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I HAD NO IDEA


I HAD NO IDEA

Steve just married Chloe, the girl of his dreams. Together, they saved themselves for marriage. It was a long wait, but that wait is finally over. Now, up in that wedding suite, Steve can’t wait to get down to business…

And then he realizes Chloe forgot to mention something… Or maybe she did mention it a long time ago, when he was too tipsy to remember what she said.

Chloe has something other girls don’t—and it’s a lot bigger than the one he has.

He can’t divorce her: divorce is against his religion and he wouldn’t be able to bear the shame. So now, he needs to figure out a way to salvage the relationship.


CHAPTER 1
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Trey stared at me, looking white and nervous, as if he was the one who was about to get married. “What is it, Trey? Out with it already!” I said. He’d had that look on his face all morning, and it was starting to worry me, as if he had something important to tell me but couldn’t figure out how to get the words out.

“It’s nothing, mate,” he said.

“Just say it!” I said. “I can’t take this anymore. I feel like you’ve got some bad news for me or something.”

He looked down at his feet, groaned, bit his lip, and then looked back into my eyes. “I get that you have your morals—and that’s great. I think it’s great that you practice what you preach.” He couldn’t look into my eyes, constantly sending his gaze around the room in a sheepish sort of way.

“So what?” I said.

“It’s just… You’ve never had sex with this girl. You’ve never lived with her. You’ve never slept in the same bed as her. Now you’re going to be married to her.”

I rolled my eyes. I’d heard it from other friends before. Trey wasn’t the first one to raise that old concern. “I’m not worried about it,” I said. “I love her. That’s all that matters.”

“But you’ve been with other girls. You know what good sex is. I mean—other religious guys, when they get married, they don’t really know the difference between good and bad sex, so bad sex to them is… fine. But you weren’t always a Christian.”

“But I am now,” I said. “And I have been since meeting Chloe. Just relax, Trey. I know what I’m doing. I know I want to be with her. Even if there is no sex—I love her.”

“Okay,” he said. “Okay. Fine. I just… I care about you. I don’t want this turning into a bad thing for you.” Now he was finally staring into my eyes. I knew why he was nervous; he didn’t have to say it—we both knew it. He remembered Georgia, and the big breakup, five years earlier. I dated Georgia for two years before moving in with her. We were mad for each other, fucking twice a day, talking on the phone for hours, going on dates five nights a week… And then everything changed when we moved in together. She revealed a side of herself that wasn’t so pleasant—you might even call it ugly. She got violently angry for seemingly no reason at all. I would leave my toothbrush on the side of the sink instead of in the cup where it was supposed to go, and that would start a fight that would have her screaming and breaking glasses. And the breakup was the messiest part of all; she went to the cops and told them that I beat her and raped her regularly. I spent two nights in a jail cell and then I spent months hiring lawyers and even going to court once to beg a judge to believe me when I said that she was just lying in an attempt to ruin my life…

So yes, I knew why Trey was so nervous. I’d never lived with Chloe. I’d never had sex with Chloe. But Chloe was different. She was a virgin. She was so innocent and sweet. It didn’t even seem fair to compare her to Georgia, but even I will admit that there were times that I paused and thought about that horrible relationship. I didn’t exactly get a ton of sleep leading up to the wedding.

But I loved Chloe more than I ever loved Georgia. We had a different kind of love for each other: one that wasn’t based around sex. I didn’t need sex to survive…

At least, that’s what I thought. And maybe I thought it because I just assumed that there wouldn’t actually be any issues with our sex life, so it was pointless to worry about.

“You need to be down at the altar, Steve,” said Agnes, the wedding planner, from the doorway.

I took a deep breath. I bit down on my tongue, trying to hide that slight tinge of nervousness that Trey just breathed into me. “It’s all going to be fine,” I said with a smile. “No turning back now.”

“Well,” he said. “You could turn back now. But in thirty minutes from now, there really won’t be any turning back.”

I laughed and shook my head. “Just relax, alright?”

We went down together, into the hall where all of the guests were arriving. I rushed into my position to smile and greet the guests. I knew them all, with the exception of three or four people. They were all from my side of the family.

Chloe didn’t have a huge family. She didn’t have tons of friends in the city, and she told me that her friends from her hometown couldn’t afford to come out. “I’m happy if it’s just your family and friends,” she told me, and I didn’t think much of it. Some people, like me, have a huge social network. Some people just don’t have many people close to them. My dad had twelve brothers and three sisters, and they all had kids of their own. My mom had six brothers and seven sisters, all with their own tribes. And I liked to consider myself a fairly social person—even after converting to the church. I liked being out and surrounded by people. If I ever had downtime, I wanted to be catching up with old friends, not just sitting around watching TV. So I invited four hundred to our wedding.

Chloe was shocked when I showed her my list. “It’s not that many,” I laughed. “I went to a wedding in India and they invited five thousand people.”

“This isn’t India,” she said to me.

“And that’s why I only invited four hundred.”

She turned white. I knew that she got nervous in front of crowds. But it was only going to be for a short period of time. And she was going to be beautiful, in an amazing wedding dress, with her makeup done professionally.

I couldn’t wait to see her in that dress.

As I stood and greeted guests, my phone buzzed in my pocket. I slipped it out quickly to check it, and saw that it was a message from Chloe. My heart bounced. We agreed that we wouldn’t communicate until we were facing each other on the altar. I hesitated to check the message, but I was worried that something was wrong. “Hey Steve, I really think we should talk before going through with this,” the message said.

I quickly messaged her back. “You aren’t getting cold feet, are you?” I said. My heart was starting to race. But I had a good feeling that I knew what she was on about: the same topic that had come up every week since I proposed.

“I just think we should talk about sex,” she said.

“No,” I replied firmly. “We can talk about it once we’re married.”

“I think it’s something we should talk about first. There are things you don’t know.”

“No,” I said again. I was tired of having that old conversation.

Chloe knew that I wasn’t born into our faith. She knew that I had a lot of life before meeting her. She knew that I’d been with a number of different girls. I could tell that she was nervous that she wasn’t going to live up to a standard she assumed existed. I could tell that she was scared she wouldn’t know what to do. I didn’t care about any of that. I didn’t want her thinking that I cared at all about experience, or bedroom skills.

There was one little thing making me nervous: she couldn’t have babies. She told me the week we started dating. I was okay with that—I didn’t want to have babies. But the more she brought up the sex conversation, the more I worried that she wanted to tell me that she wouldn’t be having sex. The priest at our church was always saying that ‘sex is for procreation, not enjoyment’. And if she couldn’t physically procreate, maybe she was planning on having no sex whatsoever in our marriage? “I know everything,” I said to her. “I don’t care about any of that stuff. Let’s just relax and enjoy our wedding day. Okay?”

I worked hard to push that fear out of my head. There was no way she could abstain for her entire life. A doctor told her that she couldn’t have babies—that didn’t mean that we couldn’t try… Or maybe that was just me trying to come up with a loophole that would allow us to mess around under the sheets…

“Just get down here and let’s get married. I love you, Chloe. I love you no matter what. I’m putting my phone away now. See you soon!” I gave my phone to the wedding planner. “I don’t want to see this thing until tomorrow, unless there’s an actual emergency.”

“Got it,” she said with a smile, and then I went back to greeting guests.

The next twenty minutes rushed by in an anxious whirlwind. Once the guests had all arrived, I started to agree with Chloe: maybe four hundred people was too many. There were so many eyes on me, watching me stand alone at that altar. The place became silence and the music started, and that’s when I started to tremble. A lump filled my throat and the whole room suddenly felt cold. I tried to take a deep breath in.

Was I signing myself up for a life without sex? Is that what Chloe wanted to tell me? Maybe I should have entertained the sex conversation, even though it seemed so taboo, and so against our religion.

“Everybody, please stand for the bride,” said the announcer. The guests rose to their feet. I thought for a moment about running for the door. My heart was about to break through my ribcage. My legs were starting to wobble.

And then I saw her and all of my anxieties fluttered away. She was beautiful: stunning in her long white dress. I was surprised to see how low-cut it was, showing off her cleavage in a drool-inducing sort of way. No woman who planned to never have sex would wear a dress like that! It would just be cruel!

Her long leg stepped out from the lone slit down the side of her dress, and then it disappeared with her next step, only briefly showing off that sparkling heel. My God, she was so beautiful.

She smiled when she saw me. I couldn’t hear her from across the hall, but I could tell the little giggle she let out was the cutest sound ever made. I nearly fainted when her eyes looked into mine. I couldn’t believe this princess was going to marry me.

The next ten minutes was a blur. I have no idea what the officiant said, and I have no idea what I said. But I do know that I said, “I do,” and so did she. We kissed and the everyone clapped. Then we were whisked away for photos, pulled left and right, told to kiss, told to hug, pulled left and right again, and then suddenly we were sitting back in that hall, now converted into a dining area. Food was placed before us and my friends were making speeches. But my heart was still racing and my head was still spinning. Every time I looked left, I could see Chloe, my wife…

I couldn’t believe she was my wife. I couldn’t believe that I was married. And now, her cleavage was on display. I’d never seen her tits before. They were perfect. But I was shocked to see that they looked… a bit fake. They were nice tits, don’t get me wrong, but they clearly had a slight unrealistic firmness to them. They were being held up without the help of a bra, only moving slightly when she moved. I’d always liked fake breasts—I was never one of those natural-only guys—but it did make me wonder if there was something she wasn’t telling me.

Why would a virgin get breast implants?

I tried not to let it stress me out. Maybe she just had tiny tits and thought they needed to be bigger. It wasn’t worth thinking about—not during my wedding night. Maybe it was something she did for me. Maybe she was just nervous about impressing me and she thought that’s what I wanted.

“Are you okay, Steve?” she asked me softly between speeches. “You’ve been so quiet tonight.”

“Huh? Me? Oh, it’s just—it’s happening so fast. I’m trying to take it all in.” I stared at her and smiled, still shocked that I was married to her. Why would a beautiful vixen like her want to marry me? Her eyes sparkled and her plump lips glistened in the orange wedding hall glow. “You’re so beautiful.”

She blushed. “You look pretty good too,” she said softly.

And then the drinking started. It was nice getting some liquor into me. I lost sight of my wife as my friends pulled me around. Then I found my wife again. We danced. Then my friends pulled me away again, to smoke a little weed out back, and then I was back inside, mingling with the guests. Before I knew it, it was 3:00 AM. Most of the guests had gone. Trey came up to me, wobbling and with a red nose. He giggled, hiccupped, and then teetered for a moment. “Want me to call you a cab, Trey?” I asked.

“I already called one,” he slurred. Then he gave me a firm pat on the shoulder. “I’m proud of you, buddy.”

“Thanks,” I smiled.

“But what are you still doing here? Take your wife up to your room and fuck her already.”

I blushed all over. It had been years since I’d had sex. I’d been a born-again virgin since breaking up with Georgia, and I could hardly remember that feeling of being inside of a woman’s warm, tight body. I was about to know that feeling again…

At least that’s what I thought.


CHAPTER 2
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Icarried Chloe down the hall from the elevator. I grunted as I kicked the door to our suite open, and then she laughed as I threw her down on the bed. Then she gasped as I pounced on her, pressing my lips against hers. We’d kissed many times before, but we always stopped after a minute, not wanting to get carried away. I knew that the temptation would get too strong if we kissed for too long, but now it didn’t matter. Now, sex was on the table, and God wasn’t going to be angry if I had my way with her.

But she was a virgin, and I was expecting a bit of hesitancy. I got that hesitancy after a minute, when my cock became hard and I started to gently grind myself against her tight body. She pushed me back and wiped her lips. “You know, we don’t have to have sex on night one. That’s really just a movie thing.” She smiled and blushed, turning her face away after a moment.

“Aren’t you ready?” I asked.

“I’m just nervous,” she said.

“It will be nice,” I said. “We can take it slow. I’ll be gentle. We have all night. We have the rest of our lives, really.”

“I just—I feel like we should have talked about this. I feel like you don’t know—”

“—Enough!” I said with a laugh, tired of that old conversation. “I told you: I know everything there is to know.”

“Are you sure?” she asked.

“I talked to Beatrice,” I said. Beatrice was her sister. “She told me everything—months ago. None of that matters to me.”

She stared into my eyes, frozen for a moment, and then she smiled, relaxing finally. “I knew you talked to Beatrice. I—I didn’t realize she told you.”

“It’s really not a big deal to me,” I said. Beatrice told me that Chloe was petrified of having sex for the first time. She told me that, shortly after we started dating, she found Chloe crying, worried that I would reject her. But I knew that I could calm her down. I knew I could walk her through the process. And I wasn’t going to judge her on the first time—or even the second or third or tenth time.

“We’re going to have fun together,” I said. And then I gently fell back onto her, holding her while I kissed her. Now, she was starting to relax. She even decided to explore my body a little bit, running her hands down, down, down, until her fingers found the bulge in my pants. She let out a small gasp.

“Is it hard?” she whispered, as if she was worried someone would hear us.

“Of course it is,” I laughed. “Look at you. It’s okay, Chloe. You can feel it. Want me to take it out?”

“O—Okay,” she said softly, taking a deep breath in. She blushed all over as I unzipped my pants. I used two fingers to pull my erection out. It was veiny and throbbing, ready to be used. I hadn’t used it in a long time. I stopped masturbating when I stopped having sex. Occasionally I would wake up in a little pool of cum, but that only happened once every few months—and it hadn’t happened in about two months now.

“I’ll warn you that I probably won’t last long,” I laughed nervously. “But we can always go again—and again.”

She stared at it with twinkling eyes. I could tell that she liked it, and that made me happy. I was no longer worried that this was going to be a no-sex relationship. I could tell that I was in for a very, very sexual relationship with this girl. Though now I was starting to worry that she would get a taste for sex and instantly crave more, sneaking around behind my back so she could know what it feels like with other partners.

No—I had to get those thoughts out from my head. She was a good girl. She was devoted to me. She wasn’t like Georgia.

“You can suck it, if you want,” I smiled, blushing hard.

She took a deep breath, turning a dark shade of red. She looked down at it. Her lip quivered. She giggled. Then she went down, pulling my foreskin back gently and sinking the cock into her warm, wet mouth. I moaned as I felt her beginning to suck. She was good—suspiciously good, keeping her mouth relaxed and keeping her teeth away from brushing my shaft. She bobbed her head nicely, and started massaging my balls pleasantly. “You’re good at that,” I smiled.

She kept sucking.

“You sure you haven’t done this before?” I asked, laughing nervously.

She looked up at me with her eyes. “Never,” she said, letting my tip rest on her bottom lip. Then she sucked for another few minutes.

“Shit. I’m going to come in your mouth if you aren’t careful.” I groaned and squirmed.

“That’s okay,” she said. “I don’t mind.”

“You sure?” I said, clenching to hold back.

“I don’t mind,” she smiled.

And then, seconds later, I couldn’t hold back. I creamed on her face, taking her by surprise. She gasped, closed her eyes, and then she leaned in with an opened mouth, trying to catch my cumshot. She giggled and then she pressed her lips around my tip, sucking and slurping before swallowing and leaving me with a pounding heart.

“Sorry—I told you I wouldn’t last long,” I blushed.

“I don’t mind,” she said, wiping her lips.

“I can pleasure you until I’m ready to go again,” I said.

And then I watched her turn a shade of white. Her eyes were wide and she was frozen, seemingly not even breathing. “We could just kiss for a while,” she said.

“Just lay back and relax,” I said, gently pushing her shoulders until she fell onto her back. But she was tense. I knew she would relax as soon as she experienced the pleasure of my tongue slithering around in her pussy. God, I was so happy to be having sex again. I was so happy to be with a woman, for the first time in so long.

I pushed up her long white lacy dress. I felt her amazing stockings and I toyed with the straps of her garter belt. I licked her perfect thighs and then I nestled my nose into her crotch. I heard her whimper as I took her white panties and pulled them down those perfect legs—

“What the hell?” I said as I saw it, half erect and throbbing in front of my face. It was almost erect, still stretching out. Her foreskin was pulling back—and it was huge: a hell of a lot bigger than mine.

As soon as I realized that it was real and not just a joke, I jumped back, gasping loudly. “You have a cock!?” I gasped.

She pulled her dress down and flushed white. “You told me you knew!” she gasped.

“I didn’t say anything like that!” I stuttered for a moment. “You—You should have told me!”

“I tried to tell me, but then you didn’t want to talk about it. You told me that you knew. You told me that my sister told you!”

“You have a cock!” I said, shaking my head. “A—Are you a guy?”

“No!” she cried, jumping to her feet. Then she rushed over to the window and crossed her arms around her chest. “Oh my God, I’ve made such a big mistake,” I heard her say under her breath. “I knew I should have just said it.”

“Why didn’t you say it!? Oh my God—I married a… a guy!”

“I’m not a guy! Don’t call me a guy!”

Then, the room became silent, save for the sound of my heart tolling against my ribcage. Was this really happening? Was my wife actually a trans girl? Did I just marry a woman who was born a man?

“I just don’t understand why you didn’t tell me,” I said.

She looked back and stared into my eyes. “Well, again, you told me that Beatrice told you everything. I thought that you were talking about… about everything.”

“She just said you were shy about sex!” I said, shaking my head.

“And then, when we started dating. I think it was our fourth date.”

“We went to that club and we danced all night. Of course I remember. What about it?”

“I told you that night,” she said. “You told me you didn’t care. But—But you were pretty drunk that night. Maybe that’s my fault, for telling you while you were drunk.”

“I can’t believe this is happening,” I said. I got up and walked to the other end of the room, trying to get my heart to stop pounding so hard. I looked back at her. How was it possible? Was I sure that this wasn’t a prank?

Then, I noticed that she was crying. Her eyes were glistening and she was trying hard to stop herself from whimpering. In that moment, the strangest wave of guilt washed over me. I felt a clenching at my heart as my jaw fell open slightly.

I stared at her for a long moment. I watched her, feeling conflicted. Did she lie to me? Maybe; it wasn’t quite clear. I could understand how she thought that I knew. But why didn’t she just tell me? Why couldn’t she just say it on our first date: ‘By the way, before we go any further, I was born male.’ It would have saved a lot of confusion and heartache. Now, there was no way that I could stay with her. Now, I had to figure out a way to get an annulment. But that wouldn’t help with the embarrassment. Four hundred people watched me marry her. They watched me kiss her. And what would I tell everyone? What was my reason for leaving her?

What would my priest say? Divorce was essentially a sin. I agreed to be with Chloe with God as my witness, in sickness and in health.

But surely there was an exception in this case. Surely there was a verse in the Bible that gave me a pass here, right?

“I need to be alone for a bit,” I said to her, and she didn’t even turn to me, not wanting to show me her crying face. I felt bad. I felt responsible for the tears. But was it really my fault?

I took a bottle of bourbon to the guest room in our penthouse suite. I had my Bible with me too, and my phone. I took some time to calm down. I took some time to do some research, even making a post on a religious forum that I was part of. I made a new account and posted anonymously. I sat there and waited for replied while searching frivolously for a verse in my Bible: something that could tell me that the marriage was not legitimate. I could figure out a way to tell my friends and family that there was a mistake.

“You can probably get the marriage annulled because you haven’t had any form of sexual intercourse,” said one reply. “But because she was born a male—unfortunately, there’s nothing clear in the Bible against that, at least not in terms of unions.”

I had to look up the annulment rules. It did say that it could be annulled if intercourse hadn’t taken place. But their definition of intercourse was hazy. I had to ask on my forum. “Any form of intercourse: vaginal, anal, oral, or even if she gave you a handjob.”

My heart dropped into the pit of my stomach. Maybe I could convince Chloe to lie with me, to tell our priest that we didn’t do anything. But I couldn’t stand the idea of lying to a man of God. I couldn’t bear the idea of lying with God as my witness.

Was I stuck with Chloe?

I heard her crying now. I could hear her small sniffles as she wiped away her tears. I felt like the world was crashing down around me. How could this be happening? This was supposed to be the perfect marriage. This was supposed to be the most amazing night of my life…

I opened the door and looked across the room at her. Now, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, facing the window. After a moment, she looked back at me. Her eyes were red, but she tried to hold it together. “I’m, uh, assuming you want to get a divorce. Right?”

I paused for a moment, staring at her, not sure what to say. I don’t know why I felt so guilty. This mess wasn’t my fault. “No,” I said. “We can’t get divorced.”

“You want to stay married?” she asked, wiping another rogue tear.

“Um,” I said. “We don’t really have any other option.”

And then she continued to stare at me, not quite sure what to make of what I was saying. But even I wasn’t sure what I was saying. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know where to go from there—but I knew that divorce wasn’t an option. We both knew it going into the marriage: there would be no divorce. We were locked in for life.

I probably should have gotten more information before I locked into that marriage.


CHAPTER 3
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There was nothing in the Bible that said we had to sleep in the same bed. There was nothing in the Bible that said we had to kiss or say ‘I love you’ or even sleep in the same house. We just had to stay married on paper…

But we also couldn’t see other people. Infidelity was a sin in our religion, even if the marriage wasn’t a real bond between two lovers. I spent that first night coming fully to terms with the fact that I would probably never know what love was, or what it was like to grow old with a soulmate. It wasn’t an easy realization to come to. I slept on the couch that night.

I cried—I won’t lie. I felt like a big part of my life had been ruined. I heard her crying too, which just made me feel like an evil person, like somehow this was all my fault, and I ruined her life. I didn’t want to ruin anybody’s life.

I had to wake Chloe up at 9:00 AM the next morning. “We’re supposed to do breakfast with my parents,” I said.

“We’re still doing that?” she asked, rubbing the sleep out from her eyes. Now, she wasn’t wearing makeup. It was the first time I’d ever seen her with no makeup—though she never wore much makeup: usually just a touch of mascara, sometimes some eyeliner and a bit of blush. She really did look like girl. At least she was convincing. At least people wouldn’t say, “Hey, is your wife actually a dude?” It wouldn’t be too hard to keep her secret a secret.

“Why wouldn’t we be doing it?” I asked.

“I don’t know. I don’t know what’s happening,” she said.

“Neither do I,” I said. “But until we figure it out, let’s just pretend like everything’s normal. Okay?”

She got out of bed, revealing her tight white lace lingerie, which didn’t cover her whole bum. I felt myself turning red all over, turning away quickly. “Why are you wearing that?” I asked suddenly.

“It’s all I brought,” she said. “I have my wedding dress, this lingerie, and the dress I’m wearing to brunch. My clothes are at home.”

“Oh,” I said before clearing my throat.

She had her back to me when she bent over to get that dress out of her suitcase. I won’t lie: I used that opportunity to look at her body. She really did look like a woman. Who could blame me for being so naïve? She had wide hips, a narrow waist, and perfect legs: long, just the right thickness, and smooth like whipped butter.

She stood up and looked back at me. She quickly covered her chest with both of her arms. “Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Sorry. I was just zoned out,” I said. I hadn’t gotten much sleep that night. I kept getting lost in my head. And I was still trying to figure out what I was feeling inside. I’d been with Chloe for a long time. I had feeling for Chloe that weren’t just going to go away after a night. I had to spend some time reflecting. I had to figure out what the future was going to look like.

She took her dress and slipped into the bathroom. I got changed in the corner of that bedroom, and then we met out in the hallway twenty-five minutes later. She kept her gaze down and I didn’t say anything as I led her to the elevator.

Was this going to be life now? Were we going to pretend to be married for the next… sixty years? Were we just going to go through the motions from now on?

The hum in the elevator seemed louder than I remembered it being.

We crossed the wedding hall to get to my car. They were working hard to clean it up. The staff turned to us and smiled. “Congratulations!” they all said, smiling and waving.

We smiled and acted happy as we thanked them all, and then we went right back to being silent once we were outside. On our way to the car, we were spotted by our wedding planner. She looked tired, as if she hadn’t yet gone home. She rubbed her eyes and extended her arms for a hug. “Congratulations you two!” she said before yawning. We hugged her and put on that same act, smiling and acting as cheerful as we could.

Then she looked into my eyes. “Are you okay, Steven?”

I panicked suddenly. Did I look upset? Was I not putting on the act well enough? I tried my best to force a big smile. “I’m great,” I said. And was this going to be my life from now on? Did I have to put on an annoying act every day until I was dead?

“We’re in a bit of a rush,” I said. “We’re late for breakfast.”

“Okay. I’ll touch base with you a bit later,” she said to us, and then we got into the car and went right back to being silent.

I had a feeling Chloe wanted to talk about her downstairs business—maybe she wanted to come to some sort of resolution. But there was nothing to be said. I married a woman with a penis. There was nothing that could be done about it… Or was there?

Breakfast with my family was awkward. They had big smirks on their face the whole time, and they kept alluding to our night together. “Grandchildren soon?” my mother asked.

“I don’t think we want to have kids, mom,” I said.

“Oh, you’ll want to have kids. Just you wait!”

And even if she was right, it made no difference. It wasn’t an option. “Alright, if you say so.”

“Do you want kids, Chloe?” she said, turning to look at Chloe. Chloe was doing a better job than me putting on a smiling face.

“Maybe one day—but like Steve said, it’s not really something I’m thinking about now.”

“Every woman wants to have kids at some point,” my mom said. “It’s just biological.”

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t want to hear that word: biological. Because biologically speaking, Chloe wasn’t a woman. I didn’t need the reminder. I didn’t need to be reminded that Chloe was biologically male.

My dad gave me a firm pat on the back. “Tired, son?” he asked with a big grin, obviously referring to sex that he assumed happened.

“It was a long night,” I said.

He chuckled, thinking I was talking about sex. I tried not to groan. The breakfast hadn’t even been served and I was already dying to leave.

That night, we met with Chloe’s sister for dinner. That dinner was even more awkward than breakfast with my parents. “I’m so, so happy that you found a man who loves you, Chloe,” Beatrice kept saying. “And Steve—you’re so great. It’s so amazing that you’re so open-minded.”

I wanted to grab her by the throat and throttle her. I wanted to shake her and say, ‘Why didn’t you just tell me!?’ I hated that feeling of being trapped now. And with each passing minute, I felt more trapped. When Beatrice went to use the bathroom, our table turned silent. I didn’t look at Chloe and she didn’t look at me. Another word wasn’t spoken until Beatrice returned, beaming and smiling. “It was such a beautiful wedding! I’ll never forget it!”

That night, we went back to my house, where we had originally planned on living together. The guest room wasn’t set up, so I went straight to setting it up. Chloe went to take a shower. When she was done, we met awkwardly in the hallway. We both paused, staring at each other. “Do you want the guest bed or should I take it? It makes no difference to me,” I said.

And then, once again, I could see that she’d been crying. I could tell that my question stung her deeply, and I couldn’t blame her: it wasn’t a question anyone wanted to hear the day after their wedding. And that sudden wave of guilt really made me take a pause; it really made me stop to wonder if I was the bad guy here.

No—she was the one who kept her reality a secret… even though she thought that it wasn’t a secret. She seemed to think that she tried to tell me, and she seemed to think that I told her that I knew. Damn that communication breakdown!

“I—I guess I can take the guest bed,” she said softly.

I’d been sleeping alone for a long time, but that night, I felt more alone than ever before. The bed was cold and quiet. That guilt continued to churn in my stomach. The feeling of defeat just grew stronger and stronger, until I had to cry again.

The next day wasn’t much better. We didn’t speak. It was the evening when my email reminded me of my upcoming flight: our honeymoon. I groaned. We were due to leave in forty-eight hours. I’d forgotten about it completely, thanks to all of the drama.

I was still sleeping in the guest room. I went onto the airline website to see if I could cancel our flights—but it was too late. There would be no refund for the flights or for the hotel we booked. Maybe Chloe could just go alone. Maybe I could hide out in the house, watching TV, playing video games, trying to figure out how I could muster up a somewhat normal life with a sham marriage…

And then I started to wonder if maybe I needed to come up with a different strategy. If I really was going to be stuck with Chloe for the rest of my life, maybe I could figure out a way to actually make it work.

It was 11:00 PM and I could see that her reading light was on. So I knocked on the door and pushed it open carefully. “Are you up?” I asked.

She looked up from her book. She had her long hair tied into a bun, a short-sleeved shirt covering her top and a tiny pair of shorts covering her crotch. “What is it?” she asked.

“I think we, uh… need to talk,” I said.

She stared at me for a long, long moment. I watched her eyes become wider and wider. She was afraid of that conversation, and so was I. But if there was going to be any chance of our future not being miserable, that conversation needed to happen.


CHAPTER 4
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“We’re stuck together,” I said to her. “We can’t get divorced. So one way or another, we’re stuck together.”

“Don’t sound too excited…” she said, rolling her eyes.

“I’m not excited,” I said. “But I’ve had a lot of time to think about this, and… well, I don’t blame you for this mess. It was my fault for avoiding that conversation.”

“Let’s just say the fault is shared. I should have just told you when we were both sober, and you should have listened when I tried to talk about it. Let’s just leave it at that.”

“Agreed,” I said. “And we used to have fun together, back when I thought you were a girl. I don’t see why we can’t keep having fun together. I mean—we can just pretend like nothing’s changed.”

“I am a girl,” she said.

“Right, right,” I said, shaking my head. “You know what I meant.”

She rolled her eyes again. “Maybe you need to figure out a way to see me as a girl. I do look like a girl to you, don’t I?”

“Of course you do. I thought you were a girl our entire relationship. All of my friends and family members think you’re a girl.”

“Because I am a girl,” she said, glaring at me, starting to look increasingly offended.

“You know what I mean,” I said. “But long story short, I don’t see why we can’t keep being friends like we were before. We can still hang out. We can still go to movies and to dinner.”

“Can we still kiss?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

I tensed up all over. Goosebumps rose on my skin. I thought of all the times I kissed her before. I considered her the best kisser I’d ever kissed… but now, my skin crawled when I thought about those kisses. Those lips weren’t any different now than they were when she was a boy. It’s not like she had them replaced with biological female lips.

“Okay, so no kissing,” she said.

“I didn’t say that,” I said before clearing my throat. “Let’s just… take it one step at a time.”

“Whatever,” she said. “I’m open to the idea of just being friends for now, and we can work on the rest later. At least there’s a bit of hope in that plan.” She made a small smile, and it seemed genuine—genuine enough that a bit of my guilt fluttered away. Maybe I had some hope too, but that hope would vanish each time I remembered what was between her legs.

“Okay, I’m glad that’s settled. Because that way I don’t have to cancel the honeymoon.”

She glared at me with an unimpressed look. “Won’t that be fun…”

“But we have to talk about the other thing.”

“What thing?”

“Sex,” I said. “I don’t believe in cheating. It goes against the church and I’ll never do it—not even if we agree to have one of those open relationships that are so popular these days. It’s just not okay with me.”

“Okay,” she said. “Masturbating is also a sin—so what are you suggesting?”

“We need to have sex,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.

“Maybe we will one day,” she said. “I mean—that’s the plan you just suggested, right? We work on being friends again and then we’ll get to that other stuff.”

“No,” I said, feeling embarrassed. “It needs to happen, like… soon.”

“Soon?” she said, turning red all over. “Why?”

“I don’t know!” I snapped. “Because I’m a man, okay? I held it in for a long, long time. I can’t keep doing that. I’ve consulted with some members of the church, and it seems to me that there’s nothing wrong with us having sex. As long as, you know… you really are a ‘girl’, and the church seems to currently consider trans girls as girls for the purposes of Biblical interpretation…”

“Wait, Steve…” she said, shaking her head and covering her eyes with the palm of her hand. “You don’t want to kiss, but you want to have sex?”

I felt myself turning red all over. “Sex is less intimate,” I said.

“Have you lost your mind?”

“There’s a difference between being romantic and just… releasing. I need to have some sort of release to stay sane while we work on the other stuff. I know it sounds stupid, okay! It sounds stupid to me too, but I’ve had time to think about this, and… well, you look like a girl. Even when you were naked the other day, from behind, you looked like a girl.”

“Because I am a girl,” she said with that increasingly familiar glare.

“Right. Whatever,” I said, shaking my head. “You’re getting side tracked. The point is: maybe we can start by having sex, and then we can work on being friends, and then we can figure out if we can salvage some sort of… love.”

“Wow,” she said. “You’re so romantic. I feel like such a princess.”

“Save the sarcasm, Chloe. I’m trying to figure this out here—for both of us.”

“Okay. Well then, at least we have a plan. I would say that’s the best progress we’ve made since the wedding.”

“Right,” I smiled. “So, uh, can you roll onto your stomach then?”

“You want to do it now!?” she snapped suddenly.

“What difference does it make when we do it?”

She stared at me in horror, as if I was some sort of lunatic. But I really didn’t see how it made any difference, whether we fucked that night or during the honeymoon. Plus, I wanted to know if it was even possible. I wanted to know if I could go through with it. I wanted to know if I could find enough pleasure in it to make that relationship salvageable.

“You might actually be insane,” she said.

“So are we going to do it or not? I’m really doing this for you, to be honest.”

“You’re a prince,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Just… flip onto your stomach.”

She sighed and shook her head, putting her book down on the nightstand. She rolled over slowly onto her stomach. “I can’t believe I’m actually doing this.”

I looked down at her body, which looked refreshingly feminine. I was trying to see masculine traits, but there weren’t any that I could spot—which was a relief. As long as she was keeping that cock hidden, I could trick my brain into thinking she was essentially female. I pulled her shirt up to expose her soft back. Then I tugged down her shorts, letting out that firm, perky bum. But I could see her ball sack pressed against her bed. “Can you pull that up where I can’t see it?” I said, looking away.

“Pull what away?” she asked.

“Your balls.”

She sighed and reached under herself, pulling the male bits out of sight. “Better?” she asked with that unimpressed tone.

“Thanks,” I said. I shimmied down my pants and got on top of her. I carefully lowered my hands onto her lower back to feel her skin. I let out a small sigh of relief when I felt that she was soft and warm, just like a woman. “Okay… I can work with this.”

“I’m thrilled,” she groaned in that sarcastic voice.

I slid my hands down to her butt cheeks. They were marvelously feminine. I jiggled them and squeezed them. I spread them wide to see her tiny butthole. I relaxed a little bit more, even getting a bit excited, and then I remembered what was on the other side. That butthole hadn’t changed when she started taking her hormone pills. She didn’t have any sort of female butthole transplant when she transitioned.

I froze.

“You don’t want any foreplay at all?” she asked.

“No, no,” I said. “I don’t want to kill the mood. Let’s just—Let’s just do this…”

“This is my virginity,” she said. “I’m not sure this is how I really want to lose it.”

“What difference does it make?” I asked.

“I always thought losing my virginity would be romantic.”

“I’m just not ready for kissing and stuff yet,” I said.

“Well maybe I’m not ready to lose my virginity yet!” she said, flipping over underneath me. She kept her cock covered by her hand.

“You’re putting me on the spot,” I said.

“Likewise,” she growled. “Maybe this was a bad idea. I’m not just going to be your convenient get-out-of-hell-free card. I’m not some sort of God-approved sex doll.”

“I’m sure you’ll like it. I mean—you like taking it… in the butt, right?” I said.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I’ve never tried it.”

“So how do you know if you even like guys? How do you know you even want to be a girl?”

“You didn’t know you were a straight man until you had sex for the first time?” she said.

I thought for a moment. “Fair point.” I took a deep breath. “Okay, fine. You want romance. Okay… We, uh, kissed before. I guess we can just do it again, this one time. It doesn’t have to mean anything. I’ll just pretend like I don’t know.”

“Maybe just keep your internal monologue to yourself, Steve,” she said.

I looked down into her eyes. I was dreading what was coming, but it seemed to me like it needed to happen. I closed my eyes and bent forward. I puckered my lips, groaned, and then I felt our lips connect. She was tense, and I was tenser. We remained still with our lips locked for a long ten seconds. I wouldn’t call it kissing. “Seriously?” she said.

“You aren’t kissing,” I said.

“Because you aren’t,” she said. “We don’t have to do this, Steve. I’m perfectly fine with waiting.”

“No—we’re going to do it,” I said. “I’ll… I’ll just kiss you. Alright?” I sighed and then I went back in. I kissed her, trying hard to go through the motions of a normal kiss. She finally kissed back. It felt weird and awkward… at first. Then, I started to remember the kisses we shared before. I remembered those warm, exciting feelings that would flare up inside of me. I used to love kissing her. It was the one thing I looked forward to more than anything.

And maybe this didn’t feel quite so different—as long as I kept my mind blank, or occupied by other things that didn’t involve her gender. She started slipping me some tongue, which made me freeze: that tongue belonged to a biological male. But I tried to force myself to relax, for her sake.

Her hands moved up and down my body, pulling off my shirt and feeling my chest. And then I remembered all of the times I wanted to pull off her top to feel her breasts. Now I could—though I froze the second I had my hands on her fake tits. They were harder than the real thing: not unpleasantly hard, but a reminder that that chest wasn’t biologically female.

She moaned when I squeezed them. I wondered if that was a fake moan or if it actually felt good. And I started to find myself getting into it. Maybe I could get through this if I could keep my mind focused. I just had to keep reminding myself that she looked like a girl.

She reached down and grabbed my cock. She squeezed it and started to stroke it. Her grip felt nice. She knew how to stroke perfectly… but now I knew why. She wasn’t working with experience with others—she had experience with her own shaft.

I tried not to imagine her paying with herself. I tried to picture a different version of her: a version with a tight pussy. That was an easier pill to swallow.

“You’re getting hard,” she smiled.

And for a moment, it seemed like our marriage had some hope—maybe not the same level hope that I had going into our wedding night, but at least it was hope. At least there was a possibility that things could seem somewhat normal—

That’s when I felt it. I felt a hard bulge, throbbing against my body. She wasn’t covering herself and now my pants were down. Her growing erection was against my thigh, turning my heart around in my chest. I froze for a moment before jumping away. I caught a quick glimpse of her cock, and I wished that I hadn’t looked down at all.

She was big.

She was huge.

She was enormous.

Her cock must have been an entire foot in length. It was thicker than my wrist, and that’s not an exaggeration. It looked like she had a clenched forearm sticking out from between her legs. I had to gasp.

She covered herself quickly, but it wasn’t quickly enough. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“Just keep it covered,” I said quickly. Then I stuttered, turning white all over.

“Are you embarrassed?” she asked.

“About what?”

“That it’s bigger than yours? I don’t care about size,” she said.

I was embarrassed, but not about that—not until that moment. “I don’t care about how big it is!” I said. I stuttered again. I didn’t love that she was bigger than me. She was almost twice as big as me. I didn’t even know cocks could be that big.

My wife had a monster porn-sized cock. Now I was starting to think that God was punishing me for having sexual relationships with women before marriage. Surely this was some sort of punishment.

“Lay on your stomach,” I said, trying to swallow that lump that was growing in my throat. She went onto her stomach, and now I couldn’t see that monster rod between her thighs. I took a deep breath and tried hard to pretend like I saw nothing. Maybe this relationship would end up being a deeply alcoholic one. I certainly wished I was tipsy right now.

She lifted her hips up. “Be gentle. It’s my first time,” she said softly, reaching her hands back to spread her cheeks for me. Now, she was inviting me inside. Apparently, that was enough foreplay for her—or maybe she was just tired of my wincing and groaning.

I had a conflicted erection. I looked down at it. I really did feel embarrassed that she was a good five inches longer than me. She said she didn’t care about size, but compared to her, I had nothing. “Okay,” I said. My voice was shaky. “Here we go.”

I used spit to coat my cock, lubricating it for entry. I stroked myself a few times, watching her perfect feminine butt paused in the air. She was puckering her little butthole. I stepped closer. Did I really want to do this? Once it was done, I couldn’t take it back…

But I really did need some sort of release. I couldn’t go the rest of my life only ejaculating in my sleep. I was devoted to my religion, but I wasn’t a monk. I pushed my tip between her cheeks, touching it to her asshole. I felt her puckering against my tip. It felt kind of nice, but I was still feeling horribly conflicted.

I took a deep breath.

“Okay. Here I go,” I said. “I’m, uh, going to fuck my wife now.”

My heart raced. My head was spinning. I didn’t want to do it but I felt like I didn’t have many options. I started pushing. I felt the resistance of her virgin asshole. I groaned and kept going, holding my cock firmly in my right hand, close to the tip. I watched her body tense up. She clenched hard, and then she forced herself to relax. Then suddenly, I penetrated her. She gasped and I did the same, feeling her tight rim closing around my tip.

“It’s in!” I said.

“Oh my God, it’s inside of me,” she moaned, letting her head fall down.

I stuttered and then I froze again. “This is just for a release,” I said. “It’s just—It’s just for the release.”

“I can feel it inside of me,” she said with a strained voice, as if she couldn’t hear me talking at all.

I looked down and saw that two inches of me were in her body. I stayed like that for a long moment before forcing myself to push more in: another inch, then another, then another. She moaned loudly. “Oh my—I feel it throbbing,” she said.

I carefully put my hands on her hips. I held her firmly in place, and then I started thrusting in and out—slowly. She let her head fall onto the mattress. Her back curved in a feline sort of way. Her next moan almost sounded like a purr. At least she had the feminine act down. At least she looked like a girl from behind. Hell, she looked like a girl from the front too—it was just that gigantic cock that made things confusing. But now, I couldn’t see it. I was fine as long as I didn’t have to see it. I could figure out a way to get used to this. I’m sure it would feel normal after a certain amount of time. And she seemed to like it.

Maybe we really did just need to figure out how to continue the friendship we had, and this marriage could be bearable.

“Go deeper,” she moaned.

I looked down. I still had about two inches to work with. I pushed in a bit further.

“Deeper,” she said, now very strained.

I pushed my last inch into her body. She let out a loud moan. “Oh yes, that’s just—that’s perfect. That’s it right there. That feels so good. Oh Steve—fuck me.”

My heart raced. I wanted to hear all of those moans for so long. I dreamed about hearing her in that state of bliss. Now, I wasn’t sure how to feel. Her hole was tight, but the sex wasn’t what I imagined. I always imagined myself going down on my wife. I imagined myself fucking her missionary-style, maybe with her on top, facing me. I imagined myself making out with her while I thrusted in and out of her. But this was at least better than nothing.

So I thrusted in and out of her. I pumped her hard and she moaned louder and louder. I put my hands on her sides and rubbed up and down. Then I grabbed her breasts and squeezed. I pulled her long hair. I spanked her firm ass. I was really getting into it, forgetting whatever it was I was worried about to begin with.

Then I reached around to give her clit a rub, and that’s when it all came back to me. I ran my hand across her erection, and then I pulled my hand away fast. She was hard: like cured concrete. She was warm too: straight out of the oven level of warmth. That lump was back in my throat. I froze, but it wasn’t enough to make her stop. She was still pushing herself back into me, riding my cock, pleasuring her tight hole.

I closed my eyes and took a moment to reset, then I focused on the task at hand: ejaculating. Two minutes later, I managed to focus hard enough to make it happen. I groaned loudly and then I erupted inside of her body. She let out loud scream, clenching so tight that I was worried for a moment she was about to pinch my cock in half. Then I pulled out and watched my cum stream out of her body.

I took a few deep breaths. “Okay. That wasn’t so bad,” I said.

“It was good,” she said. She turned around to face me. She tried to keep her hand over her cock, but her hand wasn’t big enough to cover the monster. I kept my gaze up, trying hard not to look at it.

“Okay. That was a good start,” I said quickly. “So, uh, let’s keep working on this again tomorrow maybe.”

I jumped to my feet.

“Wait,” she said, stopping me from heading to that bedroom door.

“What is it?” I said, still trying not to look at her throbbing erection.

“I—I’m really close,” she said.

“Close?”

“You know…”

“Oh,” I said. “You can just… uh… finish yourself off.”

“That’s a sin,” she said. “You don’t think you can just…”

“Just what?” I said.

“I’m not asking you to get on your knees. I’m just asking for a quick… you know.”

“You want me to jerk you off?” I asked, feeling the color draining from my face.

“I’d appreciate it,” she whispered.

The room became silent. I really didn’t want to do it, but I knew that feeling. I hated the idea of just leaving her there on the edge of an orgasm, unable to feel that pleasure—maybe even a pleasure she’d never felt before.

But there was no way I could do it. There was no way I could touch her cock. It just seemed… wrong. But when I started to think about leaving her there, the guilt immediately started flooding in. “How close are you?” I asked.

She nodded her head. “Like, really close,” she said.

“You’ll be fast?” I said.

“Really fast,” she said with wide eyes.

I groaned. I couldn’t just leave her hanging. She was still the girl I fell in love with. I still had those strong feelings for her. So I walked over to her. I sat down next to her. She uncovered her cock. It was standing tall, throbbing. Her tip was red. I looked away from it. I closed my eyes. I took a deep breath.

“Be fast,” I said. Blind, I reached out and gripped it. It was hot. I could feel that hard throbbing. I started pumping. I felt her skin moving over top of her hard shaft. I heard her moaning. “Yes, just like that. Maybe a bit closer to the tip. Okay—Okay, just like that. Don’t stop,” she said. She started moaning.

“Are you close?” I said, keeping my eyes shut.

“I’m close. Don’t stop, Steve. Pump it harder.”

I gripped it tighter and pumped it fast. I didn’t want that moment to last any longer than it needed to.

“Oh God!” she yelled. And I didn’t think fast enough. I didn’t react in time. She started erupting and I kept pumping, wincing my face away. I never thought it would touch me—but it did. Cum glazed my hand and my wrist, erupting out of her tip like lava from a volcano. And she had a lot of built-up product: a tidal wave of messy, thick, white goo.

Her body convulsed and she let out a scream of pleasure. I opened my eyes for a moment to look, to see if it was really as much cum as it felt like—and it was a lot: maybe more than two ounces. “Holy shit,” I gasped.

Then she looked down and her eyes became wide. The last gush of cum billowed out of her and then her face turned dark red. “Maybe we should have had a cloth ready.”

“A cloth?” I said. “More like a beach towel or two!” I held out my hand, which was dripping. I winced and wiped it on the bed, which was already ruined with cum. “I—I need to go take a shower.”

“I’m sorry, Steve. I didn’t know I would get it on you. I’ve never… done anything like that before.”

“It’s fine. I’m, uh, glad that you got to get off too. So we’re basically even now. Maybe go throw the sheets in the wash. You can’t sleep in this bed.” It didn’t help that my own cum was on the sheets too, billowed out from her tush. And the room had that smell of anal sex: which was hot in the moment, but a bit unpleasant once the act was through. “I can grab the air spray.”

But God had other plans for us that night. Chloe tried to run a load of laundry, and that’s when the machine decided to die on us. We didn’t have spare sheets—those were already on the guest bed. “Should I go home?” she asked sheepishly, now dressed in that little t-shirt and tiny pair of shorts.

“It’s late, and it’s a long drive,” I said. “And I don’t really want anyone seeing you at your place. They would get the wrong idea.”

“So what then?” she asked.

Then we both eyed my bed: the guest bed. “Maybe, uh, just tonight, we can share the bed. We can use the clean pillows from your bed as a divider.”

“Okay,” she said.

It seemed like a fine plan. I’d shared beds before. It didn’t seem like such a big deal. Back when I played hockey, when we were out of town for competitions, we always shared beds. And that’s how this started out: completely platonic. But when I woke up in the morning, the pillow divider was gone. Her bum was nestled into my lap and my arm was around her. I’m not sure how it happened. I’m not sure who initiated it while we slept. My other arm was under her neck and wrapped around her chest. It wasn’t easy getting away from her, so I remained still, scared of waking her up. I tried to move extra slowly, one inch at a time, desperate to get away from her before she woke up and thought that the cuddling was something I was responsible for.

And moment before I broke away from her, she rolled over to face me. She put her arm over me and snuggled in close, breathing her warm breath down my chest, snoring in a cute, girly way. But there was something very non-girly about that slumbering embrace: the hard morning erection that was now pressed against my stomach.

My body turned cold. I was frozen, with her nestled into me. I tried not to groan. I had to restart the process of inching away from her—now with her cock touching my body.

I managed to get out without waking her up. I snuck away, got dressed, made coffee, and then I got another reminder on my phone that the honeymoon was coming up. And that got me thinking about how I originally envisioned my honeymoon: a sex-fueled three days with my beautiful wife, unloading inside of her and on her every few hours until I had nothing left in me. It was supposed to be a romantic time, cuddling on the beach, watching the waves, going for sunset walks…

Those hopes were gone now, but at least it seemed like we were on half-decent terms. Maybe I could survive the rest of my life without going entirely insane, but it still pained me to know that I would never get to experience the true joys of a real marriage.


CHAPTER 5
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“Last night was fun,” Chloe smiled at me when she came into the kitchen that morning. “You had fun too, right?”

“It was a release,” I said, looking away from her. “I thought we agreed we weren’t going to talk about it.”

“Did we?” she said, narrowing her gaze.

“Let’s just not talk about it,” I said.

“Alrighty,” she said, heading straight for the coffee. I wasn’t ready to talk about the sex we had. I wasn’t even ready to talk about what she had between her thighs. I was still hopeful that I could figure out a way to make it so I never saw that cock again. Maybe after a few years, I would forget that it even existed. Maybe in time I could convince myself that I was with a woman who just really liked anal from behind—and I could convince myself that I didn’t want anything else.

But Chloe seemed desperate to talk about it. “I’ve never felt anything like that,” she said softly.

“Chloe!”

“What?” she said.

“Remember what the pastor said? Sex is for procreating. So, let’s just keep the sex talk to that topic then.”

“What happened to your release?” She rolled her eyes.

I hated that she was pointing out my contradictions. “I don’t know why you want to talk about it so badly. It’s gross.”

“What’s gross? That’s rude! You’re being rude, Steve.”

“I don’t mean with you—I just mean sex in general. It’s not proper to talk about it openly.”

“I just wanted to tell you that it felt good. I’ve never done anything like that. I’ve never even had an orgasm before.”

“Wait,” I said suddenly, turning to look at her. “What did you just say?”

“I’ve never had an orgasm before. That was the first one.”

“You’re twenty-four,” I said. “I’m sure you jerked off at least a few times as a teen.”

She shook her head. “No,” she said. “I wouldn’t dare.”

“You probably had your share of wet dreams then.”

She shook her head. “That was the first time I’ve ever seen semen.” She blushed and looked away.

I laughed and shook my head. “You’re fucking with me. Right?”

“Why is it so hard to believe? Why are you trying to make me feel bad about it?”

“I’m not!” I said. “I just… I find it hard to believe. I know you were raised in the faith, but c’mon… Never?”

“Never. One time I think I came close, when I started wearing panties. I was walking downtown and there was a lot of rubbing happening. I had to stop and sit down… It was a bit embarrassing—but I didn’t…”

“Come?” I said.

She giggled and bit her lip. “But last night. Wow. That felt so good. I’ve honestly never felt anything like it.”

“That’s insane,” I said, shaking my head. “Well good for you. You’re practically a saint.”

“Thanks,” she smiled. Then she poured a tall mug of coffee. She blushed again and then she eyed me. “We should do it again tonight.”

“Chloe,” I said. “Let’s just not talk about it.”

“I’ll blow you and you can just jerk me off again. It’s not like I’m asking you to blow me.” Her eyes glistened. Had I unleashed some sort of beast in her? Now that she had a taste for orgasms, was she going to expect them frequently?

“I’m not doing that again,” I said. “I had to soap, like, four times to get it off of my skin.”

“Yours didn’t exactly just disappear from inside of my body!” she said.

“Let’s just focus on being friends, alright? If we both really need a release every… month or so, we can work something out.” And then my phone buzzed: another reminder that I’d set earlier. “Shit,” I said. “We have dinner with my uncle and aunt before they leave for Ontario. I totally forgot. Shit—and it’s at that restaurant downtown that has the dress code. I was supposed to pick up that dress shirt from the cleaners.”

“I can pick it up for you,” Chloe smiled.

“Really? Oh man, that would be so helpful.”

“But at a price,” she grinned, leaning on the counter. I stared into her eyes for a moment before I realized she was back on the handjob thing again.

“What!? No way. Stop it with that. It’s not appropriate. Seriously.”

“Okay. I’m going to meet up with some friends tonight for drinks. I guess we will see each other later.”

“No,” I said, perking up. “You have to come to dinner too. They’re expecting both of us.”

“You never told me about this,” she grinned, playing dumb.

“Chloe,” I growled. “Don’t make this into a thing. Just come! It will only be an hour—two at most.”

“I’d rather go out and be with people who like me,” she said, turning away from me.

“Don’t do this,” I said, rushing up behind her. “They’ll think that we’re fighting. I want them to think everything’s normal. Please just come.”

“I’ll think about it… but it’s not likely,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “I really want to see my friends.”

“Chloe!” I groaned. “I know what you’re doing, and I think it’s wrong.”

“What am I doing? I can’t help that you never told me about this dinner.”

“I put it in the calendar,” I said.

“I didn’t know that. How am I supposed to know that?”

“I know you check it!” I said.

“Do I?” she smiled.

I stared into her eyes. I knew she wasn’t going to give me what I wanted—not without getting what she wanted. I squirmed. I groaned. I bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. “Will you be fast?” I whispered.

“What’s that? I can’t hear you.”

“Will you be fast!” I said, raising my voice. “And will you warn me when it’s going to happen, so I can move out of the way? And can I wear a glove?”

“I will be fast, I will warn you—but no, you can’t wear a glove! Don’t treat me like I’m diseased, Steven.”

“Fine!” I said. “Take it out. Let’s get it over with.”

“Wait. Now?” she said, eyes suddenly wide and glowing.

“When? Let’s just get it over with.”

“Oh. Okay,” she said, turning red. “Um. Okay. If you want to be in me when you do it, that’s okay with me too. Then it’s more like we’re both getting something out of it.”

Then I felt myself turning dark red. I nearly shouted the offer down, but then I thought about it. I’d already done it once, the night before. It did feel good—but I wasn’t holding and jerking her cock when I did it.

She suddenly dropped to her knees. “What are you doing, Chloe?”

She pushed her fingers through the opening in my pajama bottoms and grabbed my cock, making me gasp. She pulled it out. I looked around nervously, as if there was a chance of being caught.

“Seriously—what are you doing?”

“If you’re not in the mood, I can get you in the mood.”

“You’re being inappropriate. You can’t just push yourself on me like—oh…” I laughed nervously. “Your mouth is super warm right now. Oh—that feels kind of good. How are you doing that with your tongue? Okay, fine—just for a minute. But, uh, you’re coming to dinner tonight. And I’m just doing this for you as a favor—and because you’re blackmailing me. I just want to make that clear—oh shit—right there.” I felt an intense tingling. I reached down and grabbed a handful of her hair. I pulled her head tight into my crotch. She did a good job of deep throating me.

It really was nice, but then she stopped suddenly once I was erect, letting her saliva fall to the floor with a splat. She wiped her lips and stood up, turning around and bending over the kitchen counter. “Okay, Steve. Put it in me and jerk me off.”

“Don’t talk like that. It’s not proper,” I said, tensing up, feeling like God was staring down at me. My heart skipped a beat. At least I couldn’t see that cock. I tugged down her little shorts and her panties. I pushed my slicked cock between her butt cheeks. I pushed in deep. She moaned beautifully. I began to thrust.

It felt nice: tight, warm, with all of those pleasant, feminine moaning sounds. It was going just fine until she grabbed my hand and pulled it around front to grab her half-erect cock. “Stroke me, baby,” she whimpered.

I paused for a moment. My heart bounced in my chest. I could feel her big tip and her swollen veins. I bit hard on my tongue and I started to pump. She promised me she would be fast after all.

“Faster, baby,” she moaned. I wasn’t sure if she meant with my cock or hers, so I tried to pick up the pace with both, jerking her off faster and thrusting into her quicker.

“Oh fuck. Just like that, baby. Just like that,” she moaned, bouncing on my lap, taking the whole length of my cock.

She was hard in my hand now—and huge. Her cock was too big to wrap my fingers around.

She grabbed my hand and slid it up high, near her tip. “I’m so close,” she moaned. “Fuck—I’m so fucking close.”

“Should I let go?” I asked.

“Not yet. Keep pumping. I’ll tell you when. Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I—I think—I think I’m coming. Shit. Okay! Let go!”

But for some reason I kept pumping. For some reason, I didn’t let go. And for some reason, I leaned to the side to see what would happen. I don’t know why, but I wanted to see if it was real. I wanted to see what I kept my eyes closed for the night before… And then I saw it. I saw it all, as if it was happening in super-slow-motion. I saw the little hole on the tip of her cock widening. I saw white cream gushing out. I watched it flutter through the air and splat against the kitchen cupboards. I saw the next shot too—and the next one. I felt her cock twitching and fluttering in my hand. I pulled up with a clenched fist, squeezing out those final few blasts, and getting some warm cum on my fingers.

And then my body trembled all over. I groaned and my mouth fell open—and then I came inside of her. She gasped when she felt it. She even looked back at me with those wide, elated eyes. I stared into her eyes, and for a brief moment, I remembered those wonderful times we had together, before I knew about her secret.

We stayed like that for a minute, and then reality came rushing back to me. I cleared my throat and pulled out suddenly. “So you’re coming then,” I said firmly. “And you can pick up my dry-cleaning. A deal is a deal.”

I grabbed a tissue and wiped my cock before pulling my pants up. Then I watched as she fished her giant dick back into her little shorts. “Thanks, Steve,” she said softly.

She looked at me with a little smile. For a moment, the smile made me smile, filling me with a curious taboo excitement. Then, that excitement fluttered away as I realized I had a whole new problem on my hands. I didn’t have to worry about myself needing an occasional release—I had to worry about Chloe needing an occasional release. And because it was so new and exciting for her, I had a feeling that release wasn’t going to be quite so occasional…


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


Chloe was perfectly pleasant during the dinner with my aunt and uncle. They absolutely adored her—and she was really putting on a good show for everyone—particularly for me, because she knew that I wanted her to maintain the image of a perfect wife, like there were no issues at all with our relationship. My aunt came up to me after the dinner and gave me a big hug. “I’m so proud of you, Steve. You found yourself a truly amazing woman.”

I smiled and hugged my wife as a wave of relief washed over me. It was nice to know that Chloe was willing to put on a show for me, but I hadn’t forgotten the price tag attached. And Chloe hadn’t forgotten either. After dinner, once we were in the car and away from other people, she looked me in the eyes and smiled before saying, “I went the extra mile for you. Are you happy?”

“I’m thrilled. Thanks for that.”

“You know, I didn’t have to do that.”

“I know you didn’t. But—I mean—I imagine you also want people to think that everything is fine and normal between us… Don’t you?”

“Is that all you care about? What people think about you?”

“No, of course not,” I said. “But I don’t want to be embarrassed either.”

“So you think that I’m embarrassing?” she asked, lowering her brow.

“Don’t put words in my mouth.”

“You’re putting words in your own mouth, Steve,” she groaned. Then she looked away from me.

“Let’s just focus on getting ready for the trip,” I said. “By the way—how are you going to wear a bikini on the beach? There’s no way you can hide that thing.”

“Maybe I won’t hide it,” she said. “A bulge isn’t going to kill anyone.”

I felt my skin tingling. “People will see, Chloe. They’ll talk behind our backs.”

“Maybe I don’t care about that,” she said.

“Maybe I do care.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t.”

“Maybe it’s not that easy!” I snapped.

She stared into my eyes for a long time. “What is it that you want from me, Steve? It seems like you want me to be someone else.”

“I want you to be the girl I married,” I said. “The girl I thought I was saying ‘I do’ to at the altar.”

“I am that girl, Steven. Nothing’s changed.”

I knew she was trying to make me feel guilty. It was working. But I felt like I was allowed to be bitter about the situation. I wasn’t necessarily blaming her, but I felt like I’d been deceived. Maybe it was partially my own fault, but did that mean I wasn’t allowed to have some resentment?

“You, on the other hand…” she said.

“Me what?” I said, turning to look at her again.

“You haven’t been the guy I thought I was marrying,” she said. “You used to be so sweet—so kind and funny. You would have done anything for me. Now you treat me like some sort of… sick animal that someone made you take care of while they left town.”

“Are you desperate to make me feel guilty? Because it’s working. You’ve done your job. I feel guilty, okay? I don’t want this for you. It’s not like I brewed this whole conundrum just to torment you. I’m in this too!”

“I’m not sure I know what you think is so horrible. So I have a dick—get over it! Nothing else is different from what you imagined it would be.”

I paused for a long moment, trying to process what she was saying. She was talking about her dick as if it was like a mole on her thigh that I didn’t know about. “There you go, making me feel guilty again.”

“You’re making yourself guilty. I’m not doing anything,” she said. “If you’re feeling guilty, maybe there’s a reason for it. I’m feeling guilty too, Steven. I haven’t slept very much since the wedding because I’ve been sick with guilt. I wish I could go back in time and tell you that I’m trans. If I could, I would. And then, I guess we probably wouldn’t be together. And I guess that’s what you want.” Now her eyes were starting to water, making the guilt swelling inside of me ten times worse: worse than it had ever been.

“I still love you,” I said, and then the car became silent. “That’s what’s making this so hard for me.”

“And I still love you,” she said. “So why can’t we move past this?”

“I just don’t know if I can.”

“Maybe you just need to try it and realize it’s not that big of a deal. Maybe you’d even like it.”

“Wait,” I said, shaking my head with closed eyes. “Try what? What are you saying?”

Then I saw that she was staring at me. That silence made a number of different scenarios play out in my mind—and I quickly realized that she was suggesting I be on the receiving end in the bedroom. I stuttered for a moment. I felt a wave of coldness tingling all over my skin.

“You’re messing with me right now, right?”

“I want this marriage to work. I want to get back to where we were. Maybe things won’t be exactly as you envisioned before we got married… Maybe they can be better.”

“This is just nuts,” I said, shaking my head.

“Do you believe in God, Steve?”

“What? Of course I do! What kind of question is that?”

“Do you believe in His plan?”

“Yes. Why are you bringing my faith into question?”

“Have you ever stopped to consider that maybe this is all part of His plan? Maybe it’s something He facilitated for you?”

I froze for a moment. I hadn’t thought about that possibility. It just seemed… unlikely. I had myself convinced that it was some sort of test… But what if Chloe was right?
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Iwasn’t excited, but I was willing to entertain her theory. I had faith in God, and deep down, I really did want to have a wonderful marriage.

Chloe went into the bathroom as soon as we got home, getting herself ready while I went into the bedroom to get myself ready. There wasn’t much for me to do: turn on the lamps, get the lubricant and the tissues out from the side table, and take off my clothes.

My body was trembling. I thought about running to the kitchen to take a few shots, to numb a bit of the terror that was brooding inside of me. But if this was what God wanted, then he probably wanted me to be present in the moment. Maybe—just maybe—Chloe had a point. Maybe I would like it…

I didn’t want to like it. I was afraid of liking it. I was a man, and I always assumed that men didn’t take it in the ass. That was reserved for ‘degenerates’, as my pastor put it. But life wasn’t so simple. This was more complicated than ‘is it straight or gay?’

I could hear her getting ready, though I wasn’t entirely sure what she was doing. I carefully stripped down. The room was warm, which was nice, but that didn’t stop me from shivering. I knew what was coming. I knew how big her cock was. I’d never put anything up there before—not even a finger, and now I was about to take something about as wide as a beer bottle.

I did love Chloe. I had to try to make this work. Maybe this was a step in the right direction. Maybe I just had to endure this… and maybe liking it wouldn’t be the end of the world.

“Are you ready, Steve?” she asked, making me jump. I spun around and saw that she was now in that white bridal lingerie: the outfit I never got to enjoy on our wedding day. I could see her large bulge, pointing up, across her stomach, hidden barely by white lace.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said, but my voice was broken: hardly a whisper. I kept staring at that bulge, thinking that I was making a huge mistake.

Then, she took a step forward, making her breasts bounce slightly: enough of a bounce that my gaze moved up to the rest of her body: the obviously feminine part of her body. I could see her nipples through the sheer lace top half of that outfit. Her legs looked amazing: smooth, thin, tucked into lacy stockings. And she had her hair done similarly to how it was done on our wedding day. I could still remember her walking down the aisle, even though it seemed to happen in a flash. My God, she was so beautiful that day. She was always beautiful…

She stepped towards me. I turned around and bent over. “Okay. Get it over with.”

She giggled and grabbed my wrist, spinning me around to face her. “We’ll have some foreplay, Steve,” she said, shaking her head. “Just relax. We’ll take it slow.”

“I don’t know if I want to take it slow. I—I think I just want to get it over with.”

“Try to enjoy it,” she said, and then she leaned in and kissed me. She put her hands on my sides. She filled my nostrils with her amazing perfume. I really couldn’t understand how her cock was so big, but her hands were so small. Her whole body was so petite. It almost seemed like that cock was some sort of curse, forced on her for being too beautiful.

We kissed for a long ten minutes. A part of me wanted to rush things along, just to get it all over with. Another part of me wanted to keep kissing, so we never had to get to that scary finale. At least her lips were soft and cushy like balloons. She gave me a bit of tongue, kissing me deeply and reminding me of how things were before we were married.

And then she used her hand to rub between my legs. It felt nice. I let her go on. I let her get me hard while we continued to kiss. I even let her grip my cock and pump it.

A glimmer of hope was glowing inside of me now. Maybe I did still have those strong feelings for Chloe that I had going into our wedding day. Maybe less had changed than I thought.

But if things were going to work out, we needed to find a way to make it a two-way street. I had to find a way to satisfy her sexual needs as well. I took a moment of pause while my heart rate jumped. I didn’t want to do it—but I knew I had to: I reached down and grabbed her cock, with that thin layer of lace between my hand and her shaft.

I gripped it firmly and rubbed. It was already hard. I tried hard not to groan or squirm. I tried my best not to look disgusted when she leaned back from me and moaned. She looked down and watched my hand as it caressed her package.

“Does, uh… Does that feel okay?” I asked.

“It feels really nice,” she said.

“Good, I guess,” I said, biting down on my lip. I could feel her veins through the lace. I could feel her big, bulging tip. I knew she was expecting more. And maybe this was my chance to make up for being such a shitty husband. Maybe this was my chance for tormenting her over the past few days. I didn’t want to do it, but I knew a perfect opportunity when I saw one.

I dropped to my knees. I bit hard on my tongue as I pulled her cock out the side of that racy lingerie. It stood tall, throbbing, warm. I took a deep breath and leaned in, pulling the shaft down so that her tip touched my lips. I tried so hard not to let out a groan as I opened my lips. Then I tried so hard not to cringe as I let the cock slide into my mouth, on my tongue.

She moaned. “Oh shit,” I heard her say. I reluctantly pressed my lips around it.

At least it didn’t taste bad. It actually had a pleasant smell, like floral soap and her perfume. She was clean and fragrant; I really couldn’t say the same for some of my past flings… Maybe this wasn’t so bad. I bobbed my head, feeling her whole shaft with my lips, exploring the bottom of her cock with my tongue. She moaned louder.

I have to admit that it was nice to hear those little moans. It was nice to know that I was pleasing my wife. It wasn’t quite as horrible as I was expecting. In fact, there was a curious satisfaction to it; it was nice to know that I could do it. And I loved her. I loved her enough that I wanted to make her happy. I was sick of making her sad. I couldn’t take being a disappointment any longer.

So I sucked. I sucked and sucked and sucked—for the next fifteen minutes, until I could taste pre-cum dribbling out her tip—and that wasn’t so bad either.

I let her push it deeper and deeper, pushing that enormous tip into my throat. I gagged slightly, but I endured. Now, I was doing it for her.

After everything I put her through, she deserved it. I was lucky she was still willing to give me a chance. I acted like a child, like a brat. This really wasn’t so bad. Her cock wasn’t some disgusting mutation attached to her body; it was just like any other part of her body. It didn’t really seem any different from eating out a pussy, quite honestly.

She pulled her cock out of my mouth and turned away from me. She was clenching her cock hard, red in the face. “What are you doing? Are you okay? Did I bite you or something without realizing it?”

“I’m trying not to come,” she said with a nervous laugh. “Just—Just give me a second.”

“Oh,” I said awkwardly. “I mean—I thought that was the point.”

“I want to go further,” she said, now looking into my eyes.

I froze. That familiar terror returned, but I pushed it away. I could do this. I had to do it for her. “Turn over,” she said.

“Okay,” I said softly. I went onto my stomach. I was expecting her to jam it into me, making me scream. Instead, she went in with her face. She gently licked my hole with her tongue, like a kitten lapping up milk. I clenched hard in response, and then I relaxed, letting a small laugh slip. “That feels funny. It’s, uh, actually kind of nice.”

I’d never had a girl lick my back door before. It was a weird feeling, but nice. It was strangely relaxing, and she was good at it. Her tongue moved in magical circles, and flicked and tickled in cute ways. I even let a soft moan out after a minute, which made me feel a bit embarrassed, but I felt oddly comfortable in the moment.

Her finger went in next, penetrating me. I clenched hard, but it didn’t hurt. She pumped that finger and kept licking my rim. “That’s nice,” I admitted. Then the second finger went in.

I gasped slightly but managed to relax. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in. Then, she was suddenly on top of me. She was sitting on my thighs, pointing her cock down between my butt cheeks. Once more, that terror returned. It wouldn’t have been so scary if her cock hadn’t been as long as the submarine sandwich I ate for lunch. “Ready, baby?” she asked.

“Just do it,” I groaned.

And then I felt the pressure. I felt her big tip pushing hard, prying my hole wide. I really didn’t think it was going to go in. It seemed impossible. My hole barely fit her two fingers, and that cock was as thick as a dozen fingers…

But it went in. It made me gasp. It made me perk up and it made me scream.

Then, her soft, gentle hands pushed me down and made me relax. She pushed deep. I felt all of it. But amazingly, I wasn’t curdling with disgust. I wasn’t wincing or revolting. It felt… fine. I could feel my hole stretching, but it didn’t feel bad. It didn’t feel like anything was going where it didn’t belong.

I quickly started to wonder what I’d been so afraid of.

She sunk half her cock into me, and that was enough for that first go. She pumped me slowly, getting me used to her amazing cock. Her thick veins made a pleasant rubbing on my rim, multiplying the euphoria that was quickly growing between my legs. “Alright,” I said with a sigh. “That feels okay.”

“You like it?” she asked.

“Maybe it’s not so bad,” I said. I wasn’t ready to admit it fully—but I did like it. I liked it way more than I thought I would—way more than I was afraid I would. But now, I wasn’t afraid to like it. Now, I knew that it wasn’t quite the taboo naughtiness I assumed it was.

It felt natural.

She pushed two more inches into me. “Is that okay?” she asked.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “It—It feels good.”

She laughed, and then she made a slow push, committing fully to the full insertion. I felt every inch going in: a dozen long inches, filling my anal cavity. It was probably more than I should have attempted on my first try, but it didn’t kill me. It still felt good, though I gagged for a moment, feeling like that cock was up in my throat.

She pinned me down on that bed. She got on top of me and drilled down. She used both her hands to push on my lower back. She fucked me with a growing intensity. My body rattled and drool fell from my mouth. My God, it was unbelievable. So maybe I did like it. Maybe I did like Chloe still… Maybe I even liked her more than I liked her before. Maybe this whole cock mix-up was actually a blessing in disguise. Maybe she was right about it being a gift from God and not some sort of punishment.

I wanted her to fuck my brains out. That night, she did—as long as she could last. She came inside of me, pumping me full of her thick, creamy trans cum. Once I could stand again, we switched spots. I fucked her ass and then I pulled out. “Turn around!” I said quickly. I made sure to come all over her long dick, watching those big globs running down her shaft and dripping off of her tip. She giggled.

“So you do like it then?” she asked.

“Maybe I do,” I blushed. “It might take me some time before I can really admit it though—let’s just leave it at that for now.”

She smiled, beaming as if I just told her the greatest news she’d ever heard. She bit her lip, hiding her smile poorly. Then she nodded her head quickly. “Okay. That sounds fair to me!”

I smiled and then I went to take a shower. I wasn’t mad when she slipped into the shower with me. She wasn’t mad when I slipped into her bed with her… I guess it wasn’t her bed anymore. Now it was our bed. Now, I was sure that we could make this work. It was already working.

Maybe we got off to a rocky start. It was my fault, and now I can admit it. I was immature about the situation I found myself in, but I’m thrilled that it happened. I’m glad that I was put through it because now I know that I can truly appreciate my wife.

I let her wear her bikini on our honeymoon. In fact, I encouraged it. I didn’t care if anyone saw that bulge. I was starting to feel a bit proud of that bulge. If only people knew just how good it felt… they would have been staring at me with jealous eyes (and I think some of them were).

So maybe I had no idea Chloe was trans when I married her, but maybe that was for the best. I probably wouldn’t have gone through with it had I known; I was too immature. But my God, I’m so glad I went through with it.

THE END
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The direction of this story was decided by members of Nikki Crescent’s Patreon page. Join Nikki’s Patreon and help to choose the direction of future stories, if you haven’t already!

Jake accepts a dare from his friend, Mario: sneak into the hot neighbor’s house and steal something from her bedroom. Jake hits the jackpot when he finds her toy shaft. And it’s all fun and games until Jake realizes the toy was just used, minutes before he snatched it. Once he’s alone, he can’t help himself, wanting a little taste of the hottest girl in town. He gives it a lick.

Mario’s sister walks into the room. She sees everything, and from her perspective it doesn’t look good. Now, if Jake wants Mario’s little sister to keep her mouth shut, he’ll have to do everything she says, and she has a number of plans in her dirty mind.
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Ifelt my face turning dark red as I held up that dildo: a long, wiggly shaft, formed to look exactly like a well-endowed man’s shaft, complete with thick veins and a bulging tip. Mario burst out laughing after watching the silicone member sway from side to side for a few seconds. “You’re a real pervert,” he said, shaking his head.

“You made the dare,” I said, rolling my eyes. “You’re the pervert. It was your idea.”

He laughed for a few more minutes and I did the same. I put the dildo down on the table. I couldn’t help but notice the toy’s thick ball sack. What was that for? Why did a woman need an artificial sack of balls? “You don’t think she actually uses it, do you?” he asked me. Now, he was eyeing it was a curious disgust on his face, as if he didn’t want to get too close to it. I even noticed him eyeing my hands, as if he was shocked that I was willing to touch it.

It didn’t gross me out. It belonged to one of the hottest girls in town: Katrina Lorenzo. She had big perky boobs, fat luscious lips, and apparently a pussy deep enough to accommodate ten inches of silicone cock. “Why wouldn’t she use it?” I said. “She owns it—she obviously uses it. Why do you look so grossed out?”

“I don’t know. It’s been inside of her.”

“I’m not going to lie, Mario,” I said, “you’re sounding a bit… gay right now.”

“I’m not gay!” he snapped suddenly. “I just don’t want to touch some girl’s sex toy. I can’t believe you touched it.”

“Don’t tell me you wouldn’t kill to touch Katrina’s snatch.”

“It’s different,” he said.

“It’s not really different. Plus, Katrina doesn’t exactly strike me as the type of girl to use a dildo and not wash it after. She probably showers three times a day. Her pussy probably smells like roses and vanilla.”

Mario got close to the toy, inching nearer to it slowly. He bent over and gave it a sniff—for reasons I can’t even begin to comprehend. He recoiled suddenly, shaking his head. “Oh, she uses it!” he gasped. “And I’m not sure she cleans it!”

“You’re so full of it!” I laughed.

“Smell it for yourself!” he said. Now, he was wiping his nose as if he was trying to get the lingering smell off of his nostrils.

My heart skipped a beat. Maybe he was right: maybe it was a bit gross to be touching something that she pushed in and out of her pussy. And if it wasn’t cleaned afterwards… maybe that wasn’t quite so hot. But I was curious, so I leaned in and gave it a sniff. My heart fell into my stomach. It really did smell like pussy—but not in a disguisting way. And it wasn’t until that moment that I noticed the glistening spots on the shaft, as if it had recently been used.

“Jake?” Mario said.

“What?” I said, feeling my skin flushing red.

“Where was Katrina when you stole the thing?” he asked.

“In the shower. Why?”

“And where was the dildo?”

“On her nightstand,” I said. “She didn’t even have it hidden—though why would she? It’s not like she knew someone was going to break into her bedroom and snoop around.”

We stared at each other for a moment. I realized what Mario was insinuating. “Oh my God!” I gasped. “She just finished using it!”

Mario rushed over to his bedroom window, suddenly tense, almost shaking. “The bathroom light is still on!” he said. “You need to get it back in her room before she finishes showering!” Katrina was Mario’s neighbor. She’d lived next door to Mario since they were little kids, and Katrina was still an ugly duckling (she really was an unfortunate, chubby young girl, but she blossomed into a ten-out-of-ten babe by the age of sixteen).

“Don’t panic,” I said. “It’s not like she’ll know I took it. How could she know?”

“She’ll assume I took it!” Mario said.

“Don’t be crazy,” I said, shaking my head and laughing. “Why would she assume you took it?”

“Who else would she suspect?” he asked, now white in the face.

“I don’t know. She’ll probably just think that it fell behind the dresser or something.”

“Sure—until she looks behind the dresser, you dummy!” Mario began pacing around the room. I’d never seen him so high-strung. I had to laugh.

“Just relax. We’ll get it back into her room somehow. She won’t know we took it. And don’t forget—it was your dare!” We made a bet during the last match of Call of Duty. The winner got to dare the loser to do anything. Mario dared me to steal something from Katrina’s bedroom. I was going to dare Mario to stand naked at his bedroom window for one full minute. I guess we were pretty immature for twenty-year-olds.

Mario kept shaking his head. “What a disaster,” he groaned, now back to looking out his window at Katrina’s frosted bathroom window.

Then, Mario’s mom called from the hallway, making Mario gasp, nearly screaming. He grabbed at his chest, looking like a frightened toddler. “Mario! Why hasn’t the compost been taken out yet?”

“It’s Vivian’s turn!” Mario called out, rushing to the table and snatching the dildo. He rushed it over to his computer and hid it behind the monitor, in case his mom decided to enter the bedroom.

“Vivian took the compost out last week,” his mom said. “You need to take it out now. And start keeping better track of the calendar.”

Mario groaned. He turned and looked at me. “I have to take the compost out,” he sighed.

“Alright,” I said.

“Get that… thing back to Katrina’s bedroom. It’s going to take me about fifteen minutes.”

Mario lived down a long three-hundred-meter driveway. He shared that driveway with Katrina’s family and one other house. Each week, they had to carry their compost bin down to the street. I guess living far off the road has its perks and its drawbacks…

“I’m serious,” Mario said to me from the door. “Get it back there—and don’t get caught!”

Mario left me alone in that room. I went over to the window and looked out, still seeing a frosted bathroom window, cracked open, with steam from the shower carefully billowing out. If I was fast, I could get into her room, drop off the dildo, and sneak out before she was done that shower. It seemed like a big risk. I could also just throw the dildo into the trash bin and tell Mario that I returned it. Were dildos expensive? Would it be rude to throw it away?

I walked over to Mario’s computer and reached behind the monitor, grabbing that dildo. I gave it another sniff. I couldn’t believe that I was smelling Katrina’s pussy. It had a nice smell to it, though it was unmistakably the smell of pussy. I felt my face turning red. I smelled it again, feeling like more of a pervert. Then, I leaned in and gave it a little lick, getting a taste of Katrina’s pussy.

Yes, I will admit, it was possibly the most depraved thing I’d ever done—and it was about to get worse. I’m not sure what was possessing me; maybe it was just knowing that I would never get to experience the pussy of a woman as beautiful as Katrina. I’d had a crush on her for almost half of a decade. She was gorgeous, with her long blonde hair and her plump lips. I could imagine her now, on her back, legs spread wide, plunging that fake cock in and out of her snatch. I could imagine warm, clear juice gushing out of her, splattering all over that long cock. I could even imagine her moaning, tensing up all over, tilting her head back and parting her beautiful lips as she screamed out with an amazing orgasm.

I licked the whole length of that dildo. It was a sweet taste. I wondered if she sucked it before putting it into her body. Maybe I was tasting her lips now too. I opened my mouth and let the dildo inside, as if I was sucking a cock. I felt a bit stupid, but I just couldn’t help myself, knowing it was her feminine ejaculate that I was tasting.

I licked my lips and then I turned to the door to see the face of Vivian staring back at me, half smiling, half shocked. Vivian was Mario’s little sister, just turned eighteen. Her super-long brown hair made her look younger than she was, almost down to her hips—or maybe it was her big, eyes, which had always seemed just a bit too big for her head.

I tried to hide the dildo behind my back, but I had a feeling it was too late. I could tell from that growing grin that Vivian had seen everything. Now, she was probably itching to run to her brother, to tell him everything—or maybe she was going to run next door to tell Katrina; they were good friends after all. Either way, I was doomed.
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“Why are you sucking a dildo in my brother’s bedroom?” she asked with that horrifying grin on her face.

“It was a dare,” I said, knowing that my face was entirely white.

“A dare?” she said, looking around. “A dare from who?”

“Your brother,” I said quickly. My heart was racing much too fast within my chest. I felt faint—light-headed. My teeth were beginning to chatter as if I was naked on the top of Mount Everest.

“My brother dared you to suck a dildo in his bedroom while he went to take the compost to the street?”

“It’s not what it looks like!” I snapped.

She giggled, covering her mouth. That giggle made her look even younger, like a twelve-year-old girl. But now, she had so much power over me. I felt so stupid, so foolish, so vulnerable. “Please don’t tell anyone about this.”

“Why not?” she said. “What a waste a perfectly funny story.”

“It’s not funny for me!” I gasped. Then I realized I was still holding that wobbly cock. I tossed it onto Mario’s bed.

She looked at it. Her eyes narrowed. “Ew,” she said. “That’s not my brother’s, is it? Wait—are you guys gay?”

“No!” I snapped. “It’s Katrina’s! Don’t be gross!”

Her eyes lit up, and then I realized I’d said too much—though the truth was a lot better than her homosexual theory. I didn’t want Mario’s family thinking that he was gay when he wasn’t. He would certainly disown me as a friend. And now I had no idea what I could say. I had no more excuses to hide behind. I felt my face turning red, exposing me more than my own words had already. I let a smile slip: the guiltiest smile any eyes had ever seen.

“You’re a sicko,” she said with a big smile on her face. “She’s going to get a restraining order on you! And heck, I don’t blame her. You’re a real weirdo.”

“Please don’t tell her!” I said.

“Don’t tell me what to do,” she said, taking a step back to the doorway. Now, she had her hand on the edge of the door. She was ready to slam it in my face as she made her escape. I was running out of time. I had to figure out a way to stop her from exposing me and humiliating me entirely.

“Please. I’m asking nicely. It really was all just a big joke.”

“Who sucks a dildo as a joke?” she asked with narrowed eyes. Now, she was staring into my eyes, waiting for me to reply while simultaneously making my embarrassment worse.

“I—I can explain,” I said.

“No you can’t,” she giggled. “Look. She deserves to know. You would want to know if some psycho was sneaking around your bedroom and… I don’t know, sucking on your cum rags.”

“Don’t be gross,” I said, shaking my head.

“You’re the gross one.”

“Please don’t tell!”

She took another step back. I waited for her to flee the room, but she suddenly paused. She looked into my eyes. Her smile grew, but she remained silent.

“What is it?” I asked, teetering on the edge of defeat. I thought about rushing her, to grab her—but then what would I do with her? Unless I planned on killing her or threatening her in some way or another, there was no way I could stop her from doing what she wanted to do. I knew that my fate was sealed. I knew that all I could do was hide in my bedroom for the next year and hope that all involved forgot about this whole humiliating debaucle.

“Do you have a crush on Katrina?” she asked.

“What?” I said. I didn’t think my cheeks could turn any hotter, but now they were almost burning.

“You do!” she said. “How long have you had a crush on her? Tell me.”

“I—I don’t have a crush on her!”

“Don’t lie to me or I’ll go and tell her everything right now!” said Vivian with those big, glistening eyes. She really did have the biggest eyes I’d ever seen.

“Okay!” I said. “I don’t know. I like Katrina. I’ve liked her for a long time.”

Vivian covered her lips and giggled again, at my expense. I had to just take it, waiting for her to finish before she looked back into my eyes and said, “You know she doesn’t like you, right?”

I rolled my eyes. “How would you know?” I asked.

“Oh, don’t get so offended. She doesn’t like boys.”

“What do you mean?”

“What do you think I mean, Jake?” she asked with an unimpressed look on her face. “I thought you were supposed to be my brother’s smart friend.”

“Katrina’s a lesbian!?” I asked.

“More or less,” she said. “She dated a trans chick for a while last year. I don’t know if you consider that lesbian or not. I guess it’s basically the same thing.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“I have no reason to lie,” she said with her lips pressed firmly together, almost pouting. It was so hard to know if she was messing with me or not. She knew that I was in a terribly vulnerable position. I probably looked so small and pathetic, standing there, next to that dildo, red in the face, still with some saliva on the edge of my lip—and maybe a bit of her neighbor’s pussy juice.

I could hear the door opening downstairs. Mario was back from taking the compost to the street. “I guess I should leave you alone then,” she said.

“Please don’t tell anyone about this,” I said.

“I’ll think about it. No promises though. I’m actually heading next door now.”

“Please don’t tell her,” I said.

“Bye, Jake,” she smiled, and then she turned and skipped down the hallway. I thought about yelling after her, to beg her one last time, but I knew it wouldn’t do anything but alert her brother, letting him know that I’d done something I shouldn’t have.

Now, I could hear Mario coming up the steps. I scrambled to grab that dildo. I stuffed it into my bag, which I’d brought over from my house. I finished zipping it up as Mario entered the room.

He closed the door carefully and then he looked at me. “You got rid of it, right? It’s back in her room?”

“Yeah. Sure,” I said.

“And you didn’t get caught?” he said.

“No,” I said.

Mario went to the window and looked across, just as the silhouette of his beautiful neighbor stepped out from the shower. He let out a sigh of relief. “She’s just getting out of the shower now. Thank God. Let’s never do that again.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said.

Then he turned to me and stared at my face for a long moment. “You’re all pale,” he said. “You sure it all went alright?”

“It went fine!” I said. “Just drop it already.”

There was an awkward silence in the room before I managed to get his mind back onto video games. “Want to play one more?” he asked. “I have this annoying work thing in an hour, otherwise I would tell you to hang around all day.”

“Sure,” I said. “One more.” And I was hoping the game would take my mind off of the anxiety. While he was setting it up, I sauntered over to the window. I looked out and saw Vivian standing on Katrina’s doorstep. The door opened and a wet-haired Katrina stepped out with a smile on her face. The girls talked for a quick minute before Vivian went inside, closing the door behind her. My fate was in her hands now. Maybe she was telling Katrina everything or maybe not…

Why wouldn’t she tell? She didn’t care about me. She didn’t have any reason to defend me. I had to face the reality: I was doomed.

“Are you coming to play or not?” asked Mario.

I turned to him slowly, trying to look as unfazed as possible. I even forced a lame smile. “L—Let’s play,” I said, and then I took my controller.
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It was the next school day when I saw Katrina, and I looked at her in horror and froze, waiting for her face to take shape as her gaze fell upon me. That initial look would tell me everything: did she know? Was my life about to be ruined? Who was she going to tell first, or had the gossip fire already begun its spread?

She made a small smile and went on down the hallway towards her locker. That look was a standard one, not at all out of the ordinary, leaving me in more shock than I could have expected. Did Vivian not tell her? Or was Katrina just magnificent at keeping a straight face?

A firm hand slapped me on the back, knocking the shocked air out of my lungs, allowing me to breathe properly. “You forget something?” Mario asked, clutching his school books under his left arm.

“Forget something?” I said, turning to look at him as the color returned to my face.

“You’re standing there with that look on your face—as if you forgot something.”

“Oh,” I said. “No. I’m just trying to remember what class I have first.” It was a dumb lie, but it was all I could come up with. I’d never been a very good liar.

“English,” he said with a strange chuckle. “The same class you’ve had first for the past eight months.”

“Right,” I said. “I, uh, guess I’m just tired.”

“Well wake up, because we have that vocabulary test today. It’s worth five percent of our grade.”

“Right,” I said. I did my best to straighten my head, but I just couldn’t stop thinking about the incident. I saw Katrina again before class, as she went on her way to her biology class. We went to a small college, where everyone knew everyone. It wouldn’t take long for that humiliating incident to become college canon. She looked at me again, but only for a split second. It was an innocuous glance, but that just made it more confusing. Did she really not know?

Then, as I was about to step into my English class, I saw Vivian, Mario’s little sister. She was in her first year, majoring in music. Now, she had her guitar in her left hand, her music book in her right, and an evil smile on her face. “Hi Jake,” she said, putting plenty of cruel emphasis on my name.

My heart rattled, skipping a beat. I parted my lips and then I hesitated, feeling copper on my tongue. “Hi Vivian,” I managed to say.

“Want to grab a coffee after class?” she asked. And I could tell that she wasn’t asking me. I knew that she had evil plans in her head, and I was about to be on the receiving end of a lot of cruelty.

My teacher passed out the vocabulary test. She paused at my desk and looked at me for a long moment. “Are you feeling well, Jake?” she asked.

“Huh?” I said. “Sure. Why not?”

“You’re pale. You know you should stay home if you’re not feeling well.”

“I’m fine,” I said. Now, my classmates were looking over at me, trying to determine whether or not I was sick—or maybe they were onto me. Maybe they could somehow tell that I had a secret tingling on the front of my mind. Maybe they could all tell that I’d done something I shouldn’t have done.

And why did I do it? Why did I put that fake cock in my mouth? I could feel my face turning dark red just thinking about it. I must have looked so ridiculous—and so depraved. I sucked on a used dildo like a pervert.

“You can’t write the test with a pen,” my teacher said to me, eyeing the pen on my desk. “Pencils only. Do you need to borrow a pencil?”

“No. I have one,” I said, I leaned over and unzipped my bag. I reached in for a pencil and then as I pulled that pencil out, the dildo emerged—just the tip: just that flesh toned silicone, coming up for a breath of air like a curious dolphin after a deep dive for food. I gasped and used my free hand to shove the toy back down. I kicked the bag under my desk and looked up at the teacher. Now, she was looking at me with narrowed eyes. Did she see the sex toy? Why was it still in my bag? I never took it out. I never disposed of it.

Now, everyone was looking at me. The whole class was strangely silent. Did they all see the sex toy? Were they processing the sight slowly? I tried to force a smile, showing more teeth than necessary.

“Are you sure that you’re well, Jake?” the teacher asked.

“I’m fine!” I said. “Why is everyone looking at me?” I looked around the room, feeling beads of sweat forming on my forehead, the back of my neck, my spine, my thighs, and the palms of my hands. But at the same time, I felt cold all over. Did I have a fever? Was I sick? Is that why there was a lump forming in my throat.

“Okay,” the teacher said softly, and then she stepped away from my desk, leaving me with the day’s test. It was hard to read the words on the page. They seemed so small—and so blurry. The sentences were like gibberish. I had to read them over and over—but by the end of each phrase, I’d forgotten the start of the phrase. My hand trembled and my writing wasn’t legible even to me. After finishing a few questions, I looked back to check my work. What word had I written? Why was I writing about giraffes?

The other students finished their tests and filtered out of the room. I was left at the end of the hour, still with pages left to complete. The teacher stared at me with concern on her face. She watched me closely. Now, she seemed to be afraid to come close to me, as if I was a carrier of some ultra-contagious disease. “Are you finished now, Jake?” she asked.

“Not yet,” I said with dry lips and a dry tongue.

I eyed the clock. The hour was long over and I wasn’t supposed to take longer than an hour. But the teacher apparently had some sympathy for me. She was allowing me to go long, maybe afraid that I would lash out if she tried to cut me off.

By the end of the second hour, I was nearly finished. The next round of students was filtering in for their class. The teacher went ahead and started the lecture, even though I was still at my desk, scribbling nonsense onto each page of that vocabulary test.

Finally, I was finished, though I had no idea if I’d done anything properly. I slipped the test onto the teacher’s desk and then I walked to the door to leave. That’s when I froze, remembering that I had a ‘date’ with Vivian. I stood, staring at the door, mind racing faster and faster.

“Jake?” said the teacher.

I turned to her slowly. “Huh?” I said.

She was silent for a moment. “Are you leaving or did you forget something?”

“I—I’m leaving,” I said with a new smile on face—a terribly fake smile.

“Perhaps you could stop at the medical clinic on your way home, just to be safe.”

“I’m fine. Really,” I said. But I wasn’t fine. I felt like I was going to die. And that feeling was about to get a lot worse.

Vivian was waiting for me outside of the classroom, sitting in a chair with her legs crossed and her hands clutched peacefully on her lap. “Hi Jake,” she smiled. “Coffee?”

Nothing was said on the way to the college café. Nothing was said as we stood in line. Nothing was said until Vivian said, “Two medium coffees,” to the barista. Then she turned to me and said, “I bet you like yours with lots of cream.” She had a big smile on her face, as if it was some sort of jab. I was too anxious to understand the jab in the moment.

“Just two creams,” I said softly.

The silence returned until we were sitting across from each other at that little café table. Vivian had that big smile on her face—almost as big as her huge, beaming eyes. “How was the rest of your weekend, Jake?” she asked, sipping her coffee in a nonchalant way.

“Let’s just talk about whatever you want to talk about.”

“What’s that?” she asked.

“The incident. Let’s just talk about it. Let’s get it out of the way. Why are you torturing me like this?”

“Torturing you?” she said, suddenly narrowing her eyes. “I’m actually being quite nice to you. I didn’t tell Katrina anything. You honestly should be thanking me.”

“You’re up to something,” I said. “I know you’re up to something.”

“Tell me something, Jake—are you really obsessed with Katrina?”

I looked around that café. It was a small space. That was a small college; everyone knew everyone—and everyone definitely knew Katrina, because she was arguably the most beautiful woman in the place. “Can you keep your voice down please?” I said.

“Nobody’s listening to us,” Vivian said. “Try to relax. And just answer the question.”

“I’m not obsessed with anyone.”

“But you love her.”

“I don’t love her!” I gasped. “I hardly even know her. I’ve talked to her maybe ten times in my whole life, and I’ve known her for a decade.”

“But you want to love her,” Vivian said with those big, curious eyes.

“I don’t know what this is about. Can we just get down to whatever it is you want to blackmail me with?”

Now she had an offended look on her face. “Blackmail?” she gasped. “That’s what you think this is? I keep your secret for you and you accuse me of blackmail?”

“Then what is this?” I asked with a narrowed gaze, trying to see through her façade.

“I just wanted to chat with you. Why are you being so mean?”

“Chat about what?!” I snapped.

“I thought of a way I could help you,” she smiled, finally admitting that she had an agenda for this ‘date’.

“Help me?” I said.

“That’s right,” she said with that smile still on her face.

“Help me how? Help me with what?”

“To get Katrina,” she said.

I paused for a moment. “You told me that she only likes girls.”

“She’s not so black and white like that, Jake. When I met up with her the other day—after you sucked on her dildo.”

I spun around in horror, terrified people were in the room, listening. But the closest couple was out of earshot—and thank God for that. “Please don’t bring that up again.”

“Well, I was thinking about the two of you together. I asked her some questions. She’s single right now, you know. I asked her if she would date a guy, and her answer was quite interesting. I think you would be fascinated to hear it.”

“I told you, I’m not obsessed with Katrina. I think she’s pretty—that’s all there is to it.”

“Well she said she would date a guy,” Vivian said, as if she wasn’t listening to me at all. “But it would have to be a specific guy. She has a type when it comes to guys. I’m sure you can guess what that type is. Or maybe you can’t. Want to try?”

“So wait,” I said, shaking my head. “Are you going to tell her what happened or not? That’s all I want to know. I’m supposed to be getting to my next class right now.”

“Aren’t you enjoying our chat?” she asked, with a puppy dog look in her eyes.

I was silent. I didn’t want to offend her. She had the incident to use as ammunition. She could destroy me so easily. She just had to whisper in Katrina’s ear and I was ruined. “Okay,” I said carefully. “Go on.”

“Katrina likes girly boys,” she smiled. “And I think you might fit the bill.”

Now I was the offended one. I nearly stood up. I nearly threw that table over. Sure, I was a smaller guy, but I wasn’t ‘girly’. “Excuse me?” I said. “I’m not going to sit here and let you insult me.”

“It’s not an insult, Jake!” she said. “It’s your in! You have an in with the girl of your dreams.”

“Quit calling her that! I told you that I’m not obsessed with her.”

“Whatever,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I saw the way you sucked that fake dick. That’s the kind of thing that turns her on. If she had seen that, she would have thrown herself at you.” Vivian smiled, and then she giggled. “Well, maybe under different circumstances. She probably would have been pretty creeped out knowing that you stole it from her room first… That was pretty creepy.”

“I know!” I snapped. “Don’t you think I know that? If I could take it back, I would.”

“Well, it’s irrelevant now. Basically, I’m going to help you be her kind of man. Don’t worry—it’s a girl in the bedroom that she wants, not out in public. In fact, she told me that she really wants a ‘normal’ guy that she can show to her family. She told me that she’s been leaning more bi than lesbo lately.”

“With respect, I think I’ll pass. It’s not really my thing.” I started standing up.

She sprung to her feet. “Jake, no!” she gasped. “This is your chance. Don’t waste it! I’m going to help you. You’ll both get what you want. And then you’ll be with the prettiest girl in the school.”

I had to admit that it sounded like a pretty enticing idea, though I really had no interest being a ‘girl in the bedroom’. I wasn’t even sure what that meant. I wasn’t about to put on makeup and lingerie and let Katrina peg me with a strap-on. “I’ll pass. Thanks for not telling Katrina about what happened.”

I picked up my bag and took a step towards the door.

“Jake, wait,” she said.

I turned to look at her. “What?” I said.

“I’m not going to take no for an answer,” she said. And now, she had a big smile on her face: that evil smile that she’d taunted me with earlier that morning. I knew what that smile meant. I knew that she was telling me the truth: she wasn’t going to take no for an answer. This was the blackmail. This was the price of that secret remaining a secret.
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It was weird being at Mario’s house without Mario anywhere to be seen. He had classes until later in the afternoon. Their parents were out for the day, at work. And just to be safe, Vivian locked the front and back door and she closed the curtains, apparently as a sort of courtesy. “And look,” she said, taking her phone out. She clicked a few icons, and then she showed me a floating picture of her brother. “It will alert us when he leaves school. I’d say we have a few hours.”

“Let’s just get this out of your system,” I groaned.

She led me to her bedroom. I’d never been inside of her bedroom before. I’d seen it from the hallway a thousand times before. I could remember when she was just ten years old, and the room was bustling with stuffed animals. I could remember when those stuffed animals vanished and the walls were suddenly adorned with posters of handsome young pop stars. Now, the room was strangely bare, with a few band posters, of bands I’d never heard of before. The posters looked psychedelic, but modern. It was hard to know what kind of music was being advertised. One band was called Closure in Moscow. Was she listening to strange Russian ambient tracks?

She went to her closet and started throwing outfits onto her bed.

“What are we doing here?” I asked, staying near the door, wondering if any of this was worth it.

“You’re going on a date tomorrow,” she smiled. “But before the date, we have to get you ready.”

“A date?” I said. “I don’t want to do that. Let’s just keep this in your bedroom.”

“The date will be in my bedroom,” she giggled. “It’s a training exercise. Don’t worry about that too much right now. Right now, I want to get the basics down. First, get naked.”

“What?” I said.

“Get naked. And then go shave your legs. Do you already shave around your dick? If you do, great. If not, go shave that too. And shave your bum. I want you looking like an uncooked hot dog.”

“I’m not doing that, Vivian,” I said, shaking my head.

Then she glared at me with a flame behind her eyes. I knew that look meant that I didn’t have a choice, so I went to the bathroom, holding her pink razor. I felt so horribly uncomfortable. Summer was just around the corner. How would I explain the complete lack of body hair on my body? What other choice did I have? It was easier than trying to explain to Katrina why I stole her dildo and sucked on it before she had a chance to clean it…

I ran the tub warm. I groaned and I started shaving. I watched my hair floating on the water, taunting me, reminding me that I’d made such a monumental mistake by stealing that cock and putting it in my mouth. Why couldn’t I just go back in time and erase that moment from history? If I had to choose between going back to kill Hitler or going back to keep that dildo out of my mouth, I would have chosen the dildo option…

Now, I was hairless. My legs were smooth and embarrassing. Even I didn’t want to look at them. I watched the hair drain away, along with my pride. “This sucks,” I groaned.

“Almost done, Jakey?” she called out from her bedroom. “We’re on a time limit here!”

I reluctantly went into her bedroom with a towel around my waist. “Happy?” I asked.

“Did you do your cock too?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said through clenched teeth.

“Show me,” she said.

“No,” I said.

“Show me,” she said with burning eyes and a slightly smile. She knew that she could make me do anything. She could tell me to rob a bank. She could tell me to kidnap a baby. She had so much power over me. After a horrible moment of silent, I opened my towel for her to see my dick, which was surrounded by smooth skin and a smooth ball sack.

She covered her lips with both of her hands and giggled through her closed fingers.

I closed the towel. “Happy?” I said.

“Keep the towel off,” she said. “I’ve already seen everything, Jake. You may as well keep it off. Go on. Drop it there.”

I bit hard on my tongue before letting the towel fall.

“Now come here. I’ll show you a few options. I want you to be able to name all of these articles. It’s important that a girl knows what everything is called.”

I felt so stupid walking over to her with my cock dangling out. I kept a hand in front of it, but the hand didn’t help me to feel any less naked. She looked down at my body. She even reached down to feel my legs and then my bum, making me tense up all over. “Why are you touching me?” I gasped.

“Girls touch each other all the time,” she said. “Get over it. I’m just seeing how you did with the shaving. Do you moisturize?”

“No,” I groaned.

Then she slipped a hand around my frontside, clutching my sack, making me gasp loudly. “I think you’re lying. This is a moisturized dick.” She pulled up the length of my cock before letting go.

I turned red all over. I sometimes used moisturizer instead of lubricant when I jerked off… maybe it made a difference.

And now I was wondering if this was some sort of sexual gratification for her. Was she getting off on this? Was this her way of having her way with me?

“So this is a racerback,” she said. “This is an illusion top. Here’s a regular halter. We call this one draped. And this is surplice. Oh, and this here is a sweetheart top. Let’s start with those.”

“Okay,” I said, only half-listening.

“Okay,” she smiled. “Now name them all.”

“Now?” I said.

“Yes. You were listening, right? Name them.”

I looked at them. “Um…” I thought for a moment. “This was the sweetheart top.”

“Okay. Go on,” she said.

“Yes. What’s this one?”

“Illusion?”

“Wrong!” she said. “Bend over.”

“Bend over?” I asked.

“Do it, Jake.”

I did it, but I wasn’t expecting the hard spank on the bum, making me gasp. “Everytime you get an answer wrong, you get punished. It’s the best way to learn, honestly. It’s how my dad trains the shepherds.” Mario and Vivian’s dad trained German Shepherds as a side hustle.

“That hurt!” I said.

“That’s the idea, dummy!”

“Now I’ll list them again. This time, listen carefully.”

This time, I listened carefully. She added in two new options: scoop neck and a Peter Pan collar. Then came the test, which I passed, nervously. Then the shoes came out. The shoe test was hard. “That was is a Chelsea, that was is a Mary Jane. That one is… a pump? And then… Litas?”

She smiled. “Good,” she said. “And what’s this?” She was pointing to a shirt. I thought we were done with shirts, so I didn’t retain that info. I tried hard to remember.

“Racerback?” I asked.

“Wrong! Bend over.”

I bent over, this time ready for the spank. But I didn’t get a spank. After a quiet, tense moment, she suddenly stuck a finger right up my asshole, making me gasp. I sprung forward, but not before she got her finger deep, up to her knuckle.

“Did you just stick your finger into my asshole!?” I gasped.

“Yes,” she said plainly.

“You can’t do that! That’s assault! That’s sexual assault!”

“This is an assault-free zone,” she smiled.

“What does that even mean?” I said, dark red in the face.

“It means nothing that happens in here is assault. By being in here, you’re consenting to everything and anything.”

“That’s crazy. I’m not agreeing to that!”

“Then you can leave,” she said with that evil smile on her face. And I knew what she was saying: I either take her abuse or she spills my secret. I groaned. I hesitated. Then I sighed. “You might actually be crazy.”

“I think you like it,” she grinned.

“Not even a little bit,” I said. “Can we please get this over with.”

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s quickly cover bottoms.”

After another two tests came a new kind of test. “This is an easy one. I want you to put on a one shoulder top, pleated skirt, thong, stockings, and wedge boots.”

I had to strain to remember which ones were the wedge boots, but the other ones were indeed easy. I got into the outfit and she had a smile on her face. I aced the test.

“Walk around the room for me,” she said.

So I did a lap. Then she told me to turn my back to her, so I did. Then she spanked me hard, making me yelp. “What was that for!?” I gasped.

“You walked like a man,” she said. “In this room, you have to do everything like a girl. If I think you aren’t trying hard enough, it’s a fail.”

“How does someone even walk like a girl!?” I said.

“Shoulders back, relaxed, one foot in front of the other, straight legs, don’t slouch, and keep your chin up. Now try again.”

I tried again. I felt so silly, pretending to be a model as I strutted around her bedroom in that feminine outfit. I couldn’t help but wonder if I wasn’t just making my situation worse. Maybe I would have been better off just going to Katrina and telling her the truth. I could take the power away from Vivian by just coming clean. Maybe she would ridicule me. Maybe she would tell everyone—but at least then I wouldn’t be playing dress up with my friend’s little sister.

But now it was too late. Now, Vivian already had this on me. She could tell everyone that I put on her clothes and walked around like a woman. She had proof too: my bare legs. I shouldn’t have shaved my legs. Now, she had so much power over me—even more than before.

“Good,” she said. “How does that feel?”

I turned to look at her and I saw that my backpack was next to her, open. She had Katrina’s dildo in her hand, and a big grin on her face.

“You went through my bag!?” I gasped.

“You kept the dildo?” she asked with a big smile. “Are you sure you aren’t obsessed?”

“I forgot to throw it out! I meant to! But things got so crazy!”

“Sure,” she said, nodding her head slowly, not believing me in the slightest.

“You can have it. Throw it out for me. I don’t want it.”

“No,” she said. “I’m going to hold onto it for now, but it’s yours. I doubt Katrina wants it back, and every girl needs a good dildo.”

“I don’t want it. I swear,” I said.

“It’s yours,” she smiled. “And from now on, every time you slip, this is going to be your punishment. But don’t worry, I can tell that you like it—so I guess it’s not really much of a punishment.”

“I don’t like it!” I gasped. I was getting tired of trying to defend myself with her. She was determined to believe what she believed… or maybe she was just determined to tease me; it was working.

“Do another lap around the room, then I want you to tell me which shoes are the slingbacks and which are the peep toes. Then I want you to put on the stilettos and do another lap.”

I followed the order, terrified of that dildo, which stayed in her clenched fist, swaying from side to side. She was even teasing the tip of it with the tip of her finger, seemingly mindlessly, like a bored date playing with the rim of her glass.

I did everything she said. I correctly identified the shoes and did that new lap, like a girl, hamming it up for her. “Now come here and drop to your knees,” she said.

“Why?” I said.

“You did one thing wrong,” she said.

“No I didn’t! I passed your test!”

“Nope,” she said. “I told you: in this room, you have to be like a woman. You’re speaking like a man. That’s not acceptable. So instead of washing the manliness out of your voice with soap, I’ll use the dildo.” She pressed the base of the cock between her legs, pointing it out. “Now come and suck me. It’s okay, Jake. It’s nothing you haven’t done before.”

“No,” I said.

“Are you sure?” she asked, and her gaze seemed to drift towards her bedroom window, which looked across the field at Katrina’s house.

“Okay, fine!” I said. I carefully went down to my knees, wobbling slightly. I reached out and gripped the dildo. I stood it upright. I sighed and took a deep breath. I closed my eyes, and I leaned in with an opened mouth. I sucked the dildo.

“Like a girl, Jake,” she said. “Like you like it—because you do like it.”

I groaned again, not wanting to groan too loudly and make my punishment worse. I bobbed my head and sucked, doing my best porn star imitation. She made me suck that cock for ten long minutes, bobbing my head. My jaw was becoming sore quickly. She giggled. “Now stand up.”

But I didn’t want to stand up. There was an issue…

My cock was out of my thong, and now it was too big to stuff back in. The skirt would do nothing to hide my newest problem: my erection.
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“Stand up, jake,” she said.

“Just give me a minute,” I said.

“Why?” she asked. She was smirking, as if she already knew.

“I just have… a sore back. I need a second.”

“Stand up,” she said.

“In a minute.”

“Did you like sucking my dick, Jake? Then you’re really going to like tomorrow’s date.”

“I just need a second! My back hurts! It’s a back problem!”

“You’re a terrible liar,” she said, and then she leaned back and used the flat of her foot to push my chest, taking me by surprise. I caught myself before falling onto my back, but not before she saw the huge bulge that my cock was making against my skirt.

She burst into a fit of laughter. “Get over it!” I said. “It’s just a coincidence!”

“Sure it is,” she grinned. “It’s a good thing, Jake. If you like it, that means that you and Katrina are a perfect match. She would love to see you sucking a dildo and you love sucking them.”

“No I don’t!” I said.

“No offense, Jake, but it’s hard to believe you. It’s been two times now.”

“I didn’t get hard the last time!” I said, and then I heard the words out of my own mouth and realized how ridiculous I sounded. It really wasn’t looking great for me. “Let’s just move on… please.”

“The butt plug,” she said, now pointing across the bed at a small toy I hadn’t noticed before.

“What about it?” I asked with pause.

“Put it in,” she said.

“Why?”

“It will help for tomorrow,” she said.

“What does that mean?”

“You have your big date tomorrow,” she smiled. “You need to be ready.”

“I don’t like this,” I said. “I never agreed to any of this.”

“You’re welcome to go at any moment, Jake,” she said.

“No, because you’re blackmailing me,” I said.

“Excuse me? When did I ever blackmail you?”

“You’re doing it without words,” I said.

“I’m not sure that would hold up in a court of law, Jake. But I’m just a music major.”

“You know what you’re doing,” I said with narrowed, accusatory eyes.

“I don’t like these accusations,” she said. “I thought we were just having some fun together—mutual fun between two consenting adults.”

“You’re having fun,” I said.

Then, she looked down between my legs at the erection that was still there. “You’re not having fun?” she asked with a giggle.

I covered my cock. “Can we be done with this now, please?” I asked.

“Not yet,” she said. “I still want to cover makeup.”

“You told me I just had to be a girl in the bedroom,” I said. “When would I have time to put on makeup?”

“That’s why you have to learn to be fast. It doesn’t have to be a full glam look—just something basic, to elevate your look. You already look naturally feminine. I’ll pick up a wig for you tomorrow morning. But I think you could benefit from a bit of mascara. We can work our way up to eye liner over the next week or two.”

“Week or two!?” I gasped. “Vivian… Can’t I just pay you money? Let me pay you off. I’ll give you four hundred dollars. That’s all I have. It’s yours if you just keep your mouth shut about all of this.”

“I don’t want it,” she said. “Just admit you’re having fun already. You’re starting to make me feel bad, like I’m some sort of villain. I’m just trying to help you get the girl of your dreams, Jake. The most beautiful girl in the whole school will be yours. Isn’t that exciting for you? Aren’t you happy? I’m not asking for you to shower me with thanks—but just tell me the truth.”

I stared at her, silent, not sure what she wanted to hear—or what I was capable of saying. I certainly didn’t feel like mustering up any fake compliments.

“Mascara is easy,” she said, waving me off. “Take the little brush and roll—like this.” She demonstrated on her own eyelashes. “Easy, right? Now go to the mirror and try.”

I did as she wished, putting on the mascara. Then I paused, seeing myself in the mirror. I stared at my reflection, and for a moment, I saw what Vivian saw: I saw the potential that she had seen from the start. I really did look… girly. I really did have the features she was looking for, features that could make a man look like a woman. Maybe it was my small frame or my soft cheekbones and jawline. Maybe it was the lack of mass on my upper body. Or maybe it was just the bra stuffed with pads that I was wearing, giving me the illusion of tits.

I stepped out. I remembered to use my female voice when I said, “How does this look?”

“Come closer to let me see,” she said, standing up. I came close and she came closer, looking at my eyes, judging my work. She put her hands on my sides. Now, she was looking down, to ensure that I was standing like a woman. I felt like I had so much to remember: so much info in such a short period of time (though it had been over two hours already). She was studying me, trying to find any reason to punish me. She felt my body. What was she feeling for? She reached around and felt my tush. She giggled, and then she suddenly pushed into me.

It was the dildo. I didn’t even notice she’d grabbed it off of her desk. Now, at least three inches were in my butt. I gasped and reached back to pull it out. I felt my hole suction closed as I tossed the toy away.

“What did I get wrong!?” I said, almost yelling as I stepped back from her.

“Nothing,” she giggled. “That was just for my own fun.”

“I didn’t like it.”

“Well you never put the plug in, so that was the compromise. Are you getting hard again, Jake? Are you sure you didn’t like it?”

I covered my cock with both hands. “I’m not getting hard!” I said.

“What was that twitching I just saw?”

“Nothing! There was no twitching! Enough of this. Are we done?”

She smiled and nodded her head. “We’ll meet again tomorrow,” she said. “You have your little test date. We’ll work out the kinks before I set you up with Katrina.”

“Date with who? With you?” I asked.

“That will be a surprise. Oh look,” said Vivian, turning to her phone, which was now lit up. “Mario is on his way home. You have about fifteen minutes to get yourself cleaned up and out of here.” She spanked me playfully on the bum and giggled.

I turned red all over. Now, I had new anxieties on my mind. Who was I going on a date with? What was the date for? What was going to be expected of me? Did I really want to let another person see me dressed like a girl? Was this really any better than just letting the whole school find out that I sucked on Katrina’s used dildo? I’m sure most of the guys in our school would have done the same. Everyone wanted to fuck Katrina, after all. It’s not like I was some weirdo for being attracted to her.

But how could I get out of this new deal? How could I turn Vivian down without her weaponizing my secret against me? I should say secrets. Now, she could tell people that I sucked a dildo, and she could tell people that I got dolled up and took a dildo in my ass. No, it wasn’t the entire length of the dildo; it was only a few inches, but that was enough to embarrass me. I was already embarrassed just knowing that Vivian knew…

So I guess I just had to do it. I had to endure whatever torture she had lined up for me, and all I could do was pray that she would get bored of this torment quickly… and that I wouldn’t get another embarrassing erection while wearing her slutty clothes.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


The date was arranged in a meticulous way, making me think that Vivian had spent the whole weekend planning it out—as if she got right to planning the moment that she caught me with that dildo in my mouth. Her parents were out for the night, and Mario was at his beer league hockey game. Vivian had me arrive early, at 4:00 PM, even though the ‘date’ wasn’t due to begin until 7:00 PM. “We need to get you into the right headspace.”

“Who am I dating?” I asked begrudgingly. I was tired. I was angry. I hadn’t slept in what seemed like days… maybe I hadn’t slept at all in days. The anxiety was overwhelming. I was spending every spare moment trying to thinking of an out, trying to think of a way to get Vivian to cut me loose without any repercussions. But my thinking got me nowhere. There was only one real solution that I could ponder up: she had to get it out of her system. And even then, I could only pray that she wouldn’t go and tell Katrina once she was bored with me. They were good friends—and they were drinking buddies. A little bit of liquor was all that was needed to make a petite girl like her spill the beans.

“Don’t worry about that. It’s not important.”

“Just tell me,” I said.

“It’s nobody you know,” she said. “A friend of mine. She doesn’t even go to our school. And she’s someone who already knows everything.”

“You told someone!?” I gasped.

“Relax, Jake! You can trust her. I would trust her with my life.”

“I don’t like this,” I said, crossing my arms.

“Bend over,” Vivian said, pointing at her bed.

“Why?”

“You aren’t using your girl voice. You know the drill.”

I groaned. I squirmed. I pressed my lips thin. I knew that I was inching towards my breaking point. I was going to snap at any moment. But I still valued my reputation, so I turned around and bent over. She shimmied my pants down. Then I heard the gush of her bottle of sex lube. I groaned again before feeling the cool, hard pressure of some sort of object. I tensed up and tried to look back, but I couldn’t see it. “What are you doing!?” I said.

“Take the punishment, Jake,” she said. “It’s the only way you’ll learn!”

I don’t know why I accepted it. I don’t know why I just allowed her to sodomize me like that. I was becoming more and more submissive: more accepting of the fact that she had that power over me, and there was no sense in fighting. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue as I felt my asshole stretching wide. Then I felt it push in suddenly before my hole clenched around a narrow choke. “What is that!?”

“It’s the butt plug. It will get you ready for your date,” she smiled. “Now stand up.”

I tried to push it out but it wouldn’t come out. My heart bounced. “It’s stuck in me!” I gasped.

“No it isn’t,” she said, rolling her eyes. “You just have to bear down while pulling it—but don’t do that right now. You want it in you. Now stop worrying about that. We have work to do.”

She started with a test, showing me some familiar outfits. I had to name each. I only got one question wrong; the punishment was a full thirty seconds of sucking a dildo, which was embarrassing, but nothing new. I went through with it without much fighting. Maybe I would have fought more if I hadn’t been so terrified of this date, which was fast approaching. Who was I going to be ‘dating’? And what were we going to do? Why did I need to have a plug in my ass?

“Let’s get you in the tub,” she said. “You could use a fresh shave—always shave before a date, even if you just shaved the day before. That’s crucial. And then I’ll let you pick a perfume. I have a few options.”

Into the tub I went. She stood there in the bathroom with me, watching me as I stroked that blade around my cock. I felt especially awkward rolling onto my back with my legs up so that I could shave in that tedious zone under my scrotum and between my ass cheeks. She kept giggling, making that embarrassment worse, but I was reaching the climax of my humiliation—at least that’s what I thought. At this point, she’d seen me do everything: she’d seen me suck a dildo, she’d seen me with a plug in my ass (it was in my ass now), she’d seen me in her clothes, and she’d heard me talk like a girl. I was losing count of how many times she’d seen me naked—and she’d even seen me with an erection that I awkwardly got from sucking a dildo. How much worse could it get?

I was about to find out.

The perfume I picked was actually quite nice. I didn’t admit it to her, but I liked the smell on me. It was strangely relaxing, very fragrant, and I kept sniffing myself whenever I had the opportunity.

“This is what I’m thinking,” she said, now holding up a pink dress with a white frilly under slip that showed on the chest and shoulders. The dress was short and tight, but it fit me surprisingly well. In fact, most of her clothes fit me surprisingly well—even her shoes. It wasn’t something that I particularly noticed until she said, “I love that we’re the same size. It makes this so much easier—and so much more fun.”

I caught myself blushing, though I wasn’t sure why.

The platform heels she put me in made me tall. “Don’t worry, your date is tall, so you can get away with them,” she told me.

I wobbled and nearly fell, so she made me practice by walking around the house. She watched me and giggled. I wasn’t sure if that giggle meant that I was failing in an embarrassing way, or if it meant that I was doing surprisingly well.

She showed me a few more makeup tricks, going beyond mascara. When it came to putting on the eyeliner, I did a strangely good job. Vivian giggled, and for some reason I did the same, cracking a big smile, almost as if I was proud of myself. I tried to wipe that smile away, but she caught me, saying, “I knew you liked it!”

“No I don’t!” I said, but I was still grinning. We both laughed. I felt embarrassed, but I was starting to let my guards down. Now, it almost seemed like we were just having fun. It felt like we were just hanging out together and being silly. She put on some music and then, after a few songs, she commanded me to stand up and face her. I thought I was being punished, and then she told me to dance with her. “This is my favorite song,” she said. I felt silly, but we danced together. It was a sort of strange song, like if Pink Floyd hired a female rapper. It wasn’t easy music to dance to, with curious time signatures spattered throughout—but that just made it more fun.

And in all of that silly nonsense, I forgot about what was coming: my mystery date. I forgot entirely until we heard the front door open. A voice called out, “Hello?” And then my nerves froze. A lump formed in my throat as reality came crashing back, hitting me hard like an iron train.

“She’s here!” Vivian smiled.

“Who is she?” I asked, but my voice was hardly a whimper.

I heard the heeled steps coming around the corner. I wanted to go and hide, but I knew it was pointless. I knew that Vivian wanted me to stay and endure this ‘date’, so that meant I had to endure it. I knew it was going to be embarrassing beyond what I’d experienced. I knew that they were going to do things to me that I was already dreading. I knew that they were going to have fun with me until they got it out of their system.

She came around the corner and then I realized instantly that Vivian was wrong: this wasn’t a girl I didn’t know. Sure, she didn’t go to our college, nor did she go to high school with us—but I knew her well, because she went to elementary school with me many years earlier, and back then, she was a boy.
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Daria’s name was Darren. Darren went to school with me until he was ten, then his parents moved him to another school, apparently because Darren was constantly being bullied. Maybe I was one of the bullies—I wasn’t the nicest kid, but by the time I was in junior high I’d straightened myself out (thanks to a few suspensions and a near expulsion).

He was short and skinny, like me, but instead of embracing his smallness like me, he receded into his shell, making him an easy target. He cried when kids made fun of him—which, looking back on it, was quite sad. He probably had some serious issues going on at home.

I reached out to him when I was thirteen, to apologize for being cruel to him. I met up with him and we went to see an action movie together. We became good friends. One day, when we were fifteen, Darren told me that I was his best friend—and his only friend. I was honored in a way, but the admission also left me feeling a tad bit uncomfortable, like there was a sort of burden now bestowed upon me. He would call and ask to hang out, but sometimes I was busy, and I always felt guilty telling him I would see him another time, knowing that it meant he would probably be spending the night bored and alone. Sometimes I hung out with him even though I had other things I needed to be doing—I suppose it was out of pity, and maybe it was me trying to make up for being a shitty little kid.

But still, when we hung out, we had fun. We would laugh and stay up for hours, playing video games, watching movies, telling stories. He always got weird whenever I wanted to talk about girls. He became quiet, so I assumed he just needed a girl to pull him out from his shell. I tried to convince some female friends to take him on a date. I convinced one girl to do it, but the date went horribly. Apparently, Darren hardly spoke one word the whole time, staring down at his lap until the date was over. I went over to Darren’s house the next day to find out what went wrong, and then I found out in the worst way possible.

Maybe I gave him the wrong idea. Maybe I approached him with too much ‘sympathy’, putting my hand on his shoulder, thinking that there was something wrong. I wanted to be sensitive. I wanted to be a good friend. But he took that as thinking that I was open to a kiss.

Darren was gay. He wasn’t interested in women, and for a moment, he thought that I was gay too. His lips met mine and the kiss lasted two seconds before I pulled away and gasped. “I’m not gay!” I yelled. “Are you gay!?”

His face turned red. He was humiliated. I felt so embarrassed that I ended up leaving, telling him that I forgot to run an errand. After that, I didn’t see him again. He didn’t call me asking to hang out and I didn’t call him, terrified I would make him think that I was interested in him romantically. He was probably just too embarrassed to see me again after the awkward kiss…

A year later, I heard the news: Darren had started taking hormone pills, and now he was a she, going by Daria. Everyone at school who knew her laughed at the news. They shared pictures of her, and she didn’t look terribly convincing at the time, with her wig, stuffed bra and boyish posture. But as the years went by, she improved. The hormone pills did their work and she got better at being feminine. I saw the occasional photo online, popping up in my social media recommendations. Then I saw her in a local newspaper, posing for some local product. She’d started doing some modelling. She’d grown real hair and ditched the wig. She’d perfected her makeup. Real tits had sprouted thanks to the hormone pills—and maybe a surgery or two (it was hard to tell). She looked like a real girl.

And now, I was seeing her for the first time in almost half a decade. She looked… good. She looked confident, with her long blonde hair and plump smile. She had beautiful cat eyes and an amazing curvy body…

But she was staring at me, wearing Vivian’s clothes, with a half-decent-at-best makeup job. I could tell that she recognized me because her eyes widened and her lips parted—and because she said, “Jake?!”

“You two know each other?” Vivian said, looking half-stunned. I don’t know why she was surprised. Even though we didn’t go to the same college, it was a small town.

Now, Daria was covering her mouth and giggling, looking a lot like Vivian. But Daria was more classically beautiful than Vivian. Vivian had a thin and somewhat awkward body. Vivian’s long hair looked like it hadn’t been cut in eight years. Daria looked like she’d just spent five hundred bucks in the city, getting a professional stylist to make her look like a movie star. Though Vivian’s boho-look had a certain charm to it. Vivian didn’t spend more than ten minutes doing her makeup and picking her outfit, while Daria had likely been working on her style since noon.

“Well this should be interesting,” said Vivian with a small giggle.

“You told her everything?” I asked, feeling my cheeks turning dark red.

“Everything but your name,” Daria laughed, now biting her lip as if she was trying not to burst out laughing. Now, I felt like I’d reached the climax of my humiliation.

“I didn’t think it was relevant,” said Vivian. “So wait—is this going to be awkward then?”

“No,” said Daria.

“Speak for yourself,” I groaned.

Then Vivian looked at me with a snap. “Girl voice!” she said. “Remember the rules!”

Daria laughed. The two were in on this together, and now I felt outnumbered as well as overwhelmed and embarrassed. I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. I was surprised that I was still able to take anything at all.

“Now introduce yourself, Jayla,” smiled Vivian.

I stood silent and motionless for a long moment before clearing my throat, forcing a smile, and introducing myself as Jayla. “And what’s your name?” I asked, pretending like we were strangers.

“I’m Daria,” she giggled. “Nice to meet you, Jayla. I love your outfit, by the way.”

The silence returned. Vivian perked up suddenly. “I’ll go get your drinks ready—and I’ll start dinner,” she said, rushing out of the room, leaving me alone with Daria.

I stared into her eyes for a moment before turning my gaze to the floor. The silence was long before she finally broke it by saying, “Katrina, huh?”

“I can’t believe she told you,” I groaned.

“Girl voice,” she giggled.

“You too?” I said, feeling entirely defeated.

“I’m just doing what I’ve been told.” She laughed. “You look cute, by the way.”

“Thanks,” I said in my girl voice, begrudgingly.

“So you’re trying to get with Katrina?”

“Vivian is trying to get me with Katrina,” I said. “This is all her idea. She’s the one pushing it. I don’t really have a say in the matter.”

“Well, I heard about the, uh, dildo,” she said. Her voice was impressive—not at all how I remembered it. If I didn’t recognize her from all of the pictures I’d seen, I wouldn’t have known that she was trans.

“It wasn’t what it looked like,” I said, turning red all over, wanting to defend myself all over again.

“I get it,” said Daria, sitting down on the edge of the bed. “Katrina is beautiful. I can’t say I wouldn’t have done the same thing if I had her dildo… Well, maybe not. I have to admit that it’s a bit gross.” She giggled.

“I know!” I said. “But wait—I thought you were gay?”

“I’m bi,” she said. “It took a long time to figure it out, but I prefer men—but I like women too.”

“You look a lot better than the last time I saw you,” I said—and it wasn’t supposed to be an insult, it just came out awkwardly. “I mean, you’ve always been pretty. But now…”

She just laughed. “I know what you’re trying to say. I’m pretty happy with where I am now. I can usually get by without anyone knowing I’m trans these days.”

“Good for you, I think,” I said.

“I bet you could get by too,” she said. “If you would stick to your girl voice—and if you would sit up straighter. There you go. Look at you. You’ve got such a cute figure—perfect for that dress.”

I smiled, then I blushed, then I turned my gaze down. I had swirling emotions that just weren’t invited. I don’t know why those feelings were there. Every word out of her mouth should have been taken as an insult, but instead I was blushing like a fool.

“I—I’m going to see what’s taking Vivian so long,” I said, zipping to the door. I didn’t look back. I needed some time away from her—and I needed to know what the point of all this was.

I found Vivian in the kitchen, on her phone. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“I thought you two were hitting it off, so I was giving you some space. Why are you here?”

“What’s the point of this?” I said, straining to stay in my girl character, complete with girl voice.

“It’s a date.”

“But why?” I snapped. I was getting frustrated. I had no idea what was happening anymore. I no longer knew what the point of all this was, or what the end goal was. I just wanted to reach the finish line. I wanted to be done with this, but now it was seeming like there was no end in sight.

“I told you, Katrina wants a girl in the bedroom,” she said with her chin up and a confident smile on her face. “So this is practice.”

“What does that even mean?”

“You need to be a girl for Daria,” she said.

“I don’t get it!”

“Well I don’t have any guy friends—not that would agree to this,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “But me and Daria are close. I talked to her about it, and she agreed to help out.”

“Help out with what!?” I almost screamed.

“She’s going to fuck you like you’re a girl.” She said it was a terrifying casualness, making my skin turn cold.

“W—What?” I said.

“She has a penis,” she said. “If you want to be a girl in the bedroom, you need to know how to be a girl in the bedroom. Daria is going to help you, now that I’ve showed you how to be a basic girl in general. It’s just the next step in what I guess we could call a condensed program. If I had my way, we would be doing this over a few months. There’s so much you need to know, but I honestly don’t know if we have the time. Katrina… I didn’t even mention this to you, and I’m not sure I should.”

“What?” I said, shaking my head, trying to process everything she was saying.

“Katrina’s ex-boyfriend is back in town, and they’ve been chatting. In fact, next week, they’re meeting up for drinks. I think it could be serious. So we’re on a bit of a time crunch. If Katrina goes on that date with her ex, and it goes well, your window is closed. But I know for a fact that she’s free in three days from now. So that only gives us three days to get you in girly shape for your date. That’s why we’re rushing through this process. Don’t worry—it’s for your own good. Like I said, it’s not idea, but you play the cards you’re dealt.”

“I told you—I don’t actually care about dating Katrina. I think she’s pretty, and… I wouldn’t turn her down. But this just isn’t right. This isn’t how I want to get her—not saying that I want to get her at all.”

“Just relax, Jayla,” she said with a giggle. “If it doesn’t work out with Katrina, maybe you can make something work with Daria.”

“I don’t like this,” I grunted.

“Get back in there. Have your date.” She gave me a push, spinning me around to face the hallway to the bedroom.

I took a deep breath and went back in, and that’s when I found myself staring at a naked Daria.

She was sitting on the bed with her hands planted on the mattress, smile on her face. “I thought we would jump right into it,” she blushed.

Her cock was out: a long, thick member resting on the mattress between her legs. She had stockings on, with a garter belt, and a strappy piece of lingerie that went up her torso but did nothing to cover her large, fake breasts.

“You—You’re naked,” I gasped.

“It’s what I’m here for,” she said.

“It is?” I said, and then I stuttered. “I mean—what? Why? Why are you naked?”

“Didn’t you go over all of this with Vivian?”

“No,” I said.

Now her cheeks were dark red. “Classic Viv…”

“What’s happening?” I asked.

“Just come sit next to me,” she said.

I hesitated, staring at that long snake between her thighs. It was so big—too big to be on any woman. It almost seemed fake, like she was wearing some sort of flaccid dildo… but it sure didn’t look fake. She patted the spot next to her, so I carefully sat down.

“As the girl, it’s your job to follow. Let your date take the lead. I’m going to be the guy in this scenario.”

“The guy?” I said. My brain wasn’t processing the scenario fast enough. Before I could figure out what was actually happening, her lips were pressed against mine, and I was suddenly reminded of the awkward gay kiss we shared five years earlier. But this was different. Now, her lips were plump and soft. She smelled like roses and I smelled like daisies. Her hands clutched me in a gentle but affirmative sort of way, making me feel small and vulnerable. She brought her body close to mine, and then she slipped some tongue into my mouth.

Normally, I would have pulled away and jumped back in horror. But over the past couple of days, I’d gone from being an independent man to something more submissive. Now, my instinct was to just let it happen and hope for the best.

She slipped a hand behind my head and pushed more tongue into my mouth. I kissed back, thinking it was expected of me. At least her lips tasted nice, like vanilla, smooth as velvet, warm like apple pie. Our lips smacked together. The silence in that room made our kissing loud. Her hands explored my body.

I let an embarrassing moan slip, and then she smiled, proving that she heard the moan. “Sorry,” I said.

“For what?” she asked in a quiet, hushed voice.

“I—I don’t know,” I said. I think I was apologizing for the moan. Maybe I was apologizing to myself for making my humiliation worse.

We kissed some more. Then I heard the door open and I turned to see Vivian in the doorway. I gasped.

“Oh,” she said. “Hey lovebirds. I see it’s going well in here. I’ll, uh, just leave the drinks here if you want them. The dinner will be ready… by the time you’re done, I’m sure.” Her face was dark red, but mine was probably redder. I felt like I was being caught, even though it was something she set up.

“Stay and watch,” Daria said, gently wiping her lips. “She could use the pointers.”

Vivian blushed and sidled into the corner. “Just pretend like I’m not here,” she whispered.

Then, the kissing resumed. My heart was racing now, knowing there was an audience member. Daria continued to caress me, and then she took my wrist, pulling my hand. I tried to resist for a moment, but I knew it was hopeless, so I let her take my hand down to her lap. She curled my fingers around her cock and then she let go, expecting me to figure out the rest.

I couldn’t believe I was touching a cock that wasn’t my own. At least it wasn’t a man’s cock, if that made any difference… At least it was smooth and at least she smelled like the girliest girl possible. I began to massage the flaccid snake, and I quickly felt it throbbing. She giggled. “That feels good,” she said.

“Stop slouching,” Vivian hushed from the corner. I sat upright. “That’s better.”

Though that was the last pointer I got. After that, she just watched. Maybe she became captivated, or maybe I was doing it how she wanted me doing it. I stroked Daria until she was hard in my hand: a gigantic, thick, heavy erection that was throbbing like it was already ready to burst.

Daria was a small girl but she had no problems pushing me down to me knees in front of her. She had no problems grabbing my head and pulling it between her plump thighs. She used her manicured finger to open up my mouth, then she made me suck her finger before taking her cock and pushing it through my lips. She moaned loudly before I even started sucking.

For a moment, I remembered Darren. I remembered the meek boy she once was. I remembered being a bully, and I couldn’t help but wonder if this was in some way a form of revenge. She had her erection in my mouth and I could taste it: the sweet tinge of pre-cum on the flat of my tongue as I bobbed my head, stroking her length with my lips and tongue. I could feel her throbbing veins. I could feel her foreskin being pulled as far back as it could possibly go.

“Oh yeah,” she moaned, cradling my head with both of her hands, guiding me up and down.

“She’s good at that,” Vivian said from the corner.

“She’s really good,” Daria moaned.

Were they teasing me? Or was it true? I couldn’t decide if I wanted to blush and smile or recoil in humiliation.

“Oh fuck,” Daria groaned. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Now, I had Daria’s cock in my fist. I was pumping her while sucking her fat tip. I don’t know where those skills were coming from, or what was possessing me. Maybe I just wanted to get it all over with.

“Stop,” she said, suddenly grabbing my wrist. I could tell from the redness on her face that I was about to make her cum in my mouth. She wanted more than my mouth, and I was too submissive to put my foot down. She pulled me to my feet by the hands. She sat me down on her lap so that her erection was pressed up against mine…

And I did have an erection, about three inches shorter than her mega-cock. She looked down and grabbed them together, giggling. “I bet you never thought this day would come,” she grinned.

I had no words to reply with. I was shocked into silence.

She grabbed my hips and lifted me up, pulling me forward before setting me down onto her cock. I felt a dull pressure in my ass and realized the same thing that she was now realizing: that I had a plug in my butt. She reached back with her fingers and felt it, giggling. “Getting ready for me?” she asked.

I still had no words. She gripped the plug and pulled it gently. I had to push to make it pop out—and then I felt suddenly empty, gasping loudly. But that emptiness was short-lived. Thanks to the plug, my hole was agape, making penetration easy. She plugged me with her cock, filling me and stretching me and making my lips part as a whimper came out. I stared into her eyes.

Now, I was being penetrated by a cock: a real, live, throbbing cock. Not just Vivian jokingly pushing a dildo into my butt. I froze, but it didn’t matter. She was the dominant one leading the charge and all I could do was take it.

She pushed deeper into me, making my skin turn even more pale. I whimpered again, and then I looked down to see her disappearing cock act. I don’t know why, but for some reason I reached down to feel the five inches of her cock that weren’t inside of me. I felt her hard girth and her swollen veins. I felt it sliding up, slicked by my own saliva. “Oh God,” I moaned.

She grinned. Her hands slid up and down my torso.

Then it began: the pumping. Her shaft slid up and down, and my legs suddenly began to tremble. I gasped, moaned, groaned, whimpered, and went limp, falling into her and resting my face on her shoulder. She wrapped her arms around me and giggled, now fucking my tiny asshole with her gigantic cock.

“Wow!” I heard Vivian say from the edge of the room. “She’s really taking it!”

I felt my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I was expecting humiliation, but that’s not what came. Instead, I was overwhelmed by a pleasant vibrating that was growing stronger and stronger. My anus was pulsing with euphoria, making me moan uncontrollably.

“She likes it too!” Vivian said. Then suddenly, she was behind me, on her knees, watching from inches away as Daria’s cock went in and out of my body. She gasped and giggled. She even put her hand on my bum and gave it a squeeze. “That’s a girl!”

“Don’t stop,” I said, and I don’t know why I said it… I guess because it felt so good, but I knew that the embarrassment was only going to get worse now. I felt the paleness turning into redness. I closed my eyes and put my hands on Daria’s soft feminine body. She kept fucking me.

It felt so, so good. I didn’t want it to stop. My moaning turned into screaming. Daria pulled out and threw me onto the bed, on my stomach. She mounted me quickly and resumed the fucking, now pinning me down while she drove in and out of me, mashing my own erection into Vivian’s bed. Vivian giggled and gasped as she watched, getting close again, apparently fascinated by the cock that was sliding in and out of me. “You have your whole dick in her!” Vivian gasped.

“She’s so tight,” Daria moaned.

“Keep fucking her! She likes it! I knew she would like it!”

And Daria took the command, fucking me harder and harder, until she was starting to scream and I knew what was coming. I looked back with big, frightened eyes. I didn’t want come inside of me… or maybe I did. My head was swirling. I didn’t want the pleasure to end, even though I was pretty sure my cock had been leaking cum for the past few minutes, pooling on Vivian’s mattress.

“Oh God!” Daria screamed, and then I felt it: the hot gushing inside of my body, fluttering and pumping, filling me deep. Daria was ejaculating into my body, and I was taking it. She moaned and groaned and pumped a few times to finish me off before pulling out and wiping her tip on my butt cheek.

Vivian got close to watch as the cum billowed out of me. She giggled some more and said, “That was perfect! Katrina’s going to love it!” She was thrilled by the showing, and I was left with a lot of questions on my mind.

But there was one question that beat all the rest, tormenting me like a pestering demon: did I really enjoy the sex so much that I wanted her to mount me and fuck me again?


CHAPTER 8
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Vivian set the date up, without consulting me first, though the lack of consultation wasn’t a surprise at all. “You’re going to take her to dinner and then a movie, Monday night. And this is your big chance. You need to get her into the bedroom, and you need to impress her with your girly charm. Remember: manly man on the date, girly girl in the bedroom. Today, we’re going to practice your transition speed.”

“Transition speed?” I said, trying to count the days left until Monday… It took a surprisingly long time to conclude that I only had two days.

“Well, once you get her back to your place, you’ll tell her that you have to freshen up in the bathroom. That will give you no more than ten minutes to get dolled up. Right now, it’s taking you more than twice that. So we’ll run some drills. Now, I want to see you in an off-shoulder, mini skirt, with lace lingerie underneath—complete with garter belt. And, of course, wig on, and basic makeup. Ready?”

“All that in ten minutes?” I said, perplexed.

“And go!” Vivian said, now with her phone in her hand. She even had her stopwatch app open and running. So I rushed to get the job done, zipping into the closet to find the outfit that had been assigned. I moved quickly, wriggling into the lingerie, the garter belt, and then the outfit, which took a couple minutes to find. “You only have four minutes left!” Vivian cried, and I hadn’t even started my makeup or hair.

I ran to the bathroom, scrambled to find the supplies. I took the lid off the mascara and noticed my hand was shaking.

“Stop!” Vivian yelled. “That’s a fail. Bend over.”

I bent over and got a firm spanking: ten hard slaps on my tush, making me tense up all over—but the spanking also made me giggle, and my giggling made her giggle. Strangely, we were having fun.

“Okay, this time, I want a pink babydoll under a white short-gown. I want white stilettos and a basic cat-eye look. Ready?”

I nodded my head, even though I wasn’t quite ready.

“And go!” she said. I rushed to the closet. I grabbed the outfit I needed, this time finding it quickly. I wriggled out of the last outfit and into the new one, and then I ran to the bathroom.

“Seven minutes!” Vivian said with a laugh.

I laughed too. I put on the mascara and then I grabbed the eye liner. I carefully made the cat-eye strokes before grabbing the lip gloss and smearing it onto my lips.

I grabbed the wig and put it on, thinking I’d done it.

“And stop!” she said. “Another fail.”

“Another fail?” I said. “But I did it!”

She pointed at my feet. “Where are the stilettos?”

“Damn!” I said in that girly voice that I’d been reluctantly practicing.

“Bend over,” she grinned.

So I bent over and waited. There was a silent. She knew that the anticipation was worse than the actual punishment. Now, she was making it last, making me wait while she worked behind me.

“Any day now,” I said.

Then suddenly, I felt the wet, dull pressure of what was certainly a dildo. I gasped as she jammed it into me, laughing. I looked back with big eyes and she pushed it deep.

“It’s no fun if you just like it,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“Who said I liked it?” I blushed.

“You clearly like it,” she said, now pumping it slowly in and out of me.

