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COSPLAY CUTIE

Cory hasn’t been a geek since he was mocked as a young teen for having a silly crush on a cute character from a Japanese cartoon. Since then, he’s made a point of distancing himself from all things geeky. So when he agrees to go to Portland for a big comic expo, it’s just for the slutty Cosplay girls and nothing else.

He doesn’t expect to find a pretty, young woman dressed as his old favourite character. He’s completely smitten, until he finds out that she’s not so much a Cosplayer as she is a Cross-player.


CHAPTER I

I’d always had the biggest crush on Tifu—even though Tifu wasn’t a real person.

Tifu was a character from a cartoon called Mega Force—a cartoon I grew up watching. She wasn’t one of the main characters of the show. She wasn’t even in every episode. But when she was on the show, I was glued to the screen. She was an adorable white-haired princess—half human half alien. She had big, shining eyes and the most adorable voice you’ve ever heard in your life. But like I said, she wasn’t a real person. She was just a character on a kid’s television show.

I was fourteen when I discovered one of those cartoon sex websites—where artists waste their talents by animating famous cartoon characters having graphic sex. I curiously searched ‘Tifu’ on the website, and sure enough there was one video—and whoever made it was surprisingly talented. It was only a minute long, but I must have watched it two hundred times over the next year or so. It’s quite possible that my first masturbation session ever was with that cartoon sex video.

And then I grew up and moved on to more adult fair, with both television and pornography. For a while during high school, I hung out with the anime kids—the not-so-popular group of students who met up at lunch to discuss the latest episodes of their favourite anime shows and manga comics. I stopped hanging out with those guys when I realized the entire school was mocking us behind our backs (and sometimes right to our faces). My own brother convinced me to leave them for my own sake. So I distanced myself from those guys and started hanging out with the media kids, who liked to film crappy short films after school every day.

I didn’t exactly miss the anime guys though—we didn’t have a lot in common. I only sort of liked a few anime shows. None of the anime guys ever wanted to talk about Mega Force—they said it was a show for little kids, even though all the anime shows they were raving about were made for little kids.

I’d forgotten about Tifu and Mega Force completely until I was sixteen, and a re-run randomly played on television one night. It was the episode where the Mega Force calls for help from Tifu to fight the Mongrodians—a race of small fluffy aliens that want to destroy the whole universe to fulfil an ancient prophecy. I watched it out of curiosity, to see how absurd my favourite childhood show really was. It certainly was absurd, but Tifu was still a babe in my eyes, even if she was only in two-dimensions.

And she would always be my ‘celebrity crush’, even if she wasn’t technically a celebrity. We had that ‘who’s your celebrity crush’ conversation in my sophomore year of college. Tifu immediately came to mind. When I said her name, everyone looked at me like I was a Martian. They’d never heard of her. “What movies is she in?” they asked, and then I had to embarrassingly admit that she was a cartoon character. They looked her up on their phones and had a good laugh at my expense. So I tried to think of a backup celebrity crush. “Natalie Portman is pretty hot, too,” I said, even though I didn’t really like Natalie Portman all that much.

I was in my senior year of college when Robo Man came to theatres. It was wildly popular, particularly with college students because it was the first superhero movie that was a little bit smart and a little bit artsy—a perfect combination for self-indulgent college students. I just liked it because Robo Man would savagely pull people’s heads right off their bodies, and the filmmakers didn’t shy away from showing everything.

There was a big comic and entertainment expo happening a few hours away from our little town where the cast and crew of Robo Man would be signing shirts and posters, and my friends all wanted to go. Robbie even rented a minivan so we could all go together. Margo started working on her Gear Head costume that she planned on wearing at the expo—Gear Head was Robo Man’s sometimes sidekick.

I was just excited to see all of the girls dressed in slutty Cosplay costumes. I’d seen pictures from that comic and entertainment expo before—it was practically a three-day-long stripping expo. Some girls wore outfits that were so slutty, their whole butts were exposed, and most of their tits, too. What can I say? I’m a man of simple pleasures.

Another popular movie had come out earlier that year, called Kitty. It was a superhero action movie where a girl runs around in a tight black jumpsuit and fights bad guys. I couldn’t wait to see all of the Kitty impersonators in their black leather jumpsuits.

So I asked work for the expo week off, and I told my professors that I was going to be out of town for a wedding (they would have said no to a comic and entertainment expo). No one had any issues with my absence, so I went online and I ordered my tickets for the event.

I thought it was going to be a good time. I didn’t realize that my life was about to change completely.


CHAPTER II

It was a long drive to Portland for the expo. It wouldn’t have been so long had our group not doubled in size since we originally planned the trip. Robbie told a few of his friends and Margot told a few of hers, and suddenly we had a group of twelve people all crammed into two rented mini vans with luggage and carefully packed and meticulously crafted Cosplay costumes.

Because I was smaller than the other guys, I ended up crammed in the middle seat between Robbie and Margot’s football player friend, Franco. Franco wasn’t interested in comics or cartoons or video games or anything that would be at the convention save for Margot. She really wanted a partner to dress up with her for her Robo Man Cosplay. So Franco would be one of hundreds of Robo Men at the convention. But luckily for him, Margot drunkenly admitted to me a few days before the event that she planned on fucking Franco if he ended up coming.

I was one of the only members of the group without a costume. I wasn’t interested in dressing up. I already felt like a big enough nerd going down to Portland to see other people dressed up.

I had my eye on one of Margot’s friends. Her name was Katie. She was sitting in the front seat, even though she was possibly than me and thus should have been crammed in that uncomfortable middle spot (though everyone seemed to think that we were the same size). But she was still finishing her Kitty costume. We had to drive slowly while she sewed, and we had to pull over frequently so she could try bits of the costume on, to see if any adjustments still needed to be made. She would have been thrown out of the car had she not been so pretty. She had big shining eyes, just like the Kitty character, and she had the big tits too.

I was so keen on sleeping with her that I stupidly agreed to let her use me as a mannequin that night at the hotel, while she finished up her costume. I felt pretty stupid standing in her hotel room in a leather Kitty costume, wearing Katie’s bra stuffed with socks and tissue paper. Everyone else was out at a nearby bar, including Katie’s three roommates.

But it wasn’t a wasted effort. We had some drinks sent up to the room (charged to Katie’s dad’s credit card), and we ended up fucking once the costume was all finished. I’m not sure if it was a horny fuck for her, or just a gratitude fuck. It certainly didn’t last long, but that was my own fault. It had been a couple of months since I’d last been laid, and once I had my swelling cock in her tight pussy, I knew it wouldn’t be long no matter how slow I went. It didn’t help that she was wearing her black Kitty boots, and she was pretty good at doing the voice.

I found out that Katie was a squirter. And she didn’t hold back. When we were finished, we had to quickly call the front desk for some towels to clean up the mess we’d made. The floor was soaked with her warm pussy juice. We told everyone else that we’d spilled a jug of water.

Katie winked at me before I left, as if to tell me that wouldn’t be the last fuck of the week, so I left her hotel room with a big stupid smile on my face.

The Portland Comic and Entertainment Expo hadn’t even started yet but it was off to a great start as far as I was concerned.

Day one started the next morning, but it was a slow start for us. We all had hangovers. So instead of getting down to the convention first thing in the morning, we slept in and then we all went out for breakfast. I ordered the Belgian waffle and a big, steaming cup of coffee. Most of the rest of the group had no appetite to eat, or even look at food, but there was plenty of coffee consumed that morning.

Katie sat next to me. Apparently her interest in me the night before wasn’t just alcohol fuelled lust. Under the table, she slipped her hand onto my thigh, and then a minute later that hand was rubbing my crotch. We snuck into the breakfast joint’s bathroom and we fucked quickly in a stall. She squirted all over the floor again and I nearly slipped on it when we were on our way back to our group. Once we were back at the table, she started talking about how fish and birds get stuck in plastic rings in the ocean. She started shedding a tear and I started laughing, thinking she was just being overly dramatic for comic effect, but she scorned me.

It turns out, she was pretty serious about the whole environmentalism thing—it was apparently her major in school. Over the rest of that week, it was all she would talk about. There wouldn’t be many conversations that wouldn’t be ended by a not-so-fun fact about global warming or coral reef degradation.

But it didn’t matter. Katie was just a fling—a little bit of convenient sex. It’s not like I planned on dating her or even seeing her again once we were back home. I didn’t even plan on seeing much of her at the convention. As soon as we walked through those gran entrance doors, Robbie and I split away from the rest of the group. There’s nothing worse than being stuck with a giant group at a busy convention. We went straight towards the artist booths. They had a dozen different marginally famous comic artists drawing personal comics for paying fans. Mike Mignola was there, but his line was too long to wait in. So we admired him from afar for a couple of minutes before moving on.

It was a three-day-long convention, but the place was massive and packed with booths and special guests and panels and screening rooms and there was even a stage out back where semi-famous bands were playing. It would take the full three days to take in and appreciate everything—especially the slutty girls in their Cosplay costumes.

I didn’t know who half of the girls were dressed as: probably characters from anime cartoons and manga comics. I hadn’t been part of that world in many years—almost a whole decade. But there was one character that I recognized in the crowd: a petite white-haired beauty dressed as Tifu.


CHAPTER III

Robbie asked me what I was staring at. “Huh?” I said, snapping out of my daze. “Nothing. I guess I still have a bit of a hangover.” I forced a smile and then I looked back into the crowd. I couldn’t see her anymore—she must have slipped away. But she was beautiful. She was exactly what the character would look like in real life—the long white hair, the black and red dress, the red bow in the hair. Even her eyes were so big and stunning, just like the character’s eyes.

I didn’t realize anyone but me even knew who Tifu was anymore. That show hadn’t even had a rerun in almost eight years as far as I was aware. And I wasn’t seeing anyone else dressed as any Mega Force characters—so it was an incredible coincidence to think that someone else might dress up as that one obscure character that I’d always had a guilty crush on.

“I want to get some autographs. Where should we start?” Robbie asked.

I looked around. I was pretty sure that the beauty dressed as Tifu disappeared towards the building’s east wing, so that’s where I suggested we start. The east wing was completely devoted to cartoon creators and voice actors, so it made sense that Tifu would have gone that way.

Robbie wanted every autograph he could get, as long as it was cheap or free. The actually famous people at the event were all charging upwards of fifty dollars for a signature, and more if you wanted that signature personalized. But Robbie had an interesting theory: “Get their autographs now while they’re nobodies, and then sell them on eBay when their careers take off. It’s like buying penny stocks,” he said. And he was an economics major, so I suppose he knew what he was talking about.

So I waited in many line-ups with him as he got his free or five dollar autographs. Within an hour, he had a whole stack of them that he kept insisting that I hold while he went to get more—he thought it would be embarrassing to walk up to someone and ask for an autograph while holding a giant pile of autographs. “I don’t want them to think that I’m just getting every autograph I can get,” he said.

“But that’s exactly what you’re doing,” I said.

“But I don’t want them to know that!” So I kept waiting with him, and I kept looking around for that petite white-haired beauty.

I spotted her again an hour later, while we were in line to get the autograph of some small-time web comic artist. She was at the front of the line, a few booths over. She was getting some anime artist’s autograph. She leaned forward to shake the artist’s hand, making her little skirt rise up, nearly exposing her tush, but not quite. She had a big smile on her face. My God, that smile was adorable. She looked over at me for a brief moment. Our gazes connected. She still had that smile. I felt my cheeks become red hot. I hadn’t gotten so flustered over a girl in years—since I was a blossoming teenager.

“You okay, buddy?” Robbie asked as he tapped on my shoulder. I snapped out of my second daze of the day.

“Yep, totally fine,” I said, forcing a smile. My face was probably still dark red.

I looked back towards Tifu, but she was gone. And in that moment I decided I needed to go and talk to her. I didn’t know anything about her, but I knew I wanted to ask her out. I wanted to get to know her, I wanted to hear her voice (which I’m sure was just as beautiful as the rest of her). And of course, I wanted to plug her pussy with my cock.

But it wasn’t just because she was dressed up as my pre-teen fantasy. She could have been dressed up in a cardboard shipping box—her beauty was her own; it didn’t belong to the character she was portraying. Those big eyes were her eyes. Those smiling lips were her lips. That fantastic ass belonged to her and only her.

I knew that she would be around for the rest of the day, and probably for the rest of the convention. If she was serious enough to dress up, she was serious enough to stick with the convention to the bitter end.

I broke away from Robbie when he went to meet up with the rest of our group. I said that I was just going to use the bathroom, but I was really going to track that beauty down. I slowly trudged through crowds of geeky fans, stepping on my tippy toes to see over heads. It was a good twenty-minute hunt before I spotted her over by the food vendors. My heart started pounding as soon as I saw her.

Butterflies fluttered in my chest. A lump fluttered up into my throat. But I had to talk to her. So I took a deep breath and I started walking towards her.

In my years of experience with women, I’d leaned that no plan of action is the best plan of action. It’s when you start trying to plan your moves that you start to get into your own head and you start doubting yourself. I had no idea what I was going to say to the beauty, but I had to say something or I would lose my chance to say anything. Her back was to me when I approached her.

I tapped on her shoulder. “Excuse me,” I said, raising my voice so it would be heard over the crowds. She turned around and the sight of her face made my body become tense. She was even more stunning up close. I tried to swallow that thick lump that had formed in my throat. I couldn’t swallow it. My lack of plan turned into a complete lack of vocabulary. I just stared at her with terrified eyes—completely overwhelmed. What was a beauty like her doing at a big nerdy comic convention?

“Can I help you?” she asked.

It took me another moment to gather my senses. “I just wanted to say that I love your costume,” I said.

She smiled and tilted her head. “Oh yeah?” she asked.

I nodded my head slowly because it was the only response I could muster in my flustered state.

“Do you know who I’m supposed to be?” she asked with a big grin.

I bit down on my tongue. I was slightly embarrassed to admit that I knew. I hadn’t mentioned the show in almost a decade, since I was a kid—and even then I was mocked for knowing too much about it. “You’re Tifu, from Mega Force,” I said. I could feel my cheeks becoming redder and hotter.

Her grin turned into a big smile. “Wow!” she said. “You’re the first person to get that right.” And it was that little phrase that set off a flag in my brain. It wasn’t what she said or even how she said it—it was the voice she said it with. It wasn’t Tifu’s voice, and it wasn’t even a convincingly female voice. It took me another moment before I realized I was talking to a Cos-dresser: a Cosplay cross dresser.

My heart plunged deep into my gut.


CHAPTER IV

I had to force a smile through the rest of our conversation. Her voice was usually quite convincing, but there were moments where it would slip slightly—just enough to ensure that I knew I was talking to a young man and not a woman at all. “So you like Mega Force, huh?” she asked. I still couldn’t get over how pretty she was—though I had to convince myself that it was mostly the makeup and the wig and I’m pretty sure she was wearing coloured contact lenses.

Beauty can be manufactured to an extent, can it not? But only to an extent… I had to admit that some of this cross-dressing Tifu’s beauty was her own.

“I liked it a lot when I was a kid,” I said. “But I just wanted to tell you that I liked your costume. I should be going to find my friends.”

“Okay, well it was nice talking to you,” she said—or I should say, he said. My heart was still racing. I’d just spent the past few hours fawning over a young man in a skimpy dress. I’d just worked up the courage to approach a man as if I was approaching a Victoria’s Secret model. I felt so embarrassed. I absolutely could not tell anyone about my embarrassing blunder.

When I found my friends, they were all ready to leave for the day. Their heads were still pounding from the night before, and they were still itching to go out again, so they wanted to get some napping in.

I went out with the whole group that night. We went down the street to one of the official sponsor bars. It was crammed shoulder-to-shoulder with dressed up comic fans. I counted three Spider-Mans and six Supermans, and I lot count of the Kitties and Robo Mans.

Robbie got drunk fast, as he always did. He came and found me in the bar and he threw his arm around my shoulders. “Hey Cory,” he said. “Did you end up talking to her?” He was slurring his words slightly.

“Talking to who?” I asked. My heart fluttered as that cross-dresser’s image came into my mind.

“That pretty little thing with the white hair—did you talk to her?” He looked at me with a big grin. “I know that you didn’t take off to use the bathroom. C’mon, just tell me. Did you talk to her?”

I forced a smile while my face became warm. “I don’t know who you’re talking about. Sorry.” Now I felt stupidly embarrassed. That cross-dresser was going to be at the rest of the convention, and Robbie was going to make a point of making a big deal out of this. When he was convinced of something, he suddenly had infinite resolve. And he was convinced of this.

“Don’t be shy, man. She was cute. If you didn’t talk to her, you should. I can be your wingman. Is she here with friends?”

“I really don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, but I don’t know why I was bothering. I was only making my situation worse. Every time I denied his claim, he became more sure that I was just being shy and scared. And the more he thought I was shy and scared, the more he thought I needed his help. And the last thing I wanted was for him to approach that white-haired cross-dresser and discover for himself that she had some swinging meat between her thighs. Then it would be months of mocking humiliation—though he even said himself that she was cute. At least I wasn’t the only one who thought so.

“Okay, fine,” I said. “I found her and I talked to her, but she’s not my type.” It was a risky move on my part—it would hopefully stop Robbie from approaching her, but I was also admitting that I’d been infatuated with her and that I’d gone through the trouble of chatting her up. If he found out her secret (which wasn’t even much of a secret), then I was doomed. I’d given up my denial.

“Not your type, huh?” he said. “Well maybe she’ll be my type. What is her costume, anyway? Is she supposed to be like some Japanese monster or something?”

I forced a smile. “Not sure,” I lied. And then Robbie’s attention was stolen by a cute young woman in a Kitty costume.

“Look at the jugs on her,” he said, suddenly forgetting about our entire conversation. And that was for the best.

We were only at the bar for an hour when Katie came up to me and asked if I wanted to go back to the hotel with her. “I need help fixing my costume,” she said with a big grin. She was wearing the costume now, and there didn’t seem to be anything wrong with it. But of course I knew there was nothing wrong with it, without even looking at it.

So I slammed the rest of my beer and I accompanied her back to the hotel room. She was horny, so we skipped the foreplay. She bent over the bed and swayed her bum from side to side, making her long leather tail sway cutely. “Be careful pulling my leggings down—I don’t want to have to do anymore sewing this week,” she said.

I started pulling down her pants when her eyes lit up. “Do you want to have some fun?” he asked. I could tell that she was drunk because her pupils were different sizes.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Stick it in my butt. I want you to fuck me in the ass,” she said. “But be gentle. I’ve never been fucked in the ass before.” So I left her leather leggings pulled halfway down, only exposing her puckering butthole and nothing else. I could see the bulge of her pussy against the tight leather, and it looked a little bit like the bulge of a cock. She had a set of puffier-than-normal lips on her, not that I minded. But now, I couldn’t stop thinking about that Tifu impersonator.

I used a bit of spit to lubricate my cock before pressing it into her. Her hole was tight. I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before, but it was about what I’d imagined: tight and a bit dry. But it was warm and when she clenched it felt awfully nice. She let me sink in halfway before she became tense and said, “That’s enough. Just go slow, please.” So I started to gently thrust in and out. She started moaning almost immediately.

And I couldn’t get the thought of that Tifu Cos-dresser out of my head. I couldn’t help but imagine my cock sliding in and out of his tight butthole as he looked back at me over his shoulder with his stunning bright eyes. I pushed the thoughts away and I kept my gaze glued to Katie’s body. From behind—while I couldn’t see her big tits—she had a sort of boyish body. So I pulled her leggings down slightly so I could see her plump pussy. It was a relieving sight. It was dripping wet. I reached down and I rubbed it a little bit, and it wasn’t long before she started leaking onto the bed as if she was peeing—the girl apparently had a lot of fluid in her.

But it wasn’t happening for me. It felt good and she was sexy, but I just couldn’t bring myself to orgasm. I tried pushing in deeper, even though it made her clench and say, “Ouch! Careful!” and I tried fucking her harder—and don’t get me wrong, it felt nice—but there was something missing.

“Hurry up and come. They’re going to be back soon,” she said.

So I closed my eyes and tried to focus. And then that Cos-dresser came back into my mind, in her slutty little black and red dress, with her flowing white hair. I imagined her bent over the bed with her little cock hanging out while I rammed her in the asshole.

And that did the trick. Suddenly, without even a warning to myself, I started filling Katie’s ass with my hot load. She perked up and gasped. “That feels so weird,” she said before I was even finished coming. When I pulled out, my cum started draining out of her. “Oh my God, I can’t stop it,” she said, hopping to her feet and running to the bathroom. She used her hand to stop it from falling all over the hotel room floor. I guess I stretched her bum hole out a little too wide.

And once she was in the bathroom, my face turned pale. I’d just fucked a girl while thinking about a biological man. It’s not like I imagined that Tifu Cos-dresser as a woman—I imagined the cock and everything. And that thought didn’t just help me come, it made me cum like a pornstar who hasn’t had sex in fifteen years.


CHAPTER V

She was at the convention the next day, dressed in the same slutty outfit, her hair curled into the same perfect waterfall waves. I thought that it was a wig until I saw her running her fingers through her hair—it was her real hair. So maybe she wasn’t just a cross-dresser—maybe she was a transgender or transsexual (to be honest, I don’t know the difference). When Robbie wasn’t around, I took a good look at her, trying to see if I could spot the bulge of her Adam’s apple or the broadness of her shoulders. But she hardly had a lump on her throat and her shoulders were narrower than most of the girls there—but that didn’t mean anything, I suppose.

I watched her carefully out of curiosity, and I watched the men around her carefully in an attempt to make myself feel better. I watched as a number of guys checked out her butt discreetly—and sometimes not so discreetly.

I told myself to look away from her, to put my mind onto other things. There were tons of beautiful women at that event—and I wanted to have sex with at least one of them before I left Portland.

There was one cutie in a red leotard. She had long blonde hair that was shaved on one side. I wasn’t sure what character she was supposed to be, so I figured I would go up to her and ask.

“I’m Yuki from Yamamoto Beach,” she said, but I had no idea what Yamamoto Beach was.

“Is that anime?” I asked, and she gave me a funny look as if it was the stupidest question she’d ever heard.

Up close, she wasn’t quite as cute as she’d looked from afar. Her makeup was caked on thick, and it made her skin look uncomfortably dry. Her eyes were small and beady, and she wasn’t even a little bit interested in talking to me. I was trying to think of something else to say when someone tapped on my shoulder.

I turned around. It was Tifu. She was staring at me with her big, cute smile. “I wanted to congratulate you,” she said with a cute little hop, just like the character would do in the show.

“For what?” I asked. I looked around to make sure Robbie wasn’t standing nearby watching. It was bad enough that he knew I’d gone and talked to her once.

“For being the only person at this whole convention to figure out who I am,” she said.

“But your costume is great—you look just like her,” I said, and it was true: she was almost a spitting image.

“Well I guess you and I are the only ones who remember the show,” she said with that bit cute smile. But her voice slipped again, just slightly, just enough to send a chill down my spine making me realize the beautiful eyes I was staring into belonged to a man. So I looked away.

“Well it’s a good costume regardless,” I said. “You should be very proud.”

“Why didn’t you dress up?” she asked. I looked back at her, but only for a second. She still had that cute smile that made no sense—no man should be able to smile like that. It seemed strange and unnatural. Or maybe I was the strange and unnatural one for thinking it was so cute.

“I’m not much of a costume person,” I said.

“You would make a really good Awol,” she said. Awol was another character from Mega Force. He was a robot that worked for Tifu. He had no emotions, unless Tifu kissed him on the cheek—and then he would get flustered and shy. It was a running gag—at least while the show was still running, almost a decade before.

“Maybe next year,” I said with a smile.

“You kind of look like him—if you were a little bit taller, anyway.”

I smiled and nodded and I looked around again for Robbie. It was a big convention centre, but it had been a while since I’d last seen Robbie. I knew he was probably looking around for me.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Mine?”

She laughed. “Yeah, yours.”

“Cory,” I said.

“I’m Evelyn,” she said, sticking out her hand. I gently shook her hand. Her hand was small, like a woman’s. And it was soft like a woman’s, too. The skin all over her body looked incredibly soft. Maybe I was mistaken about her being a boy—maybe that was just in my head. Maybe her voice was just a little bit different than normal. “Do you want to grab a bite to eat with me?”

My heart started pounding without warning. I didn’t want to be rude and say no, but I really didn’t want Robbie catching me with her—if she was actually a boy under that hair and makeup. But her voice hadn’t slipped in a while—and maybe those slips were just in my mind. “Sure,” I said. If she wasn’t a boy, then I had nothing to lose and everything to gain. I came to get laid and she was the cutest girl I’d seen yet at the convention.

So I walked with her across the convention centre and we went to one of the food trucks that was parked outside. She got herself a foot long hotdog. I just got a standard American cheeseburger. We got lucky and found a spot at one of the few picnic tables nearby. “So where are you from, Evelyn?” I asked.

She smiled that same cute smile. “Twin Falls,” she said.

“No way, that’s where I’m from,” I said. Twin Falls was a small town—I was shocked that anyone else but my little group was from there.

“Get out. I go to Idaho State University.”

“Same,” I said. Now I was really shocked. There were only a couple thousand people at Idaho State University, and I’d never seen her around campus before.

“I’m a freshman,” she said, but even still, the school year was six months in and six months is more than enough time to see everyone—unless I had seen her many times without her long hair and makeup. But the hair was real—maybe she usually kept it tied in a bun… Man buns were still in style, after all.

A nervous chill crawled up my spine. “What’s your major?” I asked.

“Economics,” she said. And another chill ran down my spine. Robbie was an economics major—this chick was probably in some of his classes. But seeing as Robbie didn’t seem to recognize her, I began to wonder if I was correct before about her being a young man.

“I’m sorry, but I have to ask… I don’t know how to say this, and I don’t mean it in an offensive kind of way…” I couldn’t figure out the best way to say it, but I had to know for sure. Thankfully, she didn’t make me say it.

She laughed. She had a cute laugh. “Yes, I’m not really a girl. Just on weekends and special occasions like this.” She winked. My heart sizzled down in my gut. So I really was talking to a boy. I was getting lunch with a biological man. I was on a date with a transgender.


CHAPTER VI

I cut the date off short, before Robbie came out and saw me—or anyone else in our little group for that matter. If any one of them exchanged even a simple conversation with Evelyn, I could have an embarrassing situation on my hands.

When I met up with Robbie later, he asked me what I’d been up to. He’d been waiting in line to get an autograph from one of the Ewoks in Star Wars—a line that was over two hours long. I couldn’t understand why he would subject himself to such a line, but I’d never been a fan of Star Wars. I guess people who like Star Wars are willing to wait in a two-hour line to get a glorified extra’s signature. Robbie was still in that line when I met up with him.

“Can you save my spot for me while I run to the bathroom?” he asked, so I stood in line for him while he disappeared for nearly ten minutes. When he came back, we were nearly at the front of the line. “So you’ve just been wandering around?” he asked, as if he didn’t believe me.

“Just checking out all of the vendors and whatnot,” I said with a shrug. I tried to remain as casual as possible, but I could tell that he could sense otherwise.

“You didn’t, you know, meet up with anyone?” he asked with a grin.

My heart stuttered. Did he see me? Had he not been standing in a line-up on the other side of the convention centre for the past few hours?

I shrugged my shoulder and maintained my best poker face. “No,” I said.

“Because I saw that girl this morning—she’s here again, you know,” he said. “And she’s still a cutie. Don’t miss out on your chance.”

“I told you that I’m not interested,” I said.

“Whatever. Suit yourself.”

Robbie got his signature and then we called it a day. It was nearly dinnertime and we still had another night of drinking ahead of us. We all got food at a cheap burger joint and then we went down to one of the sponsor bars for a drink. Everyone with a convention pass got 10% off drinks at any of the sponsor bars. We were poor college students who needed everything we could get.

Even with our discount, we all still ordered the cheapest beer they had on tap. After a few beers, I decided to switch to whiskey. I asked what the cheapest whiskey they had was. “A two-year old bottle called Mr. Fidgets. It’s liquorice flavoured,” the waitress told me. So I got the second cheapest they had.

I was four drinks deep when I saw her walk into the bar: Evelyn, still in her Tifu costume, still looking cute and innocent and completely deceiving. I looked away quickly, before Robbie made notice of my notice. But I wasn’t quick enough for Evelyn not to notice me. For that brief second I was looking her way, she smiled at me. My heart was suddenly racing. I didn’t want her to come over. I didn’t want Robbie to hear her speak—even though it was loud in the bar and it was getting louder by the minute.

If he heard her speak, I would never hear the end of it: ‘Remember that time Cory had a big crush on that boy at the comic convention?’ I could already hear his mocking voice echoing in my head.

Thankfully, Robbie was a few drinks ahead of me, and he was wildly distracted by a group of Kitties that had walked in a few minutes earlier. They’d taken some liberties with their costumes—liberties that wouldn’t be appropriate for most film audiences. But they were very appropriate for Robbie, who was practically drooling on his lap. “Should I buy them all a drink or just one of them? Which one do you think is hotter? If I take one home, will you take one home?” He had many questions but I don’t believe he actually cared to hear my answers.

Whenever gazes were elsewhere, I tried to spot Evelyn in the bar. She was there alone, sipping a martini, mingling with random people and admiring their costumes. Somehow she always knew when I was looking her way. She would look at me and smile. I’m pretty sure she even winked at me at one point.

So I tried to distract myself. I tried to interest myself in the same group of slutty girls that Robbie was obsessing over. But they weren’t doing it for me. Their big tits looked plastic and unappealing. Their bodies seemed unnatural and desperate. I could tell that none of them had any more personality than a cardboard box. I scanned the bar for other girls—real girls who might be interested in a little fling. There were some cuties in the bar—there was one girl dressed like Supergirl who had stunning blonde hair and amazing legs. There were already plenty of guys around her—guys with patchy neck beards and more chins than fingers on their hands—so I knew that I could probably make my way through to her with a little bit of effort.

But there was something uninteresting about her. She just seemed so basic and plain. She was cute but that was it. There was no substance to her.

So my gaze found its way back to Evelyn. And the liquor was starting to set into my veins.

Robbie was outside having a smoke with one of the slutty Kitties when Evelyn looked at me and waved. I could tell from across the bar that she was a bit tipsy herself. She turned around and looked over her shoulder at me. Then she motioned for me to follow her. So I did.

I moved carefully through the bar, looking around constantly to ensure my fellow group members weren’t watching me. I was about to do something that I knew was wrong—that even drunk, I knew was a stupid idea. But I couldn’t stop myself. I was strangely curious and strangely excited.

I caught up to her near the bathrooms. “You promise not to judge me right?” she asked. “I swear I’m not usually like this.” She was looking into my eyes. My God, her eyes were stunning.

There were no male and female bathrooms in that bar—just a line of six or seven small rooms with toilets inside of each. The sink and mirror was out in the hallway.

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “I won’t judge you if you don’t judge me,” I said.

“I won’t judge you too hard,” she said. And then she smiled big and led me into one of the many bathrooms.


CHAPTER VII

My heart was pounding mercilessly. I tried to take a deep breath in an attempt to gather my composure, but it was a failed attempt. What the hell was I doing? Why was I locked in a little bathroom with a transgender chick? Was she even a transgender chick? She said herself that she was only a chick on weekends and special occasions—so what was she on other days? A man, of course…

But I had to admit that she was a pretty man. Her face was adorable and her body was unquestionably feminine. She put her hands on my sides. “I don’t know why I like you so much,” she said. And then her cheeks turned red when she realized how her comment could be taken the wrong way. “I didn’t mean to say that there’s any reason I shouldn’t like you. I just don’t know why… I mean…”

I laughed. Her nervousness was making me feel peculiarly at ease. “I don’t know why I like you so much,” I said. “But I can’t stop thinking about you.”

She bit her bottom lip and her eyes became hazy. I had the sudden urge to kiss her, so I did. Her lips felt soft like a woman’s. She let out a cute little whimper that no man should be able to make. Her fingers clutched my sides and she held on tight and I forgot for a moment that she was a man. But I remembered quickly when my heart started pounding once again.

I looked into her eyes and I tried to convince myself that it was all a big joke—maybe some sort of test she administered, to see who was truly interested in her. Surely such a beautiful woman couldn’t actually be a man. She could say that she was a man all she wanted, but there was really only one way to find out—even feeling her flat chest didn’t necessarily mean anything; plenty of women have flat chests.

But I wasn’t about to reach down between her legs—because in my heart I knew that she wasn’t lying to me or testing me. In my heart, I knew she was a man. And that’s why I was so tormented—because it was my heart that was yearning after her, like some cruel torture.

But her hands felt so nice as they explored my body. Her lips felt so amazing pressed against mine. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and moved around gracefully, intertwining with my own tongue. I ran my fingers from her chest to her chin. Her skin was all so soft, but it meant nothing.

She stopped for a moment and looked into my eyes. Her cheeks were red and her eyes were glowing. “Do you really not mind that I’m actually a boy?” she asked.

“I’m not sure I believe you, to be honest,” I said.

“And what if I’m telling the truth? Would you care or not?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.”

She stared at me for a moment longer. I watched her eyes glow before she crushed all of my hopes. She reached down, shimmied down her panties, and lifted up her skirt. And there it was: a semi-erect cock, curved to one side, throbbing with a reddened tip. She hid it after a couple of seconds, but I’d seen everything I needed to see. “Well?” she said. “What now?”

My hands were trembling but I hid them well. “I don’t know. You tell me,” I said.

There was a moment of silence and then she dropped down to her knees. She gently placed her hands on my hip for a moment before moving them to my belt buckle. She looked up at me, as if for approval. And I just stared down into her eyes. I was scared stiff, but I was still terribly curious. So I let her carry on. I let her unzip my fly and reach her gentle fingers through. I let her slip those warm fingers around my cock and I let her pull me out into the open.

My face must have been so red—and she surely noticed my legs trembling. I’d fucked many girls in my lifetime but I’d never been this nervous—not even when I lost my virginity when I was sixteen.

She stroked nicely. She was gentle and she knew just how much to pull, and where to push. I let out a deep sigh of relief when she slipped my cock into her warm mouth and began to suck. I slipped my fingers into her hair. It really was her real hair. And it was soft. I carefully massaged her scalp. I looked down at her again as she looked up at me with those glowing eyes. I still couldn’t figure out how a man could possibly be so beautiful.

Maybe she wasn’t a man. Maybe she was born with a cock and a Y-chromosome, but maybe that didn’t make her a man. I don’t know—maybe that sounds ludicrous. Maybe I sound like someone who just stumbled out of a Grateful Dead concert. But maybe it was true… Or maybe I was just trying to justify my degenerate actions.

She sucked nicely. She had me hard in seconds, throbbing powerfully against the inside of her cheek. I looked down again, noticing the detail in her perfect costume. In a way, I was living out a teenaged fantasy: I was fucking Tifu from Mega Force. But she could have been wearing a Barney costume and it wouldn’t have made a difference. My heart would still be racing and my head would still be spinning. I was obsessed with her—not her costume.

And I wanted to see more of her. “Lift up your skirt again,” I said. My heart managed to pound faster and harder.

She gently pulled up her skirt.

“And pull down your panties,” I said.

So she pulled down her panties, revealing her throbbing erection.

“Now jerk yourself off while you suck,” I said, my voice cracking slightly. And she followed my command. I watched—I couldn’t take my eyes away. I was mesmerized. It was strangely hot. She was undeniably hot.

But why was I liking this? It was unnatural, was it not? Did this make me gay? Surely not—I wouldn’t have felt the same way if she had a manly face, no makeup, big shoulders, and Morgan Freeman’s voice. Yet there I was, staring at her cock, watching her squirm as she pumped it. I watched her tip redden. I watched her lips part as she let out a cute little whimper. And then I watched as white streams of cum blasted out the tip of her member, onto the bathroom floor.

And that was all I needed—I came in her mouth. She became tense but she didn’t back away. She took my whole load in her mouth and then she swallowed with one big gulp. She looked up at me with a devilishly cute smile.

“I should probably get back to my friends before they start to wonder where I went,” I said.

And she looked slightly disappointed, almost as if she was hoping for an invite to come hang out. As far as I could tell, she’d come to that convention by herself. Maybe she didn’t have many friends that shared her same interests. Or maybe she was hoping that our little fling could be something more than it was. But it couldn’t be anything more—it was already bad enough as it was. If anyone found out about it and it somehow got back to my friends—that would be the end of me and the little bit of pride I still had left.


CHAPTER VIII

The final day of the convention started out like the others: everyone groggy from the night before. I was especially groggy, seeing as I hadn’t gotten any sleep—maybe an hour or two at the very most. How could I sleep, after I’d just received a blowjob from a biological man?

I kept reminding myself that I was drunk, but it didