—what are you doing?”  
 
    “Just relax,” Lacy said, kissing Boone on the forehead. She kept grinding, and then she could feel the slight vibration. Boone took a deep breath, letting his head settle down on the sand for a moment. He closed his eyes as his cock became bigger, and that base vibrated harder. Lacy tried grinding her bum faster, to make the vibration even more intense. And then a shudder ran through Boone’s body.  
 
    He suddenly looked up and then he looked around. “Someone’s going to see us. This is public indecency. We could be arrested.”  
 
    “This isn’t a public beach. It’s a private resort.” 
 
    “But there are other people here,” Boone said. 
 
    “You aren’t sounding much like a man right now,” Lacy said with a big grin. 
 
    “You aren’t acting much like a proper lady,” Boone replied. 
 
    “I’m not a proper lady. I’m a bad girl,” Lacy said. She reached down and gave Boone’s shorts a tug, making that cock spring out into the open. She held it upright, spat on it, and then she got it snuggled up between her butt cheeks. She had to pull aside her panties so that she could get it against her butthole. She took a deep breath.  
 
    “You really are a little slut, aren’t you?” Boone said.  
 
    “Let’s just be quick, before someone does catch us.” Lacy suddenly sat down, letting that cock into her body for the third time in twenty-four hours. It sunk in deep, without much effort. Her hole was still stretched from the previous fuckings. “God, it feels so good,” she said, letting her head fall back.  
 
    Boone put his hands on Lacy’s hips, holding her firmly in place while that cock sunk in completely. Then, he kept those hands there as lacy started to bounce up and down. Boone’s face was dark red. His eyes were glowing as he looked up at his stunning wife. “You’re so hot,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks,” Lacy said as a warm burst of excitement filled her up. She kept bouncing, massaging that artificial pole with her tight rectum. “Fuck me—it feels so fucking good.” She had the tip of that cock pressing right up against her sweet spot. She could feel the vibrating. She closed her eyes and then she could hear her husband moaning gently as his own orgasm approached. She slammed her butt down against his lap with every penetration. She was loving every second of it. She loved being a little slut more than anything. She couldn’t remember the last time she was this happy.  
 
    And then Boone pulled her down hard, stopping her from bouncing anymore. He yelled out as he came. Lacy felt a warm gush of fluid splash against her crotch—Boone was squirting, for the first time ever. Lacy didn’t even know that Boone was capable of squirting.  
 
    Then, reality returned to the couple. Lacy looked around and then stood up, letting that cock slip out from her fuckhole. She straightened her dress and then she sat down next to her husband. “That was fun,” she said after clearing her throat.  
 
    “Very fun,” Boone said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Lacy took a shower before dinner, as soon as they were back from the beach. It felt strange as the warm water ran over her gaping hole. She was hopeful that it would tighten back up after a few hours of abstinence. She reached out for a bottle of shampoo, but there was none on the little ledge. She looked around, and then she remembered seeing a small bottle in the walk-in closet, next to the pile of towels. So she stepped out from the shower, wrapped a towel around her waist, and then she went to grab that bottle of shampoo.  
 
    That’s when she saw Boone, sitting on the small bench, trying on a pair of black heels. He looked up suddenly and his face became red. “You’re done already?” he said. 
 
    “I was just grabbing some shampoo,” Lacy said.  
 
    Boone quickly stood up and tossed the black heels aside. “Right—of course,” he said. His lips were pressed thin in his moment of embarrassment. Lacy got the bottle of shampoo and then she went to the shower. Then, as she lathered up her hair (her real hair—the wig was hung up in the closet), she felt her heart stutter. The role-playing was fun, but there was something wrong with it: they both knew that it wasn’t real. It was just playing. And sure, Lacy was starting to understand some of her wrongdoings as a man, but what was Boone learning? When he became Lacy again, would he really understand the importance of Boone’s work?  
 
    “Hey Boone! Can you come here for a minute?” Lacy called out. It still seemed silly to call her husband by her own real name.  
 
    Boone came into the bathroom. “What is it?”  
 
    “Come in the shower with me,” Lacy said.  
 
    “I already had a shower earlier.” 
 
    “Have another one. Please?”  
 
    Boone hesitated for a moment, and then he started to undress. He hesitated once he was down to that band and that strap-on.  
 
    “Take it all off,” Lacy said. So Boone unwrapped his tits and took off the strap-on. It was nice to see him the way that he was: with tits and a pussy. “Come in while the water is still hot.”  
 
    Boone stepped in, under the water. He tried to avoid getting his head wet, so he wouldn’t ruin his carefully tied-up hair. But Lacy went ahead and ruined it for him, reaching out and pulling out that elastic band, letting his hair fall down the way it normally was. “What are you doing?” he asked.  
 