And then I let out a small whimper, letting my body relax. She giggled and kept pumping it. Now, I was looking into her eyes and she was looking into mine. She kept pumping. I carefully rolled onto my back. She crawled up onto me, laying down on me while still reaching down to sodomize me. Her lips found my lips, and suddenly I was kissing my friend’s little sister.

The room became silent between our smacking lips. Her tongue moved in a wild, gypsy sort of way. She pushed the dildo deep into me and then she used her other hand to find my cock under my dress and lingerie. “You’re hard,” she said softly.

“Yeah,” I admitted.

She gripped it and began to pump it, now sitting up to look down at my lap, seeing my erection, seeing the dildo pushed into my bum. I stared at her big, glistening, captivated eyes.

She let out a small sound, like a cute cat’s purr. “Katrina’s going to love how submissive you are,” she said. “It’s amazing how far you’ve come, so quickly.”

I nodded my head.

She kept pumping me: my shaft and my ass. She stared with those massive, glowing eyes.

Then, she pulled the cock out from my ass. She brought the tip to my lips. “Open,” she ordered, so I opened my mouth. She made me suck the dildo that had been inside of me. She pushed it deep into my throat. She pumped my face for a moment before putting it back into my bum.

Her body seemed to be tense with excitement and anticipation. Her big eyes became bigger. Her hands were seemingly trembling. She suddenly jumped to her feet. “Just wait,” she gasped, and then she ran to her closet. In a moment, she was back with a strap-on, which she was fumbling to get around her hips. The dildo part was big, almost as big as Daria. She was shaking all over.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she whispered.

She got onto the bed, between my legs. She lifted my legs into the air, putting me into a birthing position. I giggled, blushing all over. I couldn’t imagine it was a terribly flattering angle, but she still had those stars in her eyes. She tilted that long cock down to my asshole and she began to push in.

“It’s big,” I moaned.

She didn’t answer. She kept pushing until she penetrated me, making me take a sharp breath in. She pushed deep. Her face was as red as a Canadian flag. She bit down on her bottom lip and pushed even deeper. “Oh my God,” I moaned. I reached out and grabbed her waist. I pulled her in close to me, and then she folded over me, pushing her lips against mine.

Now, we were kissing again, locked into a passionate embrace. She thrusted slowly, romantically—not quite like the porn-themed fucking Daria gave me the day before. This was different… better somehow. My heart was pounding harder, and my skin was tingling in a way it had never tingled before. I felt something…

Vivian looked into my eyes and I looked into hers. We both froze for a moment, coming to the same realization. Could it be true? Was this just a curious moment—a lapse of judgement? Or was there more to this embrace?

She kept pumping me as our lips locked again. I pushed my tongue into her mouth and she dug her nails into my skin. I reached up and squeezed her breasts hard, making her moan.

It wasn’t sex that would end up on some adult movie. It wasn’t going to be featured on PornHub, and probably not on some softcore erotica website either. But it was something I hadn’t experienced before: passionate. I felt like I was connected to Vivian in a way I’d never been connected with a person before. I loved the way that she held me and gripped me. I loved the feeling of our lips together. I was close to her—as close as I could be, and I wanted to stay close to her. I could feel her heat, her energy. I loved the soft tickle of her breath on my skin.

I came on my own stomach. A large pool of cum formed at my navel before billowing off in every direction, trickling down my skin before she rubbed herself against me, spreading that seed all over. I’m not sure how, but she had her orgasm too. I never stimulated her clit in any way, but she got off, maybe just from dominating me; maybe that’s all she needed.

She pulled out, rubbed the dildo in my cum, and then she pushed back into me: her own little way of ‘coming’ inside of me. It felt funny: warm but pleasant. I moaned and then we kissed for a while longer.

Until the silence returned to the room.

She leaned back and looked into my eyes. “We should get back to work,” she said. “That date will be here before we know it.”

Embarrassed, she jumped off the bed and rushed away, to the bathroom, where she stayed for the next ten minutes, making me think I’d done something wrong.

The rest of that afternoon was awkward. Vivian was silent, with a pale, guilty look on her face. She wouldn’t look into my eyes, and I couldn’t think of anything to say. The rest of the session was cut short, and then she said, “I actually have a bunch of homework to do tomorrow, so I won’t be able to meet with you—not until after your date with Katrina.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

She made a small smile. “Good luck with her.”

“Thanks,” I said softly. And then she turned me away, out of her house, leaving me with that horrible feeling that I’d done something wrong. I’d ruined what could have been a good thing. And just what was that good thing that I ruined?


CHAPTER 9
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The date came slowly: another pair of sleepless nights. I got a text from Katrina: the first text I’d ever gotten from her. “Hey Jake, this is Katrina! Looking forward to seeing you tomorrow.”

It took a while before I was able to reply. I couldn’t believe I was actually going on a date with her. It was even harder to believe that I actually had a chance with her. I’d never talked to my guy friends about ‘hot girls’ without her name coming up. She was the hottest, most sought-after girl in our school—maybe even in our town. My friends would have looked at me like a god. And all I had to do—according to Vivian—was impress her in the bedroom with my girly charm.

I had no idea if I would do it, but I felt strangely confident. I knew that I could turn the girliness on fairly naturally. I even impressed Daria, who had been a girl for half a decade. I knew I looked good in lingerie and makeup.

But did I really want Katrina? Did I really want her to be my girlfriend?

I thought about her ex. I knew that Vivian was right about my window: it was closing fast. This date was my one chance to squeeze in. I could woo her and then she would forget all about rekindling the flame with her ex… But did I really want that? Would I regret passing up on the opportunity?

Mario found out that I was going on a date with Katrina. “How much did you have to pay her?” he asked with a chuckle. “But seriously though—why would she want to date a shrimp like you?”

“Beats me,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

He was jealous of me, looking up to me strangely, like I’d never seen him before. Other guys kept looking at me with grins of approval. Word had spread fast. “Good luck tonight, buddy,” said one guy. “Go get her, king,” said another.

I felt good. I liked the approval from my peers—but it just didn’t feel right. I couldn’t muster up the excitement that should have been there.

I couldn’t stop thinking about Vivian. I couldn’t stop thinking about the sex we had: the kissing, the embrace, the romantic twenty minutes that we had together. I knew that I would never forget that strange moment.

My date was at 7:00 PM. It was 6:00 PM when I was in my bedroom, with the door closed. I took off my clothes and put on the lingerie: tight white lace, with a garter belt and tall white stockings. Then I put my regular clothes back on. Being dressed underneath would save me some time.

“I’ll be five minutes late,” Katrina messaged. “I’m stuck in traffic.”

“No worries,” I said. I was supposed to pick her up from her house to take her to the restaurant.

I took a deep breath. I slipped some borrowed supplies into my backpack: lipstick, eye liner, mascara, blush, and a little pallet of eye shadows. My heart skipped a beat. I felt sick. I felt like I was doing something that someone else wanted to do, and it didn’t feel right. I felt like I’d stolen some little kid’s Make-A-Wish, and now I was at Disneyland even though I didn’t care for rides or theme parks or cartoons. Why was I doing this?

I checked my watch. It was time to go.

I got into my car and I went to her house. I knocked on the door and waited, heart pounding. I knew that I was possibly making a big mistake, but I knew I had to follow my heart. I had to follow my impulses, even if they were totally wrong.

She opened the door. “Jake?” she said, staring into my eyes.

“Hi Vivian,” I smiled.

“You’re supposed to be at Katrina’s house right now,” she said.

I looked at my feet. “I don’t really want to see Katrina right now.”

“Why not? Go over there!”

“She’s running late,” I said. “I actually still have five minutes.”

“Oh,” Vivian said with a sigh. “Well what do you need? Are you looking for a motivational speech or something? You have everything you need in your bag there?”

“I’m not going to take Katrina out,” I said. “I’m not interested in Katrina.”

“What?” she gasped. “But—But you’re the perfect guy for her. We made you into exactly what she wants.”

“But I don’t want her,” I said.

“What’s wrong with you?” she asked, now with parted lips.

“I want you,” I said.

Vivian was shocked into a silence. “But—But you can have Katrina… You can be with the Katrina.”

“But I don’t want Katrina. I want you.”

“You’ve lost your mind.”

“Maybe,” I said. “So be it. Want to get dinner with me?”

“You’ve seriously lost it, Jake,” she said.

“That’s fine,” I laughed. “Let’s go to dinner.”

She hesitated for a moment, pale in the face. She stuttered and then she said. “I don’t date boys.” She cleared her throat and looked around, red-faced and embarrassed.

“Should I get changed then?” I grinned, taking my bag off of my back.

Now her face was dark red. She smiled and then she pressed her lips firmly together. She cleared her throat. “If, uh, you want to get changed and take me out, I suppose I wouldn’t say no.”

“Can I use your bedroom?” I asked.

She giggled and I giggled too. Then, Katrina emerged from her house and waved. “Hey Jake! I’m almost ready! I just have to do my makeup really quickly!”

I felt embarrassed rejecting her. She was a nice girl, but I really didn’t want to waste her time. “Sorry, Katrina,” I said. “I have to bail on tonight.” I didn’t feel too bad, seeing as she wasn’t even dressed up yet. I don’t think I wasted too much of her time. A few days later, she reconnected with her ex and changed her profile photo online to a shot of them kissing, so there’s a good chance that I never actually had a shot anyway.

But that night, I went out with Vivian. I had an amazing night with Vivian: an unforgettable dinner filled with laughter and rich conversation. We actually had a lot in common, and she had a knack for making me feel comfortable, even though I was out in public wearing her clothes and makeup. Nobody seemed to care… and I wouldn’t have cared if they did care, because Vivian liked it.

“I’m worried you’re going to regret turning down Katrina,” she said to me at the end of the night.

“I would have regretted not taking you out,” I said.

“You’re crazy… at least you’re cute.”

I laughed. Then I blushed. “I still have that thing in my bag… The thing I got from Katrina’s bedroom.”

Vivian turned dark red. “My place should be quiet right now.” She took me by the hand. We shared a kiss before we got into my car.

THE END
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Pat can’t wait to start his garden. This year, he’s starting early. He just needs that growing light that he ordered online. The delivery comes one afternoon, but there’s no light in the box. Instead, there’s nine-inch and very lifelike toy, complete with a suction-cup base and bulging veins. He didn’t order the thing, and the store tells him on the phone that they can’t take it back.

He can’t simply throw the thing away. There’s an old lady who goes through his trash twice a day, trying to find valuables and cans. So he hides the toy away in a closet until his next planned run to the local landfill. But before that day comes, another package comes: another delivery that he didn’t order, and another delivery that the company can’t take back.

And then another package comes… And another…

He hates the idea of letting all the stuff go to into the trash, unused. So one bored night, he decides to give it some use, just so it’s not a complete waste.
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On Thursday, a box came in the mail. I was excited when I got the notification, letting me know I could go to my community mailbox to pick it up. Then I was less excited when I saw that the box wasn’t very big at all: smaller than a shoebox.

I’d been expecting that growing light for a long time, so I could start my little vegetable garden inside while it was still cold out. I lived in a cold area that didn’t get a ton of sunlight, and I’d always fantasized about being a gardener. It’s not like I wanted to become some professional green thumb, but it would have been nice to grow a tomato or two, and maybe a cucumber. The year before, I started too late and the plants were all killed by frost before the vegetables were even mature enough to harvest.

Now, it seemed too late to order a new growing light. It was already mid-February and in the three weeks it would take for them to ship the light, the true gardeners of my area would already have sprouted plants. I was going to have to make do with the small light this year. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe it wasn’t as small as the box suggested. Maybe it just needed to be assembled into something larger.

There was one other thing that could have been in that box: the collection of exotic vegetable seeds that I’d ordered a whole month earlier—but that wasn’t due to arrive for another week or two. I paid a lot of money for those special seeds: vegetables that couldn’t easily be found where I lived. Many of those veggies were common in Chinese cuisine, and I loved making Chinese food. In fact, those seeds were so important, that I placed the order along with a special request to the delivery driver: ‘DO NOT LEAVE PACKAGE ON DOOR STEP OR IN MAIL BOX! IF NOBODY ANSWERS THE DOOR, PLEASE ENTER THROUGH UNLOCKED BACK DOOR AND LEAVE PACKAGE ON TABLE!’ Those seeds couldn’t get wet, or they were ruined. Some of them apparently couldn’t even reach freezing temperatures. I wasn’t willing to screw around with those seeds. I paid too much to lose them foolishly.

I took the box home and put it on my counter, and that’s where it stayed for the next couple of days while I got my assets in order. I had to drag the folding table out from shed. I had to find an extension cable in my basement. I had to source some egg cartons to use as seed-starting trays. There was a bit of work that needed to be done before I could go ahead and plant. But finally, after a few days, I got a nice little station set up. I put the soil into the cartons. I made a schematic of which seeds would be where. I set the whole thing up next to a window, so I could soak up as much natural light as possible, to take some strain off of my new growing light. Then, I opened up the box for my new growing light, and then I gasped at the sight of it.

There must have been some mistake at the Amazon warehouse. That package wasn’t meant to get to me, which made me think that my growing light was now at someone else’s house. In that small box was a dildo: flesh-toned and frighteningly realistic. For a moment, when I first opened the box, I thought that I was in the movie Se7en, seeing some severed appendage sent to me by some maniac serial killer. Then I realized it was a silicone toy, for women to pleasure themselves with.

I lifted it out of the box, giggling despite my disappointment. At least it would make a funny story. I held it by the silicone ball sack and gave it a little shake, watching it wiggle. It was surprisingly heavy, with a fat tip that made me feel a bit lousy about my own member. The toy was about nine inches long. Is this what girls wanted? Maybe that’s why I was still single…

I put the toy back into the box and I spent the next twenty minutes trying to figure out what number to call, to get all of this sorted out. My growing light was still out there somewhere, and it probably wasn’t so small after all. It took ten minutes to get an employee on the phone. “Are you sure you haven’t received the product? It’s marked in our system as delivered,” said the woman on the phone.

“I didn’t get it,” I said. “I got something else—something I didn’t order.”

“Are you sure it’s not what you ordered?”

“I didn’t order this! I ordered a growing light—for plants. I have the whole area set up, but I’m not going to plant anything until I get that light.”

“Right,” she says. “So wait—what did you get? Because it says here that the growing light was delivered. Are you sure you didn’t get a growing light?”

“This isn’t a growing light,” I said, eyeing the box, which currently contained that hefty dildo.

“What is it?” she asked.

I blushed all over, though I’m not sure why. It’s not like I was admitting to her that I ordered it, or that I wanted it, or that I used it. “It’s, uh… a toy… for adults.”

“Can you be more specific?” she asked.

“Does it matter?”

“Is it similar to a growing light?” she asked, sounding terribly naïve.

“No,” I said. “It’s for women to, uh, pleasure themselves with.”

There was a silence. Then I heard her giggle. I heard someone else in the room with her giggling. She cleared her throat and said, “I’m sorry, sir. We will change the delivery status in our system and we’ll notify the seller, so you can receive the proper product.” She kept giggling as she spoke, making me blush even more.

“Do I just return this in the box it came in?” I asked.

There was another long silence. “We, uh, can’t accept that as a return. We have policies.”

“I haven’t used it,” I said.

“It’s just the policy, whether you used it or not,” she said.

“But just to be clear, I haven’t used it.”

“But there’s no way for us to know that,” she said.

“I’m not arguing with you! I’m just making sure you understand that I haven’t used it…” I felt myself sweating now. This conversation was terribly embarrassing and I was ready for it to be over with. “So what am I supposed to do with it?”

“Whatever you want,” she said. “We can’t accept it as a return.”

I eyed it again. I hated the idea of putting it in the garbage. There was an old lady who always came down the road, snooping through garbage bins, trying to find old cans and stuff she could pawn for a few bucks. Once she came to my door with a dime that she found in an old pair of ripped jeans I’d thrown out. Apparently, she felt guilty keeping it. I let her keep it of course… But I couldn’t let her find a dildo! I would have to throw it out in someone else’s bin—but that would be mean, because then the old lady would find it in their bin… So maybe I needed to drive it down to a city bin and throw it out when nobody was looking. Oh gosh, what an embarrassing conundrum. Maybe I just needed to light a fire outside and burn it: melt it into nothingness so that there was no evidence that it was ever in my house.

I opened that box and peeked at it again. “So when will I get that growing light?” I asked the lady on the phone as I picked that silly toy up again, letting it wobble in my hand.

“That depends on when the seller can ship it, but it will be upgraded to priority in our system.”

“Okay. Thank you,” I said before hanging up the phone.

I was going to deal with the toy, but later. Now, I had other things to do, like work. I had about forty emails I still had to answer. So I put the dildo into its box and then I pushed it into the corner on the kitchen counter. That’s where it stayed for a while, because I forgot about it.

And I forgot about it for a whole week, until something else came in the mail that I never ordered: a leopard print bikini. “What the hell is going on!?” I said as I held the outfit up in my kitchen. I was starting to feel like someone was playing a prank on me. The outfit was soft in my hands, and clearly made of high-quality fabrics. I checked the shipping label and saw my address on it, but there was another name—someone named N. Crescent. Apparently, I was getting someone else’s stuff. I went to that dildo box on the counter and saw that it also had that N. Crescent name on it. Maybe this N. Crescent girl lived close by. Maybe she was a new neighbor. I thought about looking her up, maybe finding her actual address, so I could send the unused items to her—but I didn’t want to embarrass her.

Maybe I could pretend like I never opened the packages. I could easily tape the dildo box shut, but the plastic bag that I tore to get the bikini out would be less easy.

But the girl ordered the stuff and was probably wondering why it wasn’t coming.

I tried to find out if there were any Crescents in my neighborhood, but I couldn’t find anyone. Maybe she wasn’t too public with her information. “Shit,” I said. I just wanted the stuff out of my house, but I hated the thought of just throwing away stuff that someone paid good money for. What was I going to do?
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Iwent for a walk the next afternoon, heading down the street. I didn’t walk around the neighborhood much, unless I was walking to the bus stop. I’d lived on that street for five years, and I was seeing houses I’d never even noticed before: large, renovated mansions that seemed so out of place. How had I never noticed those before?

I guess I never shook my routine up much. I always went to the same bar, shopped at the same grocery store, ate at the same three restaurants, and caught the bus at the same stop. Once I was on the bus, I always did the same thing, burying my face in my phone to avoid awkward eye-contact with other people, checking my emails so that I would have slightly less to do once at the office. My friends lived across town. I drove to their places on the same main highways. Why would I ever veer down the side streets of my own neighborhood?

I went up to a door and knocked. I was only three houses down from my own house. The woman who answered eyed me nervously. “What?” she said bluntly, certainly under the assumption that I was selling something.

“I, uh, live a few houses down from you—in that house just over there,” I said. I vaguely recognized the woman. I’d seen her going from her front door to her car many times before. I was a bit surprised that I wasn’t at all recognizable, though I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised. In five years, I’d probably only been out on that street five times. I usually left out the back door and took the alley to my bus stop, and my car was parked on the back parking pad. “I’m wondering if you know anyone by the name of N. Crescent.”

“N. Crescent?” she said. “What kind of name is N. Crescent?”

“I don’t know. I think the N probably stands for something, like Nancy. But, uh—I’ll take it you don’t know her. Thanks anyway.”

I started walking away, off to ask the next neighbor. I knocked and waited, but nobody answered, even though I could see someone watching TV through the sheer curtain.

I was quickly learning that we didn’t live in the friendliest neighborhood.

I asked an old woman the same question, two houses later. “N. Crescent?” she said.

“First name starting with an N, last name Crescent. I got a couple of her packages and I was hoping I could just pass them off to her.”

“Why not take them to the post and mark them as ‘return to sender’?”

I shook my head. “They’re through Amazon—it’s not that simple. Anyway—I’ll take it you don’t know her.” I smiled and nodded my head before backing off of her step.

“Maybe it’s the new girl,” she said suddenly.

I paused and looked back at her. “New girl?” I asked.

She nodded her head slowly. “Yeah,” she said. She pointed at a small bungalow, two doors down from me and across the road. “The girl in that house there. She moved in a couple of weeks ago. Cute little thing, about your age.”

“Oh,” I said. “Okay. I guess I’ll go and ask her.”

The bungalow was maybe the smallest house on the street, in dire need of a renovation. The paint was peeling and the weeds were badly overgrown. There was an old toilet sitting on the lawn like some sort of terrible lawn ornament. And there was a smell—an awful smell! I covered my nose and winced my face away. “My God,” I said. I couldn’t imagine a young woman living in the house—especially a ‘cute little thing’ as my older neighbor described her.

Reluctantly, I approached the door. I rang the bell and waited. I tapped my foot and then I thought about leaving, and then the door suddenly opened.

The girl who answered was indeed a cute little thing: not very tall, quite skinny, with medium-length hair that appeared to have been freshly bleached. Her cheeks were rosy and she was— “You’re naked!” I said, looking away quickly, feeling my face flushing with embarrassment.

She looked down suddenly, as if she hadn’t even noticed that she was naked. “Oh,” she said, covering herself. “I’m sorry. I forgot I took my clothes off. But I’m not naked. I’ve got this rubber apron on.” She gave the yellow apron a tug. It was the only thing covered her breasts and pussy. Her hair was tied back and she had long yellow gloves covering her hands. She smelled absolutely terrible.

“I’m your neighbor,” I said after clearing my throat, trying not to look down at her mostly-naked body.

“Oh,” she said, biting her lip. “I know why you’re here. The toilet. The other guy was just over here to complain about it. Please don’t call the city. I’m working on getting rid of it. I know it’s ugly and I know it smells really bad. I just moved in a couple of weeks ago. Long story short, there was a toilet in the basement that’s now on my front lawn. The lady who lived here before me… well, I don’t think she ever cleaned in in the forty years she lived here. It’s really gross—I know. Believe me—I had to pull it out. But I couldn’t pull it out when I moved in. See, I came from out of province and I had to quarantine for two weeks, and I didn’t have any tools. I was only able to get to the store this morning. So for the past two weeks, that basement bathroom has just been blocked off with some old tarps that I had. I promise I’m going to get rid of it as soon as I can get someone here to pick it up. You don’t have a truck I can borrow, do you?”

I took a moment to process her rambling. It was hard to focus on what she was saying, partly because of that rancid smell, and partly because she had beautiful, stunning eyes that I just couldn’t look away from.

“Are you okay, sir?” she asked.

“I’m fine,” I said, feeling my skin turning red. “I’m not here to complain about the toilet—though you really should get rid of it. I just…”

“Just what?” she asked. Her eyes widened.

“Uh… I was wondering if your name is N. Crescent,” I said.

She was staring into my eyes. She looked a bit confused, or maybe perplexed, or maybe intrigued. I couldn’t help but think that I was the naked one, based on the way she was now staring at me. I had to look down to ensure that there wasn’t some bug crawling on me. “N. Crescent?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“No,” she said. “Why?” She had a pale sort of look on her face, and I couldn’t help but think that she was indeed the mysterious N. Crescent, but maybe she thought I was about to serve her or hand her some sort of fine.

“Oh,” I said. “I just got some packages for an N. Crescent by mistake”

“Why don’t you just take them to the post and return them to sender?”

I smiled and explained why I couldn’t do that, trying to be vague about what the packages were. If she was indeed N. Crescent, I didn’t want to embarrass her. I didn’t want her knowing that her new neighbor knew about her kinks… if she was indeed N. Crescent. So I decided to say, “I haven’t even opened the packages. They’re just sitting by my front door—in case you come across anyone named N. Crescent.”

She smiled. “Okay. I’ll be sure to ask around,” she said.

“My name is Pat,” I said, perking up.

“Hi Pat,” she giggled. “I’m Nikki.”

“Nikki Crescent?” I asked, and then I saw her face turn a shade of crimson for a quick moment before I laughed it off.

And it took her a moment to realize I was joking. She shook her head. “Nikki Clarkson,” she said.

A silence overwhelmed the conversation. I stared at her and realized that I was overstaying my welcome. She clearly had a lot to deal with—and now, there was water seeping around her feet, pouring in from behind her. She didn’t notice so I pointed it out. “Something might be leaking in your house.”

She gasped and looked back, showing me her naked backside. She turned back around to me with a wide-eyed look. “I have to go. It was nice meeting you!” she said, apparently unaware that she just gave me a view of her naked ass. She slipped into her house and closed the door, leaving me no further ahead than I was before.

But now I had a hunch. I had a feeling those packages were meant for her—though I had no way of being sure, unless I was prepared to snoop through her trash to find some old bank statement with her name on it. I wasn’t that desperate to keep those packages from going to waste. Sure, I hated the idea of the stuff just being thrown in the trash unceremoniously—maybe it was the hoarder in her. My mom was a literal hoarder; our home growing up was very similar to the back room of a Value Village. She would bring home everything: every little statuette and every little knick-knack. It would be put into a pile and never seen again. I inherited a bit of that. I still had birthday cards from my eighteenth birthday—afraid to toss them because someone sent them to me and it just didn’t seem right to throw away a gift…

I went back to my house and looked at the two packages by my front door. I sighed and took the packages to my hallway closet. That’s where the stuff stayed for the next week.

Then came a third package.
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This time, I got two things: a makeup kit and a pack of fishnet stockings. The delivery had that name on it: N. Crescent. It was a big kit. I went online to look it up, and saw that it was a three-hundred-dollar kit. “Shit,” I said. I really couldn’t throw this out. I called Amazon and had a familiar conversation. “We can’t accept returns on cosmetics, but we can notify the seller that the package was received at the wrong address.”

“Can you have this person’s address updated in your system? I keep getting her stuff.”

“I don’t have a way of doing that on my end. I can have your contact info updated if you’d like.”

I groaned. Why would I want that? “Thanks anyway,” I said before hanging up. Now, I had about four-hundred bucks worth of stuff in a pile in my closet. Unless I could find this N. Crescent person (and I still suspected N. Crescent was the petite blonde in the smelly bungalow), it was going to end up inevitably in the trash.

And I was close to tossing it all, because I needed the closet space for towels and linens. I really couldn’t have a growing pile of stuff in my closet. My house was small. I even grabbed a garbage bag and was about to stuff everything into the bag—and then I heard the knock at the door. I should have been faster to rush the door—but I was slow and missed the delivery driver. The box was sitting on my step, and there was that name again: N. Crescent.

I brought it inside and didn’t even open it. I tried calling Amazon. “I don’t know what it is. I haven’t opened it. I don’t want it to be deemed unreturnable.”

“Sir, I need you to open the box and see the contents, so we can determine whether or not it can be returned.”

“But if I open it, you’ll end up saying it can’t be returned because it’s been opened.”

“Most things can be returned,” she said.

“Not in my experience!” I said, almost letting out a loud groan of frustration. This whole process just seemed so wasteful.

“Even if it’s opened, we can accept most returns. We will send the buyer a new, unopened product.”

“What?” I said, scratching my head. “But if I open it, how will you send an unopened product?”

I felt like I was dealing with a prankster, and I was the one being pranked. Maybe this was going to end up on YouTube: ‘Man hilariously confused by customer service prank’.

“We return the opened product to the seller.”

“And what do they do with it?”

“That’s up to them,” she said. “But usually it’s written off as a loss on taxes.”

“And then what?” I said.

“Some sell the opened product at a discount to discount-sellers and used goods stores. Some throw it away. It’s not up to us.”

“But that’s so wasteful!” I said.

“I’m sorry, sir, but it’s the best we can do. Often—and I’m not really supposed to be saying this—we just suggest to people that they keep the mistaken delivery. It saves the product from being thrown out, and the buyer will still get a new product from the seller once they notify Amazon that the delivery wasn’t received. That’s how I got my deep fryer. It was just dropped off mistakenly. Have you ever had homemade fries? They’re so much better than what you can get in the freezer isle?”

I rolled my eyes. I hadn’t opened the box yet, but I knew it wasn’t going to be something I could use.

“Thanks anyway,” I said, and I hung up the phone. I put the box in the closet with the other stuff. It stayed there until that night, and then the curiosity got the better of me. I don’t know why I cared, but I really wanted to see what was in that box. It wasn’t for me and I knew it wasn’t going to be something I could use—but I was dying to know what it was.

I found myself with the box in my hands. I looked down at the package. Maybe it was the hoarder in me. The lady on the phone said I could just keep it and the buyer would get theirs eventually. Maybe this wasn’t just some dildo or some makeup. Maybe this was something useful. Maybe this N. Crescent girl was into dildos and gardening. Maybe she’d ordered her own growing light—though this seemed far too light to be a growing light. Maybe it was a box full of seeds. Maybe it was some electronic device. Maybe it was something I could send to my mother for her sixtieth birthday.

I opened the box quickly, feeling strangely like a kid on Christmas. I reached in and pulled out…

A wig.

“Oh,” I said, feeling that excitement quickly puttering away. It was a long dusty brown wig, with curtain bangs and bright highlights. It felt soft, like real human hair. I felt weird holding it up. Now that it was out of the box, I had a feeling it was unreturnable. If I was in the market for a wig, I certainly wouldn’t want one that had been handled by a stranger in his own home. What if the guy put it on? What if he got his sweat and skin cells all over it? What if some woman wore it while being fucked by some dude, and he pulled out and came in her hair? Maybe that was a bit extreme—but that’s why they didn’t take lingerie back, so was it really so unrealistic?

Knowing the wig was now mine—and my problem—I took it to my bathroom. Just out of curiosity, I put the wig onto my head. I guess I just thought it would be funny. I’d never put on a wig before. I’d never had hair longer than two inches before. I just did it for a laugh, to see how ridiculous I would look…

But I didn’t end up laughing. Instead, the sight filled me with a curious dread. Maybe it was because I’d just shaved my face a few hours earlier… I looked like a chick with the wig on.

I stared at myself for a couple of minutes. I was suddenly remembering an embarrassing day in high school, when the substitute gym teacher grabbed me from behind at the end of class as I was walking into the boys’ changing room. “Girls room is that way, girly,” she said. Then I turned around and stared at her as my friends began laughing their asses off. To make the moment worse, it took her a good five seconds to realize that I wasn’t a girl.

“Oh,” she said. “I’m sorry. My mistake. From behind you just…” She turned to scold my laughing friends. I never understood why she thought I was a girl. It never happened again. I didn’t even have long hair. Sure, I was skinny; I’d always been skinny. Maybe I didn’t have the manliest frame. But nobody had ever mistaken me for a girl before—or since.

Now, I had a new curiosity in my head. I slipped out from my shirt and jeans, getting naked completely. I looked at myself in the mirror again. This time, I used my arm to cover my chest, like a girl covering her breasts. I made my frame small by relaxing my shoulders down and popping my hip out to the side. My heart skipped a beat.

I was suddenly very aware of every window in my house. I took the wig off, got my clothes back on, and zipped over to every window, closing my blinds with a pounding heart. I also turned off every light, except for the bathroom light. Then I returned to that wig, removed my clothes, and put the thing back on my head.

Why was my heart racing so fast?

Why was I putting that thing on again?

Why couldn’t I look away from myself?

My curiosity wasn’t satisfied. Instead, it was stronger than ever. Now, I was digging that bikini out from the closet. I took it out from the plastic wrap and wriggled into it. It was a surprisingly fine fit, and the top actually had pads built in, to give me a bust. It was almost like the bikini was designed for girls with no tits—or maybe it was for boys who liked to dress up like girls.

My heart froze for a moment. Maybe N. Crescent wasn’t a girl. Maybe that little blonde wasn’t the one who ordered that stuff. I suddenly thought of the guy who lived two doors down, on the right. He was a young guy, always well-dressed, always clean-shaven. He had a small frame. In fact, when I first saw him from behind, I thought he was a girl. Was this his stuff? Did he like getting dressed up?

I looked down at my crotch. Those little bottoms kept my cock and balls in, but barely. The bulge was impossible to hide, and the outfit didn’t hide my pubic hair, which now looked to be in desperate need of some manscaping. Maybe this was an opportunity to do it. I’d been meaning to clean myself up down there for a while.

I took the bottoms off and got to work. I shaved around my cock, around my balls, between my thighs. For the first time ever, I even got right between my butt cheeks. Then, I started getting a bit carried away. I went down with the razor, getting my thighs. Then I went a bit further, just to see what it would look like. I’d not sure where that curiosity was coming from. I shaved down to my knees—but now I just looked silly. Now, I knew I had to do away with the rest of the hair, or I would look ridiculous in shorts. At least with all the hair gone, I could tell people that I shaved because I had fleas in my house or something…

Twenty minutes later, I was hairless from the chest down—and I never really had chest hair to begin with. And now, with that leopard bikini back up, I looked even more like a girl.

My heart was pounding again. What was I doing? Why was I still wearing that wig? Why did I have all the blinds shut, as if I was up to no good?

I think the adrenaline was to blame. It would have been a boring night, but instead I had that excitement to keep things lively. It’s not like I enjoyed dressing up like a girl. It’s not like I was getting any sexual satisfaction out of it. It was just… a thrill. And maybe it was nice to think that stuff wasn’t necessarily going to waste. If I threw it out now, I could at least tell myself that it was good for a bit of excitement.

I was about to put the wig and bikini away, and then I eyed that makeup kit.

I’d never used makeup before. It wasn’t something I ever thought about. But now, I was curious. I already had the wig on. I already had the bikini on. What was one more thing?

I took out some supplies. I had no idea what I was doing, but it seemed relatively straight forward. I started with the concealer, rubbing it all over my face. I liked the way it hid my blemishes. Maybe I needed to start using it more often. I giggled and blushed.

Then I picked out the eyeliner pen. I’d seen girls with eyeliner on before, so I had a good idea of where to draw it. It was hard, especially with my trembling hands. But I got it on and moved onto the eye shadow pallet.

I started with something subtle: a light pink color on my eyelids. Again, it was something I’d seen on girls before. I thought girls always looked cute with pink eyeshadow, so it seemed like a simple go-to. Next, I blended in some blue on the edges of my eyes, turning the shadow into a pleasant gradient. I felt strangely creative, and strangely proud of the nice gradient I’d made with the shadow. So I moved onto mascara, which was easy enough—rolling it on my lashes and making my eyes pop even more.

Then came the lip gloss. The box had three options, so I went with the closest pink to what I had on my eyelids. It was extra-glossy, wet-looking. It went on smooth, and made my lips look plump.

So I moved onto the blush. I brushed a bit onto my cheekbones.

Then I dug around in that box. I had no idea what a lot of that stuff was, but I did some experimenting. I found something called ‘highlight’, which I brushed around my eyes, on my cheekbones, and a bit on my forehead. Maybe I got a bit carried away with it… But it looked cute.

Next, I pulled up the fishnet stockings. They fit my legs perfectly, hugging my skin so comfortably. It wasn’t a feeling I was used to, but there was something… pleasant about it. And there was something satisfying about the way the fishnets made my legs look, kind of like I was looking down at a nice pair of women’s legs. I’d always been a bit of a legs guy. Apparently, I had some decent legs as well.

I giggled again, stepping back to see the full transformation.

But that excitement suddenly turned into a dread when I saw myself. I actually looked like a girl, and that just wasn’t right. This was no longer funny. I wasn’t supposed to look like a real girl. No man wants to look like a girl.

Instead of wiping it all off, I found myself posing: accentuating my curves as I leaned from side to side and turned to check my profile. That dread was strong, but it wasn’t strong enough to make me stop. My hands were really trembling now—but why? Why was I afraid? My doors were locked and my blinds were shut. Nobody was ever going to know about this…

But I would know about it.

What difference did it make? It’s not like I was about to start dressing up and going out. It’s not like I was about to come out to my family as trans. It was just a silly hour to satisfy a tingling curiosity. I was just making sure that stuff didn’t completely go to waste.

That’s when I eyed that other box: the one thing that hadn’t gotten any use.

“No,” I said suddenly. I swear my heart stopped beating for a moment as the idea entered my head. “No—I won’t do it.”

But I kept looking at the box.

What if this stuff was bought by a man? What if some guy had ordered the outfit so he could dress up like a girl? Did that mean he ordered the dildo so he could fuck himself in the ass? Of course I knew that many men liked that kind of thing. Not me—I’d never once fantasized about getting a dick in the ass… But, like any man, I’d wondered about it. I’d heard that it could feel good. In fact, I’d heard it could be the best orgasm a man could feel. It’s not like that was secret knowledge; it was announced in every Cosmopolitan magazine since 1965.

But I’d never done anything like that before. I just assumed it would hurt, or that it would fuck up my insides permanently. I didn’t want to mess anything up down there. Everything worked perfectly fine and I didn’t need to be messing with it…

So why was that curiosity still growing inside of me?

I went to the box and took the dildo out. My heart plunged into the pit of my stomach. I looked at myself in the mirror, seeing that female version of myself with that cock in her hand. I was suddenly overwhelmed with the urge to put on a little show for myself, getting into that female character, using my gently fist to stroke the long cock as I stared into my own eyes. I was doing a good job seducing myself. I even got myself a bit hard.

What did I have to lose?

I did a quick search on my laptop, making sure I was using the ‘private browsing’ feature so it wouldn’t end up in my search history. “Can I ruin my body with a dildo?” The internet seemed to think that it was perfectly safe and perfectly enjoyable.

I didn’t want to have a dick in my ass… but I did want to see the pretty girl in the mirror fooling around with one. I licked the toy, watching myself. I felt so taboo, but that just made that excitement stronger. I licked the whole length of the toy. I brought the tip to my lips. I pressed my lips around it and ran my tongue in circles around that little silicone hole. Then I plunged my head down, pushing that cock along my tongue. I kept watching myself, heart pounding.

Then I pulled the toy out from my mouth and rubbed it between my breasts. I let a small moan slip. I looked down and saw that I was fully erect now, bursting out from my bikini bottoms. I blushed all over.

I decided then that I just had to get this out of my system, so I could put that stuff in the trash, consider it not wasted, and move on with my life.

I used my fingertips to pick my bikini bottoms out from my ass crack. I turned around so I could see my backside in the mirror. Then, I pressed that cock tip against my asshole. “Oh God…” I muttered. I twisted the cock, feeling that big tip pushing into my hole. But I knew it wouldn’t go in—there was no way! It was so thick and my hole was so tiny—too tiny for a finger to go in, never mind a dick that was almost as thick as a beer bottle!

I kept teasing though, putting on a show, keeping that heart-pounding excitement going. It was nice to have a thrill. It was nice to be doing something besides watching TLC reruns. I let out a small giggle and pushed harder, feeling more pressure against my asshole.

“You want it, baby?” I asked myself in the mirror, doing my best girly voice. “You want a big fucking cock in your little asshole? You’re such a slut. Look at you, you slut.” I was starting to get into the character—getting more and more carried away by the minute. I had to stop myself. I had to realize that enough was enough. This was silly at first, but now it had turned into something much, much more than just silliness. “Oh baby, I want your big dick in my little asshole. I want to feel your hard, throbbing cock deep inside of my little—”

The toy suddenly penetrated. I pushed a little bit too hard, assuming penetration was impossible. Two inches of silicone went into my body, making me gasp and clench. I froze, feeling that bulging tip, stretching my hole wide. “Oh my God!” I gasped, staring at my butt in the mirror, which now had a cock sticking out of it. I quickly pulled the toy out and watched as my asshole puckered for a moment before clenching shut. “It—It was actually in me!”

I looked at the dildo in disbelief. So it was possible… and it didn’t hurt. It felt weird, sure—but it didn’t hurt.

My cock was twitching. My face was dark red. I felt embarrassed, knowing that I would no longer be able to say that my asshole had never been penetrated. I felt ashamed…

But I still felt excited, and I still felt curious.

Slowly, I brought that tip back down to my hole. I pressed my lips firmly together and moaned as I twisted and pushed. It didn’t take as much to penetrate this time. I gasped. “Oh my God…” I said. And now, I was pushing it deeper. I lifted a foot up and planted it down on the edge of my vanity. I’d always been quite flexible, and now that flexibility was making me look even more feminine. I twisted and pushed the toy deeper. “Oh my God!” I said louder, watching as inch after inch went into me.

I’d never seen my cock so hard before. It looked so… big. But somehow that didn’t make me look less feminine.

I held the dildo in place for a moment while I let my nerves settle. Then, after a deep breath, I began to plunge it in and out. I took slow breaths, watching closely as the ribbed shaft went in and out, in and out. I couldn’t believe I was able to take it! I couldn’t believe it didn’t hurt. I couldn’t believe I was still doing it.

And why? Why wasn’t I stopping now? What was I trying to prove at this point? Why wasn’t this out of my system?

I kept going, and I kept watching. I watched that blonde slut in the mirror as she took more and more cock—almost getting the whole length inside of her—inside of me.

And after a moment, it started to feel kind of nice. I moaned and my body relaxed. That tension left my shoulders and I was starting to make sounds with my mouth that I wasn’t meaning to make. “Just like that,” I said softly when I found the perfect angle. “Oh God, just like that.” I kept pumping slowly, in and out as my cock throbbed, standing tall and strong.

Then I noticed the wide suction-cup base on the dildo. I looked down at my tile floor.

With the dildo suctioned to the ground, I mounted it. I lowered myself down on it and began to rise up and fall down, now with my hands on my breasts. I closed my eyes and focused on that feeling: that unfamiliar euphoria that was pulsing between my legs. Why was I doing this? Why did it feel so good?

I bounced faster and faster. The bikini bottoms kept getting in the way, so I quickly took them off and mounted the cock again.

I gripped my cock with my fist. I squeezed hard. “Oh God,” I moaned. I kept bouncing—harder and harder, faster and faster. I began to stroke my shaft. Suddenly, my cock was hot, as if I had to pee. I groaned and aimed my shaft towards my chest. I bit down on my lip and then I screamed out.

I felt the warm gooeyness splattering my chest. I felt huge globs landing on my thighs. I felt it gushing through my fingers. I didn’t even open my eyes. I was coming so hard—and the cum just kept coming. I let go of my shaft and just let it spray into the air; it felt so good. I moaned and brought my fingers to my lips. I sucked the cum off of my middle finger before licking it off of my pointer finger. I sat down hard on the dildo, pushing that tip as far as it would go into my body…

And then I opened my eyes and saw the mirror in front of me. I saw that I was smiling, with my cum-covered hand at my lips. My chest was coated with cum. There were strands of cum between my fingers. My chin had a drop of cum on it, as if my cumshot reached my face with impressive force.

I remained frozen for a moment as my smile faded, as I realized what I’d done.

Once my paralysis ended, I put the haul away. I cleaned my face and took a long shower. I stuffed everything back into its right box, except for the bikini top, which needed to be thrown in the wash. “Never again,” I swore to myself.

But I didn’t throw that stuff away. I didn’t stuff it into that garbage bag. Instead, I left it all in the closet, and that’s where it stayed for the next three weeks as I tried to forget that I ever fooled around with that stuff that never actually belonged to me.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwas on track to forgetting it ever happened. The first week was a bit of a challenge. On bored nights, that tingling curiosity would return to me. I would see a pretty girl on TV and I would find myself staring at her makeup, wondering if I could pull the same look off. I would see a girl in a bikini on my computer, and I would remember myself in the mirror, wearing that leopard print bikini.

But by the second week, I started to relax a bit. I found new ways to occupy my time, thanks to the arrival of my growing light. Now, I could spend some time doing some gardening prep work: planting seeds, making diagrams, adjusting my setup, researching plants, and so on.

And by the third week, I felt like the whole ‘incident’ was behind me. And that’s what I kept referring to it as in my head: the incident. That’s all it was: an incident. It meant nothing; it was just something that happened. It was incidental, minor, inconsequential. I could forget about it and nobody would ever know about it. I was only briefly reminded of that incident when I went to my closet to grab a clean towel, and I saw that little haul sitting there. “I really should throw that out,” I said to myself. But that old problem was still a problem: I still didn’t want that old woman finding the stuff in my garbage, which meant I had to find somewhere else to dump it. I’d been meaning to clean out my basement, so there was probably a dump run in my near future. I could take it to the dump and toss it into the giant dumpster, to be buried immediately and never to be seen again.

But then a new package came, and I was overwhelmed by that tingling, hand-trembling dread all over again. In the bag was a long fox tail, complete with a metal butt plug.

I’d never actually seen a butt plug in real life before. Even in porn, I never watched clips where girls played with them. I always assumed that they were just toys for gay men—though I was maybe a bit innocent when it came to sex. I’d never gotten too into porn. I tried to masturbate as little as possible, because I was told that there are big benefits to semen retention. But like most guys, I gave in from time to time. I could name a few porn stars—but I’m going off on a tangent.

I wasn’t sure what to do with the thing. The butt plug tip was big—even wider than the dildo. The plug started out small, sure, but at its widest point, it was bigger than a large egg.

I knew it couldn’t be returned. I knew I wouldn’t figure out who it belonged to, and I didn’t want to humiliate anyone by dropping it off at their house. Why was this still a problem? Why was I still getting someone else’s stuff?

I sent the post office an email and let them know that the delivery man needed to be notified. But that didn’t help with the current situation. I still had a fox-tail-butt-plug that was either mine or trash…

And I’d never been one to throw something decent away in the trash. I just couldn’t handle the guilt of it, especially after looking it up and seeing that it wasn’t just some cheap junk. It was a nice unit, well-reviewed. One review even said, “I’ve never had an orgasm like the one I just had with this plug.” That got my heart pounding. I remembered the orgasm I had with the dildo, making a giant mess of my chest and my hands. I don’t think I’d ever had an orgasm like it. The pleasure was almost unbearable.

And because of that intense euphoria, those unwanted urges wouldn’t go away entirely. Now, I had new curiosities burning in my brain, and it was only a few hours later when I came to the realization that they wouldn’t go away until I dealt with them.

So that night, I took that butt plug. I had a small bottle of sex lube, so I got it nice and lubed up. I spent a minute twisting it and pushing it into my bum, scared I was going to push too hard and lose the whole thing inside of me. With a bit of straining and a bit of groaning, it went in, making me gasp. I clutched the base hard, stopping it from going too far in, even though the wide base was surely designed to stop that from happening. I froze and looked down at my new fox tail. It was actually kind of cute, though staring down there made me realize it was about time to shave again.

And what was I supposed to do now? Just masturbate? I started stroking myself, but something just felt… off. Something was missing, and it didn’t take me long to know what was missing.

I wanted to put on that bikini. I wanted to doll myself up again—not because I secretly identified as a girl or anything! There was just something more… fun about being in character. I don’t know why. I didn’t like it. I didn’t want this to become a part of me. I didn’t want to have any secrets…

But I couldn’t help myself.

I put on the bikini. I put on some mascara, some eyeshadow, some eyeliner, some lip gloss, some blush. I put on that wig. I spent a few minutes feeling pretty in front of the mirror. Then, I grabbed that fox tail again. I gently pressed that plug back into my anus, gasping again when it finally penetrated. Now, my cock was rock hard: throbbing and begging to be stroked.

I grabbed it gently and stroked with slow, elegant strokes. The pleasure really was much nicer, though I couldn’t say why. Maybe it was that pressure, that was just perfectly against that sweet spot. I guess it was my prostate, from what I’d read online. I really didn’t know. I didn’t want to know. I just wanted to get this out of my system and move on with my life.

I made sure that I was facing the mirror. It was better than having porn. With porn, you watch whatever the porn stars are doing. But now, I could control what the star before me was doing. I could put her into whatever position I wanted to put her in. I could make her say whatever I wanted her to say. She could be innocent or she could be a raging slut. Now, I was making her suck off that dildo: pushing it far into her throat.

And it was better than just a visual show. I got to also feel what she felt. When you watch porn, you just watch the girl moaning and screaming and sweating. But with this, I could feel those pulses of pleasure. When she opened her mouth to moan, I knew why—because I was feeling that exact same surge of pleasure. Of course I was—because she was me.

I stopped myself from coming, letting go of my cock and spending a moment fondling my body until I was ready to play with myself again. I didn’t want the pleasure to end. When I masturbated as a man, it was just a matter of reaching a climax so I could feel myself coming—but this was different. The pleasure was always there, pulsing, sometimes in my ass, sometimes in my whole body. I trembled all over. And it wasn’t just physical pleasure either. There was a curious mental satisfaction as well, something I’d never felt before.

I kept that fun going for hours, though I didn’t realize it was hours until later, when I was finished, wiping cum off of my skin before slipping into the shower to get myself cleaned up properly. I was shocked when I saw that it was close to midnight. I’d been playing around for a long time. And even now that I was done and all of that stuff was put away, I could still feel that pleasant tingling. It lingered inside of me for a long time.

Now, the two best sexual experiences of my life happened in women’s clothing, in makeup, and in a wig, with toys in my bum. I’d been with three different women in my life, and I’d had sex about forty times—but the pleasure of being with a woman somehow wasn’t quite as extreme as the pleasure of being the woman.

A cold terror swept over me as I came to the chilling realization: I liked this new game of dress-up.


CHAPTER 5
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When the next package came, I rushed to the door to see what it was. I was thrilled when I saw that name: N. Crescent. I rushed the box inside and opened it immediately, as if it was a gift for me. Sure, I felt guilty, as if I was stealing something from someone. But I remembered what that employee told me on the phone: if I sent it back, it would probably just end up in the trash—if they would even let me send it to them at all. And the buyer would eventually get their package.

Today’s prize was a long, curved vibrator. It had a bulbous head, purple all over. It looked like a strange thing, and it naturally made me nervous, but I went straight to locking the doors and closing the blinds. I spent a good hour getting properly dolled up, because now I knew that being pretty was an important part of making sure the fun was as fun as it could possibly be.

With plenty of lubricant, I nestled the bulbous tip into my ass. I spent a moment getting the angle just right, pushing it deep and pulling it out slightly, until I found that sweet spot. Then I pressed the button to turn it on, gasping instantly as I felt buzzing in a place I’d never felt buzzing before. “Holy shit,” I muttered, looking down at the handle that was now protruding from my asshole.

The pleasure was strong, and it only got better as I moaned and squirmed. I decided not to touch my cock, so the fun could last all afternoon and into the evening. I planned on making a night out of it, because I had nothing else to be doing. That was the plan anyway… but my afternoon didn’t exactly go according to plan.

I sprawled out onto my back, on my bed, making a point of keeping my hands away from my cock, which wasn’t even erect. I remained in that position for twenty blissful minutes, gently moving that toy around as it buzzed perfectly in my anus. I pumped it slowly and carefully, making that pleasure as nice as possible.

And then I felt the wetness pooling on my pelvic bone, dribbling down around my cock and balls, dripping down my butt and getting onto my bed. I leaned forward to see that my flaccid cock had suddenly erupted, billowing cum everywhere. It didn’t have the strength to fire it across my chest, probably because it wasn’t erect—but that didn’t stop it from coming. There was probably two ounces of thick cream pouring down me.

I just gasped and stared in astonishment. I swear I didn’t even touch myself! But the pleasure from the buzzing was just too powerful, coupled with the pleasure from being dolled up and excited. I didn’t even know that such a thing was possible.

I had a mess to clean up.

And it wasn’t long before I was desperate to know that pleasure again. Two hours later, the urges came back. I’d already cleaned myself up, but I had nothing else to do. So I got dolled up, late into the night. I started with the dildo, plunging myself for fifteen minutes or so. Then I put the tail in and spent some time around the house, getting chores done: cleaning up, making some food for the next day’s dinner, organizing a bit downstairs—and then I sat and watched TV, feeling a gentle pleasure in my anus from that plug.

Then I was ready for more. I got that vibrating wand out and removed the butt plug. The wand went in and then I went on the bed, on my back. I moaned and squirmed for the next hour, letting my whole night slip away from me. But it was worth it. The pleasure was so amazing. I felt so cute and so sexy. I even let a few giggles slip, every time that my body twitched, every time that I moaned.

This time, I needed a bit of help. Once I was starting to feel exhausted, I gripped my cock and gave myself a couple minutes of stroking, until I erupting like a kid’s science fair volcano, spewing cum all over my tummy, thighs, and bed.

I wiped some cum up and licked it off of my fingers. Then I remained there for the next thirty minutes, just enjoying those final moments of being dolled up.

And the night ended with the realization that this new fetish—if that’s what it was—wasn’t about to go away anytime soon. It was only getting worse the more I indulged. And now it seemed like I was past the point of no return. I couldn’t imagine giving it up. I couldn’t possibly go back to jerking off to porn quickly on the bathroom floor. Now that I knew that self-pleasure could be so amazing, I knew that this was going to be part of my new identity: my secret identity, that nobody could ever know about.

It was two days later when another package came. I shredded the box opening it up, and I was thrilled to find a beautiful little outfit: a teal satin jumper with white lace embellishments. I held the outfit to my skin. My heart raced, not because I was worried that I’d received something that wasn’t meant for me—but because I ordered the item myself two nights earlier, so I could have something new to wear.

My addiction had officially reached a new height—or maybe it was a new low. Sadly, I had to go to work, so I didn’t have time to get dolled up. The anticipation killed me through the day. It didn’t help that I had that tail in my pants, with that butt plug in my ass. I sat at my desk, rocking from side to side, mashing that plug into that sweet-spot. I was shocked to feel a wetness later in the day. I checked in the bathroom and saw that I’d been leaking cum: little drops that kept seeping out of me.

I got so excited that I went onto Amazon during work. When nobody was around, I ordered myself a couple of new gifts: a new, bigger dildo, and a little schoolgirl outfit. I made sure the items would be sent to my house, shipped express. I already couldn’t wait to get the haul.

I had to wait a grueling forty-eight hours. And forty-eight hours later, the items came—but they weren’t brought over by the Amazon delivery driver.

“Nikki?” I said when she came to my door.

She was holding a box, smiling with blushing cheeks. “Hi Pat.” She held the box out. “This was dropped off at my place, and, uh—it has your name on it.”

My heart fell hard into my gut. I looked at the box and felt my face turning hot. “I—I didn’t order anything,” I said, trying to put a smile on my face. I knew what was in that box. It wasn’t an outfit box, which meant it was the dildo. I hadn’t ordered anything else, and it’s not like I had family members sending me gifts.

“I didn’t open it,” she said suddenly, and I thought it was a curious thing to say. Why did she feel like it needed to be said? Was she lying? Or was my face giving it away that there was something taboo in the box? I looked down and saw that the box was taped shut, so she was seemingly telling me the truth. I tried to take a breath. I tried to keep a smile on my face.

“Well thanks for dropping it off… though I really didn’t order anything,” I said.

“Maybe it’s a gift,” she smiled.

“Maybe.” As I held the box, my hands trembled. I said goodbye and watched as she walked down my steps and skipped off towards her own house. She was wearing a short dress, and the skirt of the dress bounced up and teased the bottom of her bum with each step. She was cuter when she didn’t smell like rotten sewage.

There was a chance that the box contained my special exotic seeds: the seeds I’d spent months waiting for. But the box had some weight to it: at least three pounds, and I couldn’t imagine seeds weighing more than an ounce—maybe a few ounces if they really packed the box with packing peanuts.

I took the box inside and tried to give myself a minute to calm down. I wanted to be excited about the dildo, but it was such a close call with Nikki. There was nothing arousing about being found out. I couldn’t feel sexy knowing that my neighbor knew my secret.

But she didn’t. The box wasn’t opened… Or was it?

As I went to pull back the tape, I noticed that it was a second taping: packing tape over top of another layer of tape, which had been cut straight down the seam. Once again, my heart fell down, deep into the pit of my gut. “No,” I whimpered. I closely inspected that sliced seam. Maybe someone cut it at the post office… Maybe someone cut it at the Amazon warehouse. “No, no, no,” I said, shaking my head. I knew the truth: Nikki opened the box, thinking it was her own delivery, and then when she saw that it was a big, fat dildo, she checked the name on the label.

The dildo was in a box. The box was just black with no markings on it. There was a little circular sticker holding the box shut—at least it should have been holding the box shut, but it had also been cut. “Oh God,” I moaned. I don’t think I’d ever felt so embarrassed in my life. How could I ever show my face again? How could I ever open my curtains? They would have to stay closed, just so I could avoid any possible eye-contact with the girl. But if the curtains were closed, she would probably assume that I was bouncing up and down on that dildo.

I picked the dildo up. It was a lot bigger than I expected. It was almost as thick as a clenched fist, and almost as long as a forearm. “Dear God,” I said. I wanted something bigger, but this was too big. I couldn’t use this. This was certainly made to be sold as a joke gift: something you give to a girl at her bachelorette party—not something ever designed to enter into a human. I should have checked the Amazon detail page more closely.

I went to my bed and hid under the covers. I felt so ashamed. And worst of all: it wasn’t enough to make me put all of that stuff away. It wasn’t enough to put an end to that debauchery. I knew, deep down, that I was going to get dolled up later that night. I was excited to mess around with my toys—maybe not that novelty monster cock, but certainly with my suction dildo and my vibrator, and maybe even my fox tail too. I wanted to play with all of it—and now, I was going to play with it while full of shame. How did this happen to me?

I gave myself a few hours to calm down. I tried to convince myself that it wasn’t that bad. Maybe she thought the dildo was a joke gift for a friend. That’s what I could tell her. Surely, she didn’t actually think that I was going to put that thing in my ass… did she?

I eyed the toy. Was I going to try playing with it?

My heart raced. There was no way it could get inside of me—or anyone… but that’s what I thought about the first one. Now, I could easily slip that old dildo into me, push it deep, and plunge myself without flinching too much. Maybe I was ready for something bigger.

No! It was too big. I needed to get rid of it before some guest found it… Or, God forbid, my brother’s toddler comes over and finds it stuffed in the closet and runs out of the room thinking that it’s some sort of pool noodle.

The nausea in my stomach didn’t go away, but that didn’t stop me from indulging once again. I was officially addicted. I needed to have that intense pleasure in my life—and it really was intense. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Even when I wasn’t stroking my shaft or pumping my ass, I was in a strange state of euphoria. Just being dolled up left me in a weird, blissful state, unable to look away from the mirror. I don’t know how to properly describe that feeling… I just felt… sexy, and feeling sexy felt so wonderful.

I tried a new makeup style, and the outcome was amazing. I was getting good at doing my makeup. I’d even learned some new techniques, to make myself less recognizable and more feminine. I figured out how to accentuate my cheekbones. I figured out how to contour my face, to make it longer, but also softer, eliminating my more masculine features. And I figured out how to properly style that wig, so it actually highlighted my face, instead of hiding it.

I got into one of my new little outfits. I spent some time in front of the mirror, smiling, blushing. I posed and blew a few kisses. Then, I got out that dildo. I brought it to my living room, where the curtains were all closed. I stuck the dildo on the floor and then I spent some time teasing it: licking it, sucking it, pumping it with my fist, and then grinding it between my butt cheeks. It was turning into a bit of a sexual ritual: foreplay with myself. I never used to have any masturbatory foreplay. I would just find porn and jerk off until I was done. Now, masturbation was so much more. Now, it was an event, and it was about so much more than just nutting.

I had music playing. I spent some time fondling myself. I listened to my own moans. I didn’t bother with porn—it was only a distraction from something that was so, so much better.

I gently sat down on the dildo, letting it penetrate me. I bounced and moaned. I let it go deep. “Yes,” I said, forgetting the embarrassment from earlier. Then I remembered that big dildo. I looked down at the base of the silicone toy that was now inside of me. I really did want to play with something bigger. My heart bounced.

I stood up and ran to get it. I blushed and giggled. I brought it over to the middle of the room. I put it on the ground, standing it upright. I giggled as I gently sat on it, letting that large tip push against my hole—against my whole butt, honestly. There was no way it would go in!

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I rocked back and forth. Then I sat a bit harder. I felt a stretching. Was it actually going in? There was no way…

I sat a bit harder. I groaned. I bit down on my lip. I cupped my breasts. I squeezed. I let out a whimper. Then, I felt it pop into me. I gasped. My hole was stretched wide. There was actually a novelty cock in my ass! It was as wide as a damn tennis ball! “Holy shit!” I clenched my asshole hard. I squirmed. Then I went down further. I could feel that massive tip pushing through my insides. I gasped loudly, and then I moaned out as the pleasure burst through me.

Before I knew it, I was bouncing up and down: slowly, so I wouldn’t break anything inside of me. Those thick rubber veins felt so perfect. I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop. My flaccid dick was already oozing drops of cum.

Then I turned to look back and screamed when I saw the stranger standing in my kitchen.

His face was white and his eyes were wide. “What the fuck!?” I gasped, quickly jumping to my feet and covering my crotch.

“I’m sorry!” he shouted. “The delivery instructions just said to bring it in! Nobody answered the door!”

And then I saw that he was holding a small package: my exotic seeds. I’d waited months for those seeds. Now I was regretting having ever ordered them.

The man kept staring at me, shocked into a horrible silence. I’m not sure how much he saw, but it was certainly more than enough. He saw me bouncing on a dildo with a fist-sized tip.

“You… You…” he started.

“What!?” I said. Why wasn’t he leaving?

“You look really good,” he said suddenly. “Are you filming some OnlyFans thing or something?” He was blushing all over. It apparently took a lot of confidence to make the compliment, though I’m not sure why he thought it was an appropriate thing to say. I’m not sure why he wasn’t running out of my house.

But now, I was curious: did he not see my cock? Did he think that I was a woman? Did I actually look that convincing?

I just stared at him, still with my hands between my legs. My asshole was still agape, letting a cool breeze in, which just felt… weird.

It occurred to me that he was possibly messing with me, trying to make the humiliation worse because he was a particularly cruel person… and then I noticed the bulge in his black sweatpants. He was aroused. Was he aroused for me? Did he like what he saw?

“I—I’m sorry,” he said, clearing his throat suddenly. “Should I just leave this here?”

“Wait,” I said.

“What?” he asked.

My heart was pounding ferociously. But now I had a bad idea in my head. I saw an opportunity and I wasn’t about to let it go to waste.

Maybe I’d just endured too much humiliation. Maybe that embarrassment finally broke me. Maybe I was having a legitimate mental catastrophe. I was literally inviting a stranger to have sex with me: a man—not even a woman. I’d never liked men before. I’d never fantasized about men or even considered myself gay. But there was a mounting excitement: the thought of having a real cock inside of me. The dildo was fun, but it was cold. It was realistic, but it wasn’t real. It was hard, but not because I made it hard.

The man just stood in a state of shock. I couldn’t tell if I was scaring him or if he was considering my offer. So I just turned around. I planted my hands on my couch and I bent over. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

The silence in the room was horrible, but the footsteps that broke the silence were worse. They were coming towards me, one step at a time. Then they stopped. My legs trembled. I heard a tinkering. Was he taking off his belt? Was he really going to do it?

“Oh God,” I whispered under my breath.

I heard a grunt. He stepped closer. I felt his heat. Then I felt something else: warm and hard, pressing between my butt cheeks. I kept my hand down, covering my ball sack, cupping my penis. “In the ass,” I said.

“Is there another option?” he asked, and it took a moment for me to realize that he knew that I was a male—or maybe he thought I was trans. One way or another, he knew that I had a penis, but he didn’t seem to care.

He slid his hard cock down. My legs trembled harder. I felt his tip against my gaping, puckering hole. He spat loudly and I felt the wetness on my ass. His fingers pushed that spit to my hole. His cock tip spread it in circles. “Oh God,” I said once more, and then he was pushing into me—

A stranger.

A man.

All while I was dressed like a girl, bent over a couch, in makeup…

Something must have snapped in me.

He pushed in deep. Of course he wasn’t nearly as big as the novelty dildo, but it still felt tight—almost too tight to handle. I clenched hard and moaned when I felt his ball sack squashing up against my ass. He had every inch inside of me, and it almost felt like he was trying to push his balls into me too.

“Not too hard,” I whimpered.

He spanked me suddenly, making me gasp. He gripped my hips and pulled me into him. I felt his body against me and realized I was totally vulnerable. He could do anything to me, and I had no way to defend myself. But in a weird way, him holding me firmly was making me feel… safe, as if he was going to keep me safe. My mind was swirling. I was more confused than ever before. What was happening to me?

He started pumping. I felt his curved, veiny cock plunging in and out. I felt his veins throbbing. I could feel his foreskin yanking back and forth, trying to cover his tip when he pulled back, then stretching back as he pushed in. It was a nice feeling, and it kept getting better.

But that anxiety wasn’t going away; it was getting worse. I was really doing this. I was really having sex with a man. I was letting a stranger pound my asshole, and he wasn’t going easy. He was starting to get carried away, starting to grunt louder, starting to sink his fingernails into my skin. He was thrusting so hard that he was jolting my body forward, spanking my skin with his pelvis.

“Oh yeah,” I moaned. “Just like that. Fuck me harder!”

“You’re so fucking tight,” he grunted in a deep voice.

“Don’t stop fucking me!”

My body was being rattled, jolted, and smashed. He mashed my face down into the couch and he climbed up high, now plunging down at a sharp angle. He was using every inch of his long member, thrusting with unrelenting speed—maybe because he had to get back to work. I didn’t want it to end, but he was determined to make it a quickie.

But I got what I wanted. He hit my sweet spot, and he hit it hard enough to make me come. While I was cupping my hand, cum began to ooze between my fingers, dripping down my wrist and trickling all the way to my elbow. My eyes rolled into the back of my head.

I moaned so loud that all of the neighbors probably thought that I was killing a cow.

And he was pouring his sauce into me, shooting round after round of gooey semen deep into my anus. My body trembled. I think I was drooling. He pulled out and spanked me so hard that cum gushed out, all down my legs with an admittedly unpleasant sound. He used his fingers to wipe the cum up and then he forced those fingers into my mouth, making me taste his product, and for some reason I complied, sucking every drop of anus-flavored cum. It wasn’t the loveliest taste, but I loved the way it made me feel: like an absolute slut.

And that was a good feeling, until it wasn’t. Once he was gone and I was alone with a sore asshole and thighs covered in cum, I realized what I’d done.


CHAPTER 6
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On Thursday, I placed a new order on Amazon for a new toy. It was a particularly tantalizing device—unlike anything I’d seen before. It wasn’t even something that I knew existed, but I came across it on a forum dedicated to teaching men like me how to dress up like convincing women. It was a sex toy that attached to the ground with a pair of suction cups. It had a motor inside that made a shaft thrust up and down, curving at a banana-like angle. It was a smart little unit that could be customized to vibrate with different patterns. But what really made me intrigued was its ‘smart sensor’. The speed and intensity of each thrust changed depending on how hard the shaft was being clenched. A tight clench would make it move slowly. As the clench relaxed (and travelled further down towards the base of the shaft), it moved faster and faster.

So naturally, I made sure to order the next-day delivery, even though it was an extra fifteen dollars.

I was dying to get the toy. I asked the website for delivery updates to be sent to my phone. I jumped up and down with excitement when I got the message: “Your parcel is out for delivery!” I paced by my front door, even though I knew it could be hours. I simply could not wait. I was even dolled up in a new outfit: something I picked up at a little shop in town, pretending like I was shopping for a ‘girlfriend’. It was a cute little babydoll outfit that doubled as a dress (a very suggestive dress, but a dress nonetheless). I paired it with some stockings. I curled my hair in a cute country-girl sort of way. I put on lots of blush and made my eyelashes long and thick.

I was so excited.

Then I got the message. “Your package has been delivered!”

I waited for a minute. I hadn’t heard the doorbell ring, but I assumed it was going to be left at the door. I didn’t want the delivery guy to see me this time, so I just gave him a minute buffer to get in his car. Then I opened my door and saw that there was nothing there. I checked the mailbox—there was nothing there either.

“What the heck?” I said.

And then my stomach turned when I realized it had probably been dropped off at the wrong house—again. “No!” I said, rolling my head back.

The sun was setting. It was getting late—a bit past dinnertime. It was probably too late for a neighbor to come by. And unless it was dropped off at Nikki’s house, it was probably not going to end up on my doorstep anytime soon. Nobody else on the block knew my name.

I sat on my couch, feeling defeated. Sure, I was going to have a fun night with what I had available to me. The fox tail was already inside of me, rubbing me in all the right places. But I hated to think that now that special toy had to be sent back to the post office. Then they would send it back to Amazon. Then Amazon would mark it in their system as undelivered. Sure, I could speed up the process by making a call in the morning, and maybe they would rush another unit out for next-day delivery—assuming there was another one in stock… I checked. ‘OUT OF STOCK’.

When it rains, it pours.

Now, the neighbors’ lights were turning on as the clouds rolled in and blocked out the dying sunlight. It was suddenly dark out, and maybe that was a good thing. Maybe I could figure out who had my box with some help from the darkness…

It was a surprisingly warm night, but I still slipped on a little black jacket over my dress. I didn’t want to take everything off—I’d spent far too long getting my look just perfect. I loved doing my makeup, but I wasn’t about to restart the whole process if I wasn’t even going to be seen.

I slipped out my back door, putting my hood on my head. I went into the alley and stuck close to the fence where it was particularly dark. It was a minute before I really realized that I was out of the house dressed as a girl. My heart was racing fast, but I knew I was unrecognizable. My neighbors didn’t know me to begin with—they certainly wouldn’t recognize me in that female disguise and in the dark.

I was two houses down when I came upon the first lit house. I crept up to the fence, looked around to ensure nobody was watching, then I pulled myself up, looking through the window. I saw an old woman, sitting and watching television. She appeared to be alone in the house. A pair of boots and a few pairs of shoes blocked her front door, suggesting she hadn’t opened it in a little while, meaning she hadn’t opened it to retrieve any packages.

So I went to the next house, also lit. There was a family sitting down and eating dinner. I scanned the tabletops and the counters that I could see, and saw no evidence of any packages.

What would I do if I did spot a package? I suppose I could have gone to the front door, put on my best female voice, and asked if they’d received anything. Sure, I could go home, shower, change, and then do it—but by then, the package could end up being opened, and I didn’t want to come face-to-face with someone who knew what I bought, especially if they were going to be seeing my real face.

So in a way, that feminine persona was ideal. It gave me a bit of freedom. It actually made me feel more comfortable than I would have felt out there as myself.

The next house was Nikki’s house. The backyard was a pile of junk: presumably garbage that she’d spent the past few weeks pulling out of the house. There were also big cardboard boxes: some moving boxes, some were just for new appliances.

I couldn’t see through her windows because the curtains were shut—mostly shut. I could see openings, but not enough to determine whether or not my package was inside. There was a wide gap in the fence: an area that had rotted and fallen over. My heart pounced at the thought of trespassing, but I wanted to see if my package was in there.

I moved around the mounds of trash in the yard, and nearly tripped over what I think was an old chandelier. I crept up to the kitchen window and used an old box to prop myself higher. Now, I was looking into her house, feeling like a peeping tom. The adrenaline was flowing hard. The excitement of my ‘mission’ was clouding my judgement, and making me forget what I was even trying to accomplish.

Now, I could see her kitchen: empty and bare. There were new appliances pushed between old, crumbling cupboards. She really had a lot of work to do…

And there were boxes scattered about: boxes for fixtures, boxes for hardware, and Amazon boxes. I blinked a few times to get my eyes to adjust to the light of her kitchen. I tried to look closely at each box, but the labels were too hard to make out.

I hopped down from my perch and found another window. I looked into a lighted bathroom, now feeling even more like a creep. What if I caught her showering? What if I saw her naked? What if I found her with a lover? I was pushing my comfort zone, starting to think that it was time to give up on this hunt. I could wait for a new toy to be delivered. I could entertain myself with the toys I currently had.

Then I heard a voice through the old, cracked window. “Oh my God!” it said, and I recognized it to be her voice.

I hopped down and moved to the next window, which was higher up. I needed to pull a bigger box over to the window to see through the two-inch slit in the curtains. It was her bedroom: a surprisingly large space with a large bed, but she wasn’t on the bed. I scanned the room and then I caught a glimpse of skin. I had to lean over to see her in her full-length mirror, on the ground, squatting down onto…

My toy!

I covered my mouth to stop myself from gasping. The bitch opened my box and now she was using my toy. Maybe she called Amazon. Maybe she got through to the same employee that I got through to, who told me just to keep the mistaken delivery. She was using it! She was reaching down, covering her pussy while she sat on the bulge that was supposed to thrust up once the machine was turned on. I was tempted to knock on the window. I was tempted to yell and tell her that the toy was mine.

But instead, I found myself strangely hypnotized, watching the cute young woman as she attempted to pleasure herself. She was seemingly trying to take it in the ass, biting down on her lip as she nestled down onto the two-inch bulge, which would grow to ten inches once the action started. Did she know that? Was she about to be in for a surprise?

She suddenly let go of her crotch so that she could pull her top off, because the bottom of her sweater kept getting in the way of the machine. And I would have been mesmerized by her perky little tits, but something else stole my attention: her erect cock.

She was like me! She wasn’t really a girl. She was a boy, dressing up…

Well, maybe she was more of a girl than me. It seemed as though she identified as a female, and she clearly had breasts, so she was taking hormones. She was taking it more seriously than me, though I felt suddenly like we had more in common than I originally realized.

She took a moment to grip her cock, pulling up as she rubbed what appeared to be lubricant up her shaft: probably what was left over from when she lubricated the shaft in the machine (which it said to do before mounting the bulge). Now, her long cock glistened: perfectly shaved, smooth, with a slight curve. I could see it throbbing, proving her excitement. I caught myself grinning. Maybe this was for the best; it was an expensive toy. Sure, I was jealous that she got to have it first, and for free, but now we would both get one. She seemed like a nice chick; maybe she deserved a little gift, even if it was at the expense of the company who made the toy.

She reached down once she was seated on the toy. She felt around the many buttons until she finally pushed one of them. Then I saw her whole body tense up. Her eyes lit up and she gasped loud enough that I could hear her. I ducked down, suddenly worried she was about to turn to see me. But I kept watching, even though it was probably my cue to leave. I wasn’t going to be getting my toy back.

But I couldn’t look away. I wanted to watch. I wanted to see a pro in action. I wanted to see how she played with toys. She clearly had more experience with the whole sissy thing than me, though I’m not sure she could really be called a ‘sissy’.

I watched her body relax for a moment before tensing up again. She was quickly learning that it was her tightening anal muscles controlling how much cock was pushed into her. And she liked it; there was a big grin on her blushing face. She gripped her cock and gently began to stroke, melting down onto the machine, letting it fuck her tight asshole.

I was so jealous. It looked like such an amazing toy.

It pumped her hard. She leaned back and lifted up her ball sack so she could watch the pumping rod as it went in and out of her body. I watched her mouth the words ‘Oh God’ over and over. She had to let go of her cock, now planting both hands on the ground as she leaned back and closed her eyes. She pressed her lips firmly together before opening her mouth wide to let out an elated sound. Now she was really making me jealous.

I kept watching, like some pervert—but I couldn’t help it. She looked so cute on the ground, taking that robo-cock in her tush. And I stayed long enough to witness a wonderful sight: her cock suddenly erupting, spewing cum left and right and all over her thighs and floor. She gasped and giggled, and then she slowly rose up until that shaft plopped out from her gaping hole. She used the tips of her fingers to rub her stretched hole, and then she sprung to her feet to get what she needed to clean up.

I jumped down and rushed out from her yard, before I ended up being caught.


CHAPTER 7
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Igot a new toy from N. Crescent two days later: a double-shafted dildo. Each shaft vibrated and pulsed, fanning out from the same shared base. The cocks were narrow enough that they could both be squeezed into the same hole, though I could tell it was going to be a tight fit. But they flared out in a way that the vibrating heads perfectly reached all of those hard-to-reach areas that made anal play so much fun.

I smiled, starting to feel like Nikki was doing this on purpose. It almost seemed like we had a game going, thanks to the error in the local delivery system. It seemed like every second thing I bought ended up being delivered to her, and I’m assuming that I was getting every second item she bought. In the end, it didn’t matter because that proper delivery was eventually made, and we both ended up being spoiled with toys and outfits. A pair of heels came in the mail that were just my size: white, strappy, open-toed, and adorable. So I ordered a pair of heels online to return the favor. Luckily, it ended up being delivered to her.

At least I assumed it was delivered to her. I didn’t sneak back up to her window to confirm my theory. I just assumed that everything (half of the time) was ending up at her house when I ordered it, and at my house when she ordered it.

Then, one afternoon, I got the delivery notification on my phone. I rushed to the window to look outside, to see if the box was being dropped at my house or if it was at Nikki’s house. Then I paused, confused. There was nothing at either house. Was I too late? Did the notification come late?

I scanned around and then I saw the red taillights of a sedan a bit further down the road. The car revved up and pulled away, and then, upon closer inspection, I saw the box on another doorstep. Was that my box? Was that the toy I ordered?

I was already dolled up, half-expecting to receive a new toy—but ready to play with the arsenal I’d accumulated over the past few weeks. Though now I was worried that another neighbor was about to learn that I was into some weird stuff. I’d ordered thick anal beads—something I’d never tried before, something I was half-hoping would be delivered to Nikki, so we could both enjoy the purchase. But now, it was at someone else’s house, with my name on the box.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. I changed into a little dress, which seemed more appropriate for going outside in. I put on those cute heels and I checked my makeup quickly before slipping out the back door. It was still light out. I’d never been out as a girl in the light before, but I had to get to that box before the homeowner of that home took it inside. I knew I could be fast. I knew that I would go unrecognized with my ensemble: I’d perfected that feminine look over the past few weeks after all. I even made myself an account on Reddit, where I posted photos of myself: cute selfies mostly, just to see if people could tell. I had a whole inbox filled with messages from men who adored me, validating the work I’d put into this new, crazy hobby.

I went around the block, slipping out the alley at the other end before coming back down the street—just to avoid being seen by my immediate neighbors. I became instantly nervous when I walked by a man coming out from his home. He smiled at me, and I swear he even look a look at my ass. Then I walked by a woman who was getting home from work. She eyed me quickly, but didn’t think much of me apparently. It felt kind of nice being out, being seen, no longer feeling like my secret was really that much of a secret. Sure, I didn’t want my friends or family members to know that I liked to get dressed up—but my neighbors didn’t seem to care whatsoever, so maybe I had a little bit of a safe space around me, where I could do whatever I felt like doing.

I crept up to that house and turned around the trimmed hedges. Then, I saw that the package was gone. The homeowner had taken it inside. “No!” I whispered under my breath. The anal beads didn’t end up at Nikki’s house. They didn’t end up at my house. Now, they were in the hands of a stranger.

But maybe it wasn’t too late. Maybe they hadn’t opened the box. Or even if they did open it, maybe I could just blush and take them before they threw them in the trash. It’s not like they knew me. I could take the long way back to my house, so they wouldn’t see where I lived.

I knocked on the door. My hands were trembling, so I hid them behind my back. I bit down on my lip. I was about to engage with a stranger while dressed like a girl. I guess it wasn’t really the first time, but somehow it seemed like a big step. Maybe because I was out in public. Maybe because I wasn’t just being caught. Maybe because I realized, deep down, that this was a big step in going from being a secret sissy to being more like Nikki: fully engulfed in that lifestyle. I couldn’t help but wonder if Nikki started in a similar way, fooling around at first before letting it take over her life.

Was that going to happen to me? Was this the first of many outings as a woman?

I knocked again, biting down on my tongue. I considered running away before having a face-to-face interaction—but I held my ground.

The door opened. A young man stepped into the doorway. He was wearing a button-up shirt, but it was a bit disheveled, as if he’d just put it on in order to answer the door.

“Can I help you?” he asked after clearing his throat.

“Hi there,” I smiled. He wasn’t looking at me strangely, as if there was something wrong with me. He couldn’t seem to tell that I wasn’t actually a woman. “I was just, uh, wondering if you’ve received any packages with the wrong name on them. I, uh, just got a delivery notice—well, my boyfriend got it—and it said the package was dropped off, but there’s nothing there.”

The man’s face was suddenly a curious shade of red. His eyes were big. He stared at me for a moment before shaking his head. “Nothing here,” he said.

I knew he was lying. He wasn’t a good liar. His red face gave him away. But what could I say? I couldn’t just push by him and go through his house. It’s not like I could prove that he had my box. I couldn’t even be certain he had it. Sure, I saw a box on his step, but I never confirmed that it was mine.

But if it was mine—and I’m almost sure it was—why was he hiding it? Did he already open it? Was he keeping it for himself?

“Oh,” I said, biting my tongue. “Okay. Well, thanks anyway.”

I stepped off of his porch, but now I was more curious than ever. The sun was about to set, and I had bad ideas entering into my head. I went home to retrieve my black jacket. Then, I waited for dark, watching his house from my window as lights turned on and curtains closed. Once it was dark enough out, I went down the alley. I crept up to his fence. I looked around before sneaking in, crawling through a hole in the fence that was there to make taking the trash out easier. I rushed across his lawn, up to his window—and then I saw him through the slit of a basement curtain, doing his makeup, with a wig on his head.

“Mother fucker,” I whispered.

I couldn’t really be mad. He was just doing what I’d been doing for weeks. I was still going to get my beads. I would just have to wait. I had many more toys to play with.

So I decided to leave him alone. I decided to leave him to discover the fun of dressing up.

Then I tripped over a box as I went back to that hole in the fence. I looked down and saw the name on the label: N. Clarkson.

I found another box over by that recycling pile: Alana C. was the name on the box. So who was this guy? N. Crescent or Alana C? I looked inside the box and saw the label that had come with whatever was inside: ‘Equine whip’. I blushed. A whip? I wanted a whip—that sounded like fun.

Then I found another box with my name on it. I knew it was the anal beads. “Bastard,” I grinned.

Now, the curiosity was back. Just how long had this guy been up to this game? I went back to his house and peeked through windows, feeling like a creep. But I wasn’t really a creep. He was stealing my stuff, technically. I had at least one delivery inside of that house and he lied to me about it.

In his bedroom, which was a mess, I could see a few things: a dildo that was exactly like the first one I received, and a couple of familiar outfits. Just how many houses were getting wrong deliveries on this block!?

But there was one curious sight that caught my attention, and it wasn’t anything sex-related or cross-dressing-related. It was his laptop, which was open. He had his email inbox open. There were messages from Canada Post. I squinted to read one—and only because it had my name on it. ‘MAIL FORWARDING: ACTION REQUIRED’ it said. And why was he mucking around with my mail? There was another email: ‘N. CLARKSON MAIL FORWARDING CONFIRMATION’. Was he having our mail routed to his house? Was this some sort of scheme?

Suddenly, my grinning amusement turned into something more like frustration. Sure, I liked getting lots of free stuff, and I liked sharing my purchases with Nikki—but I didn’t love the humiliation that I endured because of all of this. When Nikki brought that opened dildo box to my house, I was overwhelmed with shame and embarrassment that I would never forget. And it was seeming that it was all the fault of this fellow.

So I let myself into his house. I stormed down into his basement and I threw open that door, where he was doing his makeup. He yelped at the sight of me, though I couldn’t have looked too intimidating in my little dress and heels. “So you’ve been doing this!?” I said, tossing one of the boxes at him, which had my name on it. “Is this some sort of game to you!?”

His shock hadn’t worn off. He was still staring at me like a terrified mouse.

“Well?!” I said. “Answer me! You know, I’m pretty sure it’s a crime to tamper with someone else’s mail—and it’s probably a crime to claim ownership of someone’s mail through the post system. You’re lucky I’m not calling the cops right now!”

It felt weird yelling at him, because now, he was all dolled up. He had that wig on his head and he looked like an innocent girl: tall and thin, with big, puppy-dog eyes. Now, she was a she, and I no longer felt like I was talking to the same person I met in the doorway.

“Are you going to answer me or not?” I asked.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“Why did you do it?”

“I—I just…” And then she became quiet.

“What!?” I said.

“I thought it was a good idea!” she said, suddenly taking ownership for all of the mailing confusion. “I read about it online. These people found a way to game Amazon by confusing the shipping labels! I—I didn’t mean to offend anyone! You’re still going to get your beads. But now I’ll get them too—and so will Nikki, and Katie, and—”

“—Wait. Is Nikki in on this?” I asked.

She shook her head quickly. “Nobody’s in on it.”

“You know this is stealing, right? Maybe not from me—though you are technically stealing from me in the eyes of the police—but you’re stealing from Amazon.”

She just blushed and smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “It’s all written off as a loss at taxes. They’re happy to have the write off. Lots of people do it. Oh, by the way, that growing light works really well. My sprouts are already an inch tall.”

“I don’t like this,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s an invasion of privacy. And now—look at you! You’re wearing my dress!” And she was indeed wearing the same exact dress that I was wearing. Her little mailing scam had resulted in both of us getting a dress—and maybe Nikki got one too.

It was hard to feel mad. In a way, the scheme seemed genius. And if it was just a year-end tax write-off for Amazon, who was losing? I suppose the tax-payer was losing… but Amazon would find a way to dodge taxes one way or another. Did that make it right?

“You need to end this,” I said. “Enough is enough. You had your fun.”

“Haven’t you had fun?” she asked, backing slightly away from me, as if she was afraid that I was about to pounce.

I paused. I wanted to lie and say no, but truthfully, it had been a ton of fun. I got to experience things I would have never thought of. I discovered a whole new lifestyle thanks to this crazy scheme. “But wait,” I said, shaking my head and closing my eyes as I tried to wrap my head around it. “Why did you pick me?”

“Pick you?” she said.

“How did you know that I was into any of this?” I felt my face turning red suddenly. “Not saying that, uh, I am into it. I’m not one to let anything go to waste, but—that’s besides the point! Why me? You don’t even know me!”

Now, she was staring into my eyes. She blushed hard and bit her lip. “I saw you,” she whispered. “And… I thought you would look cute as a girl. And, uh… I was right.”

My heart skipped a beat. I tried not to blush. I tried to remain angry. “But how did you know that I would even go along with it?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Everyone does.”

It took a moment to realize she was telling me she’d done this before. And in that same moment, I realized that she was the new guy my older neighbor told me about. She’d only been in the neighborhood for a few weeks more than Nikki. This was probably a game she played where she lived before, and maybe where she lived before that. She was like some sort of super-villain, going around and feminizing men…

But she wasn’t forcing it on them. She didn’t force it on me. She just provided me with what I needed. “But wait,” I said. “That toy came from N. Crescent. Are you N. Crescent?”

“No,” she said, now looking confused. “And I never bought us a toy. I bought you the bikini.”

“You did? So who bought the toy? Who’s N. Crescent?”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“Is Nikki’s real last name Crescent?”

She shook her head. “No. It’s Clarkson.”

And now my head was spinning.

“Then who’s N. Crescent?” I asked.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

And I believed her. Why would she suddenly lie after coming clean about everything else?

I stared at Alana, saw her blushing face. She was trying not to smile, as if she was proud of herself. It was clear that she’d hadn’t learned a lesson, so maybe I needed to be firmer in teaching her a good lesson. “Bend over!” I said.

She looked nervous, but she complied. She turned around and bent over. I walked up and lifted up the skirt of her dress, revealing a long fox tail. “You whore!” I said.

“What?!” she asked, looking back at me.

“I got the same tail, and I got it from N. Crescent!”

“I don’t know who that is!” she said. “It said that this was supposed to be for you.”

And now I was half-convinced she was just trying to confuse me. I grabbed the tail and pulled gently until that plug popped out from her bum, leaving her smooth asshole agape. I decided she needed a proper punishing: as hard as I could give it to her. I lifted up my skirt and fished out my cock. I stroked myself for a minute, until I was hard. I spotted that equine whip on a nearby dresser, so I grabbed it. I whipped her tush, making her yelp. I whipped her again. Then I spat into her hole and mashed my cock inside of her. She didn’t tell me to stop and she didn’t fight back, so I fucked her in her own secret little basement hideout. I thrusted hard into her, until she fell flat on the ground, and then I kept fucking her, pushing on the back of her head so that her face was pushed against the floor. Maybe I was a bit rough with her, but it felt good.

And she liked it too. She liked it when I whipped her.

So maybe it wasn’t much of a punishment. Maybe it was never really supposed to be a punishment. I pulled out and made her roll over, right in time. I aimed my cock down and came on her erection. I spilled my cream all over her length. Then, I stood her up. “W—What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m making it even,” I said, stepping over her and lowering myself down. My heart was racing harder than ever. I had no idea who this person was, but I wasn’t about to miss my opportunity. I pushed her cum-slicked cock into my body and I bounced hard, up and down, until her body trembled all over and she began to spill her seed inside of me.

Then, I stumbled to my feet. There was a wonderful pleasure tingling inside of my body, and it wasn’t going away, even though we were both finished. I looked down at her and she looked up at me. “Stop this mail forwarding scam,” I said. “It’s fun—but it’s not right. Got it?”

She nodded her head slowly and obediently. And after that day, I didn’t receive another wrong package. But I did end up seeing more of Alana—and more of Nikki. We all had our toy and outfit collections, but the best toy of all—as we were quickly learning—was each other. It was only two weeks after the end of that mail forwarding scam when Nikki put together a bit of a ‘block party’, and that’s where I got to meet Katie, a girl who was also part of the scheme, though I never received anything of hers. The party quickly turned into an orgy. I suppose it was the natural outcome, seeing as the one thing we all had in common, bringing us together, was our secret passion for dressing up like girls together.

And it was at the end of the party when Alana came up to me, apologizing at first for the embarrassment that the whole scheme had caused me. I accepted her apology, but quickly realized the point of the conversation wasn’t to apologize. “You mentioned a name a few weeks ago,” she said. “N. Crescent. Did you ever find out who that was?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “Why? Feel like coming clean?” I grinned. I still had a feeling N. Crescent was someone in that room.

“A while ago,” she said. “A long, long while ago… I got a package from her… Or I should say, for her.”

I was suddenly intrigued as Alana looked down at her feet. “Go on…” I said.

“It was a toy. I wasn’t into any of… this back then. I played with the toy, and… I liked it. I assumed she was just one of my neighbors at the time. I was living in a different city. I ended up getting a few more things from her. And when I tried to look her up online, that’s where I found that forum, where people were talking about the mail forwarding scheme. The thread was started by her, though she had no other posts on her profile. And I haven’t heard that name since—not until you mentioned it.”

Now she was staring into my eyes. I had a curious dread swirling in my gut, and I could tell that she had the same feeling inside of her. “So who is this person?” I asked.

Alana shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know, but whoever they are, they’re up to something.”

And that’s when I looked across the room, just as Nikki and Katie came back from the bathroom together. I saw them in their lingerie, and then I looked at Alana in her lingerie before catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I couldn’t help but think that this mysterious N. Crescent was the one who was truly responsible for all of this. Maybe it was her secret plan to feminize the whole world, one shy, young man at a time. Maybe it was working. By the sounds of it, she led Alana down a path of feminization before leading her to the mail scheme, so that Alana could go on and feminize more people—myself included.

No—that was too sinister. It was too complicated. It was too crafty. And what was the point? What could this N. Crescent have to gain from feminizing large numbers of men?

THE END
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John has been the perfect partner, but that all changed on the wedding day. It’s almost like a switch flipped in his brain. Now, he’s acting like a chauvinist, and he wants his wife, Lily, to be a proper, submissive housewife.

But Lily isn’t having any of it. A lawyer tells her it’s not too late to get an annulment. She gets the paperwork in order, but John won’t sign it. He wants one last chance, and Lily is only willing to give it to him if he agrees to walk a mile in her shoes: in the shoes that John so badly wants her to wear.
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Everyone warned me that men change after marriage, but I didn’t realize it would happen quite so quickly.

It was almost like the wedding ring that I slipped over his finger flicked a switch in his brain, like he suddenly didn’t feel like he had to try at all anymore. It almost seemed like he assumed the ring around my finger was binding, like there was nothing he could do to make me go.

And he was right…

I’d never been one of those girls who believed that marriages could just be ended. Vows aren’t just words we say because tradition says we have to say them in order to get the benefits of marriage at tax seasons. I really meant it when I said, “for better or worse…” But I wasn’t at all happy when it started to look like I was in for the latter end of that spectrum.

We took our photos together after the ceremony. Right away, he was ignoring me, joking around with his friends. I kept sauntering over to him, trying to get him to slip his arm around me, but he kept ignoring me. “One sec, babe,” he would say, and then a moment later, he would be fifty yards away, with his buddies.

I just assumed he was overly-excited. A few of his friends had flown in from out of the country; he hadn’t seen them in years. But that night got worse. He went off and did a few shots with them and returned drunk before the reception. He made a few nasty comments to me while people made speeches. After I kissed him, he told me I needed to check my breath. He kept telling me that my breasts looked like they were sagging in my dress. “Now that you’re married, you look like you have old lady boobs,” he said. I could tell that he just thought he was being funny, but the words stung—especially after I spent a good chunk of my savings on that dress.

He told me that my makeup looked “dry”. “It makes you look older. Mikey didn’t believe me when I told him you’re younger than me.”

It was during dinner when I finally said, “John, you’re being mean to me.”

He rolled his eyes and chuckled. “Can’t take a joke all of a sudden?” he asked with a condescending tone.

I knew he was a bit drunk, and sometimes he was obnoxious when he was drunk. I swear he wasn’t always so bad. In fact, I could only remember a few times that he’d ever been drunk. But even then, he wasn’t so bad. Maybe he would tell me that he wished I would bleach my hair blonde or he would ask me why I had so much hair on my arms. But now, he was taking it to another level.

After the dinner, he disappeared. I tried to find him to have our first dance, but couldn’t. Some guests were itching to dance, so I just told the DJ to start the music. We didn’t end up having a first dance together while my older relatives were still there.

John was with his friends, smoking a joint that Mikey brought from Australia.

Later that night, John got into a fight with my stepmother, because he heard that she’d been running up the open bar tab by ordering the most expensive scotch on the menu. Maybe it was true—but it was an open bar and we didn’t put any limitations in place. But the fight turned ugly. My stepmom ended up leaving, taking a number of my family members with her.

And it only got worse from there.

When we got to the suite we’d rented for the night, John became a sort of animal. He burped and farted in front of me, giggling like a schoolboy, even though I wasn’t smiling. He told me that I needed to give him a blowjob. “John, to be honest, I’m not really in the mood,” I said. “You’ve been a jerk all night. I just want to go to bed and pretend like this night wasn’t a total disaster.”

“Are you serious?” he asked, burping again. “It’s our wedding night and you’re rejecting me?”

“I’m tired,” I said.

“Oh, so that’s going to start now?” he asked, frowning—almost scowling at me, as if he suddenly hated my guts. “Mikey told me you’d do that. He said all girls do it. I guess you aren’t any different.”

“John!” I snapped. “You need to pull yourself together! You’re being such a jerk!”

I made the mistake of taking my dress off in front of him, exposing my bridal lingerie that I’d been wearing under my dress since after the photos. I didn’t think much of it, but he seemed to think it was some sort of act of cruelty, like I was teasing him and rubbing the sexless night in his face. He scoffed and said, “And you think I’m being a jerk!”

“You are!” I said. “You’ve never been like this. I have to go to my stepmom’s house tomorrow and apologize for what you did.”

“Don’t you dare,” he said with narrowed eyes. “You can’t ever talk to her again. She only came for the free booze. She’s a witch.”

“She raised me,” I said.

“You don’t even like her!” he snapped.

“We have our problems, but she’s still my stepmom!”

The fight raged on, and it was unlike any fight we’d ever had before. Sure, we’d had spats. Sure, we’d had our quarrels. But this was something different. For the first time ever, John gave me an ultimatum: “If this is how you plan on being while we’re married, then we may as well divorce.”

“You told me that you don’t believe in divorce!” I said, almost in tears now. And that was exactly what he’d told me. It was one of those core values that I’d always considered vital to our relationship. It was one of the most important values.

“I’ll do what I have to do. I’m not putting up with you if you’re just going to give up.”

Now, I was left stunned. “Me? You’re accusing me of giving up?”

He made his eyes wide as he nodded his head.

“How the hell am I giving up?”

“I mean—no offense, but look at you.”

I gasped, not entirely sure what he was getting at—but I already didn’t like it.

“You could have put a bit of effort into looking sexier today. Maybe you didn’t want to look sexy for your folks—but c’mon. Your makeup makes you look old. And your boobs, well, we already talked about those. And now you’re just not going to put out on our wedding night. You seem to think that you can just stop putting out. Why? Now that you have a ring on my finger, you don’t need to put out anymore? Did you never actually like it?”

I was so stunned and so overwhelmed, I didn’t even know where to start.

I decided not to get into it. I could tell he was drunk, but my feelings were hurt. No—they were destroyed. I felt violated. I felt betrayed.

I wanted to throw up. I grabbed my only set of clothes and I left the suite. I went down to the front desk, trying not to cry. The woman at the front desk congratulated me before seeing the redness in my eyes. Humiliated, I asked for another room. Then she became silent and that embarrassment turned even worse.

It was, quite possibly, the worst night of my life. I went to sleep not knowing who I married or what to expect from the future.
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He was at my door in the morning. His face was pale—almost green as he tried to look proper while coping with his hangover. He looked into my eyes for a short second before looking down at the floor. He took a deep breath and said, very softly, “I’m so sorry about last night.”

I just stared at him, stunned. I was tired, running off of an hour or two of sleep.

“I don’t know if I want to talk right now, John,” I said, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes: sleep those two cups of coffee couldn’t even help.

“I didn’t mean the stuff that I said,” he said. “I had too much to drink.”

“That’s no excuse,” I said. “You said what you said. People are more honest when they drink.”

“But I didn’t mean any of it,” he said firmly. “I regret saying it.”

It was hard to stay angry at him. He looked broken, and not just from that hangover. I could tell he was being destroyed by guilt, and even though I was angry with him, I didn’t want to torture him by letting those feelings linger. I’d always believed in coming up with a resolution as quickly as possible, through conversation—but I couldn’t help but think that he meant those things that he said—he just didn’t mean to say them. There’s a big difference between meaning something and meaning to say it, after all. He probably did think that I looked older than I should have looked. He probably wasn’t thrilled about my breasts, which admittedly weren’t as perky as they were when I was eighteen.

And him pushing for that blowjob before exploding about me rejecting him: maybe he was drunk, but that little tantrum gave me a glimpse into his brain. I got to see what he wanted and how he thought when his filter was turned off.

Now, I felt like I knew why he married me, and it wasn’t because he loved me. He wanted something ‘sexy’ to show off to his friends, maybe to elevate his status. He wanted someone to pleasure him when he wanted pleasuring. He seemed to think that it was my job to look a certain way for him. And had he always been like that? It was hard to say…

We’d only been together for two years. During that time, I’d been fairly conscious of my appearance. I always did my makeup before going out. I spent twenty minutes every morning doing my hair. I always kept my leg hair shaved, never going more than three days without shaving. If I knew we were going to meet with his friends, I would put in a bit of extra work, because I wanted him to feel proud.

And was that going to be expected of me forever? What was I supposed to do about my breasts? Did he want me to get a boob lift? Would I have to get implants? And would he want me to get a face lift eventually? Would he want me to start hitting the gym once my metabolism slowed down?

“Can I come in to talk?” he asked.

“I just want to be alone for a while,” I said.

“But I’m sorry,” I said. “We’re supposed to meet with my parents in an hour.”

I rolled my eyes. “Is that what this is? Are you just pretending to apologize so that you won’t be embarrassed in front of your parents?”

He turned a curious shade of red: the first time color had been in his face that morning. “No,” he said, but I didn’t believe him. “I just want to put this all behind us. I want to pretend like the fight never happened. I think you’re beautiful and I love you the way you are. You know that.”

I bit down on my tongue. I could have prolonged the fight. I could have questioned his motives. I could have tried to pry, to see if I could get him to admit that his drunken speech the night before wasn’t just random nonsense, but that he actually felt that way.

But what was the point? What could I get out of fighting more? If this was going to be a permanent problem, I would find out soon enough, with or without continuing that particular spat. “Fine,” I said. “Let’s just forget it.”

He smiled and then he wrapped his arms around me. “Thanks, babe. And just for the record, I don’t want you to change. I love you just the way that you are.”

“Even with saggy tits and an old lady face? Or was it a saggy face and old lady tits? I can’t remember.”

He sighed. “Lily,” he said.

“Sorry,” I said. “I’ll try to forget it.”

“I have to take a shower. You going to be good to go in about forty-five minutes?” He looked into my eyes with a warm smile. It was nice seeing that smile, seeing him acting like himself. Maybe I could blame the booze more than I was. Maybe I could relax and try to remember the nice parts of the wedding while forgetting the terrible parts.

I went to take a shower. The warm water felt nice, running down my naked body. I still had red marks on my hips and ribs where my dress was sinched tight. I let the water splash my face for a good fifteen minutes before I remembered I was on a time crunch.

I got out from the shower and stared at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t help but look closely at my face, trying to see if I really had aged all that much since John and I started dating. Maybe I had a few extra lines. Maybe I didn’t look quite as young and perky as I once did.

I stood tall and looked at my boobs. I’d always thought that I had nice boobs, but now I wasn’t so sure. What if they did hang a bit low? What if they weren’t quite as full and perky as they once were? Maybe John was just drunk the night before, but he put a lot of scary ideas into my head. Did I need a boob lift? I cupped my breasts and held them up an inch or so. I pushed them harder against my chest. Was this where they were supposed to sit? I grabbed my bra and started to adjust the straps. I made it so that it held my boobs higher, so maybe I would look a bit younger. Then I went to grab my makeup box. I usually only used a little bit of concealer, but now I was paranoid about those lines. Maybe I needed to start caking the concealer on more…

I was about to rub a big glob of expensive concealer on my face, and then I paused. I stared at myself for a long moment, and then I had a curious idea. What if I went out without makeup? What if I met with John’s family just looking natural? What if I didn’t style my hair? And hell—what if I didn’t wear that push-up bra?

I caught myself grinning. It seemed like a good way to test John, to see how he actually felt about me.

So I put my makeup away. I had the outfit that I’d planned on wearing to that brunch, but now I decided to slip into something more comfortable: a pink Juicy jumpsuit. It was a bit baggy, but super soft. I spent the whole previous day in a ruthlessly tight dress, stiff heels, and tons of makeup. I deserved a comfort day. It was just brunch, after all. It’s not like we were going out to the city’s most prestigious steak house.

I met John down in the lobby, and his face turned white at the sight of me. He looked around suddenly, almost as if he was looking for the camera team that followed around the Pranked crew. “W—What are you doing?” he asked, almost whispering as I approached him.

“What’s the problem?” I asked. It felt nice to feel the fresh air on my face.

“I thought you were getting ready. We have to go in, like, three minutes.”

“I am ready,” I said.

“You can’t wear that out,” he said.

“Why not? You’re not dressed up.” He was wearing a Led Zeppelin T-shirt and a pair of jeans with a fresh rip in the left knee.

“It’s different. You—You’re the bride.” He said it as if it made any sense.

“So what?” I said.

“Just go put on that nice dress you had. And maybe put on—I don’t know—some mascara, or whatever. I’ll tell my mom we’re running late.”

“Why would I do that?” I asked. “Don’t you like me like this?”

“I like you just fine! But you’re going to send the wrong message. My parents are going to think that you don’t care enough to get pretty for them.”

“You don’t think I’m pretty?” I asked. Suddenly, it felt like that old argument was sparking up again.

“Lily!” he sighed. “Let’s not do this again. You’re already putting words in my mouth. I know that you know what I’m trying to say. I just don’t want this to be a… a thing. I just want to have brunch. Let’s get this over with.”

“I just don’t understand why you think it matters!” I said.

“I don’t understand why you think it’s such an insult! I’m not asking much!”

I crossed my arms. “Well too bad for you. I’m not changing anything.”

“Then we’re not going,” he hissed through clenched teeth.

“Excuse me?” I said.

“We’re not going. I’ll tell my mom that you’re feeling sick.”

“What’s wrong with you?”

“With me?” he said. “Nothing is wrong with me. I just don’t want to insult my parents. It’s really not that much work for you to put on a dress and a bit of makeup. You can even tie your hair into a bun—I don’t care—but at least put in a little effort.”

“What effort are you putting in!?” I said. “You wore a tuxedo T-shirt to the groom’s dinner!”

“That was a joke, Lily. There’s a difference between making a joke and showing up to a family brunch in your pajamas.”

“These aren’t my pajamas. This is loungewear. There’s a big difference.”

“I don’t see the difference,” he said.

“Fine. You can tell them that you’re sick. I’m going, with or without you.” I smiled and crossed my arms, but I didn’t like fighting with him like this. I didn’t like freaking him out. I didn’t like to think that we had become enemies, seemingly overnight. We were supposed to be partners. We were supposed to be best friends. My goal should have been to make him happy and his goal should have been to make me happy. But now, it felt like I was trying to come up with a way to piss him off, just to get a bit of revenge for him making me feel so lousy.

“Don’t,” he said firmly.

“Are you going to stop me?” I asked.

Now, there were people looking at us. Maybe our voices were getting a bit louder as our argument heated up.

“I’m going to forbid you.”

“Forbid me?” I said, almost shocked. I thought he was kidding for a moment. “You can’t.”

“You have to submit to me,” he said. “I’m your husband. I’m not going to let you walk all over me. I’m not going to let you treat me like a cuck.”

“A cuck? Since when have you ever used the word cuck? And how is that relevant right now?”

“Lily. You are not going to show yourself to my parents like this,” he said.

“John, you are not the person I thought that I was marrying!”

And sadly, he got what he wanted. I was too distraught to go and meet with his family. I was embarrassed as people stared at me. I just wanted to hop in a time machine and end this before the wedding happened.

Now, I was running back to my room so I could lock the door and cry in my bed. I hated feeling betrayed by my own husband.
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Ihoped that the fighting would be resolved over the next couple of days. Then a few days went by and a hopelessness entered my heart. John moved in with a friend because I wouldn’t let him into my apartment where we planned on living for the next few years while we saved for a house.

I just wanted an apology, but he was refusing to give it. He kept doubling down, saying that he was justified in telling me to put on makeup and a dress. “It was the least you could do,” he would say to me, bringing that morning up, again and again. “As much as I love you, I won’t let you insult my parents.”

I knew that he came from a relatively conservative household. His parents were immigrants from Serbia. They were very traditional people. But now they were in Canada, and they knew that I was a Canadian woman. They knew how people were in Canada, and I’m sure they wouldn’t have been too offended if I went to breakfast in a tracksuit instead of a dress. I’m sure they understood that I was tired from a very long wedding night.

But John refused to budge. He was convinced that I was in the wrong. And maybe I wouldn’t have been so angry had it not been for what happened on the wedding night: all of the things he said while he was drunk. Those mean remarks were just confirmed to be his true thoughts when he wouldn’t let me out in public without a dress and makeup.

Days turned into weeks. Now, it was seeming like we were having some sort of standoff. It was starting to seem like that horrible fight wasn’t going to end until I gave in and accepted that I would submit to him because I was a woman and he was a man and that’s just the way it’s supposed to be.

There were days that I didn’t even hear from him: not even a check-in message. An entire week went by where he didn’t call, and I felt like I was starting to forget what his voice sounded like. I was a wreck. I spent many nights crying, starting to think that I’d ruined everything by being so stubborn. Maybe it wouldn’t have been so bad to just do what he asked. Maybe it wasn’t worth what now seemed like an inevitable divorce.

It was a month after our wedding when a friend of mine—the only friend who knew that I was fighting with John—suggested I get an annulment. And I’m sad to say that I did look into it, just so I wouldn’t have to tell everyone that I’d been married before. The thought of having a failed marriage on my record was just too shameful to handle, though I wasn’t sure an annulment was so much better.

It was a Friday night when I met with a lawyer who specialized in divorce and annulment. “You haven’t had sex yet as a married couple, have you?”

“No sex,” I said. “We haven’t even kissed since the officiant told us to.”

“That’s good for your case. Would John tell a judge that you haven’t consummated the marriage?”

“I—I don’t know. He’s not one to lie, so I guess he probably would,” I said. It was so hard to speak. I was so filled with shame, just entertaining that idea. But I was doing more than entertaining it. I was getting the paperwork. I was being taught the process, and I had the file started.

“You’re just within forty-five days,” the lawyer said with a smile. “So it really shouldn’t be an issue. This happens… It’s rare, but it happens. I don’t see this getting held up at any point. I can run it through on Monday, if you can just get me the signed paperwork.”

She slipped me the forms. There weren’t many that needed to be filled out. It was a shockingly easy process, as long as we filed within forty-five days of marriage, and we could vouch, under oath, that we never consummated the marriage.

I took those papers home and read them over many times. Then I started to cry as I remembered the good times with John.

Now I know that I haven’t exactly painted John in the nicest light. He was really a very nice guy up until our wedding night. He was so romantic after we met in a bar, where I was working at the time. I’d just gotten off work, and I was having a drink before taking off. He asked me out the night I met him. I said no, and then he just smiled. “Why are you smiling like that?” I said, feeling bad that I’d just rejected him.

“I had a feeling you weren’t going to make it easy for me,” he said. “Okay, so maybe you don’t want to go on a date with me, but at least let me take you out dancing.”

“That sounds like a date,” I said.

“Then coffee,” he said.

“That sounds like a date,” I said again.

“How’s about a beer? We can have a beer together.”

“That would also be a date. I don’t even know you!”

“What do you mean, you don’t know me?” he asked with a cheeky grin. “We’re dating.”

“What are you talking about?”

He held up his beer. “We’re having a beer together right now. So we’re dating.”

Then I found myself blushing. I finished my drink and said goodbye. But John was determined to get me. He convinced one of my co-workers to give him my address. He waited outside of the building the next morning—for six hours—waiting for me to come out. “I promise I’m not a stalker. I just didn’t want to miss the opportunity.”

“You seem like a stalker,” I said to him. “It’s kind of creepy.”

“I’m sure if Brad Pitt sat out here waiting for you, you wouldn’t call him creepy.”

“You might be insane,” I said, giggling as I walked to the café where I always got my morning coffee. He followed me inside.

“I might be,” I said. “I just want to take you out. I’m not so bad, am I? I mean—I know I’m a bit short. I get that girls like tall dudes. Whatever. And maybe I’m a bit skinny, but I know how to do stuff. I can change lightbulbs and whatever. I actually renovated an entire house last year.”

“Are you a carpenter?” I asked.

“Nah,” he said. “I just figured it all out with YouTube and whatever. And look—I make some decent money. I make more than I spend, so why not just let me spend it on you? Let me treat you.”

He insisted on paying for my coffee. “See?” he said.

“Like I said—I don’t even know you.”

“You don’t know anyone until you meet them,” I said.

“But I’ve never even met you. I don’t know where you came from! You were just at the bar last night. I’m pretty sure I saw you hitting on my friend.”

“Me!?” he said. “No! I walked into the bar, saw you, and had my mind made up.” Then he looked around with a smile on his face. “You picked a really nice joint for our second date.”

“It’s not a date. And I’m not staying here. I have to run some errands.”

“I’ll tag along,” he said.

“No! I hardly know you!” I said.

“So what? You’ll only date a guy who you already know? I don’t get it. How many guys do you know well enough to consider dating potential? Five? Six? How many are single?”

“Why are you so persistent?”

“Because you’re so pretty,” he said.

And then I was blushing all over again.

“I like your lips. You’ve got great lips. That’s what does it for me, really. But the rest of you is pretty too. Where are you going?”

“To run errands. I already told you,” I said as I went out the door.

“No cream or milk in your coffee?”

“I like it black.”

“I’ll remember that,” he said. “I like mine black too. So we’ll save money by never having to buy cream.”

“I buy lots of cream for baking.”

“Baking, huh?”

“My favorite cookie recipe uses heavy cream. I make those cookies every week.”

“I like chocolate chip. You ever make those?”

“Sure,” she said.

“You make some for me, I’ll come by and fix your toilet.”

I looked at him, stunned for a moment, and then I became afraid that he actually was a stalker. “How do you know about my toilet!?”

“I heard you telling the bartender at the bar last night!” he said. “You said it right in front of me. What? Am I supposed to cover my ears whenever people aren’t directly addressing me? So whatever. I’ll come by tomorrow. I’ll take a couple cookies and I’ll fix the toilet.”

“It’s just a bit… invasive. Look, I appreciate your interest. And I don’t want to sound mean, but… you aren’t really my type. I’m flattered, John. I wish you all the best. But I can’t help my type, you know?” I felt bad turning him down. I’d never really had a man so interested in me before, though I’d also never had a problem getting guys to ask me out. But John wasn’t my type. He was a bit small for me. He was a bit too confident too. Every girl likes a confident guy, but John was completely unashamed. I’d rejected him over and over, and he was still smiling, as if he was totally deaf.

I waved down a cab. “Bye, John,” I said.

“Bye,” he said with a cool smile. And I saw him the next morning at 10:00 AM. There was a knock at my door. I opened it, assuming it was a neighbor. I almost screamed when I saw him.

“How did you get into my building?” I closed my housecoat tight, not wanting him to see my satin nightie underneath.

“They just let me in. I guess they thought I was a real plumber.” He held up his tool box and then he brushed by me. “So where’s this toilet?”

“You’re insane,” she said. “I should call the cops!”

“Why?” he said, unrattled. “I told you I was coming. You didn’t tell me not to come. Why are you so shocked? I’m just here to fix your toilet. Your landlord won’t do it for you. There it is—that one looks broken!”

He went in and started working. I stood in the doorway. I wanted to throw him out, but I also wanted that toilet fixed. If he could fix it, maybe I could let him—but that didn’t mean he was getting a date.

He started working. “So maybe after this we can grab some lunch. I know a good place,” he said.

“Sorry, John,” I said. “I already told you, we’re not going on a date.”

He opened up my toilet and then he laughed. “Easy,” he said.

I watched him for a few minutes, and it didn’t take him long. He had the thing working in no time. “It works,” I said with a smile.

“Yeah, but there’s one problem,” I said.

“What is it?”

“No cookies,” I said.

I sighed. I’d been meaning to make the cookies, and I had all of the ingredients. “Fine,” I said. “I’ll make a batch, but then you’re out.”

“Sounds good,” he smiled. I went to the kitchen and he just left. I assumed he went to put his tools in his car, but he didn’t come back—not right away. I was perplexed—and after fifteen minutes, I started to feel a bit… rejected. I started to worry that he’d actually given up on me. Maybe I’d rejected him enough for him to get the message—but now I was starting to wonder if I should have given him a shot. Sure, he was short and thin, but he was handsome. He had thick, full hair, and big, glowing eyes. He had good style. He really was handy. Having a working toilet for the first time in two months was nice—and I had a feeling he could fix a few other things around my apartment that my landlord just wouldn’t fix for me.

Another fifteen minutes went by. My cookies finished baking. I took them out and felt a bit sad, not having anyone to share them with. But I knew I couldn’t be too upset: I drove him away, after all.

Then suddenly, he came back. He had a pair of coffees in his hands. “Black, just like you like,” he smiled. And I will admit that I let a smile slip, and my cheeks probably turned a dark shade of red. I let him stay. I let him chat with me, though he was mostly just interested in hearing me talk about myself. He stared into my eyes in a way that no man had ever stared into my eyes before. He was actually admiring me, blessed to be in my company. He made me feel so worthwhile. I couldn’t stop blushing… And he loved my cookies. He probably ate seven. “How do you stay so thin?” I asked.

“Fast metabolism,” he said.

We had our coffees. I learned a little bit about him, and he learned a lot about me, asking question after question—and then just listening, staring at me with those admiring eyes.

He ended that morning by saying, “I’ll pick you up tomorrow around eight. We’ll go dancing.”

“It’s a no, John,” I said, rolling my eyes.

He left with a smirk on his face. And the next day, around 5:00 PM, I started getting ready because I knew he was going to be there. I made myself pretty, put on my best perfume, wriggled into my cutest (and tightest) dress. He showed up at eight and I pretended like I didn’t want to go with him, but we went and we had a great time.

And then it was suddenly like we were dating… because we were dating. It really wasn’t long before he proposed to me. I didn’t think twice before saying yes, because it seemed to me like we were the perfect couple. We rarely fought—and our fights weren’t real fights. We would occasionally bicker about stupid things, and then we would make up easily before having sex. And it almost seemed like the little fights were just an excuse to have passionate make-up sex.

So I really don’t know what happened on the wedding night. I don’t know what snapped in his brain. I don’t know how he changed so drastically. I couldn’t help but think that one of his friends whispered doubts into his ear… probably Mikey. I couldn’t help but think that the entire duration of our relationship was just some sort of sham. But maybe I gave him the wrong idea. I always got dolled up for him, without question. I always presented myself nicely for his friends and family members—and maybe he just assumed that was what he was getting.

It was a rainy night when I showed up at his friend’s house, seeing him for the first time in so, so long. He looked perplexed when he came to the door. “Lily, what are you doing here?” he asked. He was wearing sweatpants. His T-shirt had orange Dorito dust smeared across it. His face was unshaved. He looked like he hadn’t left that house in close to a week. It was an unsettling sight. “Can I come in and talk to you for a minute?” I asked.

“I guess so,” he said softly before stepping aside. I saw where he’d been sleeping: a couch with a scrunched-up blanket and a yellowed pillow that once was white. There was a video game system, currently running, hooked up to a big TV. A pair of controllers suggested he’d been playing with a friend. And the many Red Bull cans suggested they’d been going for a while.

“What happened to you?” I asked.

He took offense to the question. His eyes narrowed. “When did you become so judging?”

I sighed, already detecting a fight. “Never mind, John,” I said, shaking my head. “I—I guess I just need to get this over with.” I pulled out the papers. “I need you to sign these.” It was hard not to cry. I felt so defeated and so humiliated. Separation seemed like the ultimate failure, and this was just the start of the humiliation. Soon, all of my family members and friends who came to our wedding and bought us wedding gifts would find out the marriage was off. My catholic parents would scorn me, even though it wasn’t technically a divorce.

“What is this?” he asked, flipping through the pages.

“Annulment,” I said. “If we file in the next two weeks, there’s no divorce. It’s just like we were never married. So, uh, you don’t have to tell girls that you’re divorced when you start dating again.”

His face was now white. He looked into my eyes, looking like he was trying not to cry. “Start dating again?” he asked. His voice was hardly a whimper.

“Just sign them, John,” I said, hoping he would be fast so I could get out of there before I broke down crying.

“I don’t want to sign them,” he said.

“I don’t want to have to go through the divorce process, so please just sign them!” I said.

“That’s it? You’re just giving up?”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then I pointed at his couch bed. “Who here has given up, John?” I asked, now letting a tear slip out.

“Well what am I supposed to do? You won’t let me back in the apartment and I don’t have my own apartment anymore. Mikey wants to play video games and I don’t have anything to do when I’m not working.”

“Whatever. Just sign the papers,” I said.

“No.”

“Do it! Please!”

“I don’t want to split up!” he said.

“Yes, you do! You don’t even like me! You want me to be somebody that I’m not. I’m not the girl you want. I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong idea. There are lots of girls who will love to get dolled up for you and be your little traditional housewife. That’s not me. It never was me. And you can’t seem to get past it, so let’s just deal with this before it’s a process that costs thousands of dollars in lawyer fees. This is simple. You sign it, my lawyer will process the papers, and it will be like the wedding never happened. So just do it!”

“I refuse to give up on you.”

“That’s such bullshit, John,” I groaned. “It’s been a month and you’ve refused to apologize for what you said to me. That’s not the actions of someone who refuses to give up.”

“Fine. I’m sorry. Can you rip up the papers now?” He was crying, and it killed me to see him crying. In fact, I’d never seen him cry before. It wasn’t an ugly cry; he was just letting a few tears slip out, but that was enough to fill me with a terrible guilt.

“You aren’t sorry,” I said.

“I said sorry!”

“For what?”

“For being a dick! It won’t happen again.”

“But it’s not that simple.”

“Then what do you want me to say!?” he asked, now starting to shout.

And I was silent. There was nothing he could say—and I think that’s why I was so convinced that the marriage was over. There was no romantic set of words good enough to mend this issue. He could write a love letter or compose a twenty-minute monologue, and it wouldn’t change anything in my mind.

“Lily,” he said, taking a deep breath. “Just give me one more chance. Give me another shot.”

I bit down on my tongue. I couldn’t trust him. I’d never felt like I couldn’t trust him before. “I just don’t know if we can fix this,” I whispered.

“Why can’t you just accept my apology?” he asked. “I was a prick. I treated you like crap. It’s been weighing on me for weeks. I haven’t slept. I want to call you every night, but I feel like I don’t deserve to talk to you.”

“You’re just saying words,” I said. “How can I believe anything you’re saying?”

“What else can I do?”

“I want actions,” I said.

“Okay, fine. Then what do you want me to do? I’ll do anything.”

“Do you actually understand why I’m so upset? Do you even know?”

“I’ll set up a brunch for this weekend. You can wear whatever you want. If my mom has a problem, I’ll just tell her that—I don’t know—that your nice clothes are being cleaned.”

I sighed. “You really don’t get it.”

“Then help me to get it!” he said.

And then, I giggled. It was an oddly placed giggle, and it caught me off-guard—but it really confused John. “What? What’s so funny?” he asked.

“I just had a silly thought. I don’t know why,” I said.

“What?”

“It’s nothing,” I said.

“Just say it.”

“It’s dumb.”

“Just say it!”

“Fine!” I snapped. “I just had a funny picture in my head of you being in my shoes for a week or two. If you had to do your hair and makeup every single morning, and wear uncomfortable shoes and revealing clothes—maybe you would finally get it.”

He scoffed, rolling his eyes, apparently offended by the mere suggestion of the idea, which wasn’t even a real idea, just a funny thought that had flickered in my brain. But his suddenly stubborn refusal made me frustrated. Right after he said he would do anything—now he was crossing his arms and pouting like a child. He was already rejecting my idea to save our relationship, and it wasn’t even a real idea.

“It was just a joke, John. Relax,” I said.

“It’s dumb,” he said.

I narrowed my eyes. “It’s not dumb,” I said. “If you actually did it, you might learn a lesson.”

“I really doubt it,” he scoffed.

“Well fine then! I want you to do it! If you want any chance of saving this marriage, you’re going to do it, starting tomorrow morning.”

“What!?” he snapped.

I tried not to grin, feeling just a little bit like I was getting a taste of revenge, though I wasn’t entirely sure why.

“I have meetings and shit,” he said. “I can’t just dress up like a girl.”

“You can tell people you’re gender fluid,” I said. “If that’s a problem for them, I’m pretty sure that’s considered discrimination.”

“You’re insane,” he said.

“Tomorrow morning, you can be at the apartment at eight. I’ll help you get ready.”

“I won’t be there,” he said.

“Bye, John,” I said, turning around.

“I won’t be there, Lily!” he shouted.

I didn’t turn back and I didn’t say anything else. Because I knew that he was going to be there.


CHAPTER 4
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He showed up, on time, though he hadn’t put much effort into getting ready for the day, so I wasn’t exactly convinced that he was prepared to do what I wanted him to do.

And I really wasn’t even sure that I knew what I wanted him to do. I just wanted him to prove to me that he actually cared about me, and that he was actually willing to work on this glaring issue that was suddenly such a massive wedge in our marriage.

“Come in,” I said. He stepped into the apartment slowly and looked around.

“It’s clean in here,” he said, pushing his hands into his pockets.

“Why didn’t you shave?” I asked.

“Do I really need to?”

“Of course you do. What woman has a quarter inch of beard hair?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “You don’t actually want me to do this, do you?”

“I do,” I said. “And I don’t want to argue about it all morning. You’re either going to do it or you can leave. You told me you would do anything. Well, I’m making you do this—and I’m also going to insist you don’t bitch about it.”

He pressed his lips firmly together and glared into my eyes. It wasn’t that look of admiration that used to be on his face. He wasn’t staring at me as if I was the missing piece of his soul. He was just looking at me like I was some sort of inconvenient obstacle that he was being forced to deal with. “Go shave,” I said. “I’m going to make myself a coffee.”

“Make me one too,” he said.

“No,” I said.

Now, he looked baffled. “You always make me a coffee.”

“Not today. You’re a woman now. You can make the coffee from now on. I’m just going to make myself one because I don’t feel like waiting for you to get yourself ready before I get a sip of coffee.”

He stood there, looking shocked.

“Go!” I said.

And I was a bit surprised when he went without putting up a fight. I heard him running the sink. I saw the steam coming from the bathroom door.

“Make sure it’s the closest shave you’ve ever gotten!” I called out.

It took him some time, but he came out shaved—on the face. I pulled up the leg of his sweatpants and shook my head. “Everywhere, John.”

“But I have to see people,” he said. “I can’t just shave my legs.”

“You want to walk a mile in my shoes, John? How would you feel if I went to meet with your family with hairy legs?”

He stood there, processing what I was saying. He was really thinking about it. He pressed his lips thin, groaned, and then he marched back into the bathroom. I sipped my coffee until there was nothing left. I made a new cup. Then he came out with a towel around his waist. “Happy?” he asked with a scowl.

“Smile more, John,” I said with a smile. “Girls don’t get far when they frown all the time.”

I went up to him and peeked down the front of his towel, seeing that he still had pubic hair. So I told him to march back into the bathroom and deal with all of his hair. “Armpits too,” I said, and that gave me time to finish another half cup of coffee. Then, he finally came out as a clean slate that I could work with.

We had a lot of work to do that morning. It was only 9:00 AM, and I had a feeling this was going to take all day. But I needed the make sure he had the skills and the tools that he needed to do this on his own, because I really did want him to live through this for the next week or so. I really wanted him to understand why he was being an asshole to me at our wedding. I didn’t just want him to apologize—that was too easy, and it meant nothing.

But if he could really see just how much work went into getting dolled up, then maybe he would have a bit more sympathy.

Maybe…

But it wasn’t seeming to be shaping up that way. At first, he was just frustrated—and that frustration actually gave me some hope. I thought he might be able to see how getting dolled up could be frustration, and then maybe he would appreciate the effort a bit more. But I don’t think he was frustrated at the process—showing him how to put on concealer, eyeliner, mascara, shadow, blush, and so on—but he was frustrated that I was making him do it.

In fact, I could tell that he wasn’t quite listening. I could tell that he already thought that he could do this on his own, easily. He’d always been that kind of guy: the kind of guy to figure something out quickly, deeming himself an expert before the end of the day. And usually, he could actually figure things out quite quickly. He went through a drawing phase, where he suddenly found himself interested in architectural drawing—and by the end of the week, he could draw some impressive buildings with careful details and done to convincing scale. It was something he could have been great at, but after a few weeks, he was bored and onto the next thing.

“I can’t tell if you’re listening,” I said to him as I showed him how to get the lip gloss just right.

“Huh?” he said, proving that he wasn’t listening.

“You know that I’m expecting you to do this yourself after today, right?”

“Sure, whatever,” he said, rolling his eyes.

“Why are you rolling your eyes?” Now I was getting frustrated. I was close to kicking him out and putting an end to this experiment. If this was just going to be a waste of time, then there were other things I would have preferred to be doing.

“It’s just not that big of a deal!” he said.

“Explain!”

“It’s not rocket science, Lily. It’s just makeup. I’ve seen you do it a hundred times before. It’s all pretty straight forward. I dated a girl before you who could do it in less than five minutes.”

“You’re so naïve,” I said, shaking my head.

“Whatever,” he said. “Can we just continue so we can get this over with?”

“No,” I said, and then I handed him a bag of makeup wipes. “Just take it off then.”

“What?” he said, narrowing his eyes. That fight was coming, but it was hard to take him seriously with his face covered in makeup. He actually did look a bit like a girl with that dark eyeliner around his eyes, and with that blush on his cheekbones. And I’d never really realized just how long and thick his eyelashes were until that moment.

“Just wipe it off, John.”

“I want to prove to you that I can do whatever you want, so let’s just keep going,” he said stubbornly.

“You’re just proving that you can’t listen,” I said. “So now we have that on our pile of problems.”

“I was listening. I just zoned out a bit at the end there,” he said.

“You were listening?” I said with a grin on my face.

He nodded his head with a proud smirk.

“Then wipe it off and do it again, by yourself. If you were listening, you should know how to do it.”

“Fine,” he said. He took the wipes and started to rub down his face. He made a trip to the bathroom to scrub himself back to a clean slate, and then he came back and snatched the concealer tube and got to work.

At first, I was amused, thinking that he was a fool for thinking he could just do it on his own. But then, as I watched, I felt my heart fluttering down into my stomach. He was doing it… right. He was using the tips I gave him. He was even doing a better job than I could do at putting on the eyeliner, keeping his hand frighteningly steady, making perfect flicks that were perfectly equal in length. He even went rogue and picked out his own shadow colors to decorate around his eyes, and he went with a softer pink that suited his face better for his lips. Then he puckered his lips at the mirror before turning to me with a cheeky grin. “How do I look?” he asked with a fake girl voice.

I bit hard on my tongue, trying not to snap. It was just one more talent on Mr. Naturally-Talented’s list of natural talents. “Wipe the grin off of your face,” I said. “A good woman doesn’t gloat.”

“Are you feeling a bit jealous?” he asked.

“No!” I said. “I just wish you would take this more seriously.”

“I am taking it seriously!” he said with big eyes. “How am I not taking it seriously? Did I not do my makeup just like you asked me to? Now what’s next? You have a wig for me or what?”

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Yes,” I said through clenched teeth.

The day before, I’d gone to the store to get a blonde wig. It was naturally curly and a bit expensive—but I thought it would be a good challenge for him. I didn’t want to buy him something that was pre-styled and made from synthetic hair that would just remain styled so he wouldn’t have to do anything. I wanted to make sure that it would be a chore—and long, curly hair is always challenging.

So I gave him the wig. I told him to pay close attention. Then he just took the straightening iron from me and started making his hair straight. “I’ve seen you do this before, Lily,” he said. “It’s not rocket science.” And I wouldn’t have been so mad had he not done it just like I was about to show him. I was tempted to lie and say that I was going to show him a different style, but I didn’t want to be a liar. I didn’t want to make this about torture. It wasn’t a punishment; it was supposed to be a lesson, but I wasn’t sure he was learning it.

“Fine,” I said once he had a nice head of straight blonde hair, which actually suited him very nicely. “Then if you think you’re so smart, you can pick out your own outfit. I want something classy. And if you look in the closet, you’ll see that I picked you up a breast form. I want that to go on first. Or maybe the guy at the store called it a breast plate… I can’t remember. Just put it on.”

“A breast form? What the hell is that?”

He opened the closet and saw it. He burst into laughter holding it up. “Lily!” he roared. “How much did you spend on this!?”

“It doesn’t matter!” I said.

He wriggled into it, laughing as if the whole thing was a big joke. But the form fit him nicely. And once he had it on correctly, the seams were hardly visible. The breasts were about a C-cup, which was apparently perfect for his slender frame. And I will admit that I was suddenly feeling a bit jealous of his perky tits, even though they weren’t his and they weren’t real. I was suddenly wondering if he was right, if my breasts had sagged quite a bit over the past few years. Now, his were sitting so high up, so firm, and so perky. He was cupping them and giggling, pinching the silicone nipples and turning red in the face. “They actually feel pretty real.”

“I bet it’s pretty uncomfortable,” I said, hoping he would agree.

But he just shrugged his shoulders. “Not really,” he said. “Maybe when I lift up my arms, like this, but otherwise it’s kind of just like wearing a tight shirt.”

Maybe he was downplaying the effort and frustration, or maybe this really wasn’t a big deal to him. Maybe he was just not having a very hard time with this at all, and my whole plan was backfiring. I looked at the clock and saw that it wasn’t even 10:00 AM. I thought it would take all day to get to this point, and I wasn’t sure where to go from here.

I watched him as he went through my closet, picking out a skirt and a top that I’d never put together before—but the combination was actually kind of cute. Then I watched him find a pair of heels that matched the outfit, and a choker that just put it all together perfectly. He looked at me and smiled. “Happy yet?” he asked.

“Whatever,” I said.

“Is this fine or not?” he asked. The skirt was one that I’d forgotten about: black leather, pleated, and short—but not over-the-top short. It was the perfect length for his frame. The top was a crop-top sweater: another item I’d forgotten about. I wasn’t even sure where he found it in the closet. The heels were tight and strappy, making his feet look small… and feminine. They had a nice gloss to them, drawing more attention to his legs. It was almost like he’d done this a thousand times before.

“It’s fine!” I said, getting increasingly annoyed with his big smirk. I was literally proving nothing; I was just wasting his time and my own time. There was no point to any of this.

“So what are we doing now?” he asked.

And now, that big smirk was making me mad enough that I did indeed want to make him suffer—just a little bit. Maybe he would finally take this seriously once there were some real consequences. “We’re going to the mall,” I said with my chin tilted up.

And finally, I saw his face turn white. I saw a bit of humility in my husband, and I had a feeling that he was finally going to learn a little something.

“And that’s the outfit you’re going to wear,” I grinned. I could tell he was now wishing he would have picked some pants, or at least a longer skirt. I knew he was going to spend the whole outing tugging at his skirt and covering his chest with his arms. But maybe that would finally be enough to let him know how I felt.

Getting him out of my apartment was hard. He didn’t want to go past the door. “What if someone sees us?” he asked.

“They’ll think you’re a girl. I mean—you actually look like a girl.”

He looked suddenly angry. “I’m not a girl,” he said.

“Well, you have me fooled!” I said. And I must admit that I got a bit of pleasure out of his disdain.

“C’mon. Let’s go show the world how pretty you are.”

“This is just mean. It’s torture.”

“It’s character building,” I said.

I got him to the elevator. Then, a couple emerged from their apartment and got into the elevator with us. John turned his face away. I could practically hear his heart beating. I tried not to laugh. The man eyed John quickly before looking away. Then I saw the woman nudge the man with her elbow, as if to say, ‘I saw you checking that girl out, you bastard!’ I giggled. John was dark red. The elevator ride took a long minute, and then John was trembling as we stepped outside onto the busy street.

“It’s cold. I should have a jacket,” he said softly, trying not to be heard. He knew that his voice would give him away, and once people knew he was a man, he would be getting more looks.

“It’s literally hot out, John,” I said.

“Don’t call me that,” he snapped suddenly.

I grinned. “Do you have a girl name you want me to use?” I asked. I knew that he didn’t want to draw attention to himself, and that meant committing to the feminine persona. When people were close to us, he suddenly had a convincing girl voice. He was suddenly very conscious of how he looked, constantly checking his appearance in every side-view mirror and every store window.

“Just pick one. I don’t care,” he said quietly.

“How’s about… Jessica?”

“Sure. Whatever,” he groaned.

“Okay, Jessica,” I giggled. “Let’s walk to the mall. I don’t feel like taking the bus. Plus, it will give you some time to get used to the heels.”

John—or I should say, Jessica—got many looks on the way to the mall, and they were mostly from men who thought she was actually a chick. I laughed the first dozen times, but then I realized something terrible: I wasn’t getting any looks that I noticed. Jessica was getting all of the attention. Sure, she was wearing a much more revealing outfit, with heels, and her makeup was done nicely while I was only wearing a bit of mascara. But still… Even when I did do my makeup, I didn’t get the kind of attention Jessica was getting now.

Was I feeling jealous?

I tried to bite my tongue. I tried not to think about it. I tried to take it as a compliment, seeing as I was the one who showed her how to get dolled up properly.

And there was one redeeming moment, where she finally noticed a few men staring at her as we approached the mall, and she inched towards me, nestling up to me as if she thought that I gave her a sort of sense of security. It was nice to know that, after a month of being apart, she still saw me as someone she could rely on.

“How long do we have to be here for?” she asked, tugging down at her skirt, just like I predicted.

“Until we’re done shopping,” I said.

Then she looked at me and saw my smirk. “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” she asked with an unimpressed glare.

“Who, me? Maybe…” I let a giggle slip.

Then she started smirking, and I knew that she wasn’t going to let me have any more fun. She was determined to make a point, to prove that nothing could rattle her—or I should say, rattle him. It was strange, but from the time it took to get from the apartment to the mall, I’d almost forgotten in moments that John was actually John—not a girl named Jessica. John was my husband: a man, who was very charismatic and confident when he wanted to be. And now, he wanted to be.

He’d decided to make a point, that I couldn’t rustle him. Now, he was walking through the mall with a smile on his face, even hamming up the feminine mannerisms and speaking more girly than ever. And there were moments where I was taken aback, stunned by how convincing he was able to be. “Why can you do that?” I asked when he did a perfect voice.

“It’s not rocket science, Lily,” he said with his chin up. “It’s just talking higher and with an inflection.” And to be fair, he would tease me when we were dating, doing impressions of me and my friends. The impressions were good but I never thought much of them. Now, paired with the dolled-up face and cute outfit, it was almost too much to handle.

John had the whole mall convinced he was a woman. Every shop girl approached him and called him ma’am, and not just because they were trying to be polite and inclusive. One woman even asked my husband where he got the skirt, and he put on a strangely good performance when he answered her, even doing little hand waves and gestures.

And again, there were moments where I felt like I was out with a girlfriend. I forgot that I was trying to embarrass him. I would remember suddenly, and then feel defeated and grumpy. I decided that I needed something to eat. “Let’s go get some food from the food court.”

And I finally got to send a little bit of a lesson his way when we got up to the food court. John wanted to get pizza, but I stopped him, the same way he stopped me once when I was out with his family. “Get a salad,” I said.

He looked unimpressed. I just smiled and could tell that he remembered the exact incident.

It happened before the wedding, and maybe it was a red-flag that I should have been more aware of. When it happened, I didn’t think much of it. I just assumed that he was trying to help me make a good impression with his parents. The salad I got was fine and I didn’t hold any grudge, but looking back now, it was a sign of worse to come.

Maybe I should have paid closer attention.

Now, John, dressed as Jessica, was dragging her feet over to the salad bar. I giggled and went off to get myself some fried chicken. I felt good about myself, like I was actually making some progress—and then I looked over and saw a guy standing next to Jessica. They were chatting. The guy was casually pulling up his sleeves to show off his tattoos—and maybe his muscles too. Jessica was laughing as she chatted with him, apparently forgetting that she wasn’t actually a girl—and apparently forgetting that she wasn’t single.

I wanted to storm over and put an end to the conversation, but then I stopped myself. I told myself that it would be funny to let him figure it out on his own—on her own. But the conversation dragged on, and the muscular man started blushing, as if Jessica was actually charming him. “What the fuck?” I whispered under my breath. I even saw Jessica put her hand on his arm, being a flirty slut.

It apparently was all just a game to her, and it was a game that she was winning.

I had to pull her away from the man. “She’s married,” I said to the guy, and he gave me a look as if to say, ‘Who the hell are you?’ I took Jessica to a table and sat her down. “Maybe don’t flirt with strangers.”

“I wasn’t flirting,” she said, turning red.

“I saw you pawing his arm!” I said. “Are you into guys now?”

“Don’t be crazy!” he said, waving me off. “I’m just doing what you asked me to do. And I’m hoping you’re almost done with this, because it’s starting to feel a bit tedious.”

“That’s the point,” I groaned, taking a bite of my lunch.

“Not in the way you think,” he said.

“Then how?”

“It’s boring,” he said suddenly, taking me by surprise.

“Boring? I’m boring you?”

“It just feels like we’re wasting time.”

“We’re shopping. Girls shop. It’s how they get the outfits and the makeup that guys like you insist they wear.”

“Guys like me?”

“Looking good takes work.”

“Maybe a little bit. But that’s not what we’re doing. We’re just pointlessly walking around.”

“If you think it’s so easy, why don’t you find yourself a few outfits. Try to find some makeup. And also finding deals is important. As women, we have to have many outfits. You can’t wear the same thing every day. And outfits are expensive, so finding those core pieces is really crucial—are you even listening to me right now?”

“I get it,” he said. “You’re over-complicating it. It’s not that complicated.”

“It is!” I gasped.

He ate his salad quickly, and not very gracefully. Then he stood up. “I’ll do it in less than an hour. Three outfits, makeup, some shoes—and I’ll keep it under one-fifty. No problem.”

“Yeah right!” I said.

He just grinned, perked himself up, taking on that feminine persona, and then he went at it. I scurried to catch up.

Now, as Jessica, she worked quickly. She moved fast and zoned in on exactly what she was looking for. I’m not sure how she found things so easily. It was almost like she had the mall memorized. She could spot an item from a hundred yards away in the middle of a rack and just shoot straight for it, knowing it was her exact size.

It was impressive, but it got even more impressive.

In the makeup store, she did one sauntering lap before making a second quick lap, grabbing everything she needed. It was like she did a full inventory during that first pass, making a list of the options and then narrowing it down to exactly what she needed to beautify herself. She even grabbed a perfume that I must admit smelled fantastic.

And then, while I was taking a bathroom break, she managed to pick out three pairs of heels, and she convinced the store owner to cut her a great deal. I didn’t even know it was possible. But now, Jessica had a huge haul and she hardly paid anything for it.

I wanted to scream at her. She was making me look and feel like a fool. Was that her goal?

As that day went on, the frustration mounted. I kept reminding myself that it was just day one of this little game. Maybe she thought this was fun and games now, but the tediousness that I was trying to show her would become obvious soon enough.

As we made our way home, I said, “I want to go out for breakfast tomorrow, and I want you to be ready to go before seven, because I have a Zoom meeting at ten.”

“No problem,” she said with that annoying smirk. But I knew it would be a problem. John hated mornings. He always struggled to get up early, and now he had to get up early enough to do his hair, makeup, and pick out a decent outfit. I was sure that he was going to struggle with this challenge.


CHAPTER 5
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“Are you going to get up, or no?” I heard his voice say the next morning as a hand nudged my arm. I let my eyelids flutter open before eyeing the clock and seeing that it was already seven. Then I turned to see him standing there, all dolled up and ready to go. And it wasn’t like he just slapped together a quick look. He had his hair braided and wrapped in a fancy up-do. His makeup was impressive and cute. The outfit was perfect for a cool morning at a hip breakfast joint.

And then he handed me a mug of coffee. “Don’t forget about your meeting,” he smiled. I think what made my brain hurt the most was that voice: that girly voice that he knew he didn’t have to use, but he was using it anyway because he knew that he was rubbing it in. He knew that I was getting more and more frustrated as he proved to me that being a girl really wasn’t that hard.

I dragged myself out of bed and groaned on my way to the bathroom. I hadn’t gotten much sleep. That horrible dread kept me awake all night: knowing that there was a good chance I wasn’t going to be able to change my husband enough to salvage this relationship. He was too resilient. This was too easy for him, and now I was just feeling like I was some sort of weak link, holding him back. Maybe I was the one who needed to step up and do a better job. Maybe he finally just told me the truth at our wedding.

I wasn’t quite ready to give up yet. I was still hopeful that I could pound some humility into him with another day out as a woman.

“How early did you get up, John?” I asked, rubbing my eyes.

“Call me Jessica!” she said, almost laughing as if it was a joke—but I just wasn’t sure anymore. Was it a joke, or was she just trying to stay in character? Was she just going that extra mile to make it sting a little bit more?

“Okay, Jessica. What time were you up?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “Six.”

“You did all of this in an hour?” I said.

“I also cleaned the bathroom, which was long overdue—and I ran down to the corner store and bought some new coffee beans.”

“You did all of that in an hour!?” I said. This was supposed to save our relationship, but it was just making me hate my husband even more.

So we went out for breakfast as my hope dwindled. I made a point of ordering for her, not letting her get the big meat breakfast that I knew she wanted. I ordered her brown toast and a green salad with light dressing. I got a moment of satisfaction when she nudged her food around her plate with her fork, while I ate the big meat breakfast that I knew she wanted—which she never let me order because it was too many calories. Even now, she was eyeing my emptying plate. “You really shouldn’t eat that much meat for breakfast.”

“You always do!” I said.

“But you’re a woman. Your body metabolizes food differently.”

“Are you worried I’ll get fat?” I said.

“No,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I don’t care if you put on weight personally. But I know that’s not what you want. I know how you are when you can’t get into your favorite jeans, Lily. You’re just a happier person when you’re healthy.”

“Well too bad,” I said. It was a familiar little conversation: one we’d had many times before. But before, it never seemed like a ‘fight’. I never thought that John was trying to control me. I always thought that he was just genuinely concerned on my behalf. But now, I couldn’t help but think it was all just a polite way of controlling me, making sure I stayed thin so he wouldn’t be embarrassed showing me off to his friends. I finished the food on my plate…

But then, I must admit, that I felt rather terrible for the rest of the day, especially when my bloated stomach wouldn’t quite fit into the tight jeans that I really did like to wear.

Meanwhile, Jessica was slipping into a new outfit: a dress that I hadn’t worn in over a year, because it was a size-one and I hadn’t been that thin since around the time I met John.

But it fit Jessica just fine, making my frustration mount. It even looked great on her, showing off her long, smooth, perfect legs. She posed for a moment in front of the mirror, admiring curves that I didn’t have. “What are we doing next?” she asked.

I grunted. “I have my meeting, then I think we’ll go for a walk.”

I wanted to take her out into public, for another attempt to bash some humility into her. I wanted her to see what it was like to be seen by many people, wearing tight clothing. I wanted her to know how it felt to be extra-conscious, constantly, about her appearance. But, of course, it was a failure. We went down to the busy boardwalk and she basked in the attention, smiling at strangers, and even chatting a few up whenever I drifted more than ten feet away from her. She was a social butterfly, even as a woman—maybe even more so as a woman.

Watching her order a pair of ice-creams with a smile on her face made me realize I wasn’t going to break her—not by toting her around in public. She truly did have an unbreakable ego.

But there was more to being a woman than just looking presentable in public. I remembered our wedding night: John telling me to suck his cock and getting upset when I wouldn’t do it.

While Jessica was off looking for a trash can to throw away our ice-cream napkins, I noticed the adult store across the road. When she came back, I told her that I had to use the bathroom. I snuck away and went to that adult store, with a mean idea in my head. “I need a strap-on,” I said.

“We have tons,” smiled the woman who owned the shop. “Let me show you around.” And they really did have tons: too many to choose from. I knew I didn’t have long. I had to be fast before Jessica began to think that I just abandoned her on the boardwalk. But there was one strap-on unit that caught my attention: a long black cock that had little sensors in the shaft. The sensors could detect friction and pressure, and that friction and pressure controlled a vibrator that sat against the user’s pussy. “This is the ninety-dollar model,” said the shop owner. “Then there’s this one. It’s more expensive and has the same vibration feature—but it also comes.”

“It comes?” I said, blushing.

She showed me the photo on the back of the box. “You load it up with the fake cum—or whatever you want, really—and then it will come when you press this button on the side. It’s kind of cheesy—but some girls like it. Just be careful what you put inside of it; make sure it’s safe for internal use. You know?” She laughed. “White glue looks like cum, but it can’t go inside of a girl’s snatch.” The store sold little tubes of lubricant that was designed to look like cum, so I bought a tube along with the strap-on.

It was a bit of an investment, but I was confident that it would do the trick; I was sure that it would strike some humility into my jerk of a husband.


CHAPTER 6
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Ihanded Jessica a recipe when we got back to the apartment. She eyed it, scratching her head. One thing she’d never been good at was cooking. “What’s this about?”

“I want this for dinner,” I said.

“Do we even have the stuff to make it?”

“I don’t know. It’s your job to figure all of that out.” But I did know: we didn’t have the stuff. If Jessica was going to make the food, she needed to go to the store, alone. Maybe she was okay out with me—but I had a feeling she would be a bit more insecure alone… or maybe I was wrong, like I had been, over and over.

But I could tell that she was starting to get bored with this whole thing. I knew that there were other things she wanted to be doing: one of her many hobbies, or even just relaxing and watching a TV show or a hockey game. But now, I was going to use up her whole afternoon. Maybe she could get dolled up at a record pace, but there was no way she could prepare a fancy dinner any faster than the recipe allowed. Beef could only slow roast so quickly…

So she took the recipe to the kitchen and started doing her inventory while I sat down and put on a show. I tried to relax, but it was hard to relax knowing I was leaving Jessica in charge of my kitchen. I didn’t want the kitchen to end up being trashed. I didn’t want Jessica going out and wasting our money on the wrong ingredients.

Once she was off to the store, I got up and grabbed that strap-on box from the bag. I opened it up and gasped at the long length of the cock. I blushed all over as I ran my hand down the realistic silicone skin. It even had an impressive foreskin that could be pulled back.

I stared at the little hole where the cum would shoot out. I put one hand on the strap while gently stroking the shaft with the other. I giggled when I felt the vibration starting. “Oh my…” I said, probably sounding like a little old lady. I looked at a mirror and saw that my face was dark red. I went to the door and made sure it was locked. Then I made sure the curtains were closed.

I was blushing hard. I’d never played with a dildo before, and I don’t really know why I had that idea in my head now. The dildo was much bigger than John’s cock. I’d never been with a guy bigger than six inches. Now, I was holding a ten-inch mega-cock.

I pulled down my pants and shimmied my panties around my ankles. I took a deep breath. Then I pushed that fat tip against my pussy. I mashed it, turning it slightly left and right. I was wet, apparently horny—maybe because I hadn’t had sex in over a month. There were many times I wanted to have sex during my fight with John. There were moments that I almost caved, almost phoning him and begging him to come over so we could have hard, fast, furious make-up sex. Maybe he wasn’t the biggest guy in the world, but he could fuck hard. He could make me scream and squirt unlike any partner I’d ever been with. And when he came: spewing his warm goo into me… Oh God, it felt like soft, hot oil, sloshing in my tight pussy.

Now, I was mashing that fat tip into myself. It was a bit dry, but luckily, I bought some lube. I grabbed the bottle and squirted some onto the tip before gasping at the sight of it. I covered my mouth, blushing again. It really did look like cum. It even dribbled like cum: sticky and thick, but slippery enough to make that cock slick.

Now, I was mashing that fat tip and a healthy glob of cum-like lube into my pussy hole. I felt myself stretching. Maybe I should have bought a smaller unit.

I finally penetrated myself, letting out a loud moan. I looked down and saw that thick white goo squishing out from my hole, dribbling down my butt cheeks. “Shit,” I muttered. I pushed the toy deeper, watching my lips as they clutched tightly, turning a slight shade of red.

Then I heard the thump at the door. The handle jiggled and then there was a silence. I gasped, realizing Jessica was already back.

I jumped to my feet, pulling that big cock out of my body. I tossed it under the bed pillow and quickly pulled up my pants, just in time. Jessica came in, pulling her key from the keyhole. “Why was the door locked?” she asked.

I was still zipping up my jeans. “How did you get that stuff so fast?” I asked.

She was already holding a grocery bag. She’d only been gone for fifteen minutes.

“It’s easy when you know what you need,” she said.

“Bullshit,” I said. “Even if you ran to the store and ran back, there was no way you could get all of that stuff so quickly.”

But she wasn’t listening. Instead, she was looking down at my hands. “What were you doing?”

I bit down on my tongue.

“Why was the door locked?”

“I always lock it,” I said softly.

“No, you don’t. Oh my God! You were masturbating!”

“No!” I snapped.

“Yes, you were! Your hands are all damp. And it smells like sex lube. Why were you using sex lube? Do you have a dildo?”

“No!” I snapped again, turning even redder.

After two long days of feminizing my husband, I was the one facing the worst humiliation. Why was this scheme backfiring so hard? Why did it seem like God was determined to leave me feeling like a failure?

“It’s fine, Lily. You’re allowed to masturbate. In fact, it’s healthy. But if you’re feeling frisky, you can always ask me for help.”

“Whatever,” I said, waving her off. “Just make dinner!”

She giggled as she went off to cook dinner. Now, I was extra-frustrated, though it wasn’t really her fault. She just caught me… But somehow, it still made me angrier with her. Nothing was rattling her, and now she was the one making fun of me! How could I break through to her? Nothing was working. Now, it seemed like dominating her in the bedroom was the only way to make her feel a slight sense of humility.

The dinner came out surprisingly well: another layer of frustration. She even washed all of the dishes with fast ease, making me even more annoyed.

And to make it worse, she cleaned. She cleaned more than just the dishes. She cleaned the powder room and the whole kitchen and she lit candles and she cleaned the baseboards for the first time in at least six months. The place was sparkling—and then I noticed a smell. “What is that smell?” I asked.

She just grinned. A few minutes later, she went to the oven and took out a batch of brownies. And that’s when I noticed that she’d changed into a little traditional housewife dress, and I’m not even sure where she found the thing. Was it new? Was it something I owned? “What are you wearing?” I asked, trying to bite my tongue so I wouldn’t get too angry.

“I bought it today while we were out,” she laughed. “I thought it would go well with your little roleplay.”

“It’s not a roleplay!” I said, almost shouting. “It’s supposed to be a lesson, and you aren’t taking it seriously!”

“Not taking it seriously!?” she said with a grin on her face. “How am I not taking it seriously? I’m doing everything you want, plus more.”

“That’s exactly it: plus more. You’re rubbing it in!”

She rolled her eyes. “I can’t help that you feel that way, Lily.”

“It’s annoying,” I said. “You’re just working extra hard to make me feel like a useless wife.”

“I’m not working extra hard,” she said.

I groaned and glared at her. She just had that smile on her face, as if this was all a big joke. “Maybe a brownie will help you relax.”

She brought me a fresh brownie, and it was actually good, but that didn’t make me feel any better. “Since when could you bake?”

“I’ve never tried until today,” she said. “But it’s pretty easy. You just follow the directions. What could be easier?”

I grunted again. Every time I tried to make brownies, they came out black on the outside and raw on the inside. But not Jessica’s brownies; her brownies were perfect. And she knew it. She couldn’t stop smirking. I would have refused to eat those damned things had they not been so good.

“So is that it then?” she asked. “Are we done for the day?”

I stared into her eyes. I took a deep breath. “No,” I said. “I want a blowjob.”

She scoffed. “A blowjob? You mean you want me to eat you out?”

“No,” I said. “A blowjob. Just like you wanted from me on our wedding. I want a blowjob.”

“With what cock?” she giggled.

I took a deep breath. Then I marched into the bedroom. I pulled the strap-on out from under the pillow and spent a moment getting it on firmly. The big cock made my body look small.

“What are you doing in there?” she called out. I quickly grabbed my housecoat and sinched it tight to hide the shaft. Then I went to the closet and looked for the most uncomfortable costume lingerie I had. Then, I spotted my bridal lingerie. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but it gave me an idea. Maybe she would get the point better if I made the connection more obvious. Maybe this would all make more sense if I put her in my shoes—literally.

I dug out my wedding heels.

I opened the door. “Put all of this on,” I said.

She eyed the outfit. “Is that from the wedding?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “And you’re going to wear it.”

“Alrighty,” she said. I left her alone in the room. My heart was pounding, but I wasn’t sure why. I was so nervous, venturing into uncharted territory. Maybe I was taking it too far. Maybe she’d endured enough humiliation. I’m sure she felt some humiliation and she was just doing a good job of hiding it. But this was taking it a step too far. I was about to strip my husband of his masculinity in the worst way possible. I was about to emasculate him entirely. Was it fair? Did he really do enough to deserve it?

What other option did I have? Right now, it seemed like my other option was separation. I couldn’t live with him if he was going to treat me the way he’d treated me. I deserved better. I needed him to realize that my life had challenges, and he had to respect me the way I respected him.

The door opened and he came in, wearing that bridal lingerie. It was white, lacy, tight, and admittedly quite sexy. I never considered myself a bisexual by any means, but I knew a hot lady when I saw one—and I will admit that whenever we watched porn together (which wasn’t often), I sometimes looked at the ladies and admired their beauty. Now, Jessica was looking better than ever. She was soft, curvy—but tight. Her bust was perfect. Her ass was sublime. Her hair, braided and fancy, was perfect with that little outfit.

And I was jealous. I didn’t look that good in that lingerie. I couldn’t look that way for my husband, no matter how hard I tried… But she wasn’t even trying. This was just natural for her.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s do this. Take off your housecoat and I’ll eat you out.”

I opened up my housecoat, letting that ten-inch mega-dick spring out.

Her face turned a shade of white. Her gaze stared at the realistic shaft and then her cheeks began to burn red. She cleared her throat. “Is that a strap-on?” she asked softly, almost as if she was suddenly losing her voice.

“Yes,” I said.

“Where did you get it?”

“What difference does it make?” I took a deep breath. “I want a blowjob.”

“You want me to suck the strap-on?”

“Until I come,” I said.

“What? How does that work?”

“I don’t know. But that’s what I want. That’s what you’re going to do for me.”

And finally, I felt like I was getting what I wanted. She was stunned into a silence. She was white in the face. She was showing an ounce of humiliation, and she wasn’t shaking it off so easily. I tried not to grin. “Well?” I said. “Go on.”

She took a moment to compose herself. Then, standing strangely perfectly in those heels, she walked to me. She stopped before me and looked down at the cock, refusing to make eye-contact with me. She went down slowly, to her knees, carefully holding out the skirt of her little lingerie one-piece. She rested down cautiously, straightened her outfit, and then she reached slowly for the cock. I saw that her hand was trembling.

I could tell that her heart was pounding, but I wasn’t sure if it was pounding harder than mine. Was she more nervous than me? Was she going to regret this? Was I going to regret this? Was I causing permanent damage to this relationship? Would we ever be able to forget this humiliating little event? Would I ever be able to look at my husband the same, now that I’d seen him as her, as Jessica?

She gripped the cock firmly, and I felt something: a little tingling. She tilted it down, putting the tip to her lips. Then, she closed her eyes and opened her mouth to let a little groan out.

And in that moment, I was about to fold; I was about to tell her not to worry about it. Now, I just felt guilty. I felt like I was being mean, and I no longer knew why. I hadn’t proven any point, but she proved her point just fine: I really should have been putting in more effort to looking good, to being a better partner.

Then, she pushed the cock into her mouth. She pressed her lips firmly around that big tip and began to suck. And somehow, she activated the buzzer between my thighs. I gasped as a jolt made my body tense up. She paused for a moment, maybe noticing the buzzing, or maybe just noticing my reaction. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“I—I’m fine,” I said.

She sucked the cock back into her mouth. With a hand gripping the length, she began to pump. She sucked and stroked without much enthusiasm. It felt good: a growing buzzing, but it also felt downright awkward. From that angle, John really looked like Jessica. John really looked like a girl. Hell, she’d looked like a girl for the past two days—but now was different. Now, I was half-convinced that she was a woman. She looked more like a woman than me!

And she was starting to get into the blowjob. She was sucking harder, bobbing deeper. She was relaxing into it, the way she relaxed into the feminine role with every other challenge I threw her way. She looked now like she was auditioning for a role in some porn, trying to deep-throat that cock. For some reason, the more she got into it, the more that thing buzzed between my legs. She was making it work harder. She was making my legs tremble. I pressed my lips thin together.

“Oh God,” I mumbled. She kept sucking. My God, it felt so good. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. I don’t know how she got so much into her mouth. I couldn’t even get her whole dick in my mouth, and this thing was four inches longer. So that was just another thing she was better at than me: pleasing her partner.

She gripping the cock as hard as she could. She began to pump it hard. She clearly clued in that it was controlling my vibrator, and now she was trying to make it vibrate as hard as possible. It was working. I was practically paralyzed with euphoria, groaning loudly as liquid dribbled down my thighs. “Oh my God,” I moaned, bending forward.

I heard her giggle when she took a breath, then she went right back to sucking.

Was this amusing to her? Was I proving nothing at all? Was this just one more failure on my long list of failures?

She pulled her mouth away suddenly, right after I had an amazing orgasm. And it took a moment to realize that she’d done what I asked: she sucked me until I came. Now, she was looking at me with blushing cheeks. I stared back at her, not sure what to say. I was out of ideas. She was just better than me. Maybe I needed to be more like her. Maybe I needed to submit to my husband. Maybe that was the key to saving this relationship. Maybe my little stand was pointless, doing more harm than good.

“What are you doing?” I asked as she stood up, wiping her lips. She didn’t answer me. She just turned around and walked over to the bed. She climbed up, on her hands and knees. Then, she unclipped the little button between her thighs, undoing that snap that covered her butthole. She looked back at me, and without words, asked me to fuck her in the ass with my big strap-on cock.

It took a moment to realize she really wanted it. Her face was dark red. Her eyes were glowing and her lip was quivering. Her asshole was puckering, asking for it.

So I climbed onto the bed. I got behind her, feeling her soft thighs with my hands, caressing her tight tush. She moaned. I pushed that fat tip against her tiny butthole. “It won’t fit,” I said.

“Yes, it will,” she whispered. “Just push.”

I tried. The big tip slipped left and right. I tried so hard, pushing as she moaned loudly.

“We need lube,” she said.

And that’s when I remembered that I had lube, loaded into that shaft. So I placed the tip to her hole and I pressed that button, and the cock suddenly spewed cum. I gasped, watching that warm glob running down her crack. I quickly used the tip to push it back up, pushing it to her hole. Now, I was pushing with the help of that lubricant, and it seemed to be working. Jessica’s tight asshole was beginning to part, making room for my big dick.

“Oh God,” she moaned with a high-pitched, girly inflection.

Then, the penetration happened. The fat tip launched into her butthole and I watched her tight rim clench around the veiny dick. I watched that hole pucker for a perfect minute as she moaned, dominated, submissive. And in a weird way, it felt good to be on top. It felt good to be in control, making her submit to my big cock.

In a weird way, the past two days had been better than most days in our relationship, even the happy, exciting days. Jessica seemed to almost be better than John. She got more done. She seemed more natural and in her element. And in a curious way, I felt more comfortable too. I kind of liked ordering food for her at the restaurant. I liked feeling in control. I liked telling her what to do, and seeing her doing it. And if she liked it, was it really so wrong?

Now, my head was spinning. I didn’t know how to make sense of any of this.

I liked being dominant, and I could see that she liked being submissive. She liked being a pushover. She liked being… a girl.

I pushed the cock further into her. As she clenched, the vibrator between my thighs buzzed, making me squirm and moan. As I began to thrust, that vibration became even more intense, making me want to pump harder—so I did. I pumped harder and harder: faster and faster, until I reached that perfect euphoria.

And she felt it too: she was moaning, letting her face fall into the bed as drool ran down her chin.

My legs were shaking violently. I was hardly able to stand upright. I went to reach down to quickly adjust one of the hip straps, but then a jolt of ecstasy made me stumble, and I hit that ejaculation button.

Jessica gasped when she felt the cum unloading inside of her. “You—You’re coming!” she gasped. And the button got stuck for a moment: long enough to fill her with a good few ounces of creamy lubricant. It was so much that it began to push the cock out from her ass. Her butt was too full.

I pulled back and the cum lube gushed out of her hole as she let out a loud scream of pleasure. Her buckling legs trembled and then she fell to the side as she drained.

I just stared at her, in disbelief, trying to wrap my head around the thoughts that I now had. Was this more than her just playing along? Was this more than her doing what I said because she felt she had to? Did she like it? I never asked her to get on her hands and knees. I never asked her to take that cock in her ass.

And I never asked her to wear that little housewife dress earlier. I never asked her to make her hair so fancy that morning. She was doing it all on her own, and now I was starting to think that she wasn’t just doing it to rub it into my face.

She finally had the energy to roll over. She looked into my eyes, blushing, nervous, shy. Then, she cracked a small smile. “Feel like finishing me off?” she asked, raising her eyebrows before looking down at her solid erection.

I took a deep breath. I looked at her cock. It looked so different, shaved and smooth. I leaned in and smelled that she was wearing a new perfume, which she must have sprayed right on her pubic bone. That smell made the blowjob a bit strange, like I was sucking a real woman’s cock. Naturally, those confused thoughts only became more confusing.

And when she came within a minute of sucking—faster than ever before—I was really left in a state of confusion. If she was coming that fast, she must have liked it. And it’s not like I’d just performed some award-winning blowjob, better than anything I’d done before. She was aroused by something else, and I had a feeling it was her outfit, her makeup, and the feeling of being totally submissive.

“John?” I said.

“It’s Jessica for the next two weeks,” she said with a grin, trying to make it all back into a joke. She apparently felt like she could hide safely behind a joke. As long as she was pretending not to take it seriously, she could do anything without any consequence.

“Take this seriously,” I said.

“I’m doing everything you’re asking me to do. I can’t take it anymore seriously,” she said, but with that grin that suggested it was a joke.

“No,” I said. “Take this conversation seriously—right now—because I’m not kidding around. You like this. You like being a girl.”

Suddenly, she turned silent. She stared at me, no longer grinning, no longer with color in her face. “What are you talking about?” she said.

“You’re happy being a girl,” I said. “How long have you felt this way?”

“I don’t know what you’re on about,” she said, looking away from me suddenly.

“Stop lying to me,” I said. “This experiment is over. Now, if you want to stay married, you need to start being honest with me. This is your last chance. Be honest with me, or I’m proceeding with the divorce, because I can’t be with a man who won’t tell me how’s he’s feeling inside. I don’t care if you like being a girl or not. I only care that you’re honest with me.”

She pressed her lips firmly together, squirmed, cleared her throat, and then she said, “I don’t want to split up. I love you.”

“I know you do. But love me or not, I can’t be with someone who keeps secrets from me.”

“Fine!” she said suddenly. “You want honesty? What difference does it really make? Sure, I kind of like dressing up. Who cares? You’re so determined to humiliate me—well there you go! You win! I’m humiliated. I like wearing your clothes.”

“John…” I said.

“You said to be honest. And this is why I didn’t tell you—because you’re repulsed.”

“No, I’m not,” I said. “I just want to know how long you’ve kept this a secret.”

“A year,” she said quickly. “I was at your place. You were out. I put on one of your dresses, just as a joke. But I liked it. I wore it while you were out. I liked it. The next day, after you went to work, I put on your makeup. I liked it. I was ashamed of myself. I’ve been ashamed of myself ever since, but I do it whenever you leave. And it kills me when you don’t realize how lucky you are. You get an opportunity to put on a beautiful dress, and you’d rather just put on an old T-shirt and baggy jeans. You have no idea how I’d kill for an opportunity like that.”

“John,” I said, shaking my head. “Why didn’t you just say something?”

“And ruin our relationship? I like dressing up, Lily, but I like you more. I care too much about you to lose you. I was prepared to keep it a secret forever so I wouldn’t lose you.”

“You won’t lose me,” I said. “You might lose me if you treat me badly, but not if you’re open and honest with me. I just can’t understand why you treated me so badly at our wedding.”

“I was out of sorts,” she said, looking down, ashamed. “I blame a little on the alcohol, a little on my friends, but mostly I blame myself. I had this idea in my head, that you should be the way that I want to be… and I realized that’s not fair. People are different. I can’t be mad that you don’t want what I want.”

“What you want to be?” I said.

“It’s a stupid fantasy,” she said. “Oh God, this is so embarrassing… I’m a man with a woman’s wedding fantasy. You looked beautiful at our wedding. You looked gorgeous. The next day, after we had our fight, I felt so awful. I felt like a piece of shit. I felt like I didn’t deserve you. And I didn’t… and I don’t.”

“Are you telling me that you wished you could have worn a wedding dress? I’m confused.”

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “That’s silly. My parents would have been outraged. My friends would have walked out. I don’t want to embarrass myself. But… I guess I’ve wanted to wear a wedding dress for a while now. They’re really beautiful.”

“Do you want to wear mine?” I asked.

Then I saw her face light up. She smiled for a moment, then she turned white. “Are you going to ever look at me the same after this?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I guess time will tell. But I have a feeling things are going to be better, now that you’re being open with me. I feel like I can understand you a little better. It’s nice to know that you aren’t just trying your hardest to make me feel like crap.”

“Why would I do that?” she asked.

“That’s just how it seemed,” I said. “But really, you were just… living your best life.”

“I’m still a man,” she said. “I’m still your man. It’s not like I’m going to make you call me Jessica from now on. It’s not like I’m going to make you tell your family that your husband wants to be a woman. This can just be between us. It can be a secret—something we do for fun… if you like it. But if you don’t like it, don’t worry about. I can just do it when I’m alone—or not at all, if that’s what you’d prefer. I want you more than I want any of this.”

“You have me,” I said. I smiled and looked into her eyes. She smiled and looked back into my eyes. And in that moment, I was certain that things would be better. Maybe they would be different. Maybe they would take some getting used to…

But they were going to be better.

THE END
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SOMEONE HAS TO WEAR IT

Every year, Bram hosts the town’s most exciting Oktoberfest party at his pub, The Rusty Shipyard. But this year, the energy just isn’t there. He tries everything: giving out dozens of pints for free, cranking up the Bavarian dance music, but nobody can get into the mood. It doesn’t help that nobody will put on the pub’s dirndl: the traditional Bavarian dress that gets worn every year by a young woman. It’s her job to hand out free drinks, to keep the party lively. Without her, it’s just another quiet night.

Luckily, one of the regulars has an idea: a drinking game. The winner gets to drink for free for a month. The loser has to wear the dress. It’s a great idea, until the girls manage to outdrink the boys.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas nursing a hangover, otherwise I might have put on the outfit. And maybe I would have done it anyway had I not done it the year before and realized just how exhausting it was to play that role. “C’mon, Nikki. Just wear it,” said Bram, the bartender—the same bartender that coaxed me into wearing it the year before. “Someone has to wear it, and you’re the only girl here.”

“I’m not the only girl here!” I said, looking around. There were three other girls.

“They don’t count,” Bram said, waving me off with his hand.

“What? Why don’t they count?”

“Because they just don’t count.”

“What are you saying about them?” I asked. One of the girls was a friend of mine: Elise. She was making a rare appearance outside of her house. She was working on getting into med school and preferred to spend 99% of her time studying. I basically had to beg her to come out to that one-day-only Oktoberfest celebration at the Rusty Shipyard Pub.

“She doesn’t count because I can take one look at her and tell you that she’s not going to wear it,” Bram said with a shade of pink in his cheeks. And I knew what he was saying: he was saying that she didn’t look like she could be fun enough to put the dirndl on and hand out free beers to the boisterous regulars. Whoever put on that outfit needed to be lively and fun; it was their job to get the party going. Now, it was almost 10:00 PM and the pub was more-or-less quiet. The turnout was rough, probably because of the pandemic. The year before, you couldn’t hear a person talking five feet away from you. The music made the ground shake a block away. But this year, people were just sitting there, sipping from their Bavarian glass mugs, seemingly waiting for a spark to flutter in to light the fire.

“Just put it on, Nikki. I know you can pull it off,” Bram said, almost dropping to his knees. And I was close to caving, but I was exhausted from Christine’s wedding, which was the night before. I wasn’t even drinking beer; I was drinking sparkling water from a glass stein.

“I don’t want you to hate me, but I just can’t do it. I wouldn’t do it justice,” I said.

That was my fifth year at The Rusty Shipyard’s Oktoberfest bash. It was the best-kept secret in town: one of the most fun parties that happened year after year. The pub doled out free beer and fresh pretzels and everyone danced and sang. And every year, someone took on the role of the ‘dirn’. I guess that’s the proper term for an Oktoberfest girl. The role came with perks: lots of free beer. Sure, everyone in the joint got a few drinks on the house, but the dirn could drink and eat on the house all night—even if she wanted to drink from the top shelf.

And sure, I liked indulging in a night of drinking from time to time—but never two nights in a row. I was feeling sluggish and tired. I still had a headache. I could hardly remember the night before. It was all a blur after I made my speech at Christine’s wedding. I think I embarrassed myself, and I think there was possibly a guy and a locked back room involved… I needed a night off.

Putting on that dirndl came with a lot of responsibility. The dirn was responsible for keeping the energy high. She had to make sure everyone was having fun. It was a lot of work.

“Not tonight, and that’s all there is to it. Go and ask the other girls,” I said, and then I slipped back to join up with Justin, who came with me and Elise, and a couple of Justin’s friends. Justin had never been to that pub before.

“What was that all about?” he asked me, nodding his head towards the bartender.

“He wants me to wear the dirndl.”

“Why aren’t you wearing it?” he smirked.

“Why don’t you go and wear it?” I smirked back, and then he blushed.

“I don’t think I could pull that off.”

“Well someone has to wear it.” I looked over to see Bram approaching Elise with a look on his face that was far from hopeful. Then, after a moment of Bram speaking, I saw Elise shaking her head with nervous eyes. Bram’s judgement was correct: the other girls in that pub weren’t going to wear the dirndl. I had a feeling that it was going to inevitably end up on me, and I was going to end up doing a shitty job of getting that party going.

Bram kept side-eyeing me. I kept looking away from him. I even snuck away to the bathroom at one point, even though I really didn’t need to use it. When I came out of the bathroom, Justin was there, holding his big mug of beer. “So when does this party start?” he said.

I felt bad. I promised him an outrageous party. It always had been a riot before… but now I was letting him down. Soon, he would be going back to Australia; his trip would be over, and I felt like I was wasting one of his final remaining days in the country. “It might be a bust, Justin,” I said, looking down. “We can take off, if you want. I can call up Cassie and see if she’s up to anything—though she’s probably pretty tired after last night too.

“Alright,” he said with a smile—but I could see a bit of disappointment behind those eyes. He’d told me that morning, when I invited him out, that he’d always dreamed of going to a real Oktoberfest party. I thought I could help him realize that dream, but I guess I couldn’t do it.

Suddenly, I was thinking of putting that dirndl on, and just suffering through the pain of that hangover. I groaned when I sauntered over to the bar and eyed it, hanging behind Bram as Bram poured free beer for the newcomers: a couple of quiet, younger men, who looked like they’d stumbled into that bar because they were looking for a quaint place to watch the hockey game.

Bram’s face was red with embarrassment. I could tell that he thought he was letting everyone down. Then he looked at me with a quick look, unable to look me in the eyes for much more than a few seconds. “Did you find someone?” I asked, even though I knew the answer.

“We’ll try again next year,” he said with defeat. And for a moment I thought he was going to cry—maybe a bit of an overreaction to a failed party.

I sighed. I eyed the outfit again.

No—I was just too beat. I didn’t have the energy to put it on and dance around the bar, being merry.

But the night wasn’t a complete loss. Some old friends showed up, half-drunk from another party. They sat at the bar and then recognized me. “Nikki!” they shouted before waving me over. I took Justin over and introduced him.

“This is Aaron and Kent. I went to high-school with them,” I told Justin.

“This your boyfriend?” they asked.

I bit down on my lip and smiled. “Just a friend,” I said.

They stared into my eyes for a long moment, until I changed the subject. “I haven’t seen you guys since before this whole pandemic thing started.”

“Well we’re here now!” Aaron shouted, apparently unaware of the volume of his own voice. “So where’s the party?”

There was a sudden silence in the room, making everyone feel uncomfortable. “Christine got married last night,” I said. “Everyone’s tired.”

“Christine got married? To who?”

“You met him. Dave.”

“Dave?” said Kent. “I never met a Dave. She was dating that Liam guy last time I saw her.”

And this conversation went on and on, not at all contributing to the liveliness of the party. The young men at the bar asked Bram to turn up the game, so Bram went to the TV, turned up the volume, and then he went to the stereo and turned down the music. Aaron and Kent ordered waters when Bram said that he was cutting off the free beer for the night. They were sobering up quickly, and I couldn’t blame them. There was no sense getting tipsier for a party that wasn’t happening. It wasn’t worth the groggy morning.

It wasn’t long before Aaron and Kent were hinting at leaving. “There’s a house party a few blocks from here. It’s a small thing, but I’m sure it’s fine if you came along,” said Kent to me. “You can even bring your boyfriend.”

“He’s not my boyfriend.”

“Sure. Whatever. You can bring you friend.”

“Maybe,” I said. “I might just call it a night.”

And then I saw that Bram overheard me. He looked betrayed by me suggesting that I was going to go, but it wasn’t my party. It wasn’t my job to get things going—just because I’d been going there for years. I couldn’t let him fill me with guilt. I couldn’t let him make his problems into my problems…

But I did feel guilty. Bram was an older guy with big, puppy-dog eyes. He apparently knew how to look totally helpless, pinching at my heartstrings like some SPCA commercial with sad music playing in the background. I eyed that dirndl again.

No—there was no way that I could put it on… but maybe I could at least find someone who might be willing to put it on.


CHAPTER 2
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Afew more guys sauntered in, expecting a party because that’s what the sign outside promised. A few of them looked around and then left, and the others reluctantly went to the bar and hoped that something was going to happen soon.

I went to Bram. “I’m sorry that I won’t put on the dress, Bram,” I said.

“It’s fine. It’s your life. You can do what you want with it,” he said, sounding a bit like my passive-aggressive mother.

“But I have an idea to save this night,” I said. “It will require you handing out lots of free beer.”

“I tried that,” he said. “The free beer just isn’t cutting it.”

“Just listen, okay?” I said. I took a deep breath and leaned over the bar. “We’re going to make someone put on the dirndl. It’s not going to be me, because I’ve got this hangover and I can’t promise that I won’t puke on it. But we’ll find someone, and here’s how we’re going to do it.”

I explained my plan, but Bram didn’t look so convinced. He kept pushing his lips from side to side while grunting, looking down at his precious kegs. He’d already lost a few hundred bucks worth of beer that night, and now I was asking him to sacrifice more. But he was open enough to say, “This better work.”

I smiled. “It will… It might.”

Then I told him to pour ten steins into his glass boots, which each held two pints. The beer came out a brilliant amber, with the perfect froth. Bram eyed me again, looking like he was about to back down on the offer to save that beer. But he kept firm.

I climbed up on the bar and waved my arms in the air. “Attention!” I shouted, and it wasn’t hard to get the attention of everyone in that relatively quiet space. They all stared at me like a curious pack of deer. “We’re going to play a game. The winner gets to drink for free all night. The loser has to put on a dress and hand beer out all night. It’s a simple game: everyone gets a stein and has to drink it before their competitors. Alright? So we need ten volunteers!”

And I really thought that people would race forward for the opportunity to consume free beer. But the place remained quiet. They all just looked around at each other, confused, as if I was speaking Romanian up on that bar. “C’mon, people. Let’s have some fun. Win or lose, you get a free stein.” I pointed at the row of poured beers. Now, Bram was looking like he was about to cry. That beer couldn’t just be poured back into the keg. It was looking like it was going to waste.

I could only assume that they just didn’t want to risk having to wear the dress, which was quite revealing.

Bram’s hopelessness started to infect me. I cleared my throat and thought for a moment. “Okay, the first five to finish get to drink for free all night.”

And just like that, Kent and Aaron both sprung forward. “I’m in!” shouted Kent, gripping the handle of one stein. He looked around, eager to start. It was essentially a guaranteed victory for both men; they could drink endlessly.

Bram groaned. None of the girls were stepping up. “Elise?” I said. “Or how’s about you two?” I pointed at the pair of girls, but they just looked away, giggling and shaking their heads as they turned back to what I originally though were glasses of Coke-and-whiskey, but now I was thinking it was just Coke.

I sighed. “Okay. So how’s about this? The winner gets to drink free all month.”

“What!?” Bram said.

I turned to him, making a guilty smile. Then, a rush of volunteers came forward: nine men and one woman. And behind them were others who now wanted to compete as well. “Is there going to be another round?” one guy asked.

I looked back at Bram. Now, he didn’t look quite so angry. He looked… conflicted. I heard him grunt and I watched him squirm, and then he waved me off and said, “Fine!”

I smiled. Maybe there was hope. The one girl who volunteered to compete looked like a proper dirn candidate. She was blonde and her hair was long and braided. She had big tits on her small frame, and big, flashing eyes. I hadn’t even noticed her in the bar until that point.

“Can I get free drinks for all my friends for the next month too?” a guy asked. He had big arms and a solid chest: a possible winner based on appearances, but I knew that Aaron and Kent were going to give him a run for their money.

“No!” shouted Bram. “Free drinks for the winner, and just the winner!” Then I saw Bram eye the blonde, hopeful that she would be the loser. She had the look for that dirndl. She could get the guys excited by putting the outfit on—because that was half of it, honestly. A hot girl handing out beer in a tight Oktoberfest dirndl was enough to get most men ordering beer. And we only had to get a few more beers into each patron to get that place feeling livelier.

“Okay, contestants!” I said, taking a seat between the girl and Kent, with my legs dangling off of the bar. “When I say go, the game starts. You have to drink every ounce! Is everyone ready?”

“Ready!” Aaron shouted.

Then I noticed Justin was sitting with a stein in his hand, next to Kent. I hadn’t even realized he was one of the volunteers. I suddenly imagined him wearing a dirndl. I let a little giggle slip.

“Okay. Three… Two… One—Drink!”

The game was underway. The contestants brought their beers to their lips and started drinking. Bram rushed up to the bar to make sure they weren’t cheating: spilling their beers onto their lap to make it seem like they were drinking faster.

He was extra-critical of the blonde. Let’s be honest: we all wanted her to lose and we were looking for any reason to declare her a loser. But she was a surprise tank. The beer went down her throat without a single rogue drop. In fact, she was drinking faster than both Aaron and Kent!

“Damn,” I muttered. She was in the lead, with no signs of slowing down. Kent and Aaron both eyed her without putting their drinks down. Aaron stopped to gasp. A few other contestants had to take a breather before going at their steins again.

It was a close race. The blonde didn’t end up winning, but she came second: securing free beer for the rest of her night. The winner was Kent, who looked like he was about to throw up. He slammed his beer on the bar and then jumped up onto his seat, nearly stumbling before burping. “Free beer for a month!” he declared with joy, and people cheered.

Then the other contestants started finishing their drinks. The two older men gulped theirs down before the man with the muscular body. Then, it was a tight contest between Aaron and one of the younger men who came in to watch the hockey game. They were gulping down their beers, eyeing each other and eyeing the dirndl on the wall.

Everyone leaned in to see who was winning, but with their beer sloshing from side to side, it was impossible to tell. The crowd became so dense around those remaining competitors. Aaron strained to finish his drink. I was shocked he hadn’t been one of the five winners. Now, he was on the verge of putting on a dirndl that was probably too tight for his body.

But he managed to squeak ahead. He managed to gulp down those final few ounces before slamming his mug down and declaring victory. His competitor looked at that mug, looked at Bram, and then froze, realizing he’d been defeated. He scanned the length of the bar, seeing that everyone else was finished, and then he looked at his own drink, which still contained a couple ounces of foamy amber ale. “No…” he said.

And it was Kent who jumped over the bar and snatched the dirndl from the wall. He held it up, gave it a sniff, and then laughed before saying, “Still smells like Nikki!”

“What’s your name, brother?” asked Bram.

The loser was silent, looking from face to face, filling quickly with an intense regret.

“His name is Bobby,” said his friend, who was now snickering into the palm of his hand.

“Do we have a wig for Bobby?” Kent asked, looking around.

“I’ve got one!” said the female competitor who finished in second. “It’s at home—but my place is just around the corner!”

“Go get it!”

“What about makeup?” laughed another girl.

“Will that dirndl fit or should we get out the old one?” Bram asked. There was another dirndl in the back room, which was made for a much taller woman.

“That one’s fine,” I said.

Now, Bobby was turning bright white. The regret was obvious on his face, and I was starting to feel bad. It wasn’t going to be fun if this was going to be torture for him. So I put my hand on his shoulder and said, “It’s just for fun—it won’t be so bad.”

He looked into my eyes and opened his lips. Nothing came out.

“Want me to help you get dressed?”

He just stared, completely shocked.
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Itook him to the back room. Justin came with me, chuckling along the way. We closed the door and then turned to look at Bobby. “It won’t be so bad, Bobby. Quit looking so worried. You’re making me feel bad,” I said.

“I’ve never lost a drinking contest like that,” he finally said.

“Really?” I said. I didn’t believe him. He was a small guy—about my size. In fact, he had a lot in common with me: similar eyes, skinny arms and legs… I’d never been one to win drinking contests. I could only down a few drinks before I was sloppy, and a stein was two whole pints in one giant glass. If I downed a whole stein, I would be on my face, in a puddle of my own drool. “Alright, Bobby,” I continued. “Let’s get you into the dress.”

He was slow to react, slow to break free from his paralysis. He slowly took off his shirt, exposing his flat chest. Then he unbuckled his belt and shimmied down his pants, exposing his boxers. I got the dirndl ready, loosening the laces in the back and puffing it out; it was stale from sitting on the wall for a whole year. And it kind of did smell like my old perfume.

It was a green dirndl with sheer white fabric around the breasts and shoulders. The skirt had tulle embellishments and beautiful embroidery all around. There was a pretty lace apron to give it that true Bavarian look. I’m not sure if the outfit was actually from Germany, or if it was just a reproduction, but it looked convincing enough.

Justin was looking at Bobby’s legs. “Is he just going to wear it like that?” he asked me.

“Like what?” I said.

He nodded towards his legs, and I saw what he was talking about: leg hair. “Oh,” I said. And I was about to dismiss the hair; it didn’t really matter. Nobody was going to care. It was just supposed to be funny…

But it wasn’t just supposed to be funny. The whole point of assigning a girl to be a dirn was to get the guys excited. A Bavarian Oktoberfest party was nothing without a pretty girl in a dirndl handing out steins. And now I was looking at Bobby and trying to decide if there was potential there. Could we doll him up and get the guys out there legitimately excited? Could we turn this into more than just a joke?

The drinking game had already been a success. Now, we could hear loud voices: chatting, laughing, hollering. The music was turned back up and the hockey game was turned down. But there was still work to do. It was turning into a party, but we didn’t have the place bouncing just yet.

“I can run to the drug store next door and get a razor,” Justin said.

“Okay. Go,” I smiled.

“What?” Bobby said, but Justin was already gone.

“It’s not a big deal, Bobby. We’re just going to shave your legs.” I went to my purse and dug out some makeup supplies. Thankfully, I had just about everything. I got ready at Justin’s house, so I packed everything with me that morning.

“What’s all that?”

“It’s makeup.”

“I don’t want to wear makeup,” he said with that frightened voice.

I looked at him. “Oh, just play along!” I said. “It’s supposed to be fun.” But he wasn’t smiling. I groaned. “Smile, Bobby! Seriously. Lighten up. It’s a party. Everyone here knows that you’re a guy. Everyone here knows that you’re only doing this because you lost the drinking game. It’s nothing to be down about. Loosen up, smile a little bit, and you’ll have a fun night. Okay?”

He nodded his head slowly, but he didn’t smile.

I got to work, and he didn’t resist. He had lovely smooth, moisturized, healthy skin. There wasn’t a single facial hair to impede progress, maybe because he’d shaved before coming to the pub, or maybe because his genetics just didn’t allow for facial hair. The concealer was hardly necessary, so I only put on a touch. Then it was just a matter of putting on a touch of blush, a bit of pink shadow, and a generous amount of mascara. Bobby’s face had some lovely feminine features, though I didn’t point them out to him. I didn’t want to embarrass him at all—but his cheekbones were perfect, and I was actually a bit jealous of his eyebrows: thick, full, and shaped nicely.

I was done his makeup before Justin was back with a razor. Doing away with Bobby’s leg hair was easy, only taking a few minutes. Luckily, Bobby didn’t have much leg hair to begin with. I think it was possible that Bobby was of German decent, because his hairs were so thin and blonde.

He remained silent while we dolled him up. I will admit that I felt a bit bad for him. It hardly seemed like he was consenting, even though he entered that challenge knowing what losing would mean. He wasn’t telling us not to do it—but he wasn’t smiling.

But I was determined to make sure that this party was fun for everyone. Having a pretty dirn was the first step. Maybe it was what we needed to get the party going… But what about Bobby? He was at that party too, and he needed to have fun. So I needed to figure out a way to get him having fun, smiling, to leave with positive memories of the night.

Now, it was time to get him into the dirndl. It was a snug fit. Justin and I had to pull it over his head while he reached his arms up into the air. We twisted it slightly left and right until it was tight over his torso. The dress had a corset midsection, pulling his already-thin frame tight, and giving the illusion of a bust, even though he obviously didn’t have breasts.

We stepped back from him after getting that blonde wig onto his head. It was braided just as it needed to be, and it sat on his head just fine.

“Wow,” Justin said. “You’re really good at these transformations.”

“Practice makes perfect,” I said. “But there’s something missing.”

Bobby’s cheeks were so red that I thought for a moment I’d used too much blush.

He had a nice frame. His hips were nice and wide for the dress, and his midsection was perfectly thin. His legs were by far his best asset, and his face was going to do just fine if we could get him smiling. But there was something else missing…

Tits.

What Oktoberfest girl has a flat chest? “What are we going to do about the chest?” I asked, looking at Justin.

We looked around the room, trying to figure out what our options were. Justin went into a drawer and pulled out a pack of party balloons: yellow, red, and black balloons—the same balloons that were floating on the ceiling of the pub. “We can fill these with water,” he suggested.

“Great idea.”

We filled two of the smaller yellow balloons with water—not fully, but enough to create a wobble and bust. Then we put them into that white frilly top. I ended up donating my own bra to the cause, so that he had something to hold those balloons in place better.

We told him to jump. We told him to spin. We told him to do a lap around that small manager’s office. The whole time, we watched his boobs bounce. I made the effect slightly better by using a bit of contour on his chest to create the illusion of cleavage; it was an old trick that I used when I started transitioning, before I started taking HRT pills.

“I think you’ve done it,” Justin smiled, eyeing the Bavarian beauty with glowing eyes. I will admit that I was starting to feel a bit jealous. Maybe I should have just put the dress on so he could look at me like that… But my head was still throbbing and my stomach was still churning. It was better that someone else wore the thing.

Now, the volume in the pub was seeming to diminish. We’d been in that office for almost forty minutes. It was close to midnight. “We’d better get out there,” I said. I went to the door, opened it, and looked back at Bobby.

But no, Bobby wasn’t budging. He—or maybe I should now say she—was paralyzed. We stared at her for a long moment. Justin thought he had a good idea, telling her how good she looked, as if that would make her feel better, but that just solidified that state of frozen terror. So I went up to Bobby, put my hand on her shoulder, and said, “Everyone knows it’s just a joke. Just play along. Okay?”

And then she nodded her head slowly. She finally took a step forward. Her body was trembling. I really couldn’t figure out why she was so nervous. It was just for fun and everybody knew it. Was Bobby worried that people were going to think that she was doing this for another reason? Was she worried that they were going to think she lost on purpose?

Did she lose on purpose? No—there was no way. I wasn’t detecting any excitement—not even secret excitement. This was torture for her, making me feel guilty and mean. But I was sure I could get her to loosen up. I was sure that I could get her to embrace that outfit. “It’s only for a couple of hours,” I said. “The bar can’t stay open past two.”

I smiled, but that smile wasn’t reciprocated.
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Bobby needed a minute to use the bathroom. I thought about guarding the back door, worried she was going to change in the bathroom and then bolt out the front door before we could stop her. But we weren’t there to force her to do anything she didn’t want to do. She wasn’t a prisoner. This wasn’t a punishment. So instead of chaperoning, I went to the bar. “Bobby’s ready,” I said to Bram. “Pour some beer. She’ll be out in a minute.”

“Please don’t make me regret this,” he groaned. “You just gave away a lot of free beer.”

“You wanted my help,” I said. “You could have said no.”

“I just want this night to not be a bust.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I have it under control.”

I watched Bram pour the beer, filling five steins with that crisp amber ale. I scanned the bar. It was a bit busier than when I left, but the energy was dying down. A few patrons had drifted back over to the TV to watch the final period of the hockey game. I’m not sure why I was so invested, but now my heart was starting to pound. I felt responsible for the success of this night.

Elise approached me. “I think I’m going to take off,” she said.

“No!” I cried. “You have to stay. Just for another hour.”

“I’m honestly just feeling a bit tired,” she said. “But thanks for inviting me out.”

“Please just stay. I promise it will be a fun night.”

She stared into my eyes before sighing. “Okay,” she said. “Fine.” I watched as she sauntered back over to her spot at the bar, where she looked lonely and bored. Across the bar, there was a guy eyeing her. He had glasses and dark hair. He’d been eyeing her all night, sipping on the same tall stein of what was now warm beer. And his buddies were all eyeing their phones, checking the time, trying to decide if it was worth staying, even if there was fake beer going around.

And then I heard cheering. I turned around to see Bobby trying to balance a tray with five steins on it: ten pints of beer in total, which was no easy task.

“Don’t you drop that!” Bram said, perking up.

And heads were quickly turning to eye the dolled-up dirn. She walked with small steps, not wanting her skirt to open too wide, not wanting anything to slip out of place. Someone whistled, making her turn red. Then, when she passed out that first free beer, the tray wobbled. It nearly crashed, but Justin was nearby, reaching out and grabbing the edge so it didn’t topple to the side.

There was some generic pop music playing through the speaker. I went behind the bar and picked up Bram’s phone, which was controlling the music. “I would tell you that you’re not allowed behind the bar, but I tell you once a week and you just don’t listen,” Bram said. “What are you doing?”

“Putting on something more appropriate,” I said. I turned on a traditional German dancing song. The new music got a few of the older patrons fired up, springing to their feet. I heard the roar of laughter, then I turned to see one of the old men taking that last stein from that tray before grabbing Bobby by the waist and pulling her onto the dance floor.

The bar cheered as Bobby was pulled and pushed around, looking suddenly so small in the presence of a tall, strong, old man. Though she didn’t look too pleased, especially once the man had his hands on her hips—awfully close to her ass.

I enlisted some help from Justin, clearing some tables and chairs from the middle of the pub to create a dance floor. Then I forced myself to dance with one of the old men. I didn’t mind dancing with an old guy—but I was truly worried I was going to throw up if I did too much moving. But I needed to set an example. I needed to help get the party going. I only lasted one minute before I had to tap out. I rushed over to a table and sat down while my stomach settled. But my effort was worthwhile. My old gentleman of a partner was now inspired to zero in on one of the newcomers: a young woman who laughed and flushed red as he pulled her onto the dancefloor. That inspired her friends to join in, more as a joke than anything, but it brought the attention away from that cursed hockey game.

Now, while they were all distracted, I turned the volume of that game down and inched the volume of the music up. I queued up the next song: another Bavarian classic. On cue, a few newcomers poked their heads into the pub from outside, to see if it was worth coming in to end their night.

“You’re pretty good at this,” Justin said to me after he finished dancing with one of the young women who’d showed up while we were dolling Bobby up.

“No, I’m not,” I laughed. “I’m really dying here. I just feel bad because I invited you and Elise and you brought your friends. I feel responsible.”

“Don’t worry about it. Just try to relax a bit.”

But my work wasn’t finished. I could already see that the party was about to run out of steam. I had more work to do. I got up and told Bram to pour another five steins. I went to the dancefloor and grabbed Bobby, pulling her away from her dance partner. “You’ve got a job to do, girly,” I said. And I swear, for a second, I caught a small grin on her face.

I showed her the new tray of beer and I told her to target the lonely patrons: the bored men and women sitting at tables, on their phones, twiddling their thumbs.

I watched as those bored individuals accepted the free beer, though maybe shots would have been better. They were just sipping the beer, sobering up faster than they were drinking.

But I had to take my victories where I could get them. The dancefloor was bumping now and someone else had gone and turned the music even louder.

And now, Bobby was starting to relax. I watched her for a few minutes and caught her crack a few little smiles as men complimented her. She even giggled when someone spanked her on the bum, which honestly took me by surprise. Maybe she liked this little roleplaying game more than she was letting on.

Another group of women sauntered into the bar. I think they’d been at the club across the street, and they probably heard the booming Oktoberfest jams as they left to go home. Now, they were giving Bram’s pub a chance. I rushed over to Bram. “Get those girls some free beer!” I said.

He groaned. “Just how much free beer do you want me to dish out tonight?” Then he shook his head. “I can’t just give out more free beer. People have to start paying, or I’m going to be losing money.”

“Oh, c’mon, Bram. Think of it as an opportunity for growth. These are all new customers. They’re going to come back again and again.”

“Sure,” he said, rolling his eyes. “They’re going to come back for free beer. They’re going to put me out of business.”

I glared into his eyes. “Fine,” I growled. “Then I’ll order five pints. You can put them on my tab.”

He paused for a moment, turning a bit pink as he tried to decide if he was actually going to charge me, even though I was really getting him more business than he’d had in the past year. The bar was quickly filling up, and most people were paying for their drinks. I knew that Bram understood what a loss-leader was, but he also had dollar signs floating in his fantasies.

He filled five pints, pushed them forward, but just waved me off when I tried to hand him the money. “This is the last of the free beer.”

I smiled and then I climbed back onto the bar and waved my arms in the air. “Attention!” I called out. The bar became quiet, thanks to Bram lowering the volume of the music. “I’ve got free beer here for the girls who just showed up!”

They perked up, smiling, rushing over to the bar.

“But wait!” I said. “It’s a game! The winner gets a free drink. The losers—all four of them—have to dance with Tony and the other regulars.”

The old men grinned, showing off their ageing teeth. The girls giggled and groaned, but they were down to have some fun. They all sat at the bar and a crowd gathered to watch the contest. Bram scowled at me for offering up another free drink without his consent, and then I told the girls to drink.

The winner was a short redhead. I was sure she was going to lose, but looks can be deceiving. The losers all turned to see their old dates standing behind them. Before they could protest, they were pulled to the dancefloor and the party was back underway.

I felt dizzy, so I went to sit for a bit. I watched the party as it finally seemed to be going on its own, like a bonfire that was finally starting to snap and pop. I could relax now. I took a breath, and then Bobby came by my table and placed a stein down.

“Oh God, no—not for me,” I said.

She just smiled and left it there before coyly zipping off to hand out another. I let that beer sit there for a while. I offered it up to a few people who moved by my table, but nobody took it. I guess I couldn’t blame them for not taking the drink. I wouldn’t accept a beer from a stranger either. At least when it was from Bobby, they knew it was from the bar.

So for the sake of not letting it go to waste, I had a few sips. A few sips turned into a few more. Maybe the beer was helping my headache a little bit.

I hadn’t eaten much that day because of the hangover, so that beer was working at triple-strength. I was tipsy before it was half gone. And then once it was gone, I was grinning and swaying in my seat. The loud pub was suddenly overwhelming: flashing lights, booming music, people dancing all around me. I decided to get up and spend a minute away where it was quiet, in the back room of the pub.
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It was a nice place to close my eyes. And I almost fell asleep as I stretched myself out on that long, old couch. I probably would have fallen asleep had the party not been getting louder and louder, with the occasional crash as drunk patrons dropped their empty glasses.

I blinked a few times and thought about heading home. I felt like my work was finished and I really needed to get some sleep if this hangover was ever going to go away. I didn’t want to live through a multi-day hangover.

Then I saw the old dirndl on the wall: green velvet and white lace, made for a slightly taller girl than me. I’d never worn it before, but it was quite beautiful. Now, I was curious, so I stood up and pulled it off of the wall. It did have a bit of an unpleasant dusty smell to it, but it wasn’t bad enough to make me stop.

I slipped out from my clothes, now only wearing my panties. It took me a minute to figure out how to get into the old dirndl, but I managed to figure it out. I shimmied it onto my figure and pulled the straps over my shoulders. It was a bit tight, and a bit long, but it was cute. The velvet fabric was soft and nice against my skin. The white tulle skirt was especially cute. I liked to shimmy from side to side, feeling the skirt dancing around my thighs.

But what made the outfit extra-special was how it pushed my tits up high and hard, making me look like a proper dirn with big bouncy tits. I giggled and did a little jump up and down, watching my jugs as they wobbled firmly in that tight outfit.

The door opened and I spun around, already feeling embarrassed. Then I saw Justin standing there with a smile. “There you are,” he said with his Australian accent.

“You startled me,” I said.

“I thought you weren’t going to get dressed up tonight.”

“I couldn’t help myself. There’s no way I can go out there and hand out beer and dance with everyone.”

“Well it looks good on you.”

He had the biggest smile I think I’d ever seen on his face. “What’s so funny?” I said.

“Nothing’s funny,” he said.

“Then what’s with the big smile?”

“When you invited me out, I was really hoping to see you dressed up like an Oktoberfest girl. Until right now I didn’t think it was going to happen.”

“It’s a bit big on me,” I said, twisting to make that long skirt dance.

“It’s really cute,” he said.

I laughed. “You’re blushing… Does it turn you on?”

He shrugged his shoulders. Then I saw that he had a hard bulge. I don’t know why I was surprised. When I told him about the Oktoberfest party, I saw his face light up, so I should have put two-and-two together. Now—maybe it was because I was drunk—I was teasing him. I strutted around the room, lifting my skirt up just enough to show off my thighs. I giggled and spun around. “Am I arousing you, mein schatz?”

He laughed. Then he came up behind me and put his hands on my hips. I laughed again. “What are you doing?”

He pulled my butt to his crotch, making me feel that hard bulge. “Wow! You’re actually hard!”

“What did you expect?”

“I’m wearing traditional garb—not lingerie. It’s not even a short skirt.”

“I like what I like,” he said. Then he lifted my skirt up while pulling his zipper down. It was a clever move, getting his cock out with a little flick of the wrist. Then I felt the warmth throbbing against my bum.

“I appreciate the gesture,” I said, turning around and gripping his dick with my hand. “But you and I both know what you really want.”

He blushed and then I spun him around using just two fingers. I pushed his chest to the wall and I yanked down his jeans. I used a bit of nature’s lube on my already excited member. Then I was pushing into him, using one hand to hold up that green velvet dress, and all of that tulle. He was tight; I’d forgotten just how tight he was. He moaned quickly. I gave him a little tug for good measure.

I was happy to help him live out his Bavarian fantasy, though I didn’t know enough German to make it a true fantasy, but he seemed to be happy enough. I held his hips and drove my cock in and out of his body, making him bend over more and more with each passing second.

He must have liked the dirndl rubbing against his thighs and bum, because he ended up coming almost instantly, gushing against that office wall and all over that office floor. I lasted a bit longer. I would have finished much sooner had it not been for the hangover, still nagging at the back of my head, desperate to pull me out of the mood. But the hangover wasn’t strong enough to knock me off my game entirely. I was having too much fun ploughing into Justin’s tight body.

I groaned as I came inside of him. His anal muscles fluttered, as if they were trying to suck my cum deep into his body. I pulled out slowly and then I gave his ass a firm spank, just for fun. I giggled before pushing my dick back into my panties.

“You’re a whore, you know that?” I said.

He laughed and pulled up his pants—and it was perfect timing. The office door opened and in came in another familiar face: Elise.

“Oh,” she said, freezing suddenly.

Justin perked upright, trying not to look the recipient of hard butt sex a moment earlier. “What is it?” I asked.

“Sorry. I didn’t know anyone was in here. And, uh—I’ll just leave you alone.”

“We’re just talking in here,” I said, blushing. “You can come in.”

“It’s okay.”

“Are you looking for something?” I said.

She paused for a moment, blushed, and then looked at my outfit. “The bartender told me to grab that—but you’re already wearing it, so it’s okay. I’ll just slip back out to the party.”

“You can have it,” I said. “Who wants it? Did someone ask for it?” I started undressing, forgetting for a moment that Justin was in the room with us. I’d changed in front of Elise many times, but I probably should have held back so Elise didn’t think that Justin was my boyfriend.

I pulled the dress off and then I got into my proper clothes. “So who wants it?” I asked.

Now her face was very red.

“You’re going to wear it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. I thought it might be fun.”

I was shocked. Elise never cut loose. She never had more than one drink. And she certainly never put on a dirndl at an Oktoberfest party. “Okay,” I said. “Well put it on.”

I looked over at Justin and motioned for him to leave the room so that Elise could change. He obliged and was gone within seconds. I helped Elise get into the outfit. It fit her much better than it fit me. She was taller and a bit thinner. The corset midsection pulled her into the perfect Oktoberfest shape: thin waist, big breasts—and then she had that natural beauty that had always made me so jealous. “You’re going to hand out beer?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders again. “Sure. Why not?”

“Are you drunk?” I asked with a laugh.

She shook her head. “Between you and me, I’ve just been drinking soda water. I’m telling people it’s vodka soda.”

“You do you, girl,” I said. I tied up the laces in the back for her, pulling them tight to make the outfit perfect. Then I spent some time helping her to braid her hair just right. I was honestly shocked that she was still at the pub.

But I found out what this was all about a few minutes later, once I got her back into the pub, with a tray of beer on her hand. She casually sauntered from guy to guy, saving that last beer for the fellow with the glasses, who was now sitting alone at his table. I watched him blush as he accepted the beer, and then she remained there, chatting with him. It warmed my heart to see her coming out from her shell, and I could only hope that the nerdy fellow would muster up the confidence to ask her to dance.
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Iwould have spent more time watching Elise as she came out from her shell, receiving compliments from man after man as she moved through the room. But my attention was stolen by Bobby, who was now very much out from her shell. Now, she was dancing with another man, laughing loudly as she spun and even pulled off a few of her own cute little dance moves. I’m sure alcohol was a factor.

I looked at the clock. Now, it was 1:30 AM. The bar would be forced to close in thirty minutes because of bylaws. But overall, I think the night was a success. The place was near capacity and people were having fun. There were very few individuals still lingering by the walls, and the only people sitting at tables were guys and girls who needed a break from dancing to the boisterous Bavarian dance music.

Another beer was thrust into my hand, though I’m not even sure who gave it to me—it happened so quickly. And I hardly noticed it there until I’d taken a few sips, so I couldn’t just return it.

I felt satisfied with the work I’d done, though I suppose I couldn’t really take credit for it. Bram was the one who sacrificed all of that beer—I just pushed him into doing it—and then Bobby put on the dirndl and danced with all of the excitable old men. I just pushed Bobby into it…

Now, I was looking around the pub. Where was Bobby? The dancing was still happening: half of the patrons of that pub crowding the dancefloor and dancing and kicking their legs to Bavarian party music, but Bobby was nowhere to be seen.

It was so close to closing time. Did he have enough? Did he not want to finish that final hour, just so that everyone could leave that pub feeling like they got something close to an authentic Bavarian Oktoberfest experience?

Well, maybe it wasn’t exactly an authentic experience. Maybe it was just a regular day at a pub, but the pub was decorated with German flare, booze was being dished out in steins, and there were a couple of girls prancing around in traditional garb while traditional music played. That’s close enough, isn’t it?

And then I realized the other dirn was missing: Elise was gone too!

Above the bar, a loud pop stole my attention, along with the attention of a few others. One of the red balloons had popped, and another popped a minute later; it was almost as if the party gods were declaring an end to that party. Well, I suppose it was fun while it lasted. The people who strolled in seemed to be happy, though maybe it wasn’t exactly a night they would remember forever. It even seemed like many people had snuck away. The pub seemed thinner, and it was becoming quieter. Was it time to call it quits? Was it time to realize I’d done all I could? Maybe people just weren’t looking to party. Maybe they’d forgotten how to party after two long years of staying at home, hiding from the pandemic.

Maybe it was time for me to sneak away, before Bram tried to rope me into helping him clean up. I went to grab my coat from my chair, and then I started towards the door. That’s when I realized I didn’t have my purse. I went back to my table, but the purse was gone. Oh right—I brought it to the back room, where I dolled up Bobby. So that’s where I went next, to retrieve my purse. And there it was, sitting on the desk next to the cash out box. I snatched it and went back into that quiet back hallway. There, I heard a noise: a roar of muffled laughter, coming from another room.

I stopped and turned towards the door. It was the door to the kitchen pantry, which also doubled as miscellaneous storage. Bram had sent me back there before to retrieve jars of peanuts, which he always kept in bowls along the bar. Now, I was approaching the door, hearing strange sounds: voices, some whispering, some groaning, some laughing.

The door wasn’t fully shut, so I just had to inch it open with the tip of my finger to see inside, and that’s when I saw the crowd of them, pants around their ankles, ass facing me. There were eight guys in total, some younger than me, some forty years older. They were all in a semi-circle, looking like they were having some sort of dick-measuring contest. I couldn’t see what they were looking at, until one of the men moved slightly and I could see her between their legs:

Bobby was on her knees, in that dirndl, servicing the men one at a time.

I let out a small gasp, but it wasn’t enough to give me away. I shut the door slightly, just enough that I could still see in, but I was mostly hidden away. I crouched down and watched with wide, fascinated eyes.

Bobby was clutching one man’s stiff erection. She leaned forward slowly, looking pale and nervous. She bit her lip for a moment before opening her mouth, accepting the cock onto her tongue. The men roared with delight when she started sucking. She bobbed her head slowly and gracefully, looking like a proper girl. She sucked that man for a minute before she turned to the next subject: a man in his seventies, with a wrinkly, saggy ass—but a surprisingly big, firm cock. She gripped it and stroked it, staring at his long, dangling ball sack. Then she went in to suck that rod, making the man’s legs tremble. “Don’t give the old man a heart attack!” roared one of the bottomless men. “Take it easy on him!” And then the other men laughed heartily.

She moved to the next man, now stroking him fast with her fist. He groaned, sounding like he was already on the verge of coming. Bobby knew how to pump a cock. Her grip was perfect around that fat tip—and I suppose it was no surprise, seeing as she had her own cock to practice on. Now, she was licking his tip with the tip of her tongue, making the man squirm.

It was when she went to the next man that the men started to become more curious, and more eager. The old man went around behind her and lifted up her dirndl skirt. He tugged down the panties and gripped her ass with both hands, making her gasp and moan. Her face was dark red. Fear glistened in her eyes. This was new for her. This was something she’d never even fantasized about—and certainly not something she ever saw herself doing until that very moment. She looked back at the old man, still with an erection in her hand. The man was now sliding his old cock to her lone, virgin hole. He stumbled slightly as he tried to push into her.

“Oh my God!” she moaned. The men laughed. Then, to quiet her up, one man stuck a cock into her mouth, and she instantly started sucking.

The senior pushed into her, taking her virginity. He gripped her hips and started to thrust in a shaky, inconsistent pattern. His legs were wobbling, but that wasn’t stopping him from enjoying her tight hole. Her moaning didn’t stop the other men from enjoying her mouth.

They must have spanked her over one hundred times. She was groped by over a dozen hands. But she liked it. She was moaning, and now, with her skirt pulled way up her torso, everyone could see her erection—but nobody cared. A few of the men even did her the service of reaching around and stroking it while they took turns with her rear end.

Most men saved themselves for her ass, pumping and dumping cum down her tight recently-virgin anus. But some men opted for her face, and one insisted on getting every single ounce inside of her mouth. Before I slipped away, she was dripping from her mouth and her anus. Her eyes were shut and her eyelids were coated with white cream. Her legs were wobbling, and her own product was dripping into a puddle on the ground.

I guess she ended up having her fun—maybe even more than anyone else at the party. And those men were certainly going to be leaving with fond memories that they would cherish forever.

I tiptoed away from the door with a naughty smirk on my face. I was responsible for Bobby’s anal deflowering, and I wasn’t sure if it was right of me to be proud of that—but I was proud. I even let a small giggle slip, finally feeling like I’d truly saved that night from being a complete disaster.

With my purse by my side, I headed back towards the pub, but was suddenly stopped by another noise: an excited giggling coming from down towards the kitchen. The kitchen had closed over an hour earlier and the cooks had gone home—so who was making the noise?

I probably should have just minded my own business, but I’d never been very good at minding my own business. I decided to sneak down to check out the sound, to see who was fooling around where they shouldn’t be fooling around.

I crept around the corner and slowly peeked my head through the kitchen flaps to see Elise and that young nerdy male, kissing at the far end of the commercial kitchen space. He had his hands nervously on her sides, and she was floating her hands close to his body, apparently afraid to touch him—but their lips weren’t afraid. And the rest of that anxiety quickly fluttered away as their tongues began to penetrate their shy lips.

I should have left them to it. I was proud of Elise for finally coming out from her shell to make an impression. I really didn’t think she had it in her—but look at her now! She was forcing her tongue into the young man’s mouth, and now she was working on pulling off his shirt, exposing some surprise muscles. She gasped and used the palms of her hands to feel his pecs and abs. She bit her lip and then turned her gaze to his crotch. Her date turned dark red as she went down, dolled up in that cute dirndl.

She made away with his belt and she made away with his pants. Then, without any hesitation at all, his erection was in her mouth and he was struggling to find something to hold onto. I’ve never seen eyes so big. I’ve never seen lips so parted. There was no question about it: he was losing his virginity. And what a lucky man! Elise was stunning, though I don’t think she knew it. She was a true catch, and the young guy could certainly tell that he was one of the luckier men alive.

I knew that Elise was smart and pretty, but I had no idea that she knew how to suck a cock. Now, she was bobbing her head like a pro, as if she’d starred in four hundred pornos before that moment. She got every inch of him into her mouth, and he was a well-endowed fellow. She used her tongue to play with the tip of his cock, and then she pushed his shaft far down her throat.

I knew it was my cue to leave. This was none of my business… but I was just so proud of her! I couldn’t step away. I kept watching.

Now he was mustering up some confidence. He rubbed her body and he spun her around. He pushed on her back so that she would bend over. And it was in this moment that I remembered how I met Elise: online, on a local trans girl forum. I’d always been open about my male-to-female transition, but Elise had always been very secret about it. She never told anyone because she didn’t think anyone needed to know. And I assumed that she’d told her date, but his face now suggested otherwise.

He froze after pulling her panties to her knees. He stared at it, turning white all over. And before I thought I’d never seen wider eyes or a more parted mouth—but that record was now being broken. His jaw was nearly touching his knees. He stared at her long flaccid cock and heavy ball sack. She looked back, nervous, guilty, red in the cheeks. “I meant to tell you,” she whispered. “A—Are you mad?” she asked.

“Mad?” he asked with a stutter. Then he cleared his throat. There was a long standoff, making me feel suddenly guilty. I was the one who instigated this whole thing! Though Elise should have told him. What an amateur move! Always tell the guy! It’s not worth the risk; you never know when you’ll end up in a bedroom with a guy with a little bit too much testosterone, and a little bit too much pride.

But Elise’s date wasn’t that man. She turned his shock into a smile, turned a dark shade of red, then asked, “May I touch it?”

“Okay,” she said. So he gripped it nervously and began to massage it. He let a few strange sounds out from his mouth. He whimpered and moaned, and then he leaned in, sucking her from behind. Her cock was long enough that it worked. He was able to lick her tip and her asshole in the same stroke. Hell, he was even giving me a few fun ideas.

But soon, she was too hard. Her cock sprung forward, so her date decided to go at her asshole, licking her out until he was too excited to lick anymore. He stood up and got up close behind her. It took the inexperienced couple a minute to make the penetration happen, but once he was inside of her, they were in bliss. She moaned and let her head fall back while he pumped her. They kissed and it was actually quite cute.

He didn’t last long, and I couldn’t blame him. Elise had a perfect body, and it looked especially cute in that Oktoberfest garb.

He came inside of her and then he pulled out to watch his heavy load rush down her legs. She looked back at him with twinkling eyes. She bit her lip and giggled and he blushed all over.

That was my real cue to leave, so I left. I snuck out the pub’s back door on a whim, and the whim turned out to be a good one, because that’s where I ran into Justin, who was chatting with a new friend in the alleyway. “Nikki!” he said. “I was looking for you. I thought you left.”

“I’m leaving now,” I smiled.

“Mind if I tag along?” he asked, then he waved bye to his friend, who had just finished a cigarette.

“You’re welcome to,” I said. “In fact—that would be great. I want to get something from my storage locker, and there’s a big old mattress that I can’t move blocking half of my stuff.”

“It’s 2:00 AM. What do you need from your storage locker?” he asked with a small laugh.

“An old dirndl that I bought for a party years ago,” I smiled. “I was just watching something and I got a few ideas.”

“You need it tonight?” he asked, narrowing his eyes.

I nodded my head.

“Why?”

“Because somebody’s going to wear it,” I said with a smirk, eyeing him until he realized I was talking about him. His face turned red and then I took his hand. We weren’t far from my place: it was just enough time to build up a good amount of excitement.

THE END
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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 1
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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 2
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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.”
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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.
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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 5
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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 6
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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 7
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Ididn’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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SCHOOLGIRL

Ryan’s luck with women has been non-existent. It doesn’t help that he falls hard for a different girl every month. But the rejection is getting to him. His friend suggests that he needs to reinvent himself, starting by cutting off his long hair. Ryan doesn’t have a lot of money, so he finds a hairstylist willing to work for next-to-nothing.

But there’s a catch. Ryan will get his free haircut, but he has to let her try out a few different styles throughout a whole day at the salon. The deal seems fine to Ryan, though he’s not entirely sure what he just agreed to.


CHAPTER 1
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She was truly beautiful: soft blonde hair, a little ski-jump nose, pouty lips that always looked like they were whimpering soft nothings. She never wore a hint of makeup because she didn’t have to; other girls wore makeup to look like her, with her dark lashes, her brilliant eyes, glossy lips, ruby cheeks…

And I had a feeling that she liked me. She was always sitting next to me in the lecture hall, always looking at me with her cute little smile. She knew my name. “Hi Ryan,” she would say when she sat down. “Bye, Ryan,” she would say when she left, leaving my heart pounding. Sometimes I would reply, sometimes my heart was racing too fast to create a reply so I could only smile and blush.

Her eyes sparkled like stars when she batted those perfect eyelashes. She smelled like a cool morning on a soft sand beach. Whenever she reached to brush that soft blonde hair away from her eyes, I melted into my seat. I wasn’t doing so well in that class, unable to pay attention to anything the professor had to say. How could I pay attention? What could be more important than basking in the amazing aura of my beautiful blonde classmate?

She giggled once when she caught me staring at her. I was horribly embarrassed, unable to look away from her for far too long. Thankfully, she didn’t seem to mind. She even seemed flattered, letting her naturally pink cheeks turn a shade of red for a moment.

It was a spring afternoon when I decided I had to be with her, that my heart would never be complete without her. I wasn’t able to do it that day, or the next day. I would keep telling myself that I would do it. “Today’s the day,” I would say to my reflection in the mirror. I would run through my lines, practicing my breathing exercises. I wanted to have her. I even told my friend Chris about her.

“This again?” he groaned.

“What do you mean, this again?” I said.

“Two months ago,” he said, rolling his eyes. “The goth girl.”

“What about her?” I said.

“Ryan… You said all the same things,” he said. “You were in love with her, you had to have her, she was the most beautiful woman you’d ever seen.”

I bit down on my tongue. Maybe it was true, but this was different. The girl he was talking about was just different, the circumstances were different, and I’d never spoken with that girl before.

“What about four months ago: that country girl you met at that music festival?” Chris laughed.

“What about her?”

“It was the same thing, Ryan!” he roared. “You loved her, you had to have her!”

“I was just mistaken with her. I learned my lesson.”

“Don’t you think you might be mistaken again?” he said.

“This is different, Chris!” I said, though I don’t know why I felt the need to convince him. I liked his advice, but I didn’t need it. “I’ve spent the past four months with her.”

“What’s her name?” he asked.

Then I blushed. I didn’t actually know her name; I kept meaning to ask, but then I would get overwhelmed the moment she sat next to me. My heart would start to race. My mind would start to spin. I would get flustered, trying to keep myself cool, looking normal. “What does it matter?” I said to Chris.

“I’m just asking.”

“Okay, well it’s irrelevant.”

“You don’t know her name,” he said. “Ryan, you’ve got to be kidding me. You don’t even know her name?”

“I haven’t asked her name.”

“Does she even know your name?”

“Yes,” I said. “I introduced myself the day she next to me.” But it was only half true. She sat down next to me on that first day of class. She told me her name and then she asked me for my name. I told her my name, but I was so overwhelmed that I didn’t remember her name for more than ten seconds. I think it started with a K, or maybe an N.

“Ryan, I don’t know, brother,” Chris said, shaking his head. “But if you like her, just ask her out. Go on a few dates with her. If you really like her after that, ask her to be your girlfriend. That’s all I can really say. But please, for the love of God, learn her name first.”

So that’s what I did, and I will admit that it took a whole lot of willpower to do it. At the end of the next class, as she was standing up to leave, I sprung to my feet and said, “Stop!”

She turned to look at me with big, frightened eyes, like I was about to tell her that there was a big spider clinging to the back of her head. “What is it?” she said with that soft, angelic voice.

“What’s your name again?” I said. “I forgot.” And I don’t know why that’s the way I went about getting her name. It was a panic move; I could have figured out ten thousand better ways to get that name. For instance, ‘Hey, I was trying to add you on Facebook, but wasn’t sure what to look up.’ Or, ‘Hey, do you have Instagram?’ Or even, ‘How do you spell your name? I’m getting ready for Christmas. I know it’s still eight months away, but I like to be prepared.’

She giggled and shook her head. “It’s…”

She did tell me her name. But my heart was pounding so hard, and I was buried in my own mind, screaming at myself for asking her for her name in the worst way possible; I didn’t remember what she said. I think it was something with a P, or maybe a T. I should have repeated it aloud at least once. Instead, I just smiled and nodded my head moments before forgetting.

It was a terrible consequence of my social anxiety: being unable to keep a clear mind when speaking to new people, particularly women. My mind would go blank and horrible anxieties would start swirling about: terrible scenarios, the worst things my mind could conjure up, like, what if I suddenly become ill? What if I throw up? What if I have the runs and can’t make it to a toilet? What if she sees me the moment my appendix decides to burst?

She walked away from me, letting her little skirt dance from side to side. Not only did I not learn he name but I’d also embarrassed myself. I was still determined to make her mine, to ask her out on a date. I couldn’t let another guy beat me to her. I was fairly certain that she was single. I’d seen her around the campus a few times, never with another guy. I saw her at a party once with her girlfriends—no man at her side. There were no rings on her fingers. I felt like I had a reasonable shot at her, if I could just muster up the courage to ask her out on a date.

So I did it; the very next day, I bit my tongue and did it, even though I didn’t know her name. “Can I talk to you before you leave?” I said to her when she sat down.

She smiled and nodded her head. “Of course, Ryan,” she said, brushing that angelic hair off of her face.

I don’t know why I gave her the warning before the class started; maybe I just wanted to lock myself in, but it just made me more anxious. I started to sweat. I started to shake. My legs felt like they were going numb. My fingers were turning cold from lack of circulation, even though my heart was pounding a thousand times a second. Finally, after what felt like a ten-hour lecture, she turned to me, looked into my eyes, and said, “What did you want to talk to me about, Ryan?”

“D—Date,” I managed to say, stuttering like a fool.

“What’s that? I couldn’t hear you,” she said, her smile growing bigger.

“A date,” I said. “We should, uh, go on a date.”

And she smiled, at least for a few seconds. And then that smiled flattened… and then it drooped into something terrible, something that was full of pity and embarrassment. She bit her bottom lip and cleared her throat. “Um,” she said. “I’m actually busy. I’m sorry.”

“Not now,” I said. “Just—whenever. Whenever you’re free.”

But that look stayed on her face. She was silent.

“Maybe tomorrow. Or this weekend.”

“I’m busy.”

“Next weekend?” I said, losing hope, losing volume in my voice.

“I’m sorry, Ryan,” she said.

“Oh. Okay,” I said, turning to look down.

“I think you’re a great guy. I’m just not really into the whole metal thing.”

“Metal thing?” I said. “What does that mean?” I could feel the redness flushing into my face. I already felt humiliated. I just wanted that interaction to be over with so I could get home, go online, and drop out of that class. Then I could lay low for a week or two and maybe look into changing schools.

“It’s just… you’re not really my type.”

“What does metal thing mean?” I said.

“You’re, like, a metal head. Isn’t that what you call it? Sorry, I don’t really know a lot about metal.”

“Metal head?” I said. “No! I—I don’t like that stuff. I’m more into stoner rock.”

“Whatever you want to call it,” she said.

“What does that have to do with anything?” I said, though I don’t know why I was speaking at all, letting that conversation go on and on… I was just making things worse. “I think I’m your type. I—I think we would be good together.” I knew that I sounded desperate, but now I felt like I was out of control of my speech, just letting words spill out of me in the worst way possible. “Let’s just go on a date. I’ll buy you a coffee or a tea or a beer or a wine—anything. C’mon. We can see a movie. Please?”

She just looked embarrassed, looking side to side to make sure other students weren’t looking at us. “Sorry, Ryan,” she said. “I have to go. I’ll see you tomorrow though.” She smiled and spun around in a flash before moving quickly to the door.

Reluctantly, I told Chris about the encounter. “It was so horrible,” I said. “I’ve never been more embarrassed in my life. I dropped the class this afternoon. There’s no way I can go back and see her, not even from the other side of the room.”

“You actually dropped the class?” he said.

“I had to. I threw up when I got home. God, I’m just so embarrassed. It was so horrible. She didn’t even consider it. She just turned me down. She looked disgusted at the idea of going out with me. She called me a metal head and said that’s not her type.”

“What?” he laughed. “Because your hair?”

“My hair?” I said. “What’s wrong with my hair?”

“You look like a metal head.”

“What’s a metal head? I don’t wear leather trench coats or wear band shirts.”

“You have long hair. When’s the last time you got it cut?”

“You honestly think she turned me down because I have long hair?” I said.

“I don’t know,” he said, shrugging his shoulders.

“I thought it looked cool,” I said. “Brad Pitt had long hair for super long time.”

“Your hair is longer than that,” he said.

“Like maybe two inches longer!” I barked. Then I sat on his couch and pushed my face into the palms of my hands. I shook my head. “Oh God, this is all so embarrassing.”

“It’s not that bad,” Chris said. “Dropping the class was an overreaction. If I were you, I would call and get back into the class. Just say you made a mistake. It’s not as bad as you think it is. People get rejected. At least you tried. Most guys wouldn’t try. Every guy gets rejected from time to time. I bet even Brad Pitt gets the odd rejection.”

But nothing he was saying was helpful. I fell onto his couch and groaned loudly, feeling like a part of me had been lost forever. I couldn’t imagine a future without her… even though I didn’t know what her name was. How would I ever find a woman as beautiful as her? And if I did happen to stumble upon a woman just as beautiful, just as angelic, just as spritely—what would I do? Would I be able to keep myself together? Would I get another chance? Would she sit next to me for months, giving me opportunity after opportunity to create some sort of relationship, some sort of common understanding? I was given a golden ticket with that blonde bombshell, and I threw it away.

“See this as an opportunity to work on yourself,” said Chris. “Maybe you can get a haircut, a new outfit or two, hit the gym a bit.”

“The gym?” I said. “Why do I need the gym?”

“Maybe put on some muscle.”

“I don’t want girls to think that I’m some sort of muscle junkie.”

“Putting on a bit of muscle won’t make girls think that you’re a muscle junkie, Ryan,” he groaned. “It was just an idea. You don’t have to run with it.”

I didn’t think I needed to hit the gym, but maybe he was right about the haircut. Maybe it was time to do away with that long hair. Maybe I would even get a second shot at that blonde in a couple of months. I could address a few issues: my anxiety and my hair—and then I could take a seat next to her. I could spark up a conversation. I could get to know her a bit better. I could let her know a bit about me, so she knew that I wasn’t a ‘metal head’.

I feel like I still had a bit of a chance. She had been sitting next to me every day, after all. So I turned my chin up. I decided I wouldn’t let this be my defeat. I did say that I couldn’t live without her, didn’t I? So I couldn’t let this one embarrassing moment crush my hopes.


CHAPTER 2
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Chris recommended a hairdresser: his cousin, who was just finishing up beauty school. I was on a tight budget, with less than a hundred bucks in my bank account—and I still needed cash for groceries and for my date with my blonde classmate; there was no point in asking her out if I couldn’t afford to take her on a date.

So I figured I only had about fifteen bucks to get my hair done. Maybe ten bucks, so I could tip the waiter on that eventual date.

The hair appointment was set for that Friday. I spent the preceding days researching different hairstyles, trying to figure out which style would get me the most bang for my buck. I went on a number of forums and asked the women there, ‘What’s the most attractive haircut on a man?’ The answers varied wildly, leaving me with a great deal of anxiety, unsure of what I should do. I could do anything. I had hair halfway down my back. I never got it cut because I thought it looked cool in a Viking sort of way. But as Chris pointed out, long hair doesn’t make a man look like a Viking; for that, you need muscles and grit. I had a baby face and a slender body.

I felt embarrassed before leaving the house that Friday morning, counting the change I was able to scrounge up for the appointment. I hated the idea of paying with small change, but I was in a desperate financial rut. I needed every edge I could get if I was going to sort myself out properly. I stuffed the change into an old plastic bag and then I carried it to the hairstylist in my tattered backpack.

That hairdresser was in a part of town I’d never been to before. It was a newer suburb to the east, beyond the airport, in an area that I assumed was just cheap housing. It seemed like a pleasant area, with little cafes and strip malls and a brand-new pub with a big clean window. I stepped into the hair salon, which was surprisingly busy for that early morning hour. Four women were waiting their turn, reading magazines as four stylists worked on another four women.

I’ve always loved that hair salon smell: the combination of all those shampoos and conditioners. The women in the place varied in age. Some of the clients were my age, some were as old as sixty. Two of the stylists were older girls, blonde, well-kept. The other two were younger.

The black-haired stylist turned to look at me. She smiled, showing off her puffy lips and long lashes. “Ryan?” she said softly, and her voice was like an angelic choir to my ears. I swear a halo was radiating around her, glowing on her soft, pale skin. Her lashes fluttered and she turned away slowly, back to her client, who was nearly finished.

I opened my mouth to speak, but I was overwhelmed and shocked. The woman was stunning. She was perfect in every way imaginable. She was… my dream girl.

And yes, I know that I’d said it before. I know that I’d said it recently, about the blonde who sat next to me every day in class. But this was different. I’m not sure I can exactly describe how it was different, but it really was different. There was something about her: a preciousness, a calmness—or maybe I should say an aura. She was drawing me in, as if our souls had known each other for millions of years and had been waiting to reconnect.

“Well?” she said, looking back at me. “You’re Ryan, right?”

I cleared my throat, trying not to stare into her eyes for too long. “Yes, that’s me,” I said. I cleared my throat again. She was so beautiful; how was it possible? And how was she so familiar, even though I knew I didn’t know her… or did I? Did we go to school together at some point? Was she some long-lost childhood friend?

“Take a seat. I’ll be with you in five minutes.”

And those were possibly the most serene five minutes of my life. I sat in that seat and watched her from behind a magazine. She moved in a mesmerizing sort of way, tilting her head from side to side as she worked, smiling softly. When she spoke to her client, I got to watch her lips move. They looked so impossibly light, like they were made out of air. But how could they be so light when they were so plump? And she would look over at me from time to time with that sly little smile, making my heart melt.

Was I in love?

“Ryan?” she finally said, once she was finished sweeping away the hair of the previous client.

“That’s me,” I said.

She giggled, making my heart flutter again. I felt redness swirling into my cheeks. “You can come over here and sit down now.”

I was slow to stand up, slow to cross the space. I felt so excited to be close to her, to speak to her, to possibly have my first conversation with my forever-person, my soulmate, maybe even my future wife. I sat in her chair and looked into her eyes, feeling her warm perfume encircling me, hypnotizing me. I would do anything to have her, even though I didn’t even know her. But I felt like I knew her. I felt like I knew everything there was to know about her.

“What are we doing today, Ryan?” she asked with a smile that was trying not to laugh.

“Today?” I said, trying to bring myself back to the present.

“For your hair,” she said. “Are we just trimming it?”

“No,” I said. “I need it to be short—or shorter. I—I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?” she said.

“Well,” I said. “I have some ideas. I don’t know what’s best, you know, with my face shape.”

“Okay,” she said. “What are your ideas?”

“I made a board,” I said, and then I handed her my phone, which had all of the saved images on it. She laughed and shook her head.

“There are hundreds of pictures here, and they’ll all completely different.”

“They’re just ideas,” I said.

“You must have every single possible haircut here.”

“Well,” I said, and then I paused for a moment. “I guess I don’t know which one I want.”

“Well, if you want, we could just take a couple of inches off and you can think more about it over the next few weeks,” she said.

“No!” I said suddenly, feeling a clenching in my chest. “No, I need to cut it down. I’m not a metalhead. I don’t even like metal music. Well, I like a few songs, I guess, but I don’t love metal. I’m not like one of those metal guys. I’ve never been to a metal concert or anything like that.”

She giggled again. “Okay,” she said.

“I think my hair has been giving people the wrong idea,” I said. “I want to give people the right impression.”

“Okay,” she said. “What about something like that?” she said, pointing at one of the images on my screen. It was very short—too short. I hadn’t been that short since I was in grade school. I shook my head quickly.

“That doesn’t feel like me,” I said.

She smiled. “But it’s on your board,” she said.

“I know,” I said. “But—I think I saved it by accident. I’ll delete it now.” I cleared my throat, feeling a bit foolish, like I was wasting her time. I wasn’t paying her enough for this deliberation session. She was being kind and patient with me, but I had a feeling that, inside, she was just trying to get me in and out so she could make real money with a real client.

Or maybe she was feeling what I was feeling: that connection. Maybe she was just thrilled to be in my presence the way that I was thrilled to be in her presence.

I suddenly remembered all of the issues that came up when I didn’t ask that blonde for her name in class. “What’s your name?” I asked, and then I strained to pay attention as she replied.

“Ava,” she said.

“Ava,” I repeated. “Ava.”

She giggled. “That’s my name.”

“I’m Ryan,” I said.

“I know.”

“Oh,” I said.

“So your hair, Ryan,” she said. “What are we doing?”

“Um,” I said, starting to feel that horrible panic setting in. I was suddenly scanning the room for bathrooms, just in case I had a sudden case of the runs.

Then I saw a beaming smile on her face. “Are you open to just letting me try some things out?” she said. “I can start with a medium-long cut, and if you don’t like it, we can go down to a medium cut, then a medium-short cut—and we can keep going down until we get something you like.”

“Okay,” I said. “Maybe that.” But then I remembered that I was only going to be paying her about ten bucks. “Um—but is that going to cost more?” I said it sheepishly, and I hate that I had to say it at all, but I really did have to ask. I couldn’t afford a sixty-dollar haircut.

She stared into my eyes. “I forgot, my cousin said that this was for school credit.”

I felt my face turning red.

“Well,” she said. “I have one more client today, after you, and then I’ve got the whole afternoon free. How’s about this? You wait until I’m done with my client, and then we can do some experimenting. I can use you for my school project, so I’ll have to take some photos, and it might take a while—like, a few hours. Maybe even all afternoon. But it will be a free haircut! Don’t even worry about the ten dollars.”

“Really?” I said. I had the day free and the thought of spending the whole day with her seemed like a dream. “Okay, sure. That would be fantastic. Let’s do that. I’m totally down.”

“But, uh…” she said, turning a bit pink. “You kind of have to let me do what I want. I promise that you’ll end up with a haircut you want in the end, but—because your hair is so long—I’m going to work it down in stages.”

“That’s fine. I get it,” I said.

“But there’s one other thing.”

“It’s fine,” I smiled. “Don’t sweat it. Let’s just do it. I’ll go grab a coffee and then I’ll come back.”

“But Ryan,” she said.

“What?”

“You’ll have to dress up for a few of the pictures,” she said. “It’s just for the school project.”

I paused for a moment, imagining myself with some sort of shaggy cowboy haircut, wearing a rawhide jacket and cowboy boots. It seemed silly and embarrassing, but it would also be a great opportunity to show her that I was confident and secure; a silly costume wasn’t going to scare me away. I wanted to impress her, and this was an amazing opportunity.

“You don’t mind dressing up?” she said with wide eyes.

“No,” I said. “It’s fun. Who cares?”

She blushed and giggled. “Okay. Cool. That’s great. Maybe I can even take some videos for my project.”

“Sounds good. Do you like coffee, Ava? I’m going to run and grab one for myself.”

“I’m okay. Thank you,” she smiled.

So I went off, completely oblivious to what I’d just signed myself up for.


CHAPTER 3
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When I came back, coffee in hand, she was ready for me, with a big smile on her face. A few of the other hairstylists were giggling, looking at me with blushing smiles. Had they been talking about me while I was gone? Was it mean chatter, or did Ava tell them that she had a crush on me? Could they tell that I had a crush on her? I tried not to let myself get anxious about it.

I walked over to her chair, ready to let her do what she wanted to do to me. Then she jumped in front of the chair, clasping her hands behind her back, blushing, smiling, and staring into my eyes. “Before we start,” she said. “I actually need to take you over to shave you. You don’t mind, do you?”

“Shave?” I said. I shaved the night before.

“I know it’s weird, but the project theme is ‘full transformation’, so we have to do everything.”

“Okay,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. I’d never had a straight-edge shave before, and I’d always wanted one. So I let her guide me over to the hair washing station. She leaned me back. “Can you just slip out of your shirt?”

“My shirt?” I said. I didn’t think too much into it; I just assumed she wanted to make sure she wasn’t ruining my clothes. So I slipped out from my shirt. She leaned me back even more and then put the hot cloth on my face. I closed my eyes, not wanting to stare into her eyes too longingly. It was early in the day and I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable with the idea of spending the rest of the day with me.

I felt her massaging my face with the shaving cream. It was gentle and warm and relaxing. I hardly felt the razor as it went over my skin. “Just be as still as possible,” she said in that calm, angelic voice. I took the advice, remaining still as she did away with every little bit of stubble. I wasn’t thinking about the shave; I was just enjoying being in her company, smelling her perfume, feeling the pull of her radiant aura.

I’d completely forgotten about the blonde girl in my class—until that very moment, when I remembered she was the reason I was getting that haircut. I almost laughed, feeling so silly for getting so worked up over her; I hardly knew her. I didn’t even know her name. But I knew this girl’s name: Ava. And I was determined to know more about her, so I wouldn’t make the same mistakes that I made in the past. “So you’re going to haircutting school, huh?” I said.

“Yeah,” she said.

“Do you like it?”

“I love it. I really love transforming people,” she said with that lovely smile in her voice. “The big transformations are my favorite.”

“Well, my hair is yours to transform,” I said. “So go wild.”

I bit down on my tongue. I had a feeling I was making a great first impression. She kept giggling, and those little laughs sounded so genuine. The conversation just felt… warm, and right. I felt like we were chatting for the thousandth time, not the first time.

“Do you prefer to cut men’s hair or women’s hair?”

“Men’s,” she said quickly, without even having to think. “Women are always bleaching and dying their hair—not to mention flattening and using so much heat. Men usually have virgin hair. It’s so nice to work with.” Then, she ran her fingers through my hair and let out a sound that was almost orgasmic. “I just love how soft and pure your hair is. It’s never been dyed, never been curled, never been straightened or permed or anything like that.”

I loved the feeling of her soft fingers running through my hair, gently pulling. I could almost feel her imagination running wild with ideas.

“You really don’t mind dressing up for some pictures? I know it’s awkward, but it would be a huge help for the class.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “Dress me up however you want. I don’t have an ego.” Maybe I was exaggerating a little bit, but I was thrilled to be making such a strong first impression—and I was actually talking to her! I wasn’t just sitting silently next to her for months. This was probably the most I’d been able to speak to a beautiful woman in years… maybe my whole life.

“You’re so sweet. I’m glad you’re up to it.”

“He’s a real man!” shouted one of the other stylists, and then they all giggled. I found myself blushing. I felt strangely proud of myself, even though all I was doing was getting a free haircut. At least that’s all I thought that I was doing.

I felt her rubbing my chest. I remained still. I must admit that it was a weird feeling. I’m not sure why she was rubbing my chest. “Be still,” she said. Then I felt that blade going over my pecs. I tried not to laugh, feeling suddenly ticklish.

“What are you doing?”

“You’ve got a bit of chest hair.”

“Not a fan of chest hair?” I said.

“Personally?” she said. “I guess not really. I prefer the clean look.”

“Alright,” I said. “Then do away with it.”

But she shaved all the way down to my waistline, even shaving off my treasure trail. I was worried she was going to ask me to take my pants off… and then she basically just went ahead and did it herself. She pushed my waistband down to my cock, exposing my pubic area. I felt my whole face turning dark red. I wanted to ask her what she was doing, but I was in too much shock to speak. I just watched as she swiped my pubic hair away.

“Is it awkward if I do the rest, or would you prefer to do it in the bathroom?” she asked.

“The rest?” I said softly. My voice was hardly a whisper.

“I know it’s awkward,” she said. “I guess it’s just kind of the artist in me. Like I said, I really like the full transformations.” I saw that she was blushing, pressing her lips thin. “It’s hard for me to just focus on one aspect of the transformation.”

It took a moment for the shock to wear off, but once it wore off, I saw the opportunity. She wanted to make me into her ideal man. How could I turn her down? I wanted to be her ideal man. I felt like I’d been struggling my whole life to know what I was supposed to do to get the attention of a woman like Ava. How was I supposed to do my hair? Was I supposed to shave my pubic hair? What about my chest? Someone once told me that girls like shaved armpits. Was that true? Now, Ava was taking the guessing work out of it. “You just go ahead and do what you need to do.”

She smiled.

I wasn’t expecting her to pull my pants down further, exposing me in front of more than just her. The other stylists looked over. The other clients peered over. Though strangely, none of them seemed too shocked by the fact my penis was out. I wanted to cover myself up, but I was too shocked. I just remained frozen, with wide eyes as she went in with that blade, gently flicking with elegant wrist motions, taking away little bits of hair at a time. She worked around my scrotum.

And now, I must admit, that this had quickly turned into one of the strangest experiences of my life. I guess I should have asked for more details when she told me she wanted to transform me fully. She even made me flip over, and then she shaved my ass—right between my butt cheeks. I’m sure she saw my asshole, and we hadn’t even known each other for more than an hour.

But it got even stranger! She did my legs, all the way down to my toes. At least she let me slip my boxers back up while she did my legs. Now, I was too embarrassed to look at the other people in the salon. Was this something that normally happened in a salon? I suppose it was my first real time in a salon. I didn’t get my hair cut very often, and when I did, it wasn’t at ‘salons’.

I tried not to get too awkward about it. I wanted her to think that I was confident. I wanted her to think that nothing could rattle me. I could tell that I’d set a strong first impression and now I had a high bar to live up to. I had to just let her do what she wanted to do.

But it felt weird being hairless—especially once she did away with my armpit hair. “So this is what you like, huh?” I asked, trying not to let my voice crack.

“It suits you I think!” she said with a good deal of excitement.

“Yeah?” I asked, looking down at my legs, which now looked like pale hotdogs. They didn’t exactly look ‘sexy’ with my slender build. Maybe if I had a ton of muscle definition, it would have been a different story. But I had a much thinner body, more like a woman’s body minus the tits and pussy. Now, it looked girlier than ever. But I couldn’t let Ava think that I was embarrassed, so I just smiled. “I’m into it. Something different. I need something different in my life.”

She bounced and smiled. Her small, perky breasts bounced up and down under her shirt, proving that she was wearing no bra. “I’m happy that you’re happy,” she said. “Now let’s get your hair done for the first stage.”

“Alrighty,” I said.

We moved to her hairdressing throne, leaving my clothes behind. It was a warm day, so I didn’t mind being out of the clothes, though it was weird being almost naked in front of about seven strangers. She ran her fingers through my hair again. She let out another one of those orgasmic sounds. “Your hair is so beautiful. It’s almost a shame we’re going to cut it.”

My heart skipped a beat. I was almost tempted to tell her not to cut it. That blonde wanted me to cut it, but I cared way more what this chick thought than that mean blonde in my class. “Should I leave it?” I asked.

“No,” she said quickly. “I mean—if you want to. But if you leave it, then I won’t have anything for this project. I guess I could find someone else…”

“It’s fine. Do what you want,” I said. “Just make sure that you leave me with something that you like in the end.”

“That I like?” she asked with a raised brow.

“Well I don’t have to look at it,” I said with a smile. “Everyone else does. That’s why I’m here in the first place. People don’t like my hair the way it is.”

“Well, I like it,” she said. “But maybe I’ll like it even more cut. So let’s just start. We’re going to go for a classic look. I’m thinking straight bangs, no layers, clean—something simple.”

“Alrighty,” I said.

“Just relax. It will take some time.”

I rested my head back and closed my eyes, happy to have the chance to look completely relaxed in her presence. I didn’t want her thinking that I was high-strung. I wanted her thinking that I was a cool, laid-back guy that she could easily hang out with. I promised myself that I would even look while she cut, letting her cut as she pleased. It’s not like it mattered to me what she did; this wasn’t even the final haircut. This was just one stage of many, so she could get a picture for her little project. I felt her gently pulling chunks of hair, and I heard the sharp slicing of her scissors, working one snip at a time around my head. And then, every so often, I got to feel those beautiful fingers running through my hair, gently pulling down, bouncing and rustling. “Your hair is so naturally straight. I would kill to have hair like this.”

I grinned. I tried hard to control my breathing to keep my heartrate down. I was trying to think of more to say, conversations to keep that day lively. I still couldn’t believe that I was being blessed with the opportunity to spend the whole day with her.

It took twenty minutes for her to cut my hair. A few other stylists came over and gave their compliments. “Wow. That looks really great! Those bangs are so cute.”

‘Cute’ wasn’t exactly the compliment I wanted to hear, but I was fine with it. All through school, girls were always calling their boy-crushes ‘cute’. With my slender frame, I knew that I probably wouldn’t achieve ‘handsome’ or ‘sexy’ anytime soon—maybe later in life, once I had some grey and my stubble was more even and I was wearing a suit. For now, cute was probably the best I was going to get.

“So cute,” Ava agreed, and my heart swelled.

It was such a great feeling, until she said, “Okay, Ryan. Open your eyes and look in the mirror. What do you think?”

I opened my eyes with a smile on my face, but the smile didn’t stick around long. The haircut was very, very feminine. I’d never seen a man with bangs like I now had: cut straight, over my eyebrows, just teetering into my line of sight. Long fringes framed my face, and then the hair hanging on my shoulders was cut ‘thin’, looking less chunky than before.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “Totally. It’s different.”

“It’s cute, right?”

“Totally,” I said. I didn’t want her to think I hated her work, even though I was starting to think that I did hate it. Maybe this was just a weird stage. Maybe the end cut was going to be better.

“Can I put a bit of makeup on you?” she asked.

“M—Makeup?” I said.

“Just for the photos, Ryan,” she said.

“Oh. Okay,” I said. And then she pulled out some makeup supplies. She got straight to work. I heard a few giggles in that studio, but I didn’t look over. I was too embarrassed now to make eye-contact. This was starting to feel like some sort of a prank, but I was too awkward to ask if it was a prank. Was it a prank? Was this some sort of joke? Did Chris put her up to this? Were they trying to teach me a lesson? Were they trying to prove to me that my long hair looked feminine? Well, I didn’t have bangs before, and the ends weren’t so straight and clean.

I tried not to panic. I let Ava put the makeup on my face. I bit my tongue and allowed her to put on the blush, the eyeliner, and the mascara. “That’s all your face needs,” she said. “You have a natural femininity.”

That comment made my heart stop momentarily. Femininity? Did she really just say that? Was she trying to insult me? I looked into her eyes and saw the strangest smile, as if she didn’t realize I was offended. “You look really good,” she said. “It’s really cool that you’re comfortable with both your masculinity and your femininity. It’s rare to find a guy who’s in tune with both.”

“Oh,” I said. So maybe I was insulted, but I don’t think she was trying to insult me. She really thought that she was complimenting me, and if I wanted to have a real chance with her, I needed to play her game. I needed to play the cards that I was being dealt. “Yeah, you have to have both, right?”

“Exactly,” she said. “So let’s go get changed for a few photos.”

I went with her, ignoring the grinning eyes of the other stylists. We went to a back room. There was a clothing rack there, jammed with dresses and blouses and skirts and even a few costumes. There was even a little photo studio set up, complete with a backdrop and a pair of studio lights.

My heart fell into my stomach when I turned to see Ava picking a schoolgirl outfit off of the rack.
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She stared into my eyes and then I watched as her expression dropped. “What is it, Ryan?” she asked softly.

I stared at the little outfit, which was like something a Japanese schoolgirl might wear, complete with the dark navy skirt, striped cuffs, and long red tie. Also hanging on that hanger was a pair of thigh-high black stockings and a pair of white cotton panties.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Y—You want me to wear that?” I asked.

“That’s fine, right? You don’t mind… do you?”

“Um,” I said. And I knew that it was my cue to tap out. I should have asked for more details when she told me that I would be dressing up, and when she told me that it would be a ‘full transformation’. “I really just wanted to get a haircut.”

I could almost see her joy shattering inside of her. Her skin turned slightly pale. Her gaze turned glossy. Her shoulders sunk down as the life was drained from her body. I was seeing the embodiment of disappointment.

“I guess I should have been clearer,” she whispered, letting her gaze fall to the floor.

I opened my mouth to reply, but words didn’t come out. I looked around the room. It was just the two of us in there. It’s not like she was asking me to go outside and walk down the street. “W—What’s the project?” I asked.

“It’s for my final. The theme is ‘complete transformation’. I picked boy-to-girl. But it’s fine, Ryan. I can find something else. We can, uh, just go finish your haircut.”

“Oh,” I said. “Well…” I stared for a long moment at that little photo studio, which she must have spent a good deal of time setting up. The lights had rental stickers on them, and so did the light stands. The backdrop was DIY, something she probably spent the whole night working on. “I’ll just do it. Whatever. It’s not a big deal.”

Her eyes lit up. “Really, Ryan?” she asked. “You really don’t have to if you don’t want to. I’m not going to push it.”

“It’s fine,” I said, noticing the mirror across the room. I walked over and looked at myself, trying to decide if I would be recognizable. If these pictures ended up leaking out to the public, would people recognize me? Would my friends call me up and laugh at me? Would it matter if I was with Ava? I knew that this was my big chance to impress her. I could show her that I wasn’t a coward, that I was comfortable with my masculinity—and apparently my femininity too. So I cleared my throat, perked myself up, smiled, and took that outfit from her.

“You’re the best,” she smiled, looking right into my eyes, making my heart flutter.

“It’s my pleasure,” I said. I put the shirt on first. It was white, with long sleeves, and a big navy collar with white stripes that matched the cuffs. Adjusting the red tie was as simple as pulling it while holding the knot.

When I looked up, Ava was holding a bra out to me. It had pads where the breasts were supposed to go. “Can you put this on?” she asked with blushing cheeks.

“No problem,” I said, trying to act as unfazed as possible. I even smiled as I wrapped the bra around my waist, tying it up backwards before spinning it around and shimmying it up, underneath that white top. Ava went around back to help me get it even, in the right position. We both looked in the mirror at my new bust. I have to admit that it was a bit exciting when Ava reached around with both of her hands and grabbed my ‘boobs’. She spent a minute trying to position them perfectly; it was like I was getting a romantic cuddle from a beautiful woman. I got to smell that amazing perfume. I got to feel her soft breasts against my back. Her chin perched on my shoulder and I have to admit that I was even tempted to turn and plant a kiss on her lips, but I resisted; we weren’t there yet.

Next, I pulled up the skirt. Then I pulled down my boxers. She handed me the panties, so I pulled them up and spent a minute getting my dick to stay in the small fabric triangle.

“Cute,” Ava said, looking down at my figure. “It suits you.” And again, I’m not sure she knew she was insulting me. I bit my tongue and smiled. I twisted from side to side, letting the skirt dance around me.

“I’m glad this works for you,” I said, but really, I hated having that outfit on. I felt so… emasculated. I’d always been a short, thin guy. Back in grade school, bullies made the occasional comment, like, ‘You look like a girl.’ But those mean remarks never meant anything to me; they were just trying to be cruel. I never stopped to think that I really looked like a girl. I always saw myself as a Mick Jagger type. So many rock stars have bodies like mine, and women swoon over them as if they’re hulking action heroes.

But now, I wasn’t so sure. Maybe I didn’t have that cool Robert Plant physique. Maybe I just… looked like a girl. Because I really did look like a chick now as I pulled the black stockings up my legs. That fake bust made a big difference—at least that wasn’t a real part of me… and the makeup… and the lack of body hair. I tried hard to convince myself that Ava was just doing a good job with her transformation, and that this wasn’t how people normally saw me—but I just wasn’t sure.

“Is something wrong, Ryan?” Ava asked. Now, she was getting her camera ready.

“No,” I said. “Nothing at all. Did I put the socks on right? Is this how you want me?”

“And the shoes,” she said, pointing to a small pair of black flats. They were lifted slightly at the heel, giving me half an inch of height. I wobbled slightly, even though they weren’t heels. I tried to push away the ego that I claimed I didn’t have. I forced a smile. “Let’s take some photos for this project.”

“Yay!” she said, bouncing in a childish way. It was nice to see her happy. It was a nice reminder that I wasn’t just wasting my time and my pride. This was the ticket to her heart—and maybe her panties too. I walked over to her backdrop, and a wave of insecurity suddenly washed over me as I saw the gleam of her camera lens. I froze, panicking suddenly, trying to remember where that bathroom was. I scanned around the room, feeling suddenly cold.

She held the camera up, and without any warning, snapped a photo.

“W—What do you want me doing?” I asked.

“Just smile for now. Maybe you can cross your arms in a cute way, like this.” She demonstrated by crossing her arms and pushing her hip out to the side. I forced my body out of its paralysis to mimic the pose. I felt more humiliated than ever as she snapped more photos. That embarrassment was coming at me in waves. One moment, I was fine—happy to be impressing a beautiful woman—and then the next moment, I was crippled with anxiety and humiliation and regret.

“How many people will see these photos?” I asked.

“Not many,” she said. “Don’t worry. I won’t use your real name when I submit the project to the website.”

“Website?” I said. “What kind of website?”

She giggled. “The school website. It’s a closed portal, Ryan, don’t worry.” She snapped a few more photos as I began to relax. She directed me into a new pose, then she cleared her throat. “But if it ends up being one of the top three class assignments, it will be featured at the Kline Hairdressing Gallery and Museum in New York City.”

I felt my heart plunge rapidly into the pit of my stomach, but I tried not to show it. I fought hard to keep that smile on my face.

“We’ll almost done here,” she said, checking her photos. She ran me through a few more poses. “I think the schoolgirl theme is perfect. The colors really suit you, and it gives you a certain innocence that will be great for the theme.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

We took pictures for another five minutes, but it honestly felt like five hours. With every snap of her camera, my skirt felt shorter. With every new pose, I felt like I was more recognizable. I kept trying to use my hands to block my face. Ava liked it and thought I was just trying to be cute. “You’re really good at this,” she smiled. And that ‘compliment’ just pushed me further into despair.

Finally, the photoshoot was over. I was one step closer to being done with this day of torture. And to think that just fifteen minutes earlier, it was shaping up to be the greatest day of my life. It’s funny how things can change so rapidly.

But I was still determined to make it a positive day. I was going to impress her by helping her with that project, sacrificing my ego. And I was going to come out of it with a phone number… and maybe even a girlfriend that would make all of my friends incredibly jealous.

“So we’re done?” I said.

She took a moment to scan through her pictures. “These are really great,” she said, beaming. “You actually look so cute.”

It was another blow. I was starting to wonder just how many blows I could take. I wouldn’t be able to force that smile forever.

Ava put the camera down and walked to the door. “Let’s do the next stage,” she said. “Ready for another cut?” Then she looked up at me. “You can just leave that on. I think we’ll take all the pictures in it. May as well save some time.”

“Oh,” I said, looking at the door, which was now half-open. I could hear the girls in the salon chatting, laughing, maybe even gossiping about me. I took a deep breath.

“Oh,” she said. “I guess you can change if you’d prefer that. I’m not trying to embarrass you.”

“It’s okay,” I said, biting so hard on my tongue that I almost drew blood. “I don’t care. It doesn’t bother me.” I put on the biggest, fakest smile ever and followed her to the door, feeling that navy skirt dancing around my hips, thighs, and ass. I felt the cool breeze tickling my exposed, hairless thighs as I took that first step into the door. Then I watched as all the gazes turned to me, looking at me dressed like a girl.

I could feel my hands trembling. My legs were starting to wobble. My mouth felt dry and my tongue felt numb. I made the mistake of looking into one woman’s eyes. She was smirking. Was she trying not to laugh at me? I looked down quickly.

“That really suits her,” said another stylist, but I didn’t look up to see who said it.

“I know, right?” said Ava.

And were they talking about me? Was I her? Were they just compounding my humiliation by calling me a woman now? I was really starting to think that this was a prank that Chris organized.

I managed to make it back to Ava’s haircutting station. I looked at myself in the mirror, staring into my own eyes. A quick moment of relief washed over me: I didn’t recognize myself, so maybe nobody else would either. I didn’t even know that my eyelashes were so long. I didn’t know my eyes were so… big and bright. And that blush on my cheekbones was enough to make my face look like it was a completely different shape… or maybe that was the bangs.

“We’re going to do a short look now,” she said. “I’m thinking a bob—kind of like a retro 60s look. What do you think?”

I cleared my throat. “Sounds good,” I said softly, trying to keep my voice down.

She got right to work, snipping and combing, combing and snipping. She wasn’t the fastest hairstylist, or maybe time was just moving more slowly in my state of panic. But I really do have to admit that she was a very good hairstylist. She knew how to make a nice haircut, and she knew how to make the hair compliment the face. I think this new haircut was better than the one before it. I looked even more like a girl, even though she cut three inches of hair off. Now, my hair was curling in towards my neck, just touching my shoulders. It was a cute look; I could see how it was ‘retro’ inspired, but still timeless.

And with the shorter hair, my eyes looked even bigger and brighter; I’m not sure how that was possible. She ran her fingers through my hair, gently shaking left and right to make sure there weren’t any tangles. “I just love your hair so much. It’s so soft,” she smiled.

“Thanks,” I said.

“So what name should I put in my project?” she asked. “Maybe something gender-neutral.”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“Do you like the name Ashley?” she asked.

“Is that gender-neutral?” I asked.

“It was a boys’ name before it was a girls’ name.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” she said. “But I can tell you don’t like it. Ooh! What about Riley?”

I let the name sit for a moment. I really did like the name Riley. I had a friend named Riley growing up, though I never really thought of it as a girls’ name. “Sure,” I said.

“Great.” She giggled. “Then I’ll call you Riley.”

“Lookin’ good, Riley!” said the hairstylist at the station next to us. I blushed. I tried to keep my mind focused on the task: impressing Ava. It wasn’t the goal when I first walked into that salon but it was my main and only goal now. I had to ignore my ego. I had to keep my eyes on the prize.

“So what are we doing today?” one of the other hairstylists asked a new client a couple seats down from us. I wouldn’t have even noticed had the client not been staring at me. I looked over and smiled and pretended like she wasn’t just staring at me, probably thinking I looked absolutely ridiculous. Maybe she was trying to figure out why a man was dressed like a girl. Maybe she was trying hard not to laugh at how stupid I looked.

Then, she replied to her stylist. “I really want something like she has,” she said, pointing at me. “I love the way that looks. Do you think I could pull it off the way she is?”

And then, all of the faces turned towards me. Even Ava heard the conversation, and she blushed. I think she suddenly had the urge to show me off, because she insisted on spinning me out to face the whole salon, saying that it was an easier angle to work at. I felt so awkward, staring at all of those women, so I just closed my eyes and listened to the snips of the scissors.

Finally, twenty minutes later, Ava was pleased with my second haircut. She rustled her fingers through my hair and beamed with that smile. “Don’t you just love it?” she said.

“It’s nice,” I smiled. It really was a very nice haircut. If I was a woman, it was probably the kind of haircut that I would wear. It was extremely flattering for my face. In fact, as I stared at myself, it almost seemed like a shame that I wasn’t a woman, because I looked better as a woman with that haircut than I did as a man with any other haircut I’d ever had. But that just gave me hope that Ava really knew what she was doing. Maybe the boy haircut I would get at the end of the day would propel me into a new league.

We went to the back room and took more pictures. This time, I was a bit more relaxed, able to pose without her having to tell me exactly what I needed to do. It helped that I’d had tons of time to look in the mirror, lots of time to see that I was unrecognizable—and lots of time to see Ava’s smile. I was making her happy. Now, I was starting to feel confident that she would happily go on a date with me when I asked at the end of the session.

“Can we get a little video?” she asked, giggling. “Maybe you can do a little dance for me.”

“Something like this?” I said, letting my own giggle slip. I shimmied from side to side, trying my best to do a Tik Tok dance that I’d seen other girls doing around the campus. It wasn’t overly complicated, but it looked cute when the girls did it. Ava laughed and recorded me. It seemed silly, but it was fun, and I was happy to show her that I could be a free spirit. I wasn’t always a tense, nervous guy.

“That was perfect,” she said, wiping the tear from her eye. “You’re a natural.”

“I’m just trying to help you for your project,” I said, making sure that it was very clear that I was doing this for her and not for myself.

“I know. I really appreciate it—more than you know,” she smiled. “But, uh… I have a bit of an awkward request.”

“What is it?”

“I want to get another video. But this one… I want it to be less goofy.”

“Oh. Okay,” I said. “So just pose normally?”

“Um,” she said. “Can you try to be a bit flirty? Like… seductive?”

“Flirty?” I said.

“Like… be a bit of a tease,” she said, laughing nervously. “It would just mesh better with the project. If you’re not comfortable doing it, I totally understand.”

“No, no,” I said. “I don’t care. I’ll do it.” I cleared my throat and thought for a moment. I felt so, so ridiculous. I tried not to giggle as I pouted my lips for the camera. Then I grabbed my skirt and gently lifted it up. Ava snapped some photos. I was really, really hoping these wouldn’t actually end up in some exhibit in New York City.

I suddenly stopped, feeling a particularly strong wave of regret.

“What’s wrong, Riley?” she said. I didn’t like that she was using that fake name.

“I just don’t know about this,” I said. “It feels kind of weird.”

“No,” she said, now with big dinner-plate eyes. “You look really cute—and sexy. These are great photos for my project.”

“I really want to help you with your project, Ava, but this is just a bit… awkward. I’m not really into this kind of stuff.”

“But it suits you!” she said, as if it was a good argument to keep me in character. She really didn’t realize that it was just an insult.

“I’m not sure it does,” I said. Then I bit down on my tongue. “I don’t mind doing the last couple hair styles for you, and we can take the photos. But the sexy stuff is just a bit… weird for me.” I could see that I was letting her down, and that killed me—especially after all I’d gone through to make sure that I was impressing her.

“It’s okay. I get it,” she said, sounding defeated.

“I mean… Do you really need me to look sexy?” I asked. “Isn’t it enough that I’m all dressed up?”

“I said it’s okay,” she said, pressing her lips thin. I hated that look. I felt like I was losing all of my progress.

I took a deep breath. “I’ll do it for you if you really, really want it. Ava—”

“What is it?” she asked.

“No. It’s nothing,” I said. “Never mind. Let’s just get the shots.”

“Only do the flirty stuff if you’re comfortable with it,” she said. “It would be good for the project, but I can probably live without it.”

“I’ll try my best,” I said.

She stared into my eyes and smiled. I must admit that she was staring into my eyes for a long, long while. It almost seemed like… a moment. There was a spark, a connection. All of my hard work wasn’t for nothing. There was a light at the end of this tunnel of humiliation. So I turned around and bent over, showing off my bum the way girls on OnlyFans like to show off their bums. I felt embarrassed and ashamed of myself but I was doing it for that opportunity.

She got close for the photos. I really didn’t understand the point of her project, or what any of this had to do with hairdressing, but I was willing to go along with it if it meant I got a chance at her.

She took many photos of me in many different poses. And once she started giggling, I started giggling too. The mood picked back up and the stress went away. “It’s not like I’m going to use any weird photos,” she said. “We can just have fun with it. I can even let you go through and veto any pictures you want to veto.”

We kept taking photos. With this hairstyle, we were taking many more photos than the last hairstyle. Maybe Ava was just feeling more inspired now. She kept getting ideas for poses and would use her hands to mold me into position. Then, she got an idea for an especially tricky pose. She spun me around and put her hands on my chest, pulling my torso back. “Now pull your head back—okay, good. Now with your arms, something like this.” She just kept pawing at me, and her hands felt so nice, caressing my body. It was almost like a sensual massage. She was tight behind me, getting me just perfect for that shot. She took my hips and turned them. “No, that’s too much,” she said, so she turned them slightly back. Then she pushed my bum to make my push my hips forward. Then she reached around to pull me back slightly by pushing on my pelvis and pubic area—and I think she forgot that I was a man, because she grabbed my cock when she went to push on me. Instead of letting go, she froze.

It didn’t help that I was erect under my skirt. I’d been trying to hide it for the past minute, but her pawing and fondling had done me in. She let out a small gasp, and I just stood frozen, dressed like a girl as a beautiful hairstylist clutched my dick.

She didn’t say a word. I didn’t say a word. Instead, she just slid her hand down, under my skirt, and then brought the hand back up, pulling down the panties and grabbing my warm erection. She gripped it firmly and started to stroke it. It almost seemed like she couldn’t help herself. And now my silent state of shock was even more silent and even more frozen. I just stood motionless as she jerked me off, whimpering slightly in my ear: a scared little noise, as if she couldn’t help herself, no matter how hard she tried.

Finally, I relaxed back into her, pushing my back into her chest, melting into her soft body. Her other hand reached around my chest and her chin nestled against my shoulder. I turned my head and looked into her eyes, then a moment later we were kissing.

So clearly, my hard work had paid off. I did manage to create the impression that I wanted to create, though I wasn’t sure exactly how I’d done it. Maybe she admired my laid-back attitude, or maybe she just had a thing for girls. Now, I really looked like a girl. Maybe I looked like her dream girl. She’d spent the past two hours sculpting me exactly how she wanted me, after all.

She pulled her hand up to my tip, squeezed hard, and began to pump fast. I gasped, looking down, watching as that fist-sized lump under my skirt bounced up and down. I took a deep breath in with lips pressed firmly together. “Does that feel good?” she whispered into my ear.

I nodded my head. “Yeah,” I whispered back.

She pumped me for another thirty seconds, and then she let go, using that hand to explore other parts of my private area. She cupped my ball sack. She used her fingers to stroke down the length of my butt crack. My legs trembled. I brought one foot up and planted it down onto a chair, leaning my body harder into her as she began to kiss my neck.

Then she did something I can’t say that I was expecting—and I can’t say that it was something that I wanted either. She took two fingers and pushed them into my butthole: just an inch or so, but enough to make me gasp loudly. Nobody had ever penetrated me before, and that’s how I wanted it to stay. But instead of pushing her away, I was just stunned into a frozen silence again. I tensed up all over, and that gave her a chance to push those two fingers deeper, up to her knuckles. I could feel her inside of me. I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to tell her to get them out of me, but I didn’t want to kill the mood. I was living a dream up until that moment; I couldn’t ruin it over one little insecurity. It’s not like she was hurting me; it was just weird. If this is what she wanted, I needed to just let her get it out of her system.

She began to pump me with the fingers, fingering me as if she was fingering a pussy. She made it somewhat tolerable by kissing me again, keeping our lips locked together, even slipping me a bit of tongue.

“You can finger me too,” she said, grabbing my wrist and pulling my hand down. My heart bounced as I reached under her skirt and felt her wet panties. I picked them aside and then I gently rubbed her wet clit. She moaned, fingering me harder. I carefully parted her lovely pussy lips and pushed into her, making her moan even louder. We both looked to the door, realizing our volume was getting too high, and then we both giggled.

I pushed two fingers into her and tried to match her intensity. But her pussy was wet, not like my asshole. As I began to pump, drops of moisture began to fall to the ground. It was a wet sound, making me even more aroused. We must have stood there fingering each other for the next ten minutes, both trying hard not to moan too loudly, knowing there were customers in the next room.

I gave her an orgasm like I never heard before. To stop herself from screamed, she buried her face against my shoulder and bit down. It hurt quite a bit, but in a weird way it felt good. In a weird way, her pumping fingers in my asshole had started to feel good. She knew how to bend her fingers to reach that sweet spot, and there were a few moments where I really thought she was going to make me spill my load.

I pulled out of her, letting her spill some excess fluid. Then she pulled out of me, and we both took a moment to catch our breath and gather our composure. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine. We both blushed. She giggled. “Consider it a reward for helping me,” she said. And then she put on a straight face. “And that’s all it was: just a little reward. But this is firmly professional, so we should probably get down to business.”

I couldn’t tell if she was being serious. When she said that this was ‘firmly professional’, was that her way of saying that she didn’t want me to think that we had any hope of being more than just a client and a hairstylist? Was she shutting down my hopes of turning this into a relationship? If she didn’t want a relationship, why did she just initiate that very intimate moment?

I was left confused and nervous, feeling like I still had a lot of work to do, even though it seemed like minutes earlier that I’d accomplished my goal.


CHAPTER 5
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Next was a shorter bob, with the back cut shorter than the fringes. It was a stylish cut, though I’m not sure it was really my thing. But I will admit that it suited the outfit the best, looking like a style that a Japanese schoolgirl might actually wear. The other stylists in the salon thought that it was cute. In fact, they used the word ‘adorable’ when they looked at me. This time, instead of getting offended, I caught myself blushing and smiling. I was still wearing that outfit.

And I’d been in that salon for so long that it almost seemed like the other stylists had forgotten that I was actually a guy. There was no more snickering or whispering gossip. Maybe they all got over it… or maybe they were never really making fun of me to begin with; maybe it was all just in my nervous head, and now those nerves were subsiding.

One of the other stylists had a cancellation, so she zipped over to our little station. She was younger than me, with a face that looked like it belonged to a pre-teen. “Can I give you a pedicure?” she asked. “It would be free, for class credit.”

“Tamara goes to the same beauty school as me,” said Ava.

“Oh,” I said. “Okay. Sure.”

“Sit back and relax!” the young girl said, and then she got straight to work, submerging my feet into a warm bath of water before massaging them. My God, did it feel good. It was so relaxing: her soft hands kneading away all of the stress in my feet. I could see why women liked getting pedicures so much now. I always just assumed it was just getting your nails painted, but it was really so much more. She rubbed my feet with lotions, trimmed and filed my nails, perfected my cuticles, massaged my feet again, and then she painted them a navy-blue color to match my skirt.

“Does that paint come off easily?” I asked.

She looked at me with a devastated look. “You want it off?” she said.

I felt myself tensing up, terrified that I’d offended her. “No,” I said. “I mean—just in case I need to show my feet… at school or something.”

“You can use nail polish if you really want it off,” she said.

“I think it looks good on you,” Ava said, shrugging her shoulders. “There’s nothing wrong with a guy wearing some polish. It’s blue, after all.”

I let a small laugh out. “I guess so,” I said. So I relaxed and let her go on. Ava worked slowly, getting each snip perfect. I just basked in the smells and sounds of the salon, feeling more and more relaxed by the minute.

And then Ava had me look in the mirror. “I’m almost done,” she said. “I really like it. It’s sexy.”

I looked into her eyes through the mirror reflection. She had that gleam: something naughty was on her mind. Was she looking forward to another round of inappropriate back-room action? I bit down on my lip. My heart started to race. Now I couldn’t wait to get back to the back room, even though it was a bit weird being fingered in the ass. Maybe she wouldn’t do that again. Maybe she would be down for something more traditional: a good fucking, with her on her back. Maybe that was wishful thinking.

“Seriously adorable,” said another stylist, and I caught myself smiling and blushing again.

There was something to it, being around those women, being constantly complimented, wearing those ‘cute’ outfits. I wouldn’t say that I liked wearing that outfit, but I do have to admit that it was much more comfortable than anything that I owned. It was nice having my package free between my legs (the cotton panties felt like they weren’t even there, even though they were doing a surprisingly good job of holding everything in place). I really liked the feeling of the soft skirt touching my thighs, though I can’t say exactly why I liked it; it was a mystery, even to me. And the way that white top fit was so nice: actually fitting my body properly, unlike the t-shirts and sweaters that I normally wore, which were boxy and unflattering.

And Ava seemed to like me like this, so I was surprisingly relaxed. I allowed my stress to flutter away, knowing that there was no sense in letting it bog me down.

We went back to the back room for another photoshoot. “Just one more style after this,” Ava said.

“That’s it?” I said as I stepped in front of her camera.

“Yep,” she smiled. Though she looked a bit upset, as if something was wrong. “The last style will be your boy cut.”

“Oh,” I said.

“Have you thought more about what you want, or do you want me to just do what I think would look best?”

I did a pose for her and she took my photo. “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I can let you do what you want. I thought you said this would take all day.”

“I thought it would,” she said. “But transforming you was a lot easier than I thought it would be. It took a lot less effort.”

I laughed, almost not realizing that she’d said something that should have been an insult.

“I honestly thought it would take a lot more persuading to get you to put on the outfit,” she said with dark red cheeks. And then my cheeks started turning red. Was it a compliment or an insult? I just didn’t know anymore. My brain had been turned upside down in a matter of a couple of hours. I felt like I no longer knew what I was supposed to be embarrassed about, what I was supposed to be angry about, and what I was supposed to be happy about. My brain was in a fog and I was just going along for the ride.

But the ride wasn’t so bad. At least ‘pleasure’ was still obvious when it presented itself, and it presented itself a few minutes later, when we were in that back room, taking another set of photos. Ava was pleased with my posing. “You should look into being a model,” she told me.

I laughed. “I’ll think about it.” It was a moment before I realized she was being serious. I bit down on my tongue and gave her a few more poses. I was really just imitating what I’d seen on TV. It was more of a jokey imitation, but it was apparently doing the trick.

And it apparently got her in the mood. Once again, she came up to me, putting her hands on me, wanting to pick up where we left off. It took me by surprise, because I hadn’t forgotten her comment about keeping things professional. I let her kiss me. She liked taking the lead and initiating; it clearly turned her on. She liked pawing at me, caressing my body, feeling my curves. And I have to admit that I liked going submissive and letting her do her thing.

She set me down on a small couch on the far end of the room. She crawled on top of me and spent a few minutes feeling me all over while she kissed me. She had me pinned under her body. I was able to get my hands onto her sides, which were soft and warm. She even let me push her shirt up, showing her perky breasts and her fat nipples. I playfully pinched her nipples, making her moan. I sucked on her tit for a minute and then I gave her an idea.

She pulled down my bra and pushed up my shirt. I wasn’t sure what she had in mind until her lips went around my nipple and she started sucking. It was a curious feeling. No girl had ever sucked my nipple before, but I didn’t hate it. In fact, it was actually kind of pleasant. I took a deep breath and ran my fingers through her hair. I let her suck my nipples for a few minutes. By the time she was done (when she noticed my erection) my nipples were big and puffy like they’d never been before. I laughed awkwardly; they actually looked like girl nipples.

She slithered down and put my cock into her mouth. She sucked my tip while caressing my balls. It was nice, but she didn’t stay down for long. She got another idea in her head. She smirked and crawled up. I must admit that when I met Ava, she didn’t strike me as the type. She really seemed like the five-date-minimum kind of girl—and that was just to get a kiss. But she had a strong sexual appetite. I couldn’t help but wonder if this was normal, or if I’d inspired something in her.

She sat herself down on my face—something that I always thought would be totally emasculating, but now, with her butt cheeks and pussy mashed against my face, I was unbearably aroused. I licked and sucked and slurped and tickled with my tongue, and I reveled in every little moan and whimper that emerged from her lips. It got even better when she started rocking back and forth, grinding her wet cunt against my lips, trying to get the most out of the clitoral stimulation.

And then she was inspired again, jumping to her feet suddenly and darting across the room to her purse, which was in the corner. I wiped the sweet moisture from my lips and sat up, waiting eagerly for her to return. I had no idea what to expect, but I definitely wasn’t expecting the large silicone dildo. “Flip onto your hands and knees,” she said with a big smile.

I don’t know why I did it. I don’t know why I was so submissive, doing everything she asked of me. It started the moment that I set my eyes on her; she could tell me to do anything and I would do it. Hell, she could have told me to go up to the roof and jump off and I probably would have done it. I was so desperate to impress her, so desperate to make her happy so that I could have the slightest chance with her. I got onto my hands and knees and took a deep breath.

She got right to work, twisting the dildo hard against my asshole. My legs trembled and my heart raced. We both knew that we didn’t have a ton of time before the other stylists began to wonder what we were up to. There was no time for foreplay, and we were both past that point anyway. I clenched harder and harder until I couldn’t clench anymore. Then I suddenly relaxed and the toy shot up into my body. I gasped, clenching hard again—but now it was too late. She gently rubbed my back to comfort me as she pushed the big sex toy into my body.

My whole body trembled. Maybe trembled isn’t a strong enough word. I was shaking dramatically, almost violently. I threw my head back and let out a sound that I’d never made before, and then she reached out and gripped my throat with her hand, almost choking me… but I liked it. She squeezed hard and pushed the rest of that dildo into me. “Do you like it, Riley?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whimpered, wanting to impress her. But this desire to impress her had gone too far. Now, I was letting her abuse me just to earn her admiration. Was it worth it? Was I just utterly humiliating myself at this point? Was this going to end up being some lifelong regret?

She pumped the toy in and out of my body. I was only able to stay up on my knees for a minute. Then, I fell forward, onto my face, but that didn’t stop her. And she was enjoying herself, getting carried away, laughing louder and louder as she went, pumping faster and faster. “Take it, girly! Take it!” She laughed loudly. My body was numb with humiliation. I think I was humiliated partly because of the emasculation, but mostly because it felt really, really good.

It was a feeling I’d never felt before: an inner-body massage as that dildo rubbed against the best parts of me, sending euphoric pulses through me. I didn’t want her to stop. I wanted to tell her to pump faster, but I was afraid of making the humiliation worse.

“Take it like a good schoolgirl,” she said. And that little line was enough to let me know that this had been a sexual gratification thing all along. Maybe there wasn’t even a school project. She just got off turning guys into her girly sex toys. But could I really be mad? Was I not having a great time? I was getting to spend that time with her, receiving that lovely anal pleasure.

She pushed her hand under me to grip my cock. Now, she was pumping a dildo with one hand and pumping my real dick with the other. “Come for me, baby,” she said with intensity in her voice. It almost sounded like she was talking through clenched teeth. “Come on, baby. Come for me. I want to feel your fucking cum. Come for me!”

I didn’t last long. I gave her what she wanted, groaning and then ejaculating all over that couch, pouring my seed into the palm of her hand. She waited until I was empty before pushing that hand into my face, forcing me to lick my own seed. Still desperate to impress her, I did it… or maybe I just wanted to do it. Maybe it had nothing to do with impressing her.

She was already impressed. I already made my impression. But still, I was going along with her game, being completely submissive for whatever she wanted.

She spanked my ass. She flipped me over. She stared down at me, licking her lips. Then she kissed me, presumably to get a taste of my cum. She pushed her tongue into my mouth and then she licked her lips again. “You’re hot,” she said, ogling my body.

“Thanks,” I said, looking over at myself in the mirror. I was pretty disheveled: messy hair, cum on my outfit and face. My clothes were all twisted and bunched up. My makeup was smeared.

And now, she was at the mirror, fixing her own hair and outfit. She took a big breath and straightened herself out. That crazy look slowly faded from her eyes and she suddenly looked like the sweet, innocent hairstylist that I met at the start of the day.

“We should probably finish up,” she said. “I’ve got a dinner I need to get ready for tonight.”

“Oh, alright,” I said.

I used a towel to wipe up. I fixed my outfit quickly and then I went to the door.

“Oh,” she said. “You can change now. I got all of the pictures I need.”

My heart fluttered. “You did?”

She nodded her head. “Yeah. We’re all done. We’ll just do your boy haircut now.”

I remained still for a moment. I knew that it was probably a better idea to wait until after the haircut to speak up, but I had to get that question off of my chest. I really had to find out if we had something between us: something that could grow into something bigger. I felt it and I had a feeling she felt it too. “Hey Ava,” I said.

“What is it?”

“I know you said you have a dinner tonight. But maybe after your dinner, we can go get a drink or something.”

She smiled. Her cheeks reddened. She looked flattered. Then she turned her gaze to the ground. “I’d love that,” she said. “But I don’t think my boyfriend would approve. I hope I didn’t give you the wrong idea, Ryan.”

I stood there for a long moment, trying to wrap my head around all of it. She had a boyfriend? What did he think of what she was doing? Did he know about it? Did she often mess around with guys behind his back? We kissed more than once. I had my fingers in her pussy. She had her fingers in my asshole. Who does that when they’re in a relationship?

“A boyfriend?” I said.

“Well, I should say fiancé,” she said. “I left my ring at home.”

“I see,” I said.

“Mind taking that outfit off? He actually gave it to me. Bedroom costume. I need to wash it before he sees the cum on it. We probably should have been more careful.”

I looked down at the schoolgirl outfit, which I’d really come to like over the course of that day. I wasn’t excited to get back into my regular clothes, though I wasn’t sure why. Something in my brain had changed. My outlook was suddenly different.

I wasn’t sure how to wrap my head around any of this.


CHAPTER 6
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Face washed, body back in my boy clothes, I sat down at her haircutting station. I looked at that short bob, which had grown on me in a big way. It had become my favorite of the three girly haircuts. Now, Ava was rinsing off her haircutting scissors, getting ready to finish me up.

I couldn’t help but notice that her demeanour had changed. Her spunk had died down. Her enthusiasm was gone. She seemed to be rushing to get her gear ready so she could finish me up quickly, and maybe that was my own fault for making things awkward with my proposition. I didn’t mean to make things awkward; I just wanted to know where I stood after the dust had settled.

I didn’t get it. I did everything right. I went along with her game and did everything she wanted me to. I made her beam. I made her smile. I made her laugh. I couldn’t figure out where I went wrong. I had a feeling the fiancé wasn’t real, seeing as she didn’t mention him once that entire time, and she didn’t exactly seem guilty when we were messing around. I think the ‘fiancé’ was just a convenient out: something I couldn’t question. It wasn’t the first time a girl lied about a boyfriend to get out of dating me.

So where did that leave me? I was back at square one, still hopelessly alone, unable to catch the interest of a woman. And now I had the uphill battle of trying to rope in a girl with no body hair and painted nails. Sure, I could scrub the polish away and I could wait a month or two for that hair to come back so I could look normal again—but that seed of femininity that Ava had planted in my brain wasn’t going away anytime soon.

“So what are we doing?” Ava asked, giving her scissors a few air-snips, making sure they were properly set and lubricated.

“I’m not sure,” I said.

“Want me to just give you something classic?” she asked.

I remained still for a moment. I looked at the short bob I was currently wearing. I really liked it. It was still growing on me. It shaped my face so nicely… but it was an obvious girls’ haircut. But once she cut it away, it was gone. Then, if I ever wanted it back, it meant growing my hair long and finding a stylist to cut it that way again, which meant enduring the humiliation of asking a stylist to give me a girl’s cut.

But why did that matter? Why was I worried about losing that style? Why was I so afraid of getting a proper men’s cut?

“Ryan?” she said.

“I’m thinking,” I said. “Just—Just give me a second.”

I could just slap a hat on my head. I wore a hat half of the time anyway. Then, when I wanted to have that cute bob, I could have it. I shook my head. No—why did I want it? What was happening in my brain? Did she do this to me?

I looked at myself. Even without makeup, I could see that girly version of myself. That haircut did so much to change my face. With a touch of mascara, I could practically become an unrecognizable girl. My head was already swirling with the possibilities.

“I do have to leave soon,” Ava said, eyeing the time on her phone.

“I think I’ll just keep this,” I said, watching my own face turn red in the mirror. “I think it suits me. And… it’s what I want, so I’ll keep it.”

I stood up awkwardly and zipped over to my bag. “Can I pay you that ten dollars?”

“You can just keep it,” she said. “I didn’t even give you a haircut.” She had a pale, confused look on her face.

“Okay,” I said. “Thanks. That’s very nice of you.” I put my bag on my back and I rushed out of that salon. I hurried home, getting a few curious looks as people eyed my feminine bob.

I just wasn’t ready to let it go.

I spent that whole evening trying to wrap my head around it all. What happened today? When Ava turned me down, I was strangely… fine. It was almost like I never actually liked her like I thought I did. And maybe that was the case with all of the girls before her. Maybe I was a bit quick to fall in love, or maybe it was just lust. I was a bit of a hopeless romantic, emphasis on hopeless. I’d always been so obsessed with trying to impress girls—girls I hardly knew, girls I didn’t know at all. I thought I knew what I wanted, but something was different now. When I left that salon, I felt strangely relieved. I liked Ava; I think she was a nice girl and she was cute as hell, but she wasn’t right for me and that was obvious. I think it was obvious even before I asked her out for a drink. There was a reason I didn’t push it when she turned me down; I just accepted it. Like I said: I was relieved.

She was a bit too crazy for me. And the reality was that we didn’t have much in common. We spent almost four hours together but we didn’t really chat in that time. We only talked about her project and my hair. We didn’t talk about our favorite bands, movies, places we wanted to visit, or whether we wanted kids one day or not. I didn’t learn anything about her aside from the fact that she possibly had a fiancé. I wasn’t even sure that she even had a project. It was possibly just a front to satisfy some sort of weird sexual fetish, feminizing young men.

So Ava was out—but I wasn’t thinking about that blonde either. Now, I understood that the blonde wasn’t for me either. How could we ever have a relationship? After four months of sitting next to each other, we didn’t even have a single conversation. What kind of spark was that? I cut all of my hair off for her, but now I could hardly even remember what she looked like.

So where did that leave me? I looked in the mirror again, primping my hair with my hands. I really did like that cut, but what could I do with it? It’s not like I could go out in public with it, unless I wanted people thinking that I was a woman.

I suddenly caught myself grinning. Why was that idea so exciting? Shouldn’t the idea have filled me with a horrible dread?

But it seemed fun. I got used to the looks I got in that salon, from all of the women (and a few men) who came in to get their hair cut. It was fun being a chick for a day, getting to feel all of the feelings that girls get to feel on a regular basis.

Was I losing my mind?

After ten minutes online, I found that exact schoolgirl outfit. I smiled and bit my lip as I ordered it. It wasn’t the cheapest outfit. It was a good chunk of what was in my bank account. I even paid the extra for next-day shipping.

And when the outfit came the next day, I immediately put it on. I asked my female neighbor if I could borrow a couple of makeup supplies. She looked at me strangely before giving me a few things, but for some reason, the look didn’t bother me. I didn’t feel embarrassed. Maybe I got all the embarrassment out at that salon. Maybe my ego had finally gone away entirely. I hurried back to my room and spent a good deal of time getting dolled up. It wasn’t hard. It did feel a bit like a natural talent. Everything just came so naturally to me. And I think I did an even better job than Ava did.

I got to feel that wonderful feeling again, this time without the pressure of the strangers around me. I basked in that feeling. And then I got an email. It was from Ava. She was sending me a collection of the best photos she took at the salon. I marveled at the photos. I couldn’t believe how pretty I looked. “Thank you so much for these,” I said. And I got some good use out of them. Perhaps it’s a story for another time, but I made myself a little dating account on a website. Twenty-four hours later, I had a date with a man. I’d never gone on a date with a man before, and I wasn’t even sure if I was interested in men. I was open to exploring everything though. I never knew that I was into getting dolled up either, though I think it was a feeling buried deep inside of me for a long time. The date was nice; he paid for the meal, and it was honestly the first real meal I had in a long time.

Then, I went on a date with a girl. It was a sweet date, and it ended in her bedroom: not sex, but playing around in her closet, trying on outfits. We’re still good friends, but it didn’t turn into anything more than that. I didn’t push it. I didn’t get any crazy ideas in my head. I wasn’t out to impress anybody—just myself. I just wanted to spend some time enjoying my own life, not killing myself trying to be something else for someone else.

Then, I went on one more date, with a little brunette girl. She was a couple years younger than me, with the sweetest face. It was a wonderful date. We went on a second, and then a third. Then we fucked beautifully for an entire night. At the end of that night, she looked into my eyes and said, “Why do you always wear that outfit?”

“It’s actually all I have,” I said, blushing and biting my bottom lip. “When I get more money, I’ll buy some new clothes.”

“I like it,” she said. “But I guess what I’m trying to ask—why the schoolgirl outfit?”

I smiled. “It’s a funny story,” I said, and then I told her.

THE END


THE LANDLORD’S DEAL
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THE LANDLORD’S DEAL

For a long time, Richard was the luckiest man in town, renting a flat for next-to-nothing from an old lady who had no idea what her house was worth. But the free-ride comes to an end when the old gal is forced to sell the house, and the new owners don’t want a renter. Richard searches for months to find a new place, and with days left before his eviction, he becomes desperate, accepting a deal that he can’t afford, in a quaint little house in a quiet little neighborhood.

He begs the new landlord to let him in early, even though the landlord insists that it will be weeks before the suite is fully ready. “You can work in here while I live here. I’ll stay out of your way,” Richard promises. He doesn’t even mind sharing the space with the old tenant’s stuff: piles of women’s clothes that were left behind when she moved out.

It’s not long before Richard’s lack of finances puts him in an awkward position with his new landlord. It doesn’t help that he didn’t know about the expensive deposit that was due on move-in day... But the landlord is willing to make a special deal, because Richard just happens to be the right size.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas heading into the third month of trying to find a new rental. My current lease was quickly expiring: just two weeks until I had nowhere to live. The panic was starting to set in. Checking out potential rentals had become like a second job; I was going to three a day.

It’s not like I was caught off-guard—at least not by my landlord. He put the house on the market a year earlier and it sold quickly. “They might not want a renter,” he warned me. “So, if I were you, I would start looking for somewhere else to live.”

He was right, they didn’t want a renter, but I foolishly assumed that I had rights as a renter. Everyone was always telling me, “It’s illegal to evict a tenant who pays their bills on time!” I’m not sure where they heard it, because I quickly learned that it was a lie. When you own a house, you can basically do whatever you want with it. I tried to put up a fight. I tried to make an appeal with the renting board, and they basically just told me, ‘Start looking for somewhere else to live.’

The new homeowners gave me three months. “If you aren’t out in three months, we’re renting a dumpster and hauling all of your stuff into it,” they told me. I think they were pissed off that I went to the renting board (and they were forced to attend).

“Three months,” I thought. “That’s tons of time.” That first month, I did next to nothing. I asked a few buddies if they were expecting their roommates to move out. I asked around at school to see if anyone knew of any pending openings. But nobody wanted a new roommate.

Then the second month rolled around. “Sixty days,” I said to myself. “That’s loads of time.” I started looking up the local roommate-wanted ads. Everything was so expensive. For just a room, they were asking for six-hundred bucks! I went to a showing. The homeowner was just nineteen-years-old. His parents bought him the house. “So do you want it?” he said. “Six-hundred a month, plus half the utilities.”

“Try two-hundred,” I said. “And I’ll pay a quarter of the utilities. I hardly use any power or water.”

He rolled his eyes and scoffed at me. “You’re dreaming, bud,” he said, and then he turned me out. But it didn’t seem that unrealistic. For the basement suite I currently occupied, I was paying four-hundred, and it was as big as his whole house, utilities were included in the rent, and I was even closer to downtown…

But it was seeming like things had changed since I first moved out from my parents’ house. The renting landscape was different. The economy was different, even though it had only been a few years. “You’ll never find anything that cheap again,” one potential landlord said to me. “Five-fifty is the best I can do, and that’s a steal.”

“No way,” I said to him. He was only offering me a small room, which was smaller than my current bedroom, and I wasn’t sharing a kitchen or a bathroom.

“Fine,” he said. “I’ll pick from one of the ten other applicants.”

Nothing stayed available for long. There must have been some sort of housing shortage—or maybe even a crisis. It was certainly turning into a crisis for me.

“Twelve days,” said a message from the homeowner who was about to kick me out. “I see that your stuff is still in the house. I hope you’ve made arrangements.”

“Yep,” I lied in my reply. “I’ll be out before you move in.”

My heart fell hard into the pit of my stomach. I clicked the refresh button over and over and over as I stared at that rental classified page. The second a new listing appeared, I pasted my generic message and pressed send, desperate to be the first in their inbox. Then, I sat and pressed refresh on both my email inbox and that classified page. That was my whole day, and it was beyond tedious.

I was legitimately starting to think that I was doomed to be homeless. Maybe I would have to pack up and leave town, to go somewhere where rentals were actually available. Maybe this was God’s way of telling me it was time for a big change.

My life had stagnated over the past few years. It seemed like I was stuck in some sort of loop of nothingness. I would get a part-time job at some store or another, last a few weeks, and then they would cut me. “We just don’t need the extra staff right now,” they would say to me. At school, I was coasting through my courses. Sometimes my grades were okay, sometimes they were weak. I eventually wanted to get into a decent master’s program, so I needed a decent GPA. I started retaking classes that I did poorly in, just to get that boost. Now, my entire five-class slate was filled with classes that I was retaking. Two of those classes were my third attempt. At the rate I was going, it was going to take another ten years before I was in a place to apply for a decent master’s program. And how would I pay for it if I couldn’t hold down a simple job at a shoe store?

My email inbox chirped as a new email came in. “I’m showing the house in an hour,” said a potential landlord. “Come by and see if you think it’s a good fit.” He included the address. It was on the other end of town and I wasn’t even dressed yet. I didn’t have time to figure out which property was his. I’d messaged so many homeowners.

I rushed into the shower. I shaved faster than I’d ever shaved. I held my empty cologne bottle upside down, shaking it until I got a single drop out, enough to make me smell like a somewhat respectable man. I would have ironed my clothes but time was running out. I quickly slicked back my hair, gave myself a slap on the face to stimulate a bit of outgoingness, and then I rushed out the door to ensure that I was the first person at the showing, and the first person to hand in an application.

I’d found over the past few months that being first was an enormous advantage. Homeowners didn’t like the rental process. They dreaded showing their home and sifting through applicants. Most of them were fine just taking the first offer they got, assuming the person wasn’t some gang member or a crack addict.

I kept checking the time as I made my way across town. I wanted to be five minutes early. I had to set a good, professional impression. “I love your place,” I said, rehearsing in my car. “It’s truly lovely. What a great place. Parties? Oh no, not me. I’m not a fan of parties. I don’t really have friends my age. All of my friends are older. I visit them twice a week at the retirement home. I guess older people are just more my speed. You don’t mind the sound of knitting, do you? I know that the clicking of the sticks can get to some people. That’s about as loud as I get—but if that bothers you, I don’t mind investing in some quieter sticks.”

I kept checking my face in the mirror, making sure pimples hadn’t popped up since I left the house. I wouldn’t want someone to think that I had bad hygiene. I had to look like the perfect candidate. I wanted to walk out of that showing with a place to live. I wanted to shed the uncertainty that had been bogging me down ruthlessly over the past few months.

I pulled up to the house. It was on a quiet street, nestled between a grouping of very old trees. Birds chirped and the distant bell of a child’s bicycle brought me back briefly to my own childhood. The sun came out from behind the clouds and blasted a perfect ray of light on that little cottage-looking home. My heart soared high in my chest.

This was it. Somehow, I just knew that this was going to be my new home.


CHAPTER 2
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The landlord was a big guy, all muscle, maybe ten years older than me, with arms like bear arms. When he stepped out onto his doorstep, he crossed those big arms and suddenly looked like one of those strong men you see in cartoons about the circus. He stared at me with a narrowed gaze, almost as if he was about to ask me why I was stepping onto his property. I had to look at the house number quickly to make sure I was at the right place, but the number was right.

I took another few steps towards him and he suddenly seemed even bigger. He must have been close to seven feet tall! “I’m, uh, here to see the house,” I said. “I think this is the right place.” Though I have to admit that the house didn’t look familiar from the outside. I don’t think I ever saw any pictures of it online, or if I did, they looked totally different. It was a nice place; I’m not sure why the owner never shared any photos of the exterior. Though there were many ads posted with no photos at all. You just had to go to check the house out—and usually those photo-free houses were dumps, crawling with bugs, smelling like old rotten food. The occasional gem slipped through, but they rarely lasted long—maybe a day or two longer than their well-photographed competitors.

“Am I at the right place?” I asked after he failed to respond for a long ten seconds.

“Yeah,” he said. “This is my place. I live in the basement. You want to see around the upstairs?”

“Okay,” I said. “Thank you very much.” I bowed my head slightly, trying to look at polite as possible. I was used to the landlords being well-put-together people, not that this man necessarily wasn’t well-put-together. He just wasn’t wearing a suit or even a dress shirt. He looked like he just came from the gym. He was wearing running shoes on his feet. As I came close to him, I smelled a tinge of whiskey, as if he’d been drinking, even though it was only 9:45 AM.

His persona threw me off. I was prepared to try to impress a businessman or maybe a family that was looking for a bit of spare cash while their kids grew up. Now, I had a feeling that my fake knitting crap wasn’t going to fly. I had a feeling this guy wasn’t going to want me in his house if he thought that I was some dull square.

He opened the door and stepped aside. “Go on in. Check it out,” he said. His voice was deep, almost booming. I had to squeeze by him because his barrel-chest was so huge.

The house smelled like lemon pledge. It was mostly cleaned, though clearly still in the process of being tidied up after the previous tenant. There were some boxes in the far living room corner, and a red couch that had been left behind, along with a TV stand that looked like it had held its last TV. “I’ll get the rest of this stuff out today,” he said from behind me. “I meant to do it yesterday but things came up. Bedrooms are down that way.”

“Multiple bedrooms?” I asked.

“Yep. Three in total. I guess one is more like a den.”

The floor creaked as I walked. The place hadn’t seen a renovation in at least forty years, but there was something very charming about it. I liked the way the sun poured in through the big front window, making the old floors glow in a fairy-tale sort of way. “It’s nice,” I said.

“What do you do?” he asked.

“Me?” I said. My heart started racing. What did this man want to hear? I couldn’t tell him that I was unemployed, and I had a feeling he wouldn’t respect me if I told him that my parents sent me money. “I’m a student.”

“So you’ve got a student loan or something?” he asked, obviously concerned about where the money was going to come from.

“Yeah,” I said, though it wasn’t true. I never took out any loans. I paid for my first couple years of college myself and then I started asking my parents for money.

“So you don’t work?” he said. His eyes were narrowed dramatically as he stared into my eyes.

“Well I’m in school full-time,” I said. And then I noticed the slight scowl that was forming on his face, as if I was wasting his time. “But, uh, I’m starting a new job in a couple of weeks.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s part time. Working with, uh, a contractor. Doing general labor stuff. The pay is really good.”

He nodded his head slowly. “Are you going to look at the bedrooms?”

I couldn’t tell if he was rushing me through so he could hear my verdict or if he was rushing me through so that he could get me out, so I could stop wasting his time.

All three bedrooms were big—bigger than my current bedroom. I didn’t need so much space. One bedroom had a door that went out onto a back deck, which looked out at a huge backyard. “Nice yard,” I said.

“The deck and yard are yours as long as you keep the grass mowed. You can use my mower.”

“Wow,” I said. I’d never had my own yard before. Now, I was trying to remember this listing. I didn’t remember any listings with three bedrooms. I didn’t remember any listings with a yard.

“I’ll show you the two bathrooms,” he said.

“Two?” I said.

He nodded his head and then brought me into the first. They weren’t big bathrooms and they weren’t updated bathrooms, but they were clean bathrooms. They had a nice charm to them. There was a big, deep tub, which looked relaxing. “I like it,” I said. “Um… What’s the rent again?”

“It’s seven,” he said.

“Hundred?” I asked.

He looked at me strangely. It was a lot of money. But it was also much more space than I needed. I couldn’t afford it. I was already struggling to pay my completely unrealistically cheap rent. “Yeah, of course,” he said.

“Right,” I said. “Okay.” I cleared my throat and continued looking around. He showed me the kitchen, which was spacious, in its own room as most old kitchens are. The fixtures were old too, but they all worked just fine.

“Is that expensive for you?” he asked.

“It’s a bit above my budget,” I said, trying not to come off as poor. I couldn’t afford the place, but I was running low on options. Maybe I could arrange to live there for just two months while I found something I could afford. Maybe I could talk him down a couple hundred… or a few hundred.

“I honestly priced it pretty cheap based on other listings in the area,” he said. “I just want it rented fast.”

I scanned around, feeling like I was losing hope.

“I guess I could knock fifty bucks off per month. But that’s still with you paying fifty-percent of the utilities.”

“Six-fifty?” I said. It was cheaper than a lot of rooms that I’d looked at—and those were just rooms. Honestly, I knew the deal was too good to be true. I’m not sure why I was hoping it would be any cheaper; it was the cheapest suite on the entire market. “Have you had a lot of interest?”

“The listing went up an hour ago,” he said. “I haven’t even checked my email since getting yours. My dad was a real estate agent. He always told me that the best offer you get is usually the first offer you get, so I’m willing to work with you here. Six-fifty, and that will save me having to show this place a thousand more times.”

He had no idea how crazy the market was. He had no idea that if he just showed the house for the rest of the day, he would get offers hundreds of dollars over what he was asking. He would get professional couples that were we professional, they were probably on Forbes’s top professional couples lists.

“What about five?” I said.

“Man,” he said, shaking his head. “That’s insane. Five hundred for the whole suite? That’s just nuts. I mean—I did a bit of research. Nothing around here goes for five. Six-fifty. That’s the best deal I can give you. Take it or leave it.”

I wanted to take it, but taking it certainly meant getting a job. It meant figuring out a way to hold down a job while also completing school. It also meant finding a job that would keep me on… And if I couldn’t do it, I would have to go to this big guy and tell him that I couldn’t keep up with the rental agreement. I had a feeling he would be pissed.

“Mind if I keep looking around while I think about it?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. He stayed close to me while I walked around, as if he was worried that I was going to rob him, though the things in that suite clearly weren’t his. A woman had lived there before. Her makeup was still in one of the bathrooms. One of the closets had about ten outfits hanging in it, and a whole pile of shoes. There were boxes of flowery decorations, and a painting of a horse on the wall. No man owns a painting of a horse.

I opened the guest room closet, just to see if the closet was bigger or smaller than the others. It was bigger, but it was the piece of dangling lingerie that caught my eye. It was a black sheer dress with a cat silhouette cut into the chest. Also on the hanger was the cat tail, attached to a thong, and the cat ears. And on the floor was a pair of black sheer stockings.

The landlord cleared his throat behind me. “I’ll make sure all this stuff is gone before you move in,” he said.

I didn’t say anything back, but I did find myself imagining the girl who lived there before. She had sexy clothes. The main bedroom’s closet was filled with tight clubbing dresses, tall heels, thongs, fishnet stockings, fishnet gloves. I couldn’t help but think that this chick was some OnlyFans model, because most of those outfits weren’t appropriate for wearing out of the house—at least not in any Christian neighborhoods.

I looked over and saw that he was looking down at his phone. He was about to check his email, about to see dozens of requests to see that house. I had to act fast. “Okay,” I said. “What about five-fifty.”

He groaned, slipping his phone back into his pocket. “I can’t go that low. That’s just unreasonably low.”

“Five-sixty,” I said.

He rolled his eyes. “Six-fifty,” he said. “It’s honestly the best I can do. Are you still looking at the place or have you seen everything you need to see?”

I bit hard on my tongue. I knew that I couldn’t afford it, but I couldn’t stand the thought of being homeless either—or worse, moving back in with my parents. “Okay!” I snapped. “I’ll take it. Can I have an application? I’ll fill it out now. You can take that ad down. How soon can I move in?”

“Well I want to do a couple little renos,” he said. “Replace a few things—fixtures, lights, outlets. Seven weeks and it’ll be all ready for you.”

“I kind of need to move in sooner—if that’s possible. Any chance I could move in in… ten days?”

“Ten days!?” he said. “Whoa. I don’t know about that. I don’t think there’s any way I can get all the work done in here in ten days.”

“I don’t mind living here while you do the work,” I said. “My current lease ends at the end of this month. I’d really appreciate it if I could get in early. I’d do anything.”

I hated how desperate I was sounding. Maybe I should have waited for him to sign off on my application before I started begging like a desperate loser. I’m sure that I was covered in red flags. I was lucky that he was still entertaining me, apparently just desperate to make a quick deal out of this rental situation.

He groaned and looked around. “Alright,” he said. “You can move in right away, as long as you don’t mind me coming and going. I don’t want to be asking for permission every time I come up to swap out a fixture, every time I get a plumber over to fix a leak, every time I come to clean out Cassidy’s old stuff.”

I beamed. “Great,” I said. “Thank you so much. This means so much to me. I’ll get you the first rent cheque in a few days. You can go ahead and take that ad down now—no sense in letting your inbox get burdened by all of that.” I grabbed his hand and shook it, apparently taking him by surprise. He looked down at my hand and laughed, though I’m not sure what was so funny; maybe it was the fact that his hand was so much bigger than mine. My hand probably felt like a child’s hand touching his.

But we shook. He went to the basement and printed off a paper for me to sign: a lease template he found online. I was just happy to have something in writing, so he couldn’t try to back out and offer the place to someone willing to pay more money. Then again, I was now locked into paying more than I had—and I only had enough for that first month. I was going to need to find a way to scrounge up some cash to keep up with the rent payments.

“I look forward to sharing the house with you,” he said in that deep, booming voice.

“Likewise,” I smiled as I tried to stop the anxiety from consuming me entirely.

“My name’s Joey, by the way. And yours?”

“Richard,” I said.


CHAPTER 3
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Move in day came fast. To save some cash, I moved everything in my sedan, one trip at a time. It took all day and I had to fill up on gas twice. With the price of gas, it probably wasn’t any cheaper than just doing it all in a single run with a rented truck…

Every time I pulled up to that little cottage-looking house, I felt a wave of excitement. This was a new chapter in my life: a chance to start fresh and get my life under control. Maybe the expensive rent would be good for me; maybe it would the motivation I needed to actually get a job. And then maybe I could feel motivated to do better with my schoolwork, so I wouldn’t have to keep on retaking classes every semester.

And then, who knows—maybe I would be able to find a girlfriend. Maybe I could actually get some money into savings. Maybe I could inch towards being the professional young man that I told every potential landlord that I already was.

Joey, my new landlord, hadn’t gotten around to cleaning up the previous tenant’s stuff. Most of it had been pushed into a corner: a tower of boxes buried beneath a pile of clothes, topped with shoes. Aside from that, Joey had only gone through and replaced a few of the very old outlets. There were still outlets in bad need of replacing, including a few that looked like they’d seen a fire.

The main bedroom still had a mattress in it, which I assumed belonged to the previous tenant, so I dragged it over to the guest room and set my own bed up in that main room. The sheer curtains in that main bedroom let in the perfect whimsical glow. I still had a lot to unload and unpack, but I decided to take a rest, staring up at the ceiling: my new bedroom ceiling.

It was weird to be in a new place. A part of me thought that I would stay in that old rental forever. I never really wanted to leave because the price was so good. I definitely lucked out when I first found it: owned by an older woman who was really out of touch with the current market. I guess it was inevitable that my freeride would come to an end sooner or later.

I let my eyes close for a minute, and then I heard footsteps. When I opened my eyes, I saw Joey standing in the bedroom doorway. “Oh,” he said. “Sorry. I didn’t realize you were in here.”

I perked up, heart suddenly racing. He caught me off-guard, and I felt like he’d invaded my privacy to an extent. I knew that we were sharing a house, but his basement suite had its own entrance, and as of that morning, the upstairs suite was mine.

“I just came in to count the outlets and switches in here. I’m making a hardware store run,” he said.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I was just taking a five-minute break.”

I watched him as he moved through the room, counting every outlet on the wall. I couldn’t really be mad. When he agreed to give me the house, I told him he could come in as necessary to finish what needed finishing. This was all agreed upon earlier—but I still felt a bit annoyed that he didn’t even knock.

“Um,” I said. “The closet is still filled with the previous tenant’s stuff.”

“Oh, really?” he said, opening the closet door and seeing all of her dresses. “Sorry about that. She told me that she’s going to come by to get it all soon. Maybe just leave it there for now. I don’t want to have to deal with any more complaints.”

Any more complaints? Did he get a lot of complaints with the previous tenant? Did I need to be worried?

“No worries,” I said. “I hardly have much stuff, so I don’t even really need the closet.” I didn’t want to seem like I was going to be a tough tenant. My goal was to stay out of his way as much as possible, to ask for as little as possible, and to pay rent on time. All I wanted from him was to respect my space and not raise the rent at every opportunity.

He left my room and went through the rest of the house before leaving to go to the hardware store. I got up and did some unpacking. When I unpacked my school supplies, that cozy, comforting feeling drifted away and all of my old anxieties started rushing back to me. I had a big test coming up and I hadn’t done any studying at all. But before I could study, I needed to apply to some jobs. I couldn’t put off finding a job—I couldn’t even wait a few days, knowing how long it would take to get me processed, and then it would be at least two weeks after that before I got a paycheque (not to mention the dock in pay for ‘training’ that every job seems to have).

It took a few minutes to find my computer, and then it took another few minutes to set up my desk and keyboard and monitor and whatnot. I found the perfect little nook in the den for my office. It was a nice space: a good place to study, and a good place to relax with some video games.

I desperately wanted to unwind now and play some video games. I was tempted for a minute, and then I reminded myself that I had so much to do. So I forced myself onto a job board and started scrolling through posts. I put on some music to fill that silence. I wasn’t used to silence. My old place was near the highway, and near a never-ending construction site. There was always noise, even at 3:00 AM, when a nearby bar would get out and all of the regular drunks would take to the streets to wander around until 9:00 AM when the bars could legally let them back in.

I hummed along to the music and went through dozens of job postings. I submitted myself to a couple. Then I found one that sounded especially enticing: they were looking for a guard at a low-security women’s prison. Now I know that doesn’t necessarily sound enticing, but the description of the prison made it sound pretty low-stress. It was a place for mostly white-collar criminals serving short sentences. The facility literally had a spa in it for the inmates. It sounded like a good opportunity to make some money while sitting at a desk, studying for my final exams.

I applied to the job and kept scanning the postings.

“Looking for a job?” a booming voice said behind me, making me gasp. I spun around and grabbed at my heart, seeing him standing there, holding a screwdriver and a box of outlet covers.

“You scared me,” I said.

“Sorry,” he said. He had that unimpressed scowl on his face, which I was starting to think was just his usual look. He got down on his knee and started to unscrew an outlet faceplate.

“I thought you said you already have a job lined up,” he said without looking at me.

“I do,” I said. I cleared my throat. “I mean—it’s nothing permanent though. I really want to find something more stable—not that I’m not stable. I’m perfectly stable. But more stability never hurt.”

“As long as you can pay your rent and your deposit,” he groaned.

“Right,” I said. “Wait. Deposit? Is there a deposit?”

“Of course,” he said, finally looking up at me. “It’s a full month’s rent. It was the first line in that document you signed here the other day.”

“It was?” I said, feeling a coldness entering my body. I didn’t have another six-hundred and fifty dollars to shell out.

“Is that a problem?” he asked.

“N—No,” I said. “I mean—when do you want it by?”

“In the next week, preferably.”

“Like, this week or next?”

He stared at me for a long moment. “You have the money, or no?”

I bit down on my tongue. I thought about lying, but I had no idea where I was going to get that kind of money in such a short period of time. “Well,” I said. “No, I don’t have it right now. I didn’t realize there was a deposit. I’m sorry.” I had to be honest with him; I didn’t want to start this whole tenant-landlord relationship off on a sour note. “I’ll get it—as soon as I can. I’m going to get decent job, and then the money will be in your hands in no time. I hardly have any other expenses.”

“What about your student loan?” he asked.

I felt like I was being attacked, and maybe it was a justified attack; he was essentially calling me out on my lies, and those lies made him agree to give me that flat. “That’s under control. I, uh, don’t have to start paying it back for another three years. Just don’t worry about the money. The deposit will be late, but that’s it.”

“Okay,” he said. He finished changing out the cracked faceplate and then he got up and went to another room, leaving me feeling horribly awkward about the whole ordeal.

He was up in my space for the next two hours. I was too tired to continue unpacking, too brain-fried to study for my exam, and I’d gone through every job posting in the area. I just wanted to unwind with a couple of video games, but I didn’t want him to see me playing the games. I didn’t want him to think that I was just slacking off when I was unemployed.

It wasn’t the best first night in my new home. Even once he left, I was afraid to start playing games because I knew there was a chance that he would barge back in and catch me.

So I went to sleep early. It was hard falling asleep with the anxiety and all of the silence—and the perfume smell that was lingering in that bedroom. It must have been the perfume of the previous tenant. That smell was in most of the rooms, but it was particularly powerful in that bedroom. It reminded me of a girl I went to high school with; she was pretty and way out of my league, and I awkwardly asked if she wanted to be my girlfriend, and she said no and told all of her friends. Now, those awkward memories were plaguing me. It’s funny how silence can resurrect the most uncomfortable old memories.

I needed to find a way to get that money. I had to square things off with Joey so that I could live in peace—no more crippling anxiety. Now, it just felt like I traded one source of stress for another. I still felt like I was a few missteps away from homelessness.
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Igot no bites from any of my job applications, not even the security guard position, which had no requirements at all. It wasn’t even 9:00 AM and I was already facing a wave of defeat. It didn’t help that Joey had left a note on my coffee table, with a date and a message that said, “Please have the deposit to me by this date.” He wasn’t exactly being very lenient, but I suppose he had no reason to be. He didn’t owe me anything. This was his house. He was probably furious that I’d deceived him the way that I had. If anything, he was being nice to me under the circumstances.

While unpacking, I found my copy of that lease agreement. Sure enough, there was a thing about a $650 deposit. He wasn’t just shaking me down. I had to find a way to get that money.

I made a phone call that I really didn’t want to make that morning. I called my dad. “What is it?” he asked, without even saying hello. I wasn’t on great terms with my parents. It was mostly my own fault for being a bit of a brat when I was a teenager. I regret a lot of the things I did. I spent two weeks in juvie hall after lighting the house on fire, and I got my dad fired from his job, sending his boss emails from his work email. I was going through some issues after my parents’ divorce, which I possibly caused by being so difficult.

“I just called to see how things are,” I said.

“You haven’t called in two years,” he said. “You haven’t picked up the phone when your mother has tried to call. So you obviously want something.”

“That’s not a very nice way to talk to your own son,” I said.

I heard him take a deep breath. “I’m doing just fine, Richard. How have you been?” He was speaking slowly and carefully, maybe trying not to bark at me.

“I’m okay. So, uh, I was wondering if I could get some help with something. I just moved into a new place and I didn’t know there was this deposit and I don’t really have the cash right now.”

There was a silence on the other end: a terrible silence. “Is that all you called for?” he asked.

“I’ll pay you back in a few months—once I get a job.”

“Maybe you should move back in with us,” he said. “If you aren’t stable enough to live on your own, you shouldn’t be living on your own. You’re going to end up ruining your credit score, ending up in a mountain of debt, and then you’ll have a whole life of uncertainty ahead of you.”

“I’m not going to move back in with you.”

“You should consider it.”

“I don’t want to consider it,” I said.

“But that doesn’t matter. It’s what you need.”

“It’s just a few hundred dollars,” I said.

“You should be focusing on your studies. You can do that here, at home.”

“I can focus on my studies just fine here.”

“No, you can’t. You’re too bogged down by financials. Do you have any exams coming up?”

“All of my exams are coming up! Don’t worry about that.”

“I do worry about that, Richard. Your GPA has dropped every year since you graduated high school.”

“Don’t worry about my GPA. I’m studying for these tests just fine.”

“Sorry, Richard. I need to get back to work now.”

I sighed. “Alright. Thanks anyway. Nice talk.”

I sat down at my desk, not sure how to wrap my head around my situation. Maybe he was right; maybe I needed to just tell Joey that I couldn’t afford the place, and then I could move back in with my parents. Once I found a job and held onto it for at least a few months, I could start looking for a place again. I could get back on my feet properly.

“Doesn’t sound good,” said that deep voice from the other room. I nearly screamed, jumping to my feet. He was there, with his tools, looking like he was about to change out a toilet.

“Were you listening to my call?” I growled. I was trying to hold back, not wanting to anger him; he had a lot of power over me, especially because I owed him a good chunk of cash.

“I overheard some of it,” he said.

“That was a private call!” I said. “And I’d really appreciate it if you would knock before coming in like this. A little warning would be great.” I took a series of deep breaths. I remembered our ‘deal’, that he could just come in whenever he wanted to come in. Now, I was regretting accepting that deal. I guess my privacy was more important to me than I realized.

“I can’t help that I overheard it,” he said, marching off to the bathroom. I followed him. “And it’s not like it’s not relevant to me. I’m expecting you to pay that deposit, otherwise the lease will become void. I’m not trying to threaten you. I need this rental income to make my own ends meet.”

“I get that,” I said. “And I’m going to find a way to pay you. I promise you that I’m good for it.”

“Alright,” he said. “Well, you got my note. I need it by that date.”

“Fine,” I said.

And then I kept standing there. My heart was pounding. My gut was churning with a growing nausea. I was suddenly tempted to beg for mercy. Maybe I could squeeze some sympathy out of him. Maybe I could tell him the story of how my best friend passed away in a car accident and I spent months in bed struggling with depression. If that hadn’t happened, I wouldn’t have screwed up those university classes. I would have held down the job that I had at the time. I would have been in a much better place, and now, I was just trying to claw my way back to that place. But I had a feeling Joey wouldn’t care. He didn’t seem to show a lot of emotion—maybe none at all. He didn’t smile; he was almost like a statue, always looking big and tough and unfazed.

“What if I paid half the deposit this month and then the other half next month,” I said.

“No,” he said bluntly.

“Please?”

“No,” he said. “A deal’s a deal.”

“Well, that’s fine, but what if I pay half this month, and then half-plus-interest next month?”

“No,” he said.

“But that would be more money in your pocket,” I said, watching as he went down and turned the water off to the toilet.

“Not if you don’t have the money,” he said, turning to look into my eyes.

My stomach nausea got worse. “There must be some sort of agreement we can settle on here,” I said. “C’mon. Let’s make a deal. I just need some time to make the money for the deposit. I don’t want to lose this house. I promise that I’ll be good for the rent payments. I’ve always figured it out before. I mean—sure, this place is a bit more expensive than what I’m used to—but I’m good for it. I just screwed up by missing that deposit on the lease agreement. I’ll do some work for you. Want me to paint? I’m good at that. Or I can clean your place downstairs, once a week—a full cleaning. I’ve done that before. Or if you have computer issues, I’m good with computers. C’mon, please, let’s just make a deal.”

He stared at me for a long moment. For the first time ever, I saw some life in his eyes. I could almost hear gears grinding in his head. He was actually considering the open offer that I was making him. I was hopeful for a moment, biting down on my tongue.

“Just how desperate are you?” he asked, looking me up and down.

“Um,” I said. I had to think about it. I suppose I was very desperate. I really didn’t want to lose that house. I knew I would never find a rental like that in the current rental market. And the price was unbeatable—if I could just get a job to afford it. “I’m desperate. Please. I’ll do anything.”

He stared at me for a moment longer before nodding his head and turning his attention back to the toilet. “Alright,” he said. “I’ll think of something to replace the deposit. But if you do any damage to my place before you move out, you’re going to be financially responsible. I plan on getting that in writing.”

“Of course,” I said, perking up with a big smile. “Thank you so much. You won’t regret this. I promise you that money won’t be a problem again. Thank you.”

“Okay,” he grunted, and then he started to unscrew the toilet from the floor.

That feeling of helplessness was so awful. I was at his mercy until I could figure out how to settle the deal that I signed. And what exactly was he going to do with me?

It was a few hours later and he was still in my suite, still tinkering with little updates here and there. I badly wanted to ask him to leave, just so I could have a few hours of peace. Then, I had a moment of confidence. I decided that I didn’t have to stop living my life because I was afraid of what my landlord might think of me. I decided to play video games, even if he thought that I was wasting my time when I should have been doing other things.

I started up my computer, hopped into a game, relaxed into my chair, and started playing. I really needed that moment of relaxation…

But it only lasted a moment.

The power went off suddenly. I was dropped from the live game. “What the hell!?” I said, sinking down to make sure I hadn’t accidentally knocked the power bar with my foot.

Then I heard the landlord whistling. I looked back and saw that he had a smirk on his face as he was walking back into the living room. “Did you just turn off the power?” I asked.

“Don’t want to shock myself while I change out this fixture,” he said.

“I was in a game,” I said. “It was a ranked match.”

“I don’t know what that means,” he said. “But didn’t you mention that you had a bunch of tests coming up? Shouldn’t you be studying?”

“That was a conversation I had with my dad.”

“So it’s not true then?”

I paused for a long moment. I didn’t like him prying into my business. “I’m studying just fine,” I said, suddenly feeling like I was arguing with my father. “Don’t worry about that.”

“Okay,” he said.

An hour later, he was gone, though I couldn’t be sure he was finished. He’d left his tools in the living room, suggesting that he was going to be back—but I wasn’t sure if his return would be later in the evening or the next day. Not knowing made relaxing hard. I didn’t want him catching me playing video games again; I didn’t want him thinking that he’d rented his suite to a complete slacker. So I bit down on my tongue and forced myself to study.

And after an hour of studying, I have to admit that I started feeling a bit relieved. I’d been procrastinating aggressively over the past few weeks. I should have been doing a lot more studying—but at least I was doing it now. Maybe I needed Joey to put a bit of a fire under my ass.

But I was still pissed with him barging into my suite constantly, unannounced. I was hoping that would stop soon.
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It was late when I heard him come in again—almost midnight. I’d been studying for six straight hours. I’d read through my whole textbook and created a large stack of notes, and a little pile of flashcards. It was probably the most studying I’d done in years, and I was feeling pretty good about it.

I looked back and saw him staggering into the room, clutching a bottle of whiskey in his right hand. It only took half a second to see that he was smashed: totally drunk. I could smell him from the next room. He bent over to pull his tools into his toolbox, and then he looked up at me and grinned. “Are you finally studying?” he asked with a small burp.

“I’m just finishing up,” I said. “Isn’t it kind of late to be working?”

“The beauty of being your own boss is working whenever you want,” he said before laughing. “I’ll try to be quiet.”

“Alright,” I said. “Well, if possible, stay out of my room because I’m going to head to sleep.”

“You got it,” he said with a strange wink. And then he kept staring at me, still with that grin on his face. I tried to ignore it, turning back to my study material. I stacked everything into a nice pile and slipped my flashcards into a tidy plastic bag. But I could still feel him staring at me. I looked back. “Can I help you with something?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said, hiccupping. “Can you?”

“You’re staring at me.”

“How tall are you?” he asked.

“Five-seven,” I said, adding an inch onto my real height. My height had always been a bit of a source of embarrassment for me; I was shorter than the average guy. I was the shortest guy in my graduating class. I was picked on a lot in school.

“Weigh about… one-forty?” he asked.

“Yeah. Why?” I said. But I was actually closer to one-thirty. I wasn’t a big guy. I’d always been small. I think I had a thyroid condition that had been undiagnosed. I’d been meaning to get a doctor to check, but I just never got around to it. I didn’t have any health issues… I was just… smaller.

“Well, if you aren’t going to pay that deposit, then maybe there’s something you can do for me,” he said.

“What is it?” I asked, feeling a sudden glimmer of hope shining through my tiredness.

“I was thinking of giving something to a girlfriend. She’s about your size. Maybe you can try it on for me, so I can see how it looks.”

My heart fumbled. “What?” I said, trying to wrap my head around his request. I replayed the question over and over, thinking I’d misheard him. “You want me to try on an outfit?”

“It’s really the least you could do,” he said, slurring his words slightly. I knew that he was drunk, and I could tell from the grin on his face that this was some sort of way to amuse himself in his drunken stupor.

“I think I’ll pass,” I said.

His expression dropped. He had a sort of scowl on his face. “Then I’ll be expecting that deposit in the next few days then.”

My stomach flipped. I felt suddenly dizzy. I watched as he swayed in his standing position, hardly looking conscious; he was so drunk. I took a deep breath. He was probably too drunk to remember any of this, so maybe I could just do it, just to keep him off of my back.

“What do you want me to wear?” I asked.

“Come,” he said, waving me to follow him, so I followed him to the spare bedroom. He threw open the closet, revealing that little cat slip: the sheer dress, the cat-cutout, the ears, the tail, and the thong. “See how it fits.”

“You aren’t serious, are you?” I asked, folding my arms and taking a step back.

“It’s this or the deposit,” he said, grinning ear-to-ear.

“This can’t be legal,” I said.

“You said you would do anything, so put it on, buttercup.”

“Don’t call me buttercup,” I said. I could feel my face getting hot. Why was I putting up with this? Why wasn’t I just telling him that I would move out. I couldn’t live in a house with this man. He was insane. He was a drunk. He was so rude and unpredictable…

But that house was nice. The price was unbeatable and the location was superb. I would never find anything like it. And there was potentially that light at the end of the tunnel: he told me he would be out of my hair once he was done all of the updates in the suite. If I could just get the financial side of things squared off, maybe things could go back to normal.

“Are you going to put it on or not?” he asked.

“Fine,” I said. “Whatever you want. But if I put this on, we’re voiding the deposit—right?”

He stared at me for a moment. “Let’s say this: if you put it on for me, show me how it fits, then I’ll knock a hundred off of the deposit.”

My stomach growled, as if it was trying to beg me not to take that deal. But he was essentially giving me one hundred dollars just to put on an outfit for a minute. It would be embarrassing, sure, but it was a lot of money to me. I took the outfit off of the hanger and then I marched by him, making no eye-contact as I went to the bathroom. I closed the door and turned the lock.

“This is so fucking embarrassing,” I groaned under my breath. I shook my head and slipped my clothes off. Then I stared at the tiny outfit. How had my life come to this? Was I really this desperate?

“Thong and everything!” he yelled from the other side of the door.

I felt sick. This was torture. Surely, this wasn’t legal. Could I call the cops and have him arrested? Was this not blackmail? Extortion? I wasn’t fully up to speed with my legal knowledge, but I was sure this wasn’t cool.

I slipped down my boxers. I stepped into the tiny outfit and pulled it up. I carefully pulled the straps over my shoulders. I hated how well it fit, but I tried not to think too much into it. It took me a minute to figure out the thong, which was attached to the tail. I shimmied it up and spent some time getting my cock and ball sack into the tiny strip of fabric. It didn’t cover everything, and the sheer skirt of the outfit wasn’t hiding anything. I couldn’t walk out of the bathroom like this. I couldn’t let him see the spillage of my balls or part of my dick.

“Done yet?” he called out.

“The thong doesn’t fit,” I yelled back. “It’s too small.”

“Don’t worry about that.”

“It’s not holding anything in.”

“Nothing I haven’t seen before. You have it on or not?”

I reached for the headband with the black fuzzy ears. I felt so stupid slipping it on. I made the mistake of looking in the mirror, seeing my humiliated reflection in that lingerie outfit. There was no way that I could walk out of that bathroom in that outfit. There was no way I could present myself like that. I would never be able to shake the embarrassment. If I walked out that door, I knew that it would turn into a lifelong regret.

“Come on out,” he said.

“I don’t think I’m going to,” I said. “This is silly. I’m putting my clothes back on.”

“Okay, so the deposit it is,” he said.

And then I paused again. I hated how he was dangling that deposit over my head. He had me in his clutches. I knew I just had to step out and let him look at me. So I bit my tongue. I reached for the door handle. I took a deep breath.

I stepped out.

He was standing back, about ten paces. His eyes lit up when he saw me; he was clearly trying hard not to laugh as I pushed my hands between my legs to cover my cock. “Happy?” I said from the doorway.

“Come on out. Don’t just stand there,” he said. Then he suddenly took a seat on that old red couch that was left behind. He took a swig from his whiskey bottle, looking like he was settling in for some sort of show.

“What else do you want?” I groaned.

“Step out,” he said. “Do a little spin for me. Let me see the whole outfit.”

I’m not sure how my legs were working. I felt like I was going to faint. I was sure that my legs were going to give out and I was going to collapse. I only took a few steps, then I did a slow spin so he could see the whole outfit.

“Me-ow!” he said before laughing. “It fits you just fine, doesn’t it?”

“Are we done now?” I said.

“No!” he roared. “If I’m going to knock a hundred bucks off that deposit, you can at least put a smile on your pretty face.”

My heart skipped a beat. Why was he doing this? Why was I putting up with it? Why was I actually forcing a smile onto my face?

“That’s better,” he said. “Now purr for me. Walk around the room—elegantly. Don’t just drag your feet. You’ve been to the strippers before, right? You know how they do it.”

“The strippers?!” I growled. “Have you lost your mind?”

He laughed. “Just put on a show for me, cupcake.”

“Don’t call me cupcake,” I said through clenched teeth. I walked around the room for him, trying to appease him just enough to get him off of my back. I felt so horrible. I’d never felt more humiliated and vulnerable in my life. This probably wasn’t worth a hundred dollars—or even a thousand dollars. Did I not value my pride at all?

“Shake your tail for me,” he said, taking another sip of his drink.

I rolled my eyes. I wagged my ass to make my tail shake.

He laughed again. “Cute,” he said. “Now go down on all-fours.”

“What would your girlfriend think if she saw this?” I said, dark red in the face.

“What girlfriend?” he asked, narrowing one eye.

“You said this was for a girlfriend,” I reminded him.

He roared with laughter. “Is that what I said? Oh. All-fours, buttercup.”

I groaned. I didn’t know the humiliation could get worse, but it was now getting worse. I wanted to die. I wanted to curl up into a ball on the ground and wait for him to leave. Then, once he was gone, I could look into flights out of the country so I could get far, far away from that humiliating memory. I went down onto my hands and knees and crawled for him.

"Look sexy,” he said. “Walk slow. Arch your back down. Perk up your ass. That’s better. Now wag that tail again. Meow for me.”

“You’re deranged,” I said.

“Oh, c’mon now. It’s just for fun. It looks good on you. Crawl up to me.”

So I crawled by him. I’m not sure why I did it. I’m not sure why I was still playing along with his game. As I went by him, he spanked me hard on the ass, making me scream. I jumped up to my feet. “That’s it! I’m done! Fuck this shit!”

He roared loudly with laughter, even clapping his hands and spilling some whiskey on that old couch. “Great show!” he said.

I stormed into the bathroom and slammed the door, locking it instantly. I saw just how red my face was in the mirror. I was shocked that I wasn’t bursting any blood vessels. I had to take a series of controlled breaths to calm myself down, to let that rage settle just slightly. I pulled off the lingerie and threw it into a pile in the corner.

“I’m taking off, buttercup!” he called out from the other side of the door. “Thanks for the show.”

“Just leave!” I said.

“If you want me to knock another fifty bucks off that deposit, maybe you could shave those legs and your armpits.”

“You’re actually insane,” I said.

“Hey, a deal’s a deal. I’m not forcing you to accept the deal, I’m just making the offer. So another fifty bucks on top of the hundred you just shaved off—that’s just five hundred left. I’d say that’s a pretty good deal. Anyway—think about it. I’m going to hit the hay. Goodnight, buttercup.”

My head was spinning. I wanted to throw that door open and tackle him to the ground. I wanted to strangle him. I wanted to grab my phone and call the cops and tell them that a lunatic was holding me hostage and treating me like absolute garbage.

And then I eyed my razor. It really did seem like a small price to pay to knock another fifty bucks off that deposit. And unless I could figure out some way to scrounge up that kind of cash, I had to take what I could get. I bit down on my tongue—so hard that I almost bled. I went back and forth for the next forty minutes, staying in that bathroom, staring at that razor. What did I have to lose? My dignity had already been shattered. I couldn’t imagine the humiliation getting much worse.

So I grabbed the razor and ran the tub with hot water.


CHAPTER 6
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When I woke up, I felt okay. I stretched out my arms and yawned and said to myself, “That was the weirdest dream I’ve ever had.” I took a deep breath, listening to the chirping birds outside of my bedroom window. Then I slipped out from my bed and looked down and saw my smooth legs. A dread consumed me. It wasn’t a dream; that embarrassing night actually happened.

I really did put on that outfit and crawl around for my landlord while he sipped whiskey on the couch. And I really did shave off all of my body hair just to save fifty dollars.

All of that humiliation and dread rushed back into me at once, as if it had never left. I felt dizzy. I felt like I was going to be sick. Then I heard the door open and shut. I heard him whistling as he stomped across my living room floor, placing down his tools with a heavy clunk, getting ready to get back to work.

I got dressed, trying to be as quiet as possible so that he wouldn’t know that I was just waking up. It was late—almost 10:00 AM. I slept through my morning class; it wasn’t like me to sleep in, but I was late getting to sleep. Shaving my legs took a lot longer than anticipated, and then it took a good twenty minutes to clean up all of the little hairs that got everywhere.

I slipped out from my bedroom. “Just waking up?” he said casually, without looking at me.

“No,” I lied. “I’ve been up for hours.”

“Okay,” he said. I snuck around him and went to the kitchen. I wanted to make a pot of coffee, but I knew that making a pot would give my lie away—not that it mattered. Was I not free to sleep in whenever I wanted to sleep in? I didn’t need to win his approval. I just needed to pay his deposit.

“I’m going to be shutting the power off again this morning. There’s your warning,” he called out. “So don’t join any of your online games.”

“That’s fine,” I called back. He was acting so casual, making me wonder if he remembered the previous night at all, or if he was too shit-faced to remember anything. I wanted him to forget that night, but at the same time, I wanted him to remember that he promised to take one-hundred and fifty dollars off of the deposit.

I was trying to quietly make breakfast when he came into the kitchen and started to pull off the baseboard. Why did he always have to work right where I was? It almost seemed like he was trying to get under my skin. It almost seemed like torturing me was some sort of idea of fun.

I tried not to look at him, though I wanted to find a way to show him that I shaved my legs, so he would confirm that the deposit was down to five-hundred dollars. I distracted myself with my phone while my food cooked. I saw that I had two emails: one from a homeowner I messaged a few weeks earlier, saying the house was no longer available, and another from the local women’s prison. “Are you available Friday for an interview?” it asked.

I quickly replied. “Of course. What time would you like me there?”

“Texting your girlfriend?” Joey asked without looking up.

“It’s none of your business,” I said. “And I don’t have a girlfriend.” I’m not sure why I felt inclined to tell him my relationship status. I regretted telling him the moment the words left my mouth. It was information he didn’t need to have. “How much longer until you’re going to be done all the work in here?”

“Don’t you want to live in an up-to-date suite?” he asked, working away without a care in the world.

“Sure,” I said. “But I also value my privacy. I’m sure you can understand that. Everyone likes to have privacy.”

“Why?” he said. “What kinds of things are you getting up to that you don’t want me seeing?”

“That’s none of your business,” I said. “And the fact you think it might be your business is extraordinarily concerning. I’m sure you like having your privacy. I’m sure you would be upset if I just started walking into your suite downstairs whenever I wanted, without warning.”

“Well I told you that I was going to be working up here. You agreed.”

“I understand that,” I said. “But there’s a way to do it… properly. You can still knock. You can still give me some warning.”

“The whole point of the deal was so that I didn’t have to waste my time with all that. I’m doing you a big favor by letting you stay here while I’m getting everything up to code. This was supposed to be me helping you.”

I took a deep breath. Maybe I was giving him a hard time, even though he was a bit of a weirdo. No, he wasn’t a bit of a weirdo—he was a serious weirdo. I still had chills from the cat lingerie incident. I still felt ridiculous with my shaved legs, which felt so strange in my pants. I felt like the skin on my legs was extra-sensitive now. Walking was almost… uncomfortable. I wanted to take my pants off to let my legs free, but I couldn’t do it while he was in my flat.

“So, uh, I still owe you five-hundred for that deposit,” I said. “I might get it sooner than later.”

“Wonderful,” he said in a dry tone, not looking up from his work. Now, he had the baseboard up and he was using a flashlight to look at the gap between the floor and the drywall.

“But, uh, maybe you can let me know if there’s anything else I can do to knock a few bucks off of the number. I saw that there was a bunch of trash in that shed out back. Maybe I can take it to the dump for you or something.”

He looked up at me with a smile. “That’s a great idea,” he said. “Take it to the dump, I’ll shave another fifty bucks off. You can even use my trailer.”

“Okay,” I said after clearing my throat. $450 seemed much more manageable, especially with this new job prospect. If I could get the job by next week, and then be getting my first paycheque in three weeks, then I would be on time for the next month’s rent, and I would probably have some money left over to pay that deposit, assuming Joey was okay waiting three full weeks to get it.

Once my breakfast was finished, I pulled my car around to the alley and started filling it with junk from the shed. I was honestly just happy to be out of the house while he worked. I was hoping my absence would make him more productive. I wanted those updates over and done with. I was almost tempted to tell him that I was fine with the current condition of the house, because it honestly seemed fine to me. It was better than my previous place, and it was better than any of the other places I could afford.

It ended up being a long day of hauling junk to the dump. I had to make three trips. Joey surprised me by handing me two twenty-dollar bills. “For the gas,” he said. Maybe he was trying to make up for being such a weirdo, for torturing me the night before. That’s kind of how it seemed; he was being nice to me. He even bought me a tea when he zipped out to the closest Tim Hortons during his lunch break. I took it apprehensively, almost thinking that he drugged it to fuck with me. But the tea was good.

“Thank you,” I said. I sat down to do some studying.

“I’m going to keep working in the kitchen,” he said. “I’ll try to be quiet while you study.”

I didn’t trust him. He was being too nice, out of nowhere. Did he have some sort of revelation, or was he up to something?

It was 6:00 PM when he told me that he was finished for the day. “Tomorrow I’m going to replace the bathroom vanity, so I’ll have to turn the water off. So if you want to take a morning shower, try to do it before eight.”

“Alright,” I said.

He smiled and nodded and then he left me alone. A pleasant sensation filled my body. All of that dread from earlier was gone now. I felt like things were starting to turn around, and I was remembering why I was so excited to land that house. I went to my desk and put away my textbooks. I cracked the window so that I could hear the birds chirping. I closed my eyes and relaxed for a bit, not feeling like playing video games.

Instead of playing video games, I did some research on the women’s prison where I was going to be interviewing. I watched some videos on interviewing strategies. It wasn’t an initiative I’d ever taken before. I guess I was really desperate to have a source of income so that I wouldn’t have to go through a terrible humiliation again. Or maybe I was afraid Joey would come in and judge me if he saw me playing video games.

I stayed up late, doing as much as I could to get myself prepared. Then, I shut off my computer. I stretched out my arms, yawned, and spun around to stand up. Then I heard the back door open and shut. I froze, hearing his heavy footsteps coming in through the kitchen.

He was back.

The next moment went by in slow-motion as I stared into the living room, hearing his footsteps growing louder and louder. I knew he was drunk before I even saw him; his footsteps were inconsistent, as if he was staggering and catching himself. I could hear the sloshing of the booze in his bottle. He came into view slowly, holding that grin on his face. His gaze found me quickly, and then his smile grew. “Oh look,” he said. “You’re still up.”

“You’re drunk,” I said.

“That’s correct,” he said.

“I’m going to bed. Look—it’s one thing to come in here to do work. But this is just wrong.”

“Maybe so,” he said. “I guess I just can’t help myself. I had to check on our deal.”

“What about it?” I said, keeping my distance. He scared me when he was drunk. He was a big guy, and when he had booze in him, he was unpredictable, apparently hardly in control of his own actions. He stumbled before looking to spot the couch. He took a seat, as if he planned to stay a while.

“Did you shave or no?”

“I did,” I said. I pulled up my pant leg to show up.

He clapped and laughed. “Look at that! You really did it!”

“So you can go now. I need to get some sleep before tomorrow.”

“Wait,” he said. “You still owe me a good chunk of dough, buttercup.”

“I’ll get it to you in a few weeks.”

He shook his head. “No, no,” he said. “I never agreed to a few weeks. That wasn’t the date I gave you, was it?”

I remained silent. It was true: he had never agreed to extending that deadline. I was just half-hoping that the embarrassing cat lingerie night had bought me some leeway.

“So do you want me to knock another hundred off, or what?” he asked.

I just stood still, feeling a coldness overtaking my whole body. I tried to open my mouth to speak, but I couldn’t muster up any words.

“Go put the cat thing on again,” he said.

“That’s all you want?” I asked softly. My voice was hardly a whisper.

“Is that what I said? Let’s just start there.”

“What else do you want? I want to know what I’m agreeing to.”

“Why can’t we save the surprises for later?”

“I don’t like surprises. And I don’t like this. I don’t want to put that thing on again.”

“It’s the deposit or the cat thing,” he said with a dark look in his eyes, and in that moment, I knew that I didn’t actually have a choice. I had to do it. I had to put on the cat lingerie. So I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, and then I nodded my head.

“Okay. Just, uh, give me five minutes. I’ll put it on.”

Now, I was starting to think that this wasn’t just his way of humiliating me; I think he was a closet homosexual, and this was his way of getting off. I was probably arousing him by putting that lingerie on. A gross feeling washed over me, and I suddenly felt like I wanted to take a shower, even though I took one after returning from my last dump.

I went into the bathroom. The lingerie was still in the corner. I put it on and then I looked into the mirror. I shook my head. “This is so fucking humiliating,” I whispered to myself.

But I wanted to get it over with. If I could bring that deposit down to $350, that would give me some breathing room. I could figure out a way to make that kind of cash if I really needed it. I could call all of my old friends, ask them all for a loan of fifty bucks.

“Come on out!” he shouted, so I opened the door and stepped out.

He let out a sigh with a big smile on his face. He relaxed into his seat. “Looking good, buttercup.”

“Now what?” I said. “Let’s get this over with.”

“I think there’s a wig here somewhere—in that pile of stuff there. Maybe you can find it. Why don’t you look for it?”

So I went to the corner, swearing under my breath. I stood up on my toes to reach the top box on the pile. I opened it up and started digging through it. I pulled it down to the floor and bent over to look through it. I could feel his gaze watching my ass, which was downright weird. I didn’t love being ogled by a man. “I can’t find it,” I said, pulling out panties, hair brushes, dresses, and curling irons.

“There should be one in one of those boxes. Keep looking,” he said with a grunt. He took a swig of his drink.

“This is so fucked up,” I said.

“You’re doing great, buttercup.”

I rolled my eyes. I found the wig in the next box. It was a brunette bob, cut with bangs. The color of the hair was actually quite close to my natural hair color. I took off the cat ears and put on the wig, trying hard not to groan. Then I put the ears back on. “Happy?” I said.

He nodded his head. “The style suits you,” he smiled. “Did you see any makeup in there?”

“I don’t know. Probably,” I said.

“Maybe a touch of red lipstick.”

“I can’t tell if you’re serious right now,” I said, trying to stop my hands from clenching into tight fists.

“Just do it.”

“This is embarrassing,” I said, and then I turned back to the box. I found the red lipstick and stomped over to a mirror to apply it. I felt so dumb putting it on my lips.

“Nice ass,” he said from the couch.

“You’re a pervert,” I said. “Does this get you off?”

“Maybe,” he said. “What difference does it make to you?”

I shivered with disgust. Then I turned around to face him again. “Now what do you want?”

“You really look like a girl,” he smiled. “Maybe put on a bit of mascara. How are you with eyeliner?”

I grunted and put on the makeup, feeling completely hopeless.

“Hot,” he said.

“Get over it,” I growled. The humiliation was actually going away. Now, he was just making me angry. This whole situation was just making me furious. It was a waste of time. It was gross. It was stupid and pointless.

“Do a dance for me,” he said. He took out his phone and put on a song: something generic you would hear in a strip club.

“I’m not really a dancer,” I said.

“You’ll figure it out if you want me to knock the deposit down,” he said through clenched teeth.

I hesitated. That sick feeling came back, along with that terror. I had no idea just what he was capable of when he was drunk. He was strong enough to kill me in a single punch. Overpowering me would have been no issue, even if he had one arm and one leg tied behind his back. So I just did as he asked. I crossed my arms and started swaying my hips from side to side. I felt idiotic, but I went along with it. I did a slow spin, still swaying my hips.

“Hands on your head,” he said. “Let me see those sissy armpits.”

It was a weird request, but I did it. I put my hands on my head and let the dance go on. He sipped his drink and let out a long sigh of relief.

“Keep going,” he said. I felt my cock fall out of that small thong. I reached down to fix it quickly. “Leave it,” he barked, scaring me. I froze for a moment. “Hands on the head. I like that. Keep dancing.”

This all felt very forced, against my will, even though I could have turned him down. I technically was consenting, though it all seemed very dubious.

I could feel him staring at my cock through that sheer skirt. “I love that you shaved everywhere,” he said. “That’s a nice touch.” I shaved everything because it seemed dumb to shave my thighs and legs and armpits while leaving a bush above my cock, but I decided to just keep my mouth shut. I kept dancing.

“Come over here,” he said, patting his lap. “Sit on my lap.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“Just do it.”

I groaned. I walked over and climbed up onto his lap, smelling the strong scent of whiskey. I sat down slowly and then he put his hands on my sides, making me feel small. His fingers were thick and strong, gripping me firmly in place. He started rocking me. “Keep dancing.”

“You want a lap dance?” I asked, grimacing.

“Yes.”

“This is fucking crazy,” I said. I closed my eyes, put my hands on his shoulders, and tried my best to do a lap dance impression. Now, that humiliation was coming back again, along with the rage. I rocked back and forth, biting my tongue. I could feel the heat radiating off of my face. That would have been a nice moment for God to smite me dead so I wouldn’t have to live through any more torture.

I thought I was almost finished, and then I felt it: I felt the hard throbbing lump in his pants, pushing up hard against my butt. I gasped and looked down.

“Are you…” I couldn’t even finish saying it. I could see it. I didn’t need an actual answer.

“Keep dancing,” he growled.

I remained frozen for a minute, and then, for some reason, I kept dancing. I really wanted him to drop that deposit. I just had to ignore the hard lump, which was getting harder… and bigger. It was impossible to ignore now. It was so big! I could feel it throbbing, getting warmer, radiating through his tightening jeans.

“This isn’t right,” I said, trying to squirm away from him.

“Why not?” he asked. “You look hot and I’m into it. What’s not right about it?”

“I’m not a girl!” I said.

“You look like a girl.”

“Well that doesn’t make me a girl. And that… That’s just gross!” I pointed at his huge bulge.

He just grinned, as if my reaction was funny. I jumped to my feet and put my hands on my hips. “You’re seriously a pervert, Joey! You can’t just do this with people.”

“I’m not forcing you to do anything, beautiful,” he said. “But you did make a deal with me. And either you can live up to the deal or you can accept the amendments that I’m willing to make to accommodate you.” He was speaking strangely eloquently, as if he wasn’t quite as drunk as he let on. “The deposit will drop down to two-fifty if you get me off.”

“What!?” I snapped. “You have to be kidding me! You want me to… get you off!? That’s sick. You’re sick!”

“Wag your tail for me, beautiful,” he grinned.

“I think you should leave,” I said.

“Are you turning down the deal?” he asked. “Does that mean you’ll get me my money?”

“This is extortion,” I said. “It’s sexual abuse. It’s… It’s everything!”

“It’s just a deal. Take it or leave it.”

“I’m not getting you off.”

“Okay then, no problem. Three-fifty by the end of the week, just like our original deal.”

“That’s not fair!” I snapped.

“I’m giving you options here,” he said.

“And what if I did it? Then I would still owe you two-fifty by the end of the week? So I would do it and still have to pay you?”

“Not necessarily. We could work out a deal.” He took a sip from his drink, with a big, confident grin on his face.

“You really are sick,” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders, but he didn’t move. And I thought about my options. I hated that I was thinking about my options, but there I was: desperate. I wanted to stay in that house, though I couldn’t quite remember why. I didn’t want to end up homeless, or worse, living with my parents. I felt like I had a chance to be independent; sadly, it came with a high cost.

I remembered there was a long satin glove in one of the boxes left behind by the previous tenant. I marched over and dug it out, putting it on, groaning and swearing under my breath. “You’re seriously sick,” I said, scowling at him. Then I marched over to him and grunted as I dropped to my knees. As long as I was wearing that glove, it’s not like I would be touching it. It would be between a layer of fabric, just like when I was grinding on him for his little lap dance.

“Get it out,” I grunted.

“You can do it,” he smiled, leaning back and spreading his legs. I huffed and sighed, and then I awkwardly grabbed his zipper with my gloved hand. I was determined to make this as medical as possible. I would get him off like a farmer milking a cow. I pulled down the fly and reached in, looking away as I felt for his shaft. It wasn’t hard to find. I grabbed it with my thumb and pointer finger and pulled it out.

“Yuck,” I said, making the mistake of looking at it. It was big, veiny, and very, very fat. He was erect, but his foreskin was still pulled over his tip, as if he had a little bit too much foreskin. He was hairy, and there were strange bulges in his dick, like little flexed muscles, as if his cock was another arm.

He let out a long sigh of relief once his dick was out in the open. He didn’t seem at all humiliated by the situation, though he really should have been. He should have been crippled with shame, but he just sat there with a big, annoying smile on his face. I looked away again, trying to hold my breath as if I was afraid to smell it. I reached out and grabbed his fat tip, squeezing it with my gloved fist. Then I started to pump.

“The satin feels nice,” he said. “Your tongue would feel better.”

“Don’t push it.”

“At least spit on it, baby,” he said. “Nobody wants a dry rub.”

“Ew,” I said again. Then I forced myself to look at it. I forced myself to lean over it, getting my lips within a couple of inches of his tip. I spat. My glob of saliva dribbled down his lumpy shaft. I used my gloved hand to spread it around, which he liked. He relaxed more into his seat.

“Meow for me, sweetheart,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. If it would get him off faster and make this take less time… “Meow,” I said.

“Like you mean it,” he grinned.

“How do you meow like you mean it?” I said, now pumping his fat, ugly dick.

“Figure it out,” he said.

So I tried meowing in a few different ways. He liked it when I meowed softly, so that’s what I did for him.

Then, he moved, rotating himself until he was on his back, laying on the couch like a therapy patient. He tucked his hands behind his head and let out another sigh. “Don’t stop,” he said.

“This is gross,” I said.

“You like it,” he said.

“No.” I kept pumping. It had been a minute: one minute closer to this being over and done with. I tightened my grip and pumped faster.

“Oh yeah, just like that, baby,” he growled.

“Just come already,” I said, making the mistake of looking over at his cock. His tip was pushing out from my clenched fist, reddened, throbbing, slicking with my saliva and a tinge of pre-cum.

“Want me to come faster, use your mouth.”

“Hell no,” I said. “This is already fucked up enough.”

“I’ll knock another fifty bucks off if you suck me,” he grinned.

I paused. I couldn’t believe I was actually considering the offer—but that deposit was just getting smaller and smaller. How bad would it be? I could suck him quickly. It would be over in a couple of minutes at most. Then I could easily figure out a way to get two-hundred dollars.

I sighed, groaned, shuddered, and then I leaned in. I slid my hand down to make some room. I opened my mouth, closed my eyes, and prayed that this would go by quickly and painlessly. I felt him on my tongue. I pressed my lips around his tip. I kept pumping the lower half of his cock.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” he groaned loudly. “That feels fucking amazing.” He relaxed into that couch.

He was so hard. I didn’t know a guy could be this hard; I certainly had never been that hard. It was like trying to pump a metal post. His cock had gotten so fat and so long that his foreskin hardly moved when I stroked up and down. I ended up gripping his shaft with two hands, just so I could cover more ground as I pumped and sucked.

I had a feeling he was getting close. I had a feeling that I was almost done with this nonsense, being treated like a prostitute—or worse, like a sex slave. I really needed to get that job at that women’s prison. I really needed to figure out how—

He suddenly came. I gasped, gagging as cum blasted the back of my throat. I was slow to react, taking three blasts before I finally recoiled in horror, but that was a mistake. The next shot just got me between the eyes, and then the next got me on the upper lip. I gasped, and then Joey decided he wasn’t done with me. He grabbed my head and pulled it down, forcing his cock back into my mouth, gagging me—almost killing me. I coughed and choked, feeling his jizz shooting into my throat. By the time he finally let go, he was finished coming.

“Swallow it, sweetie,” he said.

I spat it on the ground and wiped my face with both of my hands. “You asshole!” I said, out of breath. “You came in my mouth, you sicko!”

He just laughed, as if it was hilarious.

“You’re really sick, you know that? I’m your tenant. If I took this to the rental board, you would be in so much trouble.”

“A deal’s a deal, buttercup. If you didn’t want to do it, you could have passed. I didn’t make you do anything.”

“You basically did and you know it,” I said.

“You’re just tired,” he said, standing up with a groan. “You should probably get some rest. You’ve got that big test tomorrow. When do you get the grades for it?”

“They grade them same day. It’s a scantron test. And that’s not any of your business. You need to stop eavesdropping on me when I’m on the phone with my parents and my friends. It’s weird.”

“I can’t help that my ears work. I told you not to move in until I was done working up here, but you insisted. Get some sleep, princess. You need to be rested for your test.” He blew me a kiss and then roared with laughter before leaving.

I couldn’t believe it. It was almost like I was dealing with two people: the Joey that was somewhat nice to me all day as he quietly renovated the house, and this gigantic asshole who had no shame whatsoever, and was horny all the time. How could he just switch so dramatically like that? And was this the end of it? I still owed him two-hundred, but I was pretty sure I could slap two-hundred together. I could make a few calls and beg a few friends. I could do it first thing in the morning…

So was this nonsense going to be over?
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Iwas worried that I wasn’t going to get any sleep because of the stress of what had happened. I could still taste his cum: a bitter taste that lingered on the tongue for far too long. But somehow, I ended up dozing off quite quickly. I slept like a rock until my alarm went off, and then I found it strangely easy to slip out of bed. My head was clear and I felt refreshed. I slipped out from my quaint little cottage-style home and went to school, arriving fifteen minutes early, giving me some time to go over my flashcards.

The test seemed easy—too easy, and I was surprised to see the classmates sitting next to me grunting and struggling with it. I was one of the first people finished, handing it into the professor, who then walked it over to the scantron machine and marked it. “Great work,” he said, handing the test back. “Much better than last semester.”

I smiled, ogling the grade on the test: 96%.

“And Richard,” he said.

“Yeah?”

“It takes a lot of courage to do what you’re doing. You should be very proud.”

I stared at him for a moment, feeling confused. “Thanks,” I said. I suppose it did take a bit of courage to retake a class. Most students would probably just accept the bad mark and move on, but I was determined to leave school with a decent GPA. I wasn’t going to let my academic years be a waste of time.

“Way to go,” one of my female classmates whispered to me as I walked towards the exit. “You look great.”

“Thanks,” I said. I must have been glowing. I had a smile on my face. It was the best mark I’d gotten in years, and it was on a very important test. I guess all of that studying really did pay off. Maybe I should study more often.

Another girl gave me a thumbs up. I smiled at her before stepping into the hallway.

“Wait!” someone said from behind me, so I turned around to see a guy rushing towards me. His face was dark red. I’d seen him a few times before, but I didn’t know his name. He was a quiet fellow with shaggy hair and a slim body, much like mine.

“What is it?” I asked.

“I, uh, just wanted to say that… uh, you look really good.”

I stood in silence, confused, starting to question what the hell was going on. “Thanks, I think.”

“Like, I mean—it suits you. And, uh, I think you’re really cute. Do you want to grab a coffee with me or something?”

“What?” I said. “I’m sorry. I’m not gay, if that’s what you’re getting at.”

His face turned extremely red and he looked around quickly. “It’s not gay,” he said. “If you identify as a woman, and I’m a guy, then what’s gay about it. Look—just pretend like I didn’t ask. I guess I got the wrong idea. I’m sorry.”

My head was spinning. What the hell was happening? “I don’t identify as a girl,” I said, almost growling like an angry dog.

“Whatever. I said I’m sorry,” he said, and then he rushed away, turning an even darker shade of red.

I felt a panic attacking setting in. I took a few steps down the hallway until I was next to a trophy case. Then I looked at the glass to see my reflection. “No…” I whispered. I never washed off that makeup from the night before. I forgot about it completely. Now, I was wearing lipstick, mascara, and little flicks of eyeliner. With my shaggy hair a mess on my head, I actually looked like I was trying to pass as a girl.

I felt a sickness coming on. I had to get out of that school. I’d been there for two hours, completely oblivious. I had another class in forty minutes, but there was no way I could stick around for it; I had to get out of there. I needed to hide from this embarrassment.

I rushed to my car and drove off without looking back. I wanted to cry. Why didn’t anyone say anything to me when I first walked in? Why didn’t anyone point and laugh at me, just to let me know that I looked like a fool?

As I drove, I checked my reflection in the rearview mirror. Another wave of panic washed over me, and then came a strange sense of calm. I actually looked like a girl. People who didn’t know me probably thought that I was a girl. But was that really any less embarrassing?

The first thing I did when I got to the house was rush into the bathroom to wash up. But Joey was in there, working on the tub. I froze. “Sorry,” I said, trying to turn around before he turned to see me—but I was too late.

“So you’re trying it out in public, huh?” he said with that casual tone that he only had when he was sober.

“It was a mistake,” I said. “And it was embarrassing.” I rushed over to the other bathroom, but he followed me.

“You’ve been out for a long time,” he said.

I didn’t know what he wanted me to say. I tried to run the sink, but the water was turned off. “Can you turn the water back on?” I asked.

“Not until I get the new plumbing in for the tub,” he said. “It will be a few hours.”

“I need to wash my face,” I said. I rushed around the suite looking for water—even just enough to wet a cloth. But there was nothing—not even water in the toilet tank. “How is there no water!?”

“Just relax. Go and play your video games for a bit.”

“This is so embarrassing,” I grunted.

“Why can’t you just accept that you look nice?” he said, and then he turned to return to work in the main bathroom.

“I look like a girl!” I said. “My teacher thinks I’m transitioning now. One of my classmates asked me on a date.”

He started laughing. “Yeah,” he said. “Because you look nice.”

“I don’t want to look nice,” I hissed. “I want to look normal.”

“With a nice dress, you could look like a perfectly normal girl,” he said with a big grin.

“Why are you so determined to torture me? What did I do to you?”

“I’m a nice guy,” he said without looking at me. “I’ve been perfectly nice to you. I’ve been lenient and I’ve given you all sorts of opportunities. I was talking to a friend this morning, and he told me that I could be making over a thousand bucks a month with this suite. But I’m a man of my word. You and me made a deal, and I stick to my deals.”

“You might actually be crazy,” I said.

“Maybe,” he said. “But I guess that’s just the way that I like it.”

I rolled my eyes and stormed over to the den where my computer was set up. I checked my emails. I spent a few minutes putting together a studying schedule for my upcoming exams. A part of me wanted to play video games, but I knew that I needed to focus on my schoolwork, and now I had some academic momentum that I didn’t want to lose. If I could get great grades on all of my upcoming tests, I could lift my GPA in a big way.

So I took out a few textbooks. I set them out on my desk, with some blank paper and some blank flashcards. I was ready to dive into studying, and then I noticed a rack in the room that wasn’t there before. It was a rack filled with outfits: women’s clothing that I hadn’t seen before. “What’s this?” I called out. “Why is this in my office?”

“I cleaned up Cassidy’s old stuff this morning,” Joey called out. “I took most of it to the dump, since she told me that she’s not coming back for it. But I saved a few things I thought you might want. It’s all yours.”

“I don’t want it,” I said. “What am I supposed to do with all of that?” I peeked into the living room and saw that the mountain of boxes was gone. I hadn’t noticed when I stormed in with my eyes on the bathroom.

“Wear it. Look pretty. A princess needs nice outfits.”

“Don’t call me that,” I snapped.

“Why not? You’re my princess.”

“No, I’m your tenant, you wacko. And aren’t you sober right now? I thought you only got like this when you’re drunk.”

He stepped into the room. “Why are you so aggressive?” he asked. “I did something nice for you. I’m pretty sure some of those dresses are worth hundreds of dollars. And the shoes I put in the closet—there must be two thousand dollars’ worth there. I could have sold that shit online, but I thought you might want it.

My heart fluttered. For a short moment, I thought he was being serious. That short moment turned into a long moment. Was he being serious? Was he trying to be nice? Was he actually being nice? I started thinking about the closet filled with shoes. Why was it such an enticing thought? Why did I want to look through the dresses to see what was there?

He had a big grin on his face. “You’re happy,” he said.

“No, I’m not,” I said.

“Try on a dress,” he said. “There’s a green one that would suit you.”

“I’m not trying on a dress.”

“You’ve almost paid off your deposit. Maybe we can pay it all off this morning,” he said with a small wink.

I hesitated. He was sober now, and I really wanted to hear him say the words: ‘You don’t owe me anything’ while he was sober and clear-minded. Getting rid of that deposit would be such a big relief.

I took a deep breath. “Which dress?” I grunted.

He walked over to the rack and pulled the green dress off. It was sparkly and small, but made with a soft, stretchy material. I snatched it from him and turned my back to him, quickly shimmying out of my clothes. “Let’s just get this over with,” I said.

“Take your time,” he smiled. “The wig is in the closet with the shoes.”

“Whatever,” I said. I got naked with my back to him. Then I wriggled into that tight green dress, which hugged my body in a flattering way. I reached down to pull the short skirt far enough to cover my cock. Then I marched to the closet.

There was a tingling inside of me. I didn’t want to turn to face him, because I didn’t want him to see the little smile that kept sneaking onto my face. Why was I smiling? Why did I like this? I threw open the closet door and then gasped as the sight of all the shoes: heels of every style, adorable flats, sandals, and thigh-high boots.

“I was thinking the white heels with the straps,” he said from behind me. I didn’t look back at him; I couldn’t show him my beaming smile.

First, I put on the wig. Then I bent over to pick up the shoes he wanted me to wear. I had to agree with him: they were the best match for the outfit. It took a minute to put them on, getting all of the little straps on just right. I let a small giggle out, and then I covered my mouth. What was happening to me?

I took a moment to compose myself before turning to face him, fighting to keep the smile from returning to my face. “Happy?” I said.

And then I saw that his cock was out and he was erect. “You look amazing,” he smiled. My gaze was stuck on his throbbing shaft: his fat, hard, curved, veiny dick. I couldn’t look away from it. It was strangely mesmerizing, luring me in, filling my head with bad ideas. There was a strange satisfaction in that moment, knowing that I was responsible for making him so aroused. I looked so good that he couldn’t help himself; I was so hot that he was rock-hard and desperate to get off.

I had to let a little grin slip, but I quickly fought it away. “You just want another blowjob?” I asked, walking up to him and dropping to my knees.

“Let’s start there and see where things go,” he said.

I rolled my eyes, gripping his dick. I wanted to make quick work of him, so I could call that deposit a bad memory and nothing else. I started by spitting on his dick, pumping him until I could feel a healthy throbbing in the palm of my hand. Then I leaned in and sucked on hard dick, tickling him with the tip of my tongue—anything I could do to speed up the process. He groaned and said things like, “Fuck yeah,” and, “That feels so fucking good.” He grabbed my head at one point and started thrusting: face-fucking me, forcing his cock down my throat. I let him do it, just to make the act go by quicker. I could tell he was quickly getting more and more aroused, pushing himself closer to orgasm.

But then he took me by surprise. He pulled back, and I thought he was about to come on my face, but instead, he bent over and lifted me up effortlessly, as if I weighed nothing at all. He spun me around, making me gasp, and then he bent me over my computer desk. “What are you doing?!” I gasped.

He pulled up my skirt and mounted me from behind, mashing his cock between my butt cheeks. I gasped again. “Joey!” I said, but he ignored me, finding my hole with his tip. He grunted as he shoved his fat cock into my tiny hole. I closed my eyes and clenched hard, but he was determined—no amount of clenching was going to stop him.

He forced himself into me, taking away my anal virginity with a deep sigh of relief. He slapped me on the ass. He pushed down on my back, pinning me. He pushed the entire length of his massive cock into my tight body, and then he fucked me like a bear, grunting with hard thrusts. I thought we were going to break the desk. I thought he was going to break my body. I screamed, and those screams quickly turned into moans. My body melted as pleasure overwhelmed me. I’d never felt anything like this before. “Oh God,” I moaned, planting my face against the desk.

He throttled me until he couldn’t hold back. Then, he pushed himself so deep into me that I screamed again, and he came, filling me with his thick, bitter cum. He spanked me once more and then he laughed. “Consider that deposit paid off,” he said.

Then, I couldn’t pretend to be mad at him. I let a smile slip, and then I did something even crazier: I hugged him. The hug took him by surprise, though it probably took me by surprise even more. It was almost like I couldn’t control myself. Maybe I was starting to feel the effects of Stockholm Syndrome.

But he really had been helping me, even though he was a bit of a pervert. I was the one who screwed up our original deal and he gave me a chance to make up for it in a way that satisfied him. Could I really be mad at him? It was his house and he never forced me into doing anything…

I cleared my throat and backed away from him. “Just do me a favor and get that tub working so I can wash up,” I said.

“Sure thing,” he said. He went back to work and I went to my desk. It was a minute before I realized I was still in that dress and those heels. I looked back at my proper clothes and thought about getting changed, but it seemed somewhat pointless if I was just going to be taking a shower in a couple of hours. I could just stay in the dress and the heels. The outfit was quite comfortable, after all.

I tried studying. I got a bit done. But now there was that new distraction in the room: that long rack, packed with cute little outfits. I kept looking over at it. Whenever Joey went out to smoke a cigarette, I walked over to the rack and looked through the different options. There were so many outfits to choose from!

No—I had to study. I couldn’t let this become a new distraction in my life. If Joey really wanted to give me those clothes, then I could sell them online. I could make enough money to live for a month or two while I got settled into a new job.

I threw a sheet over the rack so it wouldn’t distract me, and then I studied until there was a working shower. After a shower and some lunch, I went right back to studying.

The next day, I had my interview at the prison. But it happened again: I forgot to check myself in the mirror before leaving, and I went to the interview wearing mascara, lip gloss, and some blush. I didn’t know the makeup was still on my face until the prison manager called me ‘miss’. I have to admit that it was a weird feeling, though I tried to play along with it, as if I hadn’t made a big mistake.

And you’re probably wondering why I was wearing the makeup. Well, after studying the night before, I got an idea. I put on that wig and some fresh makeup and the kitty lingerie that fit me so perfectly. I snuck down to the basement and found Joey watching the end of a hockey game. I climbed up onto his lap and purred the way he liked. I rocked myself on his body and made him hard. I sucked his cock and I let him caress me all over, spreading me across his lap.

Then, I made him an offer. It was an offer that benefited both of us: a little deal on my end, a little deal on his end. Let’s just say that he sealed the deal with a thick, creamy discharge.

And as luck would have it, the prison manager’s daughter was a male-to-female transgender, so she was very thrilled to offer me the job. “Can you start on Monday?” she asked.

“Of course!” I said. Before the end of the meeting, I made sure that my work schedule lined up with my exam schedule.

“That shouldn’t be an issue,” she said to me.

And then I went home to celebrate. I felt like things were really looking up for me in every corner of my life, and I owed a lot of that to Joey, so I let him know with a little surprise. This surprise wasn’t part of our deal though—this was just a little something extra to put a smile on his face.

THE END
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It’s the night before their wedding when Kevin and Terri get a strange phone call. On the line is Ben Buckley of Win Big with Ben Buckley, a controversial game show where contestants are given dares, and if completed, they can win big money.

Ben has a special dare for Kevin and Terri: if Kevin can dress up and pass as Terri at the wedding (and Terri as Kevin), then they will win one-hundred thousand dollars. They’ll get help from the best makeup artists in the country, but they have to convince the whole wedding or there’s no big prize.

Kevin thinks the offer is nuts. He’s so offended that he hangs up the phone. But Terri has a different mindset, and she’s not willing to pass the opportunity to earn a hundred grand, even if it means sacrificing the wedding that she’s dreamed of her whole life.


CHAPTER 1
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It was the night before the wedding when we got a very strange phone call.

Terri had her foot out the door. She was about to head to her friend’s house where she was going to spend the night, so we wouldn’t see each other when we woke up (she was very much into all of those old wedding superstitions). She turned to look at me as I answered that call. “Hello?” I said.

“Kevin Parker?” the voice asked.

“That’s me. Who’s this?” I said.

Terri lowered her brow, as if to say, ‘Who are you talking to?’ I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head.

“This is Ben Buckley. Have you heard that name before, Kevin?” he asked with a strange amount of enthusiasm in his voice.

“Ben Buckley?” I said. “Sorry, man. I don’t think I know you. What’s this about?”

But now, Terri had beaming eyes and a bright smile. She was bouncing up and down. I covered the phone’s mouthpiece and shrugged my shoulders. “You know a Ben Buckley?” I asked.

She nodded her head quickly. “Duh!” she whispered. “Win Big with Ben Buckley!” she said. I had no idea what she was talking about. “Is that who’s on the phone? No way. There’s no way.”

“That’s what he said,” I said. “Do you want to talk to him?” Then I uncovered the mouth piece. “Do you want to talk to my fiancé? She apparently knows you.”

He laughed. “Put me on speaker phone, will you, Kevin?” I put him on speaker phone. “Can you hear me, Terri?”

“He knows my name!” Terri squealed with excitement I didn’t know she was capable of mustering.

I laughed and shook my head. “How do you know this guy?” I whispered, though I’m not sure why I whispered. My mouth was inches from the phone.

“You really don’t know me, Kevin?” said Ben.

“He does,” Terri said, rushing closer to the phone and then snatching it away from me. “He’s just got a lot on his mind. He’s not thinking straight. We’re getting married tomorrow and he’s been stressed out for the past month, trying to get everything in order.” She was giving up a lot of information to this guy, as if she’d known him for a long time.

But I did have to admit that the name was familiar: Ben Buckley. I’d heard it before. It resonated in my mind. I thought for a long moment before it suddenly clicked. Of course! Win Big with Ben Buckley. It was one of the shows we watched together every night before we cancelled our cable subscription. He was a game show host—one of those game shows where the contestants are picked off the streets and dared to do silly things for cash. Most of the ‘dares’ were only worth a hundred bucks or so, but each episode always ended with one big dare, worth thousands of dollars.

After the shock and excitement set in, an apprehension filled me. This guy certainly sounded like Ben Buckley, but I had a feeling it was a prank call. Jeff, a friend of mine, was always doing impressions, and I’d gotten calls from Jack Nicholson before, Jason Statham, Sylvester Stallone, and Barrack Obama.

“Alright, Jeff,” I said. “Very funny. You got us. But we’ve got a lot going on right now. We’ll see you at the wedding tomorrow.”

“This isn’t Jeff,” said the man on the phone. “I assure you that this is the real Ben Buckley, and I have an offer that I want to make to the two of you. My team is in your town this weekend and we’re looking for someone brave enough to accept a Ben Buckley dare. A little birdie told me that you two were getting married tomorrow.”

“It’s really him, Kevin,” hushed Terri.

“How do you know?” I said.

“It’s a California number. Look,” she said, pointing at my phone’s screen. But it just wasn’t enough proof. I didn’t want to get caught falling for a prank call.

“Let’s just cut to the chase,” I said, shaking my head. “Why do you care that we’re getting married tomorrow?”

Terri elbowed me in the gut. “Don’t be rude!” she hissed.

“I still have to iron my suit,” I said. “And I’ve been up since four this morning.”

“Look,” Ben said. “I’m going to give the two of you a dare. It’s a big one, so get ready. It would be for our big season finale, and there’s a hundred grand for you if you go through with it—and if you can pull it off.”

Terri gasped, but I was still convinced that Jeff found a way to make his caller ID appear to be from California. “Did you say a hundred thousand dollars?” Terri whimpered.

“That’s right,” Ben said with an audible smile. “And you would be featured in our season finale. It would mean hidden cameras at your wedding. We’ll have one of our cameramen disguised as a wedding videographer, and two other cameramen filming with discreet cameras from the audience. Now, there’s a catch. Just going through with this won’t get you the money—you actually have to pull it off. You have to convince your friends and family if we’re going to reward you with the money. Now, if you fail to convince them, we’ll still pay you a thousand dollars, and we’ll cover half of the night’s bar bill as a courtesy.”

“Convince them what?” I said. “What’s this about?”

He was silent now. Terri was leaning close to the phone. Her face was glowing, with big eyes and parted lips. I was trying hard not to roll my eyes. We had so much to do to get ready for our big day, and this guy—whether he was the real deal or not—was just wasting our time.

“Terri,” said Ben, “tomorrow, I want you to go up to the altar as Kevin. And Kevin, I want you to go up as Terri.”

“What?” we both said in perfect synchronicity.

“I’m going to send in a team of professional makeup artists and stylists,” Ben said. “The transformation will start early, at 4:00 AM. Terri, you’ll be standing at the altar when Kevin walks down the aisle, wearing your dress. Your bridesmaids will be in on it, Terri, and same with your groomsmen, Kevin. But everyone else will have no idea—and if they’re still oblivious after you leave the ceremony, you’ll be a hundred thousand dollars richer.”

“That’s so stupid!” I said at the exact moment Terri said, “We’ll do it!”

We both turned to look at each other. I think I gasped louder than her. “Terri!” I said. “You can’t be serious! This is our wedding! This guy wants to make a joke out of the wedding we’ve spent the past two years planning.”

“It’s a hundred grand, Kevin!” Terri said, brushing back her long blonde hair with her gentle fingers. She was staring into my eyes, brow furrowed as if she was trying to beg me to do it. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing and hearing. She was the one who always told me she’d dreamed of her wedding since she was five-years-old. She had the whole thing planned out before we even met. It was all she’d talked about since before I gave her the ring. And now she was just okay ruining it for a shot at some cash?

“It’s not a hundred grand,” I said. “It’s a thousand dollars, because nobody will ever fall for it.”

“Even still, that’s enough to pay for the venue.”

“I can’t believe what I’m hearing from you,” I said, shaking my head slowly. “This guy’s trying to ruin our wedding and you’re falling for it.” Now I was sure that this was really Ben Buckley on the phone, but the prank wasn’t what he was proposing; the cameras were probably already hidden in that room and the prank was currently unfolding, with me as the victim.

“But Kevin,” Terri said, taking a deep breath. “Just imagine that we can trick the audience. The ceremony is only fifteen minutes long, and we’ll be pretty far away from the crowd. People are always saying we look like brother and sister, so maybe we can pull it off.”

I grunted. A few of her friends joked that we looked like brother and sister because we had similar facial features, but we didn’t actually look that similar—and we definitely didn’t look like sister and sister. There was no way that I could look like a woman, and she was too feminine to ever look like a dude. “It’s stupid,” I said. “There’s just no way. We would be ruining our wedding over nothing.” I turned my attention back to the phone. “Sorry, Ben. We’re not interested.” And before Terri could apologize on my behalf (and before Ben could try to convince me to reconsider) I hung up the phone. I pushed the phone into my pocket and I crossed my arms. “Let’s just pretend like that phone call never happened.”

“I’m so mad at you!” Terri gasped.

“Why?”

“Because!” she snapped. “Right now, we’re on track to buy our first house in ten years; that’s the plan we made together, saving about five-hundred each month until we can afford a down-payment—and that’s assuming inflation doesn’t go off the rails again.”

“So what?”

“If we could actually get a hundred grand, ten years would become fifteen minutes. It would be such a huge leg up for us. We could get into a house and we could start paying down the mortgage, and then we could retire at fifty instead of sixty.”

I was actually a bit surprised that she knew our financial plan so well. It was a plan that I created, and every time I went over it with her, I assumed she was only half-listening, distracted by the notifications on her phone.

Then, Terri reached into her purse. She pulled out a vibrating phone, looked at the screen, and said, “It’s California. It’s Ben.”

“Don’t answer it,” I said. “How did he get our numbers?”

She answered it against my wishes. “Ben?” she said.

I grunted.

“Hold on, I’m going to put you on speaker phone,” Terri said. “Okay, we can both hear you now.”

“Can you hear me, Kevin?” he said with that smug smile in his voice.

“I can hear you just fine,” I said.

“I think you should really consider this offer, Kevin,” he said. “Maybe I can sweeten the deal a bit for you. If your friends and family don’t fall for it, we’ll pay you ten thousand and the whole bar bill for the night. It’s an open bar, right?”

I felt a tingling running down my spine. “It’s just a no. I’m not going to ruin my wedding for money.”

“And why would it be ruined? It doesn’t have to be ruined, Kevin. Think of it as something fun you’re doing with your new wife. Think of it like a bonding exercise. Think of it as something that will bring the two of you closer together.”

“How did you even get our numbers?” I asked. “And who told you about our wedding?”

“Kevin, calm down,” Terri said, turning red with embarrassment. I still couldn’t understand why she was so intrigued by this offer. Even if he offered a million dollars, it wasn’t worth ruining our wedding over. It was just silly.

“I don’t want to dress up like a girl!” I said.

And then the room became silent. For a moment, I thought Ben had finally given up and hung up the phone. I stared at Terri and Terri stared at me. “It’s not that big of a deal,” she whispered. “Like it said, it would just be something fun we’re doing together.”

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. She wasn’t dropping it. This phone call was going to ruin my wedding, regardless of whether we did it or not. Now, Terri was starting to think that I was some sort of grump, some sort of villain, some sort of party-pooper. Now, she was going to look back on our wedding as some sort of missed opportunity.

I stared into Terri’s eyes and she stared into mine. I could see the disappointment on her face, and it was there because she could clearly see on my face that I wasn’t going to budge. “Sorry, Mr. Buckley,” Terri said with a sigh. “But thank you for thinking of us.” She hung up the phone and then she looked down at her feet.

“Don’t get all sad about it,” I said. “It was a silly dare. We don’t want to ruin our wedding over some silly game show.”

“I just thought it might be fun,” she said. “I thought it could be something we would laugh at together later in life.”

My heart fluttered down into my stomach. Was she genuinely sad about this? Was she going to be sad through our wedding? Was this going to be a source of regret for years to come?

I bit down on my tongue as I watched her turn around, picking up the handle of her suitcase and turning to the open door.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said. “We’re getting married!” I tried to breathe some enthusiasm back into her, but she just wasn’t in a perky mood. Seeing her so sad made me guilty, but that didn’t seem fair. Why should I be guilty? I didn’t want to dress up like a girl in front of my parents! I didn’t need to set myself up for a horrible humiliation, just so that some TV show would have a funny segment for its final episode. And Terri would surely come to realize that passing up the deal was for the best; she’d spent her whole life dreaming of her perfect wedding, and that dream didn’t involve her wearing my suit, putting on a fake beard, and kissing a man in a dress.

I took a deep breath and stood firm. I made the right decision and I was sure that Terri would quickly forget the offer ever happened. Maybe I could even convince Jeff to lie to Terri and say that it was him on the phone, just so she wouldn’t feel like she actually missed some sort of opportunity.

I got my suit out and spent the next hour getting every little crease out of it. Then I slipped into bed, exhausted from a long day of meeting up with the relatives who flew in from other countries. As I started to close my eyes, I was excited about the fast-approaching wedding. Then, that guilt suddenly caught back up to me. What if Terri was actually disappointed? What if getting that money was more important to her than having a dream wedding?


CHAPTER 2
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It’s not like our wedding was really her dream wedding. She always wanted to get married on the beach, but the cost to fly out to a beach destination was just out of our budget. She wanted to invite five-hundred people, but there was no way we could afford to feed that many people, so we only invited sixty. Her dream dress was fifteen-thousand dollars, so she picked up a different one for fifteen-hundred. Her dream caterer gave us a quote for twenty-thousand; we opted for the cheaper option, which was a quarter the price.

So no, it wasn’t really her dream wedding, but that didn’t mean it was worth ruining completely. It was still supposed to be a fountain of happy memories, and not a source of dread and humiliation. Terri would like the hall we rented just fine—maybe it would even be better, because we wouldn’t be bogged down by the stress of knowing we paid a fortune to rent a beach destination. And the budget caterer’s food was honestly pretty good (maybe not quite as amazing, but after a few drinks, who could tell the difference?).

It was 4:00 AM when a series of thuds woke me up. I’d hardly been asleep for two hours. “Terri?” I called out, hearing footsteps in our rental basement suite. Had she forgotten something? Was she here to pick it up before I woke up and saw her? No—there were multiple people in the house. I could hear at least three different sets of footsteps, moving through our living room. Maybe she sent her friends to find some missing shoes or something…

Or maybe we were being robbed.

I jumped out of the bed, completely naked. I grabbed a pair of boxers and wriggled into them quickly before snatching the baseball bat that we kept under the bed. “Who’s there?!” I called out, creeping up to the bedroom door. My heart was racing. My hands were shaking. I thought for a moment that I was dreaming, and then I heard another thud, making my heart skip a beat. “I said, who’s there!?”

And then the bedroom door opened. I jumped back, ready to swing that bat. I yelled when I saw a stranger standing in my doorway. She was wearing jeans and a sweater, with a Bluetooth headset on her head, complete with microphone. “Groom’s up,” she said.

“Who are you?” I asked, seeing the crew of people behind her.

“We’re with the production. Key makeup is getting set up. She should be ready in about ten minutes. Hold on just a minute.” The woman grabbed her little microphone and turned away from me. “Giana to makeup. Yep. Hey. So, Kevin’s beard. What are we doing with that? What’s the plan there?”

I scanned the room and saw at least twelve different people fluttering around in my place. Who let them in? What were they doing there? What production were they talking about?

Then I spotted the orange T-shirt of one crew member: Win Big Productions. “No,” I said. “I told Ben that we weren’t doing this. You can all leave. This isn’t happening.”

“That’s not what we were told last night,” said Giana, the woman with the headset.

“Well, there’s been some sort of communication breakdown,” I said. “I’m not dressing up like a woman for my own wedding.”

“Giana to Michael. Come in, Michael,” Giana said, turning away from me. “Yeah. Hey. Groom says he never agreed to the show. He’s refusing makeup. I don’t know, that’s just what he said. Okay, well I can tell him.” She turned back to me. “We got the greenlight from Terri.”

“What!?” I said. “No—I need to call Terri. This is crazy. There’s no way I’m doing this.”

“Kevin!” shouted a male voice from across the room. Then, a man in a black suit with slick black hair came towards me, wearing a charming smile, perked up with perfect posture. “Kevin, my man,” he said. “My name’s Julio Corning. I’m a producer for Win Big with Ben Buckley. Nice to meet you. How are you doing this morning?”

“Terrible,” I said. “I told Ben on the phone that we weren’t doing this.”

“Well, let’s chat for a minute, okay? Just try to calm down and let’s chat. I spoke to Terri this morning. She really doesn’t want to talk to you until the ceremony. You know it’s bad luck to talk to the bride before the wedding, right?”

“I know, but I’m not doing this. I made it very clear.”

“Terri called us late last night and she told us that the two of you wanted to go through with it,” said Julio with his proud smile. “I’m guessing you two weren’t quite on the same page, but maybe I can help to get you on the same page. We’re working with the biggest budget we’ve ever had right now. This is going to be our biggest episode yet. Wave to the camera, Kevin.” He pointed at a cameraman, who I hadn’t even noticed until that very moment. I turned my face away and covered my chest with my arms. My apartment was suddenly feeling very cold.

A light went on, blinding me, but Julio didn’t even seem to notice as he stood with that smug smile on his face. “Your fiancé did ask me to pass a message along to you, Kevin.” He handed me a slip of paper. I unfolded it, and it was in her handwriting.

‘Kevin, I hope you aren’t mad. I thought a lot about Ben’s offer and I think we should do it. I think we could pull it off. The money would change our lives.’

“I don’t understand why she didn’t call me,” I said.

“Let’s try not to get too worked up. It’s your wedding day,” Julio smiled. “Try to relax. Let our team do their magic. Then, all you have to do is step out onto the altar, let your fiancé slip a ring on your finger, and you’ll be a very wealthy man.”

That cameraman moved in closer. The gleam of his lens filled me with a tingling frustration. I was tempted to lash out at him, to push him back. I hated that my privacy had been stripped away from me. I hated that I’d been pulled out of bed on the one night that I actually needed to get some rest.

I scanned the room again. There were lights going up everywhere. A huge makeup station was being erected. And there was Terri’s wedding dress: hanging on a rack. I hadn’t seen it before, and I don’t think I was supposed to be seeing it now.

Is this really what Terri wanted?
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Iwent along with it begrudgingly. There were many moments that I was tempted to message Terri, to tell her what I thought about her agreeing to this behind my back, after explicitly saying that I did not want to do it.

But I kept thinking about that guilt that kept me up so late into the night. I didn’t want to let her down.

And I had to keep thinking about that money. One hundred thousand dollars would truly go a long way. It was more than a down payment on a very nice house, beyond what we were planning on getting in ten years. And Terri was right: with the way the market and the economy were going, in ten years, our savings probably wouldn’t amount to much.

So was it worth sacrificing our wedding? Could we endure a little bit of humiliation for some cash? Well, it wasn’t going to be very humiliating for her. Girls can dress up like guys and nobody really cares. But when guys dress up like girls, it’s a different story. I already had to go through an awkward few years after I moved out of my parents’ house, and my parents were convinced that my roommate was actually my gay partner. I’m not sure why my parents were so convinced that I was gay; maybe it was because I listened to so much Neil Diamond when I was a teenager, or maybe it was my strange obsession with Tom Cruise (I had three different Tom Cruise in Top Gun posters in my childhood bedroom). Then there was the month that I got really into Tom Jones.

And it didn’t help that Cory was gay (though I didn’t know it until years later). I just thought that he had a funny voice. We’d been friends since we were little and we always talked about getting a place together after high-school: a place where we could throw parties and play tons of video games without worrying about what our parents thought…

Okay, so maybe I could see why my parents thought I might be gay. But I wasn’t gay, and it seemed like it took years to convince them that I was ‘normal’. Now they were going to see me getting married while wearing a wedding dress… I was already groaning at the embarrassment that hadn’t happened yet.

The production team had me shave my own beard. I really liked that beard. I’d been perfecting it over years, and it was one of the few features that I had that gave me an inkling of manliness. Without it, I was always getting IDed at liquor stores and bars. Old ladies were always telling me that I had ‘such a precious baby face’, as if that was some sort of compliment.

Julio, the show’s producer (or maybe one of many) stood in the bathroom with me while I shaved, annoying talking into his headset the whole time to the rest of the production, constantly updating them with an ‘ETA’ as to when the shaving would be done. And then they decided that I didn’t do a good enough job with the shave. They sat me down and got out a frighteningly sharp razor, leaned my head back, and spent five minutes making my skin smooth like butter.

My apartment was a noisy whirlwind—so noisy that one of our neighbors came by and pounded on the door. “It’s 4:30 in the fucking morning!” he shouted. “What the fuck is going on over here?!” I hid my face so he wouldn’t see me as the makeup girls (there were two of them) prepared their supplies next to me. I don’t think he spotted me before Julio closed the door on him. “Don’t mind that guy,” he said to the crew. “We have permits.”

“Sit still, Kevin,” said one of the makeup girls. And then suddenly, they were smearing cream on my face. It smelled a bit like cucumbers. “Close your eyes.”

The two girls worked simultaneously: one girl working on my eyes, the other working on the rest of my face. It was a weird feeling, all of those brushes and fingers touching my face. Every time I made the slightest move—even taking a breath in too quickly—they would scold me. “Sit still or we’ll have to start from the beginning!”

“Wedding is in five hours,” Julio announced. “Please tell me we’re on track.”

“Makeup will be done in thirty minutes,” said one makeup girl. She had a remarkably young voice.

“Lady coach has been in the green room for thirty minutes already. Let’s not keep her waiting, alright? I want hair ready ASAP.”

“Buckley’s on site!” shouted a male voice from the hallway.

“Okay, everyone! Act together. Cameras, let’s make sure we’re all rolling. I want three angles. Let’s get costumes on that dress. I don’t care if the dress is ready, just pretend to be steaming it or something.”

My heart raced faster. Twelve hours earlier, I thought that I was about to have a normal wedding with the love of my life. Now, it had turned into some sort of freak wedding. I was dreading the ceremony, and I was dreading the reception too. Maybe they would let me change back into my normal clothes for the reception, but then I would still have to face all of my friends and family members. I would have to explain to them all that we only did it for money. And I’m sure there were going to be a few people who would jump on the assumption that Terri and I were into some weird stuff.

“Good morning, everybody!” Ben announced with a lively voice from the front door. “It’s a beautiful morning—a great day for a wedding. My name is Ben Buckley, and I’m the host of Win Big with Ben Buckley. Do you hear wedding bells? Love is in the air, and today, a young couple has agreed to one of our most daring dares yet—and a chance to win the biggest prize we’ve ever given away: one-hundred thousand dollars.”

“Cut!” a man yelled. “Sorry, Ben. Can we retake that? A-Camera’s got something on the lens.”

“Let’s get our act together!” Julio shouted. “Lock it up! We’re going for another take!”

The room became silent, and then Ben burst into the room again. “It’s a beautiful morning—a great day for a wedding. My name is Ben Buckley, and I’m the host of Win Big with Ben Buckley. Do you hear wedding bells? Love is in the air, and today, a young couple has agreed to one of our most daring dares yet—and a chance to win the biggest prize we’ve ever given away: one-hundred thousand dollars.

“Today’s contestants are from the beautiful city of St. Anne. They met eight years ago, when they were hardly out of high-school. A couple of college kids, love at first sight. Two years ago, Kevin finally popped the question and Terri said ‘I do’ to the man of her dreams.”

“Keep your eyes closed, please,” the makeup artist whispered when I tried to see what was happening in my apartment. The lights were blinding.

“Kevin and Terri are a normal couple, but their wedding is going to be far from normal. Last night, I made a phone call. Check it out!”

“Okay, cut!” called the director. “Cameras happy with that take?”

“I need to talk to Ben,” I said.

“You need to just sit still. We’re behind schedule,” the makeup artist said.

“Let me talk to Ben, damnit!” I said, forcing myself up from the chair. I winced as the bright lights flared in my eyes. “Ben?” I called out.

“Do I hear Kevin?” Ben asked with that smile in his voice.

“Let’s roll cameras. I want this interaction filmed!” Julio shouted.

“I don’t want it filmed,” I said. “I just want to talk to Ben privately for a minute.” But there was no privacy. They were determined to film everything. Three cameras swarmed us.

“Kevin, you have beautiful eyes. Are those your real lashes or did the girls glue those on?” Ben asked with a big smirk. I must admit that I felt a sudden wave of overwhelming awkwardness. I’d never been so close to a famous person before. He was so recognizable—and much taller than I thought he would be. I suddenly forgot what I was going to say. It took a moment of stuttering to remember that I wanted to chew him out for ruining my wedding.

“What did you say to Terri?” I growled. “You can’t just go around taking advantage of less-fortunate people like this.”

“Taking advantage? Kevin! Please! I’m being very generous. This is a chance for you to make a lot of money.”

“You’re buying our humiliation,” I said. “And I never agreed to any of this. The only reason I’m doing this is because you corrupted my fiancé with your big bank account. You’ve ruined our wedding.”

“Kevin, Kevin, Kevin. Please just calm down. Your wedding isn’t ruined. I’ve just helped to make it… more memorable. It’s just the ceremony. Who cares about the ceremony? By the time the reception rolls around, everything will be back to normal, and maybe you and your wife will be able to buy that house you’ve always wanted next week.”

“She told you about that!?” I said.

“Please try to relax, Kevin. A bit of drama makes for good TV, but too much drama is just a pain for the crew. We have some of the best makeup artists in the world here. They’re going to make you look just like Terri. As long as you stay in character, you’ll have a real chance of making some big money. I believe in you, Kevin, but if you’re going to pull this off, you need to believe in yourself.”

There were a number of aggressive words I wanted to spew out in that moment, but I bit my tongue. I wanted to make my fiancé happy, and this seemed to be what she wanted. “Let’s get you back to makeup so we don’t fall too far behind schedule. Once you’re all dolled up, we’ll have you sit for an hour with a feminine mannerisms coach. She’ll help you to really blossom as a beautiful bride.”

I groaned.

“And please, Kevin. Try to relax. It’s your wedding day! And you’re the bride! This is your day!” He snickered, and I’d never been more tempted to punch a man in the face before in my life.

“We’re ready to roll the next segment!” shouted Julio. Now, Julio had a frustrated look on his face. “Can we move this along, please?”

Ben smiled at me and then stepped back, into the light, in front of the cameras. “So the task seems simple enough! Kevin has to convince his friends and family members that he’s actually Terri, and Terri has to convince everyone that she’s Kevin. With the help of our top-of-the-industry makeup specialists, it should be a breeze, right? Well, that’s mostly up to Kevin. Can he stay in that persona through the whole ceremony? Or will the pressure of his extremely-conservative parents made him crack?”

I felt the color draining from my face. How did Ben know about my parents?

My father was the president of the local firing range, and he was one of the top donors to our local conservative campaigns. He would grab the TV remote violently and change the channel every time there was a rainbow on the screen, even if the rainbow didn’t have anything to do with the gay community. He stormed into my third-grade classroom on the first day of sex ed and dragged me out, red in the face, and I had to spend a week in my room because I failed to tell him that sex-ed week was coming up.

And when my parents wrongly suspected that I was gay, my father hardly spoke with me. He would look at me as if I was some sort of broken inconvenience. I was desperate to find a girlfriend, just to prove to him that there was nothing wrong with me, but it was hard to find a girlfriend between my small frame and my lack of confidence (which was mostly caused by my small frame).

Then there was my mother, who wasn’t much better, though she insisted that she loved me whether I was straight or gay. She awkwardly went down to a funeral at the local cemetery after a gay man died of AIDs. She handed out church fliers, which had a link to a website that gave advice on how to stop being gay. She claimed she didn’t know about the link, but it was embarrassing nonetheless when pictures were posted of her handing out the slips online.

Yes, my parents were conservative, traditionalist, straight-edge Christians. They weren’t the kind of people to get a laugh out of the sight of their son in a wedding dress. And they weren’t blind either (well, my dad now wore glasses, but they knew what I looked like and they knew what Terri looked like).

“Okay, makeup’s done!” said the makeup artist.

“Hair’s ready!” shouted a chubby blonde girl holding a wig. She rushed in and then shoved that wig onto my head. A moment later, three sets of hands were messing with that blonde hair, which was styled to look exactly like Terri’s hair.

They weren’t offering me a mirror, so I could only assume that I looked like a complete dunce. I could just see my nose, which looked a bit weird because they brushed some shadow on the sides and highlights on the tip.

The big fake eyelashes were weighing my eyelids down. Terri wore fake eyelashes; how did she live with these? They were remarkably uncomfortable! Every time I would blink, my eyes would try to remain closed, weighed down by those thick lashes.

“How does that look?” asked one hair girl.

“I think she looks pretty cute.”

“He,” I grunted.

But they ignored me. “Pass, or no?” she asked her partner.

“Remember she’ll have the veil on.”

“Right!”

They were treating me like I was a mannequin.

“Though maybe you girls can take her jawline in a touch,” said one hair girl to the makeup team. They had a picture of my wife and they were holding it up next to my face. “And a bit more of that highlight above the brow.”

“On it.”

More brushes came at me without warning. I sneezed when the makeup dust went up my nostrils.

“Earrings,” said one girl, pointing her finger into the air.

“We’ll put them in after the dress goes on. First, we need to do her nails.”

“His nails,” I clarified, but they still weren’t listening to me. They fetched a nude polish and got to work on my feet.

“I’ll start the shave,” said another girl.

“I already shaved,” I said, but they continued ignoring me. The girl rushed away and then came back with a whole bag of disposable razors. She rubbed an oily substance up my legs and quickly started shaving.

“Hey!” I snapped, tempted to pull my leg back, but worried I would end up getting cut. “Can’t I just wear some big socks?”

They kept ignoring me and started talking about what happened on the most recent episode of The Bachelor. I groaned as another girl took my left hand and started working on my fingernails: filing, working the cuticles, brushing on the polish, and so on.

But the most awkward moment was when one of the makeup girls came up with an airbrushing machine and a stencil that was an exact replica of my fiancé’s wrist tattoo. They had me hold still as they painted the tattoo on me, and then they slipped my fiancé’s ring onto my finger.

“Why does that fit?” I asked.

“We had it resized last night,” she said, proving that she could indeed hear me when I spoke. Then they went back to talking about their TV show.

“The transformation is well underway!” Ben announced from across the room—and I thought he’d left long ago. “We’re an hour into Kevin’s major gender transformation. Now he’s really starting to look like Terri. If you ask me, the resemblance is uncanny.” The camera crew swarmed, and Ben came in with them. “Kevin, has anyone ever asked you if you’re related to Terri?”

I stared at him for a long moment, biting down on the edge of my tongue. “It’s never come up,” I lied.

“You’re both very beautiful,” he said with a laugh. There were a few little snickers in the room, which I fully resented. Then Ben turned to the main camera. “We’re just minutes away from dress time. Once Kevin puts on his fiancé’s wedding dress, his physical transformation will be complete, and then begins the mental transformation that will be necessary to fool a room filled with Terri’s closest friends and relatives. Will Kevin succeed in tricking his entire wedding into thinking he’s actually his wife, or will his stubborn resistance be the kink in his armor?”

“It’s not resistance. I just think this whole thing is stupid,” I said, even though I was pretty sure I wasn’t supposed to chime in. “Nobody’s going to believe this. My friends aren’t blind. My parents will know within seconds.”

Ben just grinned. Then he turned to the cameras. “Kevin still hasn’t seen himself since waking up this morning. He’s completely oblivious to how he looks right now. I think it’s the right time to reveal his transformation to him, and we’ll see if that changes his tune.”

I rolled my eyes as a crew of production staff rolled a big mirror into my apartment. They were quick to spark lights, turning the far side of my living room into a set. Ben helped me up to my feet, holding my hand as if I was some sort of princess. I quickly pulled my hand away from him, and nearly scolded him as I followed him in my boxers to that big mirror.

“Take a look, Kevin,” he said.

I was still rolling my eyes when I stepped in front of the mirror.

And then I froze when I saw my wife staring back at me. I quickly reached up for my face, expecting the reflection to remain still, because I was sure that it wasn’t actually my reflection but a TV screen instead. But Terri did everything I did, because that wasn’t Terri—it was me.
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So maybe I needed to give that makeup crew a bit of credit. I’m not sure how they did it without using a mask or any prosthetic pieces. Using only makeup, they made me look exactly like my fiancé. Well, maybe not exactly. They did their best to make our features match. My cheekbones were a bit higher and my nose was a bit bigger, but those were very small details, and I had to look pretty close to really notice the differences.

I let out a gasp. I tried to control my reaction, but the reflection was just too shocking. I was giving those cameras exactly what they wanted—and exactly what I didn’t want to give them: satisfaction.

They even managed to nail that thick-eyeliner look that Terri was always wearing, with the cat-eye flicks that pointed down slightly. I carefully touched my lips, trying to figure out how they made them so plump. I always thought that I had thin, lifeless lips, but these were far from lifeless.

“I think he’s impressed!” Ben laughed as he turned to the camera. “And we’re just getting started. In a few hours, Kevin will be walking down the aisle to marry his long-time fiancé, Terri. Speaking of Terri, let’s go check in with her.”

“And cut,” said the director. “We got the shot. Let’s move on.”

“Mr. Buckley, the car’s waiting for you downstairs,” said an eager, nervous PA, who also handed him a coffee and a donut.

Ben didn’t say goodbye before leaving. He had more work to do on the other end of town. Now, I was being left alone with a stomach filled with dread and anxiety, surrounded by strangers who were determined to make my wedding day as humiliating as possible.

I couldn’t help but imagine Terri over at her friend’s house, where she stayed the night. I could picture her with all of her bridesmaids, sipping a morning cocktail, giggling as if this was all so quirky and funny. There was no way that Terri fully realized just how embarrassing this was; there was no way she could grasp that being gender-swapped as a man was so much worse than being gender-swapped as a woman. When a woman dresses like a man, it’s just quirky fashion. When a man dresses like a woman, he’s gay, he’s deranged, he’s transitioning. Maybe you could argue that some guys do it for a laugh, but this makeup job was just too good. I looked too pretty to pass this off as a joke.

But for the first time that morning (and it had been a long morning), I felt something like a glimmer of hope. I thought about that big payout—one-hundred thousand dollars—and it actually seemed like a real possibility. I looked enough like Terri that people might just fall for it. But could they make Terri look like me? She was lucky: half of her face would be covered by a beard.

I kept reaching up to touch my face. “Please stop touching your face, Kevin,” said the makeup artist. But it wasn’t easy, especially when that mirror was in front of me, showing me an impossible reflection.

The more I looked at myself, the less I saw my wife. I mean—sure, I looked a lot like my wife (so much so that it was a bit scary), but I also looked different, like another woman, like my own woman. I shuddered at the thought that I was seeing what I would look like if I’d been born a woman, and then a dread crept in as I wondered if it was normal for a man to be able to look so convincing as a woman. Terri watched those drag queen shows from time to time, and those ‘men’ never really looked like women. It was always obvious that they were just men wearing tons of makeup.

But that’s now how I looked.

The costume girl came in with some lacy white lingerie. “Please take off your boxers,” she said in a strangely robotic tone.

“What? Why?” I said.

“Please, Kevin,” she sighed. “We’re so far behind schedule. Nobody cares if they see you naked. We see it every day. Please just be quick.”

There was a strange pressure on me to get the day back on track, though I’m not sure why it was all on me; this wasn’t my idea. It wasn’t even something I wanted to be doing. I was playing along with their game and that should have been enough for them. They should have been bowing to me and kissing my feet, but instead they were treating me like a nuisance.

“Just give me the thing and I’ll change in the bathroom,” I said.

“Your bathroom is the green room,” Julio said from across the room. He was on his phone, dealing with his email inbox.

“Kevin, please! None of us want to be here longer than we have to,” the costume girl said, thrusting that lingerie into my hands.

My fiancé was the only woman who had seen me naked in the past decade. But the pressure was intense now, with all of the girls staring at me, so I closed my eyes and shimmied down my boxers. I turned my back to them and awkwardly stepped into the lingerie. “I don’t even get why I have to wear this,” I grunted. “It’s not like I’m going to be taking the dress off at the altar.”

But they didn’t care. They wanted me in the full attire. At this point, I just wanted this day to be over with. I wanted my wedding to be finished so I didn’t have to think about it anymore. Ben Buckley and his crew had succeeded in ruining my wedding.

The lingerie was tight, but soft and curiously comfortable. It held everything in place better than my boxers, so in a way I was relieved. Terri’s dress looked tight (much tighter than I was expecting) and I didn’t want to have an embarrassing bulge as I stood in front of my future in-laws.

I knew that they all saw my cock, but they didn’t seem to care. This was just business to them. They didn’t even seem to care when they saw me with those pads pushed into the lingerie top, giving me a bust—and then the pads they pushed down my hips to give me Terri’s curves. Suddenly, I looked a lot more like a woman, and I already thought that I was frighteningly convincing.

Now, I was trying to avoid looking in the mirror. I didn’t like seeing myself like that. I didn’t like knowing that such a feminine appearance was possible. It shouldn’t have been possible. It just wasn’t right.

I had my back to the door when I heard it open. I didn’t bother looking back because the door had been opening and closing all morning as crew members came and went. I’d become numb to the thought of strangers seeing me like that, though still absolutely dreading the thought of being seen by my parents and friends (and my uncle, who was currently running for mayor as the town’s conservative candidate).

Then, I heard giggling. It wasn’t just one girl giggling, it was three. “I actually thought that was Terri for a minute!” one of them said, and I recognized that voice. I suddenly became lightheaded. I suddenly wanted to faint, though the urge to vomit was possibly even stronger. I was terrified to look back and see them.

My future wife’s best friends were now in the room with me: Terri’s bridesmaids.
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Mimi was Terri’s maid of honor, though I suppose she was now my maid of honor. She had thick, curly blonde hair and rosy cheeks. Now, she was staring at me with her hand over her lips, so I wouldn’t see her giggling. Georgia and Mila were behind her, doing the same exact thing.

“Laugh it up,” I grunted. “I’m glad your amused.”

“You’re so cute!” Mila burst out. “I can’t believe how cute you are!” And it wouldn’t have been so horrible had it not been clear that she was being genuine. She was actually trying to compliment me. I turned my face away, trying to hide the red humiliation that was seeping into my cheeks.

“Ooh, look at her nails,” Georgia said, rushing up to me and grabbing my hand. Her long black hair touched my wrist as she bent down to admire the polish on my fingernails. “Cute!” Unlike Mila, Georgia was actually just trying to tease me. She was trying hard not to laugh as she rubbed the salt into my sounds.

“Get it out of your system,” I said. “In a few hours, we might be a hundred grand richer. Then you won’t be laughing so much.”

“If you want a hundred grand, just start an OnlyFans account,” Georgia grinned. “Looking like that, it wouldn’t take you long to make that kind of cash!”

I growled under my breath. This was just a taste of what kind of day I had ahead of me: a day of torture and humiliation. At least it seemed like we were getting some of that humiliation out of the way before the ceremony. At this rate, I was going to be fully numb by the time I walked down the aisle to meet my ‘groom’.

“Why are you here?” I asked.

“It’s customary to help the bride get ready for the wedding,” said Mimi with a proud smile on her face. And then I noticed a fourth woman standing in the room with us. I didn’t recognize her, though my first thought was that she was Terri’s childhood friend, Kristal. I’d never met Kristal but Terri talked about her all the time. Apparently, she moved to Australia when they were young and they only ever kept in touch online.

“Make some room please,” the woman said, and I thought it sounded like she had a bit of an Australian accent. She squeezed between Mila and Georgia and then she looked down at me. She stared at me for a long moment, narrowing her gaze, examining me, making me feel even more self-conscious than I knew possible.

“What?” I said softly. I hated how intimidated this woman was making me feel.

“Sit upright,” she said. “Stop slouching.”

I don’t know why, but I followed her command. She had a commanding presence. She spoke in an authoritative tone. Even Georgia and Mila both perked up. And it’s not like her authority came from seniority; she must have been the youngest woman in that room, no older than twenty-two. But there was an intensity about her that just freaked me out.

“Who are you?” I asked.

“Softer voice,” she said. “Try it again.”

I felt a tension surging through my muscles. I followed her order and tried the line again. “Who are you?” I asked with a soft voice. It was embarrassing talking like a girl in front of Terri’s friends, but I was still doing it, now for reasons that I couldn’t quite figure out.

“Better,” she said, still examining me. She hadn’t taken her eyes off of me. I’m not even sure that she’d blinked. Then she looked down at my feet. “Don’t sit like that. Cross your legs. Thigh over thigh. And point your dangling toe. Don’t just let it hang limp like that.”

My heart was racing. I felt like I was back in Bible Camp, being screamed at by nuns. But this woman’s energy was more intense than ten nuns. Georgia, Mila, and Mimi backed away, afraid to get in her way.

“My name is Trinity and I’m going to be your femme coach today,” she said. “I will be with you until your wedding ceremony. It’s my job to get you acting and sounding like a proper woman before you walk the aisle. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Softer,” she scolded. “And raise your pitch just slightly—just slightly.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, a bit softer, a bit quieter, and a bit higher. It felt weird. I was expecting the other girls to laugh at me, but they were straight-faced, afraid to get on Trinity’s bad side.

“Straighten your back. Why aren’t you in heels yet? You shouldn’t wait until the ceremony to put your heels on. Have you ever worn heels before?”

I shook my head. Georgia rushed to fetch the box of white, sparkly heels. She dropped to her knees and put them on my feet for me. I have to admit that I felt a bit like a princess in that moment, especially when the hair girls came back in to finish styling my wig for me, and one of the makeup girls came in with a bottle of perfume.

“So, Terri,” said Mimi, trying the name out on me. “Are you excited to marry the man of your dreams.” She had a big smirk on her face. I couldn’t quite tell if she was teasing me or if she was helping me to get into character.

I decided not to answer her, assuming it was just a tease, but Trinity was quick to bark at me. “Answer your maid of honor!”

I cleared my throat. “Yes, I’m excited,” I said.

“I just think you guys are the cutest couple,” Mila said. “He’d a bit short for my taste, but he’s perfect for you.”

I scolded her. “He’s not that short,” I said, trying to stay in character so Trinity wouldn’t snap again.

“He’s pretty short,” Georgia grinned.

“Well I like him the way he is!” I said.

The girls giggled, then Trinity scolded them and they all turned quiet. “Why aren’t you in your bridesmaid dresses?” Trinity asked.

The girls all rushed over to a wardrobe bag, unzipped it, and pulled out their pink dresses. I was shocked when they all started undressing in front of me, as if I wasn’t even there—or as if I was actually Terri. It almost seemed like they’d forgotten that I was actually a man, just from being around me for ten minutes as a woman.

Mila wasn’t even wearing a bra. I looked away quickly after seeing her perky tits. I felt my face turning red. I didn’t want them telling Terri that I saw them all naked.

Georgia was wearing a tiny thong that didn’t even cover her whole pussy. It was pushed aside, tucked between her thigh and her plump pussy lip, so I got a quick glimpse of her clit and her taco. She stepped into her tight pink dress and pulled it up, shimmying it up her slightly-chubby body.

She looked back at me suddenly and I looked away fast. “Were you looking at my ass?” she asked me.

“No,” I said. “I’m trying to look away.”

“No, you were checking out my ass!” she gasped.

“No, I wasn’t!”

“Girl voice!” Trinity snapped.

It was awkward arguing with Georgia in a girl voice. “I didn’t look at your ass. I just had my head turned in that direction. Why are you even changing in front of me?”

“Because I didn’t think you were a perv. I’m totally telling Terri.”

“Don’t tell Terri!” I said.

“You are Terri!” Trinity said.

And now I was starting to get a headache. This was all just too much for me. This day had been non-stop to a level that was beyond the normal wedding-day non-stop. The bridesmaids weren’t making things any better, and this femme coach was certainly piling more stress onto my shoulders.

The girls at least looked good in their bridesmaid dresses. The dresses were low cut, showing off their cleavage. That distraction was going to be extra-helpful during the ceremony. All of the men would be staring at their tits—Georgia in particular, with her big perky melons, bursting out from that little dress, which was probably a size too small for her plump body.

I knew that she was going to make for a good distraction because she was currently making a good distraction. I kept letting my gaze drift over to those big round knockers. Her hard nipples were pushing fiercely against the soft fabric of that dress, making distinguishable lumps that were toxic for the male brain. I may have looked and smelled and sounded like a woman in that moment, but the brain in my head was still strongly male. I was quick to look away whenever she looked over at me, but I probably should have been doing a better job of controlling myself, because it wasn’t long before Mimi caught me.

“Are you staring at Georgia’s boobs!?” she gasped.

“What?” I said, looking away quickly. “No. I—I was just wondering if her dress is… maybe too tight.”

“I thought I looked good!” Georgia gasped, looking down at herself. She did look good, but she probably looked too good for a wedding that wasn’t her own wedding.

I cleared my throat and looked around the room, desperate to change the topic. “Should I get into that wedding dress now?”

The girls all perked up. “Ooh! Yes! Let’s get you into your dress.”

But Mimi noticed my hand between my legs. “Why are you covering yourself like that?” she asked.

“Like what? This is just how I’m sitting.”

“Move your hand,” she said.

“No.”

She walked over and grabbed my arm, pulling it back, exposing my erection.

Yes: staring at Georgia’s plump tits made me hard. I couldn’t help it. Terri and I hadn’t had sex in a while. The stress from the wedding had been weighing us both down—primarily the financial stress, but also the fact that our wedding planner dropped us just three weeks before the wedding, saying that she had a chance to go on a dream trip and she didn’t want to miss out. Terri was so busy with work and planning the wedding that she was hardly home, and when she was home, she was tired. I was trying hard not to masturbate because I thought abstaining from masturbation might make me a better husband (that’s what I was told anyway). So I had a lot of pent-up horniness. And Georgia just happened to be the type of girl that I usually looked for when I went onto those porn sites (which I hadn’t visited in a long time).

She was a bit plump, with big breasts, and a round, cute face. Her dark hair reminded me of the girls I went for in high-school: those hot emo chicks that were everywhere in that decade…

But it’s not like I ever fantasized about being with Georgia. She was my type physically, but our personalities didn’t match. When I first started dating Terri, Georgia and I had an awkward moment at a party. We were both drunk, Terri was passed out, and Georgia made a move on me. She shared a very short kiss—not even two whole seconds—and then we both just pulled away, knowing that it wasn’t a good idea or a good fit. We never told Terri about the kiss because it just seemed inconsequential, though I did sometimes wonder if the sex would have been good.

And those same ponderings were coming at me now in my state of horniness, seeing her in that tight dress, breasts bulging, skirt hiked up and hardly covering her ass.

“Get it together!” Mimi hushed. “Or we’re not going to let you marry our best friend.”

“I’m together just fine,” I said, covering my dick again. “What do you expect when you change in front of a man? It’s just biology.”

“Girl voice!” Trinity snapped, and the room became quiet again as we all perked up into that feminine posture, worried we were going to disappoint the femme coach.

Then, Mila came forward with the wedding dress. She had a beaming smile on her face. “You’re going to look like a princess!” she said, bouncing with excitement.


CHAPTER 6
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Idid kind of look like a princess, especially once the veiled tiara was on my head. The girls all bounced up and down with excitement, clasping their hands together, ogling me, and even taking pictures of me. “You better not be posting those,” I said.

“Why not? You look just like Terri,” Georgia said before posting one of the photos to her Instagram story. “If anything, it helps your cause.”

I pulled out my own phone to look at her Instagram feed, and saw that she’d posted many photos with me in them. I groaned, but luckily, I really did look like Terri. The femme coach snapped her fingers to get my attention, and then she showed me how to properly hold a cellphone as a girl. I didn’t realize there was a difference. And I have to say that stretching out my fingers constantly was somewhat exhausting.

Then she showed me how to properly brush my hair with my fingertips when I needed my bangs away from my eyes. She showed me how to properly adjust my dress, to look feminine at all times. I was pretty sure she was going overboard. I don’t even think Terri looked this feminine when she went about her day-to-day life, but this coach seemed to think these were important details, so I followed along.

It was starting to seem like the worst part of the day was behind me. Ben came back with his camera team and they filmed a new segment. “Kevin’s transformation is complete!” he said to the camera. “After four hours with the industry’s top makeup artists, Kevin has become his bride-to-be, Terri. The similarities are astounding. But the question still remains: will Kevin be able to stay in character through the ceremony, and will his ultra-conservative parents fall for the trick? Can Kevin and Terri trick a room filled with their closest friends and relatives to win big?”

They pulled me aside and made me do an interview, asking me questions about the process. The director constantly asked me how I was feeling. The femme coach sat next to me, off-camera, prodding me whenever I slipped my posture or my voice.

But there was now champagne in my hand and I was happy to be pouring it back. After two glasses, some of the edge was off. The liquor was working twice as strong because I hadn’t had a bite of breakfast, and because I was running off of no sleep. I even caught myself giggling along with the bridesmaids a few times when they cracked their girly jokes—most of which I didn’t get, because they were referencing Real Housewives or Kardashians or some other reality show that Terri only watched when I was out of the house.

The fun came to a quick stop when the photographer showed up. This wasn’t the production’s photographer—this was the photographer that Terri and I hired two weeks earlier. She looked around with a surprised look on her face, her camera bag at her side. “Wow,” she said. “I didn’t know that you guys hired a video crew. This is quite the production.”

I looked over at Julio, who had a wide-eyed look, like he wasn’t sure what to do. It was obvious that the photographer wasn’t let in on the rouse. She turned and looked into my eyes and smiled. “Terri, you look so beautiful! Sorry I’m a few minutes late. I was on my way to the original location when I got your message about the location change. Sorry about that. Still lots of time to take photos though. Are you making a documentary of your wedding? There are so many people here!”

The room was silent. Did I have to convince this woman that I was actually Terri if I wanted that money? I looked over at the bridesmaids, and they all had pale, nervous faces, except for Georgia. She was already drunk and giggling. But even Trinity looked tense and uncertain.

“Just a big video crew, I guess,” I said softly.

“Well try not to mind me. These shots will all be candid. In about thirty minutes, we’ll do some shots of you and your bridesmaids. You really do look beautiful, by the way. I love that dress. And your makeup is just stunning.”

I forced a smile and tried to nod my head, but I was frozen with terror: another sample of what was to come. If this is how I was in front of an oblivious stranger, how was I going to be in front of all of my friends and family members?

It wasn’t even five minutes later when I heard her camera snapping off shots. Each shot made my skin tingle. Could she really not tell that I wasn’t Terri? We sat with her for two hours discussing our wedding—maybe that wasn’t quite long enough for her to really get to know what Terri looked like… or maybe I really did look like Terri.

“Oh, I love those shoes,” she said. “And your manicure is so adorable. You just look so beautiful.”

Georgia giggled again, but luckily, she was playing along. Everyone was now playing along. Julio even rushed to the door whenever a new crew member arrived, whispering in their ear, telling them to pretend to be part of the wedding videography crew.

Now, I couldn’t slip. I had to stay on top of my game, and not just because Trinity was sitting there, watching me like a starving eagle. I took a series of slow, controlled breaths. Time was moving extra slow as the ceremony approached, one second at a time. I was happy to drink a third glass of champagne, but starting to worry that I was going to slip. The booze was making me a tiny bit dizzy and I still had to practice walking in those heels (which was now going to be harder with that photographer there).

It almost seemed like the number of people in that room had doubled, and now, they were all watching me closely, waiting for me to make the slightest slip so that they could run to Ben Buckley and say that I failed the challenge. Then, Terri would hate me forever, thinking that I ruined her chance at having a decent life. I couldn’t let that happen. I’d come too far and suffered through too much humiliation.

“Wedding in forty minutes!” the director called out. “We need to get Terri to the venue now.”

The bridesmaids jumped to their feet. Mimi helped me up. I wobbled slightly, still a bit uncomfortable in those heels. “You’ve got this, girly,” she whispered in my ear. And I hardly even noticed that she called me a girl; I was just happy to have a bit of emotional support in that tense moment.

Those morning hours went by so painfully slowly, and now everything was going by so quickly. I could hardly catch my breath as they whisked me away, taking me down the hallway of my own apartment building, rushing me down to the limo that was parked out front of the building. People emerged from their rooms to ogle me. Some cheered for me. I recognized many of them. “Hey Terri! Looking good! Congratulations!” called out Uma, the older woman who was always getting her mail when I was getting mine. I managed to smile at her before being tugged down the steps. A few people even took out their phones and took photos of me.

But strangely, I no longer felt embarrassed—not in front of strangers and borderline strangers, anyway. I was only thinking about my parents and what they would think of this nonsense. And I was thinking of Terri.

Was I making her happy? Is this really what she wanted? Was this going to make our lives better? Would she appreciate the effort that I was putting into this? Would she still want to marry me?

Now, minutes were ticking by like seconds. I was trying to think of ways to delay that wedding, to buy myself some time to gather my composure, but time just kept speeding up. We were suddenly at the venue. A crowd forced in the parking lot. The photographer and her assistant rushed out to make sure they got tons of photos of me. My bridesmaids gathered close to me, putting their hands on me. “This is so exciting,” they said. Mimi gripped my hand. “I’m so happy for you.”

It almost seemed like they’d forgotten that I wasn’t actually Terri. And maybe that was for the best. I was feeling strangely good about the trick. I had a feeling we were actually going to have everyone fooled.

Our wedding assistant rushed out and started sending the bridesmaids in. Music was now playing. I knew that Terri was standing at the altar, dressed like me. And if the wedding was still going without a hitch, that meant she actually looked enough like me that people weren’t demanding answers. My stomach groaned. If the wedding was still going on, which it was, that meant that Terri had successfully fooled the crowd. Now, all of the pressure was on me.

Mimi went in next, taking my best man’s arm and walking with him towards the curtain that was blocking the aisle.

Was this really happening? Was I really about to get married? Was I really about to get a ring on my finger? My heart was racing fast. I was worried that I was about to faint. I felt dizzy. I tried to catch my breath.

“Terri! You’re up! Come on!” said the wedding assistant as she stared into my eyes.

I thought hard about running away. I didn’t know where I could go, but I knew that if I started running, I could get far, far away from everyone at that wedding. I didn’t want to be seen like that. I didn’t want anybody to see me in Terri’s wedding dress, even if they were oblivious—because they weren’t going to be oblivious forever. The news would come out that we swapped eventually, and then I would have to deal with the fallout: the laughter and the embarrassment. My father was probably going to disown me for embarrassing him. Nothing good was going to come out of this…

Except for the money.

So was it worth it? My life would be changed forever. Relationships would be irreparably damaged. Was it worth the cash?

“Terri!” she said. “It’s your cue! C’mon!”

I’m not sure how I gathered the strength to walk, but I started talking steps. I walked into the venue. I approached the curtain. I took a deep breath and came around the corner and saw that whole wedding.

I froze for a moment, trying hard not to look at my side of the aisle: my friends and family members. But looking at her side wasn’t any easier, so I just turned my gaze forward—and then I saw myself: Kevin, bearded, standing at the altar. My heart plunged into the pit of my stomach.

She actually looked like me. The resemblance was frightening, like looking at a mirror. It almost seemed like our wedding was happening as it was planned, but some cruel god had plucked my soul from my body and her soul from her body, and then swapped us so we would experience the wedding through each other’s eyes. It was a surreal sensation…

But seeing her smile—or, I should say, seeing him smile, made me smile. A wave of curious relief washed over me. I felt at ease. I realized in that moment that this was something we were doing together, and this whole Ben Buckley thing was something that we would be able to laugh at later in life—maybe even later that night. Maybe there would be some angry family members and some snickering friends, but this was something special that we would always be able to share.

She giggled, covering her lips, looking like a girl for a second. I made my eyes wide, urging her to compose herself, and she did, quickly perking up and turning up her chin. I’m not sure what that beard was made of, but it certainly looked realistic. I walked closer. The whole audience was standing now, staring at me. People were taking photos. The wedding photographer was down on her knee, getting low angle shots from in front of me. I pressed my lips thin and tried hard to remember all of the femme coach’s tips.

The world around me seemed to fade away. I didn’t notice the cameras, the crowd, the bridesmaids, or even my best man standing at the altar. I only saw Terri—and I hardly even noticed that she was disguised. It almost seemed like I could only see her soul, though I understand how corny that sounds. I didn’t see the fake beard or the slicked back hair (a hair piece that was put over a bald cap). I didn’t take much notice of the suit she was wearing, or the clunky shoes on her feet. I looked straight into her eyes and saw Terri, and I could tell that she was looking into my eyes and she was seeing me.

I smiled. She laughed. We both pressed our lips firmly together. Terri peeked out at the crowd. I kept my eyes on her. The officiant started to read his bit, but we weren’t listening. We were both just trying to giggle.

It was going well—too well. We were both so giddy, so happy, and the crowd was just going along with it, thinking we were just another cute couple.

And then something caught my eyes. I turned and looked at the crowd and saw my father, rising up from his chair. He grabbed his coat off the back of the chair. My mother tried to stop him, but he pulled away his hand. He took his coat and walked down the side of the room towards the exit.

“And you, Terri Alice Brown, do you take Kevin Wallace Parker to be your lawfully wedded husband?”

I didn’t realize I was supposed to reply until I got a big of a nudge from Mimi. “That’s your cue,” she whispered.

I said the line. The wedding went on. We kissed. The crowd clapped. We signed the thing. I felt like I was hardly conscious, like the day was just swirling out of control. Why did my dad leave? Did he realize the charade and stormed out, humiliated?

It was time to leave. The officiant ordered us to leave for the first time as husband and wife. Terri took my hand and we rushed down the aisle together. She was still happy, giggling, smiling. Apparently, she didn’t notice my dad leaving.

As we turned the corner, there was Ben Buckley. He was slowly shaking his head. “First of all, I’d like to say congratulations to the beautiful couple. The wedding was beautiful. The bride was stunning. But sadly, not everyone was convinced.”

Cameras moved in quickly.

“What!?” Terri said with parted lips. “No—they all cheered. You’re mistaken.”

Instead of addressing her, Ben turned to the main camera. “Near the end of the ceremony, Kevin’s father stormed out of the venue. He refused an interview, though we were able to get him to admit, on camera, that he recognized his son in the bride’s wedding dress and makeup. The couple was so close to fooling everyone, but I guess there are just some people who can’t be fooled, even by the best makeup artists in the world. Sorry, Mr. and Mrs. Parker. You didn’t succeed in winning big today. But I wish you the best of luck as a couple.”

Terri was stunned into silence. Her face was white. Her gaze was lost. Now, the bridesmaids were rushing to catch up with us, giggling, beaming, thinking that everything had gone perfectly. My dad’s exit had gone unnoticed by most.

“Did you guys win!?” Mila asked. “You won, right?”

But we were both shocked into silence. The humiliation was for nothing. We were going to continue being poor, and now I would have to deal with a strained relationship with my father.


CHAPTER 7
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Terri took my hand and led me away from that main hall as the guests began to emerge from the ceremony hall. She pulled my wrist, almost pulling me over as I tried to catch my balance in those tiny heels. Her bridesmaids followed us, but my best man stayed behind to distract the guests and the wedding photographer, who was now expecting to take photos of us as a married couple.

We found the honeymoon suite, where we were supposed to spend that night, with big picture windows that looked out at a beautiful garden (we had actually planned originally to get married in that garden, but they only rented it out to smaller wedding parties). Terri had me sit down. “Breathe, Kevin,” she said.

“This can’t be happening,” I groaned under my breath.

“It’s going to be fine,” she said, putting her hand on my shoulder. And then she used her other hand to carefully pull off that fake beard. It took a lot of careful tugging to get it loose. But it was nice to see her without the scratchy beard on her face. Seeing her naturally plump lips was a small reminder why I wanted to marry her so badly.

But it was hard to muster up any enthusiasm, knowing that my father had left the wedding, feeling humiliated, furious that I went along with this gender-swapping nonsense.

“You looked really good out there,” she said to me, as if it was supposed to calm me down. I stared into her eyes, perplexed.

“My dad could tell,” I said. “He’s pissed.”

“He’ll get over it,” she said. “We’ll tell him we just did it for fun.”

“He won’t care,” I said. “This is a disaster.”

Then, I was surprised when Georgia came up behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. “You really did look cute up there, Kev.”

“Please stop telling me that I was cute,” I groaned, sinking into the chair.

“Okay, then I’ll tell you that you currently look cute,” she said with a grin. She apparently didn’t care about what I was currently going through. She didn’t care that my family was being torn apart by what she thought was just a silly joke.

“Did you see her legs?” Mila asked Terri, rushing up next to me and then pulling up my skirt. “Doesn’t she have the best legs?”

“Can I just get out of this dress now? The show’s over, right?” I said.

“I think they want to get interviews,” said Terri.

“But I don’t need to be in this stupid outfit for the interviews, do I?” I asked.

Terri gasped. “Stupid! That’s my wedding dress!”

“Sorry,” I said. “It’s not stupid; I’m just frustrated. It looks really nice, Terri. Sorry I screwed up the chance at getting that money.”

“It’s fine, Kevin. I just want you to calm down so that we can enjoy the rest of the wedding.” She looked around suddenly. “Is my makeup artist coming soon? I want to have a bit of makeup for the reception.”

“She’s running late,” Mimi said. “She’ll be here in forty-five minutes.”

“Oh gosh, what are we going to do until then?” Terri stood up and went to the corner where a box of makeup wipes was waiting for her. She started to wipe off her face. I remained in that chair, replaying that horrible moment in my mind: my father getting up and leaving, red in the face, betrayed.

“Oh my,” giggled Mila suddenly. She was over at the large bed, looking through a box that was right in the middle of the mattress. She lifted out a big silicone dildo.

“Mila!” barked Mimi. “That’s not for you to go through!”

“The venue got them all of this?!” Mila said.

“No! I got it for them! And it’s not for your eyes!”

I sunk further into my seat. The bridesmaids had somehow made our wedding even more uncomfortable. “I don’t think I can go back out,” I said. “I think this wedding is over. Let’s have the guests sent home.”

“You can go back out,” Terri said, waving her hand at me. “We’ll get you dressed up normally.”

“I don’t think I can do it, Terri,” I said. “They trimmed my eyebrows. This nail polish isn’t going to come off anytime soon. Even if I take a shower and put on that suit, I’m going to look like a fool.”

“Who cares!?” she said, throwing up her hands. “Kevin! The whole point of this was to get you out of your shell—to get you to relax a bit and have some fun. You aren’t supposed to care what people think of you at your wedding. It’s your night. This is your party. You’re paying for it all so you should be able to look how you want and do what you want—and screw everyone else! Even your father. If he doesn’t want to be happy for you, let him be crabby.”

“It’s not so simple,” I groaned. And then I opened my mouth to deliberate, but I couldn’t think of anything else to say. What else could I say? Was Terri right? Did I need to stop caring so much about what my dad thought?

If my dad was really going to disown me and never speak to me again, did I really care what he thought? If he loved me, he would get over it. And my friends—maybe they would laugh at me, but then what? This wasn’t middle school; nobody was going to find me during lunch and beat me up for being ‘gay’. Why did I care so much about what people thought? I only saw most of the people in that room once every five years, at family reunions, or when we randomly ran into each other at the mall. They were all going to see that TV show (or hear about it), and they were all going to find out that we did it to try to earn a hundred grand.

Most guys would dress up like a girl for a hundred grand. Hell, most guys would get on their knees in front of a line of twenty-five men for a hundred grand. Money like that can go a long way.

I jumped when Georgia popped a bottle of champagne. I got the first flute. “Maybe this will help you relax,” she smiled. I drank the champagne, and it did help me relax a little bit. Then Terri, now wearing nothing but her bra and panties, hopped onto my lap and wrapped her arms around my neck. She gave me a big smooch on the lips. “We’re married, Kevin,” she smiled. “That’s all that matters right now. We’re actually married!”

“But we can’t get that house we wanted,” I said. “We’re back to the original plan, saving up for the next ten years to hopefully afford a townhouse.”

“And so what?” she said. “That was our plan before and we were both fine with it. Cheer up. Your dad will probably come to his senses before the end of the night. Let’s just enjoy this time together, because we’re going to remember it for the rest of our lives.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” I moaned.

She kissed me again: a big kiss on the lips. It was a bit funny to see her leaning back with lipstick smeared all around her lips. “You really looked like me,” she said.

“I know. It was weird.”

“You still look like me,” she said. She giggled. “It’s kind of sexy in a weird way. I didn’t realize how good I looked.”

“Don’t start rubbing it in like your friends.”

“Stand up,” she said, jumping off of my lap. “Do a spin for me. Let me see you properly. Wow! That dress looks so beautiful. It looks better on you than it did on me. And did I see that you were wearing lingerie under that dress.” She blushed. “Feel like doing a little strip tease for me?”

“Terri,” I groaned. “Please—let’s just put this behind us already. It’s been, like, eight hours of this now. I don’t think I can take anymore.”

“Oh, please,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Just entertain me.” Then she walked up to me, put her hands on my hips, and leaned her lips next to my right ear. “I’m kind of turned on, to be honest with you.”

“What!?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders and her cheeks became darker. “What can I say? I’m into it.” She rubbed my sides, up and down.

Then I stared into her eyes. It was a nice, sweet moment—until I was suddenly spanked on the ass. I yelped and jumped into the air, spinning around to see Georgia holding that big dildo. I grabbed my ass. “Ouch!” I said. “Did you just hit me with that fake dick?”

“I couldn’t help it,” she said.

“You’re deranged!” I said.

All of the girls were laughing now, even Terri. And I couldn’t wrap my head around it; they really didn’t care that the game show didn’t pan out. Terri really didn’t mind that we didn’t quite pass the finish line without being recognized.

“You just look so sad,” Terri said. “I don’t want you to be sad. It’s our wedding day. Your dad will come around.”

“I’m not worried about my dad. I know he’ll come around. I just wanted you to be happy,” I said.

“I am happy,” she smiled.

“But you wanted that money. You wanted to win the game show, and we failed.”

“They’re still going to pay half the bar bill and they’re going to give us a bit of cash—it wasn’t a complete loss. And we got to do something fun. I got to see another side of you that I’ve never seen before.”

I sighed.

“I know how to cheer you up,” she said. She carefully lowered herself down to her knees. I had no idea what was happening, so I didn’t pay much attention to her, until she was shimmying up the skirt of that wedding dress. I assumed she was just helping me to get undressed, and then she wriggled her fingers underneath my lingerie bottoms, fishing out my cock and pulling it out. Before I could react, she had my flaccid dick in her mouth.

I gasped, looking at her for a moment before looking up at her bridesmaids. “Terri! We’re not alone right now!” I tried to gently push her head back but she held her ground and continued sucking. It felt nice but I didn’t want her friends to see me getting a blowjob.

“They don’t care,” Terri said, and in that moment, I realized that she was a bit drunk—or maybe just a bit ‘high’ on the thrill of the day. Our egos had been obliterated by that gender-swapping challenge. We didn’t have much shame left to bog us down. I felt my face turning dark red and I tried not to look at the giggling girls behind my wife.

“Just relax, Kevin!” Georgia giggled, rolling her eyes. “It’s nothing we haven’t seen before.” And, of course, she was referring to the ski trip we went on years earlier, all together. After having a few too many drinks (and a couple tabs of some recreational drugs that I won’t name for legal reasons), Terri and I had sex on the couch. Everyone saw. That was back when we were more wild, young, and free. Now, we were getting older. We had our careers and we were more… predictable.

But the crazy events of that day reminded me a lot of those wilder days, back when we would experiment with drugs, back when we were naughtier. I couldn’t help but remember the time we were hiking in the park and Terri pulled me into a bush. She gave me a blowjob in that bush while people walked by on the path just twenty feet away. It was heart-pounding naughtiness, but it was fun. We hadn’t done anything like that in a long, long time.

I was hard in Terri’s mouth now. I tried to ignore her friends, who were watching. When Terri pulled back for a breath of air, they all saw my throbbing erection. I blushed and closed my eyes, trying to pretend like we were alone. Terri started pumping me with her fist. She leaned back in, and I thought that I was about to get some more sucking, but this time she went lower, pressing her tongue against my anus. “I like you all shaved up,” she giggled.

“The crew did it to me. They shaved everything,” I said softly. In all of our years, Terri had never tongued my asshole. It was something I often thought about, hearing stories from other people about how good it felt, but I was always too embarrassed to ask her to try it. It really did feel good, though it was a bit weird—and a bit wet. Her friends giggled, but I was getting better at ignoring them. Terri had a surprisingly strong tongue. She was able to penetrate me by a couple of inches. “That feels funny,” I laughed.

“Do you like it?”

“I guess so,” I said.

“You guys are ridiculous,” Mila giggled, covering her reddened face.

“Turn him over,” Georgia said with that big dildo in her hand. Terri looked back and then her eyes beamed. That naughty energy was contagious. My heart jumped, skipping a beat. Terri pulled me up to my feet and then she spun me around. The other girls moved in, giggling.

“What’s happening?” I asked. My legs were trembling now.

“Consider it our wedding gift,” Mimi said, putting her hand on my back to bend me over.

The girls all giggled. Was Terri really okay with this? I felt a hand grip my shaft and I thought it belonged to my wife, until I looked back and saw that Mila was blushing and stroking me. Terri was getting down onto her knees, spreading my butt cheeks, and licking my hole. Mimi grabbed my legs and spread them wide. She stopped for a moment to admire the heels on my feet. “I love these so much,” she said.

“What’s happening?” I asked again. This time, the girls ignored me. They kept giggling.

Georgia came in next with that big toy.

“That better not be going where I think it’s going,” I said, but they ignored me, giggling. Sometimes I forgot how close they were: best friends since they were little. But this was making me think that they were much, much closer than I ever realized. I felt the tip of that silicone toy press against my tight hole. I clenched, gasping me. I felt Terri’s hands caressing my thighs, trying to calm me down. Mila was still stroking my shaft.

“Try to relax,” Terri said with a smile. “You look so cute.” I’m not sure why she said it—was it supposed to help me relax? It did make me blush—and it did make me crack a little smile, though I wasn’t quite sure why.

Maybe I liked being dressed up like that more than I was willing to admit aloud. The lingerie was super comfortable, and it made my body look surprisingly sexy. I wasn’t used to feeling ‘sexy’ but it was a nice feeling. That dress was really pretty, and it got tons of attention. I’d never really gotten any attention before, but I kind of liked it. And then the hair on my head was so soft and… fun. It was just fun to feel it moving around, to brush it away, to feel it teasing my shoulders—and again, it made me feel sexy.

Why did I like feeling sexy?

Did I actually enjoy being the bride at my own wedding?

I had a lot of thinking to do. Now, I was just starting to enjoy the feeling of all of those hands exploring my body. They were touching me as if they wanted me. Each caress helped me to relax. I felt my shoulders sinking down. I heard my lips let out a soft whimper.

And then the dildo pushed into my ass and I gasped. The girls giggled—except for Terri, who let out a gasp of her own. “It’s actually in her!” she said. And why was she calling me a ‘her’? Had she forgotten that I was her husband? Was she into this gender-bending stuff? Did she want me to play along? I clenched hard, squeezing that sex toy with my asshole, but my clenching wasn’t enough to stop Georgia from pushing it deeper.

“It’s inside of me!” I said. I’m not sure why I felt the need to say it, but those were the words that came out. The girls giggled again.

I thought for a moment that this was all just part of some giant scheme to humiliate me. Maybe the whole wedding was just a giant scheme to humiliate me. If so, it had been working… at first. But that embarrassment was starting to fade. I was starting to settle into my role. Maybe I’d just accepted my fate, or maybe I was learning something new about myself.

She pushed the toy deeper. I moaned and let my face fall down onto a pillow. The girls started pumping that toy.

Mila gripped the tip of my cock and jerked it quickly, until Terri swatted her hand away. “That’s my husband!” she said.

“Sorry. I got carried away,” Mila said.

“Her cock is for me. Her ass is all yours.”

I heard more giggling. Then, I felt my wife’s beautiful hand slipping in, gripping my shaft, squeezing hard, pumping delicately. She really knew how to work me. And in each of those delicate strokes, I could feel the true, genuine love she had for me. This wasn’t just some quick tug to get me off. There was passion in that rub down. I looked over and peered into her eyes. She smiled and I blushed.

Meanwhile, the bridesmaids were busy pumping my ass. They were taking turns, pumping for about a minute each, and it was quickly turning into a contest to see who could get the toy deeper, who could pump it harder, faster. When the toy first went in, it felt weird: tight, full, like something was in me that didn’t belong. But now, as I started to relax even more, I could feel the pulses of pleasure. I could feel the amazing tingling deep in my body. I didn’t want them to stop. In a way, it was like the best massage I’d ever gotten.

But we were on a tight schedule. Terri’s makeup artist was going to arrive soon and none of us wanted to be caught like this—and I wasn’t going to be able to hold back my orgasm forever, even with Terri’s slow, passionate strokes.

“Oh God,” I said, pushing my face back into that pillow. Now, Georgia was in control of the dildo and she was making her time count. She was thrusting it hard into me, plunging my asshole and making my whole body bounce on that mattress. Terri had me on the verge of an orgasm. I clenched and groaned—and then I started to scream. It was pleasure like I’d never felt before.

I couldn’t hold back. I sprayed that honeymoon bed while moaning loud. My eyes rolled far back into my head and literal drool ran down my chin. The girls slowly pulled that toy out from my butt, leaving me gaping and sapped of energy, unable to move as I remained slumped over that bed.

Terri rubbed my back. She gave me a peck on the lips. “That was fun,” she giggled. The other girls were giggling as they cleaned up. “The makeup girl is downstairs,” Mimi said. “I’m going to go and get her. I’ll be back in two minutes!”

Terri helped me up to my feet. “Let’s quickly get you to the bathroom. We can change in there.”

I stared into her eyes for a long moment. I felt a bit embarrassed about what I was about to say, but I really had to say it. “What if…” I took a deep breath. “What if we didn’t change?”

“What?” she said.

“Well—you can have your dress back. I know you really want to wear it. But maybe… Maybe I can put on something else… and leave the makeup and the wig.”

Terri cracked a small smile. “Now why would you want to do that?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe it could be fun,” I said. “Like something we do together. You have to admit that it would make the reception really memorable. Besides, everyone already knows about the swap at the altar by now. The game show production has been doing interviews downstairs for the last thirty minutes.”

Terri blushed hard and bit her bottom lip. Maybe something good came out of that silly game show. Maybe we didn’t win the big prize, but that’s okay. What we did end up getting out of it was far more valuable than a hundred thousand dollars.

THE END
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Roommates, Darren and Reg, are surprised one day when they receive a package that they didn’t order: a short satin kimono. The men are confused, but they accept the negligee as a gift from above, because they’re both broke; maybe the kimono can fetch ten bucks online. Ten bucks would go a long way…

The kimono doesn’t sell and the roommates’ financial situation is getting worse. Darren can’t afford to pay Reg’s half of the rent a third month in a row. “You need to figure something out,” he insists, but Reg just doesn’t seem motivated to apply for work.

Reg gets an unorthodox idea. Maybe the kimono isn’t selling, but that doesn’t mean it can’t make him some cash. First, he’ll have to shave his legs and dig out that old hair-metal wig from last year’s Halloween party. Tons of girls sell lewd photos online, and Reg doesn’t see any reason why he can’t do the same thing.


CHAPTER 1
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When the Amazon delivery guy came to the door, Reg instantly scolded me.

“I didn’t buy anything!” I said, putting up my hands to show my innocence. We were on week-three of a no-spend pact. We’d both agreed that the first person to spend one dollar on something that wasn’t food or rent had to do all of the chores for an entire month—including the other person’s laundry. And I really didn’t want to clean Reg’s laundry (especially his bed sheets, knowing that he often had girls over).

“Well I didn’t buy anything,” Reg said.

We both watched the delivery guy walk away from our doorstep, leaving that package in front of our door.

“If you didn’t buy anything, why are you getting up right now?” Reg asked with a suspicious gaze, watching me as I walked over to the door.

“I just want to see what it is,” I said. I don’t know why I felt the need to be so defensive; I really hadn’t purchased anything at all. I didn’t even have the money to purchase anything. I couldn’t even afford to buy groceries, and my credit card was maxed out. The no-spend pact was my idea (even though Reg needed it just as badly as me after losing his job).

“You can’t just buy stuff and pretend like you didn’t do it,” Reg said, rolling his eyes. “That’s cheating.”

“That’s not what I did! I’m telling you that I didn’t order anything!”

“And you can’t buy stuff and put your parents name on it, and just call it a gift.”

“I didn’t do that! Knock it off already!” I groaned. I opened the door. The door knocked the package down to the top step. I picked it up. It was light and squishy. I could tell inside was clothes. Sure enough, our address was printed on the label, but there was no name. I brought it inside.

“What is it?” Reg asked from the couch. Now, he was on his phone with his feet up on the coffee table. I wanted to think that he was looking for a job, since he’d been unemployed for three months now—but I knew that he was just browsing Instagram. I’d paid his half of the rent twice and I had a feeling I was going to be paying it again in a few weeks—not that I could afford to. He kept insisting that he was going to pay me back. My income was strained. I only had my part-time job, and they’d been cutting back on my hours.

He was supposed to be looking for a job. He promised me that he would look for a job.

“Well?” he said.

“I haven’t opened it yet. Just calm down,” I said. I took the package to the kitchen. Reg didn’t follow. He apparently wasn’t quite intrigued enough to see me open it.

I put the package on the counter and grabbed a knife, quickly slicing it open to reveal a floral piece of clothing, folded into a neat square.

“It’s clothes,” I said. I opened that plastic bag and pulled out the outfit. It had two pieces: a satin (or maybe it was silk) robe with an Asian-style floral pattern, and a long ribbon, presumably to cinch it closed. “Women’s clothes. You order something for your girlfriend?”

“I don’t have a girlfriend,” he called back.

“You did last week. What happened to Susan?”

“She broke up with me. She told me that I was too cheap.”

“You sure you didn’t order her this?” I asked, walking out into the living room, holding up the robe. It was very short, made for a petite girl—or maybe made to cover very little.

“Is that lingerie?” he asked.

“I don’t know what it is. I didn’t order it,” I said.

“You sure you didn’t order it? Because I didn’t order it.”

I sighed. “It must have been delivered to the wrong place,” I said. But it was our address on the package. I tossed it onto the back of the couch and almost instantly forgot about it as I sat down, rested my head back, and closed my eyes.

“Why are you so tired?” Reg asked without looking up from his phone.

“Unlike you, I worked last night. I begged my boss for an extra shift, and all he had was the night shift. I was there until four.”

“Shit. I didn’t even hear you leave,” he said.

I shook my head and then I looked up at him. “Have you been looking for jobs, or not?”

“I’ve been looking!” he said, suddenly with some passion in his voice. “But there’s nothing right now. Nobody’s hiring.”

“Every store I go into, there’s a hiring sign in the window.”

“I don’t want to work in a store. I didn’t spend three years in college to work in a store.”

“You didn’t graduate college, dummy,” I said. “As far as jobs are concerned, you didn’t go to college. What job are you expecting to find?”

“I’ll know the job when I find it,” he said with his chin up.

“That’s great for you, but I’m not going to keep paying your half of the rent. I simply can’t keep doing it. My bank account is empty.”

“Well maybe you should stop buying women’s lingerie,” he said with a grin. He wasn’t taking the talk seriously. He never took the talk seriously.

“Reg!” I said. “I mean it! You need to start paying your half of the rent! And you need to pay me back for the last two months. I’m struggling right now.”

“Well, I can’t,” he said with a strangely proud look on his face.

“Why not?”

“Because we agreed not to spend any money,” he grinned.

“God, you’re insufferable.” Sometimes it was hard to remember why I considered him to be my best friend. We’d been best friends since we were in kindergarten. He was the first kid I talked to when my mom dropped me off on that first day. I was scared, having never been away from my mom, and then I saw him sitting there, playing with trains. He smiled at me and said, “Want to play with me?” We’ve been best friends since.

And it was hard to forget my first breakup, when I found out that Emily Browning cheated on me after we’d been together for almost two years. We were supposed to go to prom together. I’d worked through two summers, trying to save up some money to buy her a nice ring. It was going to one of those classic high-school sweetheart stories, but then James McCulley sent me photos of her sucking another guy’s dick, and my heart was broken. Reg was there to pick up the pieces. He stayed at my place, hung out with me, took me out to meet new girls, and he spoke words of wisdom that aren’t meant to come out of the mouth of an eighteen-year-old boy.

The next year, my dad died, and Reg was there again, by my side. He went to the funeral with me, helped me write the eulogy, and he did his best to keep me distracted while I got back on my feet.

He was even there when I was renovicted from my apartment. He decided to break his lease in his one-bedroom flat so that we could move in together. At the time, he had a job and was happy to absorb some of that financial burden that I was struggling with.

So I didn’t mind picking up some of the slack when he fell into hard times. I was happy to do it, though it was starting to seem like I’d been doing it for a lifetime, even though it had only been a few months.

“Just promise me you’re going to find a new job soon,” I said. “It’s starting to feel like life is on hold until you can find a gig.”

“You’re being a bit dramatic, Darren,” he said, shaking his head. “But it’s fine—I’ll get a job. I’m going to find something. I can feel it. And in the meantime, maybe we can sell that kimono. I bet we can get at least ten bucks for it online.”

And that was just how sad our situation was: Reg wasn’t joking. The thought of getting an extra ten bucks was actually quite nice. “Sounds like a plan,” I said, and then I started to think if I had any other old outfits that might be worth a few bucks online.

I went to take a look through my closet. I found an old sweater that I loved; it was in good shape, and could probably make another ten bucks. I didn’t need it as badly as I needed to pay rent. I also had a pair of sneakers that I’d hardly worn. With a little scrub, I could make them look brand-new, and maybe they could fetch thirty or forty bucks.

This wasn’t how I wanted to be spending my day off, but at least it seemed constructive.

When I went back to the living room, Reg was standing up, wearing that kimono. He was standing in front of the mirror and taking photos of himself. “What the hell are you doing?” I said.

He didn’t look back at me. “We need to take pictures of it, for the ad,” he said. He kept making weird, feminine poses: hands on his hips, pushing his hips out.

“Why are you doing that?”

“Well it’s a women’s kimono,” he said. “I’m trying to look like a woman. I’ll blur my face.”

I laughed. I couldn’t tell if he was just trying to lighten the mood or if he was serious—but he made a good point: if we were going to sell it to a woman, we needed to market it to women. “Can’t we just take a picture of it on the table?”

“People will want to know how it fits,” he said. “I think I need to take my pants off.” And just like that, he dropped his sweatpants to the floor, exposing his hairy legs and his boxers. I looked away.

“I don’t need to see that,” I said, holding out my hand to cover the sight of his thin, pale legs. “I don’t think your leg hair is selling anything. If anything, you’re just going to repulse potential buyers.”

“Are you suggesting I shave my legs?” he said.

“I’m suggesting you just take a picture of it on the table and we’ll get what we can for it.”

“Psh!” he said, waving me off. “Just wait there. I’ll shave my legs. We’ll get some pictures. We’ll make some cash.” He went off to the bathroom.

I laughed hard, following him. “Are you actually going to shave your legs? What are you going to tell people when you’re out?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’ll tell them I had to sell a women’s kimono. Why are you being so weird about it? You want me to help with the finances, well this is the best I can do until I find a job, Darren. Quit being so awkward about it.” He ran the shower and got undressed. He was way too comfortable being naked around me—and it had always been that way. One time he even walked into the living room, completely naked, holding a razor. “Can you shave my balls for me? I can’t get under them.”

“No way!” I said.

But he kept pushing me until I did it. I gagged a few times as he held up his ball sack. But he assured me that I was doing him the ‘biggest favor ever’. He had a ‘hot date’ with a beautiful woman, and he was desperate to impress her. That day, he also had me help him to shave his crack. I had trouble sleeping for days after that.

But Reg didn’t care. He wasn’t the type of person to care about such things. I’d lost count of the number of times I’d walked into the kitchen only to see his bare ass as he brewed a pot of coffee.

“I can’t believe you’re actually doing this,” I said from the hallway as he shaved his legs in the bathroom. “It’s not really worth ten bucks.”

“Why?” he said. “It’s leg hair. It’s free. It grows back. It will be back by the end of the month.”

“Aren’t you going to the beach with that girl next week?” I said.

“Yeah. So what? Oh—are you suggesting I get her to wear the kimono for the picture? I guess I could do that, but I don’t really want to wait a week to post the ad. My goal here is a quick sale. Maybe we can even get rid of it today.”

“I wasn’t suggesting that. It’s just—do you really want her to see you with shaved legs?”

“I don’t care,” he said. “I don’t get why you care so much. It’s not a big deal.”

He was done ten minutes later. He walked out, strutting like a woman taking to the catwalk, heels up, toes pointed. “How do they look? Ladylike?” He had a big smirk on his face.

“This is so weird,” I said.

“Get over it. Are you going to take the picture or am I taking it myself?” he asked.

I rolled my eyes. I took his phone. We decided to take the picture in the hallway because it was the cleanest part of the house. He instructed me to keep his head out of the shot. We used a stretchy workout band around his chest to hold a couple of water balloons, to create the illusion of breasts, and I must say that the illusion was quite convincing.

We both giggled like idiots the whole time, especially once Reg started doing the classic Instagram hoe posing, grabbing his ‘tits’ and blowing kisses at the camera. After five minutes, he snatched the camera from me and looked at the shots. “Perfect,” he smiled. “We’re going to be ten dollars richer.”

He walked to the couch, sat down, and started to whip up the ad. Within minutes, it was posted. He really didn’t care that he’d just posted pictures of himself wearing what was essentially lingerie. There were now pictures of Reg in a lingerie kimono on the internet for everyone to see, but Reg couldn’t be bothered to care. I honestly admired that care-free attitude. Even now, he was just sitting in the kimono as if he was too lazy to take it off. Had that been me, I would have been ripping that thing off the second I could, before anyone saw me in it. What if another Amazon guy came to the door? He would see Reg through the window, kimono-clad, shaved legs. Reg really didn’t give a shit. Good for him, I guess.

It was an hour later when I heard Reg roaring with laughter. “What is it?” I asked.

“I just got an offer,” he said. “But it’s not what you think.”

“What is it?” I asked again.

“This guy says he’ll give me twenty bucks if I send him a shot with the kimono opened up. He wants full-frontal.”

“Jesus, that’s pathetic,” I said, shaking my head. Then I noticed him typing on his phone. “You aren’t replying to the guy, are you?”

“Of course I am.”

“Why?”

“I’m seeing if he’ll send me the money first.”

“You’re just going to steal his money?”

“No. I’ll send him what he wants. But only if I get the cash first.”

“You’re insane,” I said shaking my head. “I’m not taking that picture for you, by the way.”

“That’s what mirrors are for.”

“I’m not sure that’s what they’re for…”

The man sent him the twenty-dollar money transfer, which made Reg roar with laughter. In response, Reg went into the bathroom and took a full-frontal photo, kimono open, cock out. I didn’t see the photo but I’d seen Reg naked enough to know that he was no male model. He was a thin fellow, with some ribs showing. He had a surprisingly big dick for his size, and that long cock was probably making his admirer quite furious now.

“He’s not responding,” Reg chuckled.

“I can’t believe you actually just sent a stranger a nude picture of yourself,” I said.

“It makes no difference to me. I’ll never see the guy.”

And that was classic Reg: not even the slightest bit disturbed by something that would have given the average man a debilitating panic attack. Reg just lived his life without the slightest bit of care for what anyone thought of him. It was his best and his worst quality.

And it was a quality that was going to change both his life and my life very, very soon.
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That night, we agreed to spend those twenty dollars together, on a large pizza, which we split. It was the closest thing to real food we’d eaten in weeks—far more substantial that ramen noodle packets and the odd can of tomato soup. Being poor sucked. Something as simple as a pizza is sometimes enough to pull a man out of a rough state of mind.

I went to bed with a full stomach and slept wonderfully. I literally had dreams of pizza, and those dreams turned into dreams of other foods, like pastas, sausages—and even a dream about a nice grilled chicken salad. You know that you’re truly poor when you dream about food.

When I saw Reg the next morning, the first thing I asked was, “Did the kimono thing sell?” I was hoping the answer would be yes. I was hoping we would be ten dollars richer, so we could maybe eat another half-decent meal. But Reg just shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “No bites,” he said. “But I got at least ten emails from guys who now want to date me.”

“Well you’re a real looker,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Anyone want more nudes?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Sorry. No. One guy wants to meet me for coffee. He said he would buy the coffee, but then I would have to drive two-hundred miles, and I’m not sure the free coffee is worth the drive.”

Reg sat down on the living room couch and pulled out his phone. A few minutes later, while I was waiting for the coffee to brew, I sauntered behind him, just to see if he was possibly scanning through job listings. The night before, while I was in bed, I checked the local job listings and saw that there were tons of new jobs posted in our area. There were many that I wanted to send to Reg, but I felt like it wasn’t something I could push on him. He needed to take on that responsibility himself. As they say, you can teach a man to fish…

My biggest fear was that Reg wasn’t going to get a job. He seemed perfectly happy with his current situation. The no-spend challenge didn’t seem to bother him in the slightest, and a few days earlier, I caught him perusing the government’s unemployment-assistance webpage, using the online calculator to see just how much money he would get if he applied. Reg was definitely the kind of guy who could be happy with the bare minimum, though that’s not what I wanted.

I was ready for this no-spent challenge to be over with. I was ready to be paid back for the months of rent that I covered for Reg. I wanted to have some extra income. I stopped using Tinder because I couldn’t afford to take girls out. It was too embarrassing to tell girls that I had no money, that we couldn’t see movies, that we couldn’t go out for dinner—or even a cup of coffee. I needed this stage of my life to come to an end.

Maybe that meant moving out and leaving Reg behind. I hated the thought of moving away from him; we were best friends, even when we didn’t get along so well. Days were never boring—not even when we weren’t able to spend any money. Reg’s humor kept things interesting. And I was afraid to ditch him; if I left, there was no way he could afford that house on his own. Maybe he could find a roommate, but I had a hard time believing Reg would be able to find someone who could put up with his… quirks. Guys don’t like seeing other guys walking around naked. Guys don’t like being asked to pay all the rent. And then there was the singing: Reg was always singing, spontaneously, sometimes in the middle of the night when he was awake and playing some video game or watching some movie. It was admittedly a bit annoying, but there was also something endearing about it; he was a good singer, but nobody wants to hear random singing at 2:00 AM—even if it’s Freddie Mercury.

A couple of days went by. Reg was no closer to having a job, and it didn’t seem like he was any closer to looking for a job either. I was starting to lose my patience. Rent was almost due. It was looking like I was going to be reaching deep into my savings to cover his ass.

“Alright, buddy,” I said. “We need to talk about this.” I’d tried leaving him alone for the past two days, hoping he would muster up some initiative, but the lack of progress left me feeling less than optimistic. “We need money.”

“Well maybe if you would stop spending all your money on lingerie kimonos, there wouldn’t be a problem,” he said, once again refusing to take that very serious situation seriously.

“I mean it, Reg!” I said. “Enough is enough. I looked at my bank account this morning. I don’t have enough to cover your half of rent. We’re both broke. I don’t get paid for another week, and rent is due on Friday. We have to figure this out. No—you have to figure this out.”

And for the first time in a long time, a nervous look was on his face. His smile was gone. His skin was pale. He was quiet, and it was rare that Reg was quiet. He was clearly thinking, but the lack of a smirk made it seem like he wasn’t just trying to think of a joke… until that smirk finally emerged. “I’ve had a few ideas,” he said.

“Real ideas?” I said, trying not to groan. I was giving him the benefit of the doubt.

“Sure,” he said. “Like, hear this idea: erotica.”

“Erotica?” I said. “Like writing it?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I can sell it online.”

“Do people make money doing that?”

“I think so,” he said.

“Can you even write?” I said. “I mean—prose. Have you ever written anything before?”

“No, but how hard can it be?”

I groaned. “That’s your big idea?” I said.

“No, I have lots of ideas,” he said with his chin up. “I can bake bread. I saw someone online selling loaves of bread for eight dollars each. How much does it cost to make a loaf of bread? Like five cents at most? Imagine the profits!”

“Can you bake? I’ve never seen you bake before.”

He rolled his eyes. “I can learn, Darren!”

“Here’s an idea: get a job. Flip burgers for a few months while you look for something better.”

He shook his head quickly, crossing his arms firmly against his chest. “I can’t do that. That’s too much standing. My back wouldn’t hold up.”

I sighed. It was clear that I was going to have to scrape together the cash to pay his part of the rent once again. I couldn’t keep this up.

“Wait,” he said. “I have more ideas.”

“I don’t know if I want to hear them.”

“OnlyFans,” he said.

And then I paused, thinking for a short moment that he was actually serious. “OnlyFans?” I said.

He nodded his head. “Guys have OnlyFans pages too.”

“I don’t know if that’s true. And if it is true, they probably look like action stars with big muscles and male model faces. No offense, Reg, but you passed as a girl just a few days ago for those kimono photos. I don’t think any girls are going to be subbing your OnlyFans page.”

“Well then, I’ll make one as a girl,” he said. “I can be one of those trans girls. I think that’s a market.”

I rolled my eyes. He just wasn’t taking the situation seriously. “Reg, I have to tell you something,” I sighed. “I’ve been looking into other living situations. I’ve found a few posts looking for roommates, and I might go and check them out.”

“No!” he said. “Don’t leave me here. C’mon, Darren—you’re being dramatic. Our situation isn’t so bad here. We’re best friends! You can’t go live somewhere else.”

“I can’t afford to live here with you,” I said. “I’m in a rut, Reg. I need things to change. I don’t want to be stuck like this forever.”

He stared into my eyes. He wasn’t smirking. That nervous look was back. “Alright,” he said. “I’m going to do it.”

“Do what?” I said, hopeful that he was about to tell me that he was going to take the job flipping burgers.

“OnlyFans,” he said. “I’ll sacrifice a bit of my pride and I’ll do it. I’ll get started right now. Wish me luck. I’m shipping out right away. I don’t know when I’ll be back—or if I’ll be back.” He was putting on an act, acting like a soldier being sent to war. His sense of humor was maybe his best and worst quality. I watched him march off to his room, snatching that kimono off of the back of the couch before leaving.

I groaned, feeling hopeless. I took out my phone and messaged my boss, asking if there were any spare shifts I could pick up.

I was dreading my boss’ reply, knowing that if there was a spare shift, it was going to be a night shift, and probably a night shift right before or after one of my day shifts. The thought of losing the sleep was rough, but I was desperate. And that desperation filled me with something else: a tingling anger that didn’t want to go away. Reg was putting me in this position and I was starting to resent him for it. And now, he was just messing around in his bedroom, thinking he was being funny. Maybe it was funny, but it was hard to find any humor in any of it, knowing that he was putting us both in a terrible position.
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Ididn’t actually think that Reg was being serious about the OnlyFans thing. I thought it was just another one of his jokes, until he suddenly emerged from his room around noon, three hours after going in. He walked over to the kitchen to pour himself a mug of steaming coffee, humming under his breath, and failing to acknowledge me sitting at the kitchen table.

He was wearing that satin kimono. He had a long black wig on his head. He had smoky eyes and rouge on his cheeks. His eyelashes were dark—and maybe they were longer too. His lips looked plumper, though that could have been whatever lip gloss he was wearing. His skin looked smoother, but that might have been the concealer.

He kept humming as he took a big sip from his coffee. He looked at me, smiled, nodded his head, and then turned to look out the window. Was this some kind of joke? “What the hell’s going on?” I said finally.

“What?” he asked, eyeing me curiously.

“Why are you dressed like that?”

“I told you why earlier. Weren’t you listening?” He took another casual sip from his drink, still with that smirk.

“You can’t be serious,” I said, letting my mouth fall open as I shook my head slowly. “You’re actually making an OnlyFans page?”

“I told you I was making one,” he said. “It’s done. I made it. Now I’m working on promoting it. Lots of work to do.”

“I can’t tell if you’re being serious right now,” I said.

“You told me to make some cash, so that’s what I’m doing,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “This is what you wanted. I already have one subscriber. Really weird guy—keeps sending messages. Wants me to film myself taking a crap, though I think that’s beyond my comfort zone.”

“This is nuts,” I said. “You’ve lost your mind.”

And I really thought that he was kidding around with me. I thought that this was all some sort of prank, and then I made the mistake of letting myself into his bedroom, to see what he was actually up to. Sure enough, he had his computer open to OnlyFans and he had his camera-phone propped up on a makeshift tripod (a stood and a pillow). He was filming himself jerking off. He stopped suddenly when he saw me, covering himself up with that kimono that was open and hanging off of his elbows. “Jesus! Can you knock!?” he gasped.

“Are you filming yourself jerking off!?” I said.

“Don’t sound so judging!” he gasped. “Haven’t you heard? Sex work is real work now.” He blushed and grinned, hardly fazed at all that I walked in on him tugging his meat. If someone caught me masturbating, I might end my own life. But not Reg: Reg hardly cared. He was already over it.

“Don’t you think this is kind of… degrading? Like, I know that you’re a free-spirited kind of guy, Reg, but… Where did you even get makeup?”

He smiled and hopped to his feet. “It’s not really makeup. It’s just that stuff leftover from that Motley Cru party we went to last year. The eyeshadow and stuff all came with the wig. I just used the kitchen scissors to make some modifications to the wig to make it look more girly.”

“These pictures and videos you’re taking are going to be on the internet forever, even after you delete this page. People are saving this stuff.”

“So what?” he said, shrugging his shoulders, staring into my eyes like he really couldn’t understand why it was a problem.

“That seriously doesn’t bother you?” I said.

“Money is money,” I said. “I’d rather people see me like this than flipping burgers at McDonalds.”

“You’re a strange breed, Reg,” I said, and then I backed out of his room, letting him go on with what he was doing. “Just don’t do anything you’re going to regret.”

He gave me the thumbs up and then I left. I didn’t agree morally with what Reg was doing. It seemed inappropriate on so many levels… but I was left wondering if he was actually making money. He mentioned that he already had a subscriber, and that seemed fast. Was this mysterious person actually paying for the content he was churning out in his room? And just what was Reg doing? Was he actually sending these strangers videos of him jerking off? How much was he selling that video for? Was this money going to cover rent before rent was due?

No—there was no way. I didn’t know a lot about OnlyFans, but I’d heard some stories about girls trying to make accounts only to make fifty bucks after months of degrading themselves for strangers. And those were girls. Reg wasn’t a girl. He was just a boy dressed up as a girl… though I had to admit that he looked pretty convincing; he had the body type, and apparently the facial features too. And maybe there was a market for guys who could pass as girls. I mean—I didn’t watch a lot of porn, but whenever I did meander over to those sites, I saw tons of links for that kind of content: shemales, trannies, traps—whatever you want to call them. Someone was watching that stuff.

I tried to go on with my day. I was happy when my boss called and let me know that one of the girls didn’t show up for her shift. “Can you be here in fifteen minutes?” he asked. I was just happy to be out of the house, making some extra cash. On my way out, I heard Reg in his room, practicing his girl voice for some OnlyFans video.

It just seemed so… sad and desperate.

And then I got to work and had one of my worst days. The shop was chaotic. The manager had the ‘brilliant’ idea of starting a permanent senior’s discount, and news had spread to the nearby retirement communities. Old folks were coming in in droves with big expectations. Many of them were being extremely rude to the staff, myself included. One older man came up to me and asked me if I could assemble his chair for him. It was an IKEA-style chair that was meant to be assembled at home. “Sorry, sir,” I said. “But that’s not really a service that we offer here, though I think there’s a program that I can set you up with. They have someone come to your residence and—” Before I could finish speaking, he spat in my face. Apparently, I was the third staff member to tell him that we didn’t assemble furniture in the store, and he’d finally had enough.

I went to the bathroom and washed old man spit off of my face.

And sadly, that wasn’t even the worst part of my day. My manager decided to shift me over to the concession stand, to sell hot dogs and fries. “I’m not trained for that,” I said.

“Well, nobody is,” he said. “The concession girl just quit and we need someone at the station.”

In the span of two hours, I was yelled at by three seniors—and I was spat on once more (by a woman who also spat over the sneeze guard and into the fries, which was impressive to say the least). My manager yelled at me when he caught me throwing out the fries. “That’s coming out of your paycheque!” he snapped.

“I didn’t spit in them!” I said.

“You shouldn’t have let the woman get so close to the sneeze guard!”

And now, I was wishing that I could have gotten a night shift. There were no customers at night: just heavy lifting and lots of coffee.

That shift ended with me having to clean the bathroom after one of the senior citizens had an accident, not quite making it to the toilet before he relieved himself. I won’t go into too many details, but as I scrubbed that bathroom floor, I thought about Reg back at the house. If he was actually making money with that ridiculous idea of his, then I was jealous--even if he was only making ten dollars.

When I got home, he was sitting on the couch, watching some old action movie. “Where were you?” he asked.

“Work,” I said. “I got called in.” I groaned as I went straight towards the bathroom. I needed to shower. I needed a few showers before I could feel like it was all off of me.

“That’s good, isn’t it? I thought you wanted to work more.”

“You know me. I just love working,” I said sarcastically while rolling my eyes.

I reached for the bathroom doorhandle, and then Reg called out, “I made eighty bucks today already. The site lets me cash it out whenever, so just let me know if you want it now or if you want everything that I owe you at once later.”

I paused, or maybe I should say I froze in a state of shock. After a moment, I managed to turn to look back at him. “Did you say eighty dollars?”

He nodded his head.

“And you just started today?” I said.

He nodded his head again.

“I don’t believe you.”

“Why don’t you believe me? It’s the truth. I shot a whole bunch of pictures and took a few videos, I posted them, and then I spent the day marketing the page. I bet that when I wake up, I have over a hundred dollars in subs.”

I bit down on my tongue. He knew that he was rubbing salt into my wound right now. He loved to brag, and I knew there was nothing I could say to knock him down a peg; he didn’t care that he was literally prostituting himself. He didn’t care that he was degrading himself to get money from strange horny men. “Well, I made my money without spreading my asshole.”

He laughed. “You gotta do what you gotta do to survive, Darren.”

“Whatever,” I said, and then I stormed into the bathroom and turned on the shower. I just wanted to get cleaned up. My phone buzzed before I stepped into the hot water: a reminder to let me know that I had work in the morning. I groaned, knowing that it was probably going to be a repeat of today. I was already dreading it, already wishing that the work day was over, and it hadn’t even started yet.

That dread made it hard to sleep. But there was something else keeping me awake: Reg’s little scheme. I had no idea if I could believe what he was telling me—and I couldn’t help but wonder just what he was selling to people. Sure, I saw him filming his jerk-off scene—but was that really what people were buying? Did guys want to see some skinny dude dressed like a chick, tugging on his cock?

It was 1:00 AM when I got up to use the bathroom. Leaving the bathroom, I noticed Reg’s laptop sitting on the living room coffee table. I paused, stared at it, and then I approached. Quietly, I flipped it open. I knew his password, so I punched it in. I looked over at his door, making sure his room was dark and quiet. Then I went onto his browser and pulled open his history. He’d been spending a great deal of time on Twitter and Instagram. He made himself accounts on both: Tgirl-RaeRae was his handle. He’d taken dozens of pictures in that kimono, wearing that black wig. And I had to give it to him: the way he framed those photos, he really did look like a chick.

He must have watched at least a few videos on how to properly do makeup, because his face was actually ‘pretty’. If someone sent me one of those photos, I wouldn’t have known that I was looking at a guy—though I would never admit that to Reg. The wig even looked surprisingly real considering it was a cheap costume store wig for a hair metal themed party.

There were no nudes on Instagram or Twitter, just tease shots and a few shots that would have been nudes if he hadn’t blurred his private areas. They all had links to his OnlyFans page.

I caught myself laughing. I couldn’t believe Reg was up to this. It was so insane, so strange, and so embarrassing. How did he have no shame? How was he able to do this without being totally embarrassed? Sure, there was apparently money in it, but certainly his pride was worth something to him…

I clicked on the link to the OnlyFans page. He was currently logged in, so I didn’t get stuck at the paywall. He’d posted fifteen items, including three videos. I scrolled slowly; I was a bit afraid of what I was going to see. Sure enough, he was naked in the photos, and erect in many of them. He was in that kimono in all of the shots. There was one photo of him with cum all over his chest and hand. In another photo, he was licking the cum off of his fingers. “I hope that’s fake,” I whispered, squirming at the thought.

Then I came to the video that I walked in on: Reg, reclined, cock in hand, pumping himself and moaning. The video was titled, ‘Getting caught by my roommate’ and the video cut off suddenly when I stepped into the room. He was kind enough to blur my face, but I was extremely uncomfortable with the idea of being on his weird porn fetish page.

I kept scrolling, seeing the next video: ‘Fingering my tight bussy’. In the video, he had his legs spread wide, exposing his perfectly shaved downstairs regions. He used one hand to spread his cheeks apart, and then he carefully pushed his index finger into his asshole.

And again, aside from the cock and balls that were in the shot, he really did pass as a woman. He had a chick’s ass and feminine legs. Even his shaved balls and cock somehow seemed feminine in a curious way.

I clicked off of the site quickly. I’d seen enough. I had a nausea swirling in my gut and I suddenly felt like I desperately needed something to cleanse the pallet. I went to my own computer and looked up pictures of real girls, letting out a sigh of relief when my cock got hard and begged me to stroke it off.
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Ihad one foot out the door when Reg came running out of his room the next morning. “Wait!” he said. “You have to work again?”

“That’s how work works,” I said.

“Before you go—you know any girls with clothes?” He stared into my eyes and waited for my response, as if his question wasn’t totally insane.

“Girls with clothes? I think most girls I know own clothes,” I said.

He smiled. “You know what I mean. I need to borrow something.”

“For what?” I asked.

“What do you think? I can’t just take all these pictures in the kimono.”

“I don’t think I know anyone with clothes like that—not that they’re going to give to you.”

He groaned. “Alright, well I had to ask,” he said. “I’ll track something down. I haven’t forgotten that we’re not spending any money… even though I made another hundred bucks overnight. I could spend it on the business, but I’m not prepared to lose our wager.”

“Another hundred?” I said, stuttering for a moment. “The business? You’re calling this a business?”

“Sure, why not?” he shrugged. “It’s a business. I’m providing a service and being paid. That’s a business, isn’t it?”

“I—I guess so,” I said.

“I think I can reach a whole new demographic if I can find some new outfits. But worst-case scenario, there’s lots that I can still do with the kimono.”

“Right…” I said. “Please just stay out of my room… and don’t touch any of my stuff.”

“Yeah, yeah. Whatever,” he said, waving me off. “Have fun at work.”

I didn’t have any fun at work. It was the exact day that I was dreading, filled with angry customers. The lowlight of the day was when I had to clean up the bathroom after a homeless man used it to masturbate on the walls. As I scrubbed that gleaming white goo off the wall, I wondered if what I was doing was really less humiliating than what Reg was doing. At least he was at home. At least he wasn’t being yelled at.

On cue, I was yelled at. “What’s taking so long, Darren? We need you back on the floor!” my managed called out.

“I’m cleaning as fast as I can!” I called back.

“It shouldn’t take thirty minutes to clean a bathroom that was already cleaned this morning.”

“It shouldn’t, but that’s how long it’s taking,” I replied.

Back on the floor, the abuse continued. I was put behind the customer service desk, tasked with handling the returns. But the company had a very strict return policy and accepted very few returns. “What do you mean I can’t return this toaster? Are you fucking retarded? It doesn’t work, you stupid dumbass!”

And as the day went on, I thought more and more about what Reg was doing. I even started to wonder if I could do the same thing…

But I couldn’t. I wasn’t built like Reg. I had forty pounds and six inches on him. I had body hair that grew back fast. I had a rugged jawline that would never be able to pass as a woman’s jawline. And if I tried to sell myself as a man, I don’t think there would be an audience. Reg had tapped into some sort of niche market with his unique ‘skill’.

I couldn’t believe I was actually feeling jealous of Reg. I never loved my job, but I never hated it until now—and now I really hated it. The next moment I saw my manager, I was tempted to quit. I was tempted to skip out on giving two weeks’ notice. But I bit my tongue because I needed the cash.

Leaving work, I was tempted to stop at the liquor store. I really needed a drink. I needed something to help me feel like I wasn’t a total failure. I wanted something to wash away those desperate feelings that were stuck lingering inside of my body. But I resisted, not wanting to lose my wager with Reg. I went straight home. It started to rain halfway, so by the time I got to the house, I was drenched.

When I stepped in the door, Reg was on the couch, dolled up, in his wig, in that kimono. “Hey Darren,” he said casually, looking up from his phone for only a quick second.

“Hi,” I said, trying not to look at him. His makeup was slightly different today. It was more subtle and refined. The gloss was a softer pink color and the eyeliner around his eyes was much cleaner. He was improving.

“Fun day at work?” he said as I marched by him towards the kitchen.

“Super fun,” I said. I went into the kitchen and poured some water into a pot so that I could make my dinner: a bowl of sixty-cent ramen noodles; it was all that we had. My stomach was already groaning, dreading more salty ramen. I needed other nutrients. I would get them soon enough. Payday was coming up soon…

“Aren’t you going to ask how my day was?” Reg called out from the couch.

“I don’t really want to know,” I said.

“That’s not very nice of you.”

I rolled my eyes and tried to ignore him as he started going off. But it was hard to ignore the things that he was saying to me.

“I got four new subscribers,” he said. “One guy paid for a custom video. It took about an hour to put it together for him. Let’s just say that he’s a satisfied customer and said that he’s going to be ordering more.”

“That’s so good for you, Reg,” I said. “You should call your mom and tell her about it.”

“Don’t be rude, Darren,” he said.

“I’m not being rude,” I said. “I just don’t get why you’re so comfortable telling me about this stuff if you wouldn’t dare mention it to your own parents.”

“Because you’re my best friend,” he said, stepping into the room, leaning against the doorframe. It was still so strange seeing him all dolled up like a girl. I understood that he was just doing it for cash, but I couldn’t wrap my head around why he was so damned good at it. “I tell you everything.”

“Well maybe I don’t want to know the details of how you make your money. And maybe I don’t want to see you like that either. It’s an image that I don’t necessarily want in my head.”

“Why?” he asked with a grin. “Does it turn you on? Am I giving you a confused boner, Darren?” He started to sway his hips from side to side, putting his hands behind his head, almost looking like some sensual hula dancer. I wasn’t getting a ‘boner’ but he definitely was too good at moving like a woman. He had the dance down, making me think that he’d spent some time on TikTok, watching dance tutorial videos. And I’d love to say that he wasted his time as usual, but he was putting those skills to use with his little OnlyFans page. I’m sure there were some horny men with deep pockets willing to throw money at a convincing t-girl who could dance like that.

“Stop it,” I said. “And put on some pants.” When he raised his arms into the air, he exposed the floral panties that came with the kimono (made from the same fabric), and the bulge of his big dick.

“Oh, relax,” he said. “You used to be fun. What happened?”

“I’m still fun, Reg,” I said, feeling strangely offended by the remark. “I just hate being poor.”

“Well then you should be happy! I’m getting us out of this rut.”

“No, I’m getting us out! I’ve taken so many extra shifts at work. I literally scrubbed a homeless man’s jizz off of a wall today, and I got yelled at for taking too long to do it! I could hardly stand by the end of my shift, and you know how much money I made? After taxes, eighty-two dollars. That’s it. So don’t tell me to relax. I took the shift because I’m going on three months of covering your rent.”

“Okay, okay, okay,” he said, holding out his hands. “Just take it easy. I was trying to cheer you up.”

“I don’t need cheered up. I just need to eat and sit.”

“Go sit down. I’ll finish your noodles,” he said.

I hesitated, thinking that he was teasing me. Then he shuffled in front of me, taking the wooden spoon. “Go sit!” he said.

“Why do you smell like that?” I asked. He smelled like women’s perfume.

“I went to Carla next door and borrowed a few things.”

Carla was the cute girl who lived next to us. She had two roommates. They were all girls our age, but Carla was the only cute one (no offense to the other girls). “You borrowed her clothes?”

“No,” he said. “I asked to borrow some makeup, and she gave me a box of old stuff. There was perfume in the box.”

“What did you tell her you needed it for?” I asked, worried that Reg told Carla what he was doing. I didn’t want her thinking that I had anything to do with Reg’s embarrassing little scheme.

“Calm down, Darren! I told her that my sister was visiting and they lost her luggage at the airport. What? You think I told her that I was making content for my t-girl OnlyFans page? I know you think I’m crazy, Darren, but I haven’t lost my mind completely.”

“Right…” I said.

“You don’t have to be so weird about this stuff. You’re supposed to be supportive. You’re my best friend.”

I stared into his eyes for a long moment, letting what he said settle. It was a rare comment spoken with a straight face. Maybe I did need to be a little bit more supportive. Maybe I didn’t need to be so judgmental; it’s not like what I was doing was so much better: cleaning cum off of walls, scrubbing poop off of toilet seats, being screamed at hourly…

“Alright,” I said. “Well, I guess I’m glad you’ve figured something out. But you’re still looking for work, right? You’re not trying to make this your career, are you?”

He waved me off. “Of course not,” he said. “I’ll probably lose my value by thirty-five.” That was still ten years away.

I laughed, trying to see the humor that he saw in the situation. “I just don’t want you going too far down this rabbit hole. I’m glad you found a way to make money, but you have to put a bit of value on your pride as well.” And maybe that was advice I needed to take as well. I had another work shift coming up in two days and I was already dreading it: another day of being berated and forced to clean things that I didn’t want to be within a mile of.

Reg sprung to his feet. “Who knows?” he said suddenly. “Maybe we can make this a business together. We always talked about starting a business together. I really need someone to handle the social media stuff while I make the content.”

I laughed before realizing he was serious. “Wait. Actually?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. “It’s honestly most of the work, posting photos, doing all of the hashtags, finding the forums, messaging users. It’s exhausting.”

I bit down on my tongue and pretended to laugh his offer off. But it was a bit tempting, especially when he added, “We could split the money, fifty-fifty.”

“You’re essentially asking me to be your pimp,” I said, shaking my head.

“Don’t be so weird about it.”

“You’re crazy,” I said, turning to go to my bedroom. Then I paused. “But, if you want, I can, uh, maybe just help you with the Instagram stuff. I’m pretty good with it.”

He had a bit devilish smile on his face. I’m not sure why he was happy that I was agreeing to help him. If I were in his shoes, I wouldn’t want anyone to even know about what I was doing; I definitely wouldn’t want my best friend looking through the pictures I’d taken.
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Iregretted making the offer as soon as Reg handed me his hard drive. “Here’s all of the content I have so far,” he said. “Your job is basically just to make posts—like six a day seems to be standard. You have to blur the naughty bits, come up with long captions and hashtags, and then figure out a way to reach new eyes with it.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I said. “I know how Instagram works. Just leave it with me.”

“If you have any questions—”

“—I said I’m good. I used to manage my cousin’s photography account for her. We got her up to twelve thousand followers.”

“Thanks, Darren. I’ll flip you half of what comes from all the new subs.” He winked at me, making me feel awkward, and then he made me feel even more awkward when he told me that he was going to his room to film a video for one of his fans. It didn’t help that the wall between our room was thin and I could hear every little groan and moan.

I tried to ignore those sounds as I connected that hard drive and opened up Reg’s folders. I winced away as soon as the photos came on the screen: shots of Reg posing in that kimono, often with his cock out. But I really did have to give it to Reg: the makeup was done well; he actually looked like a girl, and that made scanning through the pictures much more palatable. As long as I kept my gaze off of his big, fat dick, I was able to pretend like I was working with pictures of a girl.

I scanned through about fifty before finding one that stood out. I created a system, tagging the chosen photo to mark that it had been ‘used’, and then I pulled it into Photoshop, just to brighten it up and make it livelier. I was impressed by the quality of the photo. Reg’s phone’s camera was much better than mine. I was able to zoom in close without losing much quality, so I was able to reframe the shot to make a nicer composition.

This really was feeling more like a job than something weird. But it was a tolerable job—so far. Nobody was yelling at me and I wasn’t trying not to gag while cleaning unmentionable things in unmentionable places.

I put a black box over Reg’s genitals, and in white text I wrote, “Subscribe to Tgirl-RaeRae on OnlyFans.” I went through about forty fonts before picking one that I thought could be a good ‘brand’ font.

I logged into the Tgirl-RaeRae Instagram page and made the post, complete with a long caption and the maximum number of hashtags (after spending an hour researching relevant tags). I was thrilled to see the post getting lots of action as soon as it went live: a dozen comments and close to a hundred likes in an hour. Within a couple of hours, it was his top post. There was something satisfying about achieving that small achievement, proving that I actually had a bit of an idea of what I was doing. I spent some time doing some grunt work, messaging users who had commented on similar content, coming up with flirty things to say, slowly building up that follower count. I got access to the Tgirl-RaeRae Twitter account and mirrored the post there, doing some similar work there.

I lost track of time, feeling determined to make a real splash, though I’m not sure why. Was I trying to prove something to Reg, or was I just desperate to get out of my soul-crushing job? Or maybe I was just addicted to the chiming notifications, as if it was some sort of addicting video game. “You going to take a break?” Reg called out from the hallway. “Can I come in? Or are you getting off to my pictures?”

“I’m just doing what you asked me to do!” I called out, and then I went to open the door, not wasting a moment so he didn’t think that I was doing anything weird with his photos. “Quit being a weirdo.”

“You’ve been in there for five hours,” he said.

“Really?” Had it been that long?

“Whatever you’re doing is working. We got three new subs—all top tier. That’s thirty bucks a month.” In a way, it seemed defeating, finding out that I only made half of thirty dollars: fifteen dollars for five hours of work. But on the other hand, it was money that I ‘earned’ from my bedroom, without having to degrade myself beyond looking at a few photos of Reg’s cock (which he didn’t even care about). It was money that would continue to come in monthly as long as those users stayed subscribed. It was growth and it opened my eyes to some real potential.

“You need more outfits,” I said. “You already got a comment from someone asking why you only wear the kimono.”

“I like the kimono,” Reg said, turning up his chin.

“Sure, but every single post is in that kimono. I just think it would be a good idea to switch it up.”

“Well we’re not spending any money and it’s all we have,” Reg said. “Unless you want to break the wager and do all the chores.”

“What if we used the company money? That wouldn’t be breaking the wager, would it?” I asked.

Then he grinned.

“What?” I said.

“The company money,” he laughed. “I like the way that sounds. We really are starting a business together! It’s funny: we’ve talked for so many years about going into business together. Who would have thought that this would be our business?”

I groaned. “I never said that we’re in business together. I’m just helping you so we can have enough cash to pay rent. It’s just… circumstantial.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever,” he said. “Just take a break, have something to eat, and then we can go back to work. We can figure out new outfits another day.”

We had dinner together, and it wasn’t until halfway through that dinner that I really realized he was still dolled up, wearing that kimono, that wig, that makeup. And now, he had his fingernails and toenails painted. His arms and legs were freshly shaved and moisturized to give him a youthful sheen. And sitting across from him at that small table, it must have looked like we were on some sort of date. I found myself feeling suddenly uncomfortable every time he looked up and gazed into my eyes—maybe because he looked a tiny bit like a crush I had in high school.

“What’s the matter?” he asked. And that’s when I noticed that he was using a girl voice. He’d been using it all evening, but it only really dawned on me in that moment.

“Why are you talking like that?” I said.

“Like what? Oh—am I still talking like a girl?” He laughed. “It’s surprisingly hard to get out of the character once I get in.”

“Well cut it out already. It’s weird.”

He giggled, sounding even more like a girl. “But I still want to shoot a thing or two before bed.”

“Whatever,” I said, looking away, feeling a curious amount of redness flushing into my cheeks. I tried to focus on eating. I didn’t like all of the unwanted thoughts that were passing through my mind.

“It’s just business, Darren,” he said.

“I know. And speaking of, I should probably get back to it.”

I was happy to be back in my room, alone, away from his piercing gaze. I looked back to make sure my door was closed before opening up one of those picture folders. Then I zoomed in on Reg’s face. I stared for a long moment, trying to wrap my head around what I was seeing. Did he really look like a convincing woman or was my mind playing tricks on me? How did he make his face look so flirty? How did he get his lips to look so plump and pouty? And his cheekbones and jawline: had they always been so soft and rounded?

I scrolled down his body, looking at his abdomen, which had that feminine curve: the slight definition of abs, but not at all in a masculine way. The way he pointed his fingers seemed so practiced. He kept his toes pointed out like a professional dancer. And his legs were just a downright mystery, looking exactly like the legs of some magazine model. This wasn’t something that any guy could pull off; it almost seemed like Reg’s body was specifically designed by God for this purpose. But then there was that cock.

I found myself looking at it: thick, long, veiny. His uncut foreskin was pulled back in that photo, revealing his huge, swollen tip. There was a drop of fluid coming out from his little hole, dribbling down his monster cock; maybe it was pre-cum, or maybe the shot was taken right after he got off, and the drop was just the final drop of a fat, gooey cumshot.

My pants were getting tighter. My face was getting redder. I realized after a moment that I wasn’t doing much breathing as I stared at my screen. My heart was pounding ferociously. Where were these feelings coming from? Why were they getting stronger?

I opened another photo: a picture of Tgirl-RaeRae with her cock clenched in her fist, cum oozing down her knuckles. Her cheeks were dark red. Her eyes were narrowed and lethargic, and her lips were pouty and bee-stung. I let my hand slip down the front of my pants. I couldn’t help myself. I just had to touch myself…

No—I couldn’t do it. I had to stop myself. This just wasn’t right. It was plain wrong. Reg was my roommate. He was my best friend. He wasn’t actually a woman. These photos—they were just business.

I had to keep reminding myself that this was just business. I had to stay on target. I needed money. I didn’t need these weird feelings. I didn’t want these weird feelings.

I forced myself to work. I went through the steps, blurring a photo, coming up with the caption, researching new hashtags. But it was hard to focus, hearing Tgirl-RaeRae in the other room, working on the content for her page. Every time she let out a little moan, my mind would start spinning. Why could she moan like that? Why was she able to produce those sounds? Was this something she’d done before or was she just a natural?

No—I had to focus. I put on headphones. I put my music up loud. I forced myself to keep on target, staying on Instagram and Twitter, trying to convince one person at a time to join the OnlyFans page.

By the end of the evening, we had eight new subscribers. Rae went down to the basement to fetch a bottle of champagne that was given to her years earlier, when she graduated art school. She’d been saving it for a special occasion. “This seems like the perfect occasion. To new business partners.” We clinked glasses.

“Aren’t you going to shower and change?” I said after taking a sip.

“In a few minutes. I just want to relax for a minute.” She settled into the couch and let out a deep sigh.

“Well at least stop using the voice.”

She eyed me and I looked away quickly, worried I was going to expose my blushing cheeks. I didn’t want her to see me all flushed like that.

I didn’t want her to know that I had some sort of weird crush on her.


CHAPTER 6
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Within twenty-four hours of joining Rae’s little operation, we’d gotten the page up to three-hundred dollars in monthly subscriptions, and a number of the new subscribers were already asking Rae for private content, which they were willing to pay for. I tried to stay out of that side of the business, letting her handle the private stuff herself, mostly because a lot of it was quite gross and I wanted to pretend like it wasn’t happening. Rae, on the other hand, didn’t care at all. She would just take her phone into the bathroom, film the video in a few minutes, and then send it off, whistling and humming as if it never happened.

To her, it was just business. At least that’s how she made it seem. I was really starting to envy that mindset. Nothing could make her anxious. Nothing bothered her. She just went about her day with a smile on her dolled-up face.

And she really was dolled up from the beginning of the day until the end, fully committed to this new role. Before I woke up, she was in her makeup, and she wasn’t showering it away until I was slipping into my bed after working for what felt like sixteen straight hours.

I expected to see her dolled up again the next day, but when I came out of my room, she was Reg again, casually sipping coffee in his pajamas. “Hey Darren,” he said, back to his normal voice.

“Where’s the kimono?” I asked.

“It’s Saturday,” he said. “I’m taking the day off. I think I’m going to go for a bike ride, maybe watch a movie. What are you up to?”

“I have to work,” I said. “I start in thirty minutes.”

“Work?” he said. “I thought you were done with that? I thought we had a business together.”

“I can’t just quit my job to promote your porn page, Reg,” I said.

“Why not?” he said, genuinely perplexed. And it was strangely not such an easy question to answer.

“It’s not that simple,” I said. “I need a paycheque. I can’t put your OnlyFans on my resume. I’m a couple of promotions away from being a manager, and if I can be a manager for a few years, then I can apply to business school.”

“A couple promotions and a few years?” he said, raising his eyebrows. “Sounds like a lot of work. But I guess if that’s what you want to do, go for it.”

Hearing him repeat it back to me send a cold shiver down my spine. Could I suffer through years of cleaning public bathrooms? Could I endure years of being yelled at by angry seniors who were under the impression that they deserved the world to bend over for them? I bit down on my tongue. “It will get better,” I said, though I don’t think I was trying to convince him as much as I was trying to convince myself.

I worked the next two days straight, and it did not get better. In fact, it got worse—not because I was put into worse situations, but now I knew that there was another option: working from home, comfortably, in my bedroom, with nobody as a boss, unless you count Reg, but I don’t think even Reg considered himself to be a boss. And with Reg, we’d made a good chunk of money—more money than I was making at that soul-destroying job. I begged my boss to put me on the next night shift, instead of the day shift, but the night shift wasn’t any better. They needed me on the floor for ten hours, and those ten hours crept by so painfully slowly. I almost fell asleep multiple times while operating the forklift. I pulled a muscle in my leg trying to lift up an unassembled chair. One of the other guys ate my lunch from the staff fridge. And then our manager decided to count our first two hours of the day as ‘training hours’ because they were spent learning to use new equipment that the shop recently acquired. So those two hours actually cost me money: ‘training fees’ they called it.

I was so fed up. I wanted to throw my uniform down and quit on the spot—and I was very, very close to doing it. I had the words ‘I quit’ on the tip of my tongue when I was leaving and the sun was just coming up.

But I was scared. I couldn’t just quit and rely on Reg’s OnlyFans scheme for income. There was a good chance that all of our subscribers would just unsubscribe at the end of the month, and all of that work would be for next than nothing.

Or maybe the page would just grow bigger and bigger. Maybe that growth would be exponential. Maybe we would never have to properly work another day in our lives and we could retire in ten years.

But then what would I tell my family? Would I just lie and say that I won the lottery? When I eventually meet a woman that I want to make my wife, what was I going to tell her? ‘Oh, I just made my fortune by selling pornographic pictures of my roommate dressed like a girl.’ No woman wants to be with a man who does that. Or maybe they do; maybe a girl would just be happy to be financially supported, and maybe it would be clear that it was strictly business and that I got nothing else out of it.

Did I get nothing else out of it? If I got nothing else out of it, why did I have a couple of those photos saved into a private folder on my phone? Why did I keep going over to that Instagram page whenever I was on a work break, sometimes not even checking for new activity—just looking at those pictures, with her cute smile, her sultry lips, her long, smooth legs…

I couldn’t quit my job. I needed that job because it was a normal job and I needed something to remind me that I was normal. I wasn’t a weirdo. I wasn’t attracted to my male roommate.

I went home and showered for a long, long time, letting the hot water trickle down my naked body while I forced all of those unwanted thoughts out from my mind. I came to a conclusion before the end of that shower: I needed to tell Reg that I wasn’t going to take part in his scheme any longer. If that’s what he wanted to do, he could do it in the privacy of his bedroom. But there were going to be ground rules: outside of that bedroom, he was going to be Reg. I didn’t want to see him in lingerie and makeup. I didn’t need him dressed like that the day my parents decide to make an impromptu visit. If he wanted to have his weird job, then he needed to make the living situation as normal as possible.

I was going to tell him in the morning, when we were both in the kitchen, drinking our coffee. I was going to tell him as soon as I had a couple of sips, just enough to wake my mind up. I wasn’t going to let it wait because it needed to be said before he went off to work. He was already dolled up, already prepared to get his first set of shots for the day. His plan was to shoot content in the backyard, and I thought that was downright inappropriate. I wasn’t okay with our neighbors seeing him like that. I was just about to tell him—I really was—but then he said, “I have a huge favor to ask of you.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“It’s big,” he said. “I need you to maybe sit down.”

“I don’t need to sit down. Just tell me what you want.”

“Do you promise to keep an open mind? No judging?”

“Reg, just tell me what you want,” I said. Though it was weird calling him Reg when he was dressed like that, when he was talking in that soft, high-pitched girly voice. He didn’t look or sound like Reg. In my mind, he was Rae.

“You promise not to get weird about it?” she asked.

“Just come out with it already!” I said.

“Will you let me suck your dick?” she said, raising her voice to match the volume of mine.

I gasped. She turned dark red, biting her bottom lip. I stared into her eyes and stuttered for a moment, then the room became horribly silent. “What did you just say?” I finally managed to say.

“It would be for a video—just business,” she said. “You’re clean, right?”

“You seriously have lost your mind,” I said, shaking my head.

“Just think about it, Darren!” she said. “We have fifty subscribers. We can put the video up as bonus content: three dollars to unlock it—and that will go for all future subs as well. That’s one-hundred and fifty dollars for a five-minute video.”

“It’s a hell of a lot more than just a five-minute video.” I shook my head and shivered. “There’s no way you actually want to do that.”

“It’s just business,” she said. “I’ll make you take a shower first, make is super-clean. I’ll brush and use mouth wash before we start. Then we’ll shower and brush again afterwards.”

“You’ve actually lost your mind,” I said. “I think this whole thing needs to stop. You need to start looking for real work.” My heart was racing. She was staring into my eyes. Once again, she’d improved her makeup skills, getting a little bit more detailed, highlighting those extra-feminine features just a little bit more. And she was using that voice, which was starting to sound just like the voice of a real girl… or maybe I was just getting used to it. My brain was spiraling. In the back of my head, I was actually considering the offer. I knew that it would feel good. She had those plump lips and that long tongue. I saw the video she made a couple of days earlier, sucking the cucumber sensually for a few minutes. She knew how to work it, how to make extra-hot. And maybe I could just play along and call it business.

“I’ll obviously split the cash with you,” she said. “That’s basically what you make in a day, just in five minutes… or ten minutes. However long it takes you to get off.”

“I don’t like you talking like that!” I said. “It’s gross. We’re friends. You—You’re not really a girl. This is weird.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes. “If you’re uncomfortable with it, just forget about it; it was just an offer. But if you want to make some extra cash and have more content to lure in new subs, then you can just close your eyes for a few minutes and we’ll get it done with.”

I shook my head and watched her as she went back to her room. That chill remained in my spine: lingering, pulsing, sending dread into the rest of my body.

I quietly slipped into the shower. My heart didn’t stop pounding hard against my ribcage. I cleaned myself thoroughly. I carefully used my trimmer to manage my pubic hair. I looked in the mirror and saw that my face was dark red. Why was I doing this? Why couldn’t I stop myself? “It’s just for money,” I whispered to myself, but I knew that it wasn’t true; it’s what I was going to say to Rae, but it wasn’t true.

I knew that I should have stopped and jerked myself off: gotten that sexual energy out of my system, but my brain was in a fog. I couldn’t think straight. I didn’t want to lose this opportunity, even though it scared the hell out of me. I sprayed myself with a touch of cologne. I wrapped a towel around my waist. I looked in the mirror once last time, staring at my reflection, trying to make the redness leave my face.

Then I found myself at her door, with my hand on the knob. The room was silent. If she was filming a scene, she was doing it quietly. I had a feeling she was between shoots, working on the promotion end of things. I knew that it was best to knock, but for some reason the idea of just letting myself in seemed less embarrassing. I just wanted to get this over with. I didn’t want to stretch it out. So I pushed open the door.

She was sitting on her bed with her laptop on her thighs. Once again, she was in that cute kimono, with that ribbon around her waist. Her smooth legs dangled off the end of her bed, toes pointed like they always were. She looked at me with raised brows. I tried to come up with something to say, but couldn’t think of anything. My silence was apparently enough to let her know why I was there. She suddenly turned dark red and her eyes became glossy.

“I—I’ll set up the camera,” she said softly.

I nodded my head, too overwhelmed to even say ‘okay’. I just stood there while she carefully trotted through her room, grabbing her phone and that chair that she used as a tripod. It was a rough setup, but it did the trick. It only took her a couple of minutes to get the ‘scene’ set, propping that phone and then moving a lamp in as her lighting source.

“You can just stand here,” she whispered, not looking into my eyes. I carefully walked to that position. My head was racing with thoughts—and regrets. But the regrets weren’t strong enough to stop me. I remained in that position. Now, Rae was sinking to her knees in front of me. She looked up into my eyes and smiled. I looked over at the phone and saw the frame, which cut off around the middle of my chest. The camera was recording. There was no director there to call action or cut. We were just getting right now to business.

She took a few deep breaths, looking forward at my towel. I wanted to use that opportunity to tell her that she didn’t have to do this if she didn’t want to, but the lump in my throat was too big; I couldn’t push any words out. I tried to hide my hands from the camera’s view, so the horny strangers wouldn’t see them trembling as Rae reached out and grabbed the front of my towel. Her meek fingers gripped the edge of the towel and carefully shimmied it apart, opening it until it was wide enough to fall down—but she held it for a moment, maybe afraid to see my cock. I’d seen her cock a thousand times before, but I’d never exposed myself to her.

Was she acting shy or was she actually shy? I’d never seen her shy before. She was always so outgoing and carefree. She didn’t even care when she handed me a hard drive filled with nude photos of her, complete with erections! But now, she was red in the face, breathing deeply, eyes shimmering. She finally let that towel fall, leaving me naked in front of her. She gasped when she saw my semi-erect cock. I was already aroused at the thought of her using her plump lips to suck on my cock. I took a deep breath. Her gaze tracked up to my eyes. I stared down at her, frozen, terrified, full of both regret and excitement. I wasn’t sure what to do.

I guess there was nothing to do, but stand there.

She reached out and grabbed my cock, lifting it up, clenching it gently, pulling back my foreskin. Her bottom lip quivered and her chest heaved. She let out a soft whimper before leaning in, parting her lips, and letting my cock onto her tongue.

I closed my eyes and turned my head up, pointing my face at the ceiling. This was really happening. I was actually going through with this. It was just for money. I had to keep reminding myself: it was just for money.

But I made the mistake of opening my eyes. I made the mistake of looking down to see her face as she pushed forward, sinking more of my cock into her mouth. I made the mistake of watching her as she began to bob, and I could feel her tongue moving in an amazing way, sliding side to side. It felt good—too good. Now, with my eyes open, I couldn’t look away. I was in some sort of strange state of hypnosis, fixated on her plump lips, which were pressed firmly around my girth. “Shit,” I muttered, and that made her smile.

Was it a real smile, or part of the act? Her eyes looked up for a moment and our gazes connected. Why was she looking into my eyes? I felt a coldness clenching my heart. The air was pulled from my lungs. I finally managed to pull my eyes away, looking up and then shutting them, feeling a sudden bead of sweat tickling my forehead.

I didn’t like this one little bit; I didn’t like how good it felt. Now, my cock was rock hard and inside of her mouth. She was actually sucking me, bobbing her head back and forth. She apparently knew what she was doing because it felt so, so good. Why did it feel so good? She was a man, and men aren’t supposed to feel like this. Her lips felt uniquely feminine. Her tongue moved in a very girly way. The moans seeping out from her mouth were undeniably womanly. But she wasn’t a woman—it was just an act.

This is just business, I reminded myself. I kept reminding myself. I had to remind myself, even though it wasn’t true and I knew it wasn’t true.

I looked down at her again. Now her eyes were closed. She was bobbing deeper, sucking harder. She had a hand around the base of my cock and she was using it to pump what she couldn’t get into her mouth. My God, it felt so good! I didn’t want it to end, but I knew that it was coming to an end. I knew that I wasn’t going to last long in that beautiful mouth, with that long black hair occasionally teasing my thighs.

“Oh God,” I moaned. I was supposed to last five minutes, but I don’t think it had been half of that time; I was already close to finishing. I wasn’t sure I could hold back. It just felt… too good. Nobody could hold back inside of that mouth.

I noticed something when I was on the verge of my orgasm: a tinge of skin-tone peeking out from her kimono. It was big, thick, and it had a pink, throbbing tip. It was her cock. It was erect. It was out and throbbing in the open, on camera. But why was she hard? Did she take a little blue pill before we started filming? Or was she aroused? Did she like sucking my cock? Was she attracted to men?

Was she attracted to me?

“Oh God,” I moaned again. Now there was a strong tingling between my legs. She was sucking my tip hard, bobbing her head fast, massaging with those beautiful lips. My legs trembled. My knees buckled. I groaned loudly and watched as she leaned back. She gripped my cock and aimed it at her face. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, beating my shaft fast. She wanted a messy facial and she was about to get one.

“Fuck!” I screamed, and then she got the money shot for her video. I splattered her face with a massive cumshot: blast after blast of sticky white goo, streaking across her cheeks, her chin, her forehead, her eyelids, and those plump, beautiful lips. Her face was a mess by the time my cock was dripping. She gasped and slowly brought her hands up to feel what I’d done. Even she was shocked by just how much I’d unloaded.

We were both shocked. The room became silent as my body filled with the same shame that I’m sure she was currently being filled with. She grabbed a cloth and wiped her face. Without looking up at me, she grabbed her phone and stopped the recording. “That’s all we need,” she said. “I’ll get it uploaded after I take a shower.”

“Okay,” I said softly, watching her as I picked my towel back up. She refused to look at me. Shame was finally getting a grip on her. She’d finally taken her little scheme too far. And now, I had a feeling that I’d ruined the friendship by agreeing to that blowjob. I’d crossed a line—we both crossed that line. There was probably no coming back from that. There was no way we’d ever be able to look into each other’s eyes again.

I slipped out and went into my room, closing my bedroom door and sitting down on the edge of my bed. In that moment, I wished that I had a time machine. I wished I could go back and get those ideas out of my head before I stupidly acted on them.


CHAPTER 7
[image: ]


After a sleepless night, I determined that things had gone too far. I came to the conclusion that my friendship with Reg was over; we would never be able to hang out as buddies again without the memory of that blowjob making things awkward. This was probably the end of us being roommates, because that awkward tension would always be there, and eventually, it would become unbearable; it already seemed unbearable. I was terrified of leaving my room after I heard Reg getting up. I wanted to get a coffee, but I was afraid of looking into his eyes… her eyes. I had no idea if I would see Reg or Rae, but it didn’t matter; my heart would flutter anxiously at the sight of either.

But I had to keep living my life. To start, I needed to tell Reg that it was time for us to part ways. If he really wanted to commit to this OnlyFans thing (and at this point, it was too late to go back as far as I was concerned), then I couldn’t live there. I couldn’t relax knowing my sister might show up at the door at any moment. My friends often let themselves in without knocking; what if they came in while Rae was filming a scene?

And how could I live with Rae in the house, seeing her dolled-up face every day, eyelashes fluttering? I had to face the reality: I don’t think I could control myself around her. She was pretty. She had a sexy body. When she looked at me in the eyes, I stopped being myself: reasoning flew out the window. It seemed so foolish to allow my male best friend to suck my cock, but I did it anyway because I just couldn’t help myself.

“Reg?” I said, leaving my room, approaching the kitchen. “You in there? I think we need to talk.”

“I’m in here,” he said—or, I should say, she said, because she was using that voice. I knew I was going to see her in her makeup, her wig, and that satin kimono.

“We need to talk,” I said again.

Then I saw her with a big, proud smile on her face, not at all disturbed about what transpired the previous evening. And that was just like her: nothing fazed her, nothing stopped her from feeling perfectly content and confident at all times. She was unshakable. But that didn’t help my situation; even if she couldn’t feel the tension, I still could. “We need to talk about what happened last night,” I said, hiding my trembling hands behind my back.

“Yeah, we do,” she said. “We need to talk about how well it did! We cleared two-fifty overnight. Fifteen new subs, and every single one bought the bonus content. All the comments are positive—and it will just keep earning money as the subs roll in, so we should really get on promoting it.”

I paused for a moment. “Did you say two-fifty?”

She nodded her head.

And then it was like all of my anxieties vanished from my brain. I forgot what I was so worried about. I forgot what I came in to say to her. I hadn’t forgotten that blowjob, but I did suddenly forget that I was worried the memory of it would tear our relationship apart.

“That’s a lot of cash,” I said.

She nodded her head again.

“That’s not even including the new subscriptions,” she said. “You don’t work today, do you? I could really use you on the social media front. We need to keep this momentum going.”

“No work today,” I smiled. “I—I’ll get right on it.” I quickly poured myself a coffee and then I darted off to my room.

I will admit that I was very much motivated by money. Or maybe that was just a convenient excuse to latch onto: an excuse to continue working with Rae, to see her new set of photos that she took the day before when she was in her room. Now, those photos were on her laptop, which was sitting on her desk. She was fine with me taking it for the morning, fine with me looking through those photos, fine with me staring at her dolled-up body. And I have to admit that I stared at those photos for a long, long time.

I even got a little carried away, breaking the wager we made. I went online and ordered her some outfits: lingerie and costumes that I thought would look cute on her. I spent more money that I should have, given our financial situation, but I decided that it was essentially an investment. That kimono was great, but we needed more to really make a business out of this… and I really wanted to see her in some of those other outfits, like the Japanese schoolgirl outfit, and the tight black mini dress.

I tried to shake those thoughts from my head, but they wouldn’t go away. It didn’t seem to matter how hard I tried. Maybe I didn’t want them to go away. Maybe I just wanted to enjoy those thoughts, pretending like they weren’t problematic until they were actually a problem.

After checking out, I realized that I wasn’t on my own laptop. I was on Rae’s laptop. “Shit,” I said, realizing I was signed into her Amazon account. I rushed over to the orders page to cancel the orders, so I could sign into my own account and order the outfits with my own money. That’s when I noticed a familiar item: the satin kimono.

There it was in Rae’s order history, paid for by Rae’s credit card. I paused for a moment, wondering if she had gone ahead and ordered a backup for some reason, and then I saw the date. It was definitely the original, meaning she ordered it—meaning she lost the wager.

And did that mean that this crossdressing thing wasn’t just some random idea that came to her head one afternoon while trying to think of ways to make some cash? I saw that the local classified website was in her bookmark tab, so I clicked it. I saw the ad she posted for that kimono, and then I saw all of the unanswered inquiries, dating all the way back to five minutes after she made the post. She never actually tried to sell it.

So was this just some impromptu money-making scheme? Or was this something more?

I tried to focus on the task, promoting that webpage, but now my brain was swirling with questions. And that curiosity got the better of me. I decided to do some hunting on Rae’s laptop, looking through folders, not minding my own business at all. It took some searching, but I found more photos: photos that predated the arrival of the kimono: Rae wearing women’s undies (and I recognized the undies—Rae showed them to me after a girl left one day. She told me he kept them as a sort of prize). She was wearing tall stockings in the photos, hiding her unshaved legs.

And was she trying to sell those photos? They weren’t anywhere on her OnlyFans page. Now I was convinced: Rae wasn’t just doing this for cash. The business was just a front for something else.

“Did you order stuff with my Amazon account?” her voice said behind me, making me jump.

“You scared me.”

“Did you? Because that counts as losing the wager,” she said, leaning against my doorframe. “Though I saw the outfits and I think they’ll be cute… assuming they’re for me. Or are you thinking of starting your own page? Either way, you lost the wager.”

“No, I didn’t,” I said, shaking my head and then looking down at her kimono. “I know that you ordered that. It’s in your order history.”

Her cheeks suddenly turned red. The smile vanished from her face. It was one of those rare glimpses of humility on Rae’s face: a rare moment when her intense confidence was shaken. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said softly.

“And I saw the old photos, of you in the panties,” I said. “Just admit it. You want to be Rae. This isn’t just about money.”

Now, her face was dark red. Her eyes were starting to shimmer, as if she was about to cry. She pressed her lips firmly together. “You weren’t supposed to look through my laptop,” she said.

“Well I did.”

“Why!?” she gasped, sounded so hurt, so betrayed. Now I was feeling guilty. Since knowing her—for so many years—I’d never seen her like this. I’d never seen her so rattled, right down to the core. “Those are personal!”

“I—I just looked,” I said.

“You must have looked for them. They were hidden.”

I had a lump in my throat now. Did I cross a line? “I… I couldn’t help myself,” I said. “I just had to know. I saw that you ordered the kimono. Just tell me: is this who you are inside?”

She looked like a wounded doe as she stood in that doorway, arms crossed, eyes glimmering, legs pressed firmly together. “So what?” she whispered.

“I don’t care, Rae. You can tell me anything. You’re my best friend. I’m your best friend. Just tell me.”

Now she was staring into my eyes. I could practically see her heart pounding against that exposed section of chest between her flat breasts. “Okay,” she said. “I like being like this. I feel more comfortable like this. I—I think this is who I am.”

I smiled. I watched her for a moment, looking so vulnerable, maybe for the first time in her life. At least it was the first time she’d ever shown any vulnerability, though now I was starting to think that the over-confidence she normally touted was more of an act, a way to hide the vulnerability that was now showing, which was probably always there. She wasn’t comfortable as a man so she acted carefree as a guise. I always thought that she was so free; I always envied that carefree attitude. But I was realizing that she was only starting to feel free now, in that little kimono. It probably took every ounce of real confidence she had to order the thing, and then she felt like she had to create an intricate lie to make me think that the kimono arrived accidentally. “It suits you,” I said.

She smiled. It was a real smile, maybe the realest smile I’d ever seen.

“Thanks for the clothes,” she said softly, and then she slipped out from my room. She probably needed some time to process the moment. She just came out. I felt bad; maybe I forced her out. Maybe I put her in an awkward position where she felt like she had no choice; that wasn’t my goal. But now that she was out, I knew that she was going to be happy.

And I found out later that day that she wasn’t mad at me. It was around lunch when she came into my room with a blushing smile. “Want to shoot another bonus scene for the site?” she asked, looking down at my crotch, biting down on her plump bottom lip.

We set up the camera in her room and got right to it, but this time we went a lot further than just a blowjob. Sure, it started with a blowjob. Then she stood up and I went down, experiencing something new: sucking a long, thick, hard sissy cock. I was afraid to do it, but it turned out be strangely… normal. It wasn’t yucky or awkward. It was actually really satisfying, feeling her throbbing in my mouth, knowing that I was making her aroused. With a woman, you never really know if you’re ticking the boxes. A girl can fake a moan easily enough. But you can’t fake a rock-hard erection, and you can’t fake a cumshot.

I tried to swallow, but the whole sucking thing was new to me. Some went down, some was spat out in a moment of panic. We both giggled. Maybe it didn’t make for the best pornographic video, but we were having fun. I turned her around and licked out her hole. Then I stood up and mounted her, penetrating her, taking away her anal virginity as she moaned and clutched handfuls of her bedsheets.

It felt right clutching her hips, holding her still as I pushed into her, making her legs kick slightly as she fought away an initial pain, which was probably more shock than anything. She found her footing and took a moment to catch her breath, and then I pushed deeper.

I knew she could take it. I knew that she wanted it. I gave her every inch and I didn’t hold back. I wanted to make sure that her first time was as memorable as possible.

I gripped her as firmly as I could and drove into her, grunting as I pumped her tight ass. My pelvis slapped loudly against her butt cheeks, making them red. The red marks would make for good photos later.

She clenched her tight hole. I pumped faster. I watched her head as she tilted it back, letting out a loud scream of pleasure. I spanked her hard on the ass, making her giggle, making her moan. I spread her butt cheeks wide so that I could watch my cock plunging her anus.

I can’t say that I lasted as long as I would have liked. I would have liked to last all day, until we were both dripping with sweat, sapped of energy. But a man can only take so much arousal. I pulled out and coated her back in my cum: a nice ending for the camera, for the growing audience that was willing to pay a lot of money to see Rae in her prime state. I couldn’t blame them; she was truly a sight to behold, and she was just getting better and better by the day as she learned to better do her makeup, to better style her hair. And now there were more outfits on the way.

There was so much to look forward to.

She looked back at me and smiled, blushing. “That felt so good,” she said softly.

“Good,” I said. “Because we’re going to film another scene in a couple of hours.” I winked at her and she giggled.

So maybe our friendship wasn’t ruined after that impassioned blowjob. Maybe that was just the start of the next phase in our friendship, the first phase of something like a relationship. We had a lot to figure out—more than most couples, I’m sure of it—but we were going to figure it out together.

THE END
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Benji hates his job as a farm hand, working six days a week, fourteen hours a day. He’s exhausted and he’s starting to regret his life decisions. Then, while cleaning out an old barn, he finds a book: SUMMONING DEMONS. It’s an ancient tome, filled with horrendous images and thousands of pages of strange incantations.

But there’s one page that catches Benji’s interest: instructions on how to summon a beautiful succubus who, when summoned, will grant the summoner three wishes. The only catch is that each wish needs to be sealed with some ‘adult time’ to please the demon, though it never said anything in the book about the succubus being an endowed futa.


CHAPTER 1
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When I took that farm hand gig, I really didn’t think it was going to be so… boring. I mean—the whole idea was to get out of the office, to get outside, to be doing something different every day. But after two weeks, the appeal was starting to drift away. Sure, I was doing different tasks every day, but somehow each task felt exactly the same as the one before it: feeding the cows, feeding the chickens, moving the animals into different pastures, cleaning barns, moving hay.

I guess the same can be said about any job. After enough time, anything can be boring. I’m sure famous movie stars get bored to death on movie sets. Even stunt men: I’m sure you can only run away from so many exploding cars before it starts to become tedious.

I thought that day was going to be different when the farmer handed me his old .22 rifle. “I need you to hunt and kill every single gopher out in the far field,” he said. “They’re getting into the crops and it’s getting annoying.”

I thought it would be like fun target practice, but after an hour, it was boring. And, to be quite honest, I was starting to feel awfully guilty every time I pulled the trigger and filled another magazine. That field was littered with dead gophers, as if I’d committed some sort of gopher genocide.

It wasn’t long before I found myself on my phone, mindlessly scrolling through Facebook posts that I’d already looked at the day before. There was nothing else to do. The remaining gophers were hiding and the farmer wanted me out there all day. The sun was beating down on me, sucking the moisture out of my body. I was trying to stay hydrated, but the water just passed through me, hardly being absorbed at all. So by noon, I had a headache on top of the boredom.

My plan was to work on that farm for a year, but now it was starting to seem like I wasn’t going to last a month. I was already starting to think of my old office job, selling staplers to other offices, one phone call at a time. Sure, it was a whole different level of tedious, sitting at a desk and making the same phone call over and over, but at least I was surrounded by people. I got to chat with coworkers—and most of them were girls. We took extra-long lunch breaks. We expensed our meals and drinks. Sometimes we would get drunk in the office. We only worked four-and-a-half days each week, but got paid a salary. We got ten paid sick days a year and could use them whenever we wanted—no doctor’s notes needed.

But I left that job to be a farm hand. Maybe it was a midlife crisis. Maybe I made a huge mistake. Maybe they would take me back at the office if I was nice enough with my email. No—I burned that bridge when I told the manager that she was “soul-crushing”. Maybe I should have used softer language. But I was so convinced that I belonged outside, doing manual labor. I was sure that I would love working with animals, getting sunshine on my skin. It never really occurred to me that chickens can be very mean, cows stink, and it actually poured rain just as often as the sun shined. Work had to get done when it was raining, so I quickly got used to being soaking wet.

I scanned that field, looking for signs of gophers. I tried to convince myself that I hadn’t made a huge mistake. It would just take some getting used to. I just had to remember the reasons why I left that office. Why did I leave that office?

My back—that was one reason. Sitting at a desk all day is the worst thing for a back. Though I suppose I could have asked my boss for a standing desk. There was a memo a year earlier saying that anyone who wanted one could have one if they asked. I should have asked. But it wasn’t just the back pain—that repetition was mind-numbing, making that same phone call over and over, going down an endless list of companies. Ninety-five percent of people hung up within seconds of picking up. That rejection hurt, strangely. It was hard not to take it personally. It was a lot like being told that you suck at your job.

But then there was the satisfaction of making a big sale, selling ten thousand units to a major office supply store. It was hard not to grin when the boss came up to give me a big pat on the back, and that grin would linger on my face all day. Little victories like that didn’t seem to exist on the farm. Nothing was ever done. You never finish milking a cow, really. You never really finishing feeding them, because they just need fed again later. It’s not like a chicken lays a golden egg every so often. It’s not like I was going to destroy the entire gopher population; they were going to breed and be back by the end of the season.

I tried not to get too discouraged. There was at least something special about being outside, even when it was raining. I guess it just felt more… real. In an office building, surrounded by fluorescent light, nothing ever seemed real. Those sales never really seemed consequential; it didn’t actually matter if I sold anything—not to me. My salary didn’t change. We didn’t get commission on our sales. At times, it seemed like a cruel experiment, being placed in some unchanging environment, being tasked with the same set of tasks every single day… Maybe someone was watching on hidden cameras, waiting to see how long it took for us to crack.

I cracked. I cracked in the worst way possible. I told off all of the managers and I even flipped off a few coworkers on the way out. I thought I had life figured out when I left that place, but now, as I stared out at that blank field, I realized the grass wasn’t so much greener on the other side. In fact, this grass was quite yellow, spattered with bits of red and pink and lots of guilt and regret.

Then it started to rain. It didn’t seem to matter how well I sinched my pants around my boots, water always found a way inside. Mud always soaked into my socks.

I groaned. Maybe it was time to quit. I could find another office job in another office. It wouldn’t be so bad. I could get used to the repetition. At least it would be dry. At least I wouldn’t break my back carrying heavy bales of hay from one barn to another. My God, sometimes it seemed like I was just carrying the same bale of hay back and forth, over and over. At least in an office, I wouldn’t cut myself while trying to sand the rust off of some old tractor.

Maybe I should have stayed in college and gotten that degree. My parents told me I would regret dropping out, but studying… well, it was just so tedious. But like I said: I was starting to realize that it was just that way in life, no matter what path you go down. Tattoo artists probably get sick of tattooing the same swallow every day. Screenwriters probably get sick of writing the same formulaic screenplays. Picasso probably got sick of drawing funny cube men after a while.

It was 1:00 PM when my walkie-talkie buzzed. “Benji, you there?” asked the farmer. “How’s the gopher situation looking?”

I pressed down that button before wiping the rain from my brow. “They’re all hiding now,” I said. “I probably got forty of them though.”

A part of me hoped that he would shout out with joy or give me some sort of verbal reward to let me know that I’d accomplished something, but that was never the case on that farm. It was just another finished task, and now it was onto the next thing. “I need you to clean out the old barn by the old house. We’re going to be moving the cows in there next week while we change out the rotten boards in the newer barn.”

“You want me to do that now?” I said, eyeing the time. I’d been working for eight hours already. I usually only worked ten hours before he sent me home. I was half-hoping he would relieve me when he made that call.

“Yep,” he said, and then that was the end of the communication.

I’d only been in that old barn once, the day I started working on that farm and the farmer was giving me a tour of the huge hundred-acre property. It was located on the far, far end of the property, almost a whole mile from the road. It was next to an old dwelling: the property’s original house, built in 1789. Both the house and the barn were long-abandoned and collapsing. I wasn’t sure it was safe to go inside—the barn in particular. The roof was slumping, being supported by beams that were almost rotted through entirely. That roof was going to collapse at any moment between now and ten years from now. There was a tiny possibility it would come down on my head—tiny, but enough of a possibility to make my heart race as I stepped into the place.

It was mess inside. The smell was just awful: a leak that had been falling on an old pile of construction hay, rotting slowly, turning to compost as rats made their little homes inside. The whole place smelled of rat feces and bird poo. As I took my second step in, a pack of pigeons took flight overhead, making me cower. Poo fell down, and some splattered on my body and face. I groaned.

Just how cleared out did the farmer want this place?

I started by pulled the old tractor pieces away from the boarded window, and then I pulled down the rotted board to let some sunshine in. The brightness made mice and rats scurry in every direction. Then I moved to the next boarded window and spent fifteen minutes hauling junk out so I could pull down the old board. More light poured in, lighting that space for the first time in a century. A crow cawed overhead, almost seeming like it was warning me: telling me to stop or it would do something bad. My heart fluttered again.

There was something about that barn that I just didn’t like. I wasn’t afraid of bugs or rats, but the barn was scary. There was an atmosphere in there: a strange dread, as if it was a place where some family was murdered. I felt like I was being watched by terrible things. But it was totally quiet, save for the occasional groan of an old beam.

At one point, that feeling of being watched was so overwhelming that I called out, “Who’s there?” I waited a whole minute for an answer, but nothing answered. The place was empty. It was a giant storage room for junk: old, useless junk that needed to be hauled off to the landfill. Though, in a way, the barn was its own landfill. Eventually, that roof would collapse on top of the garbage. The wood would decompose and organisms would break everything down. The metal would rust away. There wasn’t much plastic in there; plastic didn’t exist when the thing was filled. One day, that barn would just be a hill at the back of a field and nobody would even know there was ever anything there.

I found a wheelbarrow with a wooden wheel. It was in decent shape, so I started filling it with junk, hauling crap out one load at a time. There was a ditch next to the barn, which was nice and deep and already filled with junk: that’s where I dumped every load.

After two hours, I had about fifty square feet cleared out—enough for one or two cows at most. I had a feeling that this was going to be my life for the next week, hauling junk and stepping over dead rats for ten or twelve hours a day.

I started thinking again about that office job. Now, I was thinking of the pretty girls who worked in the office. Kate worked in the cubicle next to me. She had long blonde hair and she wore big, fake eyelashes that were so over-the-top, they would weigh her eyelids down slightly, giving her a lethargic sort of look as she typed email after email. She was a good saleswoman because she had that sexy voice. She always sounded like she was flirting with the customers. Nobody ever hung up on her. Hell, they were probably just letting her talk while they pumped their dicks under their desks. She would wear these tight tops that would squeeze her big, chubby tits. She always wore red. I’m pretty sure those tops were against the dress code, but nobody cared. She was definitely working towards a promotion.

And then there was Amanda who worked on the other end of the office. Every guy wanted to fuck Amanda’s brains out, and I’m pretty sure Amanda wanted every guy to fuck her brains out. She would wear these short skirts which I’m sure were from a lingerie store. She was always bending over, pretending like she didn’t know I was behind her, showing off her lacy red panties. She had a tattoo on her right butt cheek that said ‘heartbreaker’, and she must have put on lip gloss forty times every day, smearing her fake lips. She got blackout drunk at a Christmas party one year and she gave me a handjob in the coat closet. She passed out five minutes later, and I’m pretty sure she didn’t remember doing it; I never reminded her.

Maybe that’s really what I was missing now. Maybe that farm job wouldn’t have been so bad if I wasn’t so lonely. It was nice to have people around. Even the guys: sure, some of them were ‘bros’ who liked to exaggerate their stories of fucking girls on the weekends. I never believed a word. “This hot eighteen-year-old got all of her friends together, and they all took turns sucking me,” said Tony. “They called it practice. I was happy to help. I probably came four times.” I don’t think it’s possible to come four times in one night, but I guess I could be wrong…

The last window was blocked by a stack of old wooden crates. The crates were in surprisingly great condition, hardly touched by the termites and rot in that barn. I tried to move one, but it must have weighed a thousand pounds. I grunted, trying to fight it onto a dolly. I thought about leaving it, but I really wanted to open up that last window to light up that back end of the barn. So I found an old rusty crowbar and popped the top of the crate off. I peered inside and saw a huge stack of ancient books.

I’d never seen books so old. They were older than the 1700s. Hell, some of them looked like the Dead Sea Scrolls, the paper was so old and fragile. I lifted out one book carefully and looked at the raw cover, which looked like it wasn’t made from cow hide, but maybe something more… human.

I held the book away from me, grossed out by the idea that had just fluttered through my mind. There was no way the book was made from human skin. That was just a gross, silly idea.

I had to pull books out from the crate, tossing them into my wheelbarrow. I figured the books were worth something, so I hauled them over to the old house instead of the ditch. I made a big pile by the front door, where they would be safe until it was time to haul them back into the barn.

I did this for the next thirty minutes, until I came upon a very strange book. It was massive, bigger than an old encyclopedia. I wiped the dust off of the cover and then my eyes grew wide when I read the title:

SUMMONING DEMONS
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Itook the book and sat down. I needed a break anyway. In fact, it was probably close to finishing time; I was just waiting for the farmer to buzz me and tell me that I could go home. I wiped the rain and sweat from my forehead and I carefully peeled the cover open.

The pages were thick, made from paper that was even thicker than the kind of paper artists paint on. On that first page was a detailed drawing of a group of men and women burning in a pit of fire, surrounded by laughing demons. “Jesus,” I whispered. It was definitely hand-drawn artwork, though it wasn’t signed. “This must be worth something.” I couldn’t help but think of all of those millennial women with the black lipstick who spent their life savings on crystals and tarot cards. I’m sure they would be willing to pay at least a thousand bucks for this book.

It was filled to the brim with original drawings, and they were amazingly well done. This was possibly someone’s life work, compiled into a one-of-a-kind book. This wasn’t a print. It wasn’t made in a printing press. The pages with writing were done with a quill and ink: beautiful calligraphy, but just flawed enough to know that it wasn’t done with a machine—even an antique machine hundreds of years ago.

I kept flipping through the pages. I was particularly blown away by the images of the demons that could supposedly be summoned. They were scary creatures, with big sharp teeth, tusks, horns, lots of eyes, no eyes, multiple mouths, tentacles. These pictures would have made HP Lovecraft shiver in his boots. “Damn,” I said. And I wondered if I was possibly holding something that was worth much, much more than a thousand bucks on eBay. Maybe this thing was priceless, belonging in some sort of museum.

I kept flipping pages until I came to a page that took me by surprise. It was a picture of a winged woman, but she didn’t really look like a demon. Sure, she had little horns and she had those big gothic wings. But she was hot—even by today’s standards. She had flirty eyes and big tits. She had puffy lips and high cheekbones, and a waistline like a Coke can. “Damn,” I said. I flipped the page and saw that she had a name, a very modern name: Erica.

‘Demon Erica, a succubus, cometh from the second circle of hell,’ the book explained. Some of the language in the book was tricky to read. It was an outdated form of English, like trying to make sense of Shakespeare. I did my best to read through her bio, and I laughed a little bit at one point, thinking that it almost sounded like a girl’s Tinder page. It almost seemed like the book was trying to sell me on her, telling me all of the wonderful things she could do for me. ‘Three wishes will be granted upon the summoner when Erica comes upon this earth.’

“So she’s like a genie,” I said to myself. “A sexy demon genie.”

‘Do not summon Erica if thine summoning experience is inadequate,’ it said. It was an interesting form of fiction—kind of like a very old LARP. I guess people liked goofing around back in the day just like today. Maybe things really weren’t so different. ‘A wish’s submission is to be sealed through fornication, at the succubus’ discretion.’ I blushed at the thought of fucking a demon in order to have a wish granted.

I kept flipping through the pages, though I didn’t come across any demons as intriguing as Erica. I found one that could apparently summon a whole army of demon soldiers to fight a battle, but the book claimed you had to sacrifice your soul to an eternity of horrible torture as part of the deal. It didn’t seem like a great deal, in my opinion. At least with Erica, you just had to fuck her. Though maybe her pussy was filled with sharp teeth; she was a demon, after all.

I closed the book, laughing and shaking my head. I put it aside. My plan was to take it home. Maybe that was considered theft, but I just considered it a bonus. I didn’t make a ton of money working on that farm. The farmer paid me what he could, but it hardly covered my bills. I made more working in the office. And that book had been stashed away for at least a hundred years; I had a feeling the farmer wouldn’t notice it missing.

I grabbed my walkie-talkie. “I’ve been going for twelve hours,” I said. “Any chance I can go home now?”

“You get that barn cleared out?” he asked.

“Some of it.”

“Alright,” he said. “Take off. See you at six.”

I groaned. Six didn’t seem so far away. I looked at that book. How was I going to get it to my car without the farmer noticing? I knew he wouldn’t be okay with me taking the book; he once scolded me for ‘trying to take off with his hay’, which was just me getting into my car with a bunch of hay stuck to my boots. He kept a tight ship, so to speak, and I didn’t want to get on his bad end again. It was easier to just to everything he told me to do, asking no questions—not even, ‘Can I have this old book that’s been collecting dust for possibly three-hundred years?’

But how was I going to get the book home? I stepped out from the barn and then paused. My car was there, parked right in front of the barn, with the trunk open. I stared at it for a moment. I hadn’t heard it driving up. “You drive my car over here for me?” I asked on the walkie-talkie.

“No,” he said.

“How did it get here?”

“I don’t know,” he said.

A chill ran down my spine. I knew I didn’t bring my car there. I didn’t like driving down that little dirt path because there were nails scattered about and I didn’t want to have to buy another set of tires. I must have stood there for five minutes as that horrible sensation washed over me. “I’m sure there’s an explanation,” I whispered to myself. There must have been an explanation. Cars don’t just teleport.

But it was convenient. I was able to haul that big, heavy book into my trunk, far from the farmer, so I wouldn’t be caught. Then I got behind the wheel and drove over to the main house to finish up my shift. “How did it go down there?” the farmer asked me when he came in and washed off his hands.

“There’s a lot of cool stuff in that old barn,” I said.

“Like what?” he asked, suddenly pausing and looking at me with a narrow-eyed look, as if he was already catching on that I’d taken something that didn’t belong to me.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Lots of stuff. Old tractor pieces, antique farm tools. I saw some old dusty artwork. There are crates of old books…”

“Well don’t ruin any of it,” he said. “I’ve been meaning to get an appraiser out here to look at it.” But I knew he was full of it. I could tell by that bright gleam in his eyes that he had no idea those old buildings had anything valuable in them. They hadn’t been touched in decades. Nobody had stepped more than five feet into the old structures since the advent of electricity—not even the farmer who owned them.

“I’m sure you could get at least a few bucks for some of that stuff,” I said, biting my tongue as I tried to keep my straightest poker face. I couldn’t let him know that I stole something—though I wouldn’t even say I stole it. Maybe I wouldn’t keep it. Maybe I just wanted to take it home and read it. I mean—if it really was worth millions of dollars, I probably wouldn’t keep it, and I probably wouldn’t sell it. I don’t think I could have that on my conscience… because it kind of did feel like I was stealing it.

But I was intrigued, and I felt like the farmer owed me a little bit more than I was getting. Actually, I felt like he owed me a whole lot more than I was getting; he was always paying me for ten hours when I worked eleven, asking me to work in the pouring rain for the same amount of money a junior manager makes at McDonalds. The least he could do was let me have an old book that he wasn’t even aware of.

“Well don’t ruin any of it,” he said again. “I’m actually heading down there now. Where have you been putting everything?”

“I’ve been moving things that seem valuable into the old house. The trash has all been going into that trash heap.”

“Don’t put anything in the trash heap!” he snapped suddenly. “You aren’t an appraiser. You don’t know what’s valuable and what’s not.”

It was hard not to roll my eyes. This was all crap that he didn’t even know he had—but it was his crap, and I was his employee, so I had to at least act respectful. “Yes sir,” I said. “I’ll make sure it all goes into the old house.”

But there wasn’t enough room in that old house for all of it. I could pack the old house full—so full that nobody would ever be able to step inside of it—but that would still leave a good dumpster worth of stuff to be dealt with.

I took a breath. Whatever. I would do what he wanted me to do. It was his money. If he wanted me to spend five days packing that old house to the brim, then that’s what he would get. “I’m taking off,” I said.

“See you tomorrow,” he grunted without looking at me. “I need you here a bit earlier to pick weeds out in pasture-five. Going to plant some peas.”

I tried not to groan. I didn’t mind picking weeds. I didn’t mind showing up early. But the thought of sitting out in a field, alone, just seemed to horribly tedious. I was getting so tired of being alone, all the time. When I took that job, I assumed that I’d be working with the farmer—at least some of the time. It’s not like I loved his company, but a human does need company. A man can’t just be alone day after day after day. Even in nature, even in meditation. Sure, there are times when being alone is peaceful, but after a certain amount of time, peace turns into the feeling of confinement. That wasn’t ever a problem at the office. Sure, the office had issues, but there was never the mental torture of desolate loneliness.

It didn’t help that I was alone in the romantic sense. I didn’t have a wife. I didn’t have a girlfriend. It had been months since I even had a fling. So I was leaving that lonely farm for a lonely apartment. I was going to spend the night in my bed alone, and then I was going to wake up alone. I would get ready for work alone and then I would drive, alone, to that farm, where I would work alone for another ten or twelve hours, just to do it all again.

Loneliness like that gets to a person. It chips away at one’s mind. It’s not like I wanted to be alone; those were just the circumstances that I was facing. I didn’t have time to date. I was working six days a week. I lived almost an hour from the farm, so between work and the commute, I didn’t have any spare waking hours. I tried downloading the Tinder app, and I matched with a few girls, but I never actually went on any dates; schedules never lined up. Girls want guys who have time for them.

When I got home that evening, I was overwhelmed by a pulse of exhaustion. I thought of skipping dinner and going straight to my bed. I even thought about skipping the shower, knowing that it was more-or-less pointless, knowing I was just going to be back in that dirty old barn in the morning (after spending a few hours in a muddy field). But I knew I needed to eat. I knew I needed to shower. So I sacrificed some time to do both. I even cleaned up my dishes before migrating over to my bedroom. But before I got into my bed, I noticed something out my bedroom window: the trunk of my car was open.

Did someone break into my car? Did they steal that book? I quickly rushed outside to make sure my whole car hadn’t been ransacked. But the car was fine. The change was still in the middle console. The book was still in the trunk. The windows were intact and the stereo hadn’t been plucked from the dashboard. I let out a sigh of relief. Maybe I just left the trunk open when I drove home and I didn’t notice.

I brought the book inside and grunted as I set the heavy tome down on my coffee table. Then I stared at it for a long moment, reading that title over and over:

SUMMONING DEMONS
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Iflipped through the pages again. I knew I needed to get to sleep (even though it was only 8:00 PM). I knew that I needed to get at least six hours if I was going to make it through another long day of manual labor. But that book had me so curious. I couldn’t help but wonder if people actually believed in this stuff, back when the book was written.

Because someone really did put thousands of hours into crafting the tome. Each page was drawn by hand, and there were hundreds of pages. The calligraphy alone was worth some sort of award. Those drawn pages could have filled a museum. And the content—the depictions and descriptions—could have filled horror novels and inspired horror movies that would have Stephen King cowering under his bedsheets.

I found that Erica page again. I stared at her curvy body. The drawing was amazingly realistic. Her breasts were so round and plump and perky. The grin on her face was so mesmerizing.

My gaze drifted over to the text. “Real aloud thrice to summon Erica,” it said. The next part wasn’t in English. I think it was Latin, but I knew nothing about Latin to confirm that. It was a long paragraph. I looked at her picture again. My heart started racing as I entertained the idea of reading the passage aloud.

It’s not like I believed in it, but those nerves were there nonetheless—like going into your bathroom at 2:00 AM, staring at the mirror, and trying to say ‘Bloody Mary’ three times. You know Bloody Mary isn’t going to show up, but that doesn’t make it any less scary.

I started reading, at first with a grin on my face. I tried my best to keep my voice down, so my neighbors wouldn’t think that I’d lost my mind completely. I had to take it slow, since the words were all foreign to me. I stopped at one point to clear my throat, and I wondered if that meant that I needed to restart. Then I kept going. By the end of that first read through, I was starting to lose interest. My excitement was waning. The thought of reading through two more times just seemed… tedious. I wasn’t going to do it, and then the lights in my apartment started flickering. The television turned on for a moment. The screen flickered. The volume went up and down. The curtains in the room blew, even though the windows were closed. Then everything calmed down again.

“Whoa,” I whispered. I looked around, trying to see if one of my windows was open a crack, but they were all closed. I went to check the breaker panel, but everything was flipped properly. A chill ran down my spine. I looked back at that antique book. Did that weird moment have something to do with the reading of the Latin paragraph?

I went back to the book and stared at it. I swear that picture of Erica was different than when I previously looked at it. Her grin almost seemed… bigger. Her eyes seemed more… mischievous. No—that was impossible. Pictures don’t just change. I was just… tired. Yeah, that’s it. It was just a sort of tired hallucination. Maybe I was misremembering how she looked. It’s not like I sat there for hours committing that image to memory.

I looked back at that Latin phrase. My heart raced, but I wanted to try it again. I guess I was a little bit addicted to the thrill of it, so I started reading. This time I was a bit more comfortable with all of the strange words. It only took a couple of minutes to make it through the whole passage.

The same thing happened: lights flickered; curtains waved in a non-existent wind. My television turned on and flipped through fifteen channels before turning off suddenly. I cowered into my couch and covered my face like a frightened toddler. My heart was pounding ferociously fast now. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea. Maybe there was actually something to this occult stuff and I didn’t need to be messing with it. I once heard a story about David Bowie going over to visit Jimmy Page, who was into some weird occult magic stuff. David Bowie said that he saw something so terrifying, he refused to ever go into more detail. I don’t know if those old stories have any truth to them, or if they were just made up for the sake of publicity—but now, I wasn’t so sure I wanted to find out. I didn’t want to unleash something that was beyond my comprehension—and beyond my abilities. I wasn’t looking to get hurt, or to have my soul torn to shreds by some sort of demon woman who had been trapped in some book for hundreds—or thousands—of years.

But still, I found myself reading the passage again. Maybe it was the excitement of it all. Maybe it was the curiosity. Or maybe… maybe I just wanted something from life that life just wasn’t giving me. I dreaded the thought of going back to the farm. I dreaded the idea of being alone for another long, tedious day. I couldn’t just keep on doing the same thing, day after day after day. I needed something to change. I needed life to throw me some sort of curve ball.

When I finished that passage… nothing happened.

The curtains didn’t blow around. The television didn’t magically turn on. The electricity didn’t flicker. Nothing happened at all. My heart finally began to relax. I let my shoulders drop down and I let out a soft sigh. Maybe I wouldn’t get that shake-up that I was hoping for, but maybe that was for the best.

I stood up. I stretched out my arms. I gave that nervous tingling a moment to settle. Then, I went to my bedroom so that I could fall onto my bed, close my eyes, and pass out until my 3:30 AM alarm went off and made me completely miserable for another day. But I didn’t quite make it to my bed. I was two steps into my bedroom when I saw the woman sprawled out on my bed, laying in that vixen pose with her head propped up onto the palm of her hand, and her other hand on her hip, fingers gently caressing her thigh.

I screamed and jumped back. I hit the back of my head against the doorframe, but the pain wasn’t enough to break the shock of the sight—and I hadn’t even noticed her large wings yet. “Who are you!?” I shouted. “Why are you in my room!? Get out of here!”

“You invited me, Benji,” she said, giggling. She brought one of her fingers to her lips, showing off her long, sharp fingernails, which were more like talons than fingernails.

“You—You’re the demon,” I gasped, feeling the wall behind me as I inched towards the door. I was ready to bolt for the exit. I was ready to leave my apartment, get into my car, and never return.

“Why are you so flustered?” she asked with a big grin. “You literally followed the directions to summon me. It’s not like you coughed out all of that Latin by accident. Quit acting so hard done by.”

“You aren’t real,” I said, shaking my head. The shock wasn’t wearing off; it was just getting stronger and stronger and stronger. My muscles were starting to tense up. My jaw was starting to lock. My hands were trembling. Sweat was starting to trickle down my spine.

I don’t think it was the fact that I was looking at a demon that was making me afraid; it was the fact that I was looking at something that was completely impossible. My whole sense of reality was being shattered before my eyes. I was suddenly questioning everything. I had so many questions—but I was also downright terrified; I had no idea what thick chick was capable of. “Don’t hurt me,” I said.

“Why would I hurt you?” she said. “I only hurt people when they ask me to hurt them.”

“What?” I said, shaking my head.

“You’d be surprised. It happens a lot.” She giggled again. For a moment, her skin turned a shade of red, like a chameleon walking onto a gala apple. Then, that redness flushed away and she looked somewhat normal again—as normal as a girl can get when she has fangs, claws, and giant wings.

I let my gaze move down her body, seeing her tight lacy lingerie. It didn’t look ancient; it looked like she picked it up at the sex shop down on the corner. In fact, I was pretty sure that I’d seen it on a mannequin in the window of the shop. It had that same floral lace pattern, and the same frilly bits around the thighs and shoulders. The stockings on her legs were black and sheer, flowing perfectly with her amazing curves.

“You like my body, Benji?” she asked, pulling up her knee so that she could run her finger from her foot to her hip. “Is that why you summoned me? Am I your type?”

“I think—I think there’s been a misunderstanding,” I said, taking a deep breath. “I was just messing around with that book. I—I didn’t actually think that you were going to show up. You can just go home, wherever home is. I don’t want to dabble in this stuff. I go to church. Well, I used to go to church. It’s been a few years now… Okay, it’s been a good ten years, but I’ve been meaning to go back. I believe in God. I—I don’t want to go to hell.”

“Who said anything about going to hell?” she said. “Why are you being such a spaz? Just relax, Benji. You obviously summoned me for a reason. Take a moment to relax, clear your head, and then we’ll get down to business.” Then she made a big smile. “Want me to help you relax? I’m good at that.” She patted the bed next to her. “I can be very… relaxing.”

I shook my head quickly and backed myself through the doorway. “No!” I said. “Like I said, it was an accident. I—I didn’t actually mean to bring you here. It was a misunderstanding. Thanks for coming though. I—I hope it wasn’t a big inconvenience.”

“Well, actually, I can’t leave until you make your three wishes.”

“I don’t need anything,” I said. “But thanks.”

“Well, if you actually understood the deal that you literally spoke out loud, you would know that you agreed to make three wishes, or I have to drag you back to hell with me.”

I felt the color draining from my face. My skin felt cold. Hell, my whole body felt cold. Then she started laughing. “I’m screwing with you, Benji!” She sat up and shook her head. Then she stretched out her back, making her big breasts heave. She let out a cute sort of whimper and then she looked into my eyes. “You really don’t want anything at all? It’s not like you have to give me your soul, Benji.”

I watched her closely. I was still ready to dart for the exit. I took a deep breath and let that chill settle in my spine. “Then what?” I said. “If not my soul—what do you get out of it?”

“Sex,” she said. “I get sex with each wish. You get a maximum of three wishes.”

“That’s it?” I said. “Sex? That’s all I have to do?”

She gasped. “Don’t make it sound so horrible!” she said with big eyes. “I know I’m not as young as I was four-thousand years ago, but I’m still good for a nice shag, Benji. You don’t have to insult me.”

“I wasn’t insulting you!” I said. I still wasn’t sure that this was real. I wasn’t convinced that someone wasn’t playing some sort of trick on me. Maybe those wings were silicone. Maybe the fangs were from a costume store… But how did she make her skin change color like that? And if this was a prank, who the hell was she and why was she pranking me? “So that’s it then?” I said. “I sleep with you and I get whatever I want?”

She nodded her head. “It’s that easy. Well, we fuck the way I want to fuck; I guess that’s the catch.”

But I wasn’t quite listening to her now. My mind was buzzing through the possibilities. Maybe the shock was starting to wear off. Maybe I was starting to realize that the universe was gifting me that break that I desperately wanted. It seemed too good to be true. Not only did I get to make a wish, but I also got to fuck a beautiful woman.

My mind went straight to money. If I asked for money, then I wouldn’t need to work. If I didn’t have to work, I would be able to find time to date—and women would be more attracted to me. I could get a nice haircut, buy some nice clothes, and I could take girls on fancy dates.

“I see dollar signs in your eyes, Benji,” she smiled.

I blushed, making her laugh. “It’s okay. That’s everyone’s first wish. In fact, I think there was only ever one guy who wished for something else with his first go. If it’s money you want, it’s money you can have. You know the agreement. Get into the bed with me and let’s seal the deal.” She licked her lips. Her tongue was split like the tongue of snake, but somehow that wasn’t a turnoff. I guess the rest of her just made up for all the scary stuff. Sure, she had talon fingernails, but she was curvy like Kate Upton. Yes, she had a tail and demon wings, but her ass could have easily fetched a million likes on Instagram. Her fangs were a bit intimidating, but she had those fat, pouty lips to make up for it. And that’s not even mentioning her amazing breasts, which wobbled every time she moved ever-so-slightly.

I took a step towards her. My body trembled. Was God watching me right now? Was he disappointed in me? Was I going to deeply regret sleeping with a demon? She claimed I wasn’t selling my soul, though it was impossible to know what I’d agreed to when I read that Latin paragraph.

“C’mon, Benji,” she said. “I don’t bite, unless you want me to.” She giggled.

I took another few steps towards her. Now, I was standing over her, feeling the heat radiating off of her body. That heat wasn’t natural. People don’t radiate like that. But the smell was amazing: like a mix of roses and charcoal. It was so curious, but so hypnotizing.

“Well?” she said. “What are you waiting for? Do you want to be rich or not?”

Then she parted her knees, spreading her legs. She touched her pussy and pulled that finger up, giggling. She let out a soft moan. She grabbed the bottom of that lingerie bodysuit and she pulled it to the side, exposing her perfect pussy. It was damp, tight, hairless. It was drawing me in, seducing me, taking away every little ounce of apprehension.
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Icrawled on top of her, feeling that intense heat. It wasn’t hot enough to burn, but it wasn’t too far off. She slid her arms around me, pulling me down. Her large wings enveloped both of us, pulling us into a sort of cocoon. I have to admit that I wasn’t too fond of the feeling of her wings against my back; they felt distinctly non-human, and I was already struggling with her fangs as she leaned in to kiss me.

But I tried to ignore all of her demonic features. I tried to focus on what was familiar to me: her big breasts, her soft thighs, her damp pussy, which she was now grinding against me as she wrapped her legs around me like a horny spider monkey.

She was frisky. She giggled, pushing her tongue into my mouth. I felt both ends of her tongue moving in my mouth, which was awkward at first, but I quickly found the appeal. She pulled that tongue back and then she looked into my eyes. Her irises were blood-red. Her pupils were dilated. “Do you find me sex, Benji?” she asked.

I nodded my head, trying hard to hide the lingering terror that just wouldn’t go away. I had a feeling it wouldn’t go away until she was gone.

She took my hands and placed them on her huge breasts. “Squeeze me,” she said. She moaned when I squeezed. “Harder, Benji.” I kept squeezing, watching her chest as it heaved. With each breath in, her breasts seemed to grow, and then they would shrink slightly when she let out her deep sighs. Her nipples were big and puffy, erect and aroused. I had to suck on one, even though her skin was now red like her eyes. I circled her nipple with my tongue, making her giggle.

“You’re a lot more comfortable than the guys I’m used to,” she said. “Maybe it’s a modern man thing.”

I didn’t know what to say back, so I just kept on sucking her nipples.

“It’s good that you’re comfortable. It will help,” she said. I looked up and saw that she was grinning.

She slid her clawed hands gently down my back, until her hands were gripping my ass. She pulled my cheeks apart, which I must admit was a bit strange. But it only got stranger when I felt something sliding up against my asshole. “Whoa,” I said. “What’s that?”

“We have sex my way,” she said. “That’s the deal.” Her grin got bigger, and then I looked down. Looking down was a mistake: seeing it was a mistake.

She was now armed with a large, throbbing cock. It was red like the rest of her (and now she was remaining red, proving that she was indeed a demon and not a human in a cute cosplay costume). Her tip was fat and round, with a bead of thick clear fluid dribbling out of it. I could see her thick veins pumping blood into her shaft. “What the fuck is that!?” I said.

“This is how I like it, Benji,” she giggled. “That’s not a problem for you, is it? Well, it doesn’t matter if it is or not, it’s the deal we made. Now try to relax. At least pretend to like it, for my sake. If you insist on making me feel bad about it, I can’t promise I’ll put in the effort for you… Imagine going to a restaurant and talking shit about your chef. You’ll still get what you ordered, but you might not want to eat it.”

I just stuttered, staring at the thing, unable to look away. Was it always there, or did she somehow conjure it up? My heart fell down to the floor. I’d never been penetrated before, and that’s how I liked it; but she wasn’t giving me another option. I knew that this deal was too good to be true. I knew that there was going to be a catch.

I tried to think of the money. I tried to remember why I was doing this in the first place: money was the solution to all of my problems. I could finally move forward with my life if I could just take the financial obstacle out of the picture.

So I closed my eyes. I let her grip my body with her clawed hands. I tried hard to take my mind somewhere else while she had her way with me. I felt her tip pressing against my hole. I tried to clench her back, but she was determined—and she was going to get what she wanted.

I heard her grunting. I refused to open my eyes. I felt myself stretching. “Oh God,” I said.

“Let’s not use that name now,” she said. “Just try to relax, Benji. It feels nice if you relax.” It didn’t help that she was hung like a damn horse. Her cock must have been a foot in length. It was as thick as my fist. I had no idea how she was managing to push it into me.

“I can’t do this,” I said through clenched teeth.

“But you have to,” she said. “Or you can come back to hell with me—and this time I’m not joking. C’mon, Benji. Like I said: if you’re going to insist on offending me, then I can’t promise I’ll put in the extra work to make your dreams come true. At least pretend like you think I’m sexy. At least open your eyes so I don’t think you’re completely repulsed by me.”

It wasn’t so easy to open my eyes—especially when I made the mistake of looking down again and seeing her cock in the moment that it penetrated me successfully. I gasped, feeling the stretching, feeling the tightness, feeling that warm (or I should say, hot) throbbing inside of my body. “Oh God,” I said again.

“I told you to stop using that name here,” she scolded. “Focus on me, Benji. Look into my eyes.” I looked into her eyes. “Don’t you like me, Benji?” She was pouting now, making her bottom lip fat, making it quiver, making her eyes glimmer with wetness. But it was all an act; she burst into a fit of laughter a minute later, pushing her dick deeper into my body, making me gasp.

“It hurts!” I cried.

“Oh, boo! It does not, you liar! Maybe it feels weird, but it doesn’t hurt. Believe me: I know pain. I see it every day. If you think this is pain, you’ve lost your mind. You’re closing your eyes again, Benji. Do you really want to hurt my feelings before I grant your wish? That’s not the best idea, but it’s your wish. This is your time—you just summoned me.”

I tried to focus on remaining calm. I didn’t want to know what she was capable of—at least not in terms of negative qualities. I wanted to know just how wonderful she could make my life. I tried to ignore the pain. I guess she was right: it wasn’t really pain. It was more like a terrible discomfort: something big in a place that wasn’t supposed to have anything in it at all. I could feel it sliding into me, pushing deep. Her cock wasn’t quite like a human cock; it didn’t feel like skin—not that I’d ever had a cock in my ass, but I had a cock of my own and I had an idea of what was normal. Her cock was slick and slimy. It slid easily, and it curved in an exaggerated way. It seemed to get bigger closer to the tip. The pulsing was extraordinary as well: it wasn’t just a regular throbbing; I could actually feel it, as if the thing had a heart of its own.

But now it was inside of me. The worst part was over. I just had to endure her thrusting. Okay, maybe the worst part wasn’t over; the thrusting was pretty bad. No, it didn’t hurt and it didn’t feel any weirder than being penetrated, but it was…

Humiliating.

The thrusting was humiliating and emasculating. My body was quickly going numb and limp. For some reason, I held onto her hot, sweaty body. I gripped her tightly while she pushed in and out of my body. And to make it more humiliating, I was still erect from my initial arousal—or maybe it was the feeling of her big tits rubbing against my chest. But she probably thought that I was aroused from her cock, which simply wasn’t the case. She knew I was erect too: she kept reaching down to stroke me, to tease my tip, and then she kept smiling and giggling: flattered that I was so hard. I guess it was for the best. I wanted her to be flattered.

“Am I going to make you come, Benji?” she asked, sliding in and out of me. Her cock must have been as long as my forearm—and she was getting every inch of it into my body.

“Oh God!” I moaned loudly when her fat tip rubbed against my prostate, sending a jolt of unwanted euphoria through me. I didn’t want it to feel good; I just wanted it to end.

“I told you to stop using that name!” she roared suddenly, stopping and staring into my eyes. I swear there was fire in her eyes. I swear the temperature of her body went up ten degrees, almost burning me. The proceeding moment of silence lasted a few seconds, but it felt like a few minutes. I’m not sure my heart was beating.

Then she kept thrusting. “I’m going to come,” she groaned. “At least try to get into it, Benji.”

She pushed my arms up over my head. She rubbed her claws down my chest, making me tense all over. She licked my neck with her snake tongue. Then she pumped me hard one last time before letting out a scream with her head tilted back.

I gasped when I felt it: demonic cum flowing into my body. My eyes widened and I clenched hard. It felt like a torrent: like a pint of thick cream spilling deep into me. “Oh my G—” I managed to stop myself before saying it. “Goodness.” I cleared my throat and then I went limp, feeling like my insides were about to burst, like there wasn’t enough room for all of the content she was spilling into me.

She pulled out suddenly. I didn’t look down, but I could feel her stuff flowing out. I could even hear it gushing, but I refused to look down, already imagining something horrifying: black like ink, or maybe red like blood. I didn’t want to see that. It was bad enough that I now felt an empty gap inside of my body, like something big was missing from inside of me. That feeling wasn’t natural. I kept clenching my little hole, but it just wouldn’t shut.

And to make it worse, Erica was now towering above me, looking down into my eyes with a big grin on your face. “Oh, don’t look so hard done by, Benji,” she said. “You made the deal.”

I had nothing to say to her. I just wanted to be done with this process. I tried to remember that I was getting something out of this: something that was possibly worth the awkward sex and so much more.

She was going to make me rich. The worst part was over.
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“When you wake up, you’ll be a rich man,” she said. “That’s what you want, right?”

I nodded my head, red all over with embarrassment. I had a hard time looking into her eyes, but I didn’t want to offend her. Her cock was gone now, as if it had never been there. Now, I could only see the subtle bulge of her pussy. She kept giggling, as if my humiliation was funny, but that just made the humiliation worse.

“Answer me. Don’t just nod your head. Do you want to be rich or not?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Okay,” she said, waving her hand and shaking her head. “Then you’ll wake up rich. Now you can have two more wishes. You know how to summon me: just read from the book. Or, if you’re feeling adventurous, you can summon one of my friends. That book of yours is filled with lots of fun ideas. You should flip through it some time.” She walked to my door, showing me that perfect ass. Then she turned around. “See you later, Benji.” She waved at me with her fingers, giggled, and then walked away.

My head was swirling with conflicting emotions. Was I humiliated? Was I scared? Was I excited? Was I feeling regretful? My ass was still sore, and it still felt like my hole was open and leaking. I still hadn’t looked down to see what exactly was pooling out of me, but I was still too afraid to look. I decided it was something I would deal with in the morning, once I regained some of my will to live. I curled up into a tired ball on my bed, and then I tried to close my eyes.

It wasn’t long before I started to wonder if any of it was real, or if it was just an exhausted hallucination.

Somehow, I dozed off. I still had my alarm set because I didn’t fully trust the demon. I didn’t actually think that I was going to wake up rich. But I was excited to see if it was real. I was excited to see if I would wake up surrounded by piles of cash. I couldn’t wait to call the farmer and tell him that I wasn’t going to come in. Maybe I could swing by and give him a million bucks as a thank you for letting me find that book—or maybe I would just never go back there, because the thought of going back there filled me with a terrible dread that was almost worse than the thought of facing a demon from the depths of hell.

I woke up to the beeping alarm. I groaned as I reached around for it to turn it off—but it wasn’t where it usually was. It was further back on my nightstand, behind the lamp. That’s not where I kept my alarm, but I was too tired to question it; maybe it got nudged back when I was being fucked by the demon.

The alarm went off again a minute later. I groaned loudly and then I rolled over to face the window. It was black outside, as usual. God, it’s so hard to wake up when there’s no sun in sight. I fought to sit up. I rubbed my eyes and then I looked around the room, hoping to spot some giant pile of cash, or maybe a duffle bag filled with gold bars.

And then I paused. I wasn’t in my bedroom. This wasn’t my apartment. I blinked a few times, and then I considered the possibility that I was dreaming. I put my hands on my face. I stretched out my jaw. I gave myself a pinch. I blinked a few more times. This certainly felt real.

I stood up, feeling the cool floor against my feet.

Was this my new bedroom? It wasn’t exactly the lavish bedroom of some downtown penthouse suite. There were two windows in the space, one on either side of the room, but they were old windows. A cool draught was coming through a crack in one of the windows. And my God, the floorboards were like ice on my feet! I rushed over to the dresser and pulled it open, seeing clothes that were in worse condition than my own clothes.

“What the hell’s going on?”

I had to put on a pair of socks, even though the thought of putting on a stranger’s socks was awful. I’d never been a big fan of wearing other people’s clothes. I dug around for a sweater and found a tattered red flannel.

Was this supposed to be my rich man wardrobe? They wouldn’t have accepted this stuff at Value Village. The socks all had holes. The pairs of underwear were ripped. Shirts had tears in the armpits. I looked like a hobo. The only reason I was putting any of it on was because that house was so damn cold, as if there wasn’t a speck of insulation in any of the walls or the attic.

I stepped out of the room and spotted the stairs. I went down. Each step groaned loudly as I descended. “What the hell is going on?” I whispered under my breath. As soon as I reached the bottom of the stairs, I knew where I was: I was in the farmer’s house.

I’d been in there a few times, usually just to get the morning briefing when it was pouring rain outside—otherwise we usually did all of that out front, on the parking pad. “Al?” I called out, looking around. “You here?”

But the farmer wasn’t there. I went through the whole house, checking every room. It wasn’t until I was back in that living room when I saw the photo of me and my parents on the wall: a photo that was by my bed in my apartment.

“What’s happening?” I whispered again.

I went outside, into the rain. My car wasn’t there, but Al’s truck was. I went to the truck, pulling open the squealing, rusty door. I went through the glovebox and found the registration papers. There, I saw my name. “Fuck…” I said. I rushed back into the house. I went through the rooms again, now finding things that were my own: photos of mine, the old guitar that my dad gave me, binders from when I was in college.

I pinched myself again, trying to wake myself up. In the kitchen, on the counter, there were bills in my name. But there were also cheques made out to me, from local grocery stores. The cheques were big, making me pause for a moment. “Nineteen thousand dollars?” I whispered, holding up one cheque. I had no idea Al made so much cash!

But then there were the bills. One bill was for some sort of cross-country delivery: twelve-thousand dollars. Another bill was for heating the main barn over the winter: nineteen thousand dollars. “Holy shit,” I said. I spent a few minutes doing the math. Al still came out ahead by a decent margin. He was still raking in a good profit, but he sure had a lot of expenses to keep that farm running.

I could hear the cows mooing their low moos: the sound they made when they were hungry. I had a feeling it was now my job to go out and feed them. I groaned and put on the pair of boots by the front door. I marched out into the mud and went through the process of feeding the cows. Then I had to feed the chickens. Then I had to milk the cows. Then my phone rang and one of Al’s clients (he called himself my client) needed a hay delivery, but the hay wasn’t in bales yet.

I had a lot of shit to do. “I’ll get that done later,” I said. “I just have to milk the cows.”

After working at the farm for a few weeks, I had a basic understanding of what needed to be done to keep things running—but it was a lot. I didn’t have time to rest. I zipped from one task to the other. I didn’t milk the cows quite as much as they probably needed. I probably missed a dozen eggs when I went through the chicken coops. Then my phone rang again. It was an automated message, reminding me that a crew would be coming in to renovate the barn. I still had to clear out that old barn and move the cows.

I was already sweating by 7:00 AM, already wishing the day was over.

I needed help. I needed help badly.

And then a little sedan came rolling down the driveway, lifting up dirt behind it. I paused, taking a moment to breathe. I pulled off my hat and gave it a shake, getting some of the rain water off of it. The sedan was mine: that was my car! Was I about to see myself? I realized in that moment that I never looked in the mirror. I hadn’t had a chance to take care of my basic hygiene. I looked down at my hands; they sure looked like my normal hands.

Then I looked up at the car as it pulled up to me. The rising sun made the windshield glow, so I couldn’t see the driver. I used a hand to block the reflection of the sun from my eyes, and then the driver stepped out.

It wasn’t me. It was a girl: short, skinny, with bright blonde hair. She smiled at me, and then she blushed. “Sorry I’m late, Benji. Traffic was terrible getting out of the city.” She went into her backseat and pulled out a cowboy hat. She put it on her head. She was wearing cowgirl boots on her feet. I’d never seen the woman before, but she apparently knew me.

“You picking something up?” I said.

Then she stared into my eyes for a long moment. She giggled. “No. I’m working today. It’s Monday.”

“For me?” I said. Did I hire this girl? I cleared my throat suddenly and perked up. “I mean—of course. I know that. Uh, sorry, I just didn’t get a lot of sleep last night.” I was quickly learning that I was in some sort of alternate reality. This was my life if I did what farmer Al did to make his ‘riches’. Apparently, this was the demon’s idea of being rich. I guess I should have been more specific; I should have made it clear that I wanted money without having to do any work. I just wanted to wake up in my old apartment with ten million dollars or so that I could use as I pleased.

“What do you need me doing?” she asked. She had a country girl twang to her voice, like she could have been one of the Dixie Chicks. She had an innocent smile, apparently not at all worried about the fact that it was cold and pouring rain.

“I, uh, need you to clear out the old barn,” I said. “Move everything into the old house next to it.”

“So the same as yesterday?” she asked. “You don’t want me pullin’ roots like you said?”

I shook my head slowly. It didn’t seem like a priority to get the old field ready for a pea crop. There was enough going on.

She giggled and nodded her head. “Sure thing, Benji. I’ll get right on it. Just walkie me if you need anything.”

“Alright,” I said. I watched her skip away, carelessly into the rain. I knew that this was an alternate universe because she was exactly the type of girl I would have hired. I had a soft spot for little blonde chicks. Even if she had absolutely no experience working on a farm, I would have given her a job on the spot. Maybe it was her cute physique, maybe it was her long blonde hair, or maybe it was her spunky attitude. I was already trying to think of a way to get her to like me as more than just her boss.

That thought didn’t sit well in my mind: I was her boss. This farm was mine. I didn’t want to be a farmer. I didn’t want to have employees. I didn’t take that farm hand job because I liked hard work: I took it because I thought it would be nice to be outside more. I didn’t take that job because I was hoping to one day be a farmer just like Al. The demon had my intentions all wrong—or maybe this was just a cruel joke to her. Maybe she conjured up the most dreadful ‘rich man’ scenario she could think of… because Al was indeed Rich. I found his bank statements (which were technically mine) when I was going through the house that morning. I’m not sure I quite had enough money now to retire, but I wasn’t far off. Maybe five more years of running that farm, and then I could sell it all. I could take the money and move somewhere nice and warm…

But the thought of working for five more years—and then the painful process of trying to sell a working farm. Do people just buy working farms? I guess that was a bridge to cross at another time… I guess I couldn’t complain. This new life was a gift, and it was definitely an upgrade. I knew that I should have been more grateful, but it was hard with the rain pouring down on my head. It was too wet to bundle up the hay, so I decided to go up to the back end of the property to help the little blonde empty out the barn.

I stopped about fifty yards away, seeing her hauling a pile of junk from the barn to the house. She didn’t notice me standing there.

That was the moment that it hit me—the moment that it really hit me. A demon had actually changed my life with some sort of strange hell magic. Everything around me was now mine. But what happened to Al? Was he now living in my crappy apartment? Was he poor and unemployed? Did I ruin his life by asking the demon for money? And this girl: where did she come from? Who was she before I summoned that demon and asked for my life to be changed?

My heart was pounding hard. A swirling nausea was quickly filling my gut. My phone was ringing in my pocket but I was afraid to answer it, afraid that it was just going to be one more task that needed to be done, maybe some client that needed something delivered. It was all just too much.

I didn’t want this.

I took a deep breath and tried to reel myself in. “I can figure this out,” I whispered to myself. Maybe it was overwhelming, but it was technically what I asked for. It was something that I could get used to; all new things take some getting used to. Farmer Al could do it, so I could do it too… though he was constantly grumpy, constantly stressed out, constantly working on something, never stopping to relax or indulge in any sort of hobby. That was my life now—but at least I had money; at least I no longer had to worry about facing homelessness. I could sell all of this; I could take the money and run. I just had to keep things running long enough to get the thing sold.

I approached the young woman at the barn. “Need a hand?” I said.

She looked at me with a curious smile. “Are you offering?” she said, looking wide-eyed and taken aback.

“Sure,” I said.

“Am I moving too slow?” she said, now perking herself up. Her body was suddenly filled with a strange tension, as if I was a drill sergeant catching her slacking off.

“No,” I said. “I just thought I would help.”

“It’s just that a lot of this stuff is really heavy. I can only move so much at a time—but I promise I’ll try to move faster.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

She stared at me in silence for a long moment.

“I said it’s fine,” I laughed. “Just relax. I just thought I would help. I’ve got nothing else to do.”

“Weren’t you supposed to take the tractor in for servicing?” she said.

“Was I?”

She nodded her head. “And you were supposed to make the Patterson delivery,” she said. “And did you already finish that work in the field you said you needed to finish?”

“I’ll figure all that stuff out,” I said, shaking my head. I didn’t want to think of any of that.

“O—Okay,” she said. “There’s, uh, this big couch that I can’t move on my own. Maybe you can help me move it.”

“Sure thing.”

She seemed apprehensive, constantly looking over at me, as if she was making sure I was up to no good. I made her nervous. Maybe this version of myself hadn’t been very nice, kind of like how Al normally treated me. I was always terrified when Al showed up when I was working; it was always to tell me I was doing something wrong, or to tell me that he was going to dock my pay for breaking something.

We each took an end of that big, old couch. “Did, uh, you get a bit of rest last night?”

“Yep!” she said.

“That’s good,” I said. I bit my tongue. I knew there was no good way to ask the next question, so I just spat it out. “What’s your name again?”

“My name?” she said, now with an even more nervous face: big eyes, pale skin. Now she was looking at me as if I was dying, as if I was having a heart attack or a stroke. “It’s Wendy, Benji.”

“Right,” I said. “I knew that. My brain is just… scattered today.”

“Are you okay?” she asked. “Did you hit your head on something?”

I laughed and shook my head. “It was just a strange night.”

“You aren’t acting like yourself,” she said. “I just want to make sure you’re okay.”

We dumped the couch next to the old house. She wiped some of the rain water from her forehead and let out a little whimper. She was definitely cute. She was definitely the one nice thing about this new life that had been dumped on me. I mean—sure, the money was nice, but what was the point of having money if I didn’t have time to spend it on anything?

“So what kind of things do you like to do, Wendy?” I asked.

“Well,” she said. “I guess that’s a hard question to answer. I don’t really have a lot of time for hobbies and whatnot.” Her country twang was cute.

“Why not?”

She stared into my eyes. “I work six days a week, and I usually spent the other day doing chores like grocery shopping, laundry, cleaning.”

“Oh. Right,” I said. She was basically describing my life before the demon changed everything around. Now, I had a feeling that I was going to have even less free time. “Well, maybe we can talk about moving you to five days a week. Then maybe you can have some more free time.”

“Oh,” she said. “Well, I kind of need the extra money, but thank you for the offer.”

“Right,” I said. “Well maybe we can talk about a pay raise.”

Her brow perked up. “A pay raise?” she said. “Really?”

“Sure, why not?”

“I won’t say no,” she said.

“We can do, like, twenty an hour,” I said. It was five dollars more than I was making, and it was what I always thought that I should be earning.

She gasped. Her eyes became bright. “Really, Benji?”

“Sure,” I said.

“I like this new you, Benji,” she smiled.

My heart fluttered. I was happy to make her happy, but I was really screwing myself over. At twenty dollars an hour, I was going to be paying her more than I was currently paying her and I was going to get her fewer days, which meant I had to do more work myself—and I was already unsure of how I was going to do half of the work that needed to be done.

“Are you sure you can handle things here if I only come in five days?” she asked as we each took an end of an old dresser.

“I’ll make it work,” I said. I tried to smile to hide my panic.

I helped Wendy for the next two hours, hauling all of the big items out. Then I insisted that she stop to take a lunch break. She blushed and beamed. I was just trying to treat her the way that I wanted to be treated… and maybe I was being a little bit extra-nice to her because she was quite pretty.

After lunch, I decided to make some phone calls. I called a couple of realtors before finding one that specialized in selling working farms and ranches. “I’d love to sell your property,” the man said to me. “Can I come over today? We can talk about all of the details. I know your place! I drive by it every day. I’ve actually been meaning to pop in and ask you if you’ve thought at all about selling.”

“Well come on over,” I said. “I want to get this thing sold as soon as possible. Put it up as a fire sale. I just want to get rid of it.”

“I’ll be right there,” he said.

I couldn’t help but wonder if I was ruining a perfectly good thing. This life was technically a gift from that demon—but I only ever wanted the money. I didn’t want the back-breaking lifestyle. I didn’t want a job that meant working seven days a week, with no holidays. I didn’t like milking cows or feeding chickens. And I certainly didn’t love sitting on a tractor, going back and forth and back and forth, cutting hay, baling hay, collecting hay, bringing hay to animals, and so on.

Wendy was still working in the old barn when the realtor pulled up. He had a nice, black SUV, with shiny chrome rims. He was wearing sunglasses that were definitely worth more than my entire wardrobe. He looked at me and smiled, showing off his sparkling white teeth. Then, a giant chunk of metal fell from the sky and crushed both him and his SUV.

I screamed, jumping back. Wendy came running from the barn. There was blood everywhere. After a moment of panic, we called the police. An ambulance came, along with four cruisers and two fire trucks. Everyone stared at the heap of metal, perplexed and astonished and shocked. It was a piece from an airplane that had been passing overhead. They had to bring a crane in to lift the hunk of metal onto a flatbed. The SUV was crushed into the metallic hunk.

“Talk about the worst luck ever,” said one of the cops, shaking his head. I was speechless. My heart hadn’t stopped pounding since the moment the metal fell from the sky.

It didn’t occur to me that the realtor’s death was my fault until the next day, when I called another realtor and set up a meeting. On his way to my property, a bullet passed through his skull, killing him instantly. Apparently, a hunter took a shot at a deer, a kilometer away. He missed, but that shot made it to the highway and hit the realtor directly in the temple. The cops called it terrible luck, but I knew better.

I knew that Erica was stopping me from selling that property. I knew that she was making me run that farm. She wasn’t going to let me have that money easily. I couldn’t keep calling realtors; I didn’t want to get anybody else killed. But I couldn’t keep living that new life; it was just too much for me. I’d hardly slept since waking up in farmer Al’s bed. I’d been working from 3:00 AM until 11:00 PM. I was already losing weight, hardly able to keep my eyes open during the day. There was just too much to do, and the work kept piling up.

And then came Wendy’s new two-day weekend. That weekend was brutal. I didn’t even stop to eat, trying to keep up with all of the deliveries, trying to feed all of the animals. I was tempted to burn the farm down just so I could collect the insurance money. Hell, even if there wasn’t insurance money, I was still tempted to burn it all down, just so I could get away. I didn’t want to see another cow. I didn’t want to step in another mound of pig shit.

It was almost midnight on that Sunday night when I went down to the old farm house. I spent hours in there, with a flashlight, pulling open boxes, digging through junk, moving crap from one pile to another, until I found that book:

SUMMONING DEMONS.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


After reading the passage three times, I found Erica in my bed, sprawled out just like when I first met her. “Another wish, Benji?” she asked with pouty lips and unimpressed eyes. “Well go on then, just get it over with.”

“Why did you kill those people?” I said. “You killed them—they’re dead.”

“Yes,” she said.

“You can’t just kill people like that.” I tried not to chew into her too hard, worried she would snap back at me.

“Well I had to; you gave me no choice, Benji. I had to protect the wish that I granted you.”

“This isn’t what I wanted. I wasn’t looking for a career. I told you that I wanted money.”

She rolled her eyes. “Where do you think money comes from, Benji?”

“A big printer in Ottawa,” I said.

“You aren’t acting very appreciative,” she growled, sitting up. She stretched her wings out before pulling them back in. “You wanted to be a rich man and I made you a rich man. A little thank you would go a long way, you know.”

“I didn’t want this and you know it!” I said. “The whole reason I asked for money was so that I could get away from this farm.”

“What’s wrong with this farm? You don’t like my farm?”

“I’m not much of a farmer. So can you just give me my life back? I just want things back the way that they were.”

“Is that your second wish? You wish to undo the last wish entirely? I can do that for you, Benji, but just so you know: that’s pretty cruel. Imagine if you gave someone a gift and they demanded you take it back. But I can tell you don’t actually care about my feelings.” She crossed her arms and looked away from me, pouting like a spoiled teenager.

“Let’s just call it a misunderstanding,” I said. “I just assumed you would give me a bag full of cash. I didn’t realize that you were going to change absolutely everything in my life. And what about those realtors?”

“What about them?” she said, rolling her eyes again.

“Are you going to bring them back to life?”

“You have two wishes left, Benji,” she said. “You can’t just cram everything you want into a single wish. If you want to bring those guys back, that’s both of your wishes.”

“That’s not fair,” I said.

“Those are the rules. I don’t make them. I’m just doing what my master tells me to do.”

“And who’s that?”

“Lucifer,” she said, and then the room became quiet. The lights flickered and the curtains fluttered. A chill ran down my spine; I had a feeling her ‘master’ was listening to us now. I didn’t want to get on the wrong end of all that.

Now I had some thinking to do. Did I have to use my wishes to bring those realtors back? Was it morally wrong to use my wishes on myself when I could resurrect two men who died tragically? That raised more questions about morals. Maybe I needed to use my wishes to do good in the world, like end world hunger or stop all the wars.

“So what am I doing, Benji?” she said. “You summoned me. Let’s not make this take all day.” She wouldn’t look into my eyes. She wasn’t just joking around: she was actually offended. I couldn’t help but remember when she told me that she wouldn’t put in as much effort if I didn’t make her happy. I didn’t want to end up with another botched wish. I had a feeling this new life of mine was so miserable because I offended her when she was fucking me.

So I took in a breath. I put a smile on my face. “Look,” I said. “I really do appreciate the farm. Uh, nobody’s ever done anything like this for me. It’s just—it’s a lot more work than I can handle.”

She looked into my eyes. She blinked a few times. “You hate it,” she said.

“No,” I said. “It’s just not for me. And it’s not like I knew it wasn’t going to be for me. I guess this kind of life just isn’t for me—but I really do appreciate you putting this all together for me. It really means a lot.”

“Quit trying to butter me up,” she said. “You get two wishes.”

“I just want you to know that I really appreciate the effort.”

She suddenly cracked a grin. “Well, I do my best to please.”

“It’s really great. But, uh, maybe we can figure out a way to make it better.” I thought for a moment. “Maybe you can take some of the workload off for me.”

“Is that what you want? You want an easier life?”

“I guess so,” I said. I didn’t like her simplifying it like that—it left too much room for interpretation. I already dreaded her interpretation of what an easier life could mean. I didn’t want to wake up in a wheelchair, surrounded by a team of full-time nurses to care for me. Sure, it would be ‘easier’ but it would also be miserable. Easy didn’t necessarily mean happy. “So maybe we can sit down and go over details.”

“I don’t need details, Benji,” she said. “I get what you’re asking for. Maybe I was a bit mean when I put you in charge of the farm. I guess I thought the hard work might give you a bit of character—maybe put a bit of hair on your chest. But now I see that’s not really your thing. The ‘manly’ fantasy isn’t really your fantasy.”

I tried to carefully interpret every word out of her mouth, making sure that I wasn’t about to sign myself up for a whole new heap of problems. “Right,” I said before clearing my throat. I didn’t want to offend her so I had to be very careful with what I chose to say. I wanted to set some ground rules, but I didn’t want to come off as untrusting—even though I was really struggling to trust her; she was a demon, after all. But I felt like I had a good side of her right now. I felt like she was in a decent mood. I just had to keep her in a decent moon through the sealing of the deal, which meant pretending to enjoy her idea of sex. “Okay then,” I said. “Let’s do it.”

She smiled and jumped to her feet, making her large breasts bounce up and down. “Let’s do it.” She came towards me and put her hands on my shoulders. She stared longingly into my eyes. There was a long moment of silence.

“W—What is it?” I asked.

“I’m just looking at you, Benji. I’m trying to get to know you better. I’m trying to see your soul. If I really get to know you, I can give you what you really want.” She smiled, then she leaned in and our lips met. I liked her plump, soft lips, but I still wasn’t too fond of her split snake-tongue, especially when it wrapped around my tongue. But I did my best to pretend like I was into it. I let her explore my mouth and I tried hard to kiss back, putting my hands on her sides.

I’d almost forgotten how curvy she was. Her hips were downright impossible, like some male anime fantasy. Her waist was so tiny, and then her chest was so stacked. She liked it when I fondled her breasts. I liked touching her, though the heat was a bit intense for me.

She kissed my neck, sucking, giving me a hickey. She gripped my cock with her clawed fingers and tugged me until I was hard. Then she brought her hands to my back and teased me with those claws, running them up and down. She was probably close to cutting into my skin, but I pretended like I was into it, moaning as the foreplay continued. Then I felt something tugging my cock again. I looked down to see her tail wrapped around it. She was using her tail to jerk me off.

She giggled. “Like that?” she said.

“It—It’s different,” I said. I cleared my throat. “But it feels good.”

“Good,” she said, tightening her grip with her tail—almost so tight that she was starting to cut off circulation. But it did actually feel good.

But I hadn’t forgotten what was coming—and now it was making its appearance. Between her legs was that fat cock, now throbbing, starting to rise up. I don’t know where it came from. I don’t know if it just appeared whenever she was aroused, or if she was able to magically conjure it up whenever she wanted. But now, it was pressed against my abdomen, like a tall bottle filled with hot coffee. I made the mistake of looking down at it, seeing her fat tip. For some reason, I wasn’t able to look away from it—maybe because it was so big, or maybe because it was just so impossible on her ultra-feminine physique.

“Want to suck it, Benji?” she asked.

“Huh?” I said.

“Go ahead. Drop to your knees. Suck it.”

“T—That’s not really my thing,” I said.

And then I watched as her expression dropped. I watched as that offended look emerged: a look I was getting more familiar with. I knew that I had to right that ship. I couldn’t let her get too offended. “I mean—I’ve never done it before,” I said. “I—I’m open to trying anything though.” My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t want to suck her cock, but this was the rest of my life we were talking about. She had the power to make this wish great, or she could make it miserable like the last wish.

I bit my tongue and dropped to my knees. I looked up at the towering cock. She giggled, pushing it down so that the tip was aimed at my lips. “Open wide, Benji,” she said.

“O—Okay,” I said. But it wasn’t so easy. I didn’t want to suck demon cock. I knew there was no other option. I had to do it, and I had to make it seem like I liked it. So I parted my lips. I closed my eyes. I tried not to groan as I leaned forward.

She put her clawed hand behind my head and pulled me in. That cock pushed into my mouth, hard against the inside of my cheek. It felt weird—mostly because it was so warm—but thankfully, it didn’t have a gross taste or odor. She actually smelled quite nice: that combination of charcoal and roses. The cock had a bit of a sweet taste—and it was also a bit floral. Feeling it throbbing on my tongue was a bit strange, but it didn’t make me gag like I was worried it would.

I bobbed my head back and forth. I wrapped my tongue around as much of her girth as I could. I pressed my lips firmly around her and I sucked, letting out small moans so it would sound like I was enjoying myself, enjoying her cock. I had to make her happy; I couldn’t risk making her upset again.

She was moaning too. She liked what I was doing. She took the tip of her long tail and brought it behind me. She pressed it between my ass cheeks. Then, without saying anything, she gently penetrated me as I sucked her. She slid her tail a few inches into me and then started pumping it, getting me warmed up for the real deal. It was weird: there’s no other way to describe a smooth demon tail penetrating your asshole; it’s a weird feeling. I did my best not to squirm. I did my best not to groan out in discomfort. Thankfully it didn’t hurt. Thankfully it felt kind of nice after a minute.

She pushed her tail deeper into me. She had lots of tail to work with. Now I was groaning; now I couldn’t help it. She grabbed my head with both hands and forced her cock deeper into my mouth, pushing her tip against the back of my throat. She let out a loud sigh of pleasure. “Just like that,” she said with a sultry voice. “Don’t stop, Benji.” She pushed the tail even deeper. Now she must have been ten inches deep in my body. I tensed up all over. I clenched my hole, but it wasn’t enough to stop her from pushing in another two inches.

Her cock was getting harder: fatter and longer. My lips were starting to stretch to accommodate her girth. I tried not to gag from being throat-fucked. I tried to keep my composure, even though it was almost impossible to breathe. She was throbbing violently. She was moaning louder and louder. She started thrusting into my mouth, holding my head still and using me like a fuck toy. Her tail pumped me harder and faster. My legs were trembling now. I was on my hands and knees, like a humiliated dog.

“I’m coming!” she yelled. And then she let out a euphoric scream, twitching a few times before filling my mouth with her red-hot load. I gasped and pulled back, which was a mistake. Now I was getting cum blasted onto my face. I tried turning my face away, but it was too late; there was already cum everywhere, and now I was just providing her with more surface area.

I can’t say exactly how much she produced, but it was at least ten times what I could produce in a single ejaculation. It was magically unrealistic, thick, creamy. It dripped off of my chin and ran down my chest.

“Lick the last drop, Benji,” she smiled, holding her fat cock in her hand. There was a big shimmering drop of white cum hanging off of her penis. I reluctantly leaned forward and licked that drop off. Then I watched as her cock receded into her body, leaving behind a perfect, normal-looking pussy. She pulled her long tail out from my ass, leaving me with that emptiness.

She giggled. “That was fun,” she said with a bounce, making her tits bounce. “You’re good at that. I don’t believe you when you say you’ve never done that before.”

“So are we done then?” I asked. “Is the deal sealed?”

She narrowed her eyes. “Is that really how you’re going to talk to me?”

I perked up. “Sorry. I just want to know if I should get changed or if there’s going to be more. I liked it. That was fun. It, uh, felt so good. And your cum—it tastes really good.” It actually didn’t taste bad, and the back door plunging did feel pretty nice before it was over.

She smiled. “That’s better,” she said. “Yes, we’re done. I’ll make sure that your life is easier when you wake up. You’ll have plenty of free time—tons of time to figure out how you want to use your third and final wish.” She winked at me. “You know, you could wish for me, if you want.”

“What do you mean?”

“Nobody’s ever wished for me before. I think I would make a great wife; don’t you think? Though I don’t cook, so don’t ask me to cook. I burn everything.”

“Oh,” I said, not sure if she was joking around or not.

“That’s it?” she said. “Oh? That’s all you have to say?”

I took another sharp breath in. “I think that’s a good idea. I—I’ll definitely think about it.”

She rolled her eyes. “I’m screwing with you, Benji. Learn to relax a little bit. This farm life has you tenser than a wooden plank.” She walked to the bedroom door and then looked back at me. She winked once more, and then she left, leaving me with so many thoughts burning in my head. Did I make the right wish? Was I going to regret this? How exactly was she going to make my life easier?
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It was strange waking up without an alarm. It was strange waking up with the sun beaming through my window. I yawned and stretched out my arms, feeling rested for the first time in longer than I could remember. Then, after letting my eyelids flutter open, I realized that I had a lot to do around the farm. I must have slept through my alarm. I could already imagine the angry clients leaving messages on my phone, sending me bills for wasting their time.

I jumped out of bed and rushed over to my dresser. I got dressed as quickly as I could, and then something caught my eye: a metallic glimmer from outside of my bedroom window. I turned to look and saw a towering metal structure, just fifty feet from that farm house. That’s when I heard the loud humming.

It looked like part of a factory, with long tunnels connecting it with a similar building, and then another set of tunnels connecting it to another building. Smokestacks towered into the sky, billowing clouds of black smoke. I could hear a beeping, like a truck backing up. I looked down and saw that there was concrete where grass used to be.

And that’s when I remembered my second wish with the succubus. I asked her to make my life easier, and I guess this is what she whipped up.

I got dressed and went down the stairs. “GOOD MORNING, BENJI,” said a robotic voice, making me jump. “WHAT MUSIC WOULD YOU LIKE TO LISTEN TO THIS MORNING?”

“What?” I said, turning and looking around until I saw the speakers on the ceiling.

“WHAT MUSIC WOULD YOU LIKE TO LISTEN TO THIS MORNING?” the voice repeated.

“No music,” I said.

And then I smelled coffee. On the counter was a huge device: shiny, metallic, and steaming as it whirred. A cup dropped down and then a set of lights started to blink. A series of tubes shot liquids into the cup until there was a steaming latte, ready for me to drink. I approached it cautiously. I picked it up and smelled it. It smelled fantastic. I took a sip and then wiped the foam from my upper lip. “That’s amazing,” I whispered.

“Breakfast, Benji?” a female voice said from beside me. I almost screamed as I jumped away from her.

It was Wendy, with her cowgirl hat on her head and a big smile on her face. “Did I scare you? I’m sorry.”

“What are you doing in here?” I asked.

She laughed and then her smile went away as she stared at me. “The same thing I do every morning,” she said. “I’m making your breakfast.”

“I can make my own breakfast,” I said. “Thank you though.”

“Oh,” she said, sounding strangely disappointed. “Okay. That’s fine. Is there something else I can do for you?”

“Are all the animals fed?” I asked.

She laughed again, and then she turned suddenly serious. “Oh, you’re actually asking?” she took off her hat and scratched her head. “Yes, of course they are. The feeders have that under control. Or are you asking me to go and check to see if they’re still functioning properly? I checked last week, but I can check again today if you want.”

“Oh. No. That’s okay,” I said.

“Sit down,” she said, rushing over to the table. She pulled out a chair. “Sit down.”

“I’m fine,” I said, though my legs were starting to ache just a little bit. Maybe the hard work from the past week was finally catching up to my muscles. I tried to reposition myself, but that aching was getting worse.

“I really think you should sit, Benji. You know how your knees get when you stand for too long.”

“My knees?” I said, and then I looked down to see something that I probably should have noticed sooner, like when I was getting dressed: I had a large, bulging gut. I gasped. My legs were like fat, droopy sausages. And my man-boobs were resting on that gut in a less-than-ideal way. “Oh my God.”

“Sit, sit,” she said, taking my wrist and rushing me over to the chair. I have to admit that it was a relief to get off of my feet. The pressure from standing was strangely intense.

“I’m so fat,” I said.

“You’re not fat,” she said, turning a tone of white. “Everyone’s body is different.” But I could tell from that tone of phony sympathy that she was just trying to be polite, because I was her boss.

“I’ve never been fat like this before.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself, Benji.”

A loud rumble made me grab the edges of my chair. “What the hell was that!?” I gasped, looking around.

“Are you okay, Benji?” she said. “That was just the pasteurizer turning on. It’s done that six times a day for the past five years. Do you need me to call the doctor, Benji? You aren’t acting like yourself.”

“I think I just need to get some fresh air,” I said, straining as I pulled myself back up to my feet.

“Don’t overdo it. You know how your knees get when you overdo it.”

“I’m fine!” I said. “I just need some fresh air.”

She followed me closely, apparently quite considered for my well-being. “Where are you going?” she asked.

“I’m getting some air,” I said again, throwing the front door open. I should have seen it coming. I should have known that Erica was going to turn my wish into some sort of joke. I should have known that there was going to be some annoying catch that would make me regret making a wish at all.

There was no fresh air to be found outside. The whole property was a sort of industrial facility, with buildings and tunnels and smokestacks. Fumes billowed out from every structure. I coughed as soon as I stepped out.

“What are you doing, Benji? You know that the doctor told you to take it easy on your lungs. Come back into the house where the air is clean. Oh, that reminds me—it’s Monday. I need to change the air filters. I almost forgot. C’mon, Benji. If you want fresh air, come inside.”

“I want real fresh air,” I said. “Where’s my truck? I’m just going to go for a short drive.”

“Your truck?” she said. “I really do need to call the doctor. C’mon. Come sit down. I’m going to call the doctor.”

“No!” I said. “I just need my truck!” I had to pull my arm away from her. I wasn’t trying to be mean to her, but I was getting overwhelmed. There were so many noises: clangs and bangs and clatters and horns. The air was thicker than cigarette smoke. I couldn’t even see a tree or a blade of grass.

“You don’t have a truck. You don’t even have a license,” she said. “If you really want to go out, I’ll call for the driver. Just come sit down until he gets here.”

“No license?” I said. “What happened to my license?”

“They took it away,” she said. “After the DUI. Don’t you remember? Oh, God, Benji. I really think you should see your doctor. You’re scaring me. Let me make you some breakfast. Drink your coffee. Try to relax. You’re always sharper when you’re relaxed. C’mon.”

She led me back to the kitchen and sat me down. It was quiet in the house, as if the walls were triple insulated to stop the noisy factory sounds from penetrating even slightly. She brought me my coffee and then she started making breakfast. I watched her closely.

I was fat now, but she was still beautiful, still full of energy. My wish had changed me once again, but it did nothing to her. And it was interesting that she was still there. She continued to be a part of my alternate lives. “So are you, like, my wife now then?” I asked.

She looked at me with blushing cheeks. “I’m your assistant,” she said.

“Oh,” I said. “Right.”

“But that reminds me—you have a date this afternoon.”

“A date?”

“I should probably postpone it, until you’re in a better headspace.”

“Who am I dating?”

“I found her on Tinder for you. You haven’t met her yet.”

“Tinder?” I said.

“The dating app.”

“I know what it is.” I let out a sigh. “Maybe postpone it—just until I… just until I feel better.” I didn’t want to admit that I had no idea what was going on. “I didn’t get a good sleep last night. I’m a bit out of sorts. But I don’t need a doctor. I just need to settle down.”

“Oh, you poor thing,” she said. “I’ll get some food into you and then we’ll get you back to bed. It’s important that you get your rest.”

“I should probably get some work done.”

“What work done?” she asked with narrowed eyes and a tilted head. “It’s all under control. The machines can handle everything.”

“Machines, huh?” I said.

She cooked eggs, bacon, sausages, ham, toast, and a side of deep-fried donuts. I looked at the plate, thinking she was absolutely nuts; there was no way I could eat it all. But then I started eating. It was delicious, but my stomach just didn’t seem to get full. Is this what it’s like to be obese? Is this what those people on My 600lbs Life feel when they eat? She gave me a pat on the back once my plate was empty. “Do you feel a bit better now? Want to get back into bed?”

“Is there nothing that I need to do?”

“Absolutely nothing,” she said proudly with her chin tilted high. “I have it all under control. You just need to relax. That’s the most important thing you can do.”

“Surely there’s something I can be doing—some way to help out. I mean: what’s the point of keeping me around here if there’s nothing for me to do?”

She stared at me, looking a bit nervous for a moment as she tried to think of an answer. “Well, it’s all in your name,” she said. “You worked hard to create all of this. You deserve to relax.”

“You’re very sweet, Wendy. But this isn’t really what I want. I want to be useful somehow.” And then I paused. Was this not exactly what I wanted? I mean—did I want to be fat? No. Did I want to be housebound because of some past DUI? No. But did I ask for freedom? Yes. This was freedom. I could technically do anything that I wanted to do. I could even spend my time getting fit. I could order some exercise equipment to the house and work hard until I was in shape again. And because there was nothing for me to do there, there was no point in hanging around there. I could get the ‘driver’ to take me somewhere nice. I could hang out in a park all day; maybe this was my opportunity to learn how to draw. I’d always wanted to be an artist. Or I could learn to play the piano. Eventually, that DUI would expire and I could get my license back. This was just a temporary bump in the road. I could still treat this like a gift from Erica, and not another curse.

“Where’s my computer? I need to order some stuff.”

“Just use the voice commands,” Wendy giggled. “Smart home!”

“WHAT CAN I DO FOR YOU, BENJI?” asked that robotic voice.

I blushed and bit my lip. “Can you order a treadmill to be delivered?” I called out.

“I FOUND A WELL-REVIEWED TREADMILL FROM EXERCISE PLANET. IT’S $2,352. SHOULD I PROCEDE WITH THE PURCHASE?”

“Yes, please,” I said.

“IT WILL ARRIVE TOMORROW. IS THERE ANYTHING ELSE I CAN DO FOR YOU, BENJI?”

I thought for a moment. “No. That’s it.”

I smiled. I could see how I could get used to this life. There were just a few negatives: the extra body mass, the lack of personal transportation… But those were small things that I could figure out. At least I thought I could figure them out.

I figured it would just be a matter of putting in a bit of hard work, but Erica was determined to keep me from changing things. The treadmill was destroyed, along with the delivery driver, just a block from the farm, in a collision with a semi-truck. A week later, the company tried to deliver a replacement, and then the same exact thing happened: another collision with a semi-truck, killing the delivery driver and destroying the treadmill. I called to cancel the order that day, not wanting them to try a third time. I had too much blood on my hands.

No—the blood wasn’t on my hands; the blood was on Erica’s hands. She killed those two delivery drivers. She killed the pair of realtors. And I had a feeling that this wasn’t the end of her killing spree. But why was she stopping me from getting a treadmill? Did she want me to stay fat?

The obesity was getting to me. I literally couldn’t stand for more than five minutes. I couldn’t walk for more than two minutes. My knees were just too sore. I thought about calling a doctor to see if there was something wrong with my knees, but I was afraid that Erica would kill the doctor before my appointment. I didn’t want any more death.

At least I had Wendy there to take care of me, though I felt guilty every time she made me a meal. She also had to awkwardly help me bathe, since I couldn’t reach every part of my body. I felt so ashamed of myself, but Wendy kept smiling and telling me that everything would be fine.

One morning, before she woke up, I snuck outside and huffed around the factory to a private little area, near the old barn where I found that demonic tome. I pulled an old tire out of the ditch and then I sat on the ground, no longer able to stand with my bad knees. I took a few minutes to catch my breath, and then I started to lift that tire. It was the best I could do with what I had available to me. If Erica wouldn’t let me have a treadmill, then I would use what was on the farm. If she insisted on keeping my knees in poor shape, then I would burn the calories using only my arms.

I thought it was a good plan, and then I heard a crash from inside of one of the factory buildings. I looked up and saw one of the smokestacks falling towards me. I yelled and tried to scramble to my feet, inching back from that tire. The tip of the smokestack fell right on top of that tire, crushing it, sending dirt and debris into my face. I was left with many cuts, scrapes, and bruises. Wendy came rushing out. “Benji!” she yelled. “Benji! Are you okay!? Oh my God, what happened!?”

I was unable to move, paralyzed with shock. I knew exactly what happened: Erica stopped me from working out. She was going to do whatever she had to do to keep me fat and immobile.

I didn’t leave the house for the next week. There was nothing to do. I had to occasionally sign documents for farm deliveries—but often, Wendy signed for me. “You just need to relax. It’s important that you relax,” she would say.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I said.

I was rich and my life was easy. Technically, it was exactly what I asked for—but it was a miserable existence. That wasn’t how I wanted to live.

So I started thinking about how to best go about making my next wish. I had one left and I had to be very careful with how I used it. My first instinct was to wish for perfect health. Perfect health seemed like a solution to all of my current problems, but I quickly thought of ways that Erica might turn ‘perfect health’ into some sort of torture. Maybe I would wake up strapped to a treadmill, and I would be forced to run for sixteen hours every day. So maybe I needed to wish for ‘normal health’. How could she make that into hell? I couldn’t think of a way, but I had a feeling she would think of something.

But was that really how I wanted to use my final wish? I could have anything in the world, and I was going to wish to be thin?

My next instinct was to use my final wish to undo the previous wishes: return to normal, the way life was before I took over Al’s farm, before the farm was turned into a factory…

But then there would be no Wendy.

I dreaded the thought of going back to being poor, living in my crappy apartment, working six days a week and hardly making any money. But more than that, I dreaded losing Wendy. She didn’t start existing until I made that first wish. I wasn’t sure if Erica created her for me, or if her appearance in my post-wish life was just a coincidence. I loved having her around. She was so sweet, so caring, so energetic. She made my life as a fat, immobile lump somewhat tolerable. She gave me something to look forward to every day. I got to look into her pretty eyes. I got to hear her sweet voice.

But I couldn’t keep her like this. She was practically my slave, living in my house, caring for me twenty-four-seven. Because of me, she had no life. I couldn’t do that to her. Maybe I would lose her by wishing to go back in time to life before the wishes, but it was becoming clearer and clearer that it was the right thing to do for me and for her.

I was going to miss her. I decided to spend one last evening with her, sitting with her, basking in her lively aura. I thought about kissing her, but I hated the idea of putting her in the awkward position of having to kiss me in that state. I was thrilled when she snuggled into me when we started watching a movie, though I had a feeling she was just doing it in a friendly way, and not a romantic sort of way. Feeling her soft hair against the side of my face: those were still the best hours of my life, and afterwards, I really did struggle with the thought of undoing those wishes.

Maybe this was something I could get used to. Maybe things would evolve with Wendy. Maybe we could be a romantic pair.

No—it wasn’t fair to her. I couldn’t keep her hidden away with me. She deserved to have a life outside of that farm compound. She wasn’t mine to keep. I had to free her, which meant I had to use my last wish to undo everything.

After Wendy went to bed, I huffed down to that old barn at the far end of the property. After taking ten minutes to catch my breath, I started digging through junk. I had to stop many times, catching my breath, wiping away sweat. At one point I had to focus hard on not passing out. My knees were killing me. I was lightheaded and nauseous—but I was determined to get to that book.

It took two long, painful hours, but I found the book. I flipped to Erica’s page. I read the verse three times. Then I had to make the long, painful hike back to the house, and that’s where I found Erica: in my bedroom, sprawled on my bed, with a sly smile on her face.


CHAPTER 8
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She looked offended when I told her that I wanted to undo it all. She stared at me for a long moment before realizing I was serious. Then her eyes turned dark and she tilted her head down. “Are you serious right now?” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m not going to lie to you: I just want my old life back.”

“I gave you exactly what you asked for.”

“It’s come at a price, and you know it,” I said. I was trying my best to hold back, but it was hard not to call her out. She was responsible for the death of four people, after all.

“What price?”

“Look at me,” I said. “Do you really think this is what I want?” I motioned down at my large gut. “You won’t even let me workout.”

“Working out is hard, Benji,” she said with a smirk. “You wanted an easy life.”

“No more games,” I said. “Just let me use my last wish to make everything normal again. I don’t care if I’m poor. I don’t care if things are hard. I just want to be happy… And I’m not wishing for happiness! Don’t get ideas in your head. I just want things back the way that they were. I want my life to be normal again. I want Wendy’s life to be normal again.”

“Whatever,” she said, rolling her eyes and crossing her arms. “Apparently my gifts aren’t good enough for you. If you want to give them back—fine—see if I care. Just take off your pants and bend over. Let’s get this over with.”

I paused for a moment. I could see that she was refusing to look into my eyes. Was I setting myself up for trouble? Was she going to find a way to make this last wish into misery once again? How could she twist that wish into something bad? I was just asking for everything to be back to normal—that didn’t exactly give her a lot of room for interpretation.

I turned around. I shimmied my pants down. I bent over my bed. She came up behind me. “Life’s going to be hard,” she said.

“That’s fine,” I said.

“You’ll struggle to pay the rent for your crappy apartment.”

“I’ll be fine,” I said. “Just make everything normal again.”

“Whatever,” she groaned. And then, without warning, she penetrated me. Her fat dick pushed through my anus, making me gasp. I felt that intense throbbing. I felt her bulging tip sinking into me, pushing deep without any regard for my own wellbeing. I was clenching, squirming, groaning, but she was just going ahead: letting out a bit of frustration while she fucked me.

She pushed me down. I wasn’t strong enough to resist her. She held my back down and climbed on top of me, fucking me like a rabid dog. She squeezed my body with her curvy thighs and she pushed her claws into the skin on my back. “Look at you, taking all of it,” she grinned as she pumped me. “I think you’re starting to like this, Benji.”

I was too paralyzed to respond. I felt like I could feel her cock up in my throat. She was using every inch, sliding in and out, pumping me like I was a cheap sex doll. I even heard her giggling as she thrusted in and out, in and out. I bit down on the pile, fighting the urge to yell out ‘oh my God’ because I knew the name offended her.

I let her use me like a cheap prostitute, fucking me until she was filling me with her hot cum. I even let her spank my ass before giggling on her way out of the room. “That’s your three wishes, Benji,” she said. “It was nice doing business with you.”

I just remained still on that bed, exhausted in my poor shape, and overwhelmed by euphoria. I didn’t even have the energy to get myself cleaned up. I fell asleep, and that was the last moment of my life as a rich man. When I woke up, it was to the sound of my old alarm. I was in my cold, humid apartment, almost an hour from that farm.

It was time to get ready for work, time to go and spend a long day cleaning out an old barn for almost no pay. But I was thin again. Everything around me was just how I remembered it. My crappy car was on the street outside; the back window was still a taped sheet of plastic from being broken into a month earlier. And the date on my phone claimed that it was the day after I originally found that book. Erica had sent me back in time, as if the past month or so hadn’t happened at all.

A relief washed over me, but it came with a sense of dread. Life was seemingly back to normal, but I felt like a big opportunity had been lost. Maybe I could have worded my wishes differently. Maybe I could have truly gotten something out of my deal with Erica. I could have wished for world peace. I could have wished to save starving children. I could have cured cancer. Instead, I tried to make my own life better, and now I had nothing to show for it.

But at least I wasn’t an immobile slug who needed full time help. At least I now wasn’t going to be responsible for anybody dying—and I wouldn’t be responsible for holding Wendy back from living her best life.

Though it was hard to think of Wendy, knowing that she was now gone. Wendy was no longer part of my life. I guess she never was part of my life; it’s not like she could remember the past six weeks, wherever she was now.

I showed up five minutes early for my shift. Farmer Al was already working. He looked over at me and then he looked away. “You were almost late,” he said. Normally, the comment would have ruined my day, but now I felt like I had a bit more sympathy for him. I could understand his position. I knew how much stress he was under. I knew just how much work he had to do to keep that farm running, and I knew what kind of sacrifices he was making in order to be successful.

“I’ll go get to work in the barn,” I said.

“I need you in the field,” he said. “We have to clear the weeds so I can plant.”

“No problem,” I said with a smile. I wasn’t looking forward to working in the rain, but I knew it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe I would get a bit wet and a bit cold, but there were worse things in life. Plus, the extra exercise was nice. It had been a long time since I’d really moved my body and flexed my muscles (even though it had only really been a day).

“Try to be fast,” he said. “I need you back here in two hours to train the new farm hand.”

“New farm hand?” I said.

“There’s so much work that needs to be done here. I had to bring someone else in. Don’t worry, I’m not cutting your hours. You can work together with him.”

“Okay,” I said. I was thrilled. I was going to have a coworker. I was going to have company on that big, lonely farm. I bit down on my tongue and tried not to smile. I went out to the field and got a ton of work done, working fast so that I could be back in time for the new guy.

I worked until I saw the sedan coming down the long driveway. Then I rushed over to the parking pad to greet the newcomer. “Welcome to the farm,” I said, approaching his door. “My name’s Benji, I’m the other farm hand here. Al asked me to show you around and—”

She stepped out from the car: Wendy, with her cowgirl hat on her head and her cowgirl boots on her feet. “Howdy,” she smiled.

“Oh,” I said. “You aren’t the new farm hand. You—You’re Wendy.”

“Hey! How did you know my name? Did my dad tell you?” she said. She giggled. “My dad refuses to call me that. I’m surprised he didn’t tell you my dead name.”

“Dead name?” I said.

“Or whatever you want to call it: old name, boy name.” I had no idea what she was talking about.

“What are you here for?” I asked.

“I’m starting work today. I’m the new farm hand,” she said with her trademark giggle. “You look awfully familiar. Have we met? Did we go to high school together or something? You haven’t ever lived in Coletown, have you?”

“Coletown? No,” I said.

“I swear I know you from somewhere.”

“Did you have to dress like that?” Farmer Al groaned behind me. He was standing by the house.

“This is how I dress, dad,” Wendy chirped back.

“You’re embarrassing yourself and you don’t even realize it,” Al grunted back. “Benji, this is my son, Wallace. He just moved back to town from Coletown. I need you to show him how things are done around here.”

My mind was spinning. I was struggling to wrap my head around what was happening between Al and Wendy. I looked over at Wendy and saw that she was blushing, with her face pointed down at the ground. Once Al was gone, she said, “He’s never really supported the whole transition thing. I guess you can’t win them all.”

It took my slow brain a moment to realize that she was telling me that she was transgender, born a boy, now identifying as a girl. I was stunned into silence. I’d known her for so long—how did I not know she was trans? Was she trans in those other realities?

I just stared at her, baffled.

“Are you sure we don’t know each other?” she said. “I feel like I know you.”

“Maybe we met in another life,” I said. “Let me show you around.”

As we toured the property, she told me a little bit more about herself. She told me about growing up on that very farm. She knew how it worked better than me, so I didn’t really have much to say to her. “I never thought I would move back here, especially because my dad really hates the whole trans thing. But things weren’t working out in Coletown, and I’ve really started dreaming about the farm life. Maybe I’ll inherit all of this one day.”

“It’s nice here,” I said. “But it’s a lot of work.”

“Well, I wouldn’t run quite the operation my dad has. I’d probably only keep a couple cows and a handful of chickens. I would probably focus more on gardening, growing crops… that’s what I’m good at. I find it so relaxing out here.” She looked into my eyes and smiled. “Okay, stop already. We know each other. How do we know each other?”

I just shrugged my shoulders. “I feel like I met you in a dream,” I said, blushing. “But I don’t think we’ve ever really met in the real world… if that makes sense.”

“It doesn’t make sense, but it does at the same time,” she said.

We went over to the old barn to get started on clearing it out. We chatted all day, hauling junk out into the rain, storing it in that old house, dumping the garbage into that ditch. I don’t think I’ve laughed so much in my life. I’d known her for weeks, but this was the first time I was really getting to know her.

At lunchtime, I lost track of her when she went to chat with her father. I ate my lunch in my car and then I had to use the bathroom, so I went into Al’s house. I went up the stairs and stepped into the bathroom, and then she gasped. She was in there, naked, changing out of her wet clothes. I saw her whole body: her perky breasts, her curvy hips, and her long, thick penis. She covered herself up a moment later, but it was a moment too late.

I turned around. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“I’m sorry you had to see that,” she said.

“Don’t be sorry. I barged in on you. And you have nothing to be sorry about—you look amazing.” I’m not sure why I said it. It sounded so creepy out loud, but I couldn’t take it back. I expected her to be disgusted and horrified. But when I looked back at her, she was blushing and biting her bottom lip.

“Maybe you didn’t see all of me,” she said softly.

“I got a good look,” I said awkwardly.

“Even this?” She quickly flashed her dick, blushing even harder. “I’m sure you’re not used to those on girls.”

“I like it,” I said.

Her eyes beamed. There was a silence in that bathroom as we stared into each other’s eyes. Then she snuck past me, closing the door behind me. “Okay,” she said. “But we have to be really fast, and quiet so that my dad doesn’t hear.” She moved her hands away from her cock, and now she was slightly hard. Me seeing her naked had made her aroused.

I gasped at the sight of her beautiful body. I don’t think I could have appreciated it quite as much had it not been for my experiences with Erica. A cock on a woman would have terrified me—maybe even repulsed me—but now I knew how it felt. I knew how nice to could be. I knew that I wanted it.

So I went down. I gripped her shaft and I sucked her. She moaned beautifully. I knew we had to be quick, but I didn’t want to be quick. I wanted to take my time. She pushed her fingers into my air and pulled me tighter into her crotch, pushing her cock into my throat. I loved the feeling of her warm, throbbing tip sliding on my tongue.

“We don’t have much time,” she whispered.

I stood up. She looked down and saw my erect bulge. She gasped and then worked to free it. “You really do like me,” she blushed.

“I’ve always liked you,” I said.

“But we just met… Or do we know each other? Why does it feel like we know each other?”

I smiled. “Maybe we’re soulmates.”

Her cheeks turned dark red. “Spin around,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “I like to be on top.”

“Works for me,” I said, obeying her command. She grabbed my hips and she mounted me, pushing her thick, veiny penis deep into my body.

So maybe I wasn’t rich. Maybe my life wasn’t going to be so simple. I would have to work hard to earn everything. But I was okay with that.

She started pumping me. My God, it felt so good. She put her hands around my throat and squeezed. She was a bit kinkier than I could have guessed. After playfully choking me, she reached down and clenched my cock. She stared stroking it. “You’re so tight,” she whispered in my ear.

“You’re big,” I said.

“But you can take it,” she said. “I like that about you.”

She pushed deeper, making me gasp. She used her hand to cover my mouth, so I wouldn’t make too much noise. Then the fucking intensified. She pumped me hard, rattling my body, stimulating my P-spot. “Just like that,” I moaned. “Don’t stop.”

“You’re so fucking tight,” she moaned.

I wasn’t rich and my life wasn’t easy, but I had everything that I wanted.

I looked up a moment later, at the bathroom window. There, sitting outside, on the roof, was Erica with a smirk on her face. She waved at me before spreading her wings and taking off. I froze for a moment, trying to decide if the vision was real or just some sort of hallucination.

I couldn’t help but wonder if Wendy was some sort of gift, or if maybe this whole thing was just a lesson, Erica’s way of showing me that grass isn’t always greener on the other side.

Erica moaned loudly. “I’m coming!” she gasped. I let her finish inside of me. And I let her finish inside of me many, many more times after that. Because after my encounter with Erica the succubus, my life became a whole lot more wonderful.

THE END
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Mark and his friends are always coming up with ‘top-ten hottest girls in school’ lists when they go out for drinks, though Tori’s name has never come up. She’s never stood out as a remarkable girl, always sitting quietly in the back of class, drawing in her sketchbook, wearing only oversized sweaters and sweatpants, no makeup on her face, nails never painted, hair never done, never saying much to anyone.

But Tori has a secret, which Mark overhears one evening when Mark’s sister has Tori over to do homework. Tori has been making tens of thousands of dollars doing an adult webcam show, every morning at the same time. Mark doesn’t believe the meek girl has it in her, so he starts digging. After a great deal of searching, Mark finds her show and he gets to see her all dolled up for the first time.

It’s like love at first sight. Mark can’t help but tune in every morning, never missing a show, and even paying for special private shows, quickly emptying his bank account just so he can get a glimpse of her immaculate body.

But everything goes wrong one day when Mark clicks the wrong button, turning on his own webcam, accidentally exposing himself to his sister’s friend. Now, Mark will have to decide just what he’s willing to do to keep Tori from ratting him out to his sister.


CHAPTER 1
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It was Saturday evening and my sister had her friends over, the same friends she always had over: Carissa, Megan, and Tori. Though Carissa hadn’t been over much in the past year—not since I had a fling with her at a Halloween party the year before. She had a few too many drinks, I had a few too many drinks, and then I ended up in a bedroom with her and my friend Dale. She was dressed like a cat and we took turns pumping her pussy. Dale didn’t even wait a day before telling everyone he knew. When my sister found out, she didn’t talk to me for a month—and she didn’t talk to Carissa for three months.

But they eventually made up and started hanging out again, though my sister, Lily, rarely brought her to over to our house. Lily didn’t want me anywhere near Carissa, even though Carissa definitely wasn’t my type and that fling wasn’t going to happen again. She was too fake for me: lip injections, a face-lift at the age of twenty-one, new fake lashes every two weeks, platinum blonde hair extensions that touched her ass. And everyone suspected her breasts were fake, though she claimed she just had a ‘growth spurt’ late into her teens. I felt them on that Halloween night, but couldn’t make a judgement call.

I’m getting carried away talking about Carissa; this story isn’t about Carissa at all. Nor is it about Megan, though I should point out that I had a bit of a crush on Megan. She was more my type: a skater girl with tattoos, black razored hair, dark eye makeup, quirky tomboy attitude. She often wore backwards ball caps and put on slippery pink lip gloss. She had fake eyelashes too, but hers were more subtle, more tasteful—or maybe I was just giving her the benefit of the doubt because I liked her more. She was chatty, outgoing, always slipping into my bedroom to talk to me about music or skateboarding. Lily knew that I had a thing for Megan, but she told me that I was forbidden from asking her on a date. “I’ll kill you if you try to ruin my friend circle again,” Lily scowled at me. I liked my sister enough to respect her wishes. Megan was cute, but there were lots of girls like her. I could find three Megan doppelgangers down at the skatepark on any given weekend.

But this story isn’t about Megan either—I just felt like it was necessary to point out that Megan was my type, and not Carissa—and definitely not Tori. Though this story is kind of about Tori.

Tori was not my type. Tori was the kind of girl that never crosses your mind. She was a quiet girl with a young face and a blonde bob. She carried a sketchbook around with her and she was always doodling anime characters in it. She was a little bit chubby, though not in an off-putting sort of way. She had freckles on her cheeks and was usually incapable of making eye-contact for more than a couple of seconds.

Her name never came up when the guys talked about potential girlfriends, who they liked, who they thought was ‘hot’. It would maybe be mean to say that she was ‘invisible’, but I couldn’t tell you if I’d ever seen her at any parties, though I know that she occasionally came out with Lily. She wasn’t trying to get attention. The most revealing thing I’d ever seen on her body was a baggy sweater and Lulu Lemon leggings. Sometimes she wore a hat, I think—I don’t really know. I never paid much attention to her. Her name never came up in conversation, not even when Lily was talking about spending the day with her friends. She was always just… there. She was always just off in her own little word, scribbling anime characters in her little sketchbook.

So I was truly shocked when I discovered her secret.

I discovered that secret on that Saturday evening. I had an awkward encounter with Carissa down in the kitchen. She was heading out to the corner store to get a pack of cigarettes. “Hey Mark,” she said to me. “Want to tag along?”

“I’m actually kind of busy getting this assignment done for school,” I lied.

“Oh c’mon. Just come walk with me,” she said, rolling her eyes. Her gaze drifted down to my crotch and then back up to my eyes. “Live a little.” And I could instantly tell that she was hinting at giving me a blowjob, maybe in the alleyway behind the corner store. But I knew better, even though the thought of getting a blowjob was tempting. Darren, at school, told me that Carissa was doing some sort of twisted ‘give a different guy a blowjob every day for a month’ challenge. It was apparently some sort of slut-empowerment group Carissa had joined shortly after everyone in school found out about Dale and me splitting her at that Halloween party; she decided to turn sex into her personality—and since then, I’d seen her with a few different cold sores on her lips. There was no way my cock was going anywhere near that mouth.

“I’m really busy. Sorry, Carissa,” I smiled.

She groaned. “The girls are being so boring. They’re just trying on bikinis and bitching about how much weight they have to lose before beach season.”

“I thought that’s what girls liked doing,” I said.

“That’s not my idea of fun,” she said with a grin. And again, I was tempted. I could scrub the hell out of my cock once she was finished with me. Maybe I wouldn’t catch that infection… No—it wasn’t worth the risk. I was perfectly clean and that’s how I wanted to stay.

So Carissa went off, rolling her eyes, huffing under her breath, angry that she’d been rejected. And I was about to head back to my bedroom when it dawned on me that Megan was up in Lily’s room trying on bikinis.

Megan had big breasts. When I was with the guys, a conversation about breasts couldn’t be had without Megan’s enormous knockers being brought up. They were bigger than her head. She wore special bras to keep them lifted. They were so big that they were probably going to be unflattering and saggy by the age of thirty, but now, they were pristine and heavenly. She, of course, was very self-conscious of them, always keeping them covered up. But no matter how hard she tried, the sheer size of them on her small frame was always evident.

I couldn’t help but see this as an opportunity to possibly get a view of those big, perfect slammers. So I went up to Lily’s bedroom door. I reached for the handle, and I was about to throw the door open, when I heard Lily say, “Just tell us your secret already!”

I paused. I wanted to see Megan’s breasts, even if they were in a bikini, but I really wanted to hear this ‘secret’. Did Megan have a secret? Was she going to tell my sister that she had a crush on me?

Yes, I was twenty-one, but it was hard not to feel like a fourteen-year-old when my sister had her female friends over. I think a person can only be so mature when they’re still in school (be it high school or college) and living with their parents. At that point in my life, I’d never worked a job and I’d never had any real level of responsibility. I will admit that I lived like a child, though it was my parents’ fault: they didn’t want me getting a job; they wanted me focusing on my studies so I could get the best degree possible. I was left with a lot of free time, and I used that free time to party and play video games. In retrospect, it’s not something I’d terribly proud of, but it’s the way that I lived my life back then.

But I’m going off on a tangent.

I was frozen outside of Lily’s door, waiting to hear Megan’s secret. Maybe it was nothing serious—or maybe it was. I was afraid that the slightest movement would give me away, and then I would hear nothing.

“I’m not going to say,” said Tori.

The enthusiasm drained out of me. Megan wasn’t the one with the secret: it was Tori. I couldn’t imagine that she had anything particularly interesting to say, so maybe it wasn’t worth lingering outside of Lily’s door. Maybe I was better off barging in to hopefully get a glimpse of Megan’s large breasts. I could lie and say that I was looking for my phone charger.

But I remained paused, giving Tori the benefit of the doubt. Maybe—just maybe—she would say something interesting. Maybe her ‘secret’ was that she knew something taboo about some other girl at school. Maybe she walked into the bathroom and saw a teacher fucking a student. Maybe she heard a rumor about someone being in some weird sex cult.

Yes, I had sex on the brain; I was a twenty-one-year-old male. I always had sex on the brain. It didn’t help that I was constantly surrounded by women, either at school or at home. Lily had dozens of friends and our house was a block from campus. It was rare that there weren’t nineteen-year-old girls fluttering through our doors. What was I supposed to have on my brain?

“You can’t tell us that you have a secret and then not tell us the secret!” Megan exclaimed. “That’s just cruel.”

“You asked if I had a secret!” said Tori, and I could hear her blushing.

“You obviously want to tell us,” Lily said with a smirk in her voice. “Otherwise you would have lied and said you didn’t have a secret.”

Their conversation seemed so juvenile, and I was quickly losing interest. The secret was going to be stupid: maybe she kissed her cousin at a family reunion or something; that was probably a more interesting theory. The reality was probably even duller, like, she kissed Megan’s cousin because Megan’s cousin was dared to do it by his friends.

I decided to give her ten more seconds, and then I was going to barge in.

“Just say it! We promise we’ll never tell anyone,” said Megan.

“I don’t believe you,” said Tori.

“Promise,” Lily said. “I swear on my life.”

There was a silence. “Not even Carissa?”

“Nobody,” said Megan. “We’ll never tell anybody—not even our future husbands. Your secret is safe with us.”

Tori took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Oh my God, I can’t believe that I’m about to tell you this…” The room became silent. I inched closer to the door. I was still thinking of barging in, but I’d waited this long—I figured it was worth waiting another minute or so, just to hear the details of the super-secret secret.

“What is it!?” Megan hushed.

“I’ve been making money on a cam website for the past six months,” Tori whispered.

Lily gasped. Megan did the same. I might have let a small gasp out too. It was the last thing I expected to hear, and I had to pause to really think about it. Maybe she meant she was streaming herself playing video games, or maybe she was streaming herself drawing anime characters. Surely, she didn’t actually mean that she was doing web cam sex shows… right? Not Tori—not the quiet, meek blonde chick who never wore a skirt shorter than her knees…

“Tori!” Lily said. “You aren’t serious, are you!?”

“The money is really good,” Tori whispered. “I do a show every day. I make about ten grand a month.”

“Ten grand!?” Megan yelled, and then both other girls hushed her quiet.

“What are you doing in these shows?” Lily whispered. Now, I had my ear against the door. I was starting to think that I had their voices mixed up. Maybe Megan was the one telling the secret. Or maybe Carissa came back, and now she was talking… No—it was definitely Tori’s voice. Tori was claiming that she worked as a cam whore. Maybe she was lying—maybe it was a joke and she was just pranking my sister and her friends. Tori had never been the type to have a cheeky sense of humor like that, but I guess I didn’t really know her, even though she’d been coming to my house once a week for the better part of a decade.

“Stripping,” Tori said, once again with that blushing voice. “Masturbating.”

“You show people your pussy?”

“Usually only in private rooms,” Tori said. “They pay extra for that. Sometimes they make other requests.”

“I was wondering how you afforded that new MacBook Pro!” Megan said again. “You’re such a slut!”

They both hushed her again. “You can’t tell anyone,” Tori hushed. “Nobody can find out about this. I’m just doing it to get through college, then I’m stopping. I didn’t qualify for a student loan. The other option was taking a year or two off to save up while working at a fast-food restaurant.”

“What else do these guys pay you to do?” asked my sister.

There was a silence. “I don’t want to say,” Tori said.

“Just tell us! Before Carissa gets back.”

“I don’t want to say!” said Tori.

“You have to say!” Megan gasped. “I can’t believe this!”

“Okay, okay,” Tori sighed. “Some guys want me to stick things in my… you know.”

“Your pussy?”

“Or my bum,” Tori said.

“And you do it!?” said Megan.

“The money is good,” Tori said. “And I have a mask. It’s a fox mask, so it’s not like they’re seeing my face, unless they pay me to show it in the private room.”

“You let them see your face!?” Lily gasped.

“Only if they pay,” Tori clarified. “And only if I trust them. I usually only take the mask off for returning customers who seem trustworthy enough not to take snapshots and share them online.”

“Tori! How can you possibly trust a stranger on the internet!?” Megan said.

“I guess I can’t, but it’s better than just showing my face in the public room to thousands of guys.”

“Thousands!?” Lily said.

“The stream got pretty popular, I guess. I don’t know how it happened. It just kind of… happened.”

“What’s the weirdest thing anybody has asked you to do?” Megan asked with a grin in her voice.

The silence returned. The girls giggled. “One guy asked me to…”

“To what?”

“It’s embarrassing. But he paid a lot of money: five-hundred dollars.”

“To do what!?” Megan gasped.

“Poop and pee in my pants,” Tori said.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was starting to think that I was the one being pranked. Maybe they knew that I was on the other side of that door, listening in. Maybe they thought my blushing face was funny. Maybe Carissa was sent down to make me come up; maybe they knew that I would sneak up when I heard they were trying on bikinis… Or maybe it was all real.

Was Tori actually a web cam whore? Did she actually do sexual things on camera for money?

“When do you have time to do this?” my sister asked.

“I start the stream at 6:00 AM, every day, seven days a week. Most of the clients are business people, logging on to get off before work. I stream until 8:00 AM.”

“Two hours a day and you make ten grand a month. Holy shit,” Megan said. “I would get into this if anyone actually wanted to see me naked.”

“I’m sure you could do it,” Tori said. “But you have to be comfortable with people staring at you. Some guys want me to watch them masturbate. It’s weird, but you get used to it, I guess.”

I heard the front door open downstairs. Carissa was back. I had to get back to my room fast, so I abandoned my spot at the door. I stopped listening to Tori’s crazy secret. I closed my bedroom door and gave my heart a minute to settle down. I still wasn’t convinced that they weren’t pranking me.

But why would they prank me like that? Wouldn’t they be worried that I would tell people, and then the whole school would actually think that Tori was a slutty web cam whore? It simply had to be true…

But who was watching her stream? I’m not saying that Tori was ugly. She wasn’t ugly, but she wasn’t remarkable either. She never wore makeup. She never did anything fancy to her hair. She was always sitting around with questionable posture. I dread using the term, but it’s probably the most fitting term: she was ho-hum. But now, I couldn’t help but picture her in a different light.

I had her on Facebook, so I went to her page. I started looking through her pictures. I guess she had some cute features. She had those round cheekbones. Her eyes were big and glossy. Maybe she was perfectly curvy under those sweaters, though it was honestly impossible to tell.

I saw that my friends were online. I pulled open a chat and was about to tell them all the secret that I’d just heard. But then I paused. My heart raced. I had no idea if this little ‘secret’ was even true. I probably needed to verify it before I went ahead and told everyone, otherwise I could be the one looking like a fool at the end of the day. I still wasn’t convinced that I wasn’t being pranked. So I held off on telling all of my friends about what Tori said. I bit my tongue and went back to watching the movie I’d been watching before I went to the kitchen to grab a snack. I tried to distract myself, but now I had Tori on my mind. I couldn’t stop wondering if it was actually true or not.


CHAPTER 2
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Ihad a rude awakening the next morning when a bird flew into my window. The loud thump and high-pitched squeal made me jump to my feet. I rushed to my window and looked down, seeing the scrambling bird as it fluttered around in circles. Before I could rub the sleep out of my eyes, the bird stabilized and flew off, probably embarrassed more than anything.

I yawned and stretched out my arms. I turned to my clock and saw that it was only 6:15 AM. I didn’t need to be awake for another two hours.

I went back to my bed, pulled back my covers, and then I suddenly remembered Tori’s secret. If it was true, then she was streaming right now. I paused. I eyed my laptop.

There were tens of thousands of girls streaming on cam whore websites at any given moment. There was no way that I would be able to find her… Though how many girls in America were streaming at 6:00 AM? How hard would it be to find her if I narrowed down the searching field?

Yes, I will admit it: I’d used those websites before. I’d never paid money for them, but I’d watched a few different camera models doing their thing. I’d used ‘free credits’ on a few different sites to get a few minutes of private time with the girls. What can I say? I’m pretty sure every guy has done it at some point. I heard that the cam whore industry is something like a billion-dollar industry, so it’s not like I’m the only guy on the planet who’s ever gotten off to a cam model.

I knew the more popular sites and could only assume that Tori was on one of them. I started scanning through the pages of streaming girls. I filtered the results by location, choosing North America, and then I made it so it would only show me girls who were online. Because it was so early, on the east coast, there weren’t many options: two-hundred in total. I went slowly down the list on that first site, but didn’t find any girls who looked at all like Tori.

I went to the next site. As I was scrolling, I heard a thump behind me. I gasped and quickly shut my laptop screen. I turned to look at my door a minute before it opened. My mom was staring at me. “Why are you awake?” she said with a groggy voice.

“I’m studying for my exams. Why are you in my room?”

“I’m getting your dirty laundry. I come in every Sunday morning to get your laundry.”

“You do?” I said.

She nodded her head. Then she stared at me for a long moment. I was probably blushing. I probably looked pretty guilty. But she looked half-asleep; her eyes were hardly open. Had she been more awake in that moment, I’m sure she would have assumed that I was jerking off to porn. But in her tired state, she was gullible. She took my laundry and left the room. I waited a few minutes before opening my laptop again.

Now, it was 6:45 AM. Tori, if she was actually a sex streamer, was only going to be live for another hour and fifteen minutes. I quickly looked through the options, with my finger on the key to switch tabs in case my mom came back in without knocking.

No signs of Tori.

I went to another site. Now I was sure that she was lying. And I could think of other reasons why she might lie: reasons that didn’t involve pranking me. Maybe she just wanted her friends to think that she was less of a square than she was. Maybe she was trying to break out of her ho-hum reputation. Maybe she wanted people to think that she was more ‘interesting’ than she was. Sure, it would be a weird way to do it, but sometimes women do weird things like that. Maybe she thought it increased her sexual market value. Maybe she heard about some popular girl at school doing the same thing and she thought it would give her something in common.

I went to one last site, now losing hope that I was going to find her at all. Then, on that website’s landing page was a live video of a blonde girl wearing a fox mask. Her screen name was Foxy Vee. The girl in the video was slightly chubby, currently wearing soft pink lingerie with white frilly sleeves and a very short white tulle skirt. It looked like something out of a sexy anime cosplay.

I froze. Was I staring at Tori? Was I seeing an almost-naked version of my sister’s quiet, shy best friend?

A lump quickly formed in my throat. I clicked on the stream, entering into the chat. Sure enough, there were two thousand other men. The chat chimed every few seconds as men ‘tipped’ Foxy Vee, sending her a dollar, two dollars, five dollars. I’m not sure why they were sending her money; she was clothed and just smiling as she sat on her bed.

Her bedroom was pink: the walls, the curtains, the bed sheets, the rug, and even the lamps; everything was pink. The lighting was perfect, and you could see in the reflection of her eyes that she was using one of those big ring lights. She was just sitting there, leaning from side to side with that soft smile on her face. I think she was reading the comments as they came in. I wasn’t tuned into the chat screen as I tried to determine whether or not I was really looking at Tori. It couldn’t truly be her—could it? She wasn’t outgoing enough for this. And her body wasn’t this banging—or was it? She had perky breasts, wide hips, a narrow waist. She had makeup on under that fox mask, making her even less recognizable.

“Oh, you’re so sweet,” she said in a cutesy voice, replying to something that was said in the comments. “Thanks Gorilla Boy. I love you too.” Then she giggled. “My titties? How badly do you want to see them?”

My heart shot up into my throat. It sure sounded like her, though she was putting on a sort of cartoony voice. She was upping the pitch, almost sounding like an anime character—though that just made me think it really was her. She had her fingernails painted pink. I briefly saw Tori the night before, before I heard that secret; did she have her nails painted pink? I couldn’t remember.

“I’m thinking about it,” Foxy Vee giggled. “Maybe you can help sway my mind.”

The chat chimed loudly as men threw their money at her. I couldn’t keep up with the tips she was getting. It must be nice being an attractive girl, being able to have value just by putting on some makeup and some lingerie. Sadly, I doubt any guy would consider dating her once the whole school found out that she was essentially a prostitute, spreading her holes for strangers on the internet.

“Okay, just a quick peak,” she said, and then she grabbed her top. She teased the audience, shimmying the top down slowly, giggling, making her big breasts bounce and jiggle. She was a whole different person now—assuming she was Tori. She was so outgoing, so carefree, so sexy, so flirty. She was comfortable staring into the camera, grinning, showing off her body. Why wasn’t she at all like this in real life? It just couldn’t be her!

I scanned around her room, looking for more clues. But the room was clean, spotless, looking like a set more than a real girl’s bedroom. There were stuffed animals on her pillow: from different anime shows, though I couldn’t name them for you; I’d never seen an anime show before, unless you count Pokémon, though I hadn’t seen an episode of Pokémon since I was eleven.

Sadly, Tori didn’t have any tattoos that I was aware of: nothing that would make her identity obvious. The hair was the biggest giveaway, though not at all damning. Lots of girls had blonde bobs. But the fact that this girl had the exact blonde bob that Tori had… Was it enough of a coincidence?

I logged into my account, which had a silly anonymous username (yes, I had an old account on the site, but I hadn’t used it in years). She was doing her best to answer everyone in the chat, so I decided to see if I could get any hints, to see if it was really her. I thought for a long while before asking what city she was in.

The question went ignored and quickly got buried in a sea of horny commenters.

“Please show your tits,” begged the men. And then finally, Foxy Vee caved. She pulled down her top, letting her perfect breast out. I gasped at the sight of them. If this was Tori, how was she keeping these beauties hidden!? She grabbed her nipples and pinched, pulling them out.

I just stared, dumbfounded, reduced to a drooling shell of my former self. I couldn’t believe that I was seeing Tori’s breasts. I couldn’t believe her body was so perfect. I couldn’t believe that she’d been concealing this sexiness for so many years, hiding it as masterfully as she was now taunting it to make money. And she really was making money! The tips were pouring in.

She covered herself back up, giggled, and then started reading some of the messages in the chat. “If you want to see my pussy, you’ll have to join me in a private room,” she smiled.

My heart was pounding. My head was spinning. I was still trying to determine if it was her; I was about 98% sure at this point, but it still just seemed so hard to believe.

“I’ll be back,” she smiled before going into a private chatroom with a man who was willing to pay more than just the five or ten-dollar tip. Hundreds of men left that main room, but over a thousand stayed, wanting to see her one more time before she was finished her show for the morning, desperately clinging to the hope that they would get a free glimpse of her intimate areas.

While she was in that private room, I navigated over to Facebook and checked out Tori’s page. She seemed so… harmless. She was so unsuspecting. And this was quite the operation! Her room was a decked-out set. Her persona was carefully crafted. Her audience was large, suggesting this had been going on for quite some time.

But on her Facebook page, she only had a couple photos of herself: a picture of her blushing with her sketchbook under her arm and another photo that she’d been tagged in: her being hugged by my sister back in high-school. Her other photos were just pictures of kittens, anime characters, and flowers. “This is just crazy,” I said, shaking my head.

I’m not sure why, but I spent the next fifteen minutes scrolling through her Facebook feed, reading all of her posts from over the years: little benign thoughts that either had a couple of likes or no likes at all. Then I found a link to her art page on an art website. I’d never been into anime, but I found myself looking through all of her drawings, trying to catch a glimpse of the character that she put so much effort into hiding—or maybe she was just too shy to let it out.

“I’m back,” her voice said, so I navigated back to that tab in my browser, seeing her smiling behind that fox mask, clad in that pretty, frilly lingerie. Her hidden curves were now on full display. Her plump lips were showing their full, amazing potential, now coated with a pink gloss.

I stared at her for the next hour, watching all of her little mannerisms, admiring her curves, watching at her eyelashes fluttered behind her mask.

She was beautiful.

I had a new crush on her.


CHAPTER 3
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Ihave to admit that I woke up early the next morning to catch her show. I made sure that my laptop was facing away from my bedroom door, and I had my headphones in so I could turn up the volume of her voice. I tuned in five minutes into her show, and then I watched right until the end. She gave away a couple free views of those breasts, and she even got up onto her hands and knees, butt facing the camera. She pulled her panties aside to expose her butthole, and she teased her puckering hole with her fingertip.

I will admit something else, though I’m a bit embarrassed to do so: I jerked myself off.

Though I didn’t do it until after the show was over (though I was touching myself periodically through her show). I couldn’t help myself. I went to her Facebook page and I came while looking at that most recent photo of her, with that sketchbook under her arm. I hadn’t been so infatuated with a girl since I was fourteen-years-old. I felt like a pre-teen boy all over again, realizing that I liked girls for the first time. It was an embarrassing feeling, but also an exciting one.

I met up with some friends that night, and the topic of girls came up while we were having our third pint. It wasn’t long before they were talking about Carissa. Apparently, she tried to give Mario a blowjob the previous day, but he turned her down because of the cold sore she had on her upper lip. “Is she really trying to suck off every guy in town?” Mario asked. “That was the rumor I heard, but I didn’t believe it until yesterday.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Don’t let her near your dick, or it will fall off by the end of the week.”

The guys laughed. Then the conversation went on to talk about Brenna, the new blonde chick in town, and then the guys started talking about Megan. “I heard she got her nipples pierced,” said Ryan. “Can anyone confirm?”

“I think she’s so hot,” Mario said. “I’d fuck her brains out in a second if she would give me the time of day.”

“I think she’s out of your league,” Ryan grinned.

“Yeah, well fuck you.”

“She’s Mark’s anyway,” said Ryan.

The guys all turned to me, grinning. “She’s mine?” I said.

“She’s your type and she obviously has the hots for you. You’re both skaters. You both love your tattoos and backwards hats.” Ryan snorted when he laughed.

“Well I’m not really into her,” I said.

“Bullshit!” said Mario. “You’re telling me that you don’t want to bury your face between her fat tits?”

The guys all laughed. Three beers in, the conversation was degrading into ‘locker room talk’.

“Alright, calm down,” I said. “I’ll admit that she’s my usual type, but I’m just not really into her.”

“Seriously?” Ryan said, now with an inquisitive look on his face. “There another girl?”

I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head. My heart skipped a beat. “No,” I lied, but I was already picturing Tori, in her tight lingerie, with that fox mask covering her face. The mere thought of her was enough to give me heart palpitations.

“You liar,” said Mario. “Who are you into? Are you dating someone?”

“No!” I said. “I’m not into anyone. Why are you grilling me? I just think that Megan is a bit… I don’t know: too predictable. She’s like a stereotype. There aren’t any surprises there. You get what you see.”

“I thought you were into that,” said Ryan.

“I don’t know. Look—I’m not saying that I wouldn’t take her out on a date under the right circumstances. I’m not saying that I haven’t imagined her naked, or whatever. But she’s just… not for me, I guess.”

“Is it because she’s your sister’s friend? Don’t want to make the same mistake twice?” asked Ryan.

“Who knows,” I said. “Maybe that has something to do with it.”

“I don’t believe you,” Mario said, leaning back and crossing his arms. He had a smirk on his face. “I have a theory. I think you asked her out and you got rejected, so now you’re pretending like you were never interested to begin with. It’s okay if you got rejected, Mark. We all get rejected. She’s hot. She probably has a lot of guys in her DMs.”

“I didn’t ask her out!” I cried. “Let it go already! Just because I like skateboards and tattoos, doesn’t mean that I’m looking for a chick who likes skateboards and tattoos.”

“So describe your perfect girl then,” Mario said, rolling his eyes.

“Why?”

“Just entertain me.”

I groaned. “I don’t know.” And then I thought of Tori again. She was haunting me now, lingering in my brain, determined to cloud my thoughts with her cute face and her beautiful body. “I guess I want a girl with curves.”

“Megan has huge tits, mate,” said Mario.

“Sure, but she doesn’t have the hips or the thighs. She’s not curvy all over.”

Both Ryan and Mario rolled their eyes.

“It’s true,” I said. “And her personality is just kind of… whatever. I want a girl who is more… surprising.”

“What does surprising even mean? You keep saying it, but you’re not saying what it means.”

“It means what you think it means: unsuspecting, unpredictable… I don’t know how else to say it.”

“And is this girl brunette, blonde, redhead?”

“Blonde,” I said. “I mean—ideally.”

“What about that new girl, Brenna?”

“I don’t know. She seems alright, I guess. She’s a bit too outgoing for me,” I said. “When did this conversation become about me, anyway? Are you guys trying to get me hitched or something?”

“You’re just acting weird,” said Mario.

“Well drop it,” I said. “I’m not looking for a girlfriend. And if I was, I wouldn’t go for Brenna.”

“Brenna too outgoing for you?” Ryan laughed. “You more into introverted girls now, Mark? Girls like Tori?” The guys both laughed and I tried as hard as I could not to blush. I looked down at my drink and shook my head. I probably looked pretty guilty. My infatuation for Tori was probably terribly obvious…

But Tori was just so far off of the men’s radar that they didn’t even pick up on my blushing cheeks or tense demeanor. They just laughed the suggestion off and moved on to talking about different girls. I did my best to keep the conversation from coming back to Tori again. Luckily, Tori was so far off of their radar, that her name didn’t come close to coming up—not even when they were making their top-ten lists—and not even when they extended their lists to become top-fifteen lists. Tori would have been number-one for both of them if they’d seen what I’d seen. If they’d seen what I’d seen, they wouldn’t be able to stop thinking about her either.

I was thinking about her so much that I dreamed about her. I dreamed about sitting next to her on the couch, holding her hand. I dreamed about her stretched her legs over my lap as we sat in a little cottage together. She relaxed and drew in her sketchbook, and I just stared at her, admiring her, falling deeper and deeper in love with her. To be fair, in my dream, she was wearing cat-girl anime lingerie, with a long butt-plug tail in her ass.

And then I woke up early, determined to catch her show. I was infatuated with her and that infatuation was growing. I did something new that morning: I put in my credit card info and I bought enough credits to get her into a private room. It cost me fifty dollars, and that only got me ten minutes, but I cherished those ten minutes. I got her to do a sexy dance for me, and I was blown away by the way Tori was able to sway her hips. She showed me her supple breasts. She ran her hands down her curves and let out the softest moans. Then, at the end of the show, she showed me her glistening pussy. She stroked it with the tip of her finger before saying, “Do I make you hard?”

“I’ve never been harder,” I typed, and it was possibly true. I was so hard that I was worried my cock was going to break. A drop of creamy fluid was oozing out of me. I didn’t want that show to end. I thought about paying her another fifty bucks to make it go on, but I knew it would be easy to get carried away.

That afternoon, when I came home from class, Tori was at my house, in the kitchen with Lily. They both smiled at me when I walked in, and then I froze like a statue, turning hot all over, feeling a trembling in my hands. I felt suddenly like I was in a room with a celebrity, star-struck, not sure how to operate my body. It was almost like I forgot how to breathe.

“Are you okay, Mark?” my sister asked.

I just stared into Tori’s eyes. In that moment, I was sure she was Foxy Vee. I was now certain. Those eyes were unmistakable. I’d become very familiar with them over the past few days. “H—Hi,” I said.

“What’s the matter with you?” Lily asked.

“I’m fine,” I said. “I just—I’m tired. I’m really tired. I was up early.”

“Same,” Tori said, letting out a small yawn. “I was up earlier than usual.”

I remembered her morning show. My heart pounded. I felt suddenly lightheaded. I cleared my throat. “I have to do some studying. Nice seeing you, Tori.”

She smiled at me, making me weak all over. She suddenly had so much power over me. I was a puddle of uselessness in her presence. Every time she blinked her eyelashes would flutter in that hypnotizing way. How had I never noticed her sexiness before?

I shook my head. I had to stop thinking about her. I couldn’t be with a girl who flaunted herself to strangers on the internet. She was essentially a whore—and please forgive the cruel language. I’m not passing any judgement. I know that the correct term these days is ‘sex worker’ and I don’t necessarily care one way or another if someone goes down that path, especially if it’s necessary with their circumstances, but the thought of sharing my partner with the world is just… not ideal. Every guy wants a girl for themselves, the same way women want a man for themselves. I’m not into that open-relationship stuff, even though it’s now trendy because people like Will Smith are into it. I want monogamy, and it’s not monogamy when your girl is spreading her legs for other men, either in real life or between computer screens.

But even knowing that Tori was doing it, I still couldn’t get her out of my head. I couldn’t stop fantasizing about her—not just about her body, not just about fucking her, but about being with her. I imagined myself kissing her. I had a wonderful dream that we were cuddling: no sexy stuff, just our bodies touching, her smiling… I wanted it so badly—but why?

I woke up early again for her show. I was exhausted, running on only a few hours of sleep, but I had to see her show. I just couldn’t miss it. I was scared that I would miss some moment. My God, I got so jealous when she went into a private room with another man. That morning, I paid for another show: fifty dollars for ten minutes, but it was so worth it. I got her to penetrate herself with two fingers. I just watched her pumping herself, moaning softly. I pumped myself, and I could suddenly understand why men clicked on that ‘share video’ button that was next to the chat screen. I was suddenly fantasizing about masturbating with her.

But I knew better than to click that button. I knew better than to reveal myself to her; I wasn’t psychotic. And even if she was a stranger, streaming from some other part of the world, she didn’t want to watch me jerking off. She was just doing this for money. She wasn’t doing this because it aroused her or turned her on in any way—though she was very convincing… I couldn’t help but wonder if she was maybe into it just a little bit. I mean—she had the idea to become a web cam girl in the first place. That thought entered her head somehow.

I didn’t miss the next show, or the next one. Whenever she came over to our house, I would sneak up to my sister’s bedroom door, just so I could listen to her voice as she chatted with my sister. I felt like I was turning into a stalker. I started recording our private sessions (I was paying for one every day, quickly draining my bank account like a fool). I wanted to have something I could watch later in the day.

My infatuation was turning into an obsession, and that obsession was about to get me into a deep mound of trouble.


CHAPTER 4
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It was Saturday morning. My alarm went off so that I wouldn’t miss Tori’s show. I had a smile on my face and fifty dollars in my cam account. I was ready for a great morning, ready to see her beautiful face.

Her stream was popular that morning. “A new record,” she smiled, looking at the viewers. “Thank you all so much. I’m so happy!” I couldn’t believe it; she had thirteen-thousand people watching her, but she didn’t get stage fright. She was totally comfortable flashing her breasts, previewing her asshole, even ‘celebrating’ by putting a little vibrator into her French maid panties, and setting it to vibrate every time someone left a tip. It was practically vibrating non-stop. I have to admit that she was a good businesswoman.

I had to wait for my turn with her. There were many men who wanted to pay her big money for a private show. I was in that main chat room for ninety minutes before she finally took me into a private room. “Hi again,” she said, recognizing my screen name. “I’m so happy you’re back. What do you want to see me do today?”

“Maybe you can play with a dildo,” I wrote. “I’d like to see you sliding it in and out of that perfect pussy.”

She grinned and then she grabbed a dildo from her nightstand. “Is this big enough?” she asked.

“Do you have something bigger?” I asked, blushing all over. I don’t think my heart had ever pounded so hard or so fast. I felt like I was about to lose consciousness. I had to take a deep breath as she went to a drawer and slipped out a very large dildo: it was almost the size of a horse dick.

I gasped, trembling all over. “That’s perfect,” I wrote, knowing that the time was ticking. She leaned back and spread her legs wide. She rubbed her clit with her manicured fingers, and then she took the tip of that horse dildo and pressed it against her gushing hole.

“Oh God,” she moaned.

“You look so good,” I typed, and then I pressed send.

At least I thought I pressed send. I guess my fingers were trembling more than I realized. I guess I accidentally clicked on the wrong button. I guess I turned on my webcam without even realizing it—and I didn’t realize it soon enough.

I took out my cock. I leaned back and started stroking myself, watching as she crammed that thick dildo into her perfect pussy. Then I watched as she stopped, staring at her screen. I thought for a moment that my feed froze, and then I saw her blink. I saw her skin turning a shade of white. I leaned forward to ask her what was wrong, and that’s when I noticed the big red dot in the corner. My heart plunged deep into the pit of my stomach.

If I’d acted quickly, I could have probably mitigated the issue. If she only saw a glimpse of me, she could have convinced herself that I was a stranger—just someone who looked a lot like her best friend’s brother. But instead of acting, I just froze. I stared at the screen, jaw falling open, cock still in my hand. I tried to convince myself that the red dot meant something else—maybe it just meant that she was recording or something. Maybe it was always there and I just never noticed it. But the ‘SHARE YOUR CAM’ button was glowing red, and I’d never seen it glow like that before.

She leaned forward and pressed a button on her keyboard. The private show ended. “Steamer has ended the stream. Leave a tip?” a prompt asked. I was still frozen. By the time I broke free from my paralysis and navigated back to the main room, the whole show had ended. The viewers were baffled and frustrated. “Why is it over? What happened?” they asked. “She was supposed to stream for another twenty minutes!”

‘THIS MODEL IS NOT ONLINE,’ said the screen.

My heart was pounding so hard that it hurt. I felt sick. I tried to stand up, but my legs were trembling, wobbling, refusing to support my weight.

Not only did I reveal myself to Tori, I revealed myself with my erection in my hand. I leaned right up to that camera so she could get a proper look at my face.

I fell onto my bed, on my face, and I groaned loudly into my pillow. I was sure that my life was now over. I was sure that Tori was going to tell my sister what had happened, and the humiliation was going to be unbearable. “No, no, no,” I said, shaking my head. I almost cried. Maybe I did cry—it was hard to tell because I couldn’t pry my face away from that pillow.

Was this really happening?

I missed class that morning. I couldn’t pry myself away from my bed. I curled up into a ball and closed my eyes, trying to will time to go back. I just wanted to take that moment back. I just wanted things to be the way they were before I hit that button by accident.

I thought about what Tori was probably thinking. She probably thought that my sister spilled her secret. Or maybe she thought that I was stalking her. She must have been so creeped out: creeped out enough to lose out on twenty minutes of tips from thousands of fans.

It was after noon when I scrounged together the motivation to go onto my laptop. My plan was to reach out to her: to message her and apologize. I figured that I needed to explain myself. But now, I couldn’t access her page. When I searched for her, her name didn’t come up. When I tried to access her page through my history, it just kept telling me, “CANNOT ACCESS PAGE.” But when I logged out and tried to look up her page, there it was; I was blocked.

And I was blocked on Instagram too, even though we were never friends. That nausea was quickly coming back. She was officially disgusted by me. She was trying to remove me from her life. She was probably going to cut off contact with Lily over this too, just so she wouldn’t ever have to be anywhere near me.

I had to fix this. I had to talk to her.

I went to my sister’s bedroom. She was still asleep, having been out partying all night. I crept up to her nightstand. I just needed to get Tori’s phone number out of her phone. I could call her from my phone.

Lily rolled over and groaned, making me jump back. But she was still asleep. So I took a few more steps towards that phone. I reached for it. Then, Lily’s eyes opened and she grunted. “What are you doing in my room?” she said with a groggy hangover.

I bit down on my tongue. “Sorry. I didn’t want to wake you up.” I tried to think fast. “Uh, one of my friends asked me for Tori’s phone number. I guess they’re in a class together and he needs to reach her for an assignment. I was going to get it off of your phone.”

I tried not to blush. I tried not to show her my shaking hands; those hands would have given me away immediately. “I was trying not to wake you up.”

She snatched her phone, pressed a few buttons, and then she froze. She was reading a message. Was it a message from Tori? Was Tori telling her what I did? Lily blinked a few times and kept reading. Her face was turning pale. Her eyes were widening.

“What is it?” I asked, trying to remain calm and inconspicuous.

“I got a message,” she said softly. “And it’s about you.”

“Me?” I said. Now, I was ready to bolt out of that room. I was ready to run away from that house. I could hide in the woods. I could stay there for years. How hard could it be to live in the woods? Maybe I could sneak across the border. Maybe I could steal someone’s identity and start up a new life… “What about me?” I said.

“Megan is asking for your phone number,” she said. A wave of relief washed over me. “Ugh. She apparently thinks you’re cute. Don’t you dare even think about going out with her. I’m not going through that again.”

“She’s not really my type,” I said.

“Oh, bullshit, Mark,” she said. “I’ve seen you staring at her tits. You aren’t exactly discreet about it.”

“Just give me Tori’s number. My friend is waiting,” I said.

She stuffed her phone underneath her pillow. “I texted it to you,” she said. “And I’m serious. If you make things weird with Megan, I’ll never forgive you.”

“Got it,” I said, rushing out of her room. I had to get to Tori before Tori reached out to Lily or Megan. I couldn’t let this embarrassing catastrophe get out. I had to explain myself.

But what would I say? What could I say to make this better? “I swear I’m not a stalker. I didn’t even know that was you!” No—that would sound ridiculous. She knew that I knew. I had to come up with something better than that.

Maybe I could tell her the truth. I could just tell her that I overheard and then I checked to see if it was true. Then she would ask why I paid for multiple private shows: almost four-hundred dollars in private shows. I guess I could say that I just wanted to see her with her mask off and I was building up to it. No—that sounded stupid as well. How would I explain asking her to stick a horse dildo into her pussy? Not to mention the other things I got her to do in previous shows…

I had no idea what I could say to exonerate myself. Maybe it was impossible to truly absolve myself, but I absolutely needed to beg her to keep her mouth shut about what happened. I dialed her number. I waited a minute. I eyed the bathroom, thinking that I was on the verge of having to throw up. Then, she picked up. “Hello?” she said, oblivious to who was calling her.

“Tori?” I said. “This is, uh, Mark. Don’t hang up! I just really need to talk to you. Please don’t hang up.”

“How did you get this number?” she asked, now with a quiet voice. “Don’t call me! I don’t want to talk to you.”

“I need to talk to you!” I said. “Please. Just listen to me. I—I have to talk to you. I need to explain myself.”

She was silent now, possibly giving me that chance to explain myself. But what could I say? She saw me with my erection in my hand. There was no way to pass it off as a prank. There was no way to make her think that I was just being funny, or that I was put up to it by some friends. I couldn’t say anything, so I broke down and just started begging. “Please don’t tell my sister about it,” I said. “Please. I’m begging you not to say anything. I overheard you guys talking the other day. I just went to see if it was true and I found your stream. Please don’t rat me out. This has to stay a secret. I’ll do anything. I’m serious! Anything! My life will be ruined if my sister finds out that I was watching you.”

“I have to go to class, Mark,” she said. I could hear that bitter humiliation in her voice, making me feel so guilty. To be fair, that’s a risk you take when you start selling naked pictures of yourself to complete strangers. When you have thirteen thousand people tuning in to watch you shake your tits, there’s a good chance someone you know will pop in.

“Please just promise you won’t tell anyone. This can just be our secret. I won’t tell anyone what you’re doing if you don’t tell anyone what I did.”

Then she was silent again. This time, the silence lasted far too long. “Is that a treat?” she asked, almost gasping.

“A threat?” I said. “No. It’s just a deal.”

“Are you saying you’ll tell people what I do for money if I tell your sister that you watched me?” she asked.

“No,” I said, but then I saw my opportunity. Maybe a threat was what I needed. She didn’t want the world finding out what she was doing, and I didn’t want my family finding out what I did. “Well,” I said. “I was possibly going to tell Ryan and Mario. But I guess I could hold back if you make a promise to me…”

“You are threatening me!” she gasped. “I thought you were a nice guy, Mark. I always thought you were so sweet, but now I don’t even know you at all. You’re just a perv and a weasel.”

“I’m not a perv or a weasel!” I said. “Okay, okay! I won’t tell anyone anything, regardless of what you do. Okay? I’ll just pray that you keep my thing a secret too—but I won’t rat you out.” And honestly, I liked her too much to rat her out. Over the past couple of weeks, I’d developed strange feelings for her that I didn’t see coming at all. I respected her, even though she was spreading her legs for her web cam. Somehow, her little ‘business venture’ just made her more interesting in my eyes, giving her a dimension that rounded her as a person.

“I have to go, Mark,” she said again.

“Wait,” I said. “Are you going to tell my sister or not? I just need to know. I can’t live with this anxiety.”

She was silent once more. I could hear my own heart slamming into my ribcage. “Can we meet up and talk about this in person?” she asked. “I really don’t want to have this conversation on the phone.”

“Of course!” I said. “Anything you want! Just tell me the time and the place, and I’ll be there.”

“I’ll text it to you. And Mark…”

“What is it?”

“Please don’t watch my stream again,” she whispered. “Just stay off of it.”

The thought of staying off of it filled me with a curious dread, like something that belonged to me was being pulled away from me. Sure, there were thousands of other web cam girls I could watch if I really wanted to, but her stream was special. There was a tremendous excitement in knowing that I knew the girl behind the mask. I knew something that the other thirteen-thousand men watching didn’t know. Even now, it felt like I was talking to a celebrity.

“Okay,” I said.

She hung up on me and it was an hour later when she texted me the address of a café. “Meet me there at four. We’ll talk about this.”

The next couple of hours went by slowly. Anxiety was tearing me apart. I could hardly stand for a full minute before getting lightheaded. The thought of seeing her in person made me sick, but I knew I had to do it. I had to smooth this out, even if it meant embarrassing myself a little bit… or, more likely, a lot.

I decided to go to the café early, hoping she would show up early and we could smooth this all out even sooner so that I could finally breathe without heavy dread pounding on my lungs. I was twenty minutes early—but she was earlier. When I stepped into the café, she was already at a table, drawing a picture in her sketchbook. She didn’t see me. And I will admit that I thought about turning around and running for my life. The thought of leaving the country was still fresh in my head.

I approached her slowly. I was legitimately afraid that my legs were going to give out. I took a deep breath, and then she looked at me. A wave of dizziness washed over me as I tried to smile. Hours earlier, she caught me with my erection in her hand… and I had been watching her with a horse dildo in her hand.

Her face turned red, but it probably wasn’t as red as mine. The café suddenly seemed silent as I tried to think of an ice-breaker. She just stared down at the ground, maybe embarrassed, or maybe just too pissed to look into my eyes. Finally, she broke the long silence by saying, “Are you planning on sitting or what?”

I scurried into the chair across from her. I looked around to see just how private the conversation was going to be. The nearest patron was a good thirty feet away. “Thanks for meeting with me,” I said.

“It’s fine,” she said. “Just… I need to know what you’ve been doing, logging into my stream.”

“I told you on the phone. I overheard you telling my sister about it. I was awake the other morning when you said you were streaming, and I decided to see if it was true.”

“You paid for at least five private shows, Mark!” she hushed. “How much proof did you need?”

I blushed and looked down at the table. “You aren’t going to tell Lily, are you?”

“Answer my question,” she said.

“What do you want me to say? I—I liked the content. Is that what you want to hear? I’m embarrassed, Tori.”

“Don’t tease me,” she said.

“Why do you think I’m teasing you?”

“What do you even mean, you like the content?”

She was putting me on the spot. “Don’t tell my sister,” I said.

She groaned. “I might have to!” she said.

I gasped. “Why? No. You don’t have to. Why would you have to?”

“Because she’s going to start wondering why I’m not coming over after a while,” she said. “I have to tell her something.”

“Why can’t you come over?”

“It’s too weird, Mark. You won’t ever look at me the same and I won’t ever look at you the same. I can’t be around that awkward energy. I’m under enough stress as it is. And I have to tell your sister something when she asks why I don’t come over anymore.”

“Why throw me under the bus?” I said. “Just tell her something else. Do you want help coming up with something? I’ll think of something. I’ll text you some ideas.”

She sighed.

“You can’t tell her what I did. Please. I’m begging you. I’ll do anything.”

“I just don’t get why you were watching me,” she whispered. “It’s so… creepy. How am I supposed to ever go live again, knowing you might be watching? You can just change your screen name, or watch while logged out. Like—I can’t ever do my job comfortably again.”

“Don’t be so dramatic,” I said. “I won’t watch again, okay? I promise.” But even I knew it was a lie, because I loved watching her shows, and I could easily log in to a new account. There was nothing stopping me from watching her, not even my conscience. She couldn’t possibly beg me enough to keep me away from her page—and that’s just me being honest. I knew how wonderful her two-hour stream was. I knew what was there to enjoy; how could I just stay away based on scout’s honor? I guess I wasn’t a terribly honorable person…

“I’m not being dramatic, Mark,” she scolded. “Put yourself in my shoes. This gig worked because it was anonymous. And you’re just asking me to trust you. Well, I can’t just relax because you want me to trust you. A promise isn’t going to fix the damage you’ve done. Had you not fucked up and pressed the wrong button, you would still be watching me without me knowing.”

“Well, to be fair, that’s a risk you take when you do what you do,” I said, shrugging my shoulders, thinking I was making some sort of profound point—but really, I was just putting myself deeper in the hole. “As far as you know, tons of people you know are already watching you.”

Her face turned white. Her eyes began to glimmer, as if she was about to cry. I suddenly wished I could take back what I said. “I doubt they are,” I quickly added. “I’m just saying—when you got into this, you knew the risks.”

“That’s it,” she said, shaking her head. “I have to tell your sister.”

“What! Why!?” I said, looking around nervously as the volume of my voice went up.

“Because I’m guessing you already told your friends about my show, so my secret is already out there. I have nothing left to lose. But you do.”

“So that’s what this is?” I said. “It’s revenge for something you suspect that I did? And by the way, I haven’t told anyone! Maybe that’s hard to believe, but it’s true.”

“It’s not a matter of whether it’s true or not,” she said. “It’s just what I have to do so my friend doesn’t think that I’m ghosting her. I’m not going to jump through hoops to protect your feelings after you did what you did. I have no reason to cater to you.” She started standing up.

I jumped to my feet. “Tori, no,” I said. “Tori, sit down. C’mon. Let’s talk about this. You have to believe me: your secret isn’t out. I haven’t told anyone. This has honestly been my little secret. It’s been hard to keep it bottled up, but I really haven’t told a soul.”

She stared into my eyes. Then suddenly, a grin crossed her face. “How sure are you that nobody else knows?” she said.

“If anyone else knows, it’s because my sister or Megan told them—not me. I swear on my life.”

“So if you’re so sure that nobody you know is watching, then you can show yourself on the stream. You can do something on camera that you wouldn’t ever do in front of someone you know. Then, maybe you’ll know how I feel right now. You’ll know what it’s like to not be totally certain—and then maybe you’ll actually have some sympathy for me, and not just for yourself.”

I froze. My tongue was suddenly numb in my mouth. What exactly was she suggesting? “If I do it, will you promise not to tell anyone about this? We can make this our little secret?”

“I’ll think about it,” she said. “But you better believe that I’ll be making sure it’s hell for you if I find out that you told even just one person.”

I nodded my head, though I hadn’t forgotten that Tori told Megan and my sister. They knew about Tori’s streaming. They knew that she was doing lewd things for money in front of a camera, and what was stopping my sister from looking Tori up out of curiosity the way that I did? What if Megan checked in and saw me?

At least Tori was giving me a chance. I couldn’t blow this chance.


CHAPTER 5
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She instructed me to be at her house the next morning at 4:00 AM. Waking up that early was hard, especially because I didn’t fall asleep until around 2:00 AM, tossing and turning, burdened by the anxiety of not knowing what was coming. In one sense, I was relieved that I was living to see another day, but the unknown was eating me up inside. What exactly was Tori going to make me do? It would certainly be humiliating; it wouldn’t be a good test if it wasn’t humiliating.

And even if she gave me a fox mask to wear, I was covered in tattoos. Anybody who knew me would recognize my arms even if they couldn’t see my face. I guess that’s what made it a decent test to see if I was being truthful about not telling anybody. But still—thirteen thousand people watched her little show. There was a good chance one of my pals was there.

No—none of my friends woke up that early. Even Mario, who liked to work out in the morning before class, didn’t get up until around 8:00 AM, and by then, Tori was wrapping up her show.

Tori lived in a little house, not far from the café where we met the day before. I knocked on the door and waited on the step, wrapping my arms around myself as the morning wind blew in cold. I was trying to remain calm, trying to keep my nerves from getting the better of me. I just had to stay calm, do her little show, and move on with my life.

Though as I stood on that doorstep, new ideas started coming into my head. What if this was an opportunity? Tori was inviting me to her house. We were going to be alone together. I knew her secret and she knew mine, and maybe that could be like a sort of bond. Maybe this could be the start of a relationship, and later, we would laugh about the embarrassing way that we connected.

Or maybe she was just going to humiliate me in an act of cruel revenge… I could see it going either way.

The door finally opened. Tori was wearing a plump, fluffy housecoat with a hood that had oversized fox ears on it. It wasn’t exactly something I could call sexy, seeing as it covered about as much skin as a burka, and it kept all of her curves hidden just like the rest of her daytime wardrobe. She didn’t have any makeup on her face. Her hair was wet and brushed back. This was the ‘ho-hum’ Tori that I knew well. But now that I knew how she looked in a tight outfit, in a bit of makeup, with her hair all pretty, I could see her best features. I could see her high cheekbones. I could see her big, flashing eyes and her thick eyelashes. She had an amazing curve to her lips. She really didn’t need makeup to look pretty, though it took seeing her in makeup to realize it.

“Are you coming in or not?” she asked. Her voice was a bit raspy, as if she was still in the process of waking up.

I stepped into her house. It was a small house but beautifully decorated, looking like a page straight off of Pinterest. Her house plants almost looked fake; they were so perfect. And her furniture looked like staging, as if she was in the process of selling her house. “Is this an Airbnb?”

She shook her head. “It’s my house,” she said.

“Did it come furnished like this when you rented it?”

“I don’t rent it,” she said bluntly, turning to look at me. “I bought it three months ago.”

“You bought a house?” I said. I didn’t know anybody under the age of thirty who owned a house—especially in that part of town. Sure, the house was small, but it was in an impressive neighborhood, close to downtown, near one of the most prestigious schools in the region.

“Why is that so surprising to you?” she asked. “Do you want a coffee or anything?” She sauntered over to an impressive coffee machine, or maybe it was an espresso machine. It had tubes and nozzles and buttons all over it. I accepted the offer and she pressed a couple buttons, making the machine come to life. Steam billowed and gears turned. After a minute, there was a steaming cup of fancy coffee in a perfectly manicured little cup. “How much did that thing cost?”

“I don’t know, three-thousand, I think. I know it’s a lot, but I was drinking so much Starbucks before. I did the math and this will actually save me money after a couple of years.”

“Did you say three-thousand!?” I paused for a moment. “Do you actually make that much money with your show?”

“Yes,” she said bluntly. “And speaking of the show, I need to start getting ready—and you do too. Come on. Bring your coffee. We’ll start with your hair.”

“What’s wrong with my hair?” I said.

I followed her over to a room that was set up like a theater dressing room, with a huge makeup desk, lit-up mirror, and racks of lingerie. There must have been sixty outfits on that rack. And then there was a ten-foot shelf covered in wigs, and a dozen boxes filled with accessories: chokers, jewelry, stockings, masks, and so on.

I bit down on my tongue, remembering that this was a sex show. She got sexy on camera for money, and maybe that meant that we were going to get sexy. Maybe she was going to use me to make a bit of extra cash. Maybe she would suck my dick if her fans begged her enough. Maybe she would let me spray her face with cum if she thought it would get her a few more tips.

I was probably getting my hopes up. She was probably going to make me do something embarrassing, like jerk off on myself: something I would never want any of my friends to see.

I scanned her lingerie outfits, imagining her in them. There was a tight faux-leather catsuit that was already making me hard, knowing that her curves would look so glorious in the thing. Then I turned to look at Tori and saw that she was holding a blonde wig. She was holding it out towards me, possibly trying to get my opinion on whether or not she should wear it. “What’s that for?” I asked.

“What do you think?” I said.

“I think it would look good,” I said. “But your hair is already blonde and that style isn’t that much different than your own. I guess I just don’t see the point.”

“It’s for you, idiot,” she said. “Put it on.”

I paused for a moment. “Me?” I said.

She nodded her head slowly.

“Why me?”

“Because you’re going to dress up like a girl,” she said.

A coldness crept over me, chilling my muscles and joints. I suddenly had a fist-sized lump in my throat. “Why?” I managed to say before that coldness tensed up the muscles in my face.

“It’s probably the number-one request that I get.”

“What is?” I said, feeling a terrible trembling tingling through me.

“People want to see me with a t-girl,” she said nonchalantly.

“A t-girl!? I’m not… I’m not that.”

“Well today you are,” she said.

“I’ll look ridiculous. I can’t dress up like a girl. That’s just… That’s so humiliating!” And I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised; I knew she was going to humiliate me. I knew it was going to be the most embarrassing thing she could think of. This was more embarrassing than the ideas I had in my head. I would have sooner jerked off onto my own chest in front of thirteen-thousand people. “No way. I can’t do it.”

“Why not?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. “Because your friends might be watching? Because you told them about my show?”

“I didn’t tell anyone!” I said. “But that doesn’t mean people we know don’t know about it! You did tell Megan and my sister about your show, didn’t you?”

“They won’t ever watch it,” she said, waving me off. “They aren’t perverts like you.”

“I’m not a pervert,” I growled.

“Well, I caught you jerking off while watching me. That’s pretty perverted.”

“What do you think people are doing who watch your show!?” I cried, blushing all over.

“Are you going to get dolled up, or am I wasting my time?” she said. “It’s your choice. You can do what I’m asking you to do, or I can tell your sister about what happened.”

“Now you’re the one blackmailing me,” I said.

“Make your choice,” she said, ignoring me. I groaned. I looked at the wig. What was worse?

“If it makes you feel better, today is my lowest viewership day of the week,” she said, but it really didn’t make it any better.

“Whatever,” I said, snatching the wig from her. “If this is going to keep your mouth shut, then I’ll do it. But I’m just doing it this one time.”

She smiled. I have to admit that it was nice to see her smile. Over the past few weeks, I’d come to really appreciate the nuances of her little smile. She really did have a subtly beautiful face. I’m not sure why I was so enamored by her, but I couldn’t help myself.

I put the wig on my head. She walked up to me and reached out, adjusting it, running her fingers through the hair, brushing away the bangs, and then staring at me for a moment as she tried to decide what to do next. “Blonde really suits you,” she said.

“Whatever,” I said. “Let’s just get this over with.”

“Then sit in the makeup chair. We don’t have much time. I have to get you ready, and then I have to get myself ready. And Mark…”

“What?” I said.

“Everything that happens here, stays here. Got it? This is my business, and I’m not going to let you ruin it. This is giving me the biggest leg up in life, and I’m not having that taken away from me.” She stared into my eyes, now with a strangely serious face. Her words resonated with me. I knew that she grew up in a poor household. Lily went to her house once when they were younger and came home complaining about the frozen food they ate for dinner, and how cold it was at night when she slept over.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s just do it and get it over with. I’ll keep my mouth shut and pretend like none of this ever happened. And by the way, you can keep coming over to our house to see Lily. If you really think it’s that weird, I’ll just go over to Mario’s house whenever you’re coming over. You don’t need to ruin things with Lily over this.”

Tori smiled again, making my heart flutter. “Thanks, Mark.”

But the sweet moment was short-lived. The dread returned as soon as Tori made me close my eyes so she could smear concealer all over my face. “Are we going to hide my tattoos?” I asked.

“Of course not,” she said. “That would take hours, first of all, and assuming you told me the truth, you should have nothing to worry about.”

And she was right: if I’d told her the truth, then there should have been nothing to worry about. But I have a confession to make, one that I really should have made to Tori: the day before she caught me jerking off while watching her, I told Mario about her show.

It was a stupid mistake. I couldn’t help myself. I just felt like I needed to tell someone. I didn’t tell him that I’d been watching it every day. I didn’t tell him that I’d ever seen it before. I didn’t even tell him where to find it, but I did tell him what time she performed at, so finding her wouldn’t be hard at all, just like it wasn’t hard for me. The truth is: I wanted Mario to find her show. I wanted him to watch it. I wanted him to see how hot she was, because I wanted someone to talk with about her. So I just told him that I overheard her telling my sister.

I woke up the next morning regretting the decision to tell Mario. I knew that it was a mistake, but I just couldn’t help it.

And there was a good chance that Mario had already told a decent number of guys from school already. There was a good chance that one or two would be finding the show that very morning, to see me dressed up as a girl.

But I made Mario promise he wouldn’t rat me out. “If Tori finds out that you know, you tell her that someone else told you. I don’t know who—maybe say you heard it from one of Megan’s friends. Don’t let this get back to me.”

Now, as Tori put makeup on my face, I was praying that the show wouldn’t be discovered that morning. It was inevitable that it would be discovered eventually, but as long as it wasn’t that morning, I was safe.


CHAPTER 6
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Yes, I felt guilty about telling Mario. Of course I felt guilty, but I felt like someone else needed to see what I’d seen. After the night that we all met up, and the guys rolled their eyes and laughed at the idea of Tori being worth talking about… I felt like I needed to prove them wrong, and I had to find a way to do it without making them think I had some sort of crush on the ‘weird girl’. In retrospect, it was a terrible idea to tell Mario of all people. He was the school’s biggest gossip boy. By telling him, I basically started the countdown to Tori’s demise.

Now, Tori was carefully putting eyeliner on me. “Sit still. I’m almost done,” she said. She was leaned in close. She wasn’t wearing perfume, but I could smell the lavender soap that she used in the shower that morning, and that was enough to put butterflies in my chest. “You actually look really cute.”

I tried not to react to the comment. I didn’t want to look cute. I couldn’t decide what was worse: looking like a fool or looking good. I was scared that I was actually going to look somewhat convincing. I’d always had a ‘girl’s body’; at least that’s what the bullies always told me. I was shorter and thinner than most guys. I was cursed with narrow shoulders. I had high cheekbones, much like Tori, and I had a thin waist, no matter how much junk I stuffed into my face. I think it was an issue with my metabolism.

Tori used a brush to put blush on my face, and then she carefully rolled some mascara onto my eyelashes. “Yes,” she smiled. “You look super cute. Look in the mirror.”

I didn’t want to look. A part of me wanted to refuse looking at my own reflection. I could go the whole morning without seeing myself, so I wouldn’t be haunted by the memory of my own dolled-up face. But for some reason, I let my eyelids open. I let my gaze fall on my own reflection.

And then I froze, seeing a frighteningly convincing girl in the mirror. The dread in that moment was almost just as bad as the dread when I realized I accidentally turned on my webcam. “Don’t you think you look cute?” Tori asked with a big smile.

“It doesn’t look right,” I said.

“What about it?” she said. “Do you think you need more contouring? I thought you looked really convincing.” And that was just the problem: I didn’t look right because I did look like a convincing girl.

“Okay,” I said. “You had your fun. Isn’t this enough of a humiliation? Can’t we just call it even now?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “You haven’t proved anything yet. If you didn’t tell anyone, then you won’t care about being seen on my stream.”

I tried to keep a straight face. I tried to stop my face from turning bone-white. I imagined Mario telling Dale. I imagined Dale telling all of his sisters (he had four). I imagined them telling all of their friends. I imagined hundreds of curious, snickering college students looking around on the internet to find her show. I imagined one of them finding it and messaging all the others with a link. And then, I imagined them all seeing me dressed like a girl…

“What’s the matter?” Tori said.

“I just don’t like dressing up like a girl,” I said. “It’s embarrassing.”

“Well, don’t you think it’s embarrassing to find out your best friend’s brother has been watching your cam show?” She looked into my eyes.

“Alright, alright,” I said, and then I secretly prayed that Mario wasn’t going to find the show that morning.

Next, it was time to put me in an outfit. Tori had her eye on the clock. Her show was just forty minutes away from starting and she hadn’t started getting herself ready yet. “You need something cute,” she said. “It can’t be too revealing, but it has to be sexy.” She looked through dozens of options before smiling and pulling out something that looked like it was straight out of an anime show for adults. It was a French maid outfit, complete with fuzzy cat ears and a cat tail. It covered the chest fully, and it had long white satin gloves, which covered most of the arms. I beamed in delight at the sight of the outfit. Most of my tattoos were on my arms and chest, so the outfit would hide the most worrisome parts of me. Though the short skirt wasn’t something I was thrilled about—at least it would only be for an hour or two. I could suffer through a couple of hours.

Though I was starting to sweat. My back was tickled with beads of cold sweat. A terrible copper taste was biting my tongue. I took a deep breath in. “Where can I change?” I asked.

“Just change here,” she said. “I’m going to end up seeing everything by the end of the morning, so what difference does it make?” She looked at the time again. “I need to get ready for the show. You can get that on yourself, right?”

I bit down on my tongue. It was hard to think that I could get more embarrassed, but the embarrassment just kept on getting worse. I looked into her eyes. I thought about telling her the truth in that moment. I thought about telling her about what I said to Mario. I could apologize. She deserved to know.

But I was too scared of what would happen to me. I didn’t want her telling my sister about what I did, so I kept my mouth shut. I took the outfit and shuffled over to the other side of the room. I turned my back to her and slipped out of my clothes. The French maid outfit came with a pair of white panties, so I slipped out of my boxers. When I looked back, I caught her looking at my naked body. “A little privacy?” I said, blushing.

“You need to shave,” she said. “I didn’t even think about it. Go to the bathroom. My razor is on the edge of the tub. Be quick—and don’t ruin your makeup.”

“Shave?” I said. “I shaved last night.”

“Not your face, idiot! Your legs and your crotch. And get between your butt cheeks too. Hurry. You have thirty minutes.”

I groaned. I thought about putting up a fight; it seemed like a line was about to be crossed. I could wash that makeup off and take off that wig, and life would be back to normal by 8:30 AM. But my leg hair wasn’t going to grow back by the end of the day. I didn’t want to walk around for weeks with smooth lady legs.

“What are you waiting for?” she said.

So I went. I went into her bathroom and took her girly pink razor. I ran the tub and carefully swiped away all of my leg hair, all of my pubic hair, and all of the hair that was on my ass (there wasn’t much, but it was still emasculating to watch it swirl down her shower drain). It was even more emasculating to see what the bullies had seen through my whole childhood: feminine legs, smooth and girly. I didn’t even need to have my toes painted. The gleam of the hairless skin was enough to make it obvious.

I groaned.

With a towel around my waist, I embarrassingly walked back into Tori’s changing room. She was sitting at her makeup desk, now working on curling her hair for her show. She turned to look at me. “Let me see,” she said.

I pulled up the towel, showing her my shins.

“Let me see it all,” she said. “It’s all going to be on camera, so let me make sure it’s all good.”

I groaned again. I opened up my towel and exposed myself to her. Her face turned suddenly red and she looked away, biting down on her lip. “Looks fine,” she said.

“Why are you blushing?” I said. “You wanted to see it.”

“I’m not blushing.”

“Yes, you are,” I said.

“You need to start working on your girl voice,” she said, trying to change the topic.

“You were blushing,” I said. “What’s the matter? Never seen a cock before?”

“I’ve seen a cock before,” she said, though she said the word ‘cock’ with a lot of discomfort, as if she’d never said it aloud before. “I just wasn’t… I wasn’t expecting you to be that big.”

I grinned. I suddenly felt much less humiliated, though I wasn’t sure why. I was still dressed like a girl, wearing makeup and a wig and about to put on an anime-style French maid costume. “Like it?” I asked.

“It will be good for the viewers,” she said. “Just get dressed. We’re running out of time. We go live in fifteen minutes. And I’m serious: start practicing your voice.”

I thought it was silly that she was rushing me. It doesn’t take fifteen minutes to put on clothes… at least that’s what I thought. But that outfit had so many little parts: so many little clips and ribbons and layers. It took a few minutes just to figure out which pieces went on which limbs. I thought she was going to struggle to be ready in time, but she worked fast. I suppose it wasn’t the first time she’d gotten ready for a show. She did her makeup masterfully in a matter of minutes, and then she was suddenly in a tight pink lingerie bodysuit. Her curly hair bounced perfectly on her shoulders.

But her breasts stole the show in that semi-transparent outfit. I could see her nipples. I could see the curve of her big tits. I was brought to a stunned silence, suddenly realizing just how sexy she was. And it wasn’t just the way she looked; she must have sprayed herself with a tantalizing perfume. She had an aura around her now. She was confident and intimidating, grinning proudly as she looked at herself in the mirror. Where was this confidence when she was out in public? Where was this overwhelming sexy aura when she was hanging out with my sister and their friends?

“Why are you staring at me like that?” she asked, slipping into a pair of tall white heels. Her ass perked up. Now, she was taller than me, making me feel even more intimidated. “Have you been working on your voice?”

“A little bit,” I said softly.

“You look good. You’re super cute,” she smiled. “Though I think you should lose the gloves.”

“They’re hiding my tattoos,” I said.

“Exactly,” she said.

I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath.

“We’re live in two minutes. C’mon. Let’s get to the set.”

She waved me to follow her, so I followed her to the next room: the pink room that I’d seen so many times between the hours of 6:00 AM and 8:00 AM. I looked around, seeing all of the lights and sound gear and cameras. There were so many behind-the-scenes components. “Wow,” I said. “This is your bedroom, huh?”

“No,” she said. “This is just a set. My bedroom is across the hall. I try to keep all of this stuff separate from my normal life. Okay, I’m turning on the camera. Just sit on the bed there. It’s okay if you look shy. Shy is fine. It might even turn some guys on.” She grabbed her fox mask and put it on. Was I going to get a mask?

My skin shivered when she said ‘guys’. I was going to be performing for men. They were going to be watching me, and maybe even masturbating while watching me. I couldn’t think of anything more emasculating. And what was Tori expecting me to do? Was she hoping that I would ‘perform’ in some capacity? She made me show her my cock because it was apparently going to be shown on camera. What exactly was she expecting me to do with it?

“Okay, we’re live,” she said. She jumped onto the bed, sitting next to me. She waved at the camera. She giggled. She was suddenly a new woman: full of uppity energy, bouncing and giggling like an energetic toddler. “Already four-hundred people tuned in! Hi everyone!”

She had a big screen that was exclusively devoted to showing her the chat screen. I let my petrified gaze drift to that screen, and I saw the comments pouring in. “Foxy has a friend! Foxy has a friend! Eat her pussy! Show your boobs! The friend is hot! Make out!” The comments were coming in fast—faster than they could be read properly. Tips started trickling in too.

Tori kept giggling. She wasn’t doing anything: just sitting there, playfully kicking her legs, reading the comments. She turned to me and looked into my eyes, smiling. “They want to know your name,” she said.

“My name?” I whispered.

She nodded her head and giggled again. Then she turned to the camera and said, “She’s shy. Her name is Kitty.” She giggled again. “Foxy and Kitty, that’s right.” She reached out and put her hand on my thigh. “She is cute. I agree.” It was weird, listening to her talking to the fans. Apparently, she could read the comments as they came in. “Thanks for the tip, Jason! You’re the sweetest!” She giggled. “Kitty has a big surprise for you all. Once we get to five-hundred, she’ll reveal it.”

I must have looked ridiculous, sitting there, petrified, staring at the camera with wide eyes. I don’t even think I was blinking. But her fans didn’t seem to care. I kept catching the odd comment. “Foxy’s friend is a babe! I want to see her tits! Damn, she’s hot! What’s her screen name?”

And I have to admit, there was a strange sense of satisfaction, seeing those comments as they trickled in. It was a weird feeling of validation, even though I wasn’t thrilled to be dolled up. I didn’t like people thinking that I was actually a girl. But they all seemed to think that I was hot, and it felt kind of ‘fun’ to be hot. I’d never been a hot guy. I never got a ton of attention from women—a little here and there, sure. But now, hundreds of men were commenting on how badly they wanted to fuck me.

“Eat her pussy, Foxy,” said a man who left a fifteen-dollar tip. Tori giggled.

“She’s shy. She’ll need warming up first.”

“Warm her up!” said the comments.

Then she looked at me. “They want us to kiss,” she giggled. I felt my face turning dark red. I’d been fantasizing about kissing Tori for weeks, but these weren’t the conditions that I imagined. I had a feeling that it was just going to be a fake kiss for the camera, but I still wanted it.

She wasn’t waiting for an answer. She just leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. It was a passionate kiss, taking me by surprise. She gently parted her lips and tickled me with her tongue. I let my own lips part, and then our tongues met for a moment.

Okay, so maybe this wasn’t so bad. Maybe the whole dressing up thing was just a small sacrifice to make for a morning of amazing romance. Was that kiss real? It sure felt real. When she pulled away, I was tempted to go with her. I was tempted to lay her down, lay on top of her, and pull her lingerie off of her body.

But I remembered that it was a show. We were ‘performing’. She was probably just acting, and it was probably wrong to read into anything.

But as the show went on, things got more and more confusing. A box on one of her screens showed how many tips had already come in. We were close to that five-hundred number that she said would be when I showed my ‘surprise’. I could only assume the surprise was my cock.

When we reached four hundred, she reached over and put her hands between my thighs. She rubbed my cock as if it was a clit, teasing all of the viewers who had been asking for her to play with my pussy. Then she made it even more awkward when she took my hand and pushed it between her thighs. “Rub me, Kitty,” she said with that confident grin that never existed outside of that room. I felt very, very weird rubbing her as she stared into my eyes. It was hard not to think that she had feelings for me. But I kept reminding myself that this was all a show. This was just a performance.

But her pussy was soft. It felt so nice. Her lips were stretchy, and her hole was damp, and warm. She moaned as I rubbed, spreading her legs so the camera could see what I was doing.

She clamped her thighs down on my arm as a small gush of warm fluid touched my fingers. That gush couldn’t have been acting. Nobody can just produce that on a whim.

My heart was racing. Then, we looked and saw that the target was reached. I didn’t want to show the world my cock—especially now, because it was rock hard under that frilly skirt. But Tori wasn’t asking me for consent. She just reached, grabbed the skirt, and said, “Ready for a surprise?” And before I could properly react, she lifted the skirt up and gasped, seeing my veiny shaft, throbbing out of my tight panties. I blushed and used both of my hands to cover my face. I felt so embarrassed.

There was a chance Mario was watching, laughing his ass off. There was a chance that half of our friend group was watching, rolling on the floor.

I couldn’t think about that now. I had to focus on making it through that show. I had to hope that nobody we knew was watching.

Tori, with a beaming smile, gripped my cock. She gently pulled her hand up my shaft, until she was gripping my tip. Then she let go. “Oh, it’s real,” she said. “I bet none of you had any idea!” She giggled. “You have to admit that she’s pretty cute.”

And I was still in a state of shock from her stroking my cock with her bare hand.

Tori was a different animal in front of the camera. She was fearless, confident. She knew how sexy she was. So why wasn’t she at all like this when the cameras were off? Why was she always so shy? What was she so shy about?

“Suck her!?” Tori said. “You’re naughty. Maybe in a private room, if you’re all extra-nice to us.”

It was a minute later when the chatroom collectively decided that they wanted to see my ass. Tori got me up onto my hands and knees. She got me with my butt facing the camera. Then, she used both of her hands to spread my butt cheeks. She surprised me by sticking a finger into my ass, making me pull away. She giggled and then she spanked me on the bum. “She’s still super shy, but she’s warming up,” she said to her fans.

I eyed the time. We still had over an hour of showtime left. But time was moving. This performance was on its way to being over. A moment of relief washed over me, but it was short lived. A notice came up on Tori’s screen: a fan willing to pay one-hundred dollars for a ten-minute private show. “Be right back,” Tori said, leaning forward to accept the invite.

And I knew that things were about to get weird.


CHAPTER 7
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The room was quiet now: no more chirping of the chatroom, no more chiming of incoming tips. The fan wasn’t sharing his screen. In the chat, he simple wrote, “I want you to suck Kitty’s cock.”

Tori turned to me with a sly smile on her face. She crawled up to me on her hands and knees, butt in the air. She pushed on my chest, pushing me back into a reclined position, resting on my elbows. Then she lifted up my skirt. She didn’t hesitate, giving the man exactly what he asked for. There was no time to process any of it: no time to figure out if this meant anything more than just business.

But she was actually licking my cock, gliding her tongue up the entire length of my shaft. It felt nice… really nice. I let out a moan and bit down hard on the edge of my tongue. I watched her head as she went in further, using her hand to lift my cock so she could put the whole thing into her mouth.

The tip of her tongue tickled the tip of my dick. She gently pumped with her fist. She looked up into my eyes and giggled, fully devoted to that character.

Then, something embarrassing happened: something more embarrassing than dressing up as a girl for thousands of strangers. I suddenly came.

It happened fast, even taking me by surprise. It wasn’t even a single minute into the blowjob. I’d never finished so quickly in my life. She gasped, looking horrified for a minute as thick cream blasted out from my tip, coating her face. I groaned and tried to clench it back, even though that’s impossible. She clearly thought about revolting in horror, but she remained still, remembering that someone was paying for a private show. She even reluctantly opened her mouth to catch a few shots on her tongue. She gripped my cock and squeezed, pulling slowly until the last fat drop of cream was pulled out, dripping onto the palm of her other hand.

She stared into my eyes, now with a smile that didn’t quite look so genuine. Huge streaks of glistening cum were across her visage. She turned to the camera and smiled. “Hope you enjoyed it,” she said to the fan, and then she clicked a button, ending the private show. But we didn’t go right back to the main stream.

Tori sat up, no longer smiling. “I can’t believe you just came on my face, you freak!” she said. She got up and walked over to a mirror. “My makeup is ruined and there’s an hour left in the show.”

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what that happened,” I said. But I did know why: it was a combination of things. I’d been extremely aroused for the past hour. My cock had been sandwiched between those panties and my abdomen, and my tip was being constantly tickled by that anime-style skirt. That constant stimulation paired with that constant arousal: there was only so much that I could take! By the time she started sucking me, I couldn’t hold back any longer. I just wish I could have given her a warning of some sort.

She looked at the screen. “He left a forty-dollar tip,” she groaned. “But now I’m stuck with cum on my face for the next hour! This is so gross.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. And in that moment, I realized that it all really was just a performance. She didn’t go down on me because she liked me. She went down because it was in her job description. She sat down next to me, let out an angry sigh, and then she reached forward with a fake smile on her face and rejoined the main stream. “We’re back!” she said. She giggled. “Yes, she came on my face. I guess I’m pretty good at sucking cock. What can I say?” She fingered some of the cum off of her cheek and put it on her tongue. The tips rolled in.

“Yes, it’s real,” she said. “I know that it’s a lot—I don’t know what to tell you. It’s real. And it’s really sticky.”

I was back to being frozen next to her, not sure what I was supposed to be doing. But she was determined to get her revenge. She turned to me with a smile. “They want you to lick it off, Kitty,” she said. That smile was probably better described as a devilish grin. My heart spun into the pit of my stomach. I didn’t want to lick my own cum, but I had a feeling I didn’t actually have an option. She tilted up her chin and closed her eyes. I leaned in, feeling so humiliated for so many different reasons.

Then, I started licking the cum off. It was still warm, still trickling slowly down her chin and cheeks and lips. Once I got to her lips, she opened her mouth and leaned forward, kissing me, tasting the cum that was in my mouth. She sucked slightly, making me transfer that cum onto her tongue. Then she turned and showed the cum to the camera before kissing me again and putting it back into my mouth.

The taste wasn’t good. It was bitter, stinging the tongue. That bad taste lingered, reminding me of the low level I’d sunk to so that my family wouldn’t know that I jerked off to my sister’s friend’s sex video.

She looked into my eyes and let out a quiet little laugh, as if to say, ‘There’s my revenge.’ She could obviously see that I was disgusted by that taste, and by the act of licking up my own cum. Her makeup was smeared in a few spots, but she was still hot.

She looked at the chat and then she looked back at me. “They want you to jerk yourself off while I talk,” she said.

“Now?” I said softly, still with a flaccid post-orgasm cock.

She nodded her head. “Go ahead.”

She was piling up the embarrassment. I felt like a real pervert as I grabbed my cock and started stroking it. She just stared at the screen, continuing to answer her fans’ questions. She ended up accepting another private show. She instructed me to continue masturbating while she performed the private act for the latest pervert—and he really was a pervert. He made her get a cup and then he made her pee into it, on camera. Finally, he had her stick her tongue into the cup, like a cat lapping up milk. Tori drew the line when he asked her to pour the piss on her chest.

Before we went back to the live-stream, she grabbed a bottle of mouth wash and cleaned out her mouth. “He makes me do that every week,” she groaned.

Back on the live stream, the antics went on. She was dared by her fans to tease me a few times: reaching over and stroking my now-hard erection for me. They dared her to lick it. Then, they dared me to suck her nipples. She actually let me do it while she continued stroking my cock.

And again, it was hard not to think that this all meant more than it really did. It was starting to seem romantic. It was starting to seem like this was all just a way to get me into that bedroom with her so that we could mess around. Then, she paused the stream for a minute while she had a sip of water. She looked at me and said, “Stop jerking yourself off. The show’s paused.”

“Oh,” I said, turning red.

“You were supposed to save your cumshot for the end. It was going to make me a thousand dollars in tips.”

“I said I’m sorry. It’s not like I came on purpose,” I said.

“Well, the show is over in twenty minutes. Any chance you can come in twenty minutes?”

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

“Try to make it happen.” Then she leaned forward and resumed the show. “Sorry about that! Technical difficulties! Looks like we have time for one more private show.” The offer came in fast: another one-hundred dollar invite, which Tori accepted. “Hey naughty boy,” Tori said to the anonymous user. “What would you like today?”

It took him a minute to type out his answer. Finally, two words appeared on the screen: “Peg her.”

It wasn’t a term that I was familiar with, so I obliviously kept on stroking myself next to Tori. She smiled and looked at me. Then she looked back at the screen. “Okay. C’mon, Kitty, get up onto your hands and knees.” She giggled. “Close your eyes and don’t peek.”

In my head, I was just counting down the seconds until the show was over. I was just happy that we were finishing things off in a private room. The chance that the private viewer was someone I knew was astronomically low. Tori could do what she wanted to me—it didn’t matter; the humiliation wouldn’t amount to anything close to being shown to thousands of people. The worst was behind me.

At least that’s what I thought.

I thought she was going to spank me or play with my dick. I thought she was just going to try to get me off one last time before the end of the show. And then she suddenly penetrated me. There was no warning—and no easing into it. She took me by surprise, giggling as if sodomizing me was funny.

Her dildo went straight up into my asshole: at least three inches before I was even able to clench it to a stop. “What are you doing!?” I gasped. Instead of jumping away, I just froze. I was afraid to move, afraid I would turn the wrong way and the dildo would damage something inside of me. I’d never had anything up there before. Things weren’t supposed to go up there! That was a hole for things to come out of, not the other way around.

“Stay still,” she said, gently rubbing my bum. She pushed her toy deeper, making me clench harder, making me groan. I made the mistake of opening my eyes and looking up, seeing the gleam of her camera lens: a reminder that someone was watching. They weren’t just watching: they were probably stroking their cock, getting off on my humiliation. I quickly closed my eyes again and looked down, straining to make that horrible humiliation go away. It didn’t go away.

“That’s a good girl,” said Tori, gently spanking my bum before giggling again. The toy went deeper into me.

“That’s enough! It’s too deep!” I cried.

“You’re doing fine,” she said.

“Just relax. It will feel good,” she said in a strangely soothing voice. Now, she was carefully pumping the toy, sliding it in and out. I could hear the squishing sound of lubricant oozing out of my tight hole. I could feel it too: it was warm and dribbling down my ball sack. I was waiting for the pain to hit me. I figured it would come when the shock wore off… but the pain wasn’t coming. Instead, there was just that dull feeling, deep inside of my body and the occasional brush of her fist against my butt cheek as she pumped deeper and deeper.

I let my dolled-up face fall forward, onto a pillow. I let out what I thought was a yell into the pillow, but it came out more like a moan. “Fuck,” I muttered.

“You’re doing so good,” she said in that soothing voice. She rubbed my bum again before pushing that toy even deeper. Now, she was at least eight inches deep. I could feel her pushing so far, halfway to my lungs. I felt like the fat tip of that sex toy was inching towards my throat, stopping me from breathing.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

She giggled, and the ass-fucking continued. The pumping picked up speed. That dull, full feeling became more intense. I tried to speak, but couldn’t push out any words. My body was going numb. The humiliation had taken over. I was being fucked in the ass on camera. Tori was getting her revenge…

And it was about to get even worse, which I didn’t think was possible.

Being fucked in the ass was humiliating, but when the euphoria started to tingle inside of me, the humiliation became much, much worse. I started to moan, even though I tried so hard to stop the moans from coming out. “Just like that,” I muttered, and I’m not sure why I said it; it was like I wasn’t in control of my own body anymore, like I was possessed by some sex-hungry demon. “Harder. Fuck me harder.” I couldn’t believe the words coming out from my own mouth.

I knew it was going to be so embarrassing looking her in the eyes after this was over with. She would be able to dangle this over me for the rest of my life. I would be living in constant terror, worried she was going to let this secret slip to my sister. She told my sister about the show, after all, so she obviously felt comfortable enough with my sister to share deep, dark secrets.

“Oh fuck!” I cried, and then I felt the wet sputtering against my wrists. I looked down and saw streams of thick, white ooze shooting out from the tip of my cock. I was coming! Tori noticed a moment later, leaning over and gasping as she saw it. She quickly reached down to catch some, so she had something to reach around and smear on my face, making sure that humiliating revenge was extra-embarrassing.

It was. I’d never felt so belittled and emasculated in my life—not even close. Nothing could compare to that terrible feeling of being anally deflowered on camera, dressed like a sissy, legs trembling and lips moaning.

But Tori didn’t care. She just giggled, making me taste my own cum as she slowly pulled that long dildo out from my stretched hole. The icing on the humiliation cake came when she made me suck the dildo clean. Finally, she waved at the camera and took us out of that private room, sending us back to the public room so that thousands of people could see me in a limp pile of my own cum and shame. Tori spanked my butt and giggled. “That’s the end of my show for the morning,” she said. “Thank you all so much for tuning in. It really means so much to me!” She gave the crowd a little peek of her breasts, and then she made me turn around, spreading my ass cheeks, so that everyone could see my stretched, puckering anus.

Then the show was over. Tori got straight to cleaning up, leaving me on that bed, afraid to look in her direction out of fear that our gazes might meet.


CHAPTER 8
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The next twenty-four hours were ridden with anxiety. Whenever my phone vibrated, my heart would plunge deep into my gut and my arms and legs would go numb. I was just waiting for a message from one of my friends, letting me know that they saw what I did on Tori’s show.

I had no idea if my friends had seen me dressed like a girl, being humiliated on a web cam show in front of thousands of people. If just one single friend saw, it would just be a matter of time before the news got to my sister. I could hardly stand this unknowing anxiety—how would I survive if the secret actually got out?

When I woke up the next morning, I rushed to my phone, to see if I had any notifications: any signs that I was caught. But my phone had nothing but one message from Dale, asking me if I could bring the textbook I borrowed back to class. I let out a deep sigh of relief and fell back onto my bed. It was starting to seem like I was in the clear.

And then I remembered that Tori was still doing that show. Now, it was 7:15 AM. I grabbed my laptop and tuned into the show, seeing her pretty blonde face as she smiled and chatted with her fans, now wearing that cute anime French maid outfit that she had me wearing the day before. She seemed to be in her element, smiling, giggling, flirting with the thousands that were tuned in to idolize her. She went off to do a private show with a man. I stuck around to watch the rest of her show before closing my laptop and slipping away to take a shower.

My butthole was still a bit sore from the day before. She really went to town with that dildo. I found myself thinking about it in the shower, remembering how it felt as it slid in and out of me. I really didn’t think it could feel good… but it felt good. I actually liked it, as hard as that was to admit, even to myself. I closed my eyes and remembered that pulsing euphoria that grew and grew and grew inside of my body. The more I thought about it, the more I wanted to feel it again. I found myself looking around my bathroom, trying to figure out what I could use to emulate that pleasure again.

I tried an old toothbrush. I tried using the handle of my razor. I was able to penetrate myself, but it wasn’t big enough to stimulate that sweet spot. I went through my house with a towel around my waist, sneaking into the kitchen when it was empty, stealing a cucumber from the fridge. My heart pounded. I felt so naughty. I didn’t like these new urges, but they just had to be satisfied. I fucked myself in the shower with a cucumber, feeling a bit of that pleasure again.

But it wasn’t quite the same with Tori. There was something about being with Tori that made that pleasure one-hundred times more intense. Maybe it was the angle she was hitting: an angle I just couldn’t hit reaching around myself. Or maybe it was the way she rubbed my butt and back with her spare hand. Maybe it was just her feminine presense, or maybe it had something to do with the thought of people watching.

The thought of all of the possibilities had me ruthlessly aroused. My cock was rock hard. It didn’t take much to come once I started stroking myself.

The next morning, I logged into a new account to watch Tori. I didn’t tell her who I was when I paid for the private show, and I was extra-careful not to turn on my webcam. I even put a piece of tape over the camera, just to be safe. For ten minutes, I watched her. I asked her to play with that dildo, pumping herself as she moaned. I knew that she was just performing. I knew that the orgasm probably wasn’t real. But I just couldn’t help myself. I had to watch her. And while I watched her, I played with that cucumber, remembering that amazing two hours I spent with her.

No—they weren’t amazing. They were humiliating… joyful, but humiliating. Something can’t be both amazing and humiliating. Can it?

As my ten minutes came to an end, I thought about telling her what I did; I thought about telling her that my friends knew about her show. She deserved to know. But I couldn’t stand the thought of her being angry with me. I couldn’t stand the thought of losing her, even though I never really had her. She wasn’t mine. She only used me for her show.

Or did she?

My mind was swirling with confusion. I didn’t know anything anymore. I hardly even knew who I was. I felt like a completely different person than I was just a few days earlier.

It was the next day when I got a text message from Dale. “Did you hear about Tori?” the message said. I must have stared at that message for thirty minutes before building up the courage to pick up my phone and type my response.

“What about her?” I wrote. I was afraid to press send, afraid to find out the news that I already knew. None of my guy friends ever talked about Tori; I’d never received a message about her. I was surprised that Dale even knew who she was.

“She’s a cam whore!” he said. And then he sent me a screenshot from her show. “I didn’t take that, by the way. Lewis sent it to me.” It was a photo of her with her legs spread wide. Her mask was up on her head, and her face was exposed. Someone must have gotten her into a private show and tricked her into showing her face, just to expose her. That ‘someone’ was probably the very person I told about her show…

And the news apparently came from Lewis, a friend who wasn’t in my immediate friend circle, which meant that the news was getting around. It was spreading, now far out of my control… it was never in my control. It wasn’t long before I got another message from another friend. “Did you hear that your sister’s friend is a cam whore?” he asked, complete with a number of laughing-face emojis.

My heart was pounding. I could taste copper on my tongue. I had to sit down to catch my breath. The guilt was overwhelming. I wanted to call Tori and ask if she was okay…

But instead, I started to do some investigating for my own sake. I messaged Mario and told him that I heard the news. “So you found her show?” I said.

“It wasn’t hard to find,” he replied.

My nerves were tingling all over. “When did you find it?” I asked. My hands were literally shaking. I felt like I was on the verge of passing out.

“Yesterday morning,” he replied ten minutes later. I let out a deep sigh of relief. He didn’t see me on the show. I was safe.

“Who did you tell?” I asked.

“Why are you so interested?” he said.

“I’m just curious.”

“What difference does it make?”

I was probably playing with fire by asking so many questions. I knew I just needed to send a simple ‘lol’ and move on with my life, but I was terrified that this was going to be linked back to me. “Does Tori know that you know?” I said.

“I don’t know,” Mario said. “Why would she?” Mario didn’t realize just how fast the news was spreading—or maybe he just didn’t care. Why would he care? It didn’t affect him. It was just the funny tidbit of the day to him. His life wasn’t going to change. He wasn’t going to be ridiculed by his friends and family members. To him, this was nothing but a laugh.

I thought about calling Tori. I even pulled up her number in my phone. But I knew she might suspect me if I called her. She was possibly already suspecting me, but at least if I played naïve, I had a chance to remain out of the crossfire. “Whoever you told—you didn’t tell them that I told you, right?” I asked Mario.

“Why are you so nervous about this?” he asked. “You don’t have some weird crush on Tori, do you? Though I have to admit, she has a pretty bangin’ body under those heavy sweaters she’s always wearing!”

“I don’t have a crush on her,” I lied. “I just don’t want my sister being pissed with me.”

“I didn’t tell anyone how I found out. Nobody asked. They probably all think I’m just some perv who spends all day on cam whore sites. Did you see the picture that Dale got? He paid for a private show and convinced her to take her mask off.”

I put my phone away. I couldn’t handle the conversation anymore. The guilt was growing too fast and becoming too overwhelming. Because of me, everyone in the school now had a picture of Tori with her legs spread, dildo in her pussy. Tori was probably humiliated beyond belief—beyond what I experienced when she stuck that dildo in my ass on camera.

She must have been humiliated, because she didn’t go live the next morning. Thousands of fans were in that chatroom, waiting for the show to start. “Where is she?” many asked. But the show never started. Tori didn’t show up for class. She was nowhere to be seen. Maybe she was sick… No—it was obvious that she was trying to hide from the shame and humiliation. Maybe she was working on switching schools. Maybe she was working on a cross-country move, just to get away from the fallout. Now, everyone in school knew what Tori had been up to in order to pay for college. It was the only thing most people knew about her. I was in a class when I overheard a pair of students talking about it. “You know that shy girl who’s always coloring anime characters? Did you see the pictures of her doing a cam show?” I had to leave, unable to hear anymore.

I did this to Tori. This was all my fault.

Or was it? Tori knew the risk when she started the show. She knew the risk she was taking whenever she lifted off that fox mask. And she knew the risk she was taking when she told my sister about the show…

But I could have stopped this leak. The news was getting out because of me.

Tori didn’t show up the next day for class. She missed an important test. She missed her stream again. Her fan turnout was starting to dwindle. At 6:00 AM, she went from having two thousand people waiting to one thousand, and then there were only three-hundred the next day.

I overheard my sister talking about it with Megan. “I can’t believe Tori thinks that I told everyone,” Megan said. I heard the conversation when I was down in the kitchen, making myself something to eat. “I swear I didn’t tell anyone.”

“Well I didn’t tell anyone,” said Lily. “Tori claims she only told the two of us.”

“Maybe someone just found it,” Megan suggested.

“Maybe. I heard she’s going to move.”

“Move!?” Megan said. “Like, to another city?”

“Apparently.”

My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach.

“Actions have consequences, I guess,” my sister said.

“I still can’t believe she was doing that.”

That night, I took my phone out to a nearby park. I made sure that I was alone before pulling up Tori’s phone number. It took a lot of effort to press that dial button, and then it took a lot of effort not to immediately hang up. I was terrified of hearing her voice. I didn’t want her thinking that I had anything to do with this.

But at the same time, I felt like I needed to come clean.

There was no sense in coming clean. In fact, it was suicide. Tori hadn’t told anybody about catching me watching her show. She hadn’t told anybody about having me star in her show with her. I was, so far, safe from all of this terrible fallout. I didn’t need to give her a reason to rat me out, but I just felt so terrible. I felt like I could cleanse my conscience by letting the truth out, even though it seemed so foolish to do so.

What else could I do?

She picked up. “Hello?” she said softly.

“Hey Tori,” I said. “What’s up?” I tried to inject a smile into my voice, trying to sound like I was totally oblivious to what was happening in her life.

“What is it, Mark?” she asked.

I paused for a moment. My heart raced at the thought of coming clean—or even just admitting that I knew her secret had gotten out. “How’s it going? I haven’t heard from you in a while.”

“I don’t really have time to talk right now, Mark,” she said. “I have a lot of packing to do.”

“Packing!?” I said. So it was true: she really was moving—and she was wasting no time. “Why are you packing? Are you going on a trip or something?”

And now she was quiet. The silence was terrible. I looked around that dark park. I thought again about coming clean: biting my tongue and telling her everything. Maybe she would spare me. Maybe she would forgive me. Or maybe she would tell everyone what I did, just to make things a bit more even. But maybe that was what I needed; maybe I could endure some embarrassment if it meant clearing my conscience. I took a deep breath and I was about to say it—but I just couldn’t.

“Tori?” I said.

“What?”

“Where are you going?”

“I’m going to live with a friend,” she said.

“What friend?”

She was silent again.

“Tori?”

“A friend I met online. What difference does it make?”

The pain inside of me was horrible, like a fist clenching my heart as tight as it could. “Will you be far?” I asked.

“Mark,” she said. “Why did you call? I’m assuming you heard what happened.”

I took a deep breath. “Yeah, I heard,” I said. “I feel bad for you.”

“Why do you care? It doesn’t affect you. They didn’t see my show with you, as far as I know. Your life isn’t over because of this.”

“Neither is yours,” I said. “You can put this behind you. So some people saw you naked. Who cares?”

She sighed. “Are you done, Mark? I have lots to pack.”

“I don’t want you to go,” I said.

“Why do you care?”

“I told Mario!” I said suddenly, unable to take the pressure anymore. I no longer cared if she ratted me out. I no longer cared if Lily found out that I was caught jerking off to Tori’s stream. In fact, I was hoping she would tell everyone, just so I could be free of this uncertain anxiety. I couldn’t live with the guilt. If I could have gone back in time, I would have, but that wasn’t an option. The next best thing seemed to be to come clean, no matter what the consequences were.

“What?” she said.

“I told Mario before I went on the show with you. I didn’t tell him how to find you, but I told him that I knew you did a show. That’s all I said, but I knew he would find you. I should have told you sooner, but… but I’m a selfish loser. I was afraid you would find out that I told him.”

“What’s wrong with you, Mark!?” she snapped. “Why did you tell Mario? Why would you do that to me? What did I ever do to you?”

“Because I liked you,” I said.

“What?” she said, and I could hear her shaking her head with confusion.

“I was tired of them not thinking you were cute. I—I knew that if he saw your stream, he would see you the way that I saw you. It was stupid, but I guess that’s just how my stupid brain works.”

“I can’t believe what you’re saying,” she said.

“I know,” she said. “Just tell my sister everything. Tell her what happened. I can take it. I deserve it. But I can’t stand lying to you any longer. I won’t ever hurt you like that again. I told Mario to tell people that Megan told him if anyone asks him—so if you hear that Megan was behind this, don’t listen to them. It was me.”

“I just don’t believe this,” she said softly. I could hear the tears in her voice.

“I’m sorry, Tori. But you have to believe me when I say that I didn’t tell Mario to embarrass you. I told him because I think you’re beautiful, and I wanted him to see you the way that I see you.”

“But why?” she asked, and it was a good question—good enough that I was brought to a sudden silence.

“I don’t know. Like I said—it was stupid. It made sense at the time. I saw how beautiful you were, and then I just felt like I needed… to share you with someone. It just seemed weird keeping your beauty all to myself. I don’t know. Why do people do the stupid things that they do? I guess I’ll never know why I did it, but I did it. I deserve to be punished—believe me. I hope that you can punish me how you see fit. I don’t want to live with this guilt on my conscience. If I could take it all back, I would.”

“Mark, just stop,” she said.

“I just really want you to believe me. I really told him because I thought you were beautiful. I was sick of talking about all of the beautiful girls in our school without your name coming up. You deserve to be at the top of those lists.”

“Mark, stop,” she said again.

“But I really want you to know that I’m being serious.”

“Stop!” she said suddenly and loudly. This time, it worked. I was silent. I was waiting to hear how much she hated me. But instead, she took me by surprise. “This isn’t your fault, Mark.”

“What?” I said. I was sure that she was setting me up.

“Yes, you told Mario. I can’t blame you. This is my fault for telling your sister and Megan.”

“But they didn’t tell anyone. I did.”

“But I still told someone. I could have kept it a secret, but I didn’t. And do you know why I didn’t?”

“Why?” My heart was still pounding.

“Because, I guess, deep down, I wanted people to find out. I’ve been planning on leaving for a long time now. I’ve been talking to a friend about this for a long time—another cam girl I met when I started doing this.”

“But why?” I said. “I don’t get it.”

“Because I don’t like living a lie. I don’t like lying to people when they ask me what I’ve been doing, where my money is coming from. I don’t like pretending to be someone I’m not. I thought I could just out myself and move away for a while until the dust settles.”

I was speechless. This was all part of her plan? She secretly wanted me to tell everyone? “So you’re going to come back?”

“In a few years,” she said. “I’m going to do my show from other places while I travel. In a few years, everyone will have graduated, so I can just start taking classes again, with people who don’t know or care about me.”

“But I don’t want you to go,” I said.

She let out a small laugh. “You can still watch the show if you really want, Mark. You know how to find it.”

“But…” I stopped. “I’ve been thinking a lot about you. I thought that maybe you and me could… I don’t know.”

“What, Mark?”

“Go on a date or something.”

That silence returned. A cool breeze made my shoulders rise up to my ears. I took a cool breath into my lungs as I awaited her response. “You want to date me?”

“Sure,” I said.

“But I’m just a whore.”

“Don’t say that. No you aren’t.”

“Yes, I am,” she said. “The website is literally called Cam Whores. I got a message from a girl this morning. It was the third person to message me calling me a whore. I take people’s money and exchange sexual services. That’s the definition of a whore.”

“Okay, well maybe you’re a whore then. Who cares? I don’t care. I still want to date you. But I can’t date you if you’re gone.”

“You’re insane,” she said.

“Maybe. So what?”

“You out me and now you want to date me. Who does that?”

“Me, I guess,” I said with a small laugh.

“I don’t believe you,” she said. “You just want me to have feelings for you so that I don’t tell your sister what happened.”

“No,” I said. “Tell her what happened. See if I care.”

“You’re bluffing,” she said.

“No, I’m not.”

She sighed. “How can I believe you?”

“Like I said, tell my sister. Just get it out of the way. I won’t stop you. I won’t even try to convince my sister that you’re lying. I told you earlier: I deserve it. I just want the guilt gone. I don’t care about any of that. I just want you.”

There was that silence again: more silent than ever before. The silence lingered in a horrible way, until I heard her let out a small giggle. “Really want to prove to me that you don’t care that I’m a whore?”

“Try me,” I said.

“I’m going to do a show in the morning,” she said. “I bet we could get a lot of tips if I peg you in the public room.”

I felt my skin turning red-hot. My bottom lip quivered. I knew that someone would see us. The whole school knew about her show at this point. The chance that she would do a stream in the next couple of weeks without somebody seeing it was downright impossible.

But did it matter if anyone saw us? I couldn’t bring myself to care very much. Sure, I didn’t want my family to find out that I was doing sexual acts on camera—that wasn’t ideal—but if it meant winning over Tori, even just a little bit, then it was worth it.

“I’ll do it,” I said.

“Without a mask,” she said with a cheeky grin in her voice.

“Of course,” I said.

“And I get to doll you up, just like before.”

I paused for a moment. The thought was terrifying, but the terror somehow made it even more exciting, and more arousing. Maybe there was something wrong with me. Maybe a wire was loose in my brain. But what did I really have to lose? My friends would make fun of me, sure, but a bit of bullying wasn’t going to kill me. I would get over it; they would get over it. Our lives would go back to normal eventually. And maybe Tori would be with me in that eventual future.

“I’ll be there at four,” I said.

“I’ll be expecting you.”

I was afraid to go through with it, for obvious reasons. I was afraid of showing up on Tori’s doorstep, slightly worried that it was all a trap to get me face-to-face, so she could slap me as hard as she could for what I did to her. But she didn’t slap me. She let me into her house and we got straight to work. She wanted me in the anime French maid outfit again, which I had a new appreciation for. It was so soft, so frilly, so cute. I was just noticing all of the little details that made it so great. I even took a moment to move side to side, letting the skirt dance around my hips (the feeling was strangely addicting).

Tori’s eyes glowed when she looked at me in that outfit. It was clear that she had a bit of a thing for girly boys, and maybe that’s why she sissified me in the first place. Maybe it was never about humiliation; maybe she was just living out one of her fantasies because she had the opportunity.

Maybe I let her do it because, deep down, it was one of my fantasies too. Though now, it wasn’t buried so deep down. It was hard not to smile. It was hard not to blush. She caught me admiring myself in the mirror. But I caught her admiring me a few times.

I wasn’t surprised when she put her hand on my thigh as soon as the show started. She was caressing me, even before the fans started to tune in. “We’ve got a very special show today,” she said. The dildo was already out for everyone to see, and Tori made sure every person who logged in knew that I wasn’t fully female. She kept lifting my skirt, showing everyone my ‘special package’. We were waiting for at least a few thousand audience members before we got to work.

I knew that one of those people was someone who knew me. I would find out who soon enough, but it didn’t matter. It was better to live free than to hide in fear.

This time, I got on top. Tori had a strap that held her dildo in place where a cock should be: straight upright from her lower pelvis. Tori lubricated me with her tongue, to the delight of her fans. Then I climbed onto her, lowering myself down slowly. The comments poured in. The tips came with them. I knew that someone from school was probably snickering from their bedroom—though I couldn’t help but think that maybe they were enjoying the show just a little bit.

I let that cock sink far into my body. I moaned and then I started to bounce. Tori had her hands all over me, and it wasn’t long before the pleasure started charging through me.

So maybe Tori wasn’t the shy, meek individual we all thought she was. Maybe she wasn’t just a quiet chick who liked to draw. She had a lot more to offer. She was full of surprises. After that day, I didn’t look at people the same way. I never made assumptions about anybody. You never really know a person from seeing how they are around other people.

Hell, you never really a know a person at all. I came to learn that over the next few months, after I dropped my classes and ran away with Tori. We went travelling together, doing our show every morning before exploring new countries together. I swear that I learned something new about Tori every day, and each revelation was as big of a surprise as that first major revelation. Tori, like everyone, had a few big surprises that nobody could have ever seen coming. And I think I had a few surprises for her, particularly when she got me dolled up in that French maid outfit.

THE END
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THE MAGIC BIKINI

A GENDER TRANSFORMATION ROMANCE STORY

Justin’s date with Marla is a complete bust. They have nothing in common and Marla just seems painfully… average… until she shocks Justin by revealing that she was recently on the cover of the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Edition. Justin can’t believe his ears, and then he sees the pictures. Marla is so average, so how did she become so stunning for the magazine cover?

The secret is revealed that night, when they get to Marla’s bedroom and she puts on the same bikini she wore on that magazine cover. It’s a magical outfit that transforms Marla from average to out-of-this-world gorgeous. It’s enough to make Justin want a second date.

But it’s not long before curiosity sets in and Justin starts to wonder what would happen if he were to put on the bikini.


CHAPTER 1
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The date was going fine. Marla was fine… just fine. I guess there wasn’t much exceptional about her that stuck out to me. She didn’t have much to talk about, aside from talking about her favorite TV shows and movies. When I asked her about what kind of music she liked, she listed the current top twenty artists. Her favorite movie was the number-one movie at the box office just the month before (she hadn’t seen the current top film yet). When I asked her about her hobbies, she went silent for a while before talking about how she used to draw horses when she was younger (like every girl in the world).

I was struggling to figure out why we were matched on that dating site.

And this isn’t me trying to be mean, though it may come off as mean: Marla was average-looking, at best. She wasn’t quite in shape, but not fat by any means. She had thin eyelashes that made her eyes almost look sunken into her face. There were blemishes showing through her makeup, which looked dry and unflattering. Her hair was damaged from a constant cycle of bleaching and dying: a new hair color every couple of months. And her clothes just didn’t seem to fit her quite right. Her top was a bit too loose and her pants were a bit too tight. Also, what girl wears jeans on a first date? I’m not trying to be sexist, or whatever, but at least put on a nice skirt or a dress; I didn’t love wearing dress shirts and blazers, but I got my best out for that date.

But the biggest turn-off of the evening was her inability to listen to me when I was talking about myself. Most of the night consisted of me asking her questions about herself, learning about her predictable childhood, her boring office career, her basic friends who had basic names like Jenna, Ashley, and Kelsey. She really liked to talk about the divorce of her parents. They split when she was sixteen and it apparently really affected her (now, she claimed she never wanted to be married). When I started talking about my job, her eyes glazed over, and then I caught her eyeing her phone. When I told her about the band that I played in, she just nodded her head, not even asking to hear a track—not even asking what kind of music we played. Halfway through the date, I decided not to tell her anything unless she asked first—so after the first half of the date, I didn’t tell her anything about myself at all.

“Do you want to go dancing?” she asked me after I finished paying the bill (which I asked for before I was even finished my final drink, because I just wanted to get out of there).

I paused, looked into her eyes, and tried to think of a decent excuse to leave. I was actually a bit surprised that she wanted the date to go on. Did she see sparks that I didn’t see? Was she having fun? Until that moment, I assumed she’d been in silent agony over the dullness of the date. “Dancing?” I said.

“Yeah.”

“Do you like dancing?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t love it, I don’t hate it,” she said. It was the ho-hum answer I could have seen coming.

“I’m not much of a dancer,” I said.

“Oh. Okay,” she said, finally starting to clue in that I wasn’t so into her. It was nothing personal against her; I’m sure that she was perfect for the right guy: a quiet guy who didn’t like too much excitement, who didn’t want guys ogling his girl, who loved the idea of something very safe and predictable. “I guess I’m getting pretty tired. I should probably get home. Fixer Upper is on in thirty minutes too.”

“Right,” I said awkwardly. “Well, I can, uh, walk you to a cab.”

She smiled. I held the door for her. We walked down that side-street, towards the main drag where cabs were on the prowl for people just like us.

“So do you want to go see a movie or something on Friday?” she asked.

I just smiled. “Sure,” I said. I figured I could come up with a good out in the form of a text message later—that would be less awkward than rejecting her in person.

“I like those superhero movies,” she said.

“They’re okay.”

“I met the girl in this latest one,” she said.

“Which girl?” I said as we reached that main drag.

“The girl who plays Tarantula.”

“What? You met Kari Joy?”

“On a modeling shoot that I did,” she said casually. But she never mentioned any modeling shoots during the whole two-hour bar date.

“Modeling?”

“I do some modeling,” she said.

“Really?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I thought you knew that.”

“You didn’t mention it.”

“I just thought you knew who I was.”

“Who you were? Who are you?”

“I can’t tell if you’re joking,” she said with a small giggle.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know much about modeling.”

“Marla Gray,” she said. She stared into my eyes for a long moment, waiting for me to recognize the name. But I didn’t know much about models or modeling. “I guess you can just Google me when you get home.”

“Sure,” I said. And then the awkward pause went on. I was suddenly intrigued, for the first time that night. Sure, anyone can model, technically. Anyone can go on Instagram and spam photographers until they find one willing to do a shoot. Does that count as modelling? But Marla was suggesting that she’d done modeling with a famous actress (who was also a famous model). Was she screwing with me? Was she just lying to make herself seem more interesting?

I looked across the road and saw a busy dancing club. “Do you, uh, still want to go dancing for a bit?” I said.

She smiled. We zipped across the road, paid the cover, bought a couple of drinks, and danced to a few songs. Then I snuck away to the bathroom, went into a stall, and looked her up. The results had me floored. My jaw almost hit the floor when I saw her photos.

Marla wasn’t just a casual Instagram model. She was on the cover of Sports Illustrated—the swimsuit edition. She was a bikini model. She’d been in Vogue and Elle. Searching her name came up with thousands of results.

So maybe Marla was a bit more interesting than she let on. Maybe she just didn’t like to brag. She was modest. And, for reasons I couldn’t quite understand, she was really putting in some effort to make herself look average. Because in those bikini photos, she was gorgeous. Her eyes were big and flashing. Her lips were plump and pouty. She had amazing curves, huge, perky breasts, drool-inducing thighs, an ass that could make any man faint.

I was so blown away by the photos that I almost didn’t notice that she was wearing the same exact bikini in every photo: a white triangle halter mini-bikini. It was a tiny thing, showing off every bit of her body except for the plump lips of her pussy and her perky nipples.

I guess the magazines just really liked the way she looked in that bikini. I went back out and found her on the dancefloor. She saw me and smiled, so we kept dancing.

But while we danced, I couldn’t help but notice that Marla didn’t really look like the girl in those pictures. Sure, I understood that magazines hired the best Photoshop artists to perfect a woman’s every flaw, but Marla and the girl in the pictures hardly looked like the same girl. Maybe they were sisters, but the same girl? I could see the similarities. They had the same eyes. I guess they put Marla in fake lashes for the photos. Maybe she got temporary lip-injections before the shoots. Maybe she used contouring to give herself the appearance of higher cheekbones. Maybe they put her in wigs. And the curviness—that was probably just Photoshop.

Even though she really didn’t look the same as her modeling photos, it was exciting to think that I was on a date with a celebrity. It was cool to think of telling my friends that I was dating a Sports Illustrated cover model. I caught myself grinning a few times, blushing as I thought about telling my brother about my new girlfriend. And to think that I was on the verge of rejecting her, just an hour earlier!

We danced for two hours. We had four more drinks. It was midnight when we decided to get a cab back to her place. I looked into her eyes in the back of that cab, and she looked into mine. I will admit that I was struggling to muster up some ‘arousal’. I wasn’t quite attracted enough to her to throw myself at her, but I knew that she was expecting it.

“Did you have fun tonight, Justin?” she asked.

I bit my tongue. “Totally,” I said. Some moments of the night were fine. She really wasn’t a great dancer—and she wasn’t a great drinker either. She struggled to take back shots, and the alcohol didn’t really get her to loosen up. The drunker she got, the more lethargic she got. It wasn’t like other girls, who got bubbly and frisky as they chugged back liquor. I had to remind myself that she was famous; I was on a date with a famous model.

And maybe this was just the way she approached first dates. Maybe she just made herself look as mundane as possible to try to weed out the creeps and the fans. Maybe she would start dolling herself up by the second or third date. She was probably just trying to find a guy who liked her for her personality and not her looks…

Though her personality was just as mundane as her looks… Unless she was downplaying that as well.

Maybe she was up to something that I just couldn’t figure out, but it was worth persevering. I could see the first couple of dates through, and then I could at least tell people that I’d been in a relationship with a Sports Illustrated cover model.

I leaned over and kissed her. I have to admit that she wasn’t a very good kisser. She wasn’t giving me much back, and at one point she decided to slip in a limp tongue, which was a bit strange. But she was a famous model, so I persevered. I made out with her for the whole ten-minute journey to her apartment. Then we made out some more in her apartment, making our way to her bedroom. I had a chance to glance around her place, at her gray-tone artwork and gray walls. It was a bit like being in a hospital. Her bedsheets were the same tone as her walls.

She put on music that sounded a bit like what you would hear in a Starbucks. In fact, I saw the CD case and it was literally a CD they sold at Starbucks.

I threw her on the bed and pounced on top of her. That usually made girls giggle and blush, but she didn’t have much of a reaction. I kept kissing her, now pulling off her clothes. I was excited to see her body under those clothes… until I saw her body.

And look—I’m not trying to be an ass, but she just wasn’t the same girl as those bikini photos. She had some belly fat that rolled over in an unsightly way. Her breasts were a bit saggy and quite empty. Her nipples drooped slightly, lifeless, even when I sucked on them. Her hips didn’t exist; her waist, thighs, and hips were all even in width, making her look a bit like a child’s drawing of a woman.

But still, I persevered. It’s not like she was ugly or gross; she was just… so plain. There was just nothing remarkable about her, aside from the fact that she was beautiful in a few magazines. But where was that beauty now? Sure, she had no personality, but some overwhelming beauty could possibly make up for it.

I leaned back and looked into her eyes. I tried so hard to see the girl that was in those bikini photos. She stared back at me. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing,” I said. I knew that she was now expecting sex, which meant that I needed to get myself aroused. Right now, it wasn’t happening; maybe it was the liquor or maybe it was just the lack of physical attraction. I needed to focus. I needed to figure out how to get myself in the mood.

And I could tell that she was catching on. She had a nervous look in her eye. Maybe this had happened before. Maybe there were men before me that tried and failed to see something in the famous bikini model.

“Hold on,” she said. “I just need to use the bathroom.”

“Alright,” I said. I waited until she was gone before taking out my phone and pulling up those modeling photos. I grabbed my cock and started rubbing myself. I just had to get myself aroused. I felt a bit embarrassed, sitting on her bed, tugging my cock, but at least it was working. She really was stunning in those pictures. Her body was so full and curvy! Her face was so pretty, with her long lashes and her plump lips. I had to be careful not to stroke myself too much before she got back. I didn’t want to come on myself before we even had sex.

Then she came back into the room. I quickly released my cock and looked up at her. Then I gasped when I saw her standing in that bikini, suddenly looking like a totally different girl.

Now, I was looking at the girl from the internet photos. “Holy shit,” I muttered, unable to believe what I was seeing. I was almost convinced that Marla had snuck out and now another girl was standing before me—some sort of bait-and-switch game she was playing with a friend. “You’re pranking me right now.”

“No, I’m not,” she said. It was her voice.

“How did you do your makeup like that so quickly?” I asked.

“I just put on a touch of mascara,” she said, but it looked like so much more! Her face was different. Her eyes were bigger—I swear!

She came towards me. Even her smell was different, as if she washed off that clinical-smelling deodorant and put on some expensive perfume.

I melted as she slipped on top of me. She sat her crotch down on my erection and started to rock back and forth, smiling with her million-dollar model-smile. “Does that feel good?” she asked, letting a small moan slip. Her perfect gym-toned body flexed in the perfect way: the slight gleam of abs, just enough definition in her arms…

“You look amazing,” I said, in awe of her body.

“Your cock is so hard,” she smiled, and then she sunk down and started the blowjob. Her soft, plump lips felt unlike anything I’d ever felt. I moaned and trembled. I melted into her bed as her tongue slipped around my shaft.

“You’re going to make me come,” I said.

“You can come if you want,” she said in that sultry voice. She used the tip of her tongue to flick the tip of my cock, and she really did come very, very close to making me orgasm. I had to strain to stop myself from coming. I wanted to save myself, so the night could go on.

We kissed again. She giggled when I squeezed her breasts. I paused. My head was spinning. Her breasts didn’t feel the same. Now they were fuller, bigger, perkier. Her nipples were hard and plump. I looked down and then reached for her top to pull it off. She stopped me by grabbing my wrist. “No,” she said. “Leave it on.” But I really wanted to see those perfect breasts. I wasn’t going to fight her on it. If she wanted to keep her top on, she could keep it on. I didn’t need to see her bouncing bare breasts to get off.

I reached down to slide her bottoms off, so we could move on to the penetration portion of the event. But she grabbed my wrists again. She shook her head, and then she grabbed her bottoms with a pinch and moved the strip of fabric to the side, exposing her pussy. She stroked her clit with the tip of her pointer finger. “You can fuck me,” she smiled.

She didn’t have to say it twice. I pressed my tip into her slit and pushed in hard, making her moan. I thought it was a bit weird that she wanted to keep the bikini on, but I have to admit that it was a bit arousing to fuck her in the exact outfit she wore when she did those famous photoshoots. It really did feel like I was fucking a celebrity… because I was!

It felt so good. Her moans were so perfect.

I didn’t last long, though she didn’t seem to mind. She still had her orgasm. She still dug her nails into my skin and let me fill her wet cunt with my warm seed. We kissed again. She lifted up her hips, slipping my cock out of her, and then she started grinding her leaking pussy up and down my abdomen, spilling my seed all over my stomach.

So maybe she didn’t have much personality outside of the bedroom, but in the bedroom she was irresistible. She was kinky. She was daring and naughty. Suddenly, I could see this first date turning into something like a relationship. Maybe she could be my girlfriend. Maybe one day, she could be my wife.

She didn’t take off the bikini until I was starting to doze. I had my eyes closed when she finally went to the bathroom to get cleaned up. I was asleep when she crawled back into the bed.

Then, when I woke up, I saw the sleeping Marla next to me, looking even more average than before, wearing her loose cotton pajamas, once again with those pale, sunken eyes.


CHAPTER 2
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Isnuck out before she woke up. She sent me a text message a few hours later. “Why did you go?”

“I wanted to get to the gym before I had to work,” I lied. But really, the idea of spending the morning with her just seemed awkward. I didn’t have to work that day, and I rarely went to the gym. Though I still wanted to pursue a relationship with her. I wanted to go on another date… but I wanted her to be beautiful like she was in the bedroom, when she was wearing that bikini.

Is that rude? Is it bad to want your date to be beautiful? It’s not like it took her long to get pretty like that; like she said, she only put on a touch of mascara, and that was apparently enough to make her look completely different. And it’s not like I didn’t like her personality… I just preferred her personality when she was dolled up and pretty, because it really did seem like her personality was different when she was in her modeling-mode. She was more outgoing, flirtier, and she giggled more. She was just more fun to be around. “We should go on another date,” I said to her.

“Want to see that movie tomorrow?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. “There’s that theater downtown we can go to: the fancy one that serves liquor.” It wasn’t the best theater in town; the screens were small and the seats were uncomfortable—but people generally dressed up to go there, and I wanted to see her dressed up.

“That’s fine,” she said. “I like that theater. I’m always looking for an excuse to get dolled up.”

I smiled, tingling all over with excitement. The date was shaping up to be a good one. I spent the next twenty-four hours constantly looking up her modeling photos, in awe of her perfect body. That body didn’t make any sense. No woman should be that beautiful. No woman should be able to be so stunning.

There were entire websites devoted to her: hundreds of thousands of ravenous fans. There was even a forum filled with fans discussing her various photoshoots. There were a few threads of people wondering why she was always wearing the same bikini. Very few fans seemed to care; they were just happy to be fans. I’m sure most of them would have killed to be in my position. They would probably call me crazy for sneaking out of her apartment before she woke up… But they would also be very confused as to why she didn’t look anything like her pictures.

I went to the store to buy new clothes for that second date. I wanted to make a good impression. I knew that she was going to be beautiful and I couldn’t wait to see her—and I couldn’t wait for people to see us together. I even bought myself a new cologne, just to ensure that I made the perfect (second) impression.

I showed up early at the theater. I paced around nervously, excited to see her. I found myself peeking at photos of her again, just to refresh my memory of the beauty that I was going to be on a date with.

Then she showed up, stepping out from a cab, and my excitement level dropped instantly.

I hate to say it, but she just wasn’t dolled up the way I was expecting. She was wearing makeup—lots of it—and she was wearing a dress… but it just wasn’t the same as those photos. She still had those sunken eyes, those flat cheeks, those lifeless breasts. There was something about that dress: it just didn’t fit her right; it didn’t show off her curves the way that bikini showed off her curves. Her hair was messy, though it looked like she tried to style it. Her lips were thin, though it looked like she tried to make them look plumped with lip-liner and a glossy red lipstick.

I had to force a smile on my face when she walked up to me. Her legs had splotches on them: blemishes and small bruises and veins. And then there was her gait, which wasn’t quite the womanliest gait. She had a bit of a hunch when she walked, and her shoulders were tense, up by her shoulders.

“You, uh, look good,” I said.

“Thanks. You look good too,” she said. “I can’t wait to see this movie. I’m excited.”

“Totally,” I said. And it seemed like we had gone back in time, to that first date. God, it was so hard to find things to talk about on that first date. We just had nothing in common… or maybe she just had nothing to say. Now, as we walked into the theater, the problem was the same. I couldn’t think of anything to say to her. “So, uh, how was your day yesterday?”

“It was okay,” she said. “I ate lunch with a friend. I watched some TV. I got an email from my grandma, so I spent some times responding.”

“How old is she?” I asked, not really sure what else to ask.

“Eighty-three,” she said.

“And how’s she doing?”

“Fine.”

We were silent, now standing in line to get tickets.

“So, uh, you like these superhero movies, huh?”

“Yeah. Some of them.”

“What’s your favorite?”

She thought for a moment. “I don’t know. Maybe the Steel Soldier remake that came out last year.”

“Cool,” I said. I hadn’t seen it, but I hadn’t heard good things. I was tempted to ask questions I’d already asked her, like questions about her favorite music, her favorite movies, her non-existent hobbies. But it all just seemed like inconsequential small talk. I thought for a long while before turning to look at her.

Did she think that she looked the same as in her photoshoots? Was this her idea of looking good? Why didn’t she try to look the way she looked in those pictures?

“What’s wrong?” she asked me.

“I’m just curious about your modeling career. Why do you work at an office if you had so much success as a model?”

“Oh,” she said, turning away from me. “I guess it’s just more of a pastime. I only really do a shoot or two a month.”

“But you made it to the cover of Sports Illustrated. That’s, like, a big deal… isn’t it?”

“I guess so,” she said.

“I’m sure that paid pretty good. I’m sure other magazines want you in them.”

“I guess so,” she said. “But I don’t really do much of that. I don’t think I was ever a good model. That’s kind of in my past. I haven’t done a shoot in a long time. I don’t think I’ll do another one. Modeling isn’t really for me, I guess.” She was being strangely wishy-washy, and I felt like I wasn’t getting a clear story. Before, she told me that she occasionally did some modeling. Now, she was telling me that she hadn’t done it in a long time and didn’t plan on doing it again. It almost seemed like a subject she didn’t want to talk about, even though it was the thing that she was literally famous for.

“I just think it’s really interesting. Was it a bad time? Did something bad happen?” I asked.

“No,” she said. “It was fine. I just did that, and now I don’t do it.”

I tried not to sigh. She was turning a fascinating topic into the most mundane conversation imaginable. She had literally posed on the cover of Sports Illustrated! Why wasn’t she more enthusiastic? Why didn’t she have any interesting stories to share? “So if Vogue came to you and wanted you on the cover, you wouldn’t do it?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know. Depends on what they wanted.”

“What if they wanted pictures of you in a really fancy dress?” I said. “Like, some long red ballgown, maybe in a desert or something. Would you do that?”

She shook her head. “No,” she said bluntly.

“Why not?”

“That’s not my thing. Why are you so interested in the whole modeling thing? It’s really not that interesting. Like I said, it’s something I did in the past. I haven’t done it in a long time. Let’s talk about something else.” She was being dodgy; there was obviously something she wasn’t telling me. Maybe she had a bad relationship with a photographer, or she ended up being shunned from the modeling community for some reason. Or maybe she just ‘hit the wall’, so to speak: when a girl reaches that age where she just doesn’t look young and hot anymore. Maybe they stopped hiring her for shoots and she was bitter about it. But she wasn’t old; Marla was only twenty-four, and she couldn’t have been much younger in those pictures.

I was confused, but it was clear that I wasn’t going to get an answer. We got our tickets, we bought some popcorn, and then we settled into our seats and watched the movie. It was nice to have the loud movie playing, stopping us from having awkward conversations. I reluctantly put my arm over her at one point, though it felt strangely wrong. I thought about making a move and planting a kiss on her lips, but there was never a good moment.

After the film was done, I saw her in the light, and the bit of excitement I’d managed to build up in the dark theater instantly fluttered away. I was on the verge of snapping, demanding to know why she didn’t look like her pictures. But I knew it was possible. I’d seen her put that bikini on in her apartment. I watched her transform, seemingly instantly. It made no sense.

Maybe it was the liquor. I was pretty drunk when I was at her place, though I didn’t think I was quite that drunk… It was hard to wrap my head around what was happening; I still wasn’t convinced that this all wasn’t some sort of prank.

“Should we get dinner or something?” she asked.

I had to think about it. The date was so lifeless. There was no energy between us, and it was hard to believe that she couldn’t tell. A cute, young woman passed by behind Marla; she was blonde, short, and meeting up with a group of friends. “Are we still going to the bar for drinks?” I heard her friend ask.

“Let’s go!” the cute blonde replied.

And I found myself wishing that I wasn’t on that date, so that I could call up some friends (and a good wingman) and meet those girls at the bar. Maybe I would have some chemistry with one of them.

“Justin?” said Marla, staring into my eyes. “Want to get dinner?”

I remembered her in the bedroom. I couldn’t give up on her yet. I’d seen those bikini photos, and I’d seen her dolled up properly in her bedroom. I knew that there was another side to her, both physically and in terms of her personality; I just had to figure out how to get her to be that person, and not the quiet, mundane girl that I was with now. I didn’t want to be with ho-hum Marla; I wanted to be with Sports Illustrated Marla.

I felt guilty. I knew that my way of thinking was wrong. I knew that I was wasting her time, and I knew that I was a bad person for caring more about how she could look than worrying about her personality or the things we had in common. But sometimes, men just can’t help it. We’re wired in a certain biological way, to crave sex. Marla had no limits to her sex appeal when she was modeling. When we were out on dates, there was no sex appeal to be seen. It’s not like I was going to demand that she be her modeling self whenever we were together, but I wanted to know that she really could be like that when I wanted her to be like that. It’s not like I wouldn’t be the best version of myself for her if there was a best version of myself that she really wanted. I mean—surely, she must have known that men were going to want that bombshell that had been on the cover of so many magazines.

We got to the bar and ordered some drinks. We were quiet as we sipped, trying to think of things to talk about. I asked her to tell me more about her childhood, but she just said, “It wasn’t really all that interesting. I had a pretty normal childhood.” Maybe it was too normal.

“Ever been in a long-term relationship?”

She shrugged her shoulders and shook her head. “Not really.”

“Any serious boyfriends?”

“No.”

I bit down on my tongue. She just wouldn’t let any question evolve into a conversation. I was starting to think that I was doing something wrong; maybe I was just asking the wrong questions. “Your career now—is that what you want to do forever.”

“I guess so,” she said.

I nodded my head and waited to see if she would follow up, but she had nothing to say. Two long minutes of silence went by—and let me tell you, two minutes of awkward silence is a lot of awkward silence. We both just sat there. I tried so hard to think of something to say, but I had nothing to say. And I realized in that moment that I would have nothing to say to this woman. It was looking like we weren’t a match, even though the dating site said otherwise. We had no chemistry. I hadn’t found anything interesting about her that she was willing to talk about.

I needed to end this before I wasted anymore of her time, and anymore of my time.

“Marla,” I said before taking a deep breath. “I like you. You’re a nice girl.”

I watched as her face turned a curious shade of white. Her eyes grew wide; she knew what was coming. I could already see that she was hurt, but I had to say the words. It wasn’t fair to string her along like this.

“Okay!” she said suddenly, cutting me off before I could finish dumping her.

“Okay, what?” I said.

“Okay, I’ll wear the bikini,” she said, sighing. She let her shoulders fall down as she rolled her eyes.

I just sat there, quietly, trying to wrap my head around what she was saying. “You’ll do what?”

“The bikini. The one I wore the other night. I’ll just wear it,” she said.

“Why? Are you going to the beach?”

“I can wear it under my clothes. It still works. I’ll just… I’ll wear it, okay? Go on one more date with me. Don’t dump me now. I’ll wear the stupid bikini.”

“Marla, I’m sorry, but I don’t know what you’re talking about. You don’t have to wear a bikini. I just—I don’t know if we really have the chemistry that a guy and a girl need to be a couple, you know? I guess we just don’t have a lot in common. It’s nothing personal. You’re a really nice girl.”

“Just let me wear the bikini, Justin. Give me one more chance. I—I thought I could do it without the bikini, but I guess that’s just what guys want.”

“I don’t care about a bikini,” I said, more confused than ever. I had no idea why she kept talking about her bikini. “This has nothing to do with a bikini.”

“The one I wore the other night,” she said. “The one I wore on those magazine covers.”

“Yeah, it’s a nice bikini. And I think it’s super cool that you were on all those magazines. But Marla, the problem isn’t anything to do with a bikini.”

She sighed, cutting me off as she shook her head. “It’s a magic bikini, Justin,” she whispered. “It makes whoever wears it irresistible.”

The table became silent. Now I was starting to think that Marla was having some sort of mental breakdown. “Alright,” I said. “Well, I don’t mind paying for the drinks. Like I said, it’s been fun hanging out. But I just don’t think we click.” I chose to ignore the strange thing she said about her bikini being magical.

“I’ll go home and put it on. We can go out to a club. I’ll just show you. I get that it’s hard to believe.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said.

“I know!” she cried. “Just pay for the drinks and we’ll swing by my place. I’ll put on the bikini and you’ll just see for yourself.”

I was silent. Now I was positive that I was being pranked. This was some sort of joke. I was starting to think that she was some YouTuber making a joke video; hidden cameras were certainly all around us. She must have swapped out with some twin sister when we were having sex… I guess they were really committed to this gag. “I’ll probably just head home,” I said.

“Please,” she said. “Just entertain me. I promise it’ll be worth it.”

“O—Okay,” I said. I’m not sure why I went along with it. I guess I just felt really guilty for wasting her time; the least I could do was entertain this strange little prank. Maybe it would be embarrassing—maybe for me or maybe for her. We paid the bill, got into a cab, and set off for her apartment. We were both silent the whole way. I officially had nothing to say to her; I’d run out of conversation ideas. She apparently had nothing to say to me.

We went into her building, up her elevator and into her apartment. I watched as she went into her room. She snatched the bikini as I stood awkwardly in the hallway. This was turning into the single most awkward breakup I’d ever experienced. I had a feeling my friends were really going to cringe when I told this story.

She marched over to her bathroom, went in, and closed the door. A minute later (and not a second more than a minute) the door opened and the drop-dead gorgeous version of Marla stepped out: big, perky boobs, curvy hips, bright eyes, high cheekbones. I was brought to a silence at the sight of her. Her body seemed to radiate. Her aura was so luring. She batted her long eyelashes and smiled. “Is this better, Justin?”

I stuttered. I felt like an idiot as I stared at her body. “Y—You got changed quickly.”

“It’s the bikini,” she said. “It’s magic.”
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Of course I didn’t believe her. I was sure that she was pranking me, because bikinis aren’t magic. I stormed by her and went into her bathroom. I opened the vanity and I pulled back the shower curtain. I was sure that the Marla I’d been dating was hiding in there, and this stunning girl had just been hiding in there before we arrived at the apartment. “Where is she?” I said. “It’s a really funny prank, but I’m not an idiot.”

“It’s not a prank, Justin,” she giggled, suddenly much bubblier than she was a minute earlier. “Why are you so worked up?” She stepped up to the doorframe and leaned her shoulder against it. She puckered her lips and giggled again. There were no windows in that bathroom.

“How did she sneak out?” I said.

“It’s me, Justin. It’s the bikini.”

“Don’t mess around with me,” I said. “I don’t like magic tricks. I’ve never liked those prank shows. They weren’t funny when they were popular twenty years ago, and they’re not funny now.”

“It’s not a prank!” she said before laughing with her hands on her hips. I was getting flustered and frustrated.

“I’m not falling for this nonsense.”

“It’s not nonsense.”

She decided to prove herself by grabbing the bottom of her bikini top and pulling it up, letting her perfect tits fall out. I was instantly brought to a silence, captivated by her beautiful body—though it didn’t stay like that for long. As her breasts bounced, they seemed to get suddenly heavier, stretching down a couple of inches, deflating like tires that had been punctured. Her hips pulled in, and at first, I just thought it was because she was standing upright, abandoning that seductive pose—but that wasn’t enough to explain the waist that was suddenly stretching out to meet her hips.

But it was her face that made me gasp. I watched as the darkness drained from her lashes. I watched as her cheekbones flattened down, flat with the rest of her cheeks. Her lips were suddenly half as plump.

“That—That’s impossible!” I said.

“I told you,” she said. “It’s a magic bikini.”

She hammered the point home by pulling that bikini top back down, back over her breasts. And then, magically, her body morphed back into that perfect, ideal version of herself. And it wasn’t like she had literally morphed into a different woman; she just morphed into the version of herself that did everything right: went to the gym twice a day, ate the perfect diet without ever deviating, used all of the expensive lotions and creams to keep her skin glowing and radiant, nailed her makeup perfectly, using the most expensive products. It was almost like that bikini turned her into the best version of herself: what she could have been if she made every correct move.

“Where did you get that?” I said, hardly able to close my mouth. I thought that I was dreaming; this just didn’t seem possible—because it wasn’t possible. There is no such thing as a magical bikini!

“I’ll tell you, but you can’t tell anyone else. It’s a secret that I’ve kept for a long time.”

“You have to tell me,” I said. I needed to know. This was real magic, which meant that the world wasn’t at all what I thought it was. This meant that impossible things were possible. This meant that… anything could be possible!

“I stole it,” she blushed.

“You stole it?” I said. “From who? From where?”

“A few years ago, I was having some confidence issues,” she said, turning a saddened gaze to the floor. “I was really struggling with my looks. Guys never asked me out on dates. If I did go on a date, I never got asked on a second date.”

I tried to keep a straight face, as I completely understood why she had that issue.

“A friend of mine had an idea to boost my confidence. I thought it was silly, but she wanted me to try out for this modelling thing that was in town. They were looking for an unknown face to be on the cover of Dash Magazine. My friend signed me up. I really didn’t want to go, because I really didn’t want to be rejected—but she made me go. I went, sat awkwardly in the waiting room for an hour while they called us in one at a time. The other girls were so pretty; I thought about leaving so many times because I knew I didn’t have a chance against any of them.

“There was one girl in the room who was stunning—like, nobody could take their eyes off of her. I’m not a lesbian, but even I was in awe of this girl. She was just sitting there in a bikini. I knew that I had no chance of beating her.

“It was almost her turn, but she had to use the bathroom. So did I, so I got up a minute later and went in. I was really flustered and overwhelmed, I didn’t realize that it was just a regular bathroom—not a bathroom with stalls—just one toilet and a sink. The girl hadn’t locked the door, and I awkwardly walked in on her while she was finishing with her business. Her bottoms were down around her ankles, and her face… it was different. Her body was different too. She yelled at me to leave, but I just froze, confused.

“Then she stood up, pulling her bottoms up as I stared at her. I watched her transform before my eyes. She yelled at me and I finally snapped out of my daze. I ended up running away. I didn’t try out for the modeling thing, but I saw that girl again a week later. She was getting a coffee at the café next to my building. I recognized her, but I guess she didn’t recognize me. She wasn’t beautiful this time, because she wasn’t wearing the bikini. I was supposed to go to a meeting that morning, but instead, I decided to follow the girl. I followed her for an hour, like a complete crazy person. I just followed her as she met up with some friends, and then I followed her as she went to do some banking. Then I followed her to her house. I watched her from the alley as she took a key from under a rock next to her back door. Then, I lingered around for a couple of hours. My heart was pounding. She left again, this time wearing workout clothes, carrying a rolled-up yoga mat. She got into a little car and left. I went and took her key from under that rock, went into her house, and found that bikini on the top of her dresser.

“I put it on in her house. I watched in the mirror as I transformed into a beautiful girl.” She motioned down at her body. “I’d never been beautiful like this before. It felt so good. So I took the bikini. I took it home and kept it. I started wearing it under my clothes, wherever I went. I was suddenly getting phone numbers every hour. Men would just stare at me—women too. It wasn’t long before I was approached on the street by a photographer who begged me to take my picture. He submitted the photos to some magazines, and then I started getting calls.

“But it started getting tricky, coming up with excuses why I had to be wearing that bikini when I was modeling. Some designers and editors got frustrated. Some worked with me after spending hours trying to convince me to take the bikini off. Of course I didn’t tell them that the bikini was magic, and it was the only reason that I was beautiful.”

“That’s insane,” I said. “I mean—it sounds so ludicrous… but you aren’t lying.”

“So after modeling for a couple of years, I decided to stop. It was just too awkward. And the attention I was getting from people just seemed… fake. I mean—the admiration was real, but it wasn’t for the real me. I didn’t want people to want to be with a version of me that wasn’t really me. I can’t wear the bikini all the time.”

“So why wear it with me then?” I asked.

She looked down at the floor again. Her cheeks turned red. “I’m tired of being lonely.”

The remark stung my heart in a way that I wasn’t expecting. Her story was strangely sad. I felt for her. I walked up to her and put my arm around her. “Don’t be sad.”

“I just… I want something to finally work out. If it means wearing a bikini under my clothes, then so be it. I’ll wear this tiny bikini. I guess there are worse fates. I just have to think of it like… taking a pill every day.”

I wanted to tell her that she didn’t have to wear the bikini for me, but I have to admit: if I was going to stay with her, I wanted to be with that bubbly, animated, beautiful version of her, and not the version that I’d been trying to break up with just minutes earlier. What can I say? I’m not proud of the fact that I was willing to give her a chance just because she was beautiful, but I’m sure any man would have done the same thing. She said so herself: she had no problems getting dates when she was in that bikini. But when she took it off, her relationships fell apart.

“You don’t have to wear it… all of the time,” I said.

She made a half-smile, because my remark was only half-rude. She looked into my eyes and said, “Well, I like you a lot—more than any guy I’ve dated before. I don’t want to lose you.”

Those words made me tense up. I was confused beyond belief. Our dates hadn’t gone well. We had no chemistry. We hardly talked. But apparently, she saw something there that I couldn’t see, no matter how hard I tried. I forced a smile on my face and then I leaned in to kiss her.

The kiss lasted long enough for her to get her tongue into my mouth, and her hand into my pants. I wasn’t sure if she was trying to use sex to seal the deal, or if this was just a natural romp in the making. We stumbled over to her bed and fell down onto the covers. I got on top of her and looked down at that stunning body. My instinct was to pull off her top, but I stopped myself, knowing that she would turn back into her normal self if I did that.

But then I paused. Maybe that was the right thing to do. Maybe I needed to give her real self some loving, and not this fake, magical idealized version of herself. So I grabbed her top.

“It has to stay on,” she said. “Or I’ll change back.”

“I know,” I said with a smile. I couldn’t help but wonder, how bad could it be? Well, it wasn’t ideal. I took off her top and she changed back. Luckily, I already had an erection from making out with the supermodel version of Marla. But staying aroused was a bit challenging.

I’m not saying that she was ugly, but seeing her in her normal state just made me feel guilty; it reminded me of why I tried so hard to break things off with her. Now, I was giving her pity sex, and I’d never been good at dolling out pity. I ended up folding myself over her, burying my face against her shoulder. I fucked her with my eyes closed. I pulled out and came on the stretch marks on her stomach.

Without that bikini on, she didn’t put much enthusiasm into the sex. She was much better at fucking when she was bubbly and outgoing. Without the bikini, she was mostly limp, making me do all of the work, keeping her hands to herself. Let’s just say I’d had better evenings in the past week with my fist.

“You really don’t mind me without the bikini?” she asked, her eyes sparkling with apprehensive excitement.

“I like you with it, I like you without it,” I said.

“But you tried to break up with me when I didn’t have it on,” she said.

I had to think on my feet. “Well I will admit that you’re more confident with the bikini on. It’s the confidence that I’m attracted to, Marla. If you can just be confident without the bikini, like you are when you’re wearing it, then I think we could have a bright future together.”

She smiled. “I’ll work on it,” she said. And then there was a very long silence, both of us trying to think of something to say. “Should we watch a TV show or something?”

“Okay,” I said. I was half-hoping that she would put the bikini back on, but she left it off. Now, I was wondering if I made a mistake by convincing her that I really didn’t need her to wear it. I wanted her to wear it. I liked the idea of her wearing it all of the time, like she suggested; I should have kept my guilty mouth shut and just let her do it.

But there was still lots of time to convince her to put it on more often. Right?
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Iwoke up to her springing out of bed at a mile-a-minute, as if her apartment was ablaze. “What’s going on?” I asked, scrambling to sit up as the morning sunlight attacked my tired eyes. “Is everything okay?”

I blinked a few times and then saw her naked body as she rushed to the closet. “I’m late for work,” she said. “I forgot to set my alarm. Oh God, I’m going to be in so much trouble. I was late last week, and they gave me a warning. I’m in so much trouble.”

“Anything I can do to help?” I asked, looking down at her bum, which was nothing compared to the bum she had when she put that bikini on her body.

“If you can clean up some of the dishes before you leave, that would be great,” she said. She pulled an oversized sweater over her head and then she shimmied a pair of jeans onto her legs (strangely skipping panties altogether). Then she rushed over to me, kissed me on the lips, and said, “I love you.”

She stared into my eyes, waiting for me to say it back. But I hardly knew her. That was only the second night I’d spent at her house, after our second date. There was no way that I was going to tell her that I loved her. I was nowhere near loving her. “Have fun at work,” I said awkwardly. It was the best I could come up with.

She turned red, pressed her lips thin, and then she left me alone in her apartment.

I decided to go back to sleep for a bit. She kept me up late the night before, wanting to have sex again before we fell asleep. She didn’t put the bikini back on, so it took a lot more work to come than it would have otherwise.

I will admit it (though I’m sure it’s obvious by now): I just wasn’t attracted to Marla. I hate to say it, but I just wasn’t. She wasn’t my type, unless she was wearing that bikini. Maybe that’s mean. Maybe it’s downright cruel—but I would rather be honest than a liar. I simply wasn’t attracted to her unless she was in her supermodel state.

I finally got out of bed. I went to her coffee and groaned at the sight of the dishes: not just the dishes from the previous night, but the dishes from the entire past week. It took forty minutes to get them all cleaned (who doesn’t own a dishwasher in 2022?). I made a pot of coffee. Her beans were badly expired, tasting stale, but strong. I had two cups, sitting at her table. I decided to poke around, to see if I could learn a thing or two about Marla.

I figured I would discover something interesting: an instrument or some art supplies. I assumed there must be something she wasn’t telling me about herself. I refused to believe that she was the most boring person to ever walk the earth.

But I found nothing. Even her closet was filled with frighteningly dull clothes: everything was gray tones. Even her blue jeans were hardly blue, but more of a bluish-gray.

Though I did find copies of those magazines, with her on the cover, looking breath-taking. I even found a thumb drive, which I stuck into her laptop. It was filled with videos: interview from her modeling days. She was so lively and bubbly, giggling, looking cute. I sighed, wishing that was actually her.

Then I went to the bedroom to get my things before taking off. That’s when I saw that bikini on the ground. I walked up to it slowly. I went down to one knee and I picked it up. It just felt like a normal bikini: soft fabric, tiny triangle cuts to cover the user’s nipples. It didn’t feel magic, though I knew that it was. I’d seen it in action.

And I was suddenly overwhelmed with a funny thought: what would happen if I put the bikini on? Would I turn into an idealized version of myself? Would I become some charismatic body builder superhero? Would I finally be able to grow a beard (I’d always wanted to grow a beard, but my thin, patchy facial hair never allowed me to grow much of anything)? Would I finally have one of those rugged masculine jawlines that women swoon over?

That’s when I started thinking about stealing the tiny bikini. Would it be wrong to steal it? Maybe—but it’s not like it was rightfully hers. She stole it from someone, and that girl probably stole it from someone before that. Maybe it was my turn to have it. Marla had gotten tons of use out of it; she’d been on the cover of Sports Illustrated.

But what was I going to do with it? It’s not like I was going to wear a tiny bikini under my clothes every day… or was I? There were worse fates, like Marla said. If I could be a better man just by putting on a little bikini, then why would I pass up the opportunity?

My heart raced as I undressed. My hands trembled once I was naked, lifting up the tiny bikini. I laughed, feeling ridiculous. I’d never put on women’s clothing before. But this was different. I wasn’t ‘crossdressing’. I was just trying out the magical outfit.

I wriggled the bottoms up and then I pulled my arms through the holes of the top. I shimmied side to side, making the outfit slide into the right place. Then I laughed, feeling no changes, feeling like a lunatic putting on a stranger’s clothes.

Then I turned to face the mirror and I watched as the impossible happened. It wasn’t at all what I was expecting. My jaw didn’t become big and rugged. My beard didn’t suddenly fill out. My arms didn’t turn into weightlifting arms. I didn’t grow six inches. Instead, my shoulders softened. My hair began to pour down towards my shoulders. My chest pushed out, stretching into the top. My body hair shriveled and retracted into my body.

My eyelashes thickened. My lips became plump. I let out a gasp, and what came out sounded like a womanly whimper—because the bikini had turned me into a woman.

I was so horrified that I ripped the bikini top off, throwing it onto Marla’s bed. I didn’t wait a single second before bending over to pull down the bottoms. By the time I was standing upright, I was myself again, heart pounding, eyes wide, face pale.

Did that really happen? Did that bikini really just turn me into a woman? No—that’s impossible. Men can’t just magically turn into women… though I suppose I really didn’t know what was possible and what was impossible anymore.

I stood frozen for a long time, maybe one minute, maybe ten minutes, maybe longer. Then I looked back down at that magic bikini. I had to know if it was real or just my imagination messing with me. So I carefully put it on again, heart still racing, mind overwhelmed with terror. Once the outfit was on, the changes happened again. I watched with parted lips and giant eyes as my body morphed. I became the female version of myself: big, plump tits, wide hips, narrow waist. “This is crazy,” I said aloud, and my voice was actually feminine. I covered my lips with my hand, and then I saw that my fingernails were painted with a glossy nude polish. I shook my head in disbelief.

So the bikini truly was magic, and it worked on whoever put it on.

But there was a new curiosity on my mind. What was now between my legs?

Before I got to checking, I looked down at my breasts. I slowly cupped them, putting my hands under them and lifting gently. They were soft and light, bouncing easily in that tiny bikini. I pulled the fabric triangles back slightly so I could see my own puffy nipples. I grabbed my nipples with my fingers and gently rolled them, just to see what it felt like. It was kind of nice, though much more sensitive than I realized.

Next, it was time to investigate between my legs. I was terrified to look, mortified of seeing myself ‘missing’ a part of me. I grabbed the bottoms and slowly pulled out. My pelvis was shaved. I couldn’t see anything. “Oh God,” I whimpered. I pulled further and leaned forward until I could see the pair of subtle lumps: pussy lips. I gasped again, covered my lips with my mouth. I wasn’t sure why I kept doing that; it wasn’t a mannerism I’d ever had before.

I reached down to feel it with my fingertips. I could feel the whole thing, clit and all—and as I grazed myself, a ping of sensitivity surged through me. I gasped once more before turning dark red all over.

How was it possible?

I freaked out again, taking the bikini off quickly, as if I was worried it would change me permanently if I left it on for too long. I took another minute (or ten) to catch my breath and settle my heartrate, going to the mirror to ensure that I was properly back to my normal self.

“This is too goddamn weird,” I said. I was happy to hear that my voice was back to normal.

Now, I was eyeing that bikini. I had no idea what to do with it. That thing was worth a fortune: millions, maybe billions of dollars. Where did it come from? Who made it? Were there more of them floating around in the world?

I thought about stealing it.

Marla didn’t know much about me; she’d never asked too many questions. In fact, I was pretty sure she’d never asked me what my last name was, or what part of town I lived in. She knew my first name, Justin, but that wasn’t enough to track me down. There really was nothing stopping me from leaving her apartment with that bikini, so I could sell it or figure out some way to make a fortune with it—maybe charging people money to try it on, or going to the news and making myself famous. There were so many possibilities.

But my conscience was holding me back. Yes, Marla stole it and it wasn’t really hers, but the idea of stealing it from her just didn’t feel right. I’d never stolen anything before. I didn’t like the idea of taking something from her that made her life better, whether she deserved to have it or not.

I decided to leave it there. I knew where to find it if I changed my mind. I even knew where Marla hid her housekey, because she’d texted me its location just an hour earlier. “Lock up when you leave and put the key back under the angel statue.” When I left her place, I found the little angel statue in the apartment building garden. I made sure nobody was looking when I lifted it and slipped the key under it.

I spent the rest of that day trying to find some information on magical garments. If that bikini was real (and it certainly seemed real to me) then that meant that someone made it, and if someone made it, they probably made more.

But I couldn’t find anything on the internet, aside from some old medieval stories of witch hats that made the wearer ugly like a witch. The bikini didn’t look medieval, but there were still people who called themselves witches in the world. Did witches make that magical bikini?
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Marla showed up to date number-three wearing the bikini. I couldn’t see it under her dress, but it was obvious that she was wearing it because she was stunningly beautiful and she was wearing a red dress. I’m pretty sure that she only touched colors when she was in that bikini; the real Marla had a gray obsession unlike anything I’d ever seen.

She giggled when I took her hand. “I’m so excited,” she said.

“I haven’t even told you what we’re doing yet,” I laughed.

“It doesn’t really matter. I’m just excited to be with you.”

I knew that the bubbly energy wasn’t really her, but it was a nice change from the dull silence that characterized our first two dates. I took the beautiful Marla to a billiards hall. We got drinks and played a few rounds of pool. The men in the place ogled her with drooling mouths. They looked at me with jealous eyes, shaking their heads in disbelief that I could land a girl like her. I swear I even heard a man gasp when he watched me kiss her on the lips.

The conversation was so much better too. She was so much more outgoing, talking at a mile a minute. Sure, she was talking about things I really didn’t know much about: clothes, shoes, makeup—but at least she was talking. I wasn’t really learning anything about the real Marla, but for the first time, she was learning a bit about me; she finally asked me what I did for a living, where I lived, what I wanted to do with my life. It was refreshing.

And it was nice being the envy of so many men. I liked the feeling of them staring at me, wishing they were all me. I even kind of liked it when they would check her out, staring at her with glowing eyes whenever she bent over to make a shot. She was lousy at playing pool, but that didn’t matter; we were having fun.

We went out for drinks at a nearby bar. More men stared at her. One man recognized her from the Sports Illustrated cover. He approached us for an autograph. Then he said to her, “You deserve to be with a real man—not this guy.”

I thought about defending myself, but I just smiled instead. The best comeback I could come up with was just being there with her, rubbing it in his face that she wanted me and not him.

Though it did feel a bit fake, knowing that she wasn’t really the girl that was sitting next to me. The whole date seemed like a bit of a sham, but it was still much better than our first two dates.

After drinks, we went back to her place. Things were going so, so well… until she took the bikini off. I almost stopped her, but I didn’t want to be rude. I didn’t want her to think that I was staying in that relationship strictly for her bikini body, even though that was exactly the case.

We had sex in the nude. She wanted it from behind, so that’s how she got it. I closed my eyes and tried to imagine that I was with supermodel Marla. It took some time to get off, but it eventually happened. Afterwards, she insisted that I spend the night, even though she had to work in the morning. I smiled and said, “Sure, that’s fine. But, uh, maybe you could do something for me.”

“What is it?” she asked.

I bit down on my tongue, blushed, and said, “Maybe you can just sleep in the bikini tonight.”

She took a moment to reply. Her glazed-over eyes suggested that she was taking some time to really think about the implications of what I was asking of her. Then she finally let out a smile and said, “Okay.” She put the bikini on, turned into that gorgeous, outgoing supermodel, and then we snuggled up together in the bed and went to sleep… after having a second—and much better—round of sex.

When I woke up, she was already gone. There was a note on the kitchen table. “Feel free to stick around. I’ll be home around six. We can order something for dinner.”

Though the thought of lingering around her boring apartment for close to ten hours was mind-numbing—and I really was starting to feel like I needed a break from Marla. We’d spent a lot of time together over the past week. I took a shower, made some coffee, and then I was about to leave when I saw the bikini hanging on the end of the bed.

I knew that it worked, but I was still overwhelmed by a strange curiosity. I wanted to see myself magically transform again. This time, I wanted to really pay attention to what happened to my body. I was fascinated. Who wouldn’t be fascinated? It was literally magic; everyone loves magic. But how many people actually get a chance to witness real magic in their lives?

I had a feeling that relationship wasn’t going to last, even with Marla putting the bikini on. I was quickly losing patience, and it was just a matter of time before she realized that I wasn’t fully checked in. There weren’t going to be too many more opportunities to behold that magic.

I got undressed. My heart rate started to surge. I grabbed the bikini and caught myself grinning, knowing that I was about to have tits and a pussy. I wriggled into the tiny outfit and then I quickly looked at the mirror so that I wouldn’t miss a thing.

I watched myself transform. I watched makeup appear on my face where there was nothing before. I watched as my hair grew long, curling, softening. I watched as those plump boobies emerged from my chest, and I watched as my cock bulge shrank away, leaving behind a cameltoe.

I blushed all over.

There was another curiosity that I really wanted to satisfy. Satisfying that curiosity involved stealing the plastic-wrapped cucumber from the fridge. I ran it under warm water for a minute so that it wasn’t so cold.

I was still blushing when I took the cucumber to Marla’s bed. My heart was still racing too.

Maybe it was gross to be doing that with food from Marla’s fridge, but Marla didn’t own a dildo or a vibrator. Trust me: I looked everywhere. I hate to say it, but I think Marla was too ‘dull’ to get too frisky with her masturbation.

The cucumber was going to have to do to satisfy this particular curiosity.

Which man doesn’t wonder what it feels like to be a woman? Find me one man who wouldn’t rub his clit the moment it magically appeared on his body—you can’t do it, because that man doesn’t exist. We’ve all seen women having orgasms, in real life, in porn. It really does look like the best thing in the world. They moan uncontrollably for so long, sometimes for ten straight minutes. As a man, it’s five seconds of intense pleasure—and don’t get me wrong, it’s good—but wouldn’t it be nice to feel pleasure that makes you moan and moan and moan, quivering all over, sometimes even screaming so loud that you wake up half the block?

I wasn’t going to miss my chance.

I pulled the fabric off of my little pussy. I reached down and rubbed my clit in little circles. My knees rose up quickly and I gasped, pressing my lips firmly together. It was very sensitive!

I looked around the room, blushing, suddenly worried that the curtains weren’t quite closed fully, worried that the front door wasn’t locked and some delivery guy was going to poke his head in.

I jumped to my feet. I closed the curtains fully and I locked the front and back door. I took a deep breath and returned to my cucumber bed. I sat back down. I pulled the fabric to the side again. This time, I made sure that I was facing the mirror. I could see my own pussy now. I used two fingers to part my lips, seeing my pussy hole. I carefully put my manicured fingertip in, giggling as I felt the dampness. Then I pulled some of that dampness onto my clit. I rubbed in little circles, this time more gently, because it was so sensitive. It took a minute to figure out the perfect amount of pressure to use while rubbing. But I knew I had it right as soon as I found it.

“Oh, okay,” I said with a small gasp. My body tensed up. Then I let my shoulders relax. I felt my long hair tickling my shoulders. I looked at myself in the mirror.

I wasn’t just a regular woman. I was an amazingly beautiful woman. I had plump lips and perky breasts. My eyes were just like my eyes, but they were different at the same time… maybe it was the way my magical makeup was done. They were more… seductive. They looked bigger, even though they weren’t really bigger. I looked surprisingly cute. I would have thrown myself a like on Instagram.

The cucumber slid into my quivering hole. I let out a long, nervous whimper. It definitely was not a feeling that I was used to. I clenched hard on the vegetable, and my pussy made a squishing sound. The cucumber was probably a bit too thick for a ‘first time’ but I knew that this was probably going to be my one and only chance at trying this out.

I was blushing all over as I watched the cucumber sink deeper and deeper. I suddenly had the curious urge to use my free hand to rub my clit; I reached down and pressed my fingertips against that little bean. I rubbed in circles, and for some reason the pulsing tingling made me giggle aloud. I blushed even harder.

I didn’t even realize that I’d started to pump the cucumber in and out, sliding it slowly but gracefully. My shoulders relaxed as a warmth pulsed through me. I grinned, now knowing what intercourse felt like from the female perspective… At least I thought I knew; I was about to get a better idea.

I decided to try sliding the cucumber faster, rubbing my clit harder. I felt so silly playing with myself, dressed like a girl. Then something curious happened: I closed my eyes, and the image of a naked man entered my head.

I wasn’t gay; I’d never fantasized about men before. But now, I couldn’t make that image go away. I imagined him with big muscles, glistening with sweat, putting his big hands on me, holding me down. I imagined his big, veiny cock.

My lips let another loud whimper out.

The cucumber that was now inside of me suddenly felt warm and pulsing. I could almost feel his foreskin pushing and pulling, but maybe that was just the flimsy plastic wrap that was starting to come loose. My whole body quivered and that pulsing became stronger.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

I imagined the man pinning me down, muscles flexing all over. I imagined him grunting as he thrusted into me. I even imagined his ball sack slapping against my ass as he drove into me. “Fuck my little pussy,” I moaned to nobody.

He pumped harder and harder. My whole body was trembling now: convulsing. Wetness was dripping out of me—or maybe I should say spilling. I lifted my hips off of the ground by pushing against the mattress with my toes. I cried out. I pushed that cucumber down deep and rubbed my clit harder and faster.

“Justin?” her voice called out.

I gasped. Marla was home.

In a frenzied panic, I pulled the cucumber out of my pussy and tossed it across the room. I quickly pulled off that bikini top and shimmied out of the bottoms. One second later and I would have been doomed.

She came into the room and froze at the sight of me. I wasn’t too sure if I’d finished my transformation back into my male self. Her frozen reaction was suggesting that I was still in the process of changing.

Then, she said, “Why are you masturbating on my bed?”

I looked down and saw that my cock was rock hard—and worse, cum was oozing down my shaft. I was naked, sweaty, and my heart was pounding ferociously. I could either play along and tell her that I decided to jerk off, or I could tell her the truth: that I put on her bikini and penetrated myself with a cucumber.

I cleared my throat. “I was thinking about you,” I said, blushing.

“I just came home to grab my credit card. I forgot it.” She kept staring at me. “Did you get cum on the sheets?”

I looked down. “I—I’ll clean up.”

She smiled. “Were you really thinking about me?”

I nodded my head. My heart was still pounding. Her foot was three feet away from that cucumber, but she hadn’t yet noticed. The cucumber was glistening with moisture. That bikini wasn’t too far away either, in a mess on the floor—not at all where she left it.

But she was in a rush. She didn’t have time to look around the room for inconsistencies. She gave me a giggling kiss, grabbed her credit card, and then she went back to the door. “Maybe tonight we can get dinner,” she said.

“I’d love that,” I said.

She looked at my erection. “Are you going to be in the mood again tonight?”

I smiled and nodded my head.

She giggled once more and then left the room, leaving me alone with my pounding heart.


CHAPTER 6
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The date was okay… just okay. I had the idea of getting a reservation for an outdoor restaurant that was right on the beach: a place where people ate after a day of surfing or sun bathing. My plan was to make Marla think it was a good idea to wear the bikini on our date, and the plan worked. She wore the bikini and a cute beach dress. Everyone fawned over her, and that bikini gave her that amazing bubbly energy that made her so much more tolerable to be around.

Then we went back to her place. She tried to ‘surprise’ me by changing into some lingerie while I was in the bathroom. But when she took the bikini off, she became that ho-hum version of herself, hardly interested in having sex at all. She wanted it on the bed, on her back. When I tried to put her into different positions, she groaned and complained about being uncomfortable. Then, once I was fucking her, she went limp and just let me go at her—and you might think, well that could be fun. But she wasn’t exactly being a ‘sex doll’ for me. She wasn’t even lifting up her hips, making it awkward to enter her, awkward to pump her. She never had an orgasm, even though I worked my ass off for twenty minutes trying to get her into it. It didn’t help that she kept asking me, “Don’t you like my lingerie?”

So the sex was a bust. We had our first fight that night when she was getting dressed for bed. I asked her to put on the bikini for sleeping. “It’s not for sleeping in,” she said, putting on a set of cotton pajamas that were far from sexy: thick white, boxy pajamas, which I’m pretty sure were made for a man. I made the mistake of telling her that I liked when she wore the bikini. I understood her disappointment when she told me that I was acting shallow; I agreed with her, I was acting shallow, but that didn’t make it any less true: she was more attractive when she was in the bikini.

The fight escalated. She cried, so I started packing up to leave, then she suddenly begged me to stay with her. “I’ll put on the bikini!” she said. “If that’s really what you want, I’ll put it on!” But now it just felt awkward. I decided to do some damage control, telling her not to put it on, telling her that I wanted to spend the night with her, and not with a fake version of her.

I knew that it was wrong to lie to her. I knew that I needed to just come clean and tell her that we were mismatched, even if she did decide to wear the bikini day and night. She needed to find someone who loved her properly, with or without the bikini; that guy wasn’t me. But for some reason, I was just too afraid to do it. I kept biting my tongue, stopping myself from saying those break-up words.

And the reason for my reluctance left a dread churning in my stomach. That night, once she was asleep and snoring, I snuck out of the bed. I picked up the bikini and tiptoed out of the room. I carefully closed the door and went to the guest room on the other side of the house.

I put the bikini on my body and watched as I transformed. My body beamed with that taboo excitement, treading into new territory, territory that I should have been staying far away from.

I’d never fantasized about being a woman before. I never had any interest in putting on women’s clothes. But how could anyone resist the temptation of magic? It’s extremely interesting, seeing how you would look as a woman. It’s so strange, seeing yourself, recognizing yourself, but also seeing a perfectly convincing girl.

And that’s all I wanted: I just wanted to experience that magic one last time. I wanted to get it out of my system before I decided to leave Marla. I had to see that transformation one last time before I walked away, because it was the last time in my life that I would ever see magic. How many people get to see real magic in their lives?

Well, that’s all it was supposed to be, but once I was in that womanly form, I had new ideas creeping into my head. I suddenly had the urge to try on some outfits—maybe because that guest room was where Marla kept all of her special outfits: the sexy dresses and skirts and tops that she only wore when she was the fake, bubbly version of herself. Without thinking about it, I went to the rack. I pulled off a little green dress. I felt the soft fabric in my hands and then I immediately started to step into it.

And that’s when I remembered that Marla’s personality changed when she put on the bikini. She became bubbly and outgoing, talkative and sweet. I could only assume that I was now experiencing similar changes to my personality. I couldn’t fight the desire to try on an outfit, and a dress just wasn’t enough. I had to try on the heels too. Oh God, there were so many pairs of heels there; I wanted to try all of them.

I must have spent the next hour in that room, quietly trying on outfit after outfit, pair of shoes after pair of shoes. It was getting late into the night. Soon, it the glow of the morning sunlight was glowing on the curtains. My heart was still racing and I’d gone through at least a dozen costumes.

I knew I had to stop. Prying myself away was hard. I kept covering my mouth with my hands, catching myself giggling with the strange excitement of a teen girl. This was strong magic. But I was just getting it out of my system… that’s what I kept telling myself. Though it was starting to seem like it wasn’t leaving my system at all. Now, I felt like I wasn’t ready to let that magic leave my life—not quite yet. I was worried that I would regret letting it slip away, though I wasn’t sure why; it’s not like I wanted to be a woman.

I got changed and crawled back into bed with Marla. She was still snoring. Her alarm went off an hour later. She nudged me awake. I was exhausted. “Get up and have a coffee with me,” she insisted. “You’re always sleeping. All you do is sleep and jerk off.” She was looking into my eyes with a scornful look. It almost seemed like she was trying to start a fight, trying to get me to defend myself. “Like, do you even ever work?”

I wanted to remind her that we’d only been on a handful of dates. I wasn’t her ‘boyfriend’, and I definitely wasn’t her husband. I just bit my tongue and smiled. “I have to work today,” I lied. “Later.”

“Well, have a coffee with me. And by the way, if you’re going to be staying over this much, then it’s only fair that we split the bills.”

I had a feeling that it was that time of month for her—or maybe she just woke up on the wrong side of the bed. We sat together in silence, drinking her terrible coffee. Then she went to work. “If you’re going to be bumming around the house all day, at least clean up. And if you’re going to jerk off again, don’t come on my sheets.”

“Okay,” I said with the urge to snap back, but I knew that she was just in a bad moon. And there was no sense in getting into a fight; the relationship was going to be over as soon as I was ready to break up with her—and I was almost ready. I just had to get that bikini magic out of my system.

And that was my day to do it. But this time, I wasn’t taking any chances. I didn’t want her catching me again, so I grabbed the bikini, stuffed it into a bag along with a dress and a pair of heels. Then I left.

I slipped into a public bathroom in a park, five blocks from her house. I got changed in the bathroom. I stuffed my male clothes into that bag, and then I slipped out, into the real world, now as a woman.

It was just something that I needed to get out of my system. The whole night, as I tried on those outfits, I fantasized about being out. I fantasized about being ogled the way that Marla was ogled when she wore the bikini. A strange part of me wanted to feel that collective lust. I wanted to know what it felt like to… be sexy.

It made no sense. It wasn’t something that had ever crossed my mind before, but maybe that was just because I never thought it was something that was possible. Now, it was possible. Now, by putting on a bikini, I could look like a supermodel. I had the curves of a Sports Illustrated model, and a face that could be on the cover of Vogue.

My heart was pounding with terror, worried people were going to look at me in revolt—or laugh hysterically at the sight of me. Maybe I didn’t look quite how I thought I looked. Maybe my reflection was deceiving.

And then I caught the first man staring at me, wide eyes, red cheeks. It took him a moment to look away once I glanced at him. A minute later, I got my first catcall, from a group of construction workers. I blushed and smiled, winking at them.

This confidence was uncharacteristic. I wasn’t like this as a man. I didn’t look for attention, and I didn’t bask in it when I got it. I rarely made eye-contact with strangers, but now I was trying to find faces in crowds. I was smiling at people when they looked at me. I was winking at men who gave me what I was looking for. I knew that it wasn’t me—it was just that magic. It was fake magical confidence, but it was so, so satisfying.

Every glance filled me with energy. I was beaming, smiling. I didn’t want this to end. Was this what it felt like to be a pretty girl? I was just walking around downtown, with no goal in mind: just walking and enjoying the feeling of the soft breeze on my bare, shaved legs. A man whistled at me and I turned around to smile at him. My smile made him melt. I have a feeling her jerked off to the thought of me later that day.

I knew that I needed to wrap things up. I needed to get that bikini back to Marla’s house, and then I needed to end what should have been ended after that first date. But I wasn’t ready to let that fun go just yet.

I was even catching the odd girl staring at me. I went down to the beach and took off the dress. I sat in the sand for a while, enjoying the sun, enjoying the glares of both single men and taken men, to the scorn of their partners.

I was so used to being invisible; I had no idea what real attention was like. It was so powerful, the way it made my heart race, the way it made me glow and smile. Why didn’t Marla wear that bikini every day?

I kept catching a little brunette chick eyeing me. I thought at first that she was a lesbian, and then I started to think that she was really admiring the bikini. Every time I looked at her, she was closer to me, looking more and more nervous. I kept smiling at her, and she would blush all over. Was she trying to get close to me so that she could make some sort of lesbian move on me?

Finally, she cleared her throat, just fifteen feet away from me, and said, “Excuse me.”

I smiled at her. “Hi there,” I said.

“I just, uh, wanted to say that I really like your bathing suit.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“Um, where did you get it?” she asked, keeping her distance. She had the nervous look of a scared animal, as if she was worried that I was about to pounce on her. She was ready to run, ready to scurry away to some hideaway or another. I almost wanted to tell her to relax, but I knew that feeling, feeling overwhelmed in the presence of a stunningly beautiful woman. I knew what it was like to be in awe of a woman’s beauty, because I’d been around Marla when she was wearing that same bikini.

“I’m just borrowing it,” I smiled. “It belongs to a friend.”

She nodded her head slowly. “I see. I’d love to have one like it.”

I smiled. “It’s really one-of-a-kind.”

She stared at my body for a moment longer. I was tempted to ask her if she wanted to have some naughty lesbian sex. I felt like I had a lot of power when I was in that bikini. That feminine beauty gave me confidence and sway that I’d never had before—not even close. I stared into her eyes, thought about it, and then she started to back off.

“Have a nice day,” she said.

“You too.”

And now I was thinking about my ‘power’. Did this magical bikini give me power over people that was ‘unnatural’? Could I seduce any man or woman?

I remembered my cucumber fantasy from the day before, imagining the ripped man driving his cock in and out of me. A tingling crept through my whole body, and then I scanned the beach until I saw a man sitting by himself, on his towel, getting some color on his skin.

He was toned, fresh from the gym, and maybe fresh from the barber too. He was a younger guy, maybe twenty-years-old, with a cool, calm look on his face. He was the kind of guy that always got first pick of the girls at the club, the kind of guy you knew that you had no chance of competing against. Now, he was sitting alone and minding his business, but somehow it was just so obvious that he was teeming with confidence.

But I had confidence too, and he seemed like the perfect target to test those magical powers on. I got up and approached him.

And maybe I had some other naughty curiosities that I wanted to deal with. That rough sex fantasy hadn’t left my head. Even after I took off the bikini the day before, those images kept coming into my mind; they wouldn’t leave me alone. Feeling that cucumber sliding in and out of me, I couldn’t help but wonder what the real thing would feel like—and I started to panic that I would never know. Once I broke things off with Marla, that bikini would be gone. I absolutely needed to get everything out of my system before I let that bikini leave my life. I didn’t have time to sit around and question my new urges or worry about my sexuality. I knew that I was straight; I knew that I still liked women and would always like women.

Though as I approached the young man on the beach, I started to worry that I was going to regret letting myself entertain this urge. Once I fooled around with the guy, I couldn’t take it back; it wasn’t a memory I could just erase. Even once the bikini was off, the memory of being with a man would stick with me. And what if I liked it? What if I wanted more of it? I didn’t want to turn gay because I got carried away messing around with some magical bikini…

Can you turn gay? What if I was already gay?

No—now I was getting carried away, worrying about my sexuality. I told myself that I would do that! This was just about the magic. Besides, it’s not gay if I’m a woman… right?

My heart pounded as I tried to justify actions I hadn’t yet taken. Now, the man was looking at me. His gaze scanned my body before coming back up to my face. “Can I help you?”

“Hi there,” I said with a smile. It seemed like an opportunity to collapse under pressure, to fold to my anxiety and the lack of confidence that I was used to. But now, there was no lack of confidence. I was operating in a different body, apparently with a different set of rules controlling my brain. “You’re hot. I really like your tattoos.” I couldn’t believe how forward I was being.

He laughed. “Thanks, beautiful. You’re looking damn fine yourself.”

Was this how confident people interacted with one another? I’m not sure I’d ever been around two prime specimens when they interacted. He was at the top of the food chain, and I was now the top food—and that wasn’t me being cocky, by the way; I knew that I wasn’t actually a hot babe. It was just magic. By calling myself stunningly beautiful, I was really just complimenting the bikini, not myself at all.

“Have a girlfriend, big boy?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips, biting my bottom lip.

He laughed again. “Come sit down for a bit.” He patted the spot next to him. As soon as I sat down, he put his ripped arm around me. It was a weird feeling: something that would have made me revolt as a man, but now I couldn’t help but melt into his body, suddenly overtaken by a sense of protection. I had female hormones buzzing through me. I was tingling with feelings that were completely alien to me. But I liked it…

We sat for a while, complimenting each other. He liked it when I ran my fingers down his muscular arms and chest, and he was content with his hand on my ass. It wasn’t long before we were making out on that beach. I stuck my tongue in his mouth and couldn’t stop myself from rubbing his abs. I finally understood what women liked about muscular men.

“Why are you so nervous?” he asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Your heart is pounding,” he laughed, putting his palm against my chest. “You okay? I’ve never felt anything like it.”

I had to stop to feel my own chest. My heart really was pounding! It almost seemed like my real heart was trapped inside of that beautiful woman’s body: a nervous heart trapped inside of an amazingly confident beauty. “I’m fine,” I said. “You’re just cute.”

He smirked. We kept kissing. I couldn’t help myself: I reached down and grabbed his erection through his shorts. He was big: big enough that I finally understood his brimming confidence. He let out a moan, and then he stood up, lifting me to my feet. “Come on,” he said, taking me to the beach’s public bathroom.

All of those anxieties were gone now. I was no longer worried about whether or not this was something I would regret. I wasn’t thinking about the fact that I was actually a man, and that the bikini was the only thing between me being a beautiful woman and me being an average man, complete with body hair.

But I came to my senses—at least a little bit—when he tried to pull off my top. I managed to grab his wrists, stopping him. “Leave it on,” I whispered.

“I want to see your tits,” he smirked.

“Another time,” I said. “I—I just got them done. They’re still healing.”

“Oh,” he said. “That’s cool. I like fake tits.” He laughed and then he leaned in to kiss my neck. He wrapped his arms around me. He pushed me against that bathroom wall. It was weird, being completely out of control. His strong hands had complete control over me, holding me in place as if I weighed absolutely nothing.

He was dominating me. It was almost like my muscles were failing me. It was almost like I was shrinking, or maybe like he was growing. His firm grip on me almost hurt.

“Relax,” he said, though I thought that I was relaxed. I looked down and saw that he had his palm on the middle of my chest again. My heart was probably still racing. The real me was trapped inside of that body, horrified as it watched me going through with this insanity.

And it really was insanity! I didn’t even know the man’s name. He was a complete stranger, and I was about to let him fuck me. He was about to ravage my body, and I was doing nothing to stop him. I wasn’t even resisting him. In fact, I was the one hurrying it along, unable to wait to know what it felt like to have a throbbing cock inside of my body.

I grabbed his shaft and squeezed it, moaning, pressing it against my clit. I let him slide up and down, massaging my clit, making my legs tremble. He picked my thighs up, leaning me harder against the wall. We both stared down at his cock as it slid up and down my pelvis. I reached down and pulled my bikini bottoms to the side, knowing they couldn’t come down my legs or I would change back. Then, he drew back, bringing his tip to my dribbling hole. He paused for a moment with that big grin on his face. Then he mashed himself inside of me. I gasped, watching in shock as my hole stretched open to fit his huge size.

I could feel every throbbing vein pushing into my body. He was so warm. When I clenched, his cock twitched, reminding me that it was real and not just a cucumber.

Was this really happening? Just a couple of hours earlier, I was a man, in bed with a woman, feeling relatively normal. Now, I had no idea who I was. I had no idea what I wanted. Were these just random urges, or was this what I actually wanted?

He pushed deeper and deeper, until it felt like he was pushing hard against the back of my pussy. “It’s too deep!” I cried suddenly, grabbing onto his shoulders and clenching hard.

He just grinned, as if my cry was some sort of badge of honor. At least he didn’t try pushing in any further, though he didn’t exactly take it easy on me. And it didn’t take long to realize that I didn’t want him to take it easy on me.

It felt good when he rammed me. It felt good when he pushed me hard into that wall and forced himself deep, pushing me past my comfort zone. He was thrusting way harder than I was brave enough to thrust with the cucumber, and it was paying off. I screamed loud, and then he pulled out suddenly, letting the flow of hot liquid gush out of me. He grinned. “I had a feeling you were a squirter,” he said before ramming his fat cock back into my pussy.

He ravaged me for ten more glorious minutes, until I was dripping with sweat, four or five orgasms deep. I could hardly move when he finally started groaning. I knew what was coming because I could feel his cock becoming hard—harder than it had been, harder than I knew a cock could get. It was like a pillar of warm steel inside of my body. And it was pulsing, twitching. All of the muscles on his body were clenching. He cried out, and then he pulled his cock out of my pussy. He put his hand on my head and shoved me down to my knees. The bathroom floor was concrete and cold. “Ouch!” I cried, and then a moment later, I was getting a warm facial of thick cum.

I don’t know why, but I opened my mouth, trying to catch as much as I could on my tongue—though he wasn’t aiming for my tongue. Thick cum was blasting left and right. His hand was shaking and cock went along for the ride. Cum got on my eyelids, my cheeks, my chin, my lips, my forehead, my chest, and my thighs. To finish, he stuck his tip into my mouth and held my head in place by grabbing my hair; he didn’t release me until I sucked that final drop out of him.

Then he released me with a rough push, grunting as he bent over to pull up his shorts.

He gave me a slap on the cheek. “You were pretty good,” he said with a grin. “I want your number.”

“I don’t have one,” I said.

“Who doesn’t have a number?” he asked.

I probably could have come up with a better excuse, but that was the best I had under pressure. I shrugged my shoulders. “I get it,” he said, shaking his head. “Just wanted a good fucking. I’m not offended. But if you change your mind, look me up. Chase Parker. Add me and we can hook up again. Oh, you’ve got cum on your swimsuit, by the way.” Then he left, leaving me alone in that men’s bathroom.

I went to the mirror, and then another man came in. he paused and looked at me. I flushed red and then scurried out of the bathroom, rushing down the building until I was at the women’s bathroom door. I went in. It was much more spacious, with multiple stalls and a clean floor. I went into one of the stalls and put my bag down on the ground.

Now, I could feel my heart racing. The anxiety was real, and not just hiding deep inside of me. I had to take a series of deep breaths to calm myself down while I came to terms with what I’d just done. I looked down at my breasts and saw the thick, oozing cum running down between my tits. I used my wrist to wipe the cum off of my lips. I ran my fingers through my hair and learned that there was cum there too. “Shit,” I said.

I went to the sink and tried to rinse out my hair. The cum was thick and sticky, not wanting to come out. Getting it off of my face wasn’t too easy either. All of my makeup washed off. I knew that the solution to this messy issue was to transform back into myself, even though I wanted to continue being a woman for a while, basking in that curious sense of freedom that came with being a girl.

I reluctantly took the cum-stained bikini off. I took my proper clothes out of my bag and dropped the bikini into the bag. Then I peeked out of that stall to make sure there were no women in the bathroom before going to the mirror to make sure there wasn’t cum in my hair or on my face. There was some cum on my chest, so I spent a minute cleaning it off with paper towels, soap, and water. I felt so embarrassed—and even more embarrassed when a girl walked in.

It was the girl I ran into earlier, who complimented my bikini. I froze as she stared at me, and she froze too.

“Sorry,” I said, trying to think fast. “Is this the women’s room?”

“I think so,” she said with a soft voice.

“My bad,” I said, blushing all over. I don’t think she recognized me. I was myself now, wearing jeans, with my usual flat chest and short hair. Thankfully, there was no more cum on me. “I’ll just get my shirt on,” I said.

I took a minute to wriggle into my shirt. Sure, I was embarrassed, but it could have been so much worse. If the woman had any idea what I’d just done: letting a stranger fuck me senseless before drenching me in cum… being caught cleaning my hair in the women’s bathroom wasn’t so bad.

I grabbed my bag and zipped out of the bathroom, hurrying across the beach with my head down until I was far away from anyone who might realize I was the same person as the woman who went into the bathroom with the jacked man.

I went straight home, to my house, tossing my bag onto the ground and then falling onto my couch, exhausted after a long week with little sleep. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I wanted to take a nap, but I knew I had to get back to Marla’s house to put that bikini back where it belonged. If she got home and saw that I wasn’t there, and the bikini was missing, she would certainly come looking for me, thinking that I was up to no good. I didn’t want her coming close to knowing that I’d been putting on her magic bikini so that I could experience being a woman.

I knew that I only had a couple of hours before she was done work. So I pulled myself up, grabbed my bag, and headed towards my laundry machine. I had about enough time to wash the bikini and dry it, but I had to hurry. I unzipped my bag, reached in, and then I froze.

The bikini wasn’t inside.

“What the hell?” I said, turning my bag inside out, reaching into each and every little pocket, and then checking all of the pockets a second and third time. “No, no, no.” I kept searching, but the bikini had vanished. My bag was empty.

I was sure that I put it in the bag, but maybe I missed. Maybe I dropped it next to the bag.

I threw the bag aside and rushed through my house, thinking that it might have fallen out at some point since I got home. Then I rushed outside, walking the exact path I took home from the beach, looking everywhere, packing. Where did the bikini go? I must have dropped it in the bathroom.

But it wasn’t there. I made a woman gasp when I went in. “What are you doing in here!?” she yelled.

“I’m sorry!” I said, buzzing through the bathroom. “My—uh—girlfriend dropped her bikini. Did you see it?”

“Get out, creep!” she screamed. “I’m calling the cops!”

The bikini wasn’t there. I looked everywhere. Now, the woman was screaming for help. I had to get out of there. People were rushing over to see what was happening.

“H—Have you seen a bikini?” I asked a stranger who was standing nearby. “I—I think I left it here.”

“That creep was just spying on me in the bathroom!” the woman shouted from behind me.

“What?” said the stranger.

And I knew I had to get out of there. I wasn’t going to find the bikini.

I rushed away as a small crowd formed around the woman. She was telling them what I’d done, barging into the bathroom and opening up every stall. I was starting to sweat, heart pounding, terrified of what was going to happen. How was I going to explain this?


CHAPTER 7
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Iwas at Marla’s house when she got home. I played it cool, sitting on her couch, acting like nothing was out of the ordinary. “I thought you were going to work today?” she asked with the condescending tone of a wife that had been putting up with ‘my shit’ for a decade.

“I only worked four hours,” I said. “It was a short day.”

“Well did you at least make some money?”

“Yeah,” I said.

She didn’t notice the missing bikini right away. We ordered some food to the house. We sat and watched a few shows. Before bed, she told me that she was going to get changed into something more comfortable. I braced for her shock, but she didn’t notice the missing bikini then. She wanted to have sex in her lingerie. I went along with it, even though I was still trying to find a good opportunity to break things up. Maybe I could be out of the relationship before she realized the bikini was missing.

But I wasn’t sure how to do it, so I went along with the sex. I slept with her. It took me thirty minutes to come. We slept in the bed together. Then, in the morning, she finally realized the bikini was gone.

“Where is it?” she asked, shaking me awake in a state of terror.

“Where’s what?” I asked, waking up slowly. But I knew exactly what she was asking about.

“My bikini!” she gasped. “Where is it!?”

“The magic one?” I said, probably playing a bit too dumb.

“Where is it, Justin!? It’s gone!” she cried.

“I—I don’t know. Why would I know? I don’t know where you keep things.”

“I always leave it in this room. It’s always here. But it’s not here. So where the hell is it? Where did you put it!?”

“I didn’t put it anywhere,” I lied. “I don’t know where your bikini is, Marla. Quit accusing me of losing it.”

“It’s gone!” she screamed, as if I lost her newborn baby.

“Relax,” I said. “Just relax. I’m sure it’s here somewhere.”

“I’ve looked everywhere! It’s not fucking here!” She took a deep breath. “When you went to work yesterday, did you leave the door unlocked? It was stolen! I’m sure of it! I’m sure it was stolen! You idiot! You left my door unlocked and I was robbed!”

“Is anything else missing?” I said, ignoring the fact she just called me an idiot.

“No!” She screamed. “They probably just wanted the bikini! I can’t believe it’s gone.” She broke down, crying hysterically like a mother who lost a child. It was awkward, to say the least. She was acting like I’d taken away her whole life, and maybe I did screw her over just a little bit. Though she stole the bikini to begin with; it was never rightfully hers. She had her run with it, and now there was probably someone else getting their run with it—maybe that someone was a seagull at the landfill.

“It’s fine, Marla,” I said from a distance. “I—I’m sure you’ll find it. It’s probably here somewhere.”

“Leave!” she screamed. “Get out of my house! I want you gone! I don’t want you here!”

I decided to take the advice, and I was happy to be gone. I felt strangely guilty. Yes, I lost the bikini, but it really wasn’t her bikini to begin with. She had her success with it. She needed to get on with her life without it—and I’d been looking for an out for days. Now I had my out. She asked me to leave, she didn’t want me in her life because she was convinced that I left her door unlocked; if that was enough to make her want to dump me, then so be it.

I was happy to be out, but I still felt bad about the lost bikini—not because Marla couldn’t have it back, but because I couldn’t have it back.

Maybe I regretted letting that man fuck me—just a little bit—but I didn’t feel like I was finished being a girl. I didn’t get it out of my system. I liked that feeling of being sexy, wearing those cute outfits, smooth skin, long, soft hair. I liked it when guys looked at me and smiled, eyes gleaming. Maybe I didn’t need to be the world’s hottest supermodel, but even if I could just have a tenth of that attention back…

It wasn’t the attention that I wanted necessarily. It was something else—something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. Maybe it was just the validation; those looks confirmed that I really did look like a girl… But why did I care? Why did I want to look like a girl?

I got home and looked in my mirror, at my male face, male body, male hair. As a man, I just looked so… plain. I never really cared before, but now it felt different. Now, I knew what I was missing.

And I would never have it again. I would never stumble upon another magical bikini—or any magical anything. My time as a girl was up, and I suppose I saw it coming; that’s why I was so adamant about getting it out of my system while I had it. Maybe I would have never gotten it out of my system. Maybe I would have kept entertaining it and the urges to wear it would have just gotten stronger and stronger, until I was trying out for the cover of Sports Illustrated magazine, just like Marla.

Now, I thought about posing for the cover of a magazine. I let out a sigh and then went to my couch. I put on the TV and felt lifeless as I sat, slumped, watching some rerun of a show that wasn’t even very good to begin with. I couldn’t stop thinking about what I’d lost, even though it was something I never really had, and it was something that I never really wanted (until it was gone). It’s funny how things can be like that…

Then, an ad came on the TV. It was an ad I’d seen a thousand times, for some high-end department store: images of women wearing ritzy dresses and sparkling high heels. I found myself feeling strangely jealous of the girls, even though I’d seen the ad before—and before when I saw the ad, I would usually find myself ogling the girls. This was different. Now, I was ogling their shoes, their dresses, and their pretty hairstyles.

Then another ad came on, this one for a local women’s clothing store that sold trendy discount clothes. They were having a blow-out sale. The ad was similar, this time with alt chicks, emos, and some trendy zoomer girls posing in more urban settings.

“Everything in the store is 50% off, this weekend only!” said the announcer. And the strangest urge to look the store up overwhelmed me. I ended up on their website, going through page after page of women’s clothing. I filled a shopping cart, though I’m not sure why. I wasn’t a woman anymore. I was only a woman for a few hours. I didn’t have a woman’s body or a woman’s face. I didn’t have a pussy or tits. I had a cock, a flat chest, and body hair…

But I didn’t have to have the body hair…

I found myself in my bathroom, holding my razor. I had the strangest grin on my face as I swiped away the hair, one stroke at a time. What was I doing? Why was I shaving my legs? Why was I shaving around my cock? Why was I taking the hair off of my armpits?

And why did I go ahead and order the clothes from the website, even paying an extra fifteen bucks for express delivery? Was I losing my mind?

I grabbed my wallet and put up my hood before walking across the street, going into the drug store. I spent over a hundred dollars on makeup supplies, refusing to make eye-contact with the saleswoman. I felt awkward and insane—and very, very confused. I had no idea why I was doing the things that I was doing, but I couldn’t stop myself. I wasn’t a girl anymore, but I was acting like one. These urges should have gone away when I took the bikini off. Why were these feelings lingering inside of me?

I took the makeup back to my apartment and got started experimenting. I must have spent four hours in front of the mirror, testing everything. Then, I got a phone call. I was so distracted that I didn’t even bother to check the caller-ID before answering. “Hello?” I said.

“Are you going to come back?” she asked. It was Marla.

“Come back?” I said. “You told me to leave.”

“I’m so sorry about that. I was in a bad place. Please come back. We can spend the night together. I’ll make it up to you. I’ll blow you. You can put it in my ass—whatever you want. Please.”

There was a touch of temptation, but I hadn’t forgotten our complete lack of chemistry. I hadn’t forgotten the long, awkward silences. We just weren’t a good match, and I couldn’t waste any more of her time, even if it meant getting a blowjob (her blowjobs were short and awkward anyway. She obviously didn’t enjoy giving them). I wanted to be with a girl who was happy and spunky and fun to be around…

Or maybe I wanted to be that girl…

I shook my head. Where were these thoughts coming from? Why did my body tingle with excitement when I thought about being with a man? Those ideas were supposed to leave with the bikini.

“Justin?” she asked.

“What is it?”

“Are you coming or not?”

“We have to break up,” I said. “I’m sorry, Marla. We aren’t a good fit. I wasted your time. You deserve someone who wants to be with you. And—I hate to say it—I don’t think you actually want to be with me; I think you’re just tired of looking for someone. But you’ll find the right guy. He’s out there for you. It’s just not me.”

“Just admit it,” she said. “You’re just done with me because the bikini is gone.” I could hear that she was starting to cry.

“Marla,” I said. “That’s not it. But you deserve honestly, so I’ll tell you honestly: you were more fun to be around when you were in the bikini. It gave you a nicer personality. That’s the kind of girl I want to be with—and I don’t even really care about the beauty you gained from it, believe it or not.”

“The bikini never changed my personality,” she said.

“Yes, it did.”

“No, it didn’t. It doesn’t do anything to the wearer’s personality, Justin. It just changes their appearance. Maybe I was acting more confident because I felt more confident, but that’s it.”

I paused for a moment. “How sure of that are you?”

“Positive,” she said. “The bikini has nothing to do with your personality. It just changes you physically. But it’s gone now. But I promise I’ll start trying harder. I’ll start going to the gym again. I’ll get my lashes done. I’ll get my eyebrows done. I’ll change my diet. I can be like that girl if you’ll stay with me.”

“I’m sorry, Marla,” I said. “I think you should do all of that stuff for yourself. You should be determined to love yourself. But we’re just not a good match. I’m glad I met you, but I don’t think we were meant to be together.”

She was silent for a long moment. I could hear her breathing. I was waiting for her response, and then she hung up the phone. That was the last time I ever heard from her.

I felt bad, but it was for the best. Years later, I looked her up and saw that she was engaged to a nice-looking fellow. She looked happy, so it worked out for her in the end.

As for me, things worked out for me too, but in a much different way than I expected.

I never got that bikini back, but I found out where it went when I stumbled upon that familiar girl on Instagram one afternoon. She had twenty-two million followers, and she was wearing that bikini in most of her photos (and I guarantee it was under her clothes in the other shots). It was the girl I talked to at the beach, who I ran into in the bathroom. She must have swiped the bikini. Oh well—it never belonged to me anyway, and it didn’t stay with her either. One day, she made a post on Instagram—her last post—saying that someone had stolen something dear to her and she could no longer carry on with her social media career.

I don’t think that magical bikini was meant to stay with one person for very long. I think Marla held onto it for longer than the universe wanted her to.

My clothes came a few days after I ordered them. I still had no idea what I was going to do with them. I spent so much money on them, so I had to do something with them. I knew that I was never going to look like the supermodel that I was when I put on that bikini, no matter how much cash I dropped on clothes and makeup, but that didn’t stop me from trying to see what I was capable of.

With some work, I managed to create something feminine. No, I wasn’t going to be on the cover of Sports Illustrated. I wasn’t going to turn every male head that passed me, but I thought that I was pretty cute. I went out and managed to turn a couple of heads over the course of a few hours. I got a smile from a cute guy, and that did wonders for my confidence.

And then I went home and spent a good hour in front of the mirror, trying to calm myself down. My heart was pounding mercilessly. I actually went out dressed like a girl, with pads stuffed into a lace bra and my cock tucked between my thighs. It was both terrifying and exhilarating.

I liked it.

I can’t really tell you why I liked it so much. I guess I just liked feeling cute; it wasn’t something I was used to, but it was something that was just so, so satisfying. So I went out again the next day, wearing a cute summer dress. I turned another head or two. Maybe I got a few weird looks from people who weren’t quite sure if I was really a woman. Maybe they had to look hard to make a determination, but I knew that I was only going to get better as I improved my makeup, grew out my hair, and so on. I felt like I had a big journey ahead of me. It was an exciting thought and a scary one.

There were still many questions left to be answered—some that I would figure out over time, and some that I would probably never figure out. Where did that bikini come from? Who made it? Was its appearance in my life some form of divine intervention? Those were questions that would probably remain unanswered. There were other questions that I knew I would figure out: just how far was this new little ‘hobby’ going to go? Would it just be a fun little pastime, or would it become a part of my life? Did I want to find a man, or was I still looking for a woman… or did I want both?

I think life is more fun when you don’t have the answers to all of the questions; it gives you something to look forward to. A bit of uncertainty can do a person good. Maybe those questions were uncertain now, but I had a pretty good idea of where things were going, just based on those desires which were only getting stronger and stronger every time I went out. And when I started looking into getting a prescription for hormone pills… well, I guess that gives you an idea of where I was going.

THE END
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THE ULTIMATE SACRIFICE

A FIRST TIME FEMINIZATION STORY

Drew wants to make the school’s hockey team, but tryouts haven’t been going so well. He’s missing all of his shots and botching his passes. He needs to make the team if he’s going to have any chance at getting a scholarship, and he needs that scholarship if he’s going to have any chance of going to college.

There’s one last hope. Coach Brown was fired from his last job for reasons that were never disclosed, but Drew’s friend, Jules, knows why. Coach Brown has a bit of a thing for girly boys: the girlier, the better—and he’s always willing to give a spot on the team to someone who can satisfy his unmentionable addiction.


CHAPTER 1
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Ididn’t feel good.

No, that was an understatement. I felt like throwing up. My skin was cold. When I stood up, my legs would wobble and I would become overwhelmed with panic, worried that I was going to black out. Hell, I was kind of hoping that I would black out, because if I was blacked out, I wouldn’t be able to go through with this nonsense scheme.

It really did seem like nonsense, but Jules assured me it would work; he assured me that he did the same thing, and that’s how he got his spot on the team.

A part of me was worried that he was pranking me, that the whole team was in on this joke, and I was just falling for it. But Jules story did add up; the whole school was perplexed when Jules was picked for the team the year before. And I’d heard the rumors that Coach Brown had been frisky with a few students before…

There was that nausea again. I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths. Then I looked down at my naked body. One leg was shaved. It looked weird. I looked like a pre-pubescent boy… maybe a little bit like a girl. I flexed my toes. I let out a small groan.

I really thought that I was going to throw up.

But it was a sacrifice that I had to make. “Worst case scenario,” Jules had said to me, “he just scorns you and tells you to scram. It’s not like he’s going to tell anyone. He wouldn’t risk the embarrassment.” I spent a lot of time thinking about all of the possible scenarios; it really did seem unlikely that he would tell anyone about what I did. He didn’t need any more controversies in his career.

Three years earlier, he was fired from Virginia after some private allegations found their way to the dean. What happened was never released publicly, but the rumors spread around the town. Melissa’s parents wouldn’t let her try out for the girls’ team because they heard that Coach Brown forced himself on one of the female athletes at Virginia. Danny told me that he heard Coach Brown paid a hitman to kill the rival team’s star player. I also heard a rumor that Coach Brown killed his girlfriend but was never arrested because the police mishandled the evidence.

It was all probably nonsense. Coach Brown seemed like a perfectly normal guy: quiet, happy, extremely fit. I spent a good amount of time trying to find out what he did at Virginia from a reliable source, but nothing came up. I guess I was just hoping to find some piece of information that would validate what Jules was telling me, because it was just so hard to believe—

But I was so desperate.

I wanted to be on that team. I loved hockey. I always thought that I would end up in the NHL, but those dreams were crushed when a doctor confirmed that I would never grow taller than 5’5”. Short guys don’t make the NHL unless they can shoot like Ovechkin and skate like McDavid; I wasn’t that good. But I could still make a good college team one day, be good enough to get a scholarship or two, tour with a team, make lifelong friends… Maybe it wasn’t the NHL, but it was a compromised dream…

But let’s face it: I would never make a college team if I could make the high-school team. And tryouts hadn’t been going so well. Maybe I was just trying too hard. Maybe I wasn’t as good as I thought I was. I missed most of my shots. I fell on my ass more than a handful of times, which was unusual for me. I kept getting mixed up; I was used to playing center, but Coach Brown had me on the left wing. It wasn’t a position that I was used to. I was overwhelmed. I wasn’t playing to my full potential.

I had to make that team. A hockey scholarship was my only ticket into college. My grades weren’t going to get me there, and my family was too broke to be making any sweetener donations. I had to make that damned team.

There was one day left: a day of scrimmages. Coach Brown had already sent out the lines, and I was on the B-team’s fourth line, suggesting that I’d already been cut before the trials were over. I wasn’t going to get enough ice time to change his mind, so I had to resort to extreme measures. I had to do something crazy, humiliating, and completely degrading. Jules was a worse skater than me and he made the team doing the same thing.

“It was horrible, but it was only horrible for ten minutes,” Jules told me. “I put on a wig and some makeup, and I borrowed one of the girls’ track outfits. He had his way with me, and then that was that.”

“Did it hurt?” I asked with a pounding heart.

“No,” he said. “Not physically, anyway.”

“But… he was inside of you?”

Jules nodded his head and let his gaze fall to the floor. His skin turned pale. I was pretty sure that Jules wasn’t some talented actor. That reaction seemed genuine.

“If you want to do it, I’ll get you a wig and some makeup and a dress. You’ll have to do the rest. And Drew?”

“Yeah?” I said, biting down on my tongue.

“Only do it if you really want to be on the team,” he said. “Because… well, I thought I wanted to be on the team, and then I found that it really wasn’t for me. It wasn’t worth it. Yeah, it looks good on a college application, but I’ll never forget those ten minutes. I have to live with that forever.”

“I probably won’t do it,” I said. “It’s just too weird.” But it was a lie. I just didn’t want him knowing that I was going to do it. I had access to my sister’s clothes and makeup. I didn’t need him to source any of that stuff for me. And there was a chance that Jules was pranking me; if he was, I definitely didn’t want him knowing when and where I was going to do it.

I took another deep breath, now finishing up my second leg. I ran my fingers down my smooth skin. It was a weird feeling. Without leg hair, somehow my feet looked smaller; is that possible?

And then I shaved around my crotch. This was probably the closest I came to throwing up. I even stopped and ran to the toilet, falling to my knees and heaving, but nothing came out—probably because I hadn’t eaten anything in two days. It was two days earlier when I decided that I was going to do it.

Once I collected myself, I looked over at the counter where the outfit was. It was an outfit I stole from my sister’s closet: a tight red bodysuit, a pair of tight jean short-shorts, fishnet tights, and a pair of tall black boots. It was honestly just the first thing that I grabbed from her closet; I didn’t want to be in her room for any longer than I needed to be. My original plan was to get a dress, by all of my sister’s dresses were so low cut, and I didn’t have breasts. The red bodysuit covered the whole chest. I could hide a pair of pads in there to make me look more feminine. “Don’t go overboard with it,” Jules told me. “He likes girly boys, not girls.” I think that was the most unnerving comment that Jules made.

What does that even mean? Why did he like ‘girly boys’? How did Jules find out about Coach Brown’s little fetish? I asked him, but he didn’t give me an answer. His face just turned red and he told me that he had to go.

“Why are you telling me this at all?” I asked.

“Because I know you want to make the team,” he said. “Just please do me a favor and don’t tell anyone what I told you. It’s a secret. I like you, Drew. You’re a nice kid. Just… don’t do anything you’re going to regret. Make sure you actually want to be on that team.”

“I’m not going to do it,” I said to him, lying.

Now, I was all shaved up. My body was slippery all over. Without body hair (and I didn’t have much to begin with), I felt ten pounds lighter. I felt a few inches shorter. But worst of all, I felt completely emasculated—though that was about to get much worse.

Next, it was time to slip into that outfit. It was much tighter than anything I’d ever put on before. That red top was kind of sporty: red with a white collar and white trim around the short sleeves. The sides were exposed, held together by crisscrossing laces, tied into little bows above my hips. Between my legs were a pair of little clips, holding the stretchy bodysuit together. A very thin strip of fabric held my penis and ball sack in place.

I hated that the outfit fit at all. I’d seen my sister wearing it before, and my friends all called my sister ‘petite’. They’d also seen her wearing it. “Your sister is fucking hot,” Greg said to me when he saw her wearing that exact combination: red bodysuit, short-shorts, fishnet tights. So maybe that had something to do with me picking it. I figured I had a better chance of winning over Coach Brown if I could be ‘hot’.

A chill ran down my spine. As if I thought that I could actually be hot! I probably couldn’t even pass as a woman, so why was I wondering if I could be an attractive woman? Coach Brown was going to take one look at me and then he was going to be overwhelmed by the same nausea that had been crippling me for two days. I looked ridiculous! This was such a ludicrous plan!

I looked at myself in the mirror. So maybe I didn’t look quite so ridiculous. Maybe my body was a bit feminine. I knew that I was about the same height as the girls in my classes, and maybe around the same weight too…

I shook my head, trying not to get too down on myself. I just told myself that anyone could look like a girl by shaving their body and putting on women’s clothing. And it’s not like I actually looked like a girl; it’s not like a random guy would see me and have no clue that I wasn’t actually a woman. “You can do this,” I whispered to myself.

The urge to ripe those clothes off came strong, but I resisted. I’d been fighting similar urges for two days. I didn’t want to give myself to Coach Brown. I didn’t want to suffer the humiliation. I didn’t want the lifelong trauma. But I kept reminding myself: ten or fifteen minutes of humiliation for a lifetime of opportunity. I had no other prospects. This was it for me.

If you’ve never been truly desperate before in your life, then you probably can’t begin to understand how I was feeling. This was truly my last hope to avoid a pathetic life. Without that hockey team, I wouldn’t be getting the bonus credits I needed to sweeten my college application. And a college application was useless without a scholarship; my family had no money to send me to college. My grades alone weren’t enough—but I mentioned that already. When it came to tools, I was useless, so going into a trade was a guaranteed disaster. My options, without a hockey scholarship, were scanning groceries, flipping burgers, and cleaning bathrooms at nail salons.

I looked in the mirror again. I saw the tears in my own eyes. I really didn’t want to have to do this. I didn’t want to have sex with my gym teacher… But I had to make the sacrifice. What was the lesser of two evils? A lifetime of cleaning bathrooms or an awkward afternoon?

I picked up the wig that I picked up that morning. It was a long ginger wig. It was a cheap thing, but it looked real, at least to me. It was thirty bucks at a costume store, and I planned on returning it as soon as I was done with it. I spent five minutes moving the hair around, trying to find the best position to make it cover my face.

Someone pulled on the bathroom door, making me jump. The lock stopped the door from opening. I slapped the palm of my hand against the middle of my chest. “Someone in there?” a voice called out.

“Yes!” I tried to call out, but my voice was broken—and I’d been practicing my ‘sissy voice’. That’s what the internet tutorials called it, anyway. I’d been practicing all day. I cleared my throat and then found my proper voice. “I’m in here.”

“Are you almost done?”

“No,” I called back. “Go use another bathroom.”

He grunted and then stormed off. It took a few minutes to settle down my heart rate. Then I checked the time. It was 3:45 PM. I only had thirty minutes before Coach Brown left his office for the afternoon. I needed to hurry up. I hadn’t even touched the makeup yet.

“Alright,” I whispered to myself. “You can do this, Drew. You have to do this.”

I looked in the mirror again. Now, a tear was racing down my cheek. I sniffled and wiped the tear away.

The night before, I snuck down to my kitchen and stole a cucumber from the fridge. I spent an hour in my room with it, trying to build up the confidence to put it in my ass. The internet said it wouldn’t hurt and it wouldn’t damage anything, but I was too afraid. I never got more than half an inch into myself before panicking, curling up into a ball, and spending twenty minutes or so in a state of panic. I never did penetrate myself, so I really didn’t know what to expect.

But I really didn’t think it would get to that. I really didn’t think that Coach Brown would actually fuck me. I just assumed he would reject me. I assumed he would turn me away.

Or did I assume that? Why was I putting in all of that work and taking such a big risk if I really thought he was just going to turn me away?

My hand trembled as I put on eyeliner. I did a practice run at home the night before, after my parents went to sleep. I wasn’t going for anything too complicated—just enough to make my face look more feminine. The eyeliner helped. The mascara made the biggest difference. The concealer was ideal for making me more-or-less unrecognizable.

Another panic attack came. I had to squat down on the floor, worried I was going to topple over. My eyes were starting to water, but now I couldn’t let myself cry. I couldn’t ruin my makeup. I had to keep myself together. “This will all be over with in the next hour,” I whispered to myself.

I stood back up. I took a deep breath. I stared at my fully feminized self. I hadn’t put on the makeup, the wig, and the clothes at the same time. Now, seeing it all together… I was starting to think that this scheme might just work. Maybe I wasn’t going to end up being rejected.

“Even if he doesn’t reject you, it might show him just how serious you are about wanting to be on the team,” Jules had told me. For some reason it made sense, though it was probably totally senseless.

“You can do this,” I whispered one last time.

Then I bit my tongue. I was a virgin. I’d never been with a woman or a man. To think that I might be about to lose my virginity to an older man was just horrifying. It was beyond horrifying, but it seemed necessary.

It was the ultimate sacrifice.


CHAPTER 2
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It was a long walk down that hallway. I moved quickly, not wanting to be seen by anyone—not even the janitor. It wasn’t a long stretch—maybe fifty meters, but time seemed to be moving in slow-motion. The hallways were silent. My footsteps were soft since I was wearing nothing on my feet, unless you count the fishnet tights, but they were still echoing in the silent school.

The students had all left over an hour ago. All of the after-school programs had ended. Most of the teachers were done for the afternoon.

I took a deep breath as my gaze fell upon the gym door. I looked back to make sure nobody was watching me.

I felt cold, even though it was a hot summer day. I don’t think I’d ever been so naked outside of my house before. The tight red top covered my torso and back. The shorts covered some of my ass and my crotch. Otherwise, I was exposed. My long red hair bounced on my shoulders, tickling my skin, reminding me that I was dressed up like a complete fool.

My mind raced from ‘this will never work’ to ‘this is definitely going to work’. I was giving myself 50/50 odds. I guess that was better than nothing.

I pushed open those gymnasium doors. The doors groaned loudly, and that groan reverberated in the large gym. One of the doors hit a loose basketball, and that basketball made a thud against the nearby wall, announcing my entrance. I scanned the room before grabbing the door and securing it shut behind me. I didn’t think my heart could possibly pound any harder, but now it was knocking loudly against my ribcage, like a police officer at a drug dealer’s house. I tried to calm it by putting my palm to my chest.

Now, I was looking across the gym at his office door. The curtains were closed. My stomach swelled and groaned. I looked down at my body. There were no mirrors in sight, so I couldn’t look at myself to make sure my makeup was fine, to make sure my wig hadn’t shifted, to make sure there were no wardrobe malfunctions. I was suddenly convinced that I looked absolutely ridiculous, but I couldn’t confirm it. My gaze drifted to the emergency exit. My bag was still in the bathroom down the hall, but I was tempted to just make a run for it. My house was only five blocks away. I could get my bag in the morning from the lost-and-found bin.

I started walking across the gym floor. For some reason, I was inclined to walk on my toes, maybe because I was barefoot and scared to step on something sharp, or maybe it was just a consequence of being dolled up like a girl. “Why are you doing this?” I whimpered to myself. It seemed so extreme, so drastic, yet I was still going through with it. I was making the stupidest mistake of my life: I knew it, but I couldn’t stop myself. “Just turn around, Drew. Don’t do this.” But I didn’t take my own advice. I just kept marching forward towards Coach Brown’s office.

“You’re his type,” Jules had told me.

“How do you know that?”

“I just know,” he said. “Just believe me. If you want to make the team… you’re his type. It won’t be hard.”

My conversation with Jules was replaying over and over in my mind. Now, I was trying to analyze that memory, trying to decide if Jules was fucking with me. This was my last chance. I hadn’t been seen by anybody yet. I still had time to turn around and avoid being seen altogether. I still had ten steps before Coach Brown’s office.

A silhouette moved behind the office curtain. I froze suddenly, gasping. I was in the middle of the gym. I looked left and right, but there was nothing to hide behind. The closest hiding place was the hallway, thirty steps behind me. There was no way I could run in time if that door started opening. But I don’t think Coach Brown would have recognized me from behind. If I started running, I just had to make sure not to look back…

But the door didn’t open. I watched for a minute as his silhouette crossed the room again and he sat back behind his desk.

I took that moment to catch my breath. I wiped some cold sweat from my forehead. “You can do this,” I said one last time, and then I continued towards that office door.

There are a few moments in a person’s life that can be described as ‘defining’. I’m sure you can think of a few from your life, though usually we aren’t aware the moments are happening when they are, with a few exceptions, like child birth. As I reached for the handle of that office door, I knew that I was experience a life-changing moment. I knew that things weren’t going to be the same after I left school. I was right—though I had no idea why I was right.

His gaze lifted slowly from his desk, tracking up my frozen body until he found my face. I just stood there, as still as a statue, trying to hide my trembling hands behind my back. I could tell that he didn’t quite recognize me as his eyes narrowed and his head tilted to one side. Then the moment of recognition came. His skin flushed a pale color, his lips parted; he realized who he was looking at, and it didn’t take him long to put it all together.

Pale turned to red. Eyes widened. He leaned over, looking behind me, and then he stuttered before saying, “Close the door.” Those words sealed my fate. I knew that there were two possibilities when I presented myself to him: I was either going to get ‘Close the door’ or ‘Get out of here’. My heart swirled down into the pit of my stomach. He stood up from his chair, reminding me just how tall he was: almost an entire foot taller than me. He cleared his throat and reddened even more. “Who told you to do this?” he asked after a moment of terrible silence.

I’d spent a good deal of time practicing my voice, but that time was wasted. When I was in his office, I didn’t speak a word. I couldn’t bring myself to produce any words at all; the lump in my throat wouldn’t allow it. I just stood there, feeling small, trembling like a mouse caught in a trap.

“Well?” he said.

I did manage to shrug my shoulders. I pressed my glossy lips together. The feeling of the gloss on my lips was something I wasn’t quickly getting used to.

“What is it that you want?” he asked, narrowing his eyes even more, looking like a police officer interrogating a suspect.

I stared into his eyes before darting my gaze to the concrete floor. His office was really just an old gym storage closet that had been converted by cutting a window into a wall to look out at the gymnasium. In fact, there was a large shelf that was still being used for gym storage, covered in bibs and volleyballs and a big bag of foam dodge-balls.

He took a series of deep breaths, looking angry. I looked away from him again, unable to maintain eye-contact for more than a second at a time. The fact I was able to look into his eyes at all was a complete miracle.

I was experiencing many emotions at once: terror was a prominent one, but none were stronger than the regret that was making me want to break down in tears in front of him. That angry look on his face made me realize that I’d just ruined the small chance I still had at making that high-school hockey team. Before I walked into that room, there was a chance that I could have gone out on the ice during those final few scrimmages and outperformed my peers—enough to get a spot on the fourth line. Now, Coach Brown was surely going to ensure that I didn’t end up anywhere near the team. Hell, there was no way I could even show up for the last day of tryouts. The embarrassment that I was feeling now wasn’t going to be going away anytime soon, and it was only going to come back with force every time I was near him.

“Aren’t you going to speak?” he said.

Without looking up, I shrugged my shoulders. I wasn’t doing a good job of selling myself. I thought I would walk into that room with confidence. I thought I would throw a sly grin at him and then get down to being flirty. I thought I would sprawl myself out and tell him how badly I wanted his cock. But the pressure was getting to me. The nausea was making me want to rush to the bathroom. This whole scheme had devolved into a complete disaster.

Coach Brown was getting tired of my state of frozen terror. He grunted and rolled his eyes, walking towards me. I wanted to sprint away before he reached me, but instead I just stood like a demented zebra, letting a lion walk right up to it. Coach Brown put his hands on my shoulders and looked down at me. The smell of his morning cologne mixed with a long day of work wafted up into my nostrils; it was a manly smell: a cruel reminder that I was about to lose my virginity to a man.

I’d spent the past seven years or so dreaming about the day my virginity would be taken away. I imagined myself with a girl, maybe a classmate: someone cute, like Amanda or Katie. Amanda had that blonde hair and that cute upturned nose—and those perky tits that were always bouncing around under her soft t-shirts. Katie had that big ass and those big breasts. Both smiled at me in the hallways. I’d seen them both at parties too, and I’d always told myself that I would make a move, but shyness always got the better of me. But I always told myself that there was still time, that I could hook up at the next party, or maybe it could be something saved for prom.

And what did it say about me now as I stood before Coach Brown? I was able to muster up the confidence to give myself to a grown horny man with a fetish for young men dressed like girls, but I was never able to muster up the courage to ask one of my female classmates on a date.

I made the mistake of looking up into Coach Brown’s eyes. He brushed that red wig hair off of my face. “You don’t tell anyone about this, got it?” he said with a deep, frightening voice. He didn’t make any threats with words, but that voice was threatening enough; the deep growl in his tone basically said, ‘If you tell anyone about this, I’ll ruin your life.’

I nodded my head quickly and then looked back down at the ground. His meaty fingers slipped under my chin and lifted my face back up, forcing me to look into his eyes. Then, his hands found my sides. He caressed downwards, feeling my ribs, feeling my hips, feeling my thighs. He let out a small groan. His body was hot. I was pretty sure that I could hear his heart pounding against his chest. He was risking his career by touching me, after all.

So maybe Jules wasn’t lying. Maybe Jules really did stumble onto some secret information that he was able to use to his benefit. How many men went before me? Coach Brown had been coaching gym and hockey for fifteen years…

His hand slipped between my legs. His fingers found my cock and he gently squeezed, making me gasp. Then he grinned. “Oh God,” he groaned, shuddering all over, as if some powerful force was overtaking his body.

He kept feeling me all over. He bent over and started kissing my neck. I just remained still, like a statue, only moving when he physically moved me: pulling my arms up so he could kiss my armpits, nudging my back so that my back was against that door.

I tried not to cry. I tried to keep my eyes closed—especially when he went down. I didn’t look. I didn’t watch as he pulled my shaft out from my shorts. I didn’t watch as he sucked me, gripping my thighs with those big hands. It’s not how I wanted to get my first blowjob. His mouth just felt… weird. It was wet and warm, but it was obviously male. There was just something so masculine about the way he bobbed his head and sucked. I tried so hard not to let out uncomfortable sounds. I’m not exactly sure how I stopped myself from crying. The humiliation was so terrible, and it got worse when he leaned back and said, “You’re so hard.”

I was hard. I’m not proud of it—but his sucking made me hard. He gripped my wet erection and I just kept my eyes closed. He stroked me hard and fast, bringing me close to an orgasm that would have been even more embarrassing.

Then he stood up. “Open your eyes,” he said. I blinked a few times before finding his gaze, inches from my face. I took a deep breath in, trying hard to put some enthusiasm on my face, but I’m sure there was only terror. What came next took me by complete surprise—

He slapped me. It was a hard slap, making me gasp. I grabbed my face. The pain lingered for a moment. By the time I looked back at his face, he reached out and grabbed my throat, squeezing hard. I gasped, still able to breathe slightly, but his grip was still tightening. I leaned my head back, trying to find a gap to bring air into my lungs.

He spat into his other hand. He reached down and I heard the squishing as he stroked the spit onto his cock. He used his foot to push my shorts down the rest of the way. He was aggressive as he used his knee to lift up my leg, so that he could get my foot out of those shorts, and then he grabbed my thigh and held it up as he moved in.

I closed my eyes, still straining to breathe as he held my throat. He wasn’t going to kill me… was he? His grip was tightening. I couldn’t move. I could hardly breathe. Why was he choking me?

I felt his warm, wet tip throbbing against my crotch. He moved it around, grunting, until his tip found the crack between my butt cheeks. I kept my eyes closed as firmly as I could. He started pushing. Now I was wishing that I would have gotten a bit of practice in before this moment. Now I was wishing that I would have convinced myself to push that cucumber in, so I knew what I was getting myself into—and so I knew that this was actually something I could endure.

Now I was scared. My legs were trembling. My heart was racing. Cold sweat was forming on my neck and back. I could feel my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I probably would have thrown up had his hand not been clenching my throat closed.

His cock wouldn’t go into my small hole. So he decided I needed something smaller first. He stuck a finger up into my hole without warning. I gasped as he pushed up to his knuckle. I clenched and squirmed, but he wasn’t releasing me.

I decided I didn’t want this. I didn’t want to go through with this; this wasn’t worth a bright future. This was too degrading. It was too scary. He was going to end up destroying my body. I didn’t want to live the rest of my life with a colostomy bag!

He doubled down, pushing a second finger into me. I gasped louder, clenching harder. The bastard pried his fingers apart, stretching my hole so that I could fit his cock. I groaned so loudly. I might have been crying, but he didn’t care. He pushed my body so hard against the wall that I thought he was going to crack my spine.

He pulled those fingers out of me, and before I could clench my hole properly closed, he forced his cock into me. I yelled as much as I could with his hand around my throat. I threw my head back and let the tears fall from my eyes. He grunted, pushing all of his length into me—and he had a lot to work with.

My whole body trembled. I clenched so hard trying to stop him, but it did nothing.

Coach Brown fucked me hard against that wall for what felt like hours, but really, he only lasted ten minutes. He fucked harder and harder and harder, pumping faster and faster, until he finished inside of me. I felt the swell of warm cum. I felt his cock pulsing as he unloaded. Then, he pulled out and his cream flowed out from my abused hole. He was done with me, dropping me, letting me fall to the floor.

“Just do me a favor,” he growled. “Work your ass off tomorrow at tryouts.”

I nodded my head quickly, sniffling as the regret poured down on me hard. I was on my hands and knees, staring down at a puddle of white that had fallen out from my ass. I felt completely destroyed, abused, and useless. I wheezed as I breathed properly for the first time. But there was at least that small glimmer of hope: his little suggestion that I had a spot on the team, as long as I put in an effort so he wouldn’t look bad.

“Get out of here,” he growled. “And make sure nobody sees you.”

Getting up to my feet wasn’t easy. I swayed side to side like a drunk. I even had to grip the edge of his desk so that I wouldn’t fall over. It took a moment to get my head straight. Then I left without looking back at him. I ran across the gym and then I sprinted down the hallway to that bathroom. I locked myself inside and then I fell to the floor and cried, even though I’d gotten exactly what I wanted.


CHAPTER 3
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Ithought about skipping that last day of tryouts. I thought about skipping that whole day of school entirely, but I wasn’t about to waste the effort I’d put into getting that spot on that team. I forced myself to go to school, and then I forced myself to show up at the rink across the street, for that last day of hockey trials. Coach Brown was acting perfectly casual, as if nothing happened. He even gave me a hard pat on the back when I stepped into the dressing room. “Good to see you, Drew. Let’s see some hustle out there today!” Then he went to Phil and said the same thing.

I didn’t say a word. It was almost like my senses were turned off. My friends were chatting all around me, but I couldn’t hear anything they were saying. I couldn’t even look at any of them; I just stared down at my own bag. My mind raced with confusion.

Why was Coach Brown acting so normal? How was he able to just pretend like nothing happened? Did he not know that it was me in that little outfit? Did he think that I was someone else? I never did confirm with him that he knew it was me in that red wig and makeup…

We took to the ice. I was off to a sluggish start, hardly able to keep a puck on my stick through warmup. Then we started our first of three short games. I was put on the fourth line on the B-team. We were running five lines on each team, so at least I wasn’t at the bottom of the barrel, but I wasn’t far off.

Coach Brown gave me a pat on the back when it was my turn to jump the boards. I tried to muster up some hustle, but the timing was just bad. The A-team’s first line was out, and they were firing on all cylinders. They raced by me with the puck. I stumbled as I tried to catch up to them. The defenders on my team were yelling at me to cover the point, but someone on the bench was telling me to cover Lars, their team’s star player, who was setting up near the blue dot. I couldn’t decide where to go, and I ended up going nowhere as they set up the perfect shot, burying one past our goalie.

Just like that, I was a -1 on the day and my team was down. Coach Brown called me in and put the fifth line out. It didn’t help my cause when our team’s fifth line scored a goal with an impressive setup. Not even five minutes into the game, my line became the fifth line and that fifth line suddenly became the fourth. I went out for my next shift and spent the whole time chasing the puck, never getting my stick on it as it went from player to player. I felt so foolish when they took a shot on our goalie after a breakaway; thankfully the puck didn’t go into the net.

It took me a long time to recover from that shift. I usually had pretty good stamina, but now I was struggling to catch my breath. I felt like I’d already played through three games. My legs were burning and I could hardly sit upright on the bench.

“Fifth line! Get out there!” yelled Coach Brown.

My exhaustion probably didn’t look good. How was I supposed to play in a real game when I couldn’t even play ten minutes with five lines?

But now, I was getting a break. The A-team’s fifth line was out, and they were struggling to get oriented. Their center rushed over to the left wing and the left winger got confused, darting over to the right wing because the right winger was way back in the defensive zone. This gave us the opportunity to take the puck straight to their next. I was open for a pass, with the goalie out of position. When the puck came to me, I had an open net: an easy shot. But when I took the shot, nothing happened, because I missed the puck completely, like an idiot. To make matters worse, my own shot attempt threw me off balance; I fell onto my ass as the puck fluttered past me, into the boards. Luckily, Matteo, one of our team’s defenders, rushed to the puck and snapped a shot past the goalie. Now, we were winning.

But it wasn’t the kind of game that you necessarily wanted to win. Winning was pointless if you weren’t part of the reason the team won.

Yes, we ended up winning that first game, and I was on the ice for as many goals for as goals against… but I didn’t score anything. I hardly touched the puck. I was the only one on the team wheezing as if I was ninety pounds overweight and completely out of my element.

We had a ten-minute break before the next game, but that game didn’t go any better. I only went out for five shifts, and I ended up with a -3 rating. Then came the final game: my last chance at redemption. When Coach Brown pinned up the lines, my new linemates groaned, seeing my name next to theirs. Even they knew that I was hopeless; they knew that being paired with me meant that they had no chance of actually making the team.

And what about me? Was I going to make the team? Was my sacrifice the day before enough to make up for this terrible performance? I wasn’t normally this bad. I was a pretty good hockey player. Real hockey scouts had travelled from out of state to watch me play before. This clusterfuck of a day was not indicative of what I was capable of.

Near the end of that third game, the puck made a funny bounce off of the end boards. It landed on my stick, and I had a clear path across the rink. I started staking, and the other team was slow to respond. They had their worst players out, so I was lucky. But my linemates were also our worst players, so they weren’t able to keep up with me as I gained that burst of speed. Suddenly, I was alone in the offensive end. The goalie prepared for my arrival. I had no idea how I was going to shoot. My whole body was tense, but I knew I had to score, even though our team was down by four and there was only a minute left.

He brought his right pad up, so I decided to shoot low. It was a hard wrister. The puck fluttered beautifully through that opening and into the back of the net.

The goal was mine, unassisted. I looked over at the bench and saw Coach Brown letting out a big sigh of relief, even though the goal was hardly noticed by anyone else in that rink; it was an inconsequential goal to everybody except for myself and Coach Brown.

“Great shot, Drew!” he yelled as I returned to the bench. “That’s the kind of hustle I want to see out there! That shot was a beauty!” He was exaggerating, and he was probably laying it on a bit thick. A few other players looked up at him, confused, but they didn’t think much of it. The game went on.

That day, twenty goals were scored in those three games. Only one of those goals had my name on it. Fifty players were trying out for that team. Forty of them had at least one point. Thirty had at least three. Twenty had at least five…

Only twenty-three made the team, so the guys were naturally confused when they saw my name on the sheet the very next day: me with my single point, with a big C next to my name, letting them all know that I would be taking one of the four center positions.

A few guys turned to look at me, narrowing their eyes, scanning my body, perplexed and frustrated. “This is horse shit,” said Harry. He threw his textbook on the ground and kicked it. “Was he even watching the fucking tryouts?”

“Fuck this,” said another student. “How does this make any sense?”

Nobody was calling me out directly, but I knew that it was me they were pissed about. I couldn’t blame them; I really shit the bed at tryouts. But many of those guys knew that I was usually quite good. Luckily, Steven came to my defense. “Drew on center makes sense,” he said. “If you’ve ever seen him play a real game, then you’d get it. I’m sure Coach Brown has seen Drew play.”

“Well then what’s the point of the tryout then?” said Harry as he bent over to pick up his mangled textbook. “Why even put in the effort if Coach Brown is just going to pick based off of past performance?”

“Cool down, Harry,” said another student.

“Easy for you to say! You made the fucking team! This is total BS.”

I slipped away. I didn’t want to be there while the ‘losers’ got more and more heated. I was quickly starting to feel overwhelmed with guilt. My scheme actually worked; Jules’s advice actually worked.

But it came at a price.

I was probably so terrible at that last day of trials because I didn’t sleep the night before. Instead, I spent the whole night tossing and turning in my bed, plagued by the memory of that romp with the coach. It didn’t help that my asshole was sore for the next twenty-four hours.

And then I didn’t get much sleep the next night either. Every time I closed my eyes, I remembered being in that room with him, with his hand around my throat. My mom asked me, “Why is your throat so red?” I lied and told her that I wore a scarf that had scratchy wool on it in drama class. She bought the lie, and thank God for that—I didn’t want her finding out that my gym teacher choked me while fucking me in the ass.

There was also the very awkward moment, after my parents went to sleep, when I went into the bathroom, got undressed, and climbed up onto the sink, spreading my butt cheeks to make sure that my asshole wasn’t pulverized from Coach Brown’s hard fucking. It looked fine, though it was quite red. Or maybe it was always that red… it’s not like I often looked at my butthole.

It was three days later when Jules spotted me in the hallway. He looked around before approaching me. I tried to get away from him, pretending like I didn’t see him as I rushed towards my next class, but he caught up to me. “Hey Drew,” he said. “I saw that you made the team. Congratulations.”

“Thanks,” I said softly.

“Did you, uh…”

I stopped and stared into his eyes. Then I mustered up a convincing fake laugh. “No, of course not.”

“Oh,” he said with nervous eyes. Then he cracked a smile and let out weird laugh.

“I just assumed you were kidding about that,” I said, though the conversation we had before had no joking tones. He was serious and I seriously listened to him. Now, we were standing before each other, lying awkwardly, even though we both knew that we were lying. He looked at the ground and then I did the same.

“Well I have to get to class,” I said.

“Same,” he said. “But, uh, good job making the team.”

“Thanks.”

“And Drew?” he said.

“What is it?” I said, pausing for one more moment.

He stared into my eyes, turning a slight shade of pale. “Your tryout performance,” he said before clearing his throat. “He’ll, uh, be expecting you to perform like that again if you, uh, want ice time.”

“Oh,” I said. And then we both stood there in silence. My heart was churning deep in my gut. “Okay. I’ll keep that in mind.”

He smiled and turned his gaze to the ground. “Good luck, Drew.” He turned around and rushed off.

I’m not sure why it wasn’t something I considered before. It didn’t cross my mind that I would ever have to do that again. The thought of being back in his office, back in a girly outfit, made my body turn numb. That familiar nausea was already coming back, and we were a whole month away from our first game of the season. It was a fifteen-game season. Was I going to have to do that again, fifteen times? What was going to be left of me by the end of it?

As you can imagine, I didn’t pay much attention through my next class. I sat at my desk, staring blankly at the whiteboard while the teacher went over the lesson. I felt like I was on the verge of passing. Now that I knew what went into pleasing Coach Brown, I wasn’t sure that I could do it again. I wasn’t sure my ass could handle it. I wasn’t sure that I could physically endure being choked and pounded against a wall.

Maybe this wasn’t worth it. Maybe it was best to just cut my losses. I could never take that awkward sex back, but I could stop it from happening again.

But that meant that the ultimate sacrifice was for nothing, and I wasn’t quite ready to let that be the case.


CHAPTER 4
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It was just the second practice when Lars called me over to speak with him, when the rest of the team was getting off of the ice and heading to the change rooms. “What is it?” I asked.

He stared at me for a long moment. I could just tell by the way that he was looking at me that he was thinking what everyone else was thinking, wanting to ask, ‘How the hell did you make the team?’ It didn’t help my case at all that I hadn’t managed to muster up much skill in our first two practices. I was still sluggish and missing easy shots. There was just something about being around Coach Brown; the sight of him reminded me of that moment when he grabbed my throat. When I heard his voice, I could only think of when he was grunting as he drove his cock in and out of my ass.

I was distracted, and I was starting to worry that I was never going to be able to pull it together.

“Is something wrong?” I asked. My heart started to pound. Did Lars know what I did? Did he find out that I cheated my way onto the team? Had Jules let my secret slip? I knew that Lars and Jules were friends; they played on the team together the year before, with Jules on the third line and Lars on the first.

“You’re bad at passing,” he said to me with his slight Swedish accent. “You need to work on this.” He said it bluntly, but I knew him well enough to know that it was just his way of talking.

“I know,” I said. “I’m not usually this bad. It’s just—I—I guess I’m not thinking straight, but I’ll get it together before our first game. I just need time to get into a grove with my new linemates.”

He shook his head. “Let’s work on it now,” he said. Lars was also the team captain. I felt terrible being singled out like this. It was obvious that he knew I was the weakest link on the team at the moment, but I really wasn’t that bad. In fact, I was probably as good as him when I was playing at my best. Sadly, I just wasn’t able to get into that headspace. There was just so much going on… and Coach Brown was always watching.

But he wasn’t watching now. Coach Brown had already left to do paperwork back at the school. We still had the ice for thirty minutes. So I stayed out there with Lars. We did passing drills together. And with each passing minute that Coach Brown was gone, I started to relax. I was finally playing more like my old self, feeling the wind in my sails, so to speak. I even impressed Lars with a series of long breakaway passes. “Where was this at practice?” he asked with a small smile.

“I promise you that I’m usually pretty good,” I said. I hated that I had to tell people that I was good, instead of just being able to show them. It was nice to finally have something to show, even though it was just to a single player and not to the whole team—and not to Coach Brown.

“Pass like this in a game and we’ll win the state this year,” he said. “Let’s do it again. C’mon.” Lars was a devoted player. He was determined to practice until he reached his full potential. I have to admit that he had impressive stamina. He wanted to stay on the ice until the Zamboni driver kicked us off. He didn’t even let me stop to drink water. It was just drill after drill after drill… And I can’t help but wonder if Coach Brown asked him to single me out. Maybe Coach Brown wanted to single me out, but was afraid of it being awkward between us… maybe he was saving that awkwardness for the pre-game fucking that I apparently had to brace myself for.

By the time Lars and I were finished, the changing room was empty. The other players had gone home for the afternoon. “You did good out there,” he said to me. “We can do that again tomorrow, until it’s muscle memory for you.”

I smiled, tempted once again to tell him that I was normally pretty good, but I decided to keep my mouth shut; I could simply show him that I was good—no more telling.

I pulled off my gear. I was actually happy that the other guys were gone; it had been awkward getting changed in a room with all of them with my shaved legs. They would all go into the showers and I would quickly change into pants while they were gone. The hair still hadn’t started growing back yet; it didn’t help that my leg hair was naturally blonde, so it came in thin and almost invisible. It would take a month or two before I had legs that looked somewhat masculine again.

Now, I was moving slowly, waiting for Lars to head over to the showers. He kept looking up at me, looking like he had something to say. I would smile back. He was moving even more slowly than me. “Aren’t you going to shower, Drew?” he asked.

“I’ll probably just shower at home,” I said.

“I’ve noticed you don’t shower here,” he said, staring into my eyes with that blunt look on his face. “Even after our lunch practice the other day. Isn’t that uncomfortable, to be sweaty all day?”

“I don’t sweat much,” I lied; it didn’t help that my hair was currently dripping with sweat.

“Are you embarrassed to be naked, Drew?” he asked in that blunt Swedish accent. Now, my face was starting to turn red. He was making me feel like a knob. I tried to force a smile and I shrugged my shoulders.

“I guess it’s just not something I think much about,” I said.

“You should shower here,” he said. “It’s important. When you don’t shower with your team, it makes your teammates think you don’t trust them. If you want to prove to your teammates that you trust them, you have to make yourself vulnerable to them. Nobody cares if you have a small penis, Drew.”

“I don’t have a small penis!” I said, turning even redder.

“Well then why not just take a shower? I see you have clean clothes in your bag. Don’t put clean clothes over your sweaty body, Drew. That’s just foolish, and it’s unfair to your mother who does your laundry.”

I laughed, though I wasn’t quite sure that he was making a joke. I was afraid of exposing my shaved legs, but maybe it wasn’t something he would even notice; maybe it was only something I noticed because I saw myself naked every day and I knew when a small detail was wrong.

“Alright,” I said. “Whatever. If it’s that big of a deal to you, I’ll just take a shower.”

I stood up and reached down to slide my hockey pants off. Then I paused. My cock was shaved too. The other guys kept themselves trimmed up, but none of them were bare down there. I slipped the pants down slowly, then I took off my jock strap, and then I pulled down my boxers. Lars didn’t look up at me as he continued changing at his own pace.

My heart fluttered. I used to change with my old teams; I never cared if any of the guys saw me naked. But now I just felt awkward. Without my body hair, I felt like I was missing my masculinity. But it was more than that… body hair isn’t enough to make a person feel masculine, and losing it isn’t enough to completely emasculate a man. Maybe Coach Brown took my masculinity away from me when he pounded me like a cheap hooker against his office wall.

I zipped over to the empty shower room and got started. Lars came in a minute later, taking a shower about twenty feet away from me. I didn’t look over at him; I tried to mind my own business. I tried to pretend like everything was normal. I was tempted to rush the shower, to make that awkward moment rush by quicker, but another part of me wanted to just get that awkwardness out of my system, so I could go back to living normally, without this anxiety burdening me.

Lars finished his shower and went back to the changing room. I took a few extra minutes, letting that hot water stream down my body. It honestly felt good to be showering in that changing room shower; it was one small step towards being normal again. Letting Coach Brown have his way with me stripped me of normalcy.

But that small moment of relief was short lived. When I walked back into the changing room, there was a women’s volleyball outfit hanging in my slot. I paused, staring at it. It was our high-school girls’ team outfit: short white shorts, tight red top. “What’s that?” I laughed, looking around the room, seeing only Lars.

“You can wear it,” he said with that blunt face.

“Why would I wear it? It’s a girl’s outfit.” My heart raced. What was happening? Was he teasing me? Did he know about what I did with Coach Brown? Who told him? Or was this just some sort of new player hazing?

“Just put it on,” he said. “It’s why you’re on the team, isn’t it?” His cheeks were starting to turn red. He pressed his lips firmly together and then cleared his throat. “Go ahead.”

“This isn’t funny.”

“Who said anything about funny?” he said.

I stared into his eyes. A chill crept down my spine. “Who told you?” I said softly.

“Nobody told me. It’s just obvious,” he said. “You made the team after you did so badly at tryouts. Your legs are shaved. And Coach Brown’s fetish is hardly a secret.”

My heart plunged into my stomach. That familiar nausea was coming back with force.

“So put it on.”

“I—I don’t want to.”

“Do it.”

That chill crept down my spine again, this time twice as cold as before. I groaned. I squirmed. I looked at the outfit. I’m not sure why I was actually considering it. I really didn’t want to get onto Lars’s bad side; he was the team captain. He had a lot of sway with Coach Brown, and a lot of sway with our whole team. He was the only guy in the school that I would consider a better hockey player than me (despite my performance as of late).

So I grabbed the outfit. I bit down on my tongue and I stepped into the tiny pair of shorts. I wriggled into the tight red shirt. Lars dug into his hockey bag and pulled out a bra. He tossed it to me.

“Why do you have this?” I asked softly.

“I got it for you, from one of the girls.”

“Which girl?”

“Does it matter? Put it on, under the shirt.”

It had pads, giving me a bust. It wasn’t quite as flattering as the bust I had with Coach Brown, but the outfit fit me a bit better. The shorts covered a bit more than my sister’s denim short-shorts, and the top wasn’t nearly as revealing.

I stood awkwardly in front of him, allowing him to humiliate me for reasons I couldn’t quite figure out. “Now what?” I asked.

He spread his naked legs, removing the towel from his lap. He had a semi-erection, throbbing, long. He waved me over and motioned down with his head. He didn’t say any words, but I knew that he was asking me for a blowjob.

And I wasn’t turning him down like I should have been. I wasn’t telling him to fuck off. I wasn’t running away. Instead, I was looking at his shaft, which was getting a bit bigger with every throb. Did he actually want me to suck him off? Is this what he did with Jules before me? Was this something my teammates were going to be expecting of me? Did they all know that I got that position by putting out?

“I—I’m not gay,” I said softly.

“Neither am I,” he said. But he wasn’t closing his legs. He was still waiting for me.

I stepped forward and dropped to my knees in front of me. I looked at his big veiny dick. I squirmed, biting my tongue. Then I reached forward and grabbed it.

The only thought in my head was: ‘At least he wasn’t Coach Brown’. It couldn’t possibly be as bad as being with Coach Brown. Lars probably wasn’t going to strangle me. He wasn’t going to painfully pin my body against a concrete wall. He wasn’t going to force himself into me and fuck me until walking in a straight line was impossible.

His dick was warm in the palm of my hand. It was weird, feeling it throbbing so intensely. “Go on. Suck it,” he whispered.

I pulled it forward. I stroked my hand down, pulling back his foreskin. He wasn’t as big as Coach Brown, which was relieving. Somehow, he just seemed much less intimidating. I kept thinking: if I survived Coach Brown, then this was going to be a walk in the park. Maybe it would even be a good primer for my next encounter with Coach Brown, which would come before the season’s first game.

I pressed my lips around his tip. I was just happy that he was fresh out of the shower. There were no off-putting smells or tastes. With my eyes closed, it really didn’t seem so gay. I just had to get through it.

He groaned, pushing his fingers into my hair, pulling my head tighter into his crotch. He was hardening fast, stretching long, pushing against the back of my throat. I sucked him until he was as hard as a metal rod, and then he pushed me back and looked into my eyes.

“What?” I asked softly.

“Leg dance,” he said in his accent.

“Leg dance?” I had no idea what he was talking about.

“Or, what is it called… Lap dance,” he said, correcting himself.

“You want me to give you a lap dance?” I said, flushing white. “I—I don’t know how to do that.”

“Just try,” he said.

I had no idea why he wanted a lap dance—from me. He patted his lap and then he even helped to pull me up. I went along with it, turning around so that he could see my back. I gently sat on his lap and started to sway from side to side. He took out his phone and put on some music. Then he laughed and said, “You’re very good,” even though I was just swaying my hips from side to side.

I decided to try putting my hands up on my head, arching my back backwards. He put his hands on my hips and caressed my body. He pulled me down onto his lap so that my butt cheeks were cradling his shaft.

“W—Why do you want this?” I asked.

“Shh,” he shushed. The music filled the silent room. “Just keep dancing, baby.”

The whole scene felt so surreal; I wasn’t convinced that this wasn’t just a dream. It seemed like minutes earlier, we were on the ice, practicing passing.

His hands kept caressing my body. I was getting a bit looser, dancing a bit better. I guess it helped that he was so aroused. It was nice to think that I was turning him on, as opposed to just looking like a complete idiot. Both outcomes were embarrassing, but somehow this seemed less embarrassing. At least with this outcome, I was actually providing him with something that he wanted. It seemed weird, but I was actually satisfying him, and seeing him satisfied made me feel less guilty about occupying a spot on that team.

And it was kind of nice to hear him moaning like that, thinking that I was making him do that. He wasn’t easily impressed on the ice. There were few players on our team that he was happy playing alongside. So to break through to him and get a tiny bit of validation—even if it was off the ice—meant a lot.

He pulled away the fabric of the little shorts that was covering my asshole, and then he sat me down on his lap, mashing his tip between my butt cheeks. I strained, clenching hard. But I knew that it wouldn’t hurt. Coach Brown’s cock didn’t hurt when he was fucking me—though it did hurt later on. But Lars didn’t have the meaty pole that Coach Brown had—and I was pretty sure he wasn’t going to be quite so rough on me.

His tip penetrated. He let out an elated gasp, sinking his fingertips into my waist. I sunk my fingernails into his thighs, gripping tightly as I felt my anus expanding for him.

He pushed deeper and deeper, pulling me down onto his lap until I was sitting down, with the whole length of his cock inside of my body.

I kept my eyes closed. I took a series of deep breaths. “Bounce,” he demanded, so I started bouncing.

Lars didn’t last nearly as long as Coach Brown. He moaned much louder and was much less dominant, letting me do what I wanted on top of him—as long as I was doing something. It was easy to please Lars. It didn’t take a lot to get him off.

But there was one thing he insisted on. “I’m going to come. Get down on your knees. Fast!” He wanted to come on my face. He wanted me to open my mouth. He insisted that I taste his warm, fresh load, so I did—and it was weird. The taste was neutral: a bit sweet, a bit bitter, a bit salty. I had no problem swallowing it, but the humiliated, emasculated feeling that came moments later was hard to handle. As I wiped the cum off of my nose, I properly realized what had just transpired. I sucked off my teammate as if it was my team duty.

And now I was starting to worry that this was my duty. Maybe this is why Coach Brown put me on the team. Maybe he wasn’t the only one with a bit of a fetish for girly boys.

He pulled a pair of boxers up his legs. “Thanks,” he said without looking at me. “That… felt good.”

“Good,” I said, grabbing a rag from my bag to wipe all of the thick cream off of my face.

“You still need to practice your shot,” he said.

“Okay.”

He got dressed quickly, as if he was suddenly in a rush. Then he grabbed his bag and rushed to the door. “See you tomorrow, Drew.”

I waited until he was gone before taking off that girly volleyball outfit. I would have changed in front of him had it not been for the big erection I now had, throbbing, standing tall. I didn’t want him to see that I was aroused. I didn’t want him thinking that I liked sucking his dick or bouncing on his lap.

I didn’t like it, despite what my erection was now suggesting… so why was I so hard? Why wasn’t that erection going away? I took a series of breaths in an attempt to calm myself down. Then, I heard the next group coming down the hallway to get ready for their ice time, so I quickly got dressed, pulling my boxers and jeans up over my hard dick. I managed to rush out of that door before the team got to the room.


CHAPTER 5
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We got our jerseys at the end of the next week, when practice ended. We were a few days away from our first of five pre-season games. I was beaming, seeing my name on the back of a new jersey; it was always a special feeling, getting a new jersey.

But Coach Brown only gave me one jersey: the home jersey, while everyone else got their home and away jersey. “I’m missing one,” I said as the guys started trying on their new sweaters.

“Really?” Coach Brown said. “I must have forgotten it in my office. Swing by and I’ll get it to you.”

My heart skipped a beat. He looked into my eyes for a split second, and then he looked away. I instantly started to panic. My hands trembled, my heart raced, and my skin turned cold. I had to remain seated, worried that I would fall over if I tried to stand up. The memory of my time with Coach Brown came back in vivid detail. I could almost feel his thick fingers tightening around my throat.

“What’s the matter, Drew? Don’t like the jersey?” asked Randall. He was staring at my pale face.

“What? No. I’m just tired from the drills,” I said. I forced a smile and put the jersey on. It was a good fit.

Now, I was able to get changed in front of the men because my hair had grown back an acceptable amount. I was able to shower with them without feeling like some sort of weirdo, though I did occasionally catch Lars looking over at my legs, possibly wondering why I wasn’t keeping them shaved.

The other men left before me. My body was moving slow, pulsing with anxiety, unsure of what to expect from Coach Brown. Was he going to try to fuck me again? If I refused, would he kick me off of the team? I’d been doing better at practice, outperforming the guys on the second, third, and fourth lines. Coach Brown was still keeping me on the fourth line, but he’d made a few hints at moving me up—but maybe that was just his way of telling me, ‘If you want to move up, you’ll have to spread your legs.’

I approached his office slowly. The school was quiet. Most of the teachers had gone home for the day. It was just like that horrible day when he forced himself into me: I could see his silhouette through his office curtain. I could hear my heart pounding. But this time, I wasn’t dolled up. I wasn’t planning on letting him fuck me.

I reached for the door handle, suffering through a particularly bad wave of lightheadedness. I paused for a moment and then I opened the door. “Hi, Coach. Do you have that jersey for me?” I said before even seeing him. I just wanted that meeting to be quick and as painless as possible.

He looked up at me from his desk but said nothing. He just stared at me, pen in hand, and if he was waiting for me to say more.

“You, uh, said that you had my away jersey here. You told me to come and pick it up.”

“Oh,” he said. “That’s right. I did say that.” He stared at me for a moment longer. He wasn’t smiling; there was no joy on his face. When he was coaching, he was high-energy, always clapping, always cheering, usually smiling. He had a way of getting his athletes pumped up. But when I was alone with him in his office, he was a different person: quiet, calculating, brooding. He always seemed angry about something—about me, as if something about me just pissed him off. He would stare into my eyes and he would look down my body. He was never in a rush to say anything.

He opened one of his desk drawers and then he tossed me a sealed plastic bag. “I think that’s it,” he said. “Sorry I forgot it.”

“It’s all good,” I said. “See you tomorrow.”

But before I could leave, he said, “Stop.”

“What is it?”

“Your legs. Why aren’t you shaving them?”

I stood still. “I—I don’t know.”

“You should.”

“The other guys will see when I change and shower.”

“So what?” he said.

“A—Are you telling me to, or are you just suggesting?” I said.

And then that brooding look darkened. His eyes narrowed as if I’d said something that had truly pissed him off. I swear I could almost hear him growling. Why was he so angry? Was this just his way of threatening me, to make sure I didn’t tell anybody about what he did?

He didn’t answer my question—at least not with words. The look on his face told me everything: he wanted me to shave. Maybe he was planning to fuck me there, in his office, but he saw my unshaved legs and was turned off.

“Are you expecting me to keep them shaved?” I asked. My voice was hardly a whimper.

He nodded his head.

“O—Okay,” I said. I turned around and rushed out of his office, getting away from that crushing aura. I was tempted to cry like I did after I left his office the last time, even though I didn’t get pumped and filled this time. I rushed home quickly without looking back, and it wasn’t until three hours later, after eating dinner, that I decided to open up that bag to look at my away jersey.

The jersey was fine, but it was the other outfit that caught my attention. It was a tight faux-leather bodysuit, complete with a hole for anal access. I wasn’t sure if it was a demand or a ‘gift’, but I had a feeling it was the former. Was this what he wanted me to wear for him? When? Did he want it tomorrow or before our first game?

My mom opened my bedroom door. I gasped and shoved the leather bodysuit underneath my blanket. “Mom!” I said.

“What?” she asked, pausing, staring at me as if she’d just caught me masturbating—and maybe that would have been better.

“Why didn’t you knock?”

“Why does it matter?”

“You scared me,” I said.

She stared at me for a long, long minute. I felt like she was reading my mind, so I made a point of trying to keep my mind blank. She walked over to grab my dessert plate, and then she left without saying a word, probably assuming that I was masturbating.

I waited a few minutes before taking the bodysuit back out to look at. It was so light in my hands, and it was such a small, little outfit… but somehow it was so intimidating. The sight of it brought a frightening image to my mind: me wearing it, tied up with a rope, gag in my mouth, Coach Brown mounting me from behind with his huge, veiny cock.

I shook my head to make the image go away.

That night, when I was taking my before-bed shower, I grabbed my sister’s razor and I shaved my legs. I did it quickly, heart pounding, and then I rinsed the razor and slipped into some pants so nobody would see what I’d done. I even spent five minutes making sure every single little hair was cleaned up, so there was no evidence.

I didn’t take that outfit out again until my parents were asleep. The house was silent. I carefully pulled my desk in front of my bedroom door, just in case someone decided to check in on me. It was a one-in-a-million chance, but still not a chance that I was willing to take.

I put the outfit on. It was tight, particularly around the crotch. Once I slipped a couple of pads into the top, the whole thing was fairly evenly tight. I walked over to the mirror. I did have to admit that the outfit really complimented my body. It gave me curves where I previously had nothing. I put my hands on my hips and slowly pulled them up my torso. I puckered my lips and leaned my weight to the side, pushing out my left hip.

Okay, so maybe I could see what Coach Brown and Lars both saw in me. Maybe I did have a fairly girly body. My booty was especially feminine, and that wasn’t being helped by any pads or shaving. I used both of my hands to lift my butt cheeks before letting them fall. They bounced in a very girly way.

I blushed.

I went to my closet, dug deep, and pulled out that long red wig. I never did end up returning it like I planned to. I was too embarrassed to go back into the store with it; I was fairly sure the woman who sold it to me thought that I was some sort of trans-wannabe crossdresser.

I put it on my head and ruffled the hair up until it looked natural on my head.

I posed for a few more minutes in front of the mirror. Then I retrieved the makeup supplies, which were still stashed away deep in my closet, hidden at the bottom of an old bag. I only wanted two things: the mascara and the lipstick. I wasn’t about to get fully dolled up. This was just a… test. I just wanted to see how girly I really looked. I wanted to see what Coach Brown saw in me, if anything. I wanted to see what Lars thought was so satisfying—so satisfying that he wanted me to give him a lap dance.

Now with a bit of makeup, I went back to posing. I smiled at myself. I took out my phone and snapped a few photos, fully intending to delete them. They were just for me to look at, to analyze, to determine if what I was seeing in the mirror was real.

And I had to admit that I looked pretty cute in those photos.

Okay, so maybe I was a good candidate for being a ‘girly boy’. It didn’t help that I was short and thin and could fit into any woman’s small. I was probably never going to have another growth spurt, but I was planning on bulking up once the summer came around.

But maybe I didn’t want to bulk up… Maybe I could stay thin so I could fit into clothes like that bodysuit.

I shook my head and closed my eyes, banishing that thought. No—I wasn’t a crossdresser. I didn’t want to be a woman. I didn’t like being used by Coach Brown. I didn’t enjoy giving Lars a blowjob and a lap dance. If I could go back in time and take it all back, I probably would…

But now, I had too much to lose. I couldn’t just make it all for nothing. But if I was going to make it worth it, that meant I needed to carry on with this nonsense. Coach Brown was expecting more from me. Lars was probably going to want more too. If I was going to stay on that team, then this was a role that I needed to accept—and maybe it would be easier to accept it if I just embraced it…

I shook my head, banishing that thought as well. But the thought didn’t quite go away—maybe because it wasn’t a terrible thought.

No, I didn’t want to become the ‘team slut’. But if I was going to be the team slut for the rest of that season, maybe embracing it would make it a bit easier to swallow.

I turned my back to the mirror and bent over. I reached for that opening and I ran my fingertips over my asshole. I felt my hole puckering.

I let a soft whimper out. Now I was getting bad ideas in my head, but I was finding ways to justify them, as if I wanted to find reasons to entertain them. A couple of weeks earlier, those thoughts would have made me nauseous; those thoughts would have made me horrified, like I was when I decided I was going to seduce Coach Brown. But now, I caught myself grinning. My body wasn’t tingling with terror, but instead with a sort of naughty excitement.

I pulled my desk away from the door carefully. I wanted to get something from the kitchen. I knew that I needed to take off the outfit and the makeup, even if it meant putting at all back on when I got back—but the thrill of going through the house in that makeup and bodysuit had my heart pounding. I decided to go for it, going down the hall, passing my sister’s bedroom, passing my parents’ bedroom. I went to the kitchen and retrieved a cucumber from the fridge. I ran it under a hot tap for a couple of minutes. My heart was pounding. I kept looking back at the hallway. Getting caught like this would be the end of me—but that just made the thrill so much better.

I was still grinning, still biting down on my bottom lip. Now, I was on my way back to my bedroom, making a quick pitstop at tool drawer. There was a small bottle of sex lube in the drawer; my mom used it to lubricate door hinges so they wouldn’t creak (it actually works). I brought that to my room too.

Now, I was in the same position that I was in a few weeks earlier, before I seduced Coach Brown. I had that cucumber and that lubricant. This time, I wasn’t dying of terror. This time, I wanted to feel it inside of me.

I didn’t even bother pushing my desk back in front of the door; I just got onto my bed, squished some lube onto the tip of the cucumber, and then I spread my legs wide, rolling onto my back. I let another moan slip.

I twisted and pushed until an inch was inside of me. I clenched hard on the plastic-wrapped veggie. I took a deep breath. I felt like I was losing my mind. I kept justifying it, telling myself that it was just so I would be ready for Coach Brown, but I knew deep down that I was just doing it for my own satisfaction, so I could feel that warm pulsing that came along with being pumped.

I pushed the cucumber deeper, instantly breaking my previous record. I twisted carefully, finding that perfect angle. I grabbed the cucumber with both clenched fists, pulling it into my body, letting my head fall back, rolling to the side so I could see myself in the mirror.

I pushed it deeper and deeper and deeper. I closed my eyes and rocked my hips from side to side. I paused for a moment, took a deep breath, and then I pushed it even deeper. I don’t know why, but I just wanted to know how deep I could push it. I pushed my hips off of the bed, I unclenched my hole, and I pushed down until my fist was against my ass. Then I released one hand so I could push it even deeper. Then my next fist was against my ass.

I gasped, realizing I only had a couple of inches left before my cucumber was entirely in my ass. I opened my eyes and looked down, gasping at the sight of the small lump on my stomach. I froze, realizing that it was the cucumber. When I pushed on the cucumber, the lump pushed out. When I pulled back, the lump went away. “Holy shit,” I whispered. I panicked and pulled it out.

So I guess I could handle more length than I realized. That cucumber was over a foot long!

I looked into the mirror and saw that I was blushing all over… But I wasn’t finished with the cucumber. I relaxed into my bed and started pumping slowly and gracefully. I let my head relax onto my pillow and I fucked myself for the next fifteen, maybe twenty, maybe thirty minutes.

When I was finished, I was flushed of energy. I was limp on my bed. All of the muscles in my body were relaxed as if I’d just finished a two-hour massage. I couldn’t remember the last time I was so relaxed. I turned my head to the mirror and stared at myself. I stared into my own eyes. I just… admired myself. I really was quite cute.


CHAPTER 6
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Ihad naughty ideas in my head after that night. When I found myself home alone two days later, I didn’t waste the opportunity. I went into my sister’s bedroom and found a little party dress and some lacy lingerie that she kept hidden in the back of her closet. It went on my body. I found a sex toy that I didn’t know she owned. After washing it (and gagging at the thought of my sister playing with a sex toy), I took it to my room and had some fun. Then I washed the toy again and put the clothes back.

I did it again a few days later when I had the house to myself again.

Then, I told myself that I was done with it. I told myself that I wasn’t going to let myself get carried away again: no more crossdressing, no more sodomizing myself… but the urges came back when my parents left town with my sister for a gymnastics tournament. I had the house to myself for three days. How could I resist? I must have tried on every outfit in my sister’s closet, along with every makeup supply that was left behind. I took dozens of pictures of myself, but couldn’t bring myself to delete them; they went into a private folder on my computer. I knew keeping them was foolish. I knew that I would always be terrified someone would find them, but I just couldn’t bring myself to delete them, especially the ones where I looked really cute, where the angle was just right, where my makeup was spot-on, where the outfits made me look like a bombshell Instagram model with a million followers.

Complications arose a few days later, after hockey practice. I was done showering, done getting changed, and about to leave. I was given the task of bringing the changing room key to the rink worker, but he wasn’t at the front desk. I had to look around to find him.

He wasn’t by the bay doors, where the Zamboni was parked. He wasn’t at the concession stand. I thought about leaving the key on the counter, but I didn’t want to get in trouble if it ended up lost or stolen, so I kept looking. Now, the girls’ team was taking to the ice, with Coach Brown’s assistant coaching.

I decided to go and leave the key in the girls’ changing room, before the door ended up being locked. I figured it was a safe place for it, and then the girls could return both keys together.

I knocked at the door. “Hello?” I called out, not wanting to barge in on changing girls. “I have a key here—I was hoping to leave it with you. I think the rink guy is on his break.”

But nobody answered. The door was unlocked. I pushed it open and repeated myself, yelling into the room. But nobody answered. The room was empty; it should have been locked, but for some reason it was left unlocked, either by accident, or laziness.

I crept it, planning to place the key in the middle of the room. Then I spotted their clothes…

The room was filled with cute outfits. A normal guy would have just left the key and gotten out of there… but I had other ideas in my head. A naughty excitement swept over me, possessing me, filling my head with terrible ideas. Scanning the room, I spotted a cute romper hanging on a hook. I just couldn’t help myself; I had to wear it. I snatched it and stuffed it under my shirt and then I rushed out of the room. I was going to take it home, but now a new group was showing up in the lobby. I panicked, worried I was going to be caught stealing, so I turned around and went back to the changing rooms. I still had that key, so I used it to unlock the door to our designated changing room, where we had our designated lockers. I went to my locker and stuffed the stolen outfit inside. My heart pounded. “What the fuck are you doing?” I whispered to myself.

I knew I just needed to return it, but I had the strangest feeling inside of me, as if needed to have that romper. I was too afraid to get it home, so I left it in my locker and then I left the changing room. I ran into the rink guy, so I gave him the key, and then I got out of there before the girls realized an outfit had been stolen.

The next day, after practice, before it was time to shower, when nobody was looking, I grabbed that little romper and I stuffed it into my hockey bag. I was going to smuggle it out so I could wear it at home. It was a lot of effort and risk, just to wear some girl’s romper-dress, but it seemed like it was worth the risk… until I got caught.

When I came out of the shower, Lars and three other guys were still in the changing room. They were silent, staring at me with nervous faces. I instantly felt the tension as their gazes watched my naked body, clad only in a towel. “What is it?” I said.

“Put it on,” Lars said.

“Put what on?”

“The dress in your bag. Put it on.”

And just like that, my ‘naught excitement’ turned into dread and regret. Risky things are fun until they turn sour. I could feel the color draining from my face as they all stared at me: four men, all with the same nervous idea in their heads. Lars was more relaxed than the others; I could tell that this was their first time.

I laughed awkwardly, trying one last time to play dumb. “I—I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

So Lars went to my bag. He grabbed the romper-dress and tossed it at me. “I saw you trying to hide it,” he said. “Put it on.”

The pressure from their gazes was just too much. Their combined intimidation was almost just as intimidating as Coach Brown’s frightening aura. I nodded my head and went submissive, doing what I was told. I let the towel drop to the ground and then I put on the romper dress.

The other men let their towels fall down. Lars went to lock the door. “She’s good,” he said to the other men. “And she likes it.”

“I want first,” said Stanley, with his half-erect cock in his fist. He was stroking himself as he stepped forward. He motioned to the floor, telling me to get onto my knees.

So the rumor had spread. At least four of my teammates knew that I whored myself out for a spot on the team. I’m sure at least half of the team knew. Maybe a few dozen people in the school knew. I guess Coach Brown’s secret really wasn’t as secret as I realized.

The men closed in on me, skin pale, constantly looking back at the door, making sure we were alone.

“Nobody talks about this outside of this room,” said Stanley as he put his tip into my mouth. “Hell, nobody talks about this in this room.”

“Deal,” said Will.

Lars went behind me. He spread my butt cheeks wide and bent over to eat out my asshole. The other men stood on standby, stroking their cocks, preparing themselves for me.

And they took me as they wanted me, one at a time, and then two at a time. They would fuck me until they were on the verge of coming, and then they would pull out abruptly, letting someone else take over while their pending orgasms settled, so they could last longer. They were determined to pump me as long as they possibly could, and it wasn’t long before I was sweaty, limp, and exhausted. There was always an erect dick in my mouth, always an erect dick in my ass. The first man to come was Lewis; he tried to hold back but gave in, spilling in my anus. The other men didn’t mind, using his spilling cum as lubricant as they plugged me, pumping me harder and harder, making warm cream ooze down my thighs.

Lars came in my mouth, but that didn’t stop the other guys from wanting to swap spit with me, kissing me before plugging my mouth with their own cocks.

Some of them came twice, in me, on me. I lost count of just how many shots I took. They left me on the ground, filled and covered, hardly able to move as my body swelled with a mixture of aches and euphoria. I heard them all laughing together as they got cleaned up before leaving. Nobody helped to clean me up; I’m not sure I wanted the help, though I was struggling to pull myself to my feet. I probably would have stayed on the floor like that had the next group not showed up at the locked door, knocking, calling out, “Is someone in there? Our ice time starts in fifteen minutes!”

I scrambled to my feet and got changed, and then I slipped by them once I was mostly cleaned up, hiding my face by turning my gaze to the floor.


CHAPTER 7
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For the next three weeks, the men would take me without warning, every few days, usually after practice. At first it was something that scared me—because it left me sore, and because I was starting to like it, and the thought of liking it was scarier than anything. Then, I started to look forward to it. I hated that I was looking forward to it, but still, I would find myself sneaking into my sister’s room, stealing an outfit, putting it into my hockey bag, and then taking it to practice. I would leave the outfit in my unzipped bag, hoping the guys would find it while I was taking a shower. By the end of those three weeks, I’d been taken by about half of the team on multiple occasions.

Then I got the text message. “Come to my office an hour before the game,” said Coach Brown, the night before our big home opener.

“What is this about?” I replied, but he didn’t answer that message. The message was pointless; I knew exactly what he wanted. I knew that I needed to get myself ready. I knew that I needed to shave my body and pick out a good outfit. I had to make sure that I was in tip-top feminine shape so that I could get decent minutes at the game.

I was afraid—afraid of being with Coach Brown again. I hadn’t forgotten how rough he was. I hadn’t forgotten how mean he could be. I knew what it felt like with his hands around my throat. When I was with the boys, I was afraid of liking it, but that wasn’t the case with Coach Brown. I knew I wouldn’t like it with Coach Brown; I knew it would hurt and I knew he would leave me crying. He had no interest in making it feel good for me, unlike Lars and the other guys.

I didn’t want to be fucked by Coach Brown, but I felt like I had no choice.

I was in my sister’s bedroom when my phone vibrated in my pocket. I slipped it out and saw the message from Jules. “Hey man. Are you playing in the game tomorrow?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

“So you’re going to do the thing?” he asked after a few minutes of silence. I knew exactly what thing he was talking about, though I was still tempted to message back, ‘What thing?’ Instead, I took a deep breath and just accepted that he knew what I’d been doing, because he did the same thing the year before.

“I guess so,” I replied.

“And you’re okay with that?” he asked. “I just don’t want you regretting it like I did.”

I took another deep breath. I had a feeling that I was going down the same exact path that Jules went down. I knew that I was going to regret all of this. If this was my only path into college, maybe I didn’t need to be going to college. I’m sure I could figure out another way to have a bright future. I could get to college without a scholarship, or I could go to a government-funded community college. I could change up my expectations and still live a happy life.

But for some reason, I was afraid to turn him down. I was afraid to throw away all of the work that I’d put into being on this team. We had a real chance of winning the cup at the end of the year, and that would mean a certain scholarship…

And then I would be off to college, and Coach Brown would be finding a new young man to take advantage of—maybe one who wasn’t legal, like me. Because Jules had only recently turned eighteen, which meant that Coach Brown was having his way with him when he was seventeen—maybe even sixteen. Could I let Coach Brown keep getting away with it? What could I even do about it?

Then my phone buzzed again. I assumed it was going to be Jules again, but I was surprised when I saw that it was Lars. “Playing tomorrow?” he asked. I thought it was a weird question from him. I’d seen him at practice earlier that day. He knew that I was perfectly healthy and playing good hockey, so why was he asking if I was playing.

“Yeah,” I said.

There was a silence before he sent his next message. “So you’re going to do it then?” he asked.

He knew. Maybe Jules told him, or maybe he’d been in the same position before. He’d been on the team for three years, since he was fifteen. Maybe he had to go through what I went through to be on the team. Maybe many of the guys had been victims of Coach Brown.

I bit down on my tongue. “I don’t want to do it,” I said to him. “But I don’t think I have a choice. I want to play, but…” I paused for a minute. “I just really don’t want to do it. So maybe I won’t be playing tomorrow. I don’t know; I haven’t decided yet, I guess.”

“I want you to play,” he said. “We could really use your wrister against their fourth line.”

“I know,” I said. I sighed. I guess I had no choice. I guess I just had to do it for the rest of the team. Without me, the fourth line was weak, and our third line wasn’t great either. We needed me in for depth. It was a shame that I had to do what I had to do in order to get in.

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad… I had a lot more experience now with men since the last time I was with him. I knew I could take it hard and deep. I knew that I would survive and my body wouldn’t be too banged up in the end…

But I still didn’t want to do it.

Then, Lars sent me another message. “I have an idea, but you might not like it.”

He was right; I didn’t like his idea. His idea sent chills down my spine, filling my gut with a nausea, but it was a good idea, so I went through with it.

I picked a familiar outfit from my sister’s closet: that adorable stretchy red bodysuit that I wore with Coach Brown the first time, because I knew that he liked it, and a pair of leopard print jean short-shorts. I picked out a pair of long black stockings and black flats that matched. I packed up that long red wig and I did a good hour of research, looking into makeup styles that I could do quickly in the bathroom after school and before the planned meeting time with Coach Brown.

I didn’t sleep that night, thinking about what I’d signed myself up for; it was going to be the ultimate humiliation, but it was going to be worth it. It had to be done, for all of the guys like me, like Jules, like Lars.

I was zoned out through all of my classes. I did my best to ignore the anxiety and nausea that was weighing on my shoulders. I did my best to control my breathing through the day. I had a feeling that I was going to be very, very tired at game time, and my performance probably wasn’t going to be so great, but I had to go through with this so that the rest of the season could go well.

The minutes went by like hours. The hours went by like weeks. When the school bell finally rang at the end of the day, I felt like I’d lived through an entire lifetime in just a few hours. I went to my locker and grabbed my bag. I stood there, biting my tongue, controlling my breath, until the hallways were quiet and most of the students had gone home. Then I took my bag down the long hallways, to the men’s bathroom that was just down the hall from the gymnasium. I snuck in and locked the door, and then I started getting ready.

I had to look perfect for him. I had to make sure that he wanted me more than he’d ever wanted anybody else. The goal was to make him so aroused that he wouldn’t be able to control himself. I wanted him to strangle me. I wanted him to pound me harder than he’d ever pounded anyone before—but he had to do it without me saying a single word; I couldn’t ask for it.

I was so careful with my makeup. I made sure there wasn’t a single crease in my stockings. I made sure that every strand of wig hair was just perfect. I was in that bathroom for ninety minutes, working without stopping, until I was beautiful.

I looked so good. I must have stared at myself for fifteen minutes, in awe of what I’d accomplished. I really did look like a woman. I really did look like the kind of girl that any guy would want to be with. My lips were so full. My eyes were so big and beaming. My cheekbones looked so feminine, even though I didn’t even do any contouring. My nose looked so small and girly.

But I didn’t look excited. I looked terrified. I looked like a girl who was on her way to the electric chair. My stomach turned. I looked at the time and saw the game was just fifty minutes away; I was late for my meeting with Coach Brown. I didn’t have time to stand around, admiring myself. I didn’t have time to make sure I looked perfect.

So I slipped out of the bathroom, hauling my hockey bag at my side. I moved slowly down that quiet hallway. I felt the cool breeze of the school’s air conditioners. There were no sounds, except for the sound of my footsteps echoing up and down those corridors.

I finally reached the gym doors. I pushed them open and they groaned loudly. Then I was on my way to his office door. Now, I knew he was going to be especially angry because I was late. He was going to take that rage out on me while still getting exactly what he wanted. My heart fluttered and swirled down into the pit of my stomach. His office door seemed so far away, yet so close at the same time. My legs began to wobble as I reached for the handle.

I was about to open the door, then it swung open. He was standing there, tall, brooding, scowling. “You’re late,” he said. “We have to be at the rink in twenty minutes.” His booming reveal made me drop my bag, and I inched back from him, ready to run like a frightened animal facing a hunting mountain lion.

“Well?” he said. “Come in. We don’t have much time.”

He was already reaching for his belt. I bent over and picked up my hockey bag.

“You can leave that there,” he said.

I paused. My head was spinning. I decided to pretend like I didn’t hear him, walking my bag into his office. He looked back at me and groaned, rolling his eyes. “Useless,” he muttered under his breath. I put the bag down next to the door and then closed it behind me.

He was already slipping down his pants. “We have to make this quick,” he said. “Pull it out.” He pointed at my crotch. I knew I needed to do what he said, but I was afraid. He was so angry, and I knew that he wanted to suck me—but was he angry enough to bite me? I didn’t want my coach biting my cock off!

“Do it already!” he growled through clenched teeth. So I opened up my shorts and I fished out my flaccid member, letting it fall out as I sidled along the wall. He came up to me, looking taller than ever as he looked down at my shaft. He grunted and then he dropped down to his knees. He used his big hand to grip my cock. I closed my eyes.

But I had to make sure that this wasn’t a waste. It was moving fast and my heart rate was spiking, making me panic—but I couldn’t let the plan fall apart. I spied my hockey bag and made sure to spin towards it, so that everything would be seen. He grunted again and looked up at me. “Why are you moving so much? Just stay still!” he scolded. Now, I was in position. I could let him do his thing for a while. I closed my eyes and tried not to look as he sucked my cock.

After a couple of minutes, he started to get frustrated. “Why aren’t you hard?” he said. “Get hard already!”

But it wasn’t so easy to get aroused. He definitely wasn’t my type, and I wasn’t turned on by his mean mood. I kept my eyes closed and tried to think of something that could arouse me, like being with Lars and the other guys, letting them have their way with me. They were sensitive to me when they fucked me; they didn’t try to hurt me, though they didn’t go easy on me either. I liked the feeling of their long cocks sliding in and out of my body. I liked tasting their hard shafts. I liked the feeling of their warm cum splashing on my skin and filling my holes.

“Oh yeah,” he groaned, and I knew why he was satisfied: I was getting an erection. I just had to keep thinking of those arousing thoughts.

But it was hard with his mouth bobbing up and down the length of my cock, his tongue wrapping around my girth and slurping as his saliva ran down my ball sack and dripped on my feet.

Then he stood up. He pulled his hands up my body and moved in close to me. I eyed the hockey bag and made sure that it was still in view. He grabbed my chin and pulled my face back towards him before pressing his lips against mine. It wouldn’t have been so bad had his cock not been out, grinding against my exposed erection. I could feel him throbbing, towering, and even dripping pre-cum in his state of aggressive arousal.

“We don’t have much time,” he said, grabbing my shoulders and spinning me around. I gasped as he pushed me forward, against the wall.

“Ouch,” I said as my chest mashed against that concrete slab.

“Shut up,” he grunted. His fingers stroked up my butt crack. He found my butthole, which he didn’t hesitate to penetrate. I gasped, and my gasp was enough to make him grab my throat, clenching so that I couldn’t make any more sounds.

I squirmed. It was just like the first time. Now, I had more experience being the submissive girl, but I wasn’t any more used to his aggressive advances. I tried hard to breathe; he mashed my face against the wall.

Then I felt his throbbing cock sliding up to my hole. I tried to turn my head, to make sure that hockey bag was turned in the right direction. He grabbed my head and made sure my face was pressed awkwardly into the wall. Then he started to penetrate me.

He didn’t go easy, and I didn’t think that he would. He pushed deep into my body. I felt my anus stretching to accommodate his massive girth. I felt his fingertips pushing hard into my sides. I groaned and then he reached up to clench my throat again.

For the next ten minutes, he fucked me like a man who had a lot of aggression to get out. He fucked me ruthlessly against that wall. I hardly managed to take a single breath every minute. My face was dark red by the time he let go. He pulled out and spilled his seed all over my outfit, turning that red top white. I fell down to my knees. He spun me around with an aggressive pull at the shoulder, and then he forced his cock into my mouth, making me taste the last of his cum and the inside of my anus. It was a bitter flavor that didn’t wash away so easily. He forced me to suck him clean, and then he pushed me away.

“You need to get ready for the game,” he said. “If you want minutes, you better put up numbers.”

I nodded my head quickly before scurrying to my bag. I picked it up and rushed out of the room. It was a horrible twenty minutes, but the pain was worth it; I got exactly what I needed to get out of it, even though it cost me my reputation. I had to let everyone see what happened to make sure that it would never happen again.

The police came during the second period of the game, arresting him in the middle of a shift. He screamed and fought and lied, telling the cops he was innocent and that he’d never done anything wrong before. He didn’t know that Lars had live-streamed my entire trip to his office. Half of the school saw Coach Brown using me like a cheap sex doll.

By the end of the week, we had a new coach. Yes, I had to endure a bit of mocking. Some of my classmates made fun of me for being a ‘crossdresser’, but nobody really cared enough to remind me after a week. It didn’t take long for it to become old news. Besides, so many people hated Coach Brown; they were just happy that he’d been dealt with.

The new coach had me up on the first line by the end of the month. We ended up winning that season. We all got scholarships. The principal of the school called me in one afternoon and begged me not to sue the school; he ended up giving me a ‘settlement’ of fifty thousand dollars. I probably could have gotten much more through a lawsuit, but I wasn’t looking to cause any trouble; I just wanted my life to go on. Besides, it’s not like I regretted what happened with Coach Brown. I didn’t like being with Coach Brown, but if it wasn’t for Coach Brown, I would have never discovered that I really did like putting on cute outfits for the boys.

My life really changed once I started embracing my new little hobby, and it wasn’t long before that hobby turned into a lifestyle. So I guess I couldn’t say that I totally regretted what happened. Sometimes you have to make big sacrifices to make big improvements in life. Sometimes you have to take a big risk and make the ultimate sacrifice if you ever want to know just how rich life can be.

THE END
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Morgan, a sales manager at a big corporation, is overwhelmed with work. Deadlines are fast approaching, employees are calling in sick, and, to make matters worse, one of his employees is suddenly leaving for a vacation. Short-staffed, Morgan has no choice but to ask his team to work through the weekend. He can’t help but think that they all want him dead—particularly after Morgan gets a phone call from HR; concerned for his mental wellbeing, HR is forcing him to go on vacation, effective immediately.

It’s not what he wants. He wants to get his work done, so his team doesn’t hate his guts. How can he possibly relax, knowing his team is working through the weekend while he’s at an all-inclusive Mexican resort?

Morgan is sure that he won’t be able to get work off of his mind—and then he meets the beautiful, captivating, and very shy trans girl named Jess.


CHAPTER 1
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Another email from the top floor: the quarterly reports weren’t good enough.

I groaned, almost letting my face fall into my keyboard. “We need new reports by the end of the day tomorrow, before the quarterly board meeting.”

I grabbed my keyboard and lifted it off of my desk. I thought about snapping it into two pieces. My hands were trembling. I could just picture the executive who wrote the email, which was filled with typos by the way. She probably wrote it in all of ten seconds after skimming the reports quickly. For her, it was thirty seconds of her life. For me and my team, it was an entire week.

Five long days were spent making those godforsaken reports.

I took a series of deep breaths and read the rest of that email from the top floor. “Also, we need the projections for the next quarter by Monday afternoon. Thanks, Morgan.”

I pulled my keyboard so hard that it yanked the USB cable right out of the tower. Then I threw it against the wall, next to the door, which had just opened without me realizing it. Now, Robbie was standing with wide eyes and a pale face. “Um, is this a good time, Morgan?”

I tried to force a smile onto my face. “It’s a fine time. In fact, I need to talk to you about something—and the rest of the team.” Before going on, I leaned over and saw that the others were packing up their stuff to leave for the evening. “Son of a bitch… Robbie—can you call in the team really quickly—before they go. This is important.”

He stood in place, still with that pale look on his face.

“Quickly!” I said, seeing that Jane was already on her way to the elevator. So Robbie stopped her and called her into my office. The whole crew came in: eight employees, all standing on the pieces of that broken keyboard. It wasn’t really broken—I could push the keys back into the little slots and it would work like new again; it wasn’t the first time that month that I broke a piece of my work station in a fit of rage.

“You want us to do what?” Jane said after I explained the situation.

“Stay,” I said, hardly able to look any of them in the eye. “We need to redo the reports. The format wasn’t right and we weren’t detailed enough with the earnings. The guys upstairs want everything broken down by item, with different pages for each department.”

“That will take weeks,” said Ryan, crossing his arms and shaking his head, as if he was refusing to do it.

“I know,” I said. “But they need it by tomorrow afternoon, so we’re all staying late and then we’re all coming in early tomorrow.”

“You can’t do this!” Jane yelled. Her glasses fell off of her face, and she was too angry to pick them up.

“It’s not me asking!” I said. “It’s an order from upstairs!”

“Fuck this shit!” Ryan groaned, throwing up his hands. “It’s my kid’s birthday. He’s going to bed in two hours. You can’t actually expect me to stay.”

“I—I have to make you stay,” I said. I felt terrible. I couldn’t look into their eyes. They all wanted me dead. I was worse than Hitler to them—worse than Satan—worse than the guy who sat downstairs playing out-of-tune Neil Diamond covers for spare change. Sadly, it was in their contracts: they had to work when I told them they had to work. I could make them stay as long as twelve hours each day, and I could limit them to two fifteen-minute breaks and a thirty-minute lunch break. Whenever possible, I let them take an hour for lunch, and I let them take breaks whenever they wanted… but it had been a while since they had that much freedom.

“Fuck this,” Ryan said. “I’m leaving. Write me up if you want to.”

“I’ll have to,” I said softly. I didn’t want to write him up, because he’d already been written up twice. After three writeups, HR had to do a review, and a review almost always meant being fired. Ryan knew it; now, his face was dark red. He was shaking, probably trying to resist the urge of punching my nose into my skull.

“This is fucking bullshit.”

“You can call your kid on FaceTime,” I said. “I’ll give you fifteen minutes.” It was me trying to be nice; the reality was that I needed him, and the rest of them, to focus hard for the next four hours, so that there would be a chance of getting the reports done before the board meeting.

The others didn’t put up a fight, looking defeated as they dragged their feet out of my office. I heard swearing under their breath. I heard something like a death threat. They thought that I was making them stay, but I was just trying to avoid getting written up myself.

I should have never taken that job promotion; I wished I was with them. Sure, they had to stay late with me, but at least it would have been someone else taking the heat—probably Ryan, seeing as he was next in line for the promotion.

One team member didn’t leave my office: Robbie. He just stood there, looking small and frail as he blinked, clutching some paper in his hands, in front of his chest. “I really need you on the floor, Robbie. If we can bang this out, we can be out of here before nine.”

“I’m going on vacation,” he said, taking a half step back, as if I was going to lash out at him.

“A vacation? What are you talking about? You can’t go on a vacation. It’s literally the busiest time of year.”

“I’m sorry,” said Robbie, taking another half step back. “But I, uh, got it cleared by HR. I leave tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow!?” I said.

“I put in the request a month ago!” he said, looking like a nervous church mouse. “It just finally got approved today, and it starts tomorrow. I honestly forgot that I put in the request. But I can’t miss this. I tried telling HR to change the dates, but they said it would take two to three months to reprocess the request, and… and I just—I really need a vacation!”

I bit down on my tongue—so hard that I drew blood. I could feel the heat entering my face.

“I’ll stay tonight—I’ll even stay past eight. I’ll do as much as I can with the reports…”

“You can’t stay past eight,” I groaned. “HR will write me up if your system is on after eight.”

“Sorry, Morgan,” he said softly.

I waved him out of my office. Now, I was down a team member, going into the busiest week of the year. Now, I was going to have to make the whole team stay late every single day. I was going to have to call them in on the weekend. I was going to have to work them to the bone if we were going to have any chance of getting those projections done.

Robbie scurried away, looking guilty, even though it wasn’t really his fault. Sure, I wanted to strangle him for putting in a vacation request without telling me—but I couldn’t blame him. I put in a vacation request months earlier and it was still processing. I couldn’t even remember the dates I requested… they were probably long gone, and the request was lost.

I couldn’t believe they even approved Robbie’s request—or maybe I could believe it. The HR department was completely separate from the rest of the company; they had their own bosses and couldn’t be fired by the company’s executives. They were run by an external company, owned partially by the government: a system put in place to keep big companies in check, so they weren’t taking advantage of employees. It was a system put in place to protect employees, but all they were succeeding in doing was fucking everybody over. Even Robbie was being fucked over—now, for the next month, he was going to be the most hated person in the office. Hopefully he was smart enough to wear tons of sunscreen, so that he wouldn’t even have a ghost of a tan when he came back.

I spent the next ten minutes piecing together my keyboard. A couple of the keys wouldn’t go back in properly, so I decided I was going to just have to really push hard whenever I needed a K or a P. It didn’t seem like such a big deal, until two hours of answering emails went by, and my pointer finger started getting sore from jamming those two keys.

“Son of a bitch,” I groaned.

Then, I went to the break room to pour myself a coffee. There was nothing left in the pot; whoever took the last cup didn’t start a new pot—breaking the break room rule. I swore under my breath. I didn’t have time to wait for a pot to brew, so I started back towards my office. Then, on my way, I overheard Ryan whispering to Stacy in his cubicle.

“He’s going to ask us to come in this weekend,” he said.

“No,” Stacy groaned. “Not again. I can’t. It’s my anniversary.”

“Well, cancel your plans now.”

“I made reservations.”

“Cancel them.”

“Morgan is such a fucking prick,” Stacy moaned.

I wanted to storm around the corner and chew them out; I wanted to tell them that this wasn’t my fault. Why was I a prick? What did I do? I was just following orders!

“Here’s what we do,” Ryan said with a grin in his voice. “Let out a few coughs over the next couple of hours—nothing serious. Don’t overdo it. Then, tomorrow, cough more. I’ll start coughing tomorrow too. By the end of the day, we’ll both be coughing a lot. Then, before he can call us in on Saturday, we phone HR and report our symptoms.”

“You mean to call in sick? We need a sick note to take a sick day,” she said.

Ryan scoffed. “Yes, technically, but the new protocol says that employees can’t be told to come in if they have flu-like symptoms. We aren’t calling in sick—we’re just reporting symptoms. They’ll tell us both to stay home.”

“That works?”

I wanted to burst their party. I wanted to tell them that I was listening. I wanted to tell HR what they were planning. If they didn’t show up on the weekend, then there was no chance of finishing the projections in time. If those projections didn’t get finished, I would be getting a writeup—my third writeup, meaning they would conduct a review. No—I needed that job. I had to be the bad guy. I had to tell them what Ryan was planning to save myself, even if it meant Stacy missing her anniversary.

God, I hated myself for what I was about to do.

I took out my phone and recorded the rest of their conversation.

“Thank God for the new sick protocol,” Stacy laughed. “I reserved that restaurant, like, a month ago. They need a full week’s notice for cancellations, or they charge fifty bucks.”

“Enjoy your Saturday. Don’t let these fuckers ruin your anniversary. It’s bad enough Morgan is ruining my kid’s birthday. His cake is in my car.”

“Fucking asshole,” Stacy groaned. “Whatever—we’ll stick it to him. He can finish these fucking reports on his own.”

“There’s just one thing,” Ryan continued. “We have to space out our calls, when we call HR. If we phone in at the same time, they’ll know we’re up to something. Maybe you can call tomorrow night and I’ll call early Saturday morning.”

“Right—that makes sense,” Stacy said. “Oh—there’s a beach party on Sunday. I meant to invite you and your family. It’s at Porter’s Point. Want to come?”

“Lewis already invited me! I’ll be there.”

“Great!” Stacy said. “Oh—speaking of Lewis… if they call us in on Sunday…”

“We need to get him in on this too. I’ll let him know the plan.”

Stacy laughed. “What about the projections.”

“Fuck the projections,” Ryan groaned. “Let Morgan figure that out.”

So instead of busting them to their faces, I took the recording to my computer. I uploaded it and attached it to an email to the HR department. I hesitated before pressing send.

I felt awful. I knew that it meant Ryan losing his job. I knew that it meant Stacy going on an unpaid leave. I knew that it might mean a writeup for Lewis too. I liked Lewis a lot—we started at the company together and he never put up a fight when I asked favors from him. Maybe I could just cut the ending off of the recording…

So I spent ten minutes editing the recording before pressing send.

I pressed send, even though the image of Ryan’s little boy was now in my mind. Stacy was saving up to buy a house… a month of unpaid leave was going to be crushing to her plans. Ryan was probably going to struggle to find a new job, seeing as he came into our office with no work history, and now he was going to be leaving without a reference… oh well, that was his problem—he should have thought about all of that before conspiring to screw our team over.

Was I bad person for ratting them out?

My hands were shaking. I felt a sickness entering my stomach. I decided to slip out, to have a quick cigarette. While I was smoking, an intense frustration filled my body. The whole day came crashing down on me very suddenly, and I broke down. I screamed and kicked over a trash can. I swore over and over, as loud as I could, just letting out some steam.

It was an embarrassing moment, and I thought that nobody was looking… but I was wrong. I turned to the side and saw Horatio, the head of the HR department, holding his briefcase, halfway to the staff parking lot.

I tried to recompose myself, but the damage was done; he saw everything.


CHAPTER 2
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Before the end of the day, I got the email from HR. When I saw those two words in the subject line: ‘Human Resources’, my heart fell into the pit of my stomach. I knew what it was: a review notification. I knew that Horatio went and filed what he saw. He told them all about my freak-out moment.

I reluctantly clicked on the email, dreading the words inside. I didn’t want my time at that office to come to an end. Was it the best job in the world? Definitely not. Was it the best thing I could get? Absolutely. The pay was better than anything I could ever find again. I’d been there for so long; I had so many benefits. Sure, the stress was borderline unmanageable, but I’d spent the better part of a decade making that job into my career. I wasn’t ready to lose it all because of a few bad weeks.

I got my first writeup a month earlier, after I was caught using the company card to pay for lunch for my whole team. I knew it was something I wasn’t supposed to do, but I needed to boost their morale, and I really didn’t think the expense would be noticed—it was something I’d done many times before.

Then, my next writeup came when I was caught at the mall, after calling in sick for work. One of my favorite authors was doing a book signing. I tried for weeks to get the day off, so I could wait in line to get his autograph, but HR never got back to me—so I made a fake doctor’s note, submitted it the day before, and then I went to wait in line. Sadly, it was Horatio’s favorite author as well, and Horatio showed up ten minutes after me.

Now, I was facing my third writeup, meaning they were going to ‘review’ me. All that meant was, they were going to have a meeting to decide who could do my job better than me, and then they were going to talk about who could replace whoever replaced me, and who could replace that person, and so on. Eventually, they would reach into a pile of resumes to pick someone willing to work for cheap, and they would send me off with a cardboard box and a note saying, ‘Please do not use us as a reference on your resume.’

My hands trembled as I read that email from HR.

“Mr. Stewiacke, we are writing to inform you that a meeting has been held in regards to your health and wellbeing,” it said. I groaned and sunk into my chair, already flustered with humiliation. “We believe that it is in your best interest to take a leave from work. The HR department (Human Resources Department) has reviewed your request for a vacation and cleared the requested dates (seven days, starting on September 17th). These seven days will be PAID. For the sake of your health and wellbeing, we ask that you avoid checking emails during this time. We will advise your superiors to refrain from contacting you; please notify us if they do otherwise, or if you are pressured in any way, shape, or form to maintain communications with your superiors. Please reply to this email letting us know that you understand the terms of your leave, and please let us know who, in your command, will be filling your role while you are gone. Your direct superiors have been included in this email chain, so please make sure to click ‘reply all’ with your reply.”

I had to read that email five times. It wasn’t at all what I was expecting to read. It wasn’t the bad news that I was expecting to get…

It was worse. It was the worst email I could have possibly gotten.

I was going to email them back, but this was a matter that needed to be dealt with urgently—emails were too slow. So I phoned Horatio. I had to call three times before he finally picked up. “What is it? I’m not on the clock right now and I shouldn’t be answering calls.”

“Horatio,” I said, shaking my head and pacing around my office. “I just got your email.”

“I rushed your request for you,” he said. “You need it, Morgan. Have a good vacation.”

“Wait!” I said, knowing he was just about to hang up the phone. “You can’t do this! Not now! Our quarterlies are due tomorrow, and they want projections by next week!”

“That’s not your problem now,” he said with a smile in his voice. “You’re on vacation as of two hours from now. Oh, and we got your recording. Thanks for sending that in—we’re going to be handling that tomorrow. It’s our top priority—the meeting is already set for nine.”

“Horatio—no. You can’t do this. My team can’t do all of this without me.”

“Not your problem, Morgan. Take your vacation. Enjoy the time off.”

“How can I possibly enjoy the time off!? My team is going to murder me when they find out that I went on vacation, while they’re all working the weekend!”

“Not your problem.”

“Stop saying that! It is my problem! They’re all going to hate me!”

“They’ll understand. Everyone needs a vacation. So where are you going, anyway? Some place nice?”

I was at a loss for words. It took me a moment to break free from my state of complete confusion. “I—I don’t have any plans.”

“Staycation?” he said. “If that’s your thing, I’m sure you’ll benefit from it. But, if you want a recommendation, there’s a place in Mexico; they have this great last-minute deal on right now. It’s four stars, all inclusive, and it’s only $140 per day—that includes airfare. I’ll send you the link once I get home.”

“You can’t be serious right now,” I said, hardly listening to him speak. I could only hear the angry screams of my coworkers that were going to be filling the building the next morning, once they all found out they would be working the weekend—and I wouldn’t be there with them.

“Take this time to relax, Morgan. It’s all that matters right now. Let us deal with the rest.” Then, he hung up on me. I stood there for five long minutes, feeling a coldness chilling my whole body.

I looked out of my office window, at Ryan, who had no idea he was about to be fired, at Stacy, who was about to be in big trouble, and at the rest of my team—all about to be working through the weekend, tireless hours, while I was away on ‘vacation’.

I didn’t have the heart to tell anyone of them. Even when Christine said, “See you tomorrow, Morgan,” on her way out the door, I just smiled and nodded my head. God, they were all going to hate my guts.

When I got home, I took out my laptop. I was exhausted, hungry, and I desperately needed a shower—but I had to work. I had to get as much done as possible before the office’s servers locked me out. A year earlier, HR forced the company to install software that locked employees out when they were supposed to be off-duty. Thankfully, managers weren’t affected by the after-hours blocker—but I would be locked out as soon as it was September 17th—which was now just three hours away.

If I could just finish one report out of twenty, it would mean less work for my team…

But I couldn’t focus. My vision was starting to blur after a long day of staring at the screen. Or maybe it was the rage and frustration swelling inside of my brain. An email popped up from Horatio: a link to that resort. I tried to ignore it, but I made the mistake of clicking it, and I knew that meant he knew that I saw it—so I had to reply to him. “Thanks for this,” I said. “I’ll look into it.” But really, I wanted to strangle him.

Yes, I wanted a vacation, but this was not the time—especially with Robbie going on vacation as well, and Ryan about to be booted to the street for trying to undermine the sick-day system. A team of four or five was going to be stuck with a job meant for at least eight people—and a job that was meant to take two weeks, not a weekend.

I groaned and squirmed and hit my face against my laptop keyboard. Then, when I looked up, that resort page was open. I must have navigated over to it with my forehead. I was about to click away, but the image was actually quite appealing: tall palm trees, wide open beaches, crystal water, giant blue swimming pools—and an unlimited bar: all you can drink for such a low price.

Did it really include airfare?

I bit down on my tongue.

Maybe I could wear lots of sunscreen. Maybe my employees didn’t have to know that I was really on vacation. I could message them and tell them that I was simply being forced to stay home because of some mental health problems… Hell—I would rather my team think that I was psychotic before they knew that I was out relaxing while they were buried to their ears in tedious paperwork.

I found myself booking a room. A slight grin came onto my face. When was the last time I went on vacation?

My heart raced as I hovered over that ‘PAY NOW’ button. My credit card info was already filled in—and it was non-refundable once I clicked that button. What did I have to lose? I was being forced to stay out of the office for a full week, and I had nowhere else to be. I didn’t want to be stuck in my apartment, afraid to go out, afraid to be seen by one of my co-workers. Maybe some beer and sunshine would do me some good. Maybe I really did need a vacation.

So I pressed that button. The booking was confirmed seconds later—my flight was in seven hours.

My head was spinning. It had been almost eight years since my last vacation. I couldn’t even remember what sand felt like! Unless you count the sand in my nephew’s sandbox, in his backyard.

I stood up and paced around my apartment. “Was that a mistake? What the hell am I doing?”

I found my suitcase, covered in dust, in the back of my closet. I heard my phone buzzing in the other room. By the time I went back to grab it, I had six messages, all from my coworkers. They wanted to know if they would be working on the weekend. I knew the answer: yes. But I didn’t have the heart to break it to them. “I’m not sure yet,” I replied to them all.

Horatio and his team would choose a temporary replacement for me in the morning. Then, that person could be the bad guy; that person could tell everyone they would be working through the weekend. That person could feel what it was like to be hated for just a little bit… Or maybe they would all still redirect their anger towards me.

I tried not to think of it; like Horatio said: it wasn’t my problem. I just needed to get away. I went to pack my suitcase. It took me forty minutes to find my swim trunks, in a box in the basement storage room of the apartment building. Then it took me another hour to find clothes that were appropriate to wear at a resort. Over the years, my closet had been filled with work attire. I even stopped wearing t-shirts on weekends, just because it was easier to stick to my work clothes.

I found an old bottle of sunscreen—expired in 2013. I packed it anyway; does sunscreen really expire? Well, it would be good for the first day—then I could buy some from a shop in Mexico.

Next, I dug out my passport, which was not easy to find, buried in the back of my desk, under a pile of paperclips and pens. I looked so young in the photo… and the passport was just two months away from expiring.

By the time I had everything together, and I had a bit of dinner in my stomach, it was midnight. I went to check my work phone, but the screen just said, ‘UNABLE TO ACCESS SERVER. TRY AGAIN LATER.’ I was locked out; my vacation had officially started, and I hadn’t told a single member of my team.

I thought about texting them privately. I had a few of their personal numbers, even though I technically wasn’t supposed to; but with two writeups already tied to my name, I didn’t want to take any risks. I could get in a lot of shit for messaging an employee after midnight on a personal phone. They were just going to have to figure out that I was gone the hard way…

I wouldn’t know their reaction. I wouldn’t know how much they hated me until I got back… at least that’s what I thought.

I was boarding the plane the next morning when I got a text message from an unknown number. “I hope that your plane crashes, you useless prick. Enjoy your vacation.”

My fingers were suddenly cold and my legs suddenly felt numb. “Who is this?” I replied. Whoever it was, they had my personal number. I could think of four people in the office—Ryan wasn’t one of them, but maybe he found my number somewhere else. Who else could be so angry with me?

“Go die,” the person replied. They apparently weren’t in a mood to talk it out, but I still felt strangely defensive, wanting to explain myself.

“I didn’t want to go on vacation. HR forced me.”

“Oh really?” the mysterious person replied. “They’re forcing you to go to Mexico?”

How did this person know so much about where I was going? I literally told nobody—not even Horatio. Sure, he gave me the link to the website, but he didn’t know that I booked a trip. I hadn’t even told my own mother that I was going away.

“Message me again and I’m calling the cops,” I replied—and there was no response. I guess I scared them away… though I really felt like the scared one. This person seemed dangerous; they were somehow spying on me, and they clearly hated my guts.

When the stewardess came by, I ordered a strong drink. “Please make it fast,” I said, even though it was only nine in the morning. A strong glass of whiskey came a minute later, and I needed that drink more than anything.

I couldn’t help but think that the mysterious message wasn’t just from one person; it was everyone in the office, gathering together, hovering around the same phone, working together to form that message, just like the Cossacks in that famous painting—except I had a feeling my employees weren’t laughing; they were probably seething, stabbing a voodoo doll that looked just like me, maybe planning to drive by my address armed with 9mm handguns…

I couldn’t let those thoughts get to me. I didn’t need any more stress in my life. I just wanted the stress to go away. I couldn’t stand the idea of another meltdown, like the one that I had in front of Horatio; I couldn’t be humiliated like that again.

The stewardess made me turn my phone to airplane-mode before we took off. I have to admit that it was a weird feeling, shutting off my phone’s ability to send and receive messages. I couldn’t remember the last time I was disconnected like that. One time my phone died for fifteen minutes before I was able to charge it, and I’d left my work phone in my car, and for those fifteen minutes, I was in a complete panic.

Now, I just stared at my phone, tempted to take it off of airplane-mode while the stewardess wasn’t looking. I knew that it didn’t actually make a difference. It had been decades since cellphones interfered with a plane’s instruments…

But after the plane took off, and we’d been in the air for an hour, I started to feel a strange sense of freedom with my phone off. With that phone off, there was no way for anyone to contact me. Nobody knew where I was going, except for that stranger who messaged me—but even he (or she) couldn’t message me now. It was almost like I no longer existed.

I kept having mini-panic-attacks as I thought about the office. By now, my co-workers all knew that they would be working the weekend—and not just a pair of eight-hour shifts. They would be working the full-twelve hours, the maximum allowed by the HR department. They were all probably cursing my name. They all certainly knew by now that I was on vacation…

But I kept remembering Horatio’s words: “That’s not your problem.” Maybe he was right; maybe it wasn’t my problem. Maybe it was something that I didn’t have to think about. Because the damage was already done: they already hated my guts, and there was nothing I could do about that now. If the damage was already done, there was no sense in ruining my vacation over it. There was no sense in wasting this vacation that I never really wanted.

I looked over at the man in the seat across the aisle from me. He was clutching a margarita (in a small glass and watered down to conform to the airline’s rules). He had a gold visor on his head and a Hawaiian t-shirt on his torso. But it was the big smile on his face that was most astonishing. The man was practically trembling with excitement. He couldn’t wait to be on vacation. He looked like such a fool in his tight shorts, rocking back and forth with that dumb smile on his face. He looked like he went onto a stock photo website and searched ‘tourist’ before picking out his outfit. He was going to be swarmed by salesmen as soon as he stepped off the plane. And he was probably going to fall for all of their nonsense. He was going to book the snorkeling tour. He was going to buy the overpriced souvenirs. He was going to consider going to the time-share consultation in the hotel conference room.

He had a slight tinge of stubble on his cheeks, and a slight tan line on his neck, where a collared shirt had been all summerlong. I could just tell that the man worked in an office just like me. I could tell that he put in his vacation request months earlier. I could tell that this was something he’d dreamed about for at least a year. And maybe that’s how I should have been feeling: excited, and not dreading a week away from my responsibilities. This wasn’t just a vacation from the office—it was a vacation from my responsibilities.

The stewardess came by. “Can I get you anything?” she asked.

I eyed the man’s margarita again. “I’ll have one of those,” I said.

Maybe the man looked like a fool, but he looked happy—and for the next week, I wanted to be happy too.


CHAPTER 3
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The resort was an hour-long bus ride from the airport. It was a long ride, with my phone clutched in my hand. I still hadn’t taken my phone off of airplane mode. I stared at the screen, waiting to build up the courage to do it, knowing there was probably another message from that mysterious sender, and maybe even a message or two from my coworkers. I could only assume they had questions for me—I just left them without warning, with a truckload of work that needed finished.

But I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I couldn’t bring myself to connect with the world. I knew that I would be glued to my phone as soon as I could accept messages and emails. I knew that my vacation would be spent with my gaze glued to my screen, and that would defeat the whole purpose.

So I left it off. I got to the resort and put my phone into my suitcase, in a tight pocket that I planned on leaving untouched until I touched back down back north.

My skin tingled. My heart fluttered. I looked around the resort and was taken back by the beautiful palm trees, the glittering swimming pools, and, of course, the ocean. The sound of distant waves brought an immense sense of peace. I felt my muscles turning suddenly to melted butter, as if my anxiety was being pulled from my body. And no, this isn’t some paid promotion from the government of Mexico.

But that resort was a dream, even though it really wasn’t anything special. It was a generic resort. I caught a glimpse of the all-you-can-eat buffet, and the food looked like it was mediocre the day before when it was prepared—and now it was day-old-mediocre buffet food. My room was small; the bed was hard and cheap, and there were probably bugs living in the cupboards that I was too afraid to open. It was a no-smoking room, but the walls still smelled like cigarette smoke, suggesting the previous occupant was just doing whatever he wanted. The sheets were old and not at all soft, and the television had at least a dozen dead pixels. But that place was still paradise, because it wasn’t the office.

I needed that vacation more than I realized. I needed a break from my life. I walked out onto my balcony and took a deep breath of that sea air. The sound of the crashing waves soothed my heart in a way that it hadn’t been soothed in a decade. I looked down at the pool and grinned when I saw the group of girls, ten in total, no older than nineteen, laughing, drunk, floating in the hot sun, occasionally swimming up to the swim-up bar to refill their watered-down boozy beverages. I put on a pair of sunglasses so that I could watch them without looking like a creep.

And to think! I still had seven days left in this paradise.

Maybe I really did need that vacation…

But to think! I only had seven days left in that paradise… it suddenly seemed like nothing at all. In just a week, I would be back in the office, back behind my desk, surrounded by people who wanted me dead. In my life, I had no escape; I had nothing to look forward to after a long day of work. Now, as I stared at those beautiful young women, I couldn’t help but wonder: what exactly was I living for? What was the point of working myself to the bone, day after day? Sure, I had weekends, but my weekends were usually just spent cleaning, grocery shopping, trying to catch up on chores that I couldn’t do during the week. Then there was the week I got off at Christmas time—it was spent Christmas shopping, visiting relatives that probably didn’t think about me throughout the year (and to be fair, I didn’t think much about them). It almost seemed like I was literally living just for those rare vacations. One day I would retire… maybe. It seemed unlikely with the way inflation was rising. I used to be able to buy groceries for eighty dollars—enough to last me a week… now, that same haul was close to two-hundred bucks. And let’s not even talk about gas! My daily commute used to run me about fifteen dollars. Now, it was close to double that, and it’s not like I was making more at work to cover the difference…

I tried not to think of those anxieties now, pushing them out from my head, as I stared down at the girls. I listened to them laughing. I watched their tight bodies as they stretched out to absorb as much sun as possible on their scantily-clad bodies. One girl had massive natural breasts that bounced and flopped in every direction: a stunning natural beauty. I let out a sigh and then I looked back at the ocean, just in time to see a distant whale shooting water into the air.

Paradise…

But it wasn’t long before I was thinking about work again, thinking about my boring apartment, thinking about all of the hobbies that I once had, and now I didn’t have time for any of it. I should have never taken that promotion. Yes, the ten thousand per year was nice, but what was it good for? It came at a big price: having to work an extra five hours each week (at least), being the office punching bag, having to work through most weekends while my team (usually) got to be free to do whatever they wanted to do. They all hated me; they had no idea just how good they had it. Sure, they had to work the occasional weekend and the occasional twelve-hour shift, but they got double time for every hour after eight hours… I was probably making less than them during those hectic weeks. They had time for hobbies, time to go see hockey games, time to go to parties… time for relationships.

Relationships… when was the last time I had one of those? Before my promotion, I was dating a girl who worked downstairs. When I got my promotion, they asked me, “You aren’t dating someone from the company, are you? I heard a rumor—but I just want to remind you that we don’t allow that here.”

I didn’t want to ruin my career, so I broke things off with her quietly that very night. We’d been dating for eight months, and maybe I blindsided her just a little bit—but I knew about that company rule, and I knew from the start that it wasn’t going to work out, under the circumstances, as long as we both stayed at the company. I guess I was half-hoping that she would quit; she always talked about pursuing a career as an artist. I tried to push her into it, mostly because I knew that our relationship wouldn’t work as long as we were at the same company—but she needed the financial stability, and I had to focus on my career.

Now, looking at those young women, I imagined myself with one of them. Maybe they were from the same city; maybe a resort romance could turn into something more serious that could continue back home. We could move in together, sleep together every night, go on dates…

No—I didn’t have time for that. Once I was back home, I would be playing catch-up at work for weeks, maybe months. Once I was all caught up, I still wouldn’t have time to take a girl out on proper dates. No girl would want to sleep over, with me staying up late to work, waking up early to be sure I was the first one at the office. And how could they put up with my phone? My last girlfriend was driven to the brink of insanity by my constantly ringing phone. “At least turn it to vibrate!” she cried.

“But then I might miss an important message!” I said.

I was probably better off not looking at those girls at all, not getting those ideas into my head. I was just going to let myself down. I was just going to disappoint myself. I could think about relationships in fifteen years or so, once retirement was back in sight. I just needed to work hard; I needed to put in as many hours as I could, and I needed to save every penny so that I could figure out some sort of investment strategy, so that I could retire by fifty-five… maybe sixty… maybe sixty-five. And then I could find a girl. I just had to… wait.

It was that afternoon when I found myself with my phone in my hand once again, tempted to turn off airplane-mode so that I could check my emails and messages. My hand trembled as I fought myself, knowing it was better turned off—but I was so curious to know what was happening. Maybe I could just call Ashley to make sure things were running smoothly…

No! I had to keep that phone off. I had to resist those urges.

I went down to the buffet and filled a plate with mediocre food. I sat and watched the sunset while I ate. The food was meh, but the moment was peaceful. The restaurant was loud, but it still seemed strangely quiet without my phone chirping at me. I couldn’t stop thinking about that damned phone.

After eating, I took a shower. I thought about those scantily clad girls, and then I did something naughty in the shower using my clenched fist. The hot shower water cleaned up after me.

Then, I looked out at the glowing resort and saw that those young women were now at one of the outdoor bars, all sitting in a row, giggling, drunk.

When was the last time I had sex? It had been at least six months… I wondered if any of those girls were looking for a one-night stand, or maybe a resort romance. A little week-long fling might be a fun way to make that vacation even better.

I went into my suitcase and found my best shirt, which I hadn’t worn in almost a year. It smelled a bit like dust, but a squirt of cologne solved the problem. I sauntered down to the bar with a racing heart. I took a seat at the bar, about four seats away from the girls.

A nervousness suddenly overwhelmed me; it wasn’t something I was used to; it wasn’t something I’d experienced since I was in high-school. Normally, I was quite confident around women, but now, I just felt like I was out of practice. I could hardly remember the last time I spoke to a woman about something that wasn’t work related. I looked up at them. When they looked at me, I darted my gaze away. They all giggled and I bit down on my tongue.

I knew it was a perfect chance to break the ice. I knew that they were open to chatting. They were drunk, and they seemed to be easy-going. They were young enough to know no better. I’m sure it wouldn’t take more than an hour to woo one of them, to bring her back to my room. But I was tense, unable to muster up a single word, unable to even look up at them; maybe it was because their breasts were practically out as they sat in their bikinis. Maybe it was because they were all dolled up with plump lips and long lashes. When was the last time I approached a girl like that? Girls didn’t look like that in the office. I was used to long pencil skirts and buttoned-up blouses.

I heard them giggling. Were they laughing at me? Was my sudden shyness pathetic?

“What’s your name?” one of them asked.

I took a moment before looking up and saying, “Morgan.” And that’s when I saw that they were talking to another man: a young, fit male with his shirt off. They all looked at me strangely. I blushed, smiled awkwardly, and then I backed away from the bar. I had to get out of there; I was just embarrassing myself.

I took my drink down the beach, walking alone, wondering what the hell happened to me. I used to be good with women. I used to have no problem flirting, joking, getting attention. I guess it’s one of those things: if you don’t use it, you lose it. I hadn’t ‘used’ that charm in years. I spent all of my time in the office, letting my personable skills erode. I could sell plumbing products to anyone, but I could no longer sell myself.

The brutally embarrassing interaction left me wondering if the office was maybe the best place for me; maybe that’s where I belonged. Maybe I needed to just embrace that tedious, repetitive lifestyle. It was something that I was good at—when I wasn’t so stressed out. I could manage a team; I could keep things running. I could avoid writeups. Hell, maybe I could even make a little bed behind my desk and sleep in the office. I could live there. I wouldn’t have to buy groceries as long as I didn’t mind the food in the café downstairs: stale sandwiches and croissants that were obviously from Costco.

I spotted another bar. The resort apparently had a dozen different ones scattered throughout. This one was much quainter, nestled on the beach, away from the noise of the pools and the all-you-can-eat buffets. There was only a single other patron sitting at the bar: a woman with long blonde hair, about thirty-years-old, sitting in a long white dress. I sat on the other side of the bar from her, and tried to make a point of not looking over at her.

I could only assume that she was at that remote bar because she wanted to be left alone. If she wanted to be hit on, she would have gone to one of the busier bars, one of the bars crawling with horny men, looking to bring girls back to their rooms.

She was slowly sipping from a tall, cold beer, keeping her focus on the nighttime waves as they crashed against the dark beach.

The bartender asked her if she wanted another beer. She didn’t reply with words, just shaking her head instead. I’m not sure why, but I felt comfortable sitting next to her, not pressured to chat, not pressured to create some boring conversation just so that I wouldn’t look shy. It was almost like that bar was for people like us, who just wanted peace and quiet.

Maybe I was getting old. Maybe my priorities were changing. Though I still would have loved a fun romp with one of those young women. I guess it just wasn’t something I was desperate for; I’d been there… I’d fucked my share of loose girls. Now, it just seemed nice to enjoy a cold drink while listening to the waves.

But the bartender wasn’t on the same page. He had his eye on the blonde woman. Apparently, she was his type—or maybe he thought that she was there for him, since she made a point of venturing all the way over to that remote bar. “What’s your name?” he asked her.

She took a long moment to reply, looking up at him before looking down at her drink. She didn’t want to chat, but the bartender didn’t clue in. He just stood there, waiting for an answer. “Jess,” she said softly, almost whispering.

“Jess, as in Jessica?” he asked, now with his hands on his hips. He was standing uncomfortably close to her.

She nodded her head.

“Just starting your vacation? You don’t have a tan yet.”

She looked up at him with a small smile before looking back down. I’m not sure why she was so shy; she was a pretty girl. I never understood when pretty girls were shy; it just made no sense to me.

“I’m guessing you just got here today,” said the bartender. He made no point of talking to me. “Do you like it here? We have the best beaches in Mexico—no—the best beaches in the world. I’ve been everywhere. I’ve been to every country except for three. Try to guess which three.”

But the girl wasn’t interested in his stupid game, or his stupid lie (it was obviously a lie, nobody has been to every country except for three). So the girl just shrugged her shoulders and sipped her drink.

“At least guess. If you can guess one, I’ll give you a free drink.” He laughed ridiculously at his own joke. All of the drinks at the resort were free.

“I don’t know, Panama,” she said softly, reluctantly playing along.

He scoffed. “You’re guessing Panama? I’m from Mexico and you think I haven’t been to Panama!?”

She shrugged her shoulders again.

“Guess again,” the man asked.

She obviously wasn’t looking for a loud, annoying conversation partner. I was almost tempted to tell the guy to cool down, but it was none of my business. I didn’t need to protect this woman. If she wanted to leave, she could pick up her drink and leave—she didn’t even have to wait for the tab.

“Moldova,” the girl said.

“Moldova? I said countries, not cities,” he said.

The girl stared at him blankly, not sure if he was joking.

“The answer is Canada, Ireland, and Scotland. I’ve never been to any of them.”

“Scotland isn’t a country,” she said.

The man scoffed. “Don’t be ridiculous,” he said. “Where have you travelled?”

The girl sipped her drink. She looked to the left, as if she was looking for an escape. Maybe I needed to give her one. I quickly finished my drink and then I said, “Hey bartender, could I get another one?”

“In just a minute,” he said, smiling at me with contempt on his face. He looked back at the girl. “So where are you from?”

She looked to the left again, seemingly more nervous, looking like a student who was late for an important class.

“What’s the matter?” he said. “Am I making you uncomfortable or something?”

“No,” she said softly. “I just—I think I need to go and, uh, do something.”

“Is this guy making you uncomfortable?” the bartender said, motioning to me. He looked at me with a glare.

“What? No,” she said, eyeing me for a brief second before looking away.

“Hey man,” I said. “Quit giving her a hard time. Let her enjoy her drink.” I don’t know why the bartender was giving her so much flak, making her so uncomfortable. His job was to pour drinks, not to mingle.

“He your boyfriend or something?” the bartender asked.

“What?” she said.

“Why are you giving her such a hard time?” I asked.

“Hey man, I told you that I would get your drink in a minute. Just mind your business,” the bartender said. Now he was being a prick to me, getting under my skin. I was strangely tempted to warn him that I was going to report him to HR for his behavior. I’m not sure why that’s where my mind went. Or maybe I am sure—because I’d been cooped up in an office setting for years, and that’s how we settled disputes.

“Thank you for the drinks,” the woman said softly, and then she stood up.

“Wait a minute!” he said. “Come and sit down! Don’t let this creep scare you off!”

“Hey!” I said. “What’s this all about? You’re lucky I’m not calling your manager here right now!”

He rolled his eyes and scoffed. “You think my manager will get mad at me, bro? I’m just trying to protect my clients from creeps like you.”

“Creeps? I just sat down! What the hell are you on about?”

Now, the girl was walking away, moving fast to get away from the bartender.

“Get out of here, bro—and leave that girl alone. I’m not sure what your deal is, but she don’t want you, bro.” He was suddenly talking like he was straight from the Mexican ghetto, putting on a thick accent and throwing up his hands as if he was part of some gang.

“What’s the matter with you?” I scolded. “You know what? I am going to go to your manager—right now. This behavior is unacceptable.”

“Get bent, bro.”

I groaned and turned away from the bar. I had no idea what the hell was going on with the man, but I had no interest in sticking around to engage with him; it wasn’t productive. So I went to the front desk, which was a fifteen-minute walk away. I waited at the desk until the receptionist came. Then, I tried to ask for a manager. “The manager will be in in the morning,” she said with her thick accent. “Can I leave a message for him?”

“I just want to report one of your employees,” I said.

She just stared at me blankly.

“He’s working the bar at the end of the beach. Tall guy, thin, a bit of hair on his chin.”

“I don’t know him,” she said.

“Well, he was harassing a girl, and then he harassed me. I want to report him,” I said.

She kept staring at me.

“Are you going to take this down for your manager?”

“I’ll let him know,” she said without writing down a single word.

“Do you know who I’m talking about?” I asked.

“I don’t, but I’ll let my manager know.”

“He’s working at the bar now. I’m sure it’s on a schedule or something—the bar at the end of the beach, on the left side—over there.” I pointed in the direction.

“Okay. I’ll let the manager know, sir,” she said. And I knew that she wasn’t going to let the manager know. I knew that I was wasting my breath.

I groaned and turned away.

“Just try to enjoy your vacation sir,” she said. I looked back at her curiously, looking into her eyes. It seemed like such a strange thing to say. Did she think that I wasn’t enjoying my vacation? Was I enjoying my vacation?

It definitely seemed like I was bringing my stress with me when I should have been leaving it behind. I was determined to keep those thoughts in my head. Whenever I closed my eyes, I could see my office walls. How could I make that all go away?

“Why don’t you go to another bar and have a drink?” she said with a smile on her face. And maybe that was exactly what I needed: more booze. I could drink the anxiety away. I had nowhere to be in the morning. I had nowhere to be for a whole week. When was the last time I could say that?

So I found another bar and I ordered a stiff drink. It wasn’t so stiff—watered down like everything else in the resort, but it was free and endless, so I ordered two more within the next thirty minutes.

Then, I found myself on the dancefloor with strangers. I think they were a group of mothers, getting a break from their kids. One girl told me that her parents were at home with her daughter. “What about your husband?” I asked.

“He had to work,” she said with a grin, and then she kissed me. The moment was a bit of a blur; maybe that booze was stronger than I realized. Maybe they weren’t putting as much water into the mix as I thought…

I think I did more than kiss her. I think I might have squeezed her boobs and she might have fondled my dick. But I swear I didn’t fuck her! I pulled myself away and stumbled over to another bar, telling myself that I wouldn’t be a home wrecker. I had a big grin on my face. It was a sloppy, guilty kiss, but it was still fun to be a bit crazy. Now, I was sitting with a bunch of tall, straight-faced Slavs. They were speaking Russian, or something similar, and they kept ordering me drinks. We laughed together, even though I didn’t understand a word they were saying. They were all wearing Adidas tracksuits. After an hour, we all went to one of the pools and jumped in together, naked. Yes, I swam with naked Slavs. It was fun. One of them finally spoke English to me. “Come back to my room and I give you tattoo.”

“What?” I said, laughing.

“You know? Tattoo. Anything you want.”

I don’t remember the next few hours, but I got the tattoo: a picture of a dog. It was small, on my right calf. It was actually remarkably well done, especially since the artist was almost blackout drunk and I was probably squirming the whole time. I actually quite like that tattoo; it’s the only one I have.

I never saw those Slavs again. When I was sober and conscious again, I was in my room, on the bathroom floor. The bathroom smelled of vomit, presumably my own. But I sat up with a strangely clear head: no hangover at all. I perked right up and smiled as I went to take a shower. Then I poured myself a coffee and looked out at the pool, at that same group of busty nineteen-year-olds. This time, I watched them without my sunglasses. They looked up at me and giggled, and I waved back at them.

I was starting to relax, starting to feel like my old self—how I was before I took that big promotion at work. I missed the old Morgan. Maybe it was time to go to my boss at work and ask for a demotion. I could be back on the floor, making ten thousand less each year, but gaining a life… This time, I would actually appreciate it.

No—I couldn’t do that, not with the cost-of-living skyrocketing. I wouldn’t be able to afford groceries if I got demoted. I would have to move out of my apartment. I would have to take the bus to work every morning, squished between a bunch of smelly strangers. I didn’t want to go back to that… Or did I?

I sauntered over to the buffet for breakfast. As I sat down, I saw that blonde again, sitting two tables over, with her back to me. Now, she was wearing a slightly sheer green dress with a one-piece bathing suit underneath.

I watched her for a while, trying not to be too creepy. But she really was quite beautiful. She’d gone gracefully into her thirties, not like many women, trying to turn back the clock with fillers and injections and implants and nips and tucks. She had a charm to her. She was petite, but she had curves and long legs. She was wearing tall cork shoes now, almost like heels, but strappy and comfortable like sandals. The sheer dress showed off her bum whenever she stood up. She had a great ass.

Her breasts were small, but I didn’t mind small tits on girls. It was actually quite refreshing in a day and age where breast enlargement was so common. Her tits were just big enough to bounce slightly with each step, but no bigger. And her long blonde hair was perfect—almost too perfect, done in loose curls that bounced and danced on her shoulders.

When she saw me, her face turned instantly red. She recognized me from the previous night. The sight of me was probably enough to resurrect that discomfort that was forced onto her by that bartender. I smiled and she looked away.

I didn’t want it to be awkward between us, so I got up and walked over to her. “Hey there,” I said. “I’m really sorry if I made you uncomfortable last night.”

She stared into my eyes, looking nervous and tense. I couldn’t help but wonder now if the bartender was right, if maybe I was the one who made her suddenly uncomfortable. Did she think that I went down to that remote beach bar just to single her out? Did she think that I was singling her out now?

“I just went to that bar for a drink,” I said. “I don’t know what that bartender was on about.”

She kept staring at me. Finally, after a moment, she cleared her throat and looked down at her plate. “It wasn’t you,” she said. “He was being awkward.”

“He was,” I agreed, and I was happy to hear her say it, happy to know that I wasn’t some creep without knowing it. Nobody wants to be that person.

She smiled and then looked down at her plate again. I think it was my cue to leave her alone, so I started to back away. “Enjoy the rest of your vacation,” I said.

She eyed me again with a smile. I nodded my head and smiled back. Then, I saw her again later that afternoon. She was sitting in a chair by the pool, absorbing some sunlight, still glistening from her dip in the water. Her body was quite impressive: long, smooth legs, narrow waist. I took a seat across the pool and put on my sunglasses, this time so that I could take the odd glance at the young women swimming and splashing playfully—but my gaze kept going over to her. For the first time in my life, I found myself more attracted to the girl in her thirties instead of the young, tight nineteen-year-olds. Maybe I really was starting to get old. Those young girls just seemed so immature, so noisy, so energetic. I didn’t have that kind of energy anymore—and I didn’t feel like competing with those twenty-five-year-old bodybuilders who were swarming them.

Those bodybuilders were missing out on the real diamond: that blonde woman. Those curvy young girls weren’t going to look anything like that blonde at her age. She looked amazing for her age. She had those big, flashing eyes that would always be beautiful. On the younger girls, I could already see the features that weren’t going to age well—features that were already starting to let them down. One girl had a big ass—something that was in vogue, but big asses like that turn into dumpy flabs before thirty. Another girl had huge natural breasts—those would be halfway to her knees within five years, especially if she kept wearing skimpy bikini tops like she was wearing now. Then there was the short girl. She was a bit chubby, which was cute for her age, but those eating habits were going to be detrimental as her metabolism slowed even more—and with her short height, the weight was going to be so much more noticeable.

But the blonde had none of those issues; she was built to last. She probably had experience too—a girl her age would let you know what she wanted in bed; younger girls just squirm and say ‘ouch’ constantly. I like a girl who knows what she wants, and isn’t afraid to ask for it.

Finally, one of the bodybuilders noticed the blonde. “Hey there!” he called out from in the water. “Come into the pool! The water’s warm!”

She smiled back. “I was just in,” she said. It was the first time I’d heard her speak without whispering. It was the first time she’d spoken without knowing I was there. There was something curious about her voice—something slightly… off.

“C’mon!” the man laughed. “We need one more to play a game.” He grabbed an inflated volleyball.

“I’ll pass. Thanks though,” the girl said. Her voice—there was a slightly deep tinge to it.

And that’s when she uncrossed her legs, repositioning herself, getting herself more comfortable so she could enjoy a bit more sunshine. For a quick second, I saw a bulge that shouldn’t have been there had she been just like the other girls. But she wasn’t just like the other girls: the blonde was trans.

It explained why she was so timid, despite her beauty. It explained why she kept her voice so low. But why wasn’t she keeping her voice low now as she spoke with the bulky man? Was it because she was afraid of what I would think of her? Did she want to set a good impression with me?

I blushed suddenly, feeling flustered. Now, I found myself even more infatuated with her, looking over at her constantly, getting a glimpse every time she recrossed her legs, listening every time she spoke to the other tourists. I watched her stand up and walk to the bar to get a cold drink. I eyed her package, which was actually quite large. I was impressed that she didn’t seem to be nervous about flaunting it, only covering herself with that tiny bathing suit and that sheer green dress.

I’d never been with a trans girl before, but I often thought about it, wondering if it was something that I would be into. Of course, like any man, I was a bit worried about what others might think of me if they found out, but it wasn’t something that really bothered me. A friend of mine dated a trans girl for four years—he got a bit of flak for it at first, but after the first couple of months, we all more-or-less forgot that she was trans when we all hung out together. Like anything, you get used to it and it becomes normal.

If anything, it was to my advantage. I watched as the bodybuilder boys clued in; I heard them gossiping about her and then giggling. They made fun of their friend for hitting on her, and then they continued to go after the group of young girls. A few of those burly men even went after the group of mothers, despite the blonde being far more attractive.

I saw the blonde again during dinner. I didn’t approach her, but I did take a few glances at her. I sat close enough to share a few smiles. I caught her blushing when I smiled at her. Now, my head was filled with fantasies. I still had five full days at that resort; maybe a five-day fling could be fun. Maybe some time with the blonde girl would take my mind away from the work-related anxieties that kept on creeping into my head.

And it seemed like fate wanted me to make a move on her. That evening, as I strolled to find a suitable bar to drink at, I spotted her, sipping a cold beer, with an open seat right next to her. I sauntered over, heart pounding. I took that seat and then I ordered myself a drink. In the mirror across the bar, I watched as her face turned dark red. She shied her face away.

I felt like I just needed to address the elephant in the room. I had to just get it out of the way, so it wouldn’t be on the front of our minds. “I, uh, think it’s cool that you’re trans,” I said. I had no idea if I was saying it in an appropriate way; maybe it wasn’t the best way to word it—or maybe she wasn’t actually trans and I just insulted her. “I mean—you are trans, right?”

She kept her face turned away from me, and for a moment, I wondered if she could even hear me.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable. I think you’re really pretty. I just—I still feel a bit awkward about what happened last night. I hope you don’t think I’m a creep.”

Finally, she turned to me with a warm smile and blushing cheeks. “I don’t think you’re a creep,” she said softly. With me, she used that soft voice, as if she was trying to hide her trans voice.

“Well that’s a relief,” I laughed. “I, uh, really thought that I did something to offend you.”

She shook her head and turned to look away. I think it was her polite way of telling me she wasn’t interested in me; maybe she thought that I was trying to make a move on her, trying to get into her panties. Was I trying to get into her panties? I certainly liked the idea of getting into her panties—slipping them down, caressing her shaft, feeling her growing as we kissed… It was an alluring thought.

“If you want me to leave you alone, just let me know,” I said with a small laugh. “I’m pretty bad at picking up on social cues. I used to think that I was autistic. Maybe I am a little bit autistic.

She giggled. She had a cute giggle, though I wasn’t quite sure that I’d made a joke; maybe she thought that I was joking. “Your name is Jess, right? I think that’s what you said.”

She nodded her head, still looking down with those shy cheeks.

“My name is Morgan,” I smiled.

Then she looked up at me, strangely perplexed, and I had a feeling I knew why. “I know—a lot of people think that it’s a girl name. But I think it was a man’s name before people started using it for girls.”

“Oh—I didn’t think that it was a girl name,” she said.

“Oh,” I said. “Well never mind then. So tell me, Jess, what brings you here?”

She giggled again. That giggle was strangely contagious—and almost familiar in a comforting sort of way. “I’m on vacation,” she said.

“Well, of course,” I said. “But you’re here alone—or are you?”

She nodded her head.

“Not too many people go on vacation alone.”

“Everyone needs to go on vacation from time to time,” she said.

“They made me take this vacation,” I groaned, turning away. “I mean—I’m not complaining… It’s just not what I wanted. Or, I should say, it’s not when I wanted. I was kind of hoping to go to Europe, maybe visit a few countries—but two days ago, the HR department at my company told me that I had to take a week off of work, and this was the only semi-affordable trip that was available. Like I said—I’m not complaining; it’s nice here. The weather is perfect. It’s easy to relax with the beach and the water and the warm air. Sorry—am I rambling?”

“Just a little bit,” she laughed. “It’s okay. I don’t mind.”

“So what brings you here? What are you taking a vacation from?”

“Similar story,” she said with that soft voice. “The timing wasn’t ideal, but it’s what the company insisted.”

“Where are you from?”

She shied her face away, looking uncomfortable again, as if I undid all of the progress that I’d made in the last five minutes.

“You don’t have to answer that. I was just curious,” I said.

“It’s not that I don’t want to answer you,” she blushed. “It’s just—I want to leave all of that behind while I’m here for the next week. Well, four days now. My God, the week is almost half over already. A week seemed like so long just a few days ago. Now it seems like nothing at all.”

“Isn’t that the truth?” I said. “I take one vacation every five years. A week… it’s basically the blink of an eye.”

“I guess that’s just life,” she said.

“Cheers to that,” I said, raising my glass. She giggled as we clinked our cups together. She took a small sip, seemingly nervous to let herself get carried away. I wanted to see her unwind. I could tell that she was holding back; she was doing the same thing the night before. Now, her vacation was almost half over and she was still holding all that tension, probably from the office. I could relate to her; I felt like I understood everything she was feeling, even though we’d hardly talked.

“So you work in an office?” I said.

She nodded her head.

“With a cubicle and a dress code and all of that?”

She nodded her head again.

I sighed. “Well, I know how it goes. I mean—I have an office now, but let me tell you—it’s not any better. If anything, it’s worse.”

“Worse?” she said, raising her brow. “How is it worse?”

I thought for a moment. “Let me put it this way. Imagine being put in prison. You’re surrounded by inmates. And every day, at mealtime, everyone gets the same bowl of gruel and a cup of Luke-warm water—everyone but you. You get steak and a freshly baked potato, and a glass of red wine. And then you have to sit there, in the middle of all of them, eating your steak while they all watch.”

“At least you get the steak,” she said.

“Well I’ve never been much of a steak guy to begin with. I’m more into seafood.”

She giggled again, and this time I let out my own giggle. Her laugh really was quite contagious.

“It’s hard,” I said. “I get to be the office punching bag. I don’t know—I really shouldn’t be unloading all of this on you. I’m not supposed to be thinking about work while I’m here.”

“It’s impossible,” she said. “It doesn’t matter how hard you try.”

I looked around at all of the drunk, laughing, rosy-cheeked tourists. “They’re all doing it just fine.”

She looked around and saw the same thing. Then she shrugged her shoulders. “Well, maybe it’s just me and you. Or maybe it’s just that we haven’t had enough booze.”

“I’ll drink to that,” I laughed.

After a few more sips from her drink, she started to relax, letting more of that trans voice slip as she let the volume of her voice rise up to a natural level. I no longer had to strain to hear her. She started to sit more upright, no longer tugging constantly on the skirt of her dress to keep her thighs covered. I kept asking her questions about her life, but she really didn’t want to tell me anything; at first, I thought that she was just worried that I was some creepy stalker, and then I started to realize that she really just didn’t want to think about her life while she was at that Mexican resort.

But she seemed perfectly happy listening to me talk, and strangely interested when I talked about work—or maybe I should say, when I bitched about work. She would stare at me with wide eyes, nodding her head, listening intently. It took me by surprise; usually when I moaned about work, people zoned out. Nobody wants to hear someone complain about how tedious their job is. But I had a feeling that Jess was on the same page as me; I had a feeling that we shared the same workplace issues. Maybe she was even the manager where she worked. Maybe she led a team just like me. Maybe she had an office with windows, just so her employees could stare at her, loathing her, blaming her for all of their problems.

“So,” I said. “I know you don’t like to talk much about your work, but I’m really curious—is it hard being trans in the workplace?”

She stared at me for a long moment. “It’s not really an issue,” she said softly, taking the volume of her voice down. It almost seemed like I reminded her that she wasn’t a biological woman—and now I was left feeling guilty.

“You’re incredibly convincing, by the way. Like—I wasn’t even really sure that you were trans; it was more of a hunch than anything.” I felt my cheeks turning red. “I hope you don’t think I’m insulting you in any way. I—I think you’re really beautiful.”

Now her face was turning red—maybe even redder than mine. “Thanks, Morgan,” she said softly. “Well, when I’m at work, I’m, uh, not really trans.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. And it took a moment to realize that she was telling me she went to work as a man. “Oh,” I said before clearing my throat. “Why is that? Do you think people wouldn’t accept you?”

“It’s something I’ve worried about,” she said softly.

“Well then you should come work for me,” I smiled. “I can’t really speak for everyone in the office, but I’m cool with it. In fact, I think it’s awesome.”

She giggled. “Thanks, Morgan,” she said, sipping from her drink. But now, I couldn’t help but notice her breasts. They were small, but they were still breasts. Now, her dress showed off the perfect amount of cleavage.

I cleared my throat again, already regretting the question I was about to ask—but I was curious. “How do you hide your, uh, boobs?”

“I use binders,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“Like a tight chest corset that pushes them down. It’s getting harder though. The pills I’m taking are getting stronger every few months as my doc ups the dosage. My breasts are still growing, and, well, it’s going to be hard to keep my chest covered.”

“Well, it’s a shame the people in your office are so lame.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. I stared back into her eyes. There was a spark; in that moment, I just knew that I was getting exactly what I fantasized about earlier: that fling that seemed so exciting, to take me away from my anxieties for the rest of that week. She lifted up her glass and finished the last sip of her drink. “Do you want to go for a walk, Jess?” I asked.

She smiled.


CHAPTER 4
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We strolled down the beach until we reached one of the resort’s tall buildings. Jess pointed at a ground-level suite, looking out at the ocean. “That’s my room,” she said.

“Is it nice?”

“It was a last-minute reservation—so it’s not the greatest room ever.”

“Same with my room,” I said. “Uh, mind if we compare rooms?”

She took me to her private door and swiped her card to unlock the sliding glass entry. Then, I didn’t give her a chance to show me around. I grabbed her wrist gently and pulled her to face me. Before she could finish gasping, my lips were pressed against hers. My heart raced as I took that nervous chance, not knowing if it was going to be reciprocated. But she kissed back, mashing her lips against mine before letting her tongue move playfully into my mouth.

We stumbled over to the wall. I pressed her back against it. Then, she surprised me by spinning me around and pressing my back into the wall, pushing herself against me. Her hands clutched my wrists, pinning them against that same wall. She pushed her body hard against mine… and speaking of hard…

I could feel her package, already throbbing, already warm and solid, pushing out of her panties, pushing against the thin fabric of her green dress, pushing against my abdomen. My heart fluttered. I wanted to reach down to grab it, but she was holding my wrists firmly as we kissed.

For the first time that trip, I wasn’t thinking about work. Hell, for the first time in what must have been five years, I wasn’t thinking about work.

She finally released one of my hands so that she could reach down the front of my shorts to grip my cock. She gasped loudly. “You’re hard,” she said with wide eyes, as if she couldn’t believe it—as if she was expecting a soft noodle. “And—And you’re big.”

“Of course I’m hard,” I said with a grin. “Look at you.”

And I was surprised when she actually looked to the side, looking at the mirror, at her own reflection. And that’s when I looked at the same reflection, seeing the hard shaft that was pushing up against my abdomen. “My God,” I said. I couldn’t believe she called me big when she had… that.

It was massive.

It was bigger than massive.

It was still growing.

I looked down and saw it, pulsing with every beat of her heart, stretching up into the air with impossible proportions. How was she able to wear a bathing suit at all? Sure, she had a bulge, and that’s how I knew she was trans—but her bulge didn’t suggest this. “It’s… It’s… It’s massive!”

She grabbed it with both hands, trying to cover it, forced to use her wrists because both hands weren’t even big enough. “I’m sorry. Is it too much? I—I thought you were okay with it.”

“I am,” I said. “I—I just wasn’t expecting… It’s so big.”

She blushed. “I know that it’s really big. It… It sometimes scares guys off.”

“It’s fine. It’s cool. It’s just… I’ve never seen one so… big. I didn’t know they could be so big. And you—you’re a girl.”

“I know,” she giggled. “It’s kind of ironic, isn’t it? I guess God wasted it on me.”

“I wouldn’t use the word waste,” I said.

The stiff anaconda lured me down to my knees. I stared up at its towering heights. I gasped at its gigantic size. I put my hands on it, curling my fingers around it, feeling the throbbing as it continued to stiffen and grow, surely making her lightheaded as it took away all of the blood from her body. It almost didn’t seem real—it couldn’t be real… but then how was it throbbing? How was it growing before my eyes? I gently began to tug on it, pulling back her foreskin, revealing that fat, glistening tip. I reached up and cupped her tip with the palm of my hand.

I had to pull with a curious amount of strength to tilt the huge shaft down to my lips, and then I had to open wide to get her tip onto my tongue. Sucking her felt strangely… pointless. I wasn’t even getting a quarter of her size into my mouth, and I couldn’t help but wonder if she could even feel anything. She was moaning, but were those moans of pleasure real? I was trying hard to suck, trying to bob my head, trying to get more than a quarter of her dick in my mouth, but I could hardly do much with her wide girth stretching out my lips.

She reached down and grabbed my head. She nestled her fingers into my hair. She pulled me in tight, making me suck more of her, even though she was making me gag. Saliva ran down my chin and dripped onto my thighs. I ended up spitting her out so I could get a breath of air. While I was breathing, she grinded her long veiny cock up the length of my face, rubbing the underside of her shaft on my nose, on my forehead, pushing her ball sack into my lips. Then, she grabbed her cock with one hand and my head with her other hand. She forced her shaft back into my mouth, so I kept sucking.

And now I was determined to try hard, determined to get more of her in my mouth, determined to make her moan louder. I sucked as ferociously as I could. I bobbed my head fast, using both of my hands to massage her big shaft while I worked. I wanted to prove to her that I would make a good fling for the rest of her vacation. I wanted her to be mine for the rest of that trip, and now I had to prove my worth—and I had to prove to her that I really was cool with the fact that she was trans.

So I didn’t stop, even when I could feel her cock twitching. She tried casually to pull back, but I had her pinned against the wall. She laughed nervously. “You’re going to make me come,” she sighed. But I didn’t stop. Maybe she wanted to save herself for more naughty fun, but I was locked in, not willing to stop until I—

She came. Thick white cream spewed from her shaft into the back of my throat. I gasped, but I held on, feeling my mouth getting fuller and fuller with each pulse of her dick. I tried to take a careful breath in through my nose, still pulling on her cock. Then, there was just too much cum to hold in my mouth; it pushed out from my lips, oozing out around her thick, throbbing shaft. It ran down my chin—but she was still coming! She was still filling my mouth with her warm cream. Now, it was pouring down my chin, dripping on my thighs as she moaned loudly.

I tried again to breathe through my nose, but that was a mistake. I accidentally inhaled some cum, and that activated my choking reflex. I pulled back. The tip of her cock slid up the length of my face, leaving a long streak of cum before she let out her final burst: a small gush into the air that splattered on the ground by my knees. As I coughed, all of the cum came out of my mouth, pouring down my face, down my torso, and onto my erection and thighs.

There was so much cum on me—and not just because of her orgasm; while I was blowing her, I came. I’m not sure how it happened, because I never touched myself. I didn’t know it was possible, but apparently it was: I came from arousal alone. My cock was slicked with my own cream, and hers.

As she stared down at my crotch, with a final drop billowing out from my tip, I felt the sudden need to cover myself, embarrassed that I wasn’t able to hold on for long enough to pleasure her. “I’ll be good to go again in, like, twenty minutes,” I said, feeling all of that redness entering my face.

She just giggled, apparently flattered more than anything. She dropped down to her hands and knees and gave my shaft a long lick, cleaning both her cum and mine off of my tip. The lick made my body shudder with a final jolt of euphoria.

I eyed her big king-sized bed. “Room in there for two?” I asked.

Then, the redness in her face vanished, replaced by a sudden whiteness. She stood up and wiped her lips. She cleared her throat and then she said, “I don’t really want to offend you, but I’d rather sleep alone.”

“Oh,” I said. “That’s fine.” Though I must admit that I was a bit offended. I couldn’t help but wonder if I did something wrong. Maybe I smelled. Or worse—maybe she was disappointed by the premature ejaculation. Maybe she didn’t take it as a compliment, and it was just a letdown. Now, I was flustered with embarrassment, trying to convince myself that the issue wasn’t me coming before we could get properly down and dirty.

“I think I’m just going to clean up and get some sleep. Booze makes me so tired.” She smiled, trying to be polite as she kicked me out.

So maybe it wasn’t the weeklong fling I thought that I was going to be getting. Maybe it wasn’t some exciting romance with no strings attached. Maybe it was just a quickie and nothing else. “I’ll, uh, see you around tomorrow.”

“Okay,” she said. She had her bottoms on now, covering that monster cock. She stood there, waiting for me to leave so that she could lock her door and go on with her night. My head was spinning. Apparently, her feelings for me weren’t quite the same as my feelings for her. I wanted to shower with her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fall asleep with her in my arms. I wanted to wake up next to her. I wanted to watch the sunrise with her. I wanted to take her out for breakfast. But she didn’t even want me taking more than five steps into her room.

I told myself not to complain; I got to have some fun. And she was still going to be at the resort for four more days. I still had time to get her to warm up. I still had time to make this vacation something memorable, and not just a forced leave of absence from work.


CHAPTER 5
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Isaw her at the breakfast restaurant the next morning, eating at a table with a view of the ocean, alone. I wasn’t sure if she was expecting me to sit with her. I had no idea if she wanted me to pester her, or if she wanted space. I didn’t want her thinking that I was ruining her vacation. If she was the type of person who was comfortable vacationing alone, then maybe she was the type of person who valued alone time. I didn’t want to take that away from her…

But on the other hand, I still wanted her. How could I help it? I felt like I only got a tease the night before. I still wanted the full package: I wanted to see her naked. I wanted sex. I wanted to feel her in my arms. I still wanted that vacation romance. I wanted her to be my resort fling.

I played it safe. I filled my plate with mediocre buffet food and then I circled the room, taking a wide berth around the tables until I caught her eye. As she looked up at me, I pretended like I was just noticing her. I smiled and waved, and then a massive wave of relief came as she waved me over, nudging out the chair in front of her: an invite.

I sauntered over and took the seat. “You don’t mind?” I said.

“Not if you don’t,” she smiled.

I was giddy with excitement. That smile on her face meant everything: she didn’t hate me. I’m not sure why I assumed she did… I guess I’d never been asked to leave after oral sex before. The previous night left me feeling strangely rejected, something that I wasn’t used to. And maybe she was just being polite now; I had to ask the right questions to find out for sure. “Sleep well?” I asked.

“Totally,” she said. “The air was just perfect last night. I slept with the window open, and that ocean breeze was just… magical.”

“I’m glad,” I smiled. “You look really beautiful today.” I looked down at her tight white dress, almost looking like a clubbing dress with its thin straps and cut out at the hip. Then it had that deep cut to expose her supple breasts. “I, uh, like your outfit.”

“Thanks,” she blushed. “It’s new.”

“Big plans for today?”

“Just more relaxing. That’s all I really want to do while I’m here.”

Of course, I read into her reply. When she said that was all she wanted to do, was that her way of saying that she didn’t want to do anything else—not even me? Did she want her space? Was she hoping I would excuse myself so that she wouldn’t have to awkwardly reject me again?

God, I felt like a school boy, trying to figure out what was happening in her mysterious brain. “I want to hear more about where you work,” I said. “Tell me about it. Sales?”

“Why are you so obsessed with work?” she asked with a laugh.

I paused for a moment. Was I obsessed with work? I tried to think of something else to ask, but nothing came into my head. Work was all I knew, and I guess I just assumed it was all anybody over the age of thirty knew. “Um,” I said, thinking. “Do you, uh, have a degree?”

“A useless one,” she giggled. “Something I thought I wanted to do, but there was no work in it.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Don’t even ask. It’s embarrassing.”

“Well now you have to tell me.”

“Art history.”

“Why is that embarrassing?”

“It just is,” she said, shaking her head. “It’s embarrassing because I don’t actually know anything about art. It turns out, you don’t really learn anything in college. You just learn how to study for tests. You cram information into your brain, do the test, and then you forget it, because it’s mostly pointless. Like, memorizing the dates of long-forgotten art movements. Memorizing names of painters who influenced other painters. An entire year was spent on pre-modern art influence. Do you know who George Bridgman is? Do you care? Is that knowledge applicable anywhere in the world?”

“So why did you do it then?”

“My parents told me I needed a degree to get a job, and I wanted to work in art. I should have just gone to art school, but… well, that’s not a real degree, at least that’s what I was told. Art history—that’s a real BA. I have the paper signed by the school—it’s official and I can put it on a resume if I ever go back to the temp agency that got me my job. They can politely shift it to the bottom of the resume where nobody will see it while submitting me to sales jobs.”

“So you do work in sales,” I said.

She groaned. “You really are obsessed with work.”

“I can’t really help it. My bosses have me working seven days a week. I work eight to twelve hours at the office, then I go home and answer emails. It’s mind-numbing. I hate every minute of it, but it’s all I know now. I used to know other stuff. I used to have hobbies and interests, but to be honest with you, I can’t even remember what they were. It seems pointless to even think of that time again, because it’s gone—as if it was part of some other life.”

“Wow,” she said. “You really hate your work, huh?”

“Hate is a strong word. I guess it’s a love-hate relationship. It’s… It’s my life, but it gets me down.”

“What do you love about it?”

I had to think for a moment. What did I love about it?

“The money?” she said.

“No,” I said quickly. “I don’t love the money.”

“But you make a good amount, no?”

“I guess so,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “But I just… I don’t really care about the money. Maybe I would if I could actually use it. I’d love to have some girl I could spoil, or some hobby… like how my photographer friend spends his entire paycheque on new lenses. It’s insane how much money he spends on those lenses—my God! And I always thought that he was insane. He eats ninety-cent noodle packets for dinner, because it’s all he can afford, but he’ll spend two-thousand dollars on a lens! But he’s not crazy. I mean—that’s the whole point, isn’t it? What’s a better way to spend money? I just spend mine on gas, on rent, on bills, and on… work. I bought a new laptop for work. I buy new suits thinking if I look better, I might get a raise. I spent all of my money on this car. It’s a nice car; it turns a lot of heads. I bought it to impress the company directors, but I don’t think they care. It was maybe enough to let them let me park on their floor in the parking garage. Last month, I spent two hundred dollars on a pen, because one of the guys from upstairs saw the pen that I was using—a pen I nabbed at the pub across the street—and he made a comment about how it looked cheap. And the month before that, I spent two-thousand on a watch, because the same guy kept eyeing my bare wrist. I don’t like wearing a watch—it just feels heavy and it gets in the way.”

“So just stop,” she said. “Spend your money on whatever you want to spend it on. Who cares if you impress the top brass?”

“Good question. I don’t even care. There’s this big promotion that everyone’s talking about at the office. If it went to me, it would mean moving up three floors—and that’s kind of a big deal. And I’ve been putting in the extra effort, working late… That’s why I bought that pen, by the way. Anyway—I don’t even want the damned position. I don’t want to work on that floor, with those arrogant pricks. I don’t want to have the extra workload, even if it is an extra ten thousand per year. It’s work that I hate, managing managers—and travelling to conferences. I loathe conferences. But if I don’t go for the promotion, then what exactly am I doing with my life?”

“Wow,” she said. “That got really deep really fast.” She giggled and sipped her coffee.

“So what do you suggest that I do?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Just do what you want. Be yourself, and if you get a raise, great. If not, no big deal. If you can afford a fancy car and a fancy pen, you can afford a demotion if it means being happy—right?”

I smiled. It sounded so obvious out loud, but it still nagged in a complex way in my head. “Is that how you live your life?” I asked.

Then, I watched as she turned her gaze to the table, looking suddenly broken, as if I just reminded her that her mother was killed in a car wreck. I had the urge to apologize, but I wasn’t sure why. She wasn’t looking into my eyes anymore. Now, she was just lost, forlorn. “Sorry,” I said, remembering that she told me that she was a man when she went to work. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

“It’s fine, Morgan,” she said. She finally looked up with a forced smile. “It’s something I’m working on. I guess it’s something we’re all working on.”

“Maybe it’s something we’ll all figure out one day,” I said. Though I didn’t have a ton of hope. I knew that I was still going to go back to work on the following Monday, still going to show up early, stay late, wear my best suit, put on that watch, ensure that I ate lunch at the same overpriced food truck that the top guys all went to—I was going to continue being a slave to the high-ups, because it was all that I knew and it seemed like wasting the last five years of my life to stop now.

“I think I’m going to change into a bathing suit,” she told me, pushing herself back from the table. “You’re not offended if I leave you here eating alone, are you?”

“Of course not,” I smiled. “Maybe I’ll see you around.”

“I’m sure you will,” she said, and I swear she winked—or maybe that was just in my head. But what did a wink even mean? What was she suggesting? Were we going to pick up where we left off the night before? Or was she just being friendly, and that was just a little friendly mannerism? I was thinking too much into it—I was always thinking too much into everything.

And then I saw her in the bathing suit.

Everyone saw her.

She turned heads across the whole resort, male and female. It was a scandalous one-piece, cut deep on the front and sides. She was showing a lot of skin, and a lot of bulge, but she owned it with a pride that I can’t say I’d ever seen on a woman before. The young girls all looked at her with frustrated jealousy. I literally saw a wife cover her husband’s eyes when he turned to gawk at the trans girl’s perfect ass. I can assure you that there were at least a few dozen straight men (myself included) now fantasizing about sucking a cock.

And then, heads turned to watch me when I approached her. “May I sit next to you?” That’s when I noticed her hair was straightened now. She had glossy pink lipstick on her lips and the perfect amount of blush on her cheeks. She was a vixen. She owned every penis in that resort.

“Go ahead,” she smiled. And then she had me put some tanning lotion on her back and shoulders. My hands trembled the whole time. I felt unworthy as I rubbed her soft, flawless skin. She arched herself back, pushing into my hands, grazing my wrists with her long blonde hair, which I’m sure was a wig—but what difference did it really make? The hair looked amazing on her either way.

Once I was finished oiling her, I had to remain hunched over until my erection went away. She noticed, giggling. “Is it something I said, Morgan?” she asked.

“You look really nice,” I blushed.

“Thank you.” She was beaming. I was at a loss for words. I just wanted to stare at her, but I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable.

It was only ten minutes later when a man swam up to the edge of the pool, resting his chiseled forearms on the ledge, staring up at her with his beady eyes, flat chin pointed up. “He with you or just sitting with you?” the man asked, nodding towards me without looking at me.

I rolled my eyes.

“Why are you asking?” Jess asked.

“Have a drink with me,” the man said, now nodding towards the swim-up bar.

“I’m okay for now, thanks,” she smiled.

Now, the man looked at me. “This guy?” he said. “With all due respect, you can do better.” He winked, and I can’t say I took offense to the commend, because she probably could do better. Looking like that, she could have had her pick of the whole resort. I’m surprised there wasn’t a line of men waiting to offer themselves to her, like suitors before a royal princess.

The man swam away, and then I looked over at Jess, feeling flustered. “I’m not holding you back by sitting with you, am I?”

“Holding me back?” she said. “Why would you be holding me back?”

“I don’t know. I won’t be offended if you have a drink with the guy. He’s right, you know…” I laughed. “You can do better.”

“Don’t be so hard on yourself.”

“It’s just the truth. Look at yourself. Pick any guy here—probably even the married ones. Just pick one out and he’s yours.”

She turned dark red. “Aren’t you a flirt?”

“It’s just the truth—I’m not trying to flirt.”

She giggled. “You’re not so bad, Morgan. But I wouldn’t be upset if you went and got me a drink.” She winked and bit her bottom lip, so I went to serve her like a proper servant. I was happy to be her servant. I would have dropped to my knees and kissed her toes if she asked me to.

I brought her a drink and we sipped together, staring at the ocean as the waves rolled in and out. It was a tall drink, running right through me. When I was finished, I excused myself to use the bathroom. Once I was finished in the stall, I found her there, in the bathroom with me, door locked behind her. I must say that I jumped when I saw her, but the fright turned quickly into passion. She threw herself at me and I accepted her, wrapping my arms around her as our lips connected. Her warm body felt perfect against me. Her big bulge was exactly where I wanted it, nestled against me so I could grind myself against it.

She pushed me up against the bathroom stall door. Then she pushed my shoulders down until I fell to the ground. She fished her cock out and it fell out hard, swinging left and right like a lead ball on the end of a long chain. I stabilized it with my hand and pulled it into my mouth—no hesitation. I sucked her for a blissful minute, until she was rock hard.

Then she pushed my head back. “Don’t make me come,” she giggled. “Stand up.”

I followed her command. She wanted to taste her own cock, so we kissed. Then she spun me around. I must say: my heart was sent aflutter. This was new for me. I’d never been penetrated, not even by a toy—but I was excited. I knew it would feel good. I knew it was something that was going to make me scream out in pleasure. I was probably going to embarrass myself. I was probably going to end up coming without touching myself again—but it would be worth the experience.

She tugged down my shorts and I let out a soft whimper. Her petite hands ran down my sides, over my ribs. Then. She found my ass cheeks, spreading the wide, forcing my asshole open. I groaned, looking back, biting my bottom lip. I saw her big erection and I wondered if it would even go in. I probably needed to spend months working up to something that big. I should have started with a finger, moved onto a sharpie, then maybe a mini-cucumber before moving onto something like a banana. But now, we were going right to anaconda.

She pushed a saliva-slicked thumb into me, making me gasp. She giggled and I clenched. “Relax, Morgan,” she whispered.

I nodded my head and tried my best. Then, her other thumb pushed in, making me groan louder. She used her thumbs to pry my hole open, stretching me out to get ready for her. I strained, biting hard on my tongue. I squirmed and moaned and looked back into her beautiful eyes. She was looking at me. I wanted to kiss her, but she was busy now: busy stretching my hole wide. She pulled hard, and I could feel the ocean breeze tingling inside of me. She bent down and spat into me. I felt her warm saliva gushing as she used her fingers to push it deep, lubricating me, getting me ready for that big performance.

I still didn’t think that it would actually go in.

But she was determined to try. Grabbing my hips, she held me steady. She pushed her tip between my cheeks and tried to penetrate me. The attempt failed—her cock suddenly bent to the side and slid across my ass cheek. Then it failed the second time as the cock slid up my butt crack, up the lower part of my back. The third attempt failed as well as she jabbed my ball sack with her fat, throbbing tip.

And just when I thought it was never going in, I suddenly felt a fullness. I heard her let out a loud moan. I felt that hard stretching. I looked back slowly to see three-quarters of her veiny cock; the other quarter was gone: inside of me, lost in my body, pushing up into my guts. “Oh my God,” I whimpered.

She grabbed my hips to hold me again, pushing further into me. I clenched hard, but nothing could stop that monster-cock. It pushed deeper and deeper and deeper. I could feel her throbbing. I could feel her tip pushing up towards my lungs. I made the mistake of looking down at my belly once she was almost entirely inside of me, seeing the lump that was the tip of her cock pushing against my abdomen. “Holy shit,” I muttered.

“You’re so tight,” she moaned.

Then, my body went limp. My legs wobbled and I fell forward, against that stall door. She held me upright with impressive strength. Then, she started pumping me, forcing her long cock in and out of my body. I felt everything: every ridge, every vein, and the fat tip of her cock stretching out my organs. The feeling of her heavy ball sack slapping my ass had my brain confused. I kept looking back to see her beautiful face, reminding myself that she was a beautiful woman and not some jacked porn-star man with big muscles and a bushy moustache.

“That feels so fucking good,” I groaned. She thrusted with an amazing elegance, slowly. I don’t think she could possibly thrust fast with a cock like that, like the trunk of an elephant. If she tried thrusting fast, it might snap in two pieces! Though it felt like a steel rod, strangely unbreakable, as if it had a bone of its own inside of it—something hard, like a femur. My knees wobbled hard, buckling together. I slumped forward, onto my knees, but she just went down with me, now fucking me against the bathroom floor. I tried to hold myself up with my hands, but it wasn’t long before I lost control and fell onto my face.

I will admit that it was a bit gross, having my face against the floor of the men’s bathroom, but in that moment, I didn’t care. I was lost in the euphoria of her thrusting cock, massaging the inside of my body, pumping in and out, in and out.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “I—I’m coming.”

“Come inside of me,” I begged.

She dug her fingernails into my skin. She pushed hard and then she yelled loudly, thrusting down ferociously until her pelvis was pressed against my butt cheeks. I felt her gushing inside of me: spewing warm goo deep in my cavern. “Oh God, it feels so good!” I screamed. And I’m sure other tourists heard me. I’m sure I was embarrassing myself, but I really didn’t care. I loved the feeling of her fat cock inside of me, and I didn’t want it to end.

But the feeling that came next was nice too, when she pulled out and I felt all of that warm goo rushing out of my body, flowing out of me, down my thighs. She pulled me up to my feet and we kissed. Then she spanked me hard on the ass. “Get yourself cleaned up,” she said with a smile and a wink. I was happy to oblige, happy to have her as my vacation fling—even if it was only for the duration of that vacation.

I limped back to my room so that I could take a shower and get changed. I must have looked ridiculous, waddling through that resort. I did my best to clean the cum off of my legs, but I could still feel it trickling out of my stretched hole.

I got into my room and I took a long shower, with her beautiful face on my mind. Then, as I stepped out and toweled myself off, I had an unwelcomed thought enter into my brain. ‘I wonder what’s happening at the office…’ I decided to check quickly, and it was a mistake.

I pulled out my phone, turned it on for the first time in days, turned off airplane mode, and that’s when I saw the text message, from that mysterious sender. “I have everything I need to end your life,” he said, and attached to the message was a picture, taken from outside of Jess’s window, of me on my knees, cum pouring out of my cock while I sucked on her big dick.

My heart fell far into the pit of my stomach.


CHAPTER 6
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The person didn’t need to elaborate for me to know that they were threatening to release the picture to the world, to try and humiliate me, to paint me as ‘gay’, or maybe just as some sort of degenerate. I didn’t care if people knew that I’d been with a trans girl—that much didn’t matter. But I didn’t want an intimate photo of me being released to the world: a photo with my erect cock, dripping semen—and it wasn’t fair to Jess either. Photos like that can ruin careers, current and future relationships, and they can cause a lifetime of trauma for so many different reasons. “What do you want?” I replied.

And then I sat around my room, with my phone glued to the palm of my hand. I stared at the screen, waiting for a reply, but the reply never came. My heart didn’t stop pounding fiercely against my ribcage. I felt faint and lightheaded. I kept looking at that picture, trying to decide just how bad it was. It was clearly me in the photo; the picture was clear, zoomed in just enough. It was so clear that you could make out the throbbing veins of Jess’s hard cock.

I knew that I needed to show Jess. It was her life being messed with now too. But I knew that it probably meant the end of our fling. There was no way she was going to want to continue hanging out with me knowing that it meant intimate photos of her being circulated around…

And it meant something else too: the person who was threatening me was there at the resort. They must have followed me—or they’d paid some Mexican local to stalk me; the latter seemed unlikely.

Who was this person? Why did they want to torment me? What exactly did I do to them? I thought of all of the people I’d let go from work since my promotion. I could think of four people—two of which were quite irate when I told them we were letting them go. Only one was angry enough to do something unpredictable—I actually worried for a few weeks that they were going to show up at the office with a gun.

That man’s name was Aaron. He was always in a bad mood—long before I let him go. In fact, when I started working at the company, he was already there, already brooding, already mumbling under his breath. But he wasn’t just angry at me; he hated everyone in the office: me, coworkers, the people upstairs—he even hated the mail girls who came through the office once a day, dropping letters off on desks. He hated the cleaning staff. So why would he single me out? He knew that it wasn’t strictly my decision to let him go… but maybe he was stalking the others from upper management as well…

No—We let Aaron go nine months ago. I’m sure he’d moved on. There was no way that this was something he’d been plotting for that long. But who else could be stalking me?

I thought about Ryan, who had certainly lost his job by now because I ratted him out… But HR handled his termination; they were always careful to keep everything anonymous. Was it obvious that I was behind turning him in? Did he know that I submitted that recording to Horatio?

I looked to my window, hearing a noise. Was the person still spying on me? Were they still taking inappropriate pictures of me? Were they going to release that photo to my coworkers? I walked over to my window and carefully pulled back the curtains, half-expecting to catch some creep there with a camera. But there was only the view of the water from my balcony.

I took a deep breath. Then, I saw Jess strolling with a casual smile on her face, making her way towards one of the resort’s many restaurants. I quickly got dressed, determined to catch up with her. I knew I had to fill her in; she needed to know that someone went up to her suite’s window and snapped photos of us—but once I was face-to-face with her, I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I just stared into her eyes and crumbled under the pressure. “Nice evening, isn’t it?”

She smiled. “It’s a shame that this is all going to be over in a few days.”

“As long as we make the most of it while we’re here.”

But for me, the vacation was over. Now, my phone was in my pocket. It buzzed every hour or so: messages from the office group chat (which I wasn’t supposed to get on my phone, but I found a way to forward the messages from my work phone, just so I could stay up to date). Whenever I had a chance, I would find myself scrolling back through the messages, reading what my coworkers were saying. “I want to kill myself,” said Susanne, talking about having to work through Sunday, which was her birthday.

“There’s no way we’re making these deadlines. We’re all going to end up being written up,” said Jerry.

“We can make it. Just come in early tomorrow,” said Roger, who had taken my spot while I was on vacation.

“I can’t do another early morning,” said Susanne.

“It’s not an option. If you don’t come in, they’ll write us all up.”

My team was clearly miserable. When I scrolled back to Friday—the day that they found out I was on vacation—there was a long gap in the message history: surely the team going into a chat group without me in it so they could openly talk shit about me. I couldn’t help but wonder what they were all saying—though I really didn’t want to know, because I knew it was all bad.

“Is everything okay?” asked Jess, looking across the table at me as I read a new message on my phone: a message in that group chat.

“Everything’s fine,” I lied. “Why?”

“You’re looking at your phone a lot.”

“Oh,” I said. “Just, uh, some stuff at work.”

“Can you ever get your work messages here?” she asked curiously, leaning over to see my phone’s screen, just as I checked to see if that mysterious villain had replied to me. I quickly hid my screen as my heart skipped a beat.

“Um, yeah,” I said. “I can’t get into my email from here, but I can see messages. I’m just making sure everything is okay.” I looked up, into her eyes, and I thought about telling her what happened; I thought about telling her about that photo. But I didn’t want our little fling to come to an end. I wasn’t ready for it to come to an end.

I did my best to keep my phone away for the rest of the night, but it stayed in my pocket, vibrating occasionally. It was 9:00 PM and my coworkers were still at work. The poor souls were being worked to death. I kept checking the messages, hoping to see them talking about leaving so I could know that they were getting some rest—but they were still working.

“You sure everything’s okay?” asked Jess.

I nodded my head and forced a smile.

We ended up back in her suite after a few drinks. But it was harder to stay in the mood. After kissing for a couple of minutes, I made up a lame excuse about a distant lamplight casting a glare in my eye, so I went to the curtain to ensure that it was fully closed. Then, we continued to make love, but there were small sounds stealing my attention. “We don’t have to do this if you aren’t in the mood,” she said to me.

I shook my head quickly. “I am in the mood!” I said, putting my hands on her waist. “I’m just—I keep hearing a funny sound. I’m, uh, worried it’s a cockroach. I hate cockroaches.” She giggled, but I could tell that she was catching onto me; she knew that my mind was elsewhere. I tried to distract myself with her cock, but the thought of that hate-fueled enemy kept entering my mind.

I was having a hard time getting her in the mood—probably because I wasn’t doing a great job sucking her off. So I let her have me. I let her pin me to the bed and I let her pump me with her enormous cock. For ten minutes, I was freed from my anxieties, forgetting that I was being stalked and threatened. Then, she came, the mood settled, and I remembered those messages. I heard my phone vibrating in my pants on the floor. “I took my pants with me to the bathroom, and then I checked to see if the villain had responded to me—or sent me something new. But there was still no reply.

I didn’t get much sleep that night, or the next night. It didn’t help that Jess insisted on sleeping alone. Her excuse was different this time. “The air conditioner in my room is wonky and it gets really hot at night,” she said.

“We can sleep in my room,” I said.

“I like to be near my stuff,” she said. I knew I could keep on suggesting ideas to satisfy her ‘problems’ but really, I knew that she just didn’t want to sleep with me. I was starting to think that she just wanted me for sex… and wasn’t that okay? Wasn’t that the whole point of a vacation fling?

Did I want more than sex? Was I hoping that this would turn into something more? My heart fluttered at the thought of seeing her after the vacation…

But I didn’t even know what city she lived in. Hell—there was a chance that she lived in another country entirely! I decided to ask her where she lived on her second-last day at the resort. I’d asked her before, and she quickly changed the subject before responding. Now, she was looking down at her lap with an awkward smile on her face. “Do you not want me to know?” I asked.

“It’s not that,” she said. Then she paused. “It’s just… I guess when I go on vacation, I like to be… myself. And my life back home… that’s not me.”

I had to think for a moment to figure out what exactly she was saying to me. “Are you not a girl at all when you’re back home?” I asked—and maybe the question was a bit blunt.

She hesitated before answering.

“You can tell me,” I said. “I won’t think any differently of you.”

“I’m like this whenever I can be, but there aren’t many opportunities to be like this,” she said. I’m not like this at work, or when I leave the house. My brother lives in the same building as me, and I don’t want him to see me like this, because he would tell my parents, and they would probably disown me.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. “Maybe you should move.”

“I want to move, but money is tight right now,” she sighed. “But even if I moved—sure, I could maybe be like this—like myself—more at home, maybe out of the house a bit more, but I spend most of my time at work, and…”

“And what?” I said.

“It’s complicated. It’s just… tough.”

“Well, like I said, you should come work for me… though sometimes it means long hours… and you would probably end up hating me like everyone else.”

“They don’t hate you,” she said.

I laughed. “Oh, they do. Believe me,” I said. “It’s basically my job description. I’m the office punching bag. It’s my job to tell people bad news. I have to tell them when they’re staying late, and I have to pretend like it’s my idea. I have to tell people when they have to work through holidays, and I have to fire people, demote people… that’s my job.”

“But you’re a nice guy,” she said. “And most people can see through your job. They know that you mean well.”

“Maybe,” she said. “Maybe sometimes. And yeah, I would make you work late, because I would be fired if I didn’t, and yeah, I would make you work through the odd weekend and the odd holiday—but I would never make you feel bad for being yourself, and I would never let anyone make you feel bad.”

She looked up at me with a glimmer in her eye. She let a half-smile slip before wiping her eye. “Thanks, Morgan,” she said softly.

“So what town do you live in?” I asked again.

She just winked. “Maybe I’ll tell you tomorrow.”

“Are you going to let me leave with your phone number?”

She shrugged her shoulders with a big grin on her face. She was teasing me—or maybe this was just her way of trying to turn me down without hurting my feelings too badly. She was using her big, cute smile to soften the blow of the rejection. I had to remind myself that this was nothing more than a vacation fling, and I couldn’t possibly expect anything more from it…

But I hated the thought of going home and never hearing from her again, never getting to experience her extra-long appendage again, never getting to hear the soothing sound of her beautiful voice again.

I spent that second-last night alone in my room, wishing she was there with me. I still hadn’t heard back from the mysterious villain. And for a brief moment, I really thought that maybe he or she had decided to leave me alone. Maybe threatening me just didn’t get the reaction he wanted. Maybe they had time to sleep on it and realize that I wasn’t such a terrible person…

But they weren’t finished with me.

It was Jess’s final day at the resort. She came to me with a blank look on her face. We had quite a bit to drink the night before, so I thought that she was just suffering from a bad hangover, and then she said, “I got a message this morning.”

“About what?” I said—but I could tell from that frightening doe-eyed look that it was exactly what I was afraid it was.

“I don’t know who took it, but someone took a photo of us together. They’re, uh… going to release the picture… to everyone.”

And in that moment, I realized this villain had been listening to us talk. They’d been eavesdropping on us, and they must have realized that Jess had much more to lose than me.

The picture wouldn’t make me lose my job; the company wouldn’t risk the lawsuits. There weren’t many people in my family that would care if they saw the photo—at least on the same level that Jess’s family would care. For her, the photo leaking meant her life changing forever; it meant losing loved ones. It meant losing close family members. And maybe this villain could tell that Jess’s circumstances meant more to me than my own circumstances.

“I—I meant to tell you,” I said. “I wanted to tell you… I got the same message, a few days ago.”

“A few days ago?” she said, looking up at me with a horrified look. Maybe I shouldn’t have told her. Now, she just saw me as the evil man who kept dark secrets from her. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

“I was afraid to lose you,” I said, looking down at my feet.

“I—I’m going to lose everything,” she said. Now, her eyes were filling with tears.

“I’m sorry, Jess,” I said.

“My parents help me with my rent. I can’t afford a place on my own, with my lousy salary. I mean—maybe I could, but it would mean scaping by with almost nothing. It would mean selling my car. It would mean finding a part-time job to work on the side. I—I don’t want to go through that.”

“Jess,” I said, taking a deep breath. “I don’t know if I can stop this creep from leaking that picture. I’m sorry that you’ve gotten mixed up in this—I don’t even know who this guy is… But I can try to help you. I mean—I don’t know where you live, but you’re welcome to come and live with me. Like I said before: I can get you a job at my office. You’re free to be yourself there.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “How do I know if you’re being serious right now—or if you’re just telling me what I want to hear because you know it’s my last day here and you want to have sex one last time?”

I smiled. “All you can really do is take my word for it, I guess,” I said.

We had breakfast, and then we went back to my room. My room was safer, up high, with only the single window to keep covered. We made love for an hour, and then we had sex. This time, I started on top, pumping her ass while reaching around to stroke her long shaft. With that warm, throbbing cock in my hand, I didn’t last long—who could last long? I filled her bum, and then she ordered me onto my back. Once I was still, she climbed onto me and plunged her cock down into my mouth. As an added humiliation—or maybe it was a bit of a naughty bonus, she slid her bum over my face and pushed my cum out into my mouth. I will admit that it took me by surprise, and the taste was a bit shocking, but it was strangely sensual, especially when she bent down and kissed me, making her lips sticky with my cum. We swapped a couple of times and she made me swallow. Then, she lifted up my legs from under my knees and she penetrated me. She pumped me until I was moaning and limp all over. She fucked me like a sex doll and filled me like a cream-filled donut. Then, we spent the next two hours together.

“So can I have your number?” I asked, eyeing the clock. I knew her bus for the airport was leaving soon.

“I’ll think about it,” she said.

“You don’t have long to think about it,” I said, now looking at her suitcase by the door.

“Well…” she said, taking a deep breath. “Maybe I already gave it to you, and you don’t even realize it.”

I smiled. I had a feeling that she slipped the phone number into my suitcase, or maybe into my carry-on bag. After we kissed and she left, I looked for it—I looked everywhere, tearing everything apart. I flipped that room upside down…

But there was no phone number.
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Ihad one more day at the resort, but it wasn’t relaxing at all. I remained in a state of despair, knowing that villain was probably still planning to attempt to ruin my life (and Jess’s life) and I was going to be leaving the resort with no way of contacting Jess.

That last night, I went to the bar where I met her; it was the only bar that wasn’t packed with drunk guests. I just wanted some peace and quiet while I sipped a drink and listened to the waves. The odd resort guest came and left. A girl tried to start a conversation with me; she was cute enough, but I wasn’t interested in connecting with anyone on my final night. She ended up leaving me alone.

My phone was buzzing in my pocket. I checked it a few times, and then I got sick of it, so I turned it off and put it away. Maybe my coworkers were going to hate me when I returned, but there was nothing I could do about that. I’d accepted my fate, my role at the office. They would all hate me for a bit, but then they would move on with their lives. They would eventually forget that I made them all work the weekend, just like they eventually forgot about the previous injustices.

“Excited to go back to work?” asked a familiar voice next to me. I looked up slowly and then froze when I saw Ryan’s face. He was grinning at me, dressed in his pink Hawaiian t-shirt, neon green beach shorts, and black flip-flops. He had stubble on his face that I’d never seen before.

“What are you doing here?” I asked, and before I even asked, I knew that he was behind everything. He’d been stalking me. He sent me that message at the airport. He was threatening me with those pictures.

“I’m on vacation, Morgan! Just like you!”

“What do you want?” I said, cutting the bullshit.

“Who says I want anything?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. “I mean—because of you, I’m unemployed. My financial situation is serious, thanks to you, and it’s affecting my relationship with my wife. I think she’s going to leave me. It’s all your fault. But I don’t want anything, Morgan. I just want to have a nice vacation.” He smiled and took a big sip from his dark-colored drink. He was drunk. His eyes were filled with rage.

“I had a feeling you took that photo. Well, go ahead and release it. I can’t stop you—though I would ask that you just keep it between the office and my own personal relations. There’s no sense in roping Jess into all of this.”

Then he started laughing uncontrollably. “You’re so naïve!” he roared. “Send it to the office, but keep Jess out of it!? Listen to you! My God, how naïve can a man be?”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

He shook his head and then wiped his eyes. “I’ll let you figure that one out on your own,” he said. “Well, Morgan—aren’t you going to beg me not to do it? I want to hear you beg. I might not release the photos if you just beg. And before you tell me you’re not going to beg, I want you to think about your mother seeing a picture of you with a big, fat dick in your mouth.”

“I don’t care,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “I doubt she would care much. Do what you want, Ryan. Release the photos.”

“Beg me,” he said, now clenching his teeth together. “Beg me not to do it. I want you to beg me the way that I had to beg them not to fire me.”

“No,” I said. “I told you: I don’t care.”

“Yes, you do!” he growled. “Then at least beg me to spare your ‘girlfriend’.” He rolled his eyes.

“What did she do to you?” I asked.

“Is that you begging?” he asked with a grin.

“No,” I said. “I can’t control you, Ryan. I can’t stop you from doing anything. I can call the police—and believe me, I’m going to no matter what.”

“You wouldn’t dare,” he said, taking another sloppy, swaying sip from his drink.

“Ryan,” I groaned. “I don’t know what happened to you. Do you really think it’s my fault you lost your job? Do you really think it was me forcing you to work late?”

“You made the decision,” he hissed.

“Then you just might be the naïve one here,” I said. “And blaming me for your failed relationship—that’s just nonsense. You need to start taking some responsibility in your life.”

He shook his head. “Then I’ll do it. I’ll send that photo to your girlfriend’s family members.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Well it’s too late!” he snapped, as if he’d been predicting my response wrongly. “I already sent it. And I sent it to Susanne, and I sent it to Julia, and I sent it to Roger. By now, they’ve all seen it.”

“Alrighty then,” I said.

“And I sent it to your girlfriend’s family. I spent days getting their personal information.”

“Then what’s the point of this conversation, Ryan?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

His face turned red as he strained to keep himself upright. He looked like a kettle that was about to burst. “You can act all mighty and superior, Morgan, but really, you’re just a… just a…”

“Just a what?”

He stared right into my eyes and pushed himself off of his chair. He wobbled for a moment before grinning. “You’re just a lonely loser,” he said, and then he stumbled away, mumbling something under his breath. I didn’t care to turn on my phone, to see if Ryan was telling the truth. I was a bit curious to know if I was getting messages from my coworkers, but it really didn’t matter; it didn’t change anything.

I could only hope that he was lying about ruining Jess’s life. She didn’t deserve to be attacked, but there really was nothing I could do to stop Ryan. If there was something I could have done, I would have done it; but her best chance was in Ryan thinking I didn’t care. He was attacking me, so if he thought it made no difference to me, it wasn’t something he would waste his time with.

I didn’t get a lot of sleep. I woke up early and went to the airport early, just to make sure I didn’t have any issues. I got onto my plane as soon as I was able, and then, once we landed back home, I turned on my phone.

There were no messages—nothing from coworkers about the photo, and nothing from friends or family members. I could only hope that Ryan was bluffing, afraid to actually release the photos because it would end in him being arrested.

Maybe he released them, maybe he didn’t. I never asked anyone. I got a few curious looks when I returned to the office, but it was impossible to know for sure…

I honestly didn’t care. I wouldn’t have cared if someone sent me a photo of one of my coworkers being intimate with someone else; it wasn’t my business. If anything, I would be happy to know that they were having fun with their life.

Two new people were starting when I returned from my vacation. They both arrived early, and it was my job to run them through their new duties. I showed them around the office. Roger, Susanne, and Clarissa looked exhausted from a long week of overtime. “You can all leave the office early this afternoon,” I told them. “We can finish playing catchup on Monday.”

Roger looked at me with a smile. “Thanks, Morgan. Nice to see you back.”

Maybe he hated me, maybe not. It definitely didn’t seem like it.

“It’s good to be back,” I said. “Sorry they made me leave at the worst possible time.”

“The vacation did you good,” he said with a small laugh. “Don’t apologize.”

People are generally more understanding than they get credit for. Sure, emotions can get heated when people are tired, when they’re forced to change plans, and so on—but in the end, people generally understand that we all have crazy lives, and we can’t always control the circumstances.

Horatio came to my office after I finished showing the new people around. “Do you have a minute, Morgan? How was your trip? It looks like you got some sun. Nice weather in Mexico?”

“It was nice,” I said. “I’m just happy everything got finished here.”

“Everything always gets finished. Don’t worry about that when you’re off work, Morgan.” He paced around my office, clutching his hands behind his back. “So, there’s something that we need to talk about it—something that we probably should have talked about a long time ago—but it’s better late than never, right?”

“What is it?” I asked.

“Well, it’s something I’m going to talk too all of the managers about. And then I’ll need you to talk to your team about it. It’s about… inclusivity. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Did I get a complaint or something?”

“No, no,” he laughed. “Nothing like that. It’s just—yesterday, someone… came out. And I was alerted by someone on your team. It’s a sensitive topic, and I want to make sure that you handle it properly. It’s important that the workplace is inclusive.”

“Sure,” I said. “That’s fine. I get what you’re saying.”

“I’m glad you don’t need me to explain any more than that,” he said. He paused for a moment and then he smiled. “Let’s just leave it at that. You’re a smart guy, Morgan. You don’t need me to talk to you like a child.”

“Sounds good,” I said.

“If there are any issues, just give me a ring. We can work it out so that everyone here feels welcome.”

“Alright,” I said. He left it at that, and I must admit that I was curious to know who came out, even though it didn’t affect me at all. I had a feeling that it was Roger. I always suspected that Roger liked men—only because he put his hand on my thigh once at an office Christmas party. His fingers got awfully close to my cock, but I walked away before anything weird happened. I didn’t care if he was gay—but I didn’t have any interest in dating men.

It was noon when I got the latest memo from HR. I was told to print out copies and hand them out to my whole team—not just email them, because it was apparently a matter that was better handled face-to-face. It was a write-up about the importance of inclusivity—some generic jargon that was almost certainly pulled from some website, filled with a bunch of legal terms, ensuring that nobody would actually read it. Basically, it just said that if you’re homophobic, you’ll be out a job; it was nothing we didn’t already know.

So I went through the office, handing out the memo, asking the employees if they had any questions. Nobody had questions. Then, I got to Robbie’s desk. There was a girl sitting there, with the blonde back of her head turned to me. Was Robbie out? Was this a new girl I hadn’t met yet?

“Hi there,” I said. “I, uh, have a memo for you.”

Then she turned around. Her cheeks turned red before I realized who I was looking at.

“J—Jess?” I said, stunned, with parted lips.

“Hi Morgan,” she said softly. “It’s, uh… nice to see you.” She bit her lip and turned dark red.

“W—Where’s Robbie?” I asked, feeling flustered. It was probably a silly question, and I’m not sure why it’s what came out of my mouth. I was overwhelmed. I didn’t know what to say.

“I am Robbie, Morgan,” she said softly. And I’m not sure why it took so long, but I could suddenly see the similarities. She had Robbie’s eyes, Robbie’s cheekbones, his lips, his frame… because she was Robbie. “You convinced me to come out.”

I smiled, biting my tongue so I wouldn’t look too goofy. “I can’t believe it’s actually you.” I had to hug her. Maybe it wasn’t totally appropriate in the workplace, but it’s what I did. She hugged me back.

After that, work wasn’t quite so horrible anymore. It was no longer something I dreaded every single day. In fact, I started looking forward to those big deadlines, when we were all forced to stay in the office, late into the night. I was thrilled to accept any excuse to be near Jess.

As for our relationship—we had to keep it a bit of a secret, at least from HR. Workplace relationships were frowned upon, but some rules are meant to be broken. We were both much more productive as a couple—though we definitely had our moments of distraction. Every now and then, we were nowhere to be found. Horatio called me and gave me a little warning. “Just don’t do it again,” he said. He didn’t write us up, and I’m sure he knew what we were up to, but he was at least pretending to be naïve.

“I need you to stay a bit late,” I would say to her, at least once each week. Then, once the rest of the office was empty, I would lay her out on my desk. I would pull up that skirt that suited her so perfectly, and then I would go down with a smile on my face.

THE END
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