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    THE BIGGEST SECRET 
 
    Mark lands the dream job as a male model, working with the world’s top super-model, Trisha King. She’s beautiful. According to Sports Illustrated, she’s the hottest model on the planet. But she has a secret, and Mark find it out when they’re doing a photoshoot. Her custom brace slips and he feels her extra package—and he feels that he’s gotten her aroused. No one else notices. 
 
    She makes him sign a non-disclosure agreement and makes him swear to keep it secret. 
 
    But is it a secret that Mark can keep? There aren’t any secrets he’s ever kept from his best friend, Christian. It seems like the biggest secret in the world, but Christian just might have a bigger one. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Christian wouldn’t stop asking that same question: “What’s wrong?” I swear he asked it every time we finished a song. 
 
    “Nothing’s wrong,” I said, over and over. “I don’t get why you think something’s wrong.” 
 
    “You aren’t playing like you normally play,” he said, rubbing his drum sticks together to smooth off the splinters before the next jam. “And I think your guitar is out of tune.”  
 
    I checked my guitar, and it was indeed out of tune. I’m not sure how I didn’t notice. “You’re out of sorts,” Christian said to me.  
 
    Regan, our bass player, eyed me curiously for a moment before checking his watch. “I should probably take off,” he said. “I promised my girl that I’d be home for dinner.”  
 
    “I thought you ate before you came,” Christian said. 
 
    Now, Regan had a tense look on his face. He forced an awkward smile before shaking his head. “No, I haven’t eaten,” he said.  
 
    “I’ll leave too,” said Steve, our singer. “I’ve got work in the morning. I probably shouldn’t stay out too late.”  
 
    “It’s only eight,” I said. We usually jammed until eleven. 
 
    “I guess I’m just tired,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. So I flicked off my amp, set down my guitar, and then I helped Steve lug his gear to his truck, and then I helped Regan lug his gear to his little sedan. Minutes later, they were gone. Now, Christian was staring at me with an unimpressed look. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “They left because of you,” he said.  
 
    “What do you mean, because of me?” 
 
    “Because you’re on another planet right now,” he said, heading to his fridge. He opened the fridge door and pulled out a beer. He tossed it to me, and I barely caught it.  
 
    “Careful!” I said. 
 
    “See? You’re distracted. You’re somewhere else. I get it—you had a big day. I’m sure you’ve got lots on your mind. But c’mon, man. Regan drove from Coldwater for this.” 
 
    “I didn’t tell him to leave,” I said, opening my beer before migrating over to Christian’s little living area, which was around the corner from the jam space. The couch was old, with a big brown blanket thrown over it to hide the many stains and rips and holes. It was comfortable enough, as long as you didn’t sit on one of the rogue springs. I wasn’t sure why Christian kept that old couch; he definitely had the money to replace it. In fact, just a year earlier, he’d paid off his mortgage with some inheritance money. He got a great gig at a studio in town, recording drums for big pop acts. I’d been to the bank with him before, and I caught a glimpse of his bank account when he was at the ATM. He was doing just fine.  
 
    “But you’re sucking the energy out of the room,” Christian continued, opening his own beer. “You’re pulling the life out of the music.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” I said, waving him off. “So maybe I’m a bit distracted. I didn’t think I was playing that badly.” 
 
    “Nobody said you were playing badly. You’re just… distracted. You aren’t playing with any soul.” He sat on the sofa chair across from the couch and settled in. “We can have a beer or two and then jump back into it—just me and you. We have that show next week and we still haven’t ironed out Big Cat. I still haven’t figured out how you’re playing that verse—is it the downbeat every second chord?”  
 
    I nodded my head, only half-listening. I had something else on my mind. 
 
    “There you go again!” he cried, throwing up his hands. “Alright then. Out with it. What are you thinking about?”  
 
    “Who says I’m thinking about anything?” I asked, but I could feel my cheeks turning a soft shade of red. I was a bad liar. Christian had known me for many years. He knew me better than most of my own family members. And I knew him pretty well too… at least I thought I knew him.  
 
    “You’re distracted,” he said. “So something is distracting you. I don’t want to hang out with you if you’re not even going to listen to me when I’m talking.” 
 
    “I’m listening!” 
 
    “Then what did I say?” 
 
    I paused for a moment. “When?” I asked. 
 
    He rolled his eyes. “Let me guess. It’s a girl,” he said, now with a grin. And just him saying ‘girl’ was enough to make my heart flutter in my chest. He wasn’t wrong, but he wasn’t exactly right either.  
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.  
 
    “So that’s how it’s going to be? You’re going to be weird and cryptic all night?” 
 
    “I’m not being weird or cryptic,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue. 
 
    The truth is, I agreed to keep my mouth shut. I signed an agreement saying that I wouldn’t breathe a word of my day to anyone, not even my closest friends. I’d signed many of those agreements before; it was a common part of my job. Christian knew it—though sometimes I would tell him anyway. I usually trusted him; I had no reason not to trust him. As far as I knew, he never told anyone what I told him… 
 
    But that day was different than other days. I was still trying to wrap my head around what had happened on that set.  
 
    “Oh,” Christian said, looking into my eyes. Now, he was nodding his head slowly. “I see. It’s one of those NDA things. If that’s the case, just say so and I’ll drop it.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. “I mean—yeah, I signed an NDA before the shoot this morning.” 
 
    “And that’s what’s bugging you? I’m not asking for details; I’m just trying to figure out why you’re such a zombie.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I guess so.”  
 
    “Fine then,” he smiled. “Consider the topic dropped. Let’s move on. Do you want to stay to work out Big Cat or would you rather head home and decompress?”  
 
    “I can stay,” I said. “I don’t really want to go sit at home alone. I’m nothing close to tired.”  
 
    “Well if you’re going to stay, that’s fine. My whole night is clear. But if you’re going to stay, you need to at least try to act like you want to be here. No more of this zoning out shit.” He took a long sip from his drink and let out a sigh of relief. “I had a busy day at work too. We recorded the last three songs on this band’s new album. Decent band, good vocalist. The guitarist was a mess though. Hell, I nearly called you up. We must have done twenty takes before she got it right. Then, on the next song, we ended up having to split the song into three parts because she couldn’t play it through cleanly. The crazy thing is, they have a tour starting in three weeks. Something tells me it’s going to be dubbed.” 
 
    “Twenty takes?” I said, sipping my drink, trying to force my brain to stay on topic. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “That’s not an exaggeration. Literally we did twenty takes, and she barely made it through. I think the engineer is going to re-record a lot of it himself tomorrow when the band is out. It’s kind of taboo—but they can’t put the record out like that. It needs to be clean. 
 
    “And then we just got booked for next week. Thunder Riot is coming in. Remember them? They’re recording a new album. Though they’re drummer is so tight—I’m not really sure if they’re even going to use me, but they paid to have me in the studio.” 
 
    “Thunder Riot?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, you remember Thunder Riot, don’t you? They had that album back when we were in high school—with that one track that played on the radio.” 
 
    “I can’t remember it,” I said. 
 
    He groaned. “Sure. I’ll play it for you.” He spent a minute hooking his phone up to his Bluetooth speaker. During that minute of silence, my mind started to drift back to my own day, which started out crazy and ended even crazier.  
 
    Christian started to play the Thunder Riot song. I listened for a minute, vaguely recognizing it, and then my mind went back to my day at work. 
 
    I thought about her: seeing her face for the first time, recognizing her from magazines and news articles. I didn’t get star-struck very often, but I definitely felt something like star-struck when she walked up to me and shook my hand. “Nice to meet you, Mark” she said with her velvety voice. She looked right into my eyes and smiled. She knew my name.  
 
    Trisha King knew my name… 
 
    I nearly fainted, even though I wasn’t some sort of super fan. I didn’t even know much about her, but I knew that she was one of the most famous models in the world.  
 
    “So you remember the song, right?” Christian asked. Now, he was staring at me. I hadn’t really been listening, but I didn’t want him knowing that, so I smiled and nodded my head quickly. 
 
    “Oh yeah—that song. I totally remember it.” 
 
    “Bullshit!” he cried. “You were zoned out again. Mark—I get it, you had a big day. But c’mon, man; this is my night. I could have gone out to the pub with the guys from the studio.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. He was doing a good job of making me feel guilty. “Look—I’m not trying to ruin your night. I just—I had a big day. I ended up working with someone really famous, and it was… it was weird, and unexpected. And now I’m supposed to work with her again tomorrow.” 
 
    “Her?” he said, perking up, suddenly intrigued. “How famous?”  
 
    “I’m not supposed to talk about it,” I said. 
 
    He groaned. “You can’t drop a bomb like that and then just decide not to talk about it.” 
 
    “What do you want? I signed an NDA,” I said. My heart was starting to race as her image came into my mind. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said, suddenly looking very frustrated. “I guess you can just finish up your beer and take off. It sounds like you’ve got a big day tomorrow.” He looked away from me, throwing a tantrum like a passive-aggressive teenaged girl. 
 
    “C’mon, Christian,” I said. “Don’t be like that.” 
 
    “Be like what?” he said without looking at me. 
 
    “You know how my work is,” I said. “Your work is the same. You’re always signing NDAs, and you’re always telling me about bands you’ve worked with, without naming them.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” he said, rolling his eyes. “I guess you’re right. I guess you can just keep your secrets to yourself… even though I told you when I worked with Jimmy Page. I wasn’t supposed to tell anyone until the album came out, but I told you. But it’s fine; you can just keep this one to yourself.” 
 
    I groaned and rolled my head around. He was good at making me feel guilty. He did tell me about the time he worked with Jimmy Page, and he told me about the time he worked with Ian Anderson—both times he signed very serious NDA contracts.  
 
    “If I tell you, you have to promise not to tell anyone,” I said.  
 
    His eyes lit up and he smiled, perking up in his seat. “Out with it then!” he said.  
 
    I bit hard on my tongue. I’d told him secrets before. I knew I could trust him. But this somehow seemed different. She was probably the most famous model I’d ever worked with… But there was something else; it wasn’t just her fame.  
 
    “Who is it!?” he said, apparently unable to stand not knowing. 
 
    “Trisha King!” I said finally, and then he paused for a moment, staring into my eyes, trying to tell if I was lying to him. 
 
    “No shit,” he said. “Really?” 
 
    I nodded my head. “Happy?” 
 
    “The swimsuit babe?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “The Trisha King. The famous one. I worked with her today, and I’m working with her again tomorrow.” 
 