    “Lose the voice—just for a few minutes. Just be yourself. Be Lacy. Be my wife.”  
 
    She cleared her throat. Now there were two girls named Lacy standing in that shower. “We aren’t supposed to break character.”  
 
    “Look—I’ll keep playing along. I think I’m starting to understand what this is all about. I’m not quite there yet, but it’s starting to sink in. But what are you learning? I don’t think I get it.”  
 
    The real Lacy shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I’m just doing what they said to do.” 
 
    “Exactly. They want you to be me so that I can learn a lesson. You have no lesson to learn. You’ve been right this whole time. I don’t know if I can quite put it into words, but they’re just using you to get to me—and… I don’t know—I guess it’s working. But since we’re here together, and I don’t really know if I’m going to get you back once this is all over, I want to have you as you—because it might be the last time I get you as you if you’re really thinking of leaving me.” 
 
    “I don’t want to leave you,” she said. 
 
    “Maybe now that we’re on vacation. But are you going to feel the same way when I’m back at work?”  
 
    The real Lacy was silent. She stared into the dolled-up Lacy’s eyes. “I guess I just don’t know. It depends on whether things go back to the way they were last week or if things go back to the way they were a few years ago.”  
 
    “And I can’t make any promises one way or the other. I want to tell you that I’ll be the old me again, but words are just words. So for right now, I just want to have my wife back.” She put her hands on the real Lacy’s sides. She moved them down and then up, until she was cupping her small breasts. It was nice feeling her perky nipples again, now that they were out from the hold of that tight band. She squeezed, eliciting a soft moan out from the real Lacy’s lips.  
 
    Then she leaned forward and they kissed. Maybe they were breaking the rules—but maybe it didn’t matter. They were closer to being a real couple now than ever before, and isn’t that the only thing that mattered?  
 
    Lacy spun the real Lacy around and then spread her soft butt cheeks apart, exposing that tiny butthole that had never been penetrated before. “Want to know how it feels?”  
 
    “Kind of,” the real Lacy said. “Does it hurt?”  
 
    “A little bit at first. But I think you’ll like it.”  
 
    “Okay. I guess we can try it.”  
 
    Lacy reached a hand forward, to the real Lacy’s lips. “Spit in my hand.” She followed the command. Then, Lacy reached down and rubbed the spit along her erect shaft, getting herself nicely lubricated. “You ready?” she asked. 
 
    “As ready as I’ll ever be.”  
 
    So Lacy pressed her cock in. The real Lacy gasped and then perked up. Her butthole clenched Lacy’s cock for a moment, and then she managed to relax, letting her shoulders sink down as she let out a long, elated breath. “Okay, not bad so far,” she said. So Lady sunk in deeper and deeper, stopping occasionally while the real Lacy clenched and groaned. “It’s so big,” she said.  
 
    “You’re taking it well.” She continued to thrust, massaging the real Lacy’s beautiful hole with her long, rugged cock. The real Lacy was lucky though—she was going to get something that the fake Lacy could only dream of: a real, warm anal creampie. And it was close. It was only a minute before the fake Lacy could feel that elation tingling in the tip of her cock. She took a few controlled breaths in. “I’m going to come,” she said after twenty seconds of desperately trying to hold it back.  
 
    “Fucking come in my little asshole,” she replied. 
 
    The fake Lacy dug her nails in deep. She plunged her cock quickly in and out of her wife’s tight butthole, and then she groaned loudly. “Shit!” she yelled. And then she came, filling up her slut wife’s tight hole.  
 
    Her favourite part was when she stumbled back and watched as the thick cum billowed out from that now-stretched hole. The fake Lacy reached out, scooped up the cum, and tried to push it back into the real Lacy’s asshole. The real Lacy giggled. “That feels funny,” she said.  
 
    “You like it.” 
 
    “Maybe I do. But we need to get cleaned up for dinner, or we’re going to be late. You still need to get your makeup done.”  
 
    “Can you help me? I wasn’t really paying attention when the girls showed me how to do it.”  
 
    “Sure. But let’s get moving. I’m getting hungry.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    The next few days were fun. Lacy and Boone stayed in character while out of their suite, impressing the resort staff. Lacy even ended up improving her fake male voice. She almost sounded convincing near the end of the trip, though it would become a wasted talent, seeing as both Lacy and Boone preferred when Lacy was her most feminine. As soon as they got back to their suite each night, that tight flesh-toned band would come off and Boone would enjoy every second of her small, natural titties.  
 
    The feminine skills that the real Boone were developing on the other hand were going to be put to good use in the future. The sight of Boone in a piece of tight lingerie made Lacy’s pussy wet almost instantly. Maybe she had a bit of a lesbian side that she was just discovering—or maybe she just had a thing for boys dressed up like girls. Boone was just happy that he’d found a shortcut into his wife’s panties, and he didn’t even mind that the shortcut involved shaving his whole body and putting on a bit of makeup. 
 
    He actually liked putting the makeup on. He loved how big and flashy his eyes looked with a bit of eyeliner and a bit of mascara. He enjoyed painting his nails, and he was looking forward to getting home so that he could sit next to his wife, so they could paint their nails together.  
 
    Best of all, they were fucking two or three times a day. Sometimes Lacy would fuck Boone with her strap-on, and sometimes the strap-on would come off and Boone would explore one of Lacy’s tight holes until she was screaming out in complete euphoria.  
 
    And then, every night, they would go to sleep together, cuddled close, feeling each other’s warmth like they hadn’t done in so many years. It was on the last night of their trip when Boone thought to himself: ‘I hope it stays like this.’ But he knew that he would have to go right back to work as soon as that plane landed back home. He had so much to do, seeing as he didn’t get anything done at the resort. And would Lacy understand? Or would his absence be enough to push her away again.  
 
    Maybe it wouldn’t be right away, but his work would push her away eventually. He knew it would happen because it had happened before. But he didn’t want to lose her. What other option did he have?  
 
    The final session with Counsellor Andrews went well. Andrews seemed to think that the relationship was saved, though Boone had a hard time paying attention as he was too distracted by his male clothes, which he was wearing for the first time in a week. He also kept reaching up to play with his long blonde hair, but it was gone.  
 
    “Boone?” Counsellor Andrews said. 
 
    “Huh? What?” Boone asked. 
 
    “I just asked, do you think you can maintain this spark once you’re back home?”  
 
    Boone nodded his head. “I hope so,” he said. “I’ll do my best.” But now that he was in his masculine guise, all he could suddenly think about was his work. He reached into his pocket and felt his phone and he started thinking about all of the e-mails he would have to read once he was home. His heart stuttered. 
 
    “Are you okay, babe?” Lacy asked. 
 
    Boone forced a smile and nodded his head. “Totally fine.”  
 
    They went to the airport together. They chatted openly, until they were in reception range. Then, Boone’s phone started buzzing wildly. He pulled it out and started reading all of the messages he’d missed throughout the week from his co-workers and employees and bosses. “Babe?” Lacy said. 
 
    “Yeah—just one second,” Boone said. 
 
    “We’re here. You can get out of the car now.” 
 
    Boone looked up and saw that they were at the airport. “Right.” He hoped out. “I just need to make a call.” He stepped aside and dialled his boss. While the phone was ringing, he looked back and saw his wife staring at him, looking at him with those same disappointed eyes she had when he missed their anniversary.  
 
    “It’s about time you called. Work’s a shit show right now. Can you come in later tonight? We need to do some serious damage control.” 
 
    “I’m supposed to spend the night with my wife,” he said. 
 
    “Didn’t you just spend a whole week with your wife? Don’t be crazy. Come in to work and get things sorted out with me. Then we’ll have a whiskey and I can tell you about what happened with that new girl down in accounting. I’ve got pictures—you’re going to want to see them.” 
 
    “Honey?” Lacy said, standing ten paces back with both suitcases at her side.  
 
    “One sec, babe,” said Boone. He took another step away from his wife. “Listen. I have bad news,” he said to his boss. “I was a demotion. Put me back on the floor.” 
 
    “Excuse me?”  
 
    “I want to work on the floor. Preferably the same desk I had two years ago, but I’ll take whatever’s open.” 
 
    “You want to work on the floor? You want to get paid half the amount you’re making now? Are you fucking retarded?”  
 
    “I want fewer hours and less responsibility. I want more time to spend with my wife. I’m sorry if that isn’t ideal.”  
 
    The line went silent. 
 
    “Are you still there?” he asked. 
 
    “You want a demotion? You got it. Have fun working on the floor,” his boss said before hanging up abruptly.  
 
    Boone slowly slipped his phone into his pocket. He was afraid, with an uncertain future ahead of him. He turned around and saw that his wife was now standing right behind him. “Did I hear that correctly?” she asked. 
 
    “I think so,” he said. He could feel that his skin was pale. But he knew he’d done the right thing. His future may have been uncertain, but at least she would be there with him. At least he now knew how to make her happy—and he knew how to make himself happy as well. “We’ve got lots of savings, and it’s not like I was fired. I’ll just be making less money.”  
 
    Lacy smiled. “Maybe we can use some of those savings to buy you a few new outfits?” she said. “While we’re waiting for our plane, we can look into ordering a nice wig. I think you looked really good as a blonde.” She wrapped her arms around Boone and kissed him on the lips. It was the perfect kiss—a kiss he hadn’t gotten in years. And it was that kiss tha assured him that he’d made the right decision. 
 
    THE END 
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