    He reached out his hand for a high-five, so I gave it to him. “Good for you,” he smiled. “That’s high-profile! You’re moving up in the world. And to think that I made fun of you when you told me that you signed with that modeling agency. I mean—I just didn’t think that male modeling was really a career for more than maybe ten people in the whole world.” 
 
    “Right,” I said, remembering him being borderline rude to me when I first told him I’d booked a gig. He actually laughed quite a bit, and he asked if I was secretly gay. Then, a month later, I invited him to a party with a ton of female models, and he suddenly understood. But he continued to poke fun at me whenever the topic came up. I have to admit that it wasn’t a career I ever saw for myself, but I wasn’t going to turn down good opportunities when they were presented to me. If someone wanted to pay me money for standing in front of a camera, then bless them. I made way more than I was making working at the mall, and I was working half the hours. Now, I had more time than ever before to play guitar with the band.  
 
    “So that’s why you’ve been so spaced out—you spent the day with a super model,” he grinned. “I guess I would be kind of spaced out too.” 
 
    I nodded my head, trying to force a blushing smile. He was only half correct. I was zoned out for another reason: a much bigger reason, though it was related…

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Christian was blushing all over, now with the image of Trisha King in his head. The image he had now was probably much like the image I had until that afternoon: the image every guy in the country had when they heard that famous name. Trisha was a bombshell. There were surely thousands of young men with her face plastered on their walls—and with their seed plastered on those posters. She was famous for her bikini photoshoots. She had something like thirty million followers on social media. She had perfect breasts, never did nude shoots, but after thumbing through a magazine you would have a pretty good idea of what her body looked like. 
 
    Trisha King was rich. She owned three homes. She went to all of the big parties: the Oscars, the MTV Music Awards, Sundance, and so on. A Google search of her name brought up millions of unique results and thousands of very sexy photos. You couldn’t go a week without seeing some Trisha King dating rumors in the tabloids. Who was man enough for the stunning model? She was on every top-ten women list created in the past half-decade. Every model in the world—male and female—wanted to work with her. Very few had worked with her. 
 
    I could now say that I’d worked with her, but I wasn’t sure if it was something I was happy about. 
 
    “Let’s get back into the jam room,” Christian smiled.  
 
    He was giddy now. We played one song and then he put his sticks down and started rattling off questions. “Was she hot in person?” he asked. “What did she smell like?” he asked. “Did you get to touch her?”  
 
    I kept telling him that I couldn’t say much. “I hardly got close to her,” I lied. I wanted him to stop asking questions. I wasn’t comfortable with the topic. Yes, I got close to her. Yes, I touched her. She smelled great, like you’d expect a multi-millionaire super-model to smell. “She was just a person,” I said. “It wasn’t that interesting.” 
 
    “You’re so full of shit,” he grinned. Then he paused, staring into my eyes. “Hold up.” 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “You didn’t embarrass yourself, did you?” 
 
    Now, I could feel my face turning red. 
 
    “Oh God, Mark,” he said putting his palm to his face. “Now I see why you’re so spaced out. You humiliated yourself. Please don’t tell me you made a move on her. Please don’t tell me you tried to ask her out on a date or something. Oh God! And now you have to see her again tomorrow! What a travesty!” 
 
    “I didn’t ask her out!” I cried. “Let’s play Big Cat again. You keep messing up that transition. It switches to six-eight and then back to four-four—just one bar. It’s not that complicated.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” he said, but then he butchered the transition again. Now he was the one who was zoned out. Now he was the one half-assing it, making me want to put my guitar down.  
 
    “We can try again on Friday,” I said. “I can tell that you’re tired.” 
 
    “I’m not tired!” he said. “I guess I’m just distracted.” Then he grinned again. “I know that something happened on set, and you’re not telling me. Is she a bitch? You can tell me; I won’t tell anyone. I promise.” 
 
    “She wasn’t a bitch,” I said. 
 
    “Was she nice?” 
 
    “She was very nice. Extremely polite.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said, now scratching at his cheek. He pondered for a minute. “What was the shoot for?” 
 
    “I can’t say,” I said.  
 
    He groaned. “Give me some hints. I need something to work with here.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you want me to tell you!” I said. “Can we please just play the song again? This time we can get it right.”  
 
    He groaned once more, and then he counted the song in. It was a slight improvement, but it was lacking soul… That might have been my fault. I was struggling to get into it. Now, thanks to Christian, she was all I could think of. He wouldn’t let it go. The song would end, and before we could even discuss the jam, he was back onto Trisha King. “How tall is she in real life?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “Normal height. Maybe a bit taller than average.”  
 
    “Taller than you?” he asked. 
 
    “No. Can we drop it already?”  
 
    “Why do you want to drop it so badly? Something happened—I know it did. Please just tell me. I can’t stand this nonsense anymore. I hate secrets. I tell you everything. I won’t make fun of you—I promise. You have my word. Just tell me what happened. C’mon, Mark. What happened?” 
 
    I flicked my amp off and shook my head. “I don’t want to talk about this.” 
 
    “You’re killing me. I tell you everything, Mark. Please just tell me. Did you have sex?” 
 
    “What!?” I snapped. “No! No way!” 
 
    “Why are you so offended by that?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. “You’re acting weird. You aren’t normally this awkward about your job. Why get so offended when I ask if you had sex? I’m basically complimenting you by suggesting that sex was a possibility.”  
 
    “I just want to drop it,” I said. 
 
    “No dropping it. I can’t do it. I’m too intrigued. Tell me now or I’m going to lose my mind.” 
 
    I sighed. I shook my head. I looked around the room, though I’m not sure why. I was worried someone might hear us. I signed that NDA, and this was a secret that absolutely could not get out, under any circumstances. “If I tell you, and this gets out, they’re going to know I said something.” 
 
    “They?” he said. 
 
    “Her people. Her. My employer. I’ll be out of work and unemployable—and they’ll probably sue me to hell and back.” 
 
    “Why is this so serious? Did she kill someone or something?” he asked, leaning forward, now with beaming, wide eyes. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I mean, I don’t think so. She seems pretty nice. But… She has a secret, and I found out—and I wasn’t supposed to find out.”  
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    I sighed again. “You promise not to say anything? After this conversation, we never talk about this again. I don’t care how drunk you get after a show. I don’t care if you meet some girl and you think it might be a cool story to tell. You keep your mouth shut—for the rest of your life, even when you’re on your deathbed.” 
 
    “Jeez, Mark. This is starting to get a bit freaky. I’m not sure I want to know what happened.” 
 
    “Okay, good,” I said. “Then I won’t say.” 
 
    “No!” he said. “I promise! I promise! I won’t tell anyone. You have my word. Now out with it. Tell me or I’ll literally drop dead from the tension.” 
 
    “Fine,” I said. “A bit of background first… It started like a normal gig. I showed up first, so they could do some stand-in stuff. My rate is cheap for them—they have a million-dollar budget for this ad. So it was me and Trisha’s stand-in, moving from set to set while they tweaked the lighting… normal stuff, right?” 
 
    “Sure,” he said. 
 
    “Trisha showed up around ten. I met her briefly. She was very nice, chatting quickly with all of the PAs. Then they got her into makeup. While they did her up, they got me back onto set, shooting me at different angles so they can comp me into whatever they want later. I did some greenscreen stuff, and then I did some shirtless stuff—the usual stuff.” 
 
    “You’re starting to bore me a bit here, Mark. Jump ahead to the good stuff. I want to know what happened.” 
 
    “I’m getting to it!” I snapped. “Trisha was ready around one. She came out and we started in the living room set. It’s a perfume ad, so there was a lot of me pushing my face into her neck. You’ve seen the pose a thousand times before.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “The photographer had us doing that for a while. Then he had me… handling her.” 
 
    “Handling her?” 
 
    “Yeah. Some photographers like to get action shots like this. He had me undress her, down to her bra and panties.”  
 
    Now, Christian was blushing. He nodded his head slowly. 
 
    “I took her dress off and brought it down slowly. They were mostly framing out my face. She’s the famous one—I’m a nobody.” 
 
    “How did you stop yourself from getting hard?” he asked with a big grin. 
 
    “I was wearing a brace for that,” I said. 
 
    “A brace?” he said, raising his eyebrows. 
 
    “It holds your dick down. It’s pretty uncomfortably, but it basically guarantees that you can’t get hard.” 
 
    “Okay,” he giggled. “So you were wearing a brace for your willie. Then what happened?”  
 
    “The photographer had us move to the bed. He wanted shots of us being intimate together: more shots of me putting my face into her neck—that kind of thing. He had her take her bra off, and we used the bed sheet to cover her nipples.” 
 
    “So you saw her bare tits!?” he said. 
 
    I nodded my head.  
 
    “Were they amazing?”  
 
    I just stared at him.  
 
    “What?” he said. 
 
    “Let me finish,” he said. 
 
    “Just tell me: were they amazing or not?” 
 
    “They were fine. I tried not to look.” 
 
    “Of course,” he said, nodding his head. “You’re a professional. But you did sneak a peek. You saw her knockers.”  
 
    “Sure,” I said. “Now let me finish. The photographer kept inventing new shots, trying to get as much as he could out of us. He had me roll on top of her. He wanted her to wrap her arms around me. It was a bit out of her comfort zone, and she said so. Her agent was there. He told her to do it. He kept telling her that she could veto any shots she didn’t like at the end. ‘It’s all tasteful,’ he kept saying from the monitor. So we did more shooting. The photographer wanted our thighs exposed, so we pulled up the sheet. He wanted us to grind together.” 
 
    “This sounds hot,” Christian said.  
 
    “Let me finish,” I said.  
 
    “Okay, okay. Go on.” 
 
    “I did what they asked. I grinded against her. I pretended to kiss her neck. She did her fake orgasm faces for the camera. It seemed more-or-less tasteful. I’ve done shoots just like this one before, with other models.” 
 
    “Dream job,” he smiled. 
 
    “Let me finish,” I said one more time. “While we were grinding together, I felt something. It was in her panties. I accidentally pushed it to the side, and it fell out.” 
 
    “What? Like a maxi pad or something?”  
 
    “That’s what I thought. It was something pad-like. And then we kind of nudged it to the side. I could tell that Trisha was uncomfortable now. She kept inching her hips away from me. I didn’t think much of it. I thought she was just positioning herself for the camera. Then, the photographer wanted us to do another roll. Trisha was hesitant. She was red all over. I could tell she was uncomfortable, so I tried to ask the photographer for a break. My agent was there too, and he scolded me for speaking out of place. So I just went with it. And then I felt something else: something warm and hard against my leg.” 
 
    “Warm and hard?” he asked. 
 
    Then the room became silent. It was beyond silent as Christian’s eyes widened. “No way. You’re a liar.” 
 
    “I’m not lying,” I said. “She’s a man. It was out for about two minutes. It touched me over and over. She was so embarrassed that they got the makeup girl to come up to cover the redness on her face. She tried to get her brace back on a few times, but it kept falling off. It was defective or something.” 
 
    “That’s what you felt originally? A dick brace?” 
 
    “Hers was much smaller. I saw it when they had me go under the sheets for a shot. She tried to cover her cock with her hand, but I still saw it. Her hand wasn’t enough to cover it.”  
 
    “You saw her dick!?” he said. 
 
    I nodded my head. “I felt it too—about a dozen times. She was hard. I felt it get soft a few times, but then she would get hard again when we started rolling around together.”  
 
    “I don’t believe you. You’re so full of shit. I can’t believe I sat here and listened to your bullshit story.” 
 
    “I’m not lying! But if you want to think that I’m lying, that’s fine. Just don’t tell anyone I told you either way.”  
 
    He stared into my eyes. “You realize what you’re saying, right? You’re suggesting that every man in the world has unknowingly been fawning over a man for years.”  
 
    “I’m just telling you what happened. She begged me not to tell anyone after the shoot, when we were in the green room.”  
 
    “This is insane,” he said. “How can I believe you? I mean—it’s just so crazy!”  
 
    “It’s baffling,” I said. “Because it was big. I can’t understand how she keeps it concealed when she’s in a bikini. She can hide her bulge and everything. I mean—I guess she’s a grower. When she’s flaccid, it’s small. But it—it gets big.”  
 
    He shook his head. “How can I believe any of this? Are you fucking with me? This is a joke, right? I fell for it, didn’t I? Okay, okay—I get it. I prodded too much and now you’re screwing with me.” 
 
    “I’m not screwing with you!” I said. “I’m telling you what happened. And now I’m dreading going back in tomorrow. We’re doing more shots, and one of the shots is…” 
 
    “Is what?” he said. “They going to make you suck her dick on camera?” 
 
    “No!” I snapped. “Don’t be an ass. They want us to do a couple of kissing shots. They’ll be like stage-kisses. But still—I don’t know if I want my lips to touch her lips, now that I know… you know.” I took a deep breath. “I already feel weird about today. I rolled around with her. I touched her body. I felt her breasts. She was wrapped around me. My lips touched her neck. It’s just… I don’t know how to feel about it.” 
 
    He watched me closely. “Okay, so let’s say that you aren’t lying. Let’s say that you’re telling me the truth. I’ll play along. So the hottest model in the world is trans and you’re like the only person who knows it. You know that this story would be worth, like, a million dollars to a tabloid magazine. So why not go to a magazine?” 
 
    “I signed the NDA. I would be sued for every dollar, plus more. That would be ridiculous, Christian.”  
 
    “Right,” he said.  
 
    “I could be sued for telling you! I’m not sure why I told you.”  
 
    He nodded slowly again. “And how does she feel about all this?” 
 
    “She’s devastated that I found out. She looked like she wanted to kill herself. I thought she was going to cry. Hell, she probably did cry. I’m guessing a lot of work goes into keeping herself hidden. I saw that brace. It was a custom thing: small, but firm, and it had two lumps, just like a pair of pussy lips.” 
 
    “So it was essentially a silicone pussy that she put over her cock. And her balls—I’m assuming she tucks them?” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. “I don’t know much about any of that.” 
 
    “Tucking is when you shove your balls up into your body.” 
 
    “Then she must do that, because there’s no bulge when she does her lingerie and bikini stuff. And I know it’s not just Photoshop—I saw her do a whole set in panties today. There was no bulge at all. I even saw the dailies at the end of the day. I looked, trying to spot a bulge. Maybe there was a bit of a bulge in some shots, but you could easily argue that it was just the bulge of her pussy.” 
 
    “I just don’t know how I can believe you,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t care if you believe me or not. Just keep your mouth shut.”  
 
    “So that’s why she’s single then,” he said, apparently believing me suddenly. “She can’t find a partner because she’s secretly a tranny.”  
 
    “I don’t think they like to be called that.” 
 
    “Who can keep up with the terms?” he said. “You called her a man just a minute ago.”  
 
    “I mean—biologically speaking, she is a man.” 
 
    “I don’t think it works like that.” 
 
    “Well maybe I’m not so up to speed with any of it either. I just know that I’m not supposed to say anything. And I don’t think I would have signed up for this gig had I known that she was a man—or a trans girl…”  
 
    “Oh, please!” he said, waving his hand at me. “You would do it. It’s just work. I’m pretty sure I’ve seen you pose with other dudes before.” 
 
    “Not kissing their necks! And not grinding our bodies together!”  
 
    “Man or woman, she’s hot,” Christian said suddenly, looking away from me in a strangely sheepish way. 
 
    “Wait—what!?” I said. “After what I just told you, you still think she’s hot?” 
 
    “Does it change anything?” he asked with an inquisitive eyebrow raise.  
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “How? She still looks exactly the same. It’s not like you can suddenly see it.” Now, he was pulling up a photo of her on his phone. “Look at her. Tell me this is a man.” 
 
    “I’m telling you: that’s a man,” I said. “She talked to me afterwards and told me not to tell anyone. She told me that nobody knows her secret, not even her agent.” 
 
    “And what did you tell her?” he said. 
 
    And now my face was turning red all over again. I bit down on my lip, feeling guilty, suddenly reliving what I said to Trisha in that green room.  
 
    “What?” Christian said with a small gasp. “What did you say, Mark?”  
 
    “I told her I didn’t care. I—I told her that it made no difference to me.” 
 
    He laughed. “That’s it? Why is that such a big deal?” 
 
    “I was nervous,” I said. “I guess I just started word-vomiting. I—I told her that I thought it was sexy.”  
 
    “You what!?” he snapped. 
 
    “I don’t know why I said it! I was trying to make her feel better. She was clearly self-conscious about it. So I just told her that it was hot. I told her not to worry about it. I tried to be convincing.” 
 
    “Well, I guess that’s fine,” Christian said. “No harm done.” 
 
    “Not exactly,” I said. 
 
    “What?” he said, leaning in closer again. “What do you mean, no harm done?”  
 
    “I think I… gave her the wrong impression. I kept saying things like, ‘What’s the difference? As long as you don’t want kids or anything, and I don’t…’ We got to talking after that. I think I put an idea in her head.” 
 
    “What kind of idea?” he asked. 
 
    “Well—I already knew that she liked me,” I said. 
 
    “How did you know that?” 
 
    I stared at him for a moment until he remembered. 
 
    “Oh right—she was hard after rolling around with you.” Now he was snickering.  
 
    “Exactly. So I’m apparently her type. And, uh, once I told her I thought her downstairs mix-up was hot, she started to get a bit… close with me. She asked what I was doing tonight. I told her that I had band practice. Then she asked about our next show.” 
 
    “Trisha King wants to come to our show!?” Christian gasped. 
 
    “Exactly,” I said. “It’s a disaster. I don’t know what to do.” 
 
    “Tell her to come! We need the press!”  
 
    “No! She would think it’s a date. She would want me to hang out with her after.”  
 
    “You could be dating Trisha King,” he said with a stunned look. He shook his head slowly.  
 
    “I think you missed the part where I said that she’s secretly a man!”  
 
    “Small price to pay,” he said.  
 
    And now I was the one with the stunned look. “You’re joking, right?”  
 
    “Like you said, as long as you don’t want biological kids—what’s the difference?”  
 
    “You’re messing with me,” I said. 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    “You would date her knowing she has a penis?” I said.  
 
    “Sure. Like I said: small price to pay.”  
 
    “You’re a liar, Christian.”  
 
    “You’ve got a lot to think about before tomorrow,” he said, now eyeing the clock. It was getting surprisingly late. We’d been chatting for a long time. I hardly realized we were now halfway through our second beers.  
 
    “Not really,” I said. “I just need to tell her that I’m not interested in a relationship outside of a working relationship. That’s all there is to it. I’m not going to lead her on just so we can have a famous person at our next show. I can’t be with a man.” 
 
    “But she’s not a man, Mark—that’s where you’ve got this all wrong. Look… She still has a hole. So what’s the big difference? She looks, acts, sounds, and smells like a chick. You can still fuck her. Nobody will ever know.”  
 
    “I just don’t think I could ever do it,” I said.  
 
    “Maybe you could,” he said. “And once you realize it, you’ll regret turning her down. You’ll always be thinking about what could have been.” He took a long swig from his beer.  
 
    “Well what do you want me to do? You want me to just date her? That wouldn’t be fair to her. I don’t even know if I could touch her again, now that I know about her secret.”  
 
    “I have an idea,” he said, now with a big grin, and I could already tell that I didn’t like what was on his mind. “But first, let’s try that track again. I just had an idea for a fill.” 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Christian was a fantastic drummer, though his skills were curious. I’d played with a number of drummers in my years, but Christian was on a different level, which was surprising because he never picked up a pair of drum sticks until a year before I met him, and by the time I met him he could play Rush covers with expert precision, and he could do John Bonham triplets like no other drummer I’d ever encountered. I suppose he was naturally gifted. Maybe drumming was in his blood, so to speak. 
 
    And his skills were especially curious because of his build. Most professional drummers were solid men, usually relatively tall, with hefty upper bodies. But not Christian. We often joked that Christian was built like Meg White, the petite female drummer of the White Stripes, and she isn’t exactly known for her mind-blowing fills and solos. Christian was small, and I know what you’re thinking—you’re thinking that he had one of those Bruce Lee bodies, where every ounce of his body was muscle, but that wasn’t the case, strangely. He was soft. I once called him ‘skinny-fat’ but he didn’t appreciate the remark. If he had the springy muscles that most expert drummers have, they were invisible, wrapped tightly around his bones and hidden under a very thin layer of fat.  
 
    Like most rock drummers, Christian wanted to fit in, so he grew out his hair. I think he was going for a late-seventies John Bonham thing, but the beard never happened for him. He certainly tried to grow one, but after six months, everyone close to him was begging for him to shave the scraggly mess that had hardly sprouted a few inches. So he shaved, but kept the hair. I suggested he shave the hair too, but he was determined to preserve a bit of that classic rocker look, even though I insisted that it wasn’t so much a classic rocker look—an eighties hair metal look at best… but more realistically, it was a feminine look. 
 
    Christian didn’t seem to mind when people made jokes about his girly appearance. In a way, he seemed to take those comments as compliments, grinning from ear-to-ear. I think he liked to set the bar low so he could really impress them once he got behind the drum kit. When you see a little guy with hair halfway to his ass take a seat behind a drum kit, you certainly don’t expect what comes next. He liked it that way, and that was part of his charm. I have to say that I admired his confidence. It’s probably easy to have confidence like that when you just need two minutes behind a drum kit to leave jaws on the floor.  
 
    He was a lucky bastard. I’d been playing guitar for many years. I had to practice a song for days—sometimes weeks—to get it down properly. But not Christian. It didn’t take him more than a couple of hours to master an eight-minute progressive rock composition, filled with eight time-signature changes and four tempo changes. It was natural to him. And it was kind of funny watching him swivel left and right around his twenty-piece kit so fast that his hair would whip side to side.  
 
    He was a perfectionist; I thought he’d mastered Big Cat after a few jams, but he wasn’t satisfied after a dozen jams. He wanted to get it down so smoothly that a super-computer wouldn’t be able to tell the difference between his playing and a perfectly programmed drum machine. He’d always been like that, since I met him.  
 
    When I met him, I thought he was fifteen years old. He came out to a jam at a pub. It was my first time there and it was his first time there. It was one of the busier jams in town: a place where guys congregated when they wanted to start a project together. I’d only been living in that town for a few months and I really wanted to meet some people. 
 
    But I was just nineteen, and the other musicians were all in their thirties and forties and fifties. When it was time to shuffle the players on stage, I kept getting bumped to the side: old guys calling over to their friends. It doesn’t help when three quarters of the guys there are guitarists. I tried sneaking up onto the stage when the guys started playing a blues arrangement. But then an older fellow stopped me. “This is my song,” he insisted, and then he plugged into the only free amp.  
 
    The jam band’s drummer was tired. He was old and fragile and could only do three songs at a time between beers. He stepped off the stage and the remaining musicians stood around looking like lost lemmings. Then, Christian sauntered onto the stage and sat down behind the kit. A few of the guys rolled their eyes. “Are we letting kids play now?” The man scoffed and left the stage, apparently with no interest in playing with Christian. 
 
    I went to plug into the newly-freed amp, then another older guy stopped me. “Wait your turn,” he said, even though I knew for a fact the guy had only arrived at the bar a few songs earlier.  
 
    “I’ve been waiting longer than you,” I said, trying to stand up for myself. 
 
    “I think you’re mistaken,” he said. 
 
    Then Christian spoke up. “Let him play.” He was pointing at me.  
 
    “Me?” I said. 
 
    “I’ve been waiting longer than him,” said the old player. 
 
    “He’s my friend. I want to play with him.”  
 
    And nobody could protest because if Christian didn’t play, then that meant everyone was stuck waiting for the usual drummer to finish his beer and rest his muscles. There were some eye rolls and some scoffs. A few of the regulars decided to step off the stage in solidarity with the ousted oldie. The bass player stayed up with us, and so did one of the rhythm players. Christian started playing a four-four measure that I’d never heard before, but it was cool. I thought for a minute, feeling the pressure of the rolling eyes at the bar. I took a breath and played something I thought was cool and unique. 
 
    The rhythm player scrambled to jump in, and the bass player took a few bars before he figured out the key. I kept my eyes on Christian’s sticks, and somehow, I was able to follow his cues, even though we hadn’t even met. The rhythm guitarist and the bass player weren’t quite so quick. Christian threw in a sudden signature change, but I was able to follow. After a few minutes, we were clicking. My playing meshed with his. He set me up for a solo, and it was one of the best I’d played at the time, getting a good reaction from the crowd. Then he went for a nice fill, which stunned a few onlookers. We ended up staying on the stage for the next fifteen minutes, and there were no objections. Christian was grinning, and so was I. We played well together. Later that night, we took the stage again, after spending a few hours chatting over beers. It had already been decided: we were going to start a band together.  
 
    When I left the bar that night, one of the older men came up to me, apparently feeling quite salty about Christian and I taking the stage together. We hadn’t broken any of the jam rules; in fact, we played less than most people there. But it was obvious why he was angry: we upstaged him. We drew in the crowd. People cheered for us. When he played, people went about their conversations and hardly even noticed when he finished a song. His playing was predictable, boring, and often easy; it had no substance. “What is it?” I asked him as he glared at me. 
 
    “Not leaving the bar with your girlfriend?” he asked, and then he scoffed, as if it was the best burn ever conceived. At the time, Christian didn’t even have long hair. “Just for future reference, this is a blues jam. You can’t just take it over with your weird progressive metal.” 
 
    “It’s not metal or progressive,” I said. “And it doesn’t say anything about this being a blues jam.” I felt nervous. I was backing away from the guy, strangely worried he was going to come at me. I didn’t want to make him angry.  
 
    “I’ve been coming to this place for fifteen years, kid. It’s a blues jam.” 
 
    “Okay, man. Whatever,” I said.  
 
    “Just keep it in your mom’s basement. This place is for adults, and here we play mature music.” He scorned me one more time, and then Christian emerged from the pub. He nodded at me. “Hey Mark,” he smiled. “See you later.” 
 
    “Say bye to your girlfriend,” said the old man, who had just boasted about being so mature.  
 
    Christian didn’t hear the remark, and I didn’t feel like engaging with the salty fellow, so I just walked away. Christian asked me to go back to that bar the next week. “I don’t think I want to go. You can go though. We should just play at my place this weekend,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t want to go without you,” he said. “It’s a bit too ‘oldies-but-goodies’ for me. Why don’t you come over to my place and we’ll play here? I’ll see if I can rope in a bass player.”  
 
    Over the years, a number of people thought that Christian and I were gay lovers. It kind of became a running joke, but not something we ever took seriously. It made us laugh when people asked. It didn’t help that I’d gotten into modelling and he’d grown his hair long, and it didn’t help that we did pretty much everything together. I insisted on going clothes shopping with Christian whenever he needed new clothes; without me, he ended up picking the strangest outfits. One time he even showed up wearing a woman’s blouse and skin-tight leather leggings. “What were you thinking?” I asked. 
 
    “I thought it looked cool in a Robert Plant kind of way.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. Just no.” So I took him and made sure he bought some jeans that fit properly and a nice buffalo-plaid jacket.  
 
    He was wearing that buffalo-plaid jacket now as we finished playing Big Cat one last time. Now, he had broken a sweat. He wiped his forehead with his wrist and looked at me. “Another drink?”  
 
    “Sure,” I said. He got the beers. “So what’s this idea you have?” 
 
    “Hold on,” he said. “Let’s drink some beer first.” 
 
    “I’m not a fan of ideas that involve getting drunk first,” I said. 
 
    “Who said anything about getting drunk?” He took out his laptop. “We’re going to play a game. Man or woman. I’m going to pull up pictures of hot girls, and you’re going to tell me if you think they’re women or men.” 
 
    “What’s the point of this?” I said. 
 
    “I’m trying to show you something.” 
 
    “I get it,” I said, shaking my head. “Guys can take tons of pills and look like girls. I don’t live under a rock.”  
 
    “Just play the game, okay?” 
 
    So he pulled up the first picture and turned the screen to me. “Man or woman?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess man.” 
 
    “You guess man, or does it look like a man?” 
 
    “It looks like a lady. But I guess her jaw is kind of masculine, and I think that’s an Adam’s apple. So I’m guessing man.” 
 
    “It’s a woman,” he said. Then he pulled up another photo. “What about her?” 
 
    “Woman,” I said. I was just guessing. 
 
    “You’re correct.” 
 
    And then he pulled up another. “That’s a woman,” I said, and this time I was totally sure. She was a redhead with a cute little nose and big flashing eyes. She was in a bikini, with perfect hips.  
 
    “Wrong,” he said. 
 
    “What? Seriously?” 
 
    “It’s a trans girl, born a male.”  
 
    “How do you know?” I asked. 
 
    “Because in one tab, I searched trans girls and in the other I just searched for girls.”  
 
    “Okay, so what’s the point? Men can look like girls with some work—it’s nothing I don’t know.” But I was a bit shocked by how girly the girl looked.  
 
    “You wouldn’t date this hottie?”  
 
    “I don’t know. No—not if she’s not really a girl.”  
 
    He laughed and shook his head. “But what difference does it make?” 
 
    “Would you?” 
 
    “Sure,” he said, shrugging his shoulders. “Because there’s really no difference.” 
 
    “There’s a cock—I’m assuming. Either that or there’s one of those post-op pussies, and that’s not really my thing. In fact, I think I’d rather have the dick.”  
 
    “You would get over the cock in a matter of hours, Mark,” he said, rolling his eyes.  
 
    “I don’t think I would,” I said. 
 
    “You aren’t disgusted by your own dick. I’m sure you like playing with that.” 
 
    “That’s a weird argument you’re trying to make,” I said with a laugh. I drank more of my beer. I was starting to feel tipsy. I was feeling lighter, and I finally felt like I was starting to forget about the awkward day I was now facing in just a dozen hours.  
 
    “Just think about it,” he said. “Try to forget about what other people would think—or what you think they would think. Just think about it realistically. You told me you don’t want kids. So, biologically speaking, what’s holding you back?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “It’s just not my thing. I’m not judging anyone.”  
 
    “But you would have dated Trisha King in a heartbeat had you not discovered her secret. So are you sure it’s not your thing?”  
 
    He was putting weird thoughts into my head. He was doing a good job of making me question my own morals, though he wasn’t changing my preferences. Maybe I didn’t understand my own preferences as well as I thought I did. Maybe it was more complicated than I realized. But now, I was wondering: was I just worried about what other people might think of me with Trisha? Her secret was bound to come out eventually. I was already dreading that moment: dreading the moment her secret is in the tabloids and then my friends start sending me those photos: me snuggling up intimately with her. I suppose it would just be giggles, but what if I actually took Trisha out on a date? Would it be more than giggles I would have to endure?  
 
    So maybe I was a bit worried about the judgement of others… but what about a scenario like Christian was now suggesting? What if judgement wasn’t an obstacle? Would it be something I might consider?  
 
    Now, he was grinning. “You’re thinking about it,” he said.  
 
    “Maybe,” I said. “So what?”  
 
    “Let’s keep playing the game.” 
 
    So up came another photo. “Woman,” I said. 
 
    “Man—biologically speaking.”  
 
    “Wow,” I said. It was a pretty blonde with blue eyes. “Do another one.” 
 
    “Her,” he said showing an image.  
 
    “Man,” I said. 
 
    “Woman,” he said. “In fact, it’s Nicole Perrotta, a model you once told me you wanted to date.”  
 
    I felt my cheeks turn red. She looked different now: a few years older. She used to have such a soft face, but now she was looking a bit boney. “Okay, okay,” I said. “So maybe you’re making your point. Show me a few more.” I drank some more. The game was actually kind of fun. I felt like we were in high-school, rating girls and giggling like foolish teenagers.  
 
    More photos came up. I was batting about fifty-fifty. We were both laughing hard now, occasionally roaring with laughter. I ended up taking the computer and testing him, seeing if he could guess correctly. He was better than me, which made me question my own preferences even more.  
 
    Then he took the computer back. “A few more,” he said, and I was happy to keep playing, even though it was now getting late. “Okay, here’s a hard one. Think really hard about this one.” 
 
    He turned the screen to me. It was a brunette with long hair, curled into beautiful locks. She was wearing glasses, which looked very nice on her face. Her lips were plump and full. Her body looked slender and feminine, but it was tough to really know what she was hiding because she was wearing a long-sleeve in the photo.  
 
    I was almost certain that it was a woman, but that made me think I was looking at a man, just based off of trends. The look on Christian’s face made me think it was a trick question. She looked undeniably like a woman, so that meant she was almost definitely a man…  
 
    No—there was no way I was looking at a man. The girl in the photo was a woman. Those cheekbones belonged to a woman. Those eyes were feminine. I refused to believe I was looking at a man.  
 
    “Woman,” I said confidently. 
 
    Now, Christian was grinning. 
 
    “No way,” I said. 
 
    “That’s a guy,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “It’s true.” 
 
    “How do you know?” I said, shaking my head. “Because the internet told you? Maybe the internet is full of shit. Maybe someone just uploaded a photo of a girl and lied about her being trans. Ever think of that? The girl in that picture is a girl—I’m sure of it.”  
 
    “Well you’re wrong.” 
 
    “How do you know!?” I said. 
 
    “Because she came up before too,” he said. “And you guessed wrong that time.” He went back and showed me the same girl in a different outfit: also a shirt that kept her breasts covered. 
 
    “But that’s not proof,” I said. “Just because she comes up more than once—that doesn’t mean she’s definitely trans. Anyone can upload pictures to the internet, and people can lie about whatever they want. It’s not like it’s against the law.”  
 
    “I’m telling you that’s a guy.” 
 
    “But how do you know, Christian!?” I said. 
 
    “Because it’s me!” he said before roaring with laughter. I just sat there confused, trying to wrap my head around what he’d just said. At first, I thought it was some sort of weird joke. Then, I started to realize he wasn’t kidding. I looked back at the photo and could see the slight resemblance… Maybe the resemblance wasn’t so slight. Christian was capable of looking exactly like a woman.  

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    My nerves were tingling. I was laughing, but the laughter was fake. I shook my head and cleared my throat. “Why do you have these pictures?”  
 
    “My sister went to makeup school,” he said. 
 
    “So what?” I said.  
 
    “She needed models for a project and asked me. I didn’t care—still don’t. I was happy to help out.”  
 
    “You did it twice?” I asked. 
 
    “Three times. What’s the big deal? It really didn’t bother me.” 
 
    “Well good for you, I guess,” I said. “You, uh, really look like a chick.”  
 
    He laughed and shook his head. “You’re blushing, Mark.” 
 
    “No, I’m not!” I said.  
 
    “Yes, you are.” 
 
    I looked at the photo again, which was still open. “I’m not even convinced you’re telling me the truth. In fact, now that I’m looking again, I’m pretty sure that’s your sister.”  
 
    “It’s not!” he said. 
 
    In the photo, the girl’s legs were crossed. She had smooth, hairless legs, and she was wearing cute little heels. “Why would you shave your legs for her project?” 
 
    “Because the first project was to make a man look like a woman, so I shaved for her. Then she just needed models for her other projects. Why would I have long leg hair when I’m trying to look like a woman?” 
 
    “You’re being awfully casual about this,” I said.  
 
    “Why does it have to be a big deal? You’re the one making it seem weird.” 
 
    “I’m not making anything seem weird! I’m just asking you questions. And I’m still not convinced that you aren’t fucking with me.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Because… look. That girl is…” I didn’t want to say it. 
 
    “Hot?” he asked, grinning. 
 
    “I didn’t say that.” 
 
    “You were about to.” 
 
    “No, I wasn’t.” But it was true: the girl in the photo was kind of hot. “It’s not you. I’m sure of it.” 
 
    “Want me to prove it?” he asked. 
 
    “Prove it? How?” 
 
    “I’ll go do my makeup right now,” he said.  
 
    “What!?” I said. “You’re not serious… Are you?” 
 
    “Want me to prove it or not?” 
 
    “Fine. Prove it. Because I think you’re full of shit.” I thought I was calling out his bluff. I thought that I was saving myself from some sort of humiliation that I was sure he was launching against me. I didn’t think he was actually going to get up and march over to his room. “You don’t actually have makeup, do you?”  
 
    “Just what my sister left here when she came to visit last,” he said.  
 
    I just stared at him, not sure how to respond to what he was saying. I just laughed. In a weird way, it seemed like classic Christian: being weird and whacky, not caring at all about what anyone thought about him or what he did. I still admired that about him; I wanted to be just as carefree. Maybe if I was just as carefree as him, I would consider approaching Trisha King about a date… Maybe it would be kind of cool to take her out and see where things could go with her.  
 
    Before finding out that she was biologically male, we were having fun together.  
 
    After the first photo set, we got to talking, while the photographer was changing his lens. Trisha started talking about the Rangers game from the night before. “I went to the game wearing big glasses and a black wig,” she said to me. “I didn’t want to be recognized.”  
 
    “Did the agency buy you tickets?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “No, I bought them on Craigslist. I’ve only missed two Rangers games this season.” 
 
    “You like the Rangers, huh?” I said. 
 
    “Let me guess—you’re a Boston fan?”  
 
    “Good guess,” I said.  
 
    “Were you at the game?” she asked. 
 
    I laughed. “No, I was playing a show last night.” 
 
    “A show? Fashion show?” 
 
    “Music.” 
 
    “Wait. Let me guess… Drummer!” 
 
    “Guitar,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, that’s too bad. I like drummers,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “Well, I don’t think this would be your kind of music regardless.” 
 
    “Says who?” she said. “What kind of music do you think I like?” 
 
    “I would either guess pop or country… maybe techno.” 
 
    “Wrong,” she said. “Make one more guess.” 
 
    “Punk,” I said. 
 
    “Wrong again. I like all kinds of music.” 
 
    “Oh, I see,” I said. “It was a trick question.” 
 
    “No,” she said. “I was seeing if you could guess my favorite. I like alt rock. Sometimes prog rock. Nothing too metal though. Tool is pushing it for me, but I really like that new band, Sounds of Animals Fighting.”  
 
    “Oh shit,” I said. “You’ve heard of Sounds of Animals Fighting?” 
 
    She nodded her head. “I saw them two weeks ago. I was invited backstage.” 
 
    “Of course you were.” At this point, I was feeling overwhelmed—and almost completely discouraged. I was realizing that the perfect girl was entirely out of my league. I’d never met a girl who liked my kind of music, liked sports, and had a good sense of humor… while also being absolutely beautiful. Now I was feeling those butterflies, paired with some dread. I knew that I was going to be comparing every future to Trisha. Trisha was my new benchmark: she was the ten when it came to ranking girls on a scale from one-to-ten. Now, it was a scale from one-to-Trisha.  
 
    But all of that was minutes away from changing—the moment I felt that cock, those thoughts would flutter out of my head like cockroaches scurrying out from a newly-lit kitchen.  
 
    Now, I was alone in Christian’s living room. I finished my beer and went to get another one. I knew that I didn’t need more beer, but I was on edge. I needed something to help me down. I needed to relax. I had a long day coming up, and I still had a long night ahead of me—even though I knew that I could just leave. 
 
    Maybe I just needed to leave. Why was I sticking around for this? Why did I care to see Christian dressed up like a girl? Why was this even happening? I took a long swig from my new, cold beer. It felt good going down. I sauntered over to my guitar. I flicked on the amp. I sat down and thought about Trisha again. Then, I just started noodling. 
 
    Sometimes, messing around on the guitar could be like meditation. It was a good way to clear my mind. It was a good way to relax. After a minute, I was playing a new riff: one that I’d never played before. It was kind of groovy. It was a bit progressive. It was new. It was exciting… And it made me think of her, though I can’t exactly say why. Sometimes music is funny like that, I guess. Different inspirations create different sounds. 
 
    But I liked this sound. It was different than my usual stuff; it was more upbeat, starting in C-major, moving into G-minor. It was a bit jazzy, and almost a bit ethnic. I kept playing, letting it evolve. I kept thinking about her.  
 
    And then I remembered the feeling of her hard rod against my body. I remembered her trying to squirm away before the photographer demanded we get closer. She didn’t want me to feel it; I didn’t want to feel it, but I was stuck feeling it for almost fifteen minutes… And she just stayed hard. Sure, there were moments that it would get softer, but then we were start moving again and she would become aroused. I could feel her throbbing. 
 
    Now, I was flinching at the thought of being against her. I was dreading the moment our lips were pressed together… but I was dreading it for a new reason. Earlier that evening, I was dreading the actual kiss, even though it was going to just be a stage-kiss. But now, I was dreading how the kiss would make me feel. What if I liked it? What if it turned into more than a stage-kiss? Sometimes that happened… sometimes when we did shoots like this, we would get into it. Sometimes feelings developed. And if I ended up with feelings for Trisha, what did that say about me?  
 
    Maybe I needed to be more like Christian. Maybe I needed to figure out a way to not care what anyone thought. I just needed to care about what I thought. 
 
    But what did I think? 
 
    I kept playing. The music got better. I stopped for a moment, catching myself grinning. It was that feeling that I got whenever I came up with something really good. This was something great. “What is that?” Christian called out. “What are you playing?” I could hardly hear him calling from the other room. 
 
    “I just made it up,” I said. 
 
    “It’s awesome. We should build on that!”  
 
    “Come and play,” I said. 
 
    “I’m busy,” he said. “Give me ten more minutes!” And I’d forgotten that he was putting on makeup.  
 
    So I kept playing, fiddling with that song, tweaking little parts until it started to feel more like a song. The pieces were coming together. I already had a verse, a bridge, and a chorus. But it still needed more. I was tuned in, starting to obsess. I watched my fingers move in ways that I wasn’t used to, defying my usual muscle memory. This was good music. Where was it coming from? Why was I still thinking about Trisha?  
 
    Finally, he was behind me. “That’s really cool,” he said. I turned around with a smile, about to accept the compliment—and then I froze, seeing her: the girl from those pictures. 
 
    It was Christian, but she didn’t look like Christian. She looked just like the babe in those photos. She was wearing those same glasses, with her hair curled in the same way. So maybe Christian wasn’t lying. Maybe those really were pictures of Christian in drag.  
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t know what to say,” I said. 
 
    She blushed and did a spin. “You’re impressed,” she said in a girly voice, now with a grin on her face.  
 
    “No,” I said. “I’m just… surprised. I still don’t get why you can look like that.”  
 
    “I’m sure you could too,” she said, still using that girly voice and those girly mannerisms. She even had that pink lip gloss on, making her lips look so plump and so feminine. It just made no sense. “Why are you looking at me like that?” 
 
    “Like what?” I asked. 
 
    “You’re blushing,” she grinned. 
 
    “No, I’m not!” 
 
    “Yes, you are!”  
 
    “I’m not! Stop using that voice,” I said. 
 
    “What voice?” she said, still using that voice. 
 
    “You know what voice.” She apparently was enjoying the tease. “Why is this such a big deal to you? If I just showed up to a gig one day like this, what would you do?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I said. “I would tell you to change, because it’s… it’s just ridiculous.” 
 
    “What if it’s how I wanted to be?” she asked. 
 
    “Are you telling me your trans? Is this your weird way of coming out to me?”  
 
    “No,” she said, shaking her head. “But if I was, would you care?” 
 
    I paused for a moment. “No. You can do what you want. I’m not, like, transphobic or whatever.” 
 
    “Would you care what other people thought, seeing us together?” 
 
    “We wouldn’t be together—not like that.” 
 
    “I didn’t say like that,” she said, grinning again.  
 
    “You know what I mean,” I said. “I just don’t get what point you’re trying to make anymore. I thought I knew, and now I don’t know.”  
 
    “I’m just trying to understand why you’re so uncomfortable right now. I’m trying to get to the bottom of it.” 
 
    “Why? What difference does it make?” I said. 
 
    “Because you’re going to be seeing Trisha in about eight hours, and you have the opportunity of a lifetime in front of you—and now we have an opportunity to figure out what’s holding you back. Tell me, Mark. Has a trans person ever hurt you, either physically or emotionally?” 
 
    I scoffed. “Are you my therapist now? You aren’t making this better, Christian. You’re just making me frustrated. You’re making me more convinced that Trisha is just a man.” 
 
    “I thought you said you weren’t transphobic,” she said. “And call me Celine.” 
 
    “Let’s not make this political. You know what I mean. And I’m not going to call you Celine.” 
 
    “Don’t be rude, Mark. You can call me Celine.” Now she was grinning, knowing that she was getting under my skin. 
 
    “Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes.  
 
    “Play that song you were playing again?” she said. 
 
    “What? Why?” I asked. 
 
    “I liked it. I want to hear it again.” 
 
    “Do you want to change first?” I said. 
 
    “Why? Does this bother you?” 
 
    “No,” I said, trying to act like it really didn’t affect me at all. In truth, I wasn’t sure why it made me feel so uncomfortable—but it did, especially when she got right up next to me and I smelled that she was wearing perfume. She stood close to me as I started playing, and strangely, it really did seem like I was standing next to a woman. There was something about her aura; it was different now. She had different mannerisms.  
 
    This was obviously something she’d done before—maybe with her sister, maybe more than that. She was even crossing her legs like a woman, which I don’t think she’d ever done before. She was tapping her foot to the beat of the song I was showing her. She was bobbing her head in a very womanly way. 
 
    So I stopped playing suddenly. “Why are you doing that?” I asked. 
 
    “Doing what?” she said. 
 
    “You know what.” 
 
    “No, I don’t.” 
 
    “You’re trying to distract me,” I said. “And you’re sitting so close to me.”  
 
    “Why are you so uncomfortable? Just get over it. When we played with that chick bass player, you never got weird.” 
 
    “She was actually a girl!” I said. 
 
    “So what? I’m struggling to understand what the difference is—especially right now, since we’re not being intimate. I’m just sitting next to you. What’s the difference between me sitting next to you like this and Amanda sitting next to you?” 
 
    “I don’t know! But there’s a difference!” 
 
    She sighed. “Just play the song.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. I let my emotions settle for a moment. Then I turned my attention back to the guitar. I started playing. She listened. I tried to tell myself that it wasn’t weird, and maybe it wasn’t so weird. Maybe it wasn’t as bad as I thought. Maybe it was just some weird thought in my head that was inconsequential. And maybe it was the same with Trisha; maybe my emotions were irrational. 
 
    I started relaxing after a minute. I got back into that groove, now thinking about Trisha again. Once again, beautiful notes started flowing from my guitar. Was she inspiring me? Was she like a sort of muse?  
 
    Celine stood up and skipped over to her drum kit. She listened to a few more bars, and then she jumped in. It was a good beat: smooth and a bit jazzy—not too complex, but with lots of surprising subtleties. We suddenly had a good jam going—good enough that I hopped to my feet and rushed over to the recorder, flicking it on to make sure we got the jam on tape. We played hard for a few minutes, and then I looked over at Celine. 
 
    She was in the groove, smiling, rocking out. And I must say that she actually looked quite comfortable and natural as a woman. And the way that she moved left and right, gracefully along that kit… she actually looked kind of hot. Her pink, plump lips were distracting. Her soft hair, now curled and frighteningly feminine, looked so beautiful as it swayed left and right. Celine was actually quite pretty. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    By the end of the song, I was tingling all over, feeling emotions that I wasn’t quite sure how to process. I was thinking about Trisha and staring at Celine. I felt utterly confused about what I was supposed to do, and I still had no idea what Celine was trying to do. It almost seemed like she’d forgotten that she’d gotten dolled up. She was just going about the night as if she wasn’t wearing that girly outfit: that tight long-sleeve and that short skirt, along with those stockings.  
 
    I kept catching her with a grin, so I knew that she was up to something. My theory was that she was trying to meddle with my brain. She was trying to rewire me, so that I couldn’t see the difference between Trisha and a real woman. And maybe it was working. I was starting to wonder if there really was any difference. Was a cock really so repulsive? If it was shaved and clean—could it look feminine? Why was I entertaining these thoughts?  
 
    Because I was less than a dozen hours away from being faced with a potentially life changing decision. I could ask Trisha out on a date. I could ask her to go to a hockey game with me, or bring her out to one of my shows. And if things worked out, it could be a serious relationship: a relationship that would certainly affect my career and my reputation. It would thrust me into the spotlight, maybe even throw me into a few tabloid magazines. Did I want that? And when her secret inevitably came out, would I be able to handle the fallout?  
 
    There were so many thoughts in my head, and there wasn’t much time to figure things out. 
 
    Celine and I had another beer. It went down smooth, and the buzz was welcomed. Celine was still using that voice when she told me about a band she’d worked with recently. “The band was okay: kind of mediocre, but they had this one song that was actually, like, really interesting.” I swear she was adding in small feminine inflections—and using the word ‘like’ in a way that she never did before, as if she was doing a character. I tried to ignore her, half-convinced she was just trying to get a reaction out of me. If I didn’t react how she wanted me to react, maybe she would start to feel foolish, and then I wouldn’t be the butt of the joke. “There were some little tricks that I feel like could work with this new song.” 
 
    So we hopped back into the jam room. Now it was very late, but we still had energy. We practiced the new song again: the song that made me think of Trisha. I zoned out, hardly hearing what Celine was doing as I pictured Trisha’s face. Then I zoned back in and saw that Celine was also in some sort of meditative state, maybe thinking of some girl’s face… maybe thinking of her own face. 
 
    And I was distracted again by her beauty: beauty that just shouldn’t have been possible. But it was possible, and that made things interesting and complicated. If I could seriously consider Trisha as an intimate partner, then was it any different to think of Celine as a potential partner as well? Were they not equally female? Maybe Trisha took hormone pills. Maybe Trisha had a few operations… But they were both born male, and they both looked just like girls. 
 
    We finished the jam and moved back to the couch. I sat down first and let out a sigh, starting to properly relax for the first time that night. It was a short-lived moment of relief. Celine came over and sat on the same couch, stretching her long legs onto my lap. I turned tense. I looked into her eyes and then I looked down at her feet, which were almost touching my stomach. “What are you doing?” I asked.  
 
    “Getting comfy,” she smiled. That perfume smell was strong.  
 
    “Why?” I said. 
 
    “Because it’s my couch,” she said with a narrowed gaze. “I can sit how I want.” 
 
    “Do you want me to move?” I said. 
 
    “Relax, Mark!” And then I realized this was part of her brain rewiring scheme. Girls had done the same thing to me before and I didn’t get weird about it. Maybe I needed to try to get into that same headspace.  
 
    I sipped my beer and then I looked at her again. “Be honest with me,” I said. “Is this something you’re into?” 
 
    “What?” she said, pretending to be oblivious. 
 
    “Dressing like a woman. I won’t judge you.” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “It doesn’t bother me like it bothers you,” she said. 
 
    “That’s fine. It doesn’t bother you. But do you like it?”  
 
    “Sure. Why not? It’s fun, like dressing up for Halloween or a costume party.” 
 
    “But do you want to be a woman?” I asked.  
 
    She stared into my eyes for a long moment before letting a strange laugh slip. “No,” she said. “Not, like, normally.” 
 
    It took me a moment to process what she said, and I wasn’t sure I really did process it. Did she want to be a woman or not? Did she like it? Was it just a costume to her? Was she awkwardly trying to come out to me? “I don’t care what you want to dress like,” I said. “It doesn’t bother me.” 
 
    “Well,” she said with a smile, “it clearly does bother you. I’ve never seen you so tense. You’re looking at me weird, and you can’t seem to look into my eyes.”  
 
    “I’d get over it,” I said. “Don’t let me hold you back.” 
 
    “That’s sweet, Mark. But I’m not doing this for me. I’m doing it for you.” 
 
    “I can’t say I believe you,” I said. “You’ve clearly done this before. You clearly like doing this.” 
 
    Now, she was blushing. She pressed her lips thin and stared into my eyes before turning a slight shade of white.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked. “I’m guessing I’m right.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that,” she said. 
 
    “I really don’t care,” I said. 
 
    “Let’s focus on Trisha,” she said. “What’s holding you back? Are you going to go for it? Or no?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “I just… I don’t know.” I stopped myself before saying that I still thought it was weird, now worried that I would offend Celine. Celine had really made this whole situation much more complicated by getting dolled up. “I guess I’ll just see how it plays out.”  
 
    “It’s the cock,” she said, now grinning again. “You’re afraid of it.” 
 
    “Of course I am! Is that so crazy?” 
 
    “It’s not crazy,” she said. “But it’s something you could easily get over. In fact, two minutes with her and I bet you’d get over it.” 
 
    “But how can I know that? And what? Am I supposed to take her out on three, four, five dates, just to get into bed so that I can see how I feel? Is that fair to her? Is that fair to me?”  
 
    The room became silent. I eyed the clock and was shocked to see that it was nearly 1:00 AM. “I should probably get home, so I can get some sleep.”  
 
    “You’re welcome to sleep here,” she said. “I can pull out the cot.” I’d slept there before, and it wasn’t a bad idea. Celine’s place was close to the studio and my place was almost thirty minutes away. I could get more sleep and be able to get to work quickly. I had all of my work stuff, and I could use Celine’s shower in the morning… 
 
    “Fine,” I said. “Then let’s set up the cot.”  
 
    “Want to play one last jam?” she asked.  
 
    I paused for a moment. “Fine,” I said. So we worked out Big Cat again. I found myself distracted again, but this time for a new reason: Celine was distracting me. She looked pretty behind that kit. I’d always had a thing for girl musicians, especially girl drummers. There was something really cool about a girl who could play well—kind of like a girl skateboarder. She was almost mesmerizing. And now, I found myself trying to decide if she looked at all like a man. My brain just couldn’t identify her as a male. I was convinced that I was watching a woman smash those drums.  
 
    And by the end of the song, I was speechless. She turned to me and looked into my eyes, waiting for me to say something—but no words came out. My mind was swirling. Maybe it was the booze.  
 
    “L—Let’s go set up that cot,” I said. I went to get the cot and she went to get the sheets. I usually slept there in the jam room, so that’s where I dragged the heavy metal frame. I unfolded it and then she came in with the sheets. She went ahead and started dressing the mattress, bending over to stretch the long white sheet out, letting her skirt rise up just enough to tease a bit of her bum. Her thighs were remarkable, almost better than the thighs of any girl I’d ever dated. And her ass was perfectly firm, just like Trisha’s. That perfume smell was still clouding my brain, clouding my judgement. My heartrate suddenly spiked and I found myself stepping towards her. I put my hands on her hips and she froze. She looked back at me as I looked down her back, down at her booty. I felt the soft fabric of her skirt with my fingers, and then I let out something like a whimper. 
 
    I was getting awfully close to my friend. I was crossing a line and putting an important relationship in jeopardy. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    She didn’t move. She was letting me touch her, and I wasn’t sure why I was still doing it. My heart was racing fast. I knew I needed to stop, but I couldn’t. It was her fault; she’d planted the curiosity in my brain, and now I needed to explore those thoughts. I moved my hands down her thighs. I heard her moan; it was a remarkably feminine sound, sending my brain spiraling even more. If she was still making those female sounds, then she must have liked it. If she wanted me to stop, all she had to do was turn around and speak in her male voice; it would have been an instant turn-off. 
 
    But she was letting me move my hands up her thighs, pulling up her skirt, exposing her panties. They were lace: whitish-pink, and a bit translucent to show her bum. I felt that bum. I squeezed her butt cheeks and got another moan out from her lips.  
 
    “Go down,” she whispered. And then she carefully picked her panties out from her butt crack, exposing her hole. She used one of her hands to pull her butt cheeks apart, luring me in. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I knew that was a man’s asshole, but that familiar question was burning in my head: was there a difference? I’d gone down on many women before. I liked eating out girl’s assholes. Was this any difference? Celine was clean. She smelled nice. She felt and looked and sounded like a woman. 
 
    “Go on,” she whispered.  
 
    Then, I started to go to my knees. My hands were trembling. She reached back with both hands and spread open her ass so I could see her tight hole. It was hairless, and I don’t think that from when she went upstairs. She kept herself hairless down there, suggesting this really was something she’d done before. And why would she wax her ass for her sister’s makeup thing? This was obviously something that was happening on a deeper level. Maybe she identified as a woman. 
 
    I leaned in, closer to her asshole. I was close to a man’s asshole, but for some reason I wasn’t pulling away. “Oh God,” I heard her whimper. It was that little girly sound that made me suddenly comfortable. I went in. I put out my tongue and felt her hole with the tip of my tongue. I started licking in circles, just like I would with a woman. And she responded just like a woman: a few little giggles, a few little moans. She was puckering. She let me penetrate her gently with my tongue. She giggled again. She continued using her hands to pry her cheeks wide apart for me. I caressed her thighs with my hands. 
 
    Then I stopped suddenly. “We shouldn’t be doing this. This is crazy. W—We’re drunk!”  
 
    “You’re right,” she said, red all over. “Let’s stop. This is silly. Let’s pretend like this never happened. I—I’m so drunk. I drank way too much.” 
 
    “Me too,” I said. 
 
    Then the room became silent. I looked at her and she looked at me. Then, I just went back in, unable to help myself. I buried my face in her ass and kept eating her out. She moaned. Her legs trembled and her whole body shook in a sexy, cute kind of a way. I stroked her crack with my whole tongue. I tickled her hole. I used a finger to penetrate her anus, pushing down to my knuckle and feeling her feminine rim clenching me. I liked it. My heart was racing fast now. 
 
    “That feels good,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t reply. I just kept playing with her, as if she was a woman. I was trying to convince myself that she was a woman. There was no difference. I’d been in that position with many women before, and this felt absolutely no difference… 
 
    Until she reached down and pushed her cock back through her thighs, so that her tip was aiming right at my face, squashing down her fat ball sack. It was all shaved, all smooth, and it smelled like flowers. I froze, staring at it, knowing what she wanted. She wasn’t shy about it—and maybe that was because of the booze.  
 
    It wasn’t something I’d ever done before. Now, I was thinking about Trisha. Earlier that day, I felt Trisha’s member rubbing all over me. I felt it throbbing against me. It turned me off completely—and even made me feel a bit… disgusted. But now, my mind was more open. Maybe it was the booze, or maybe I’d had lots of time to think about it. Celine was now gifting me an opportunity. I could go for it: I could play with that cock and see if I could like it. I could find out if Trisha was a real possibility for me.  
 
    I licked her butthole one more time and then I moved lower, letting my tongue drag across her cock’s tip. She moaned. I licked it again. I ran my tongue around her foreskin. My heart skipped a beat. It felt weird, but it didn’t seem disgusting. Maybe it wasn’t so crazy. Maybe it wasn’t gross, as long as she was clean and presenting herself like a woman. In fact, I’d been with a number of girls who weren’t so pretty down there. I’d suffered through odors. I’d been with girls with wild pubic hair—and I didn’t necessarily mind, but this just seemed… cleaner. Somehow, her cock seemed more feminine than many of the pussies I’d been with… 
 
    Maybe it was the booze. 
 
    But I really wasn’t that drunk. I had four beers over the course of four hours. In fact, I was pretty much sober. I was pretending to be drunk so that I could have an excuse when it was all done with. I could wake up in the morning and pretend like I didn’t remember anything. I needed that out. 
 
    I took her cock from her, with my hand, and then I pulled her into my mouth from behind her. I sucked her length and felt it throbbing. I bobbed my head back and forth. A part of me was saying that this was so, so wrong—but another part of me wanted to keep going, to see how far I could go, to see if this was something I could actually learn to like.  
 
    Maybe I was already liking it. 
 
    My body trembled. Then, I felt my pants getting tighter. I gasped, shocked by my own arousal. I could try to convince myself this way and that way, but that arousal couldn’t lie. Maybe I really was into her body more than I thought I would be. And if I could be into Celine, could I be into Trisha as well? Of course I could—but just how far could I go? Sucking her tip was going far, but there was much further to go. 
 
    She turned around, lifted me to my feet, and stared into my eyes. Then she came at me, kissing my lips, pressing her plump, glossy lips to mine. I froze for a moment before settling in. They felt like girl lips. But a couple hours earlier, they belonged to a man—and not just any man, but my best friend. 
 
    “This isn’t right,” I said softly as she leaned back for a breath. 
 
    But she didn’t answer me. She just came in for more, and I gave her more. It didn’t help that she was now with her hand down my pants, massaging my cock: tugging and pulling and twisting gently around my tip to make my legs wobble. I reached down and did the same with her perfect sissy dick. She liked it, giggling and smiling in girly ways that just sent my head spinning even more.  
 
    Then she went down. She sucked me gracefully. She bobbed her head but kept her gaze connected with mine. It was weird, looking into her eyes. It didn’t feel right, but I also didn’t want her to look away. Her eyes were so girly, but there really wasn’t anything different about them. Sure, she was wearing mascara, shadow, and eyeliner—but those glistening eyes were still just her same old eyes.  
 
    “That feels good,” I said.  
 
    “You’re so hard,” she grinned before going in again. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said, though I’m not sure why I said it. It made her giggle, and that giggle lightened the mood. The blowjob continued for a blissful five minutes. It would have gone longer, but I ended up coming. 
 
    She leaned back and stroked me with her hand while she wiped some spit off the edge of her lip. I didn’t warn her—I just suddenly came. It was a bit embarrassing, making her gasp. She took the load on her face, and she even accepted a few shots onto her tongue before giggling. “A little warning!” she said as she squeezed the final drop from my shaft. 
 
    “I’m—I’m so sorry!” I said. 
 
    She giggled, and then she stood up, turning me around.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “We aren’t done,” she said, and then she pushed on my shoulders until I was bent over the cot. I was confused until I felt it slithering between my butt cheeks. I felt her tip press against my hole, and then I knew exactly what was coming. “Celine, wait,” I said. 
 
    But she didn’t wait. She started pushing in. I clenched and strained and groaned, but she was determined, pushing harder and harder, using her fist to keep her cock lined up with my hole. “Celine—I don’t think it’s going to…” Then it went in, penetrating me, stealing my anal virginity. I gasped and gripped the bed sheet with both hands. “Oh my God!”  
 
    She pushed deeper and deeper, gripping my hips. Why was I allowing this? Why was I going along with this? Why wasn’t I stopping her? Did I want to know what it felt like?  
 
    What if this is what Trisha wanted too? Did a relationship with Trisha mean having it both ways? She had that cock—surely, she would want to use it… right?  
 
    Before I knew it, I was being pumped from behind. I looked back at Celine. I looked through her glasses, into her eyes. I saw those eyes glisten. I watched her plump, cum-slicked lips smile. And that smile put me at ease. Maybe it was the booze… No—there was no more blaming the booze. I was sober. She was sober. This was us consenting; we knew exactly what we were doing and there was no more hiding from it. 
 
    But it felt nice. Her smooth cock, sliding in and out and in and out, felt so good along my tight anal walls. I was expecting pain, but there was none. I was expecting an uncomfortable tightness, but it felt strangely… right. “Shit,” I muttered. I relaxed, letting my muscles loosen. That cock just felt so fucking good! I started rocking back and forth, getting her deeper into me, feeling every inch of her smooth dick. I felt her fat tip pushing down hard. I trembled and moaned again. Now, my cock was erect again, still dripping cum from my orgasm. Was I going to come again?  
 
    She gently spanked my ass, giggling. I let a giggle slip as well. We were having… fun. But I knew we were crossing a line. I knew that things weren’t going to be the same after this.  
 
    She moaned loudly and I knew that she was close. I didn’t want it to end, so I rocked faster, trying to get more of her before we were out of time. I pushed back hard, faster and faster. That dick felt so great.  
 
    I clenched hard when I felt her dick fluttering. I thought clenching might hold her back, but it didn’t. It just made her blast with more power, firing hot cum deep into my asshole. I groaned, gripping my own dick. I closed my eyes and rocked back and forth a few more times, until I felt a wetness running across my fingers. There it was: I was coming a second time.  
 
    And then I felt her pulling out, sliding that fat, smooth cock out of me, letting her load fall out after her in a huge glob. It was a strange feeling, but not unpleasant. I stood up slowly and looked down at the floor, shocked that all of that cum was in me, and shocked that her long, fat dick was inside of me with it. I could handle more than I thought possible.  
 
    And now, we were both silent, unable to figure out what to say next. The tone in the room was suddenly awkward. That silence lasted a long, long time, and then Celine scratched her head and said, “I should get cleaned up and off to bed too.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I guess I’ll, uh, see you tomorrow.” 
 
    “I’ll be gone before you’re up. I have to run an errand in the city,” she said. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Then maybe I’ll see you tomorrow night, or on the weekend.”  
 
    “Mark?” she said suddenly, looking into my eyes. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “What just happened…” She took a deep breath. “It didn’t mean anything. I don’t want you to think that meant anything.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. Though I was suddenly feeling a bit confused. 
 
    “I did that for you,” she said. “Maybe a bit for me—but that was really for you.” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. 
 
    “There’s a guy I like,” she said suddenly. “I’ve been meaning to tell you. I haven’t gone out with him or anything, but… I plan on pursuing that… I think.” 
 
    “Cool,” I said.  
 
    Then, after another awkward silence, she turned around and left the room, leaving me along with that cot and that strange awkward feeling lingering in my gut. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    I didn’t get much sleep. How could I? I had so much lingering in my head. I was thinking about Celine. I was thinking about Trisha. A part of me was heart-broken over what Celine told me before she left, about the other guy. But I was never thinking of Celine as a partner… maybe for a moment, while we were being intimate—but she was my friend, and that’s how I wanted to keep her. I wanted her as a friend. She was more important to me as a friend. 
 
    She wasn’t there when I woke up. The house was quiet: too quiet. There were no sounds to distract my thoughts, and I wasn’t sure that was a good thing. I really wanted a distraction, but there were none, so I was stuck thinking about the previous night—and thinking about the day to come. 
 
    I had a big day ahead of me. My night with Celine made it clear: I was going to ask Trisha out. Maybe a hockey game, maybe a concert, or maybe just a coffee. But I was going to do it. I was going to ignore those fears: fears of what people would think of me, fears of experiencing new and unusual things in the bedroom, fears of being intimate with a biological male.  
 
    Thanks to Celine, I knew I could do it.  
 
    I saw Trisha later that morning, after I showed up for hair and makeup. She was already in the makeup chair, being done up by a whole team. They only had one person doing both my hair and makeup, getting me ready for that intimate shoot.  
 
    There was a silence in the room after Trisha looked over to see me. She cleared her throat and scratched her arm. “So, uh, I’m sorry about what happened yesterday. It was… unprofessional.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I said. 
 
    “It won’t happen again today.” She kept her gaze on the mirror. She was being vague in the presence of her crew.  
 
    “I don’t care if it does,” I said.  
 
    The silence came back. “Well I’m glad we can put it behind us,” she said. “The last thing I wanted to do was to make you uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Well I should be the one apologizing,” I said. “My reaction was inappropriate, and not a reflection at all of how I feel now. I, uh, had lots of time to think about it.” 
 
    “I didn’t think you acted in poor taste,” she said, still looking forward.  
 
    “Well I did—maybe not to your face, but in my own head. It took me some time to process. That’s all… new to me. But I think it’s, uh, cool. I like all of that just fine.” 
 
    Now the makeup people looked extra-confused, and that was for the best.  
 
    “Thanks,” she said. “Most people don’t feel that way. And I’m, uh, guessing that you’re just being polite, but I appreciate the gesture.” 
 
    “No,” I said. “I was being polite yesterday. But now I really mean it. I think it’s fine. I think it’s cool. I, uh, even like it about you.”  
 
    Now she was blushing. “You’re a charming guy, Mark.” 
 
    “I’m not being charming. I’m just telling you the truth,” I said.  
 
    Now she was finally looking at me, trying to decide if I was telling her the truth. I smiled and then she pressed her lips firmly together.  
 
    “There’s a Rangers game tonight,” I said. “I can probably get tickets.” 
 
    “I already have tickets,” she said with a grin. “I was, uh… going to ask if you wanted one of them.”  
 
    “Only if you’re planning on going.” 
 
    “That’s the plan,” she said. 
 
    “Cool. Then count me in,” I said.  
 
    She smiled, looking into my eyes. My heart soared high. There was hope on the horizon. None of this would have happened had Celine not run through her experiment with me the night before. In fact, that whole morning would have gone much different. It would have ended with me saying something like, ‘I’m sorry I gave you the wrong impression. Let’s just stick to working together.’ And then my life would have gone off in a completely different direction. It’s amazing how a single conversation can completely change the trajectory of one’s life. 
 
    “I have two more tickets, if you know anyone who might be interested in going to the game,” she said, looking back at the mirror. 
 
    “I think I might,” I said.  
 
    “Who?” she said. 
 
    “A friend of mine. Her name is Celine. She’s got this thing for some guy. I haven’t met him.”  
 
    “Well this could be a fun ice breaker for all of us,” Trisha smiled.  
 
    “Totally,” I said.  
 
    “Shooting in two minutes!” yelled the set director. The next two minutes were a whirlwind as I was pulled away to wardrobe: an outfit that was just going to be pulled off as soon as we continued shooting that ‘sexy’ perfume ad.  
 
    They got us back on the bed, rolling around together. I could feel her thin brace in her panties as she wrapped her thighs around me. We ran through pose after pose. “Let’s get the two of you under the sheets—and then give me a minute to adjust some lights,” said the photographer. 
 
    It seemed like a rerun of the previous day, but now I had a whole new mindset. This wasn’t awkward. This wasn’t dreadful. It was the opposite. I was beaming with excitement. I wanted to touch her. I loved the smell of her. I couldn’t wait to get to know her outside of work.  
 
    “I should just warn you…” she said before thinking for a moment. “People will see us together, and, uh, there will probably be photos posted online—and lots of rumors.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. 
 
    “Okay… But one day, all of this will come out.” She said, quickly motioning down to her crotch. “I don’t want that to be weird for you.” 
 
    “I can handle that,” I said. I won’t lie: the thought made me nervous, but it wasn’t scary enough to hold me back.  
 
    She smiled. We kept shooting. The photographer had us move into some awkward poses. At one point, Trisha took my hand. She moved it down between her legs. She nudged off her brace to let her cock out. I was a bit shocked until I was realizing that she was testing me, seeing if I was actually comfortable with her dick. 
 
    And I was. I gripped it and smiled while looking into her eyes. I tugged and felt the blood rushing into her member. She let out a small little whimper before giggling. 
 
    “That’s great!” the photographer called out, oblivious to what we were doing under the sheets. I got some great looks out of her. I saw them after, looking through the shots. They were some of the best snaps ever taken of her. 
 
    And after the shoot was done, she pulled me into a back room. She pulled her jeans down and then she went at me, kissing me, wrapping her arms around me. I didn’t hold back.  
 
    I had Celine to thank for all of this.  
 
    I moved my hands all over her body. I felt her perfect tits. I caressed her soft sides. She was truly a perfect specimen. I couldn’t believe that there was ever a moment that I didn’t want her. How could I have been so foolish? Why would I let something so silly hold me back?  
 
    I kissed her for a minute before going down on her. She was bigger than Celine by a couple thick inches. Sucking her was fun. She throbbed hard. I really couldn’t believe she was able to keep that monster hidden. It felt good sliding on my tongue.  
 
    We traded places. She sucked me until I was as hard as I’ve ever been. But this time I wasn’t just going to finish before getting any fucking action. I stood her up, spun her around, and I fucked her hard against the wall. I pumped her tight ass while she moaned and clenched and squirmed. I reached around and pumped her giant, hard dick, until she sprayed the wall with her thick cream. Then it was a matter of seconds before I was unloading my own seed inside of her. I pushed her forward and mashed her cock against the cum on the wall. Then I spun her around and went down on her one more time, sucking that cum off. I felt like a bit of a slut, but it was fun. 
 
    It was new. 
 
    It was exciting. 
 
    And it felt so real. This relationship seemed like it had so much potential. I’d honestly forgotten that she was a celebrity. I forgot that she was one of the most famous models in the entire world. To me, she was just Trisha. It wasn’t until we showed up at the Rangers game that all the attention turned to her. People gasped in awe. The jumbotron must have showed us twenty times that night. We even made the kiss cam. She gave me a cute peck. Then the camera turned to Celine and her date, and Celine got a nice kiss from her date.  
 
    We were all left blushing and giggling like school children. It was fun. And that’s what it’s supposed to be. There was no time for anxiety, dread, worrying about what people might think. It only matters that you’re happy and having fun. I was definitely having fun. Trisha made me feel at ease.  
 
    Celine looked over at me near the end of the game. She smiled and winked. Now, her biggest secret was out. And I think her big smile inspired Trisha, because after the game, she turned to me and said, “I think I’m ready to come out. I know we just met, but would you support me if I came out tomorrow?” 
 
    “Of course,” I said with a smile. 
 
    She gave me a kiss, and that kiss made it all worth it. 
 
    THE END 
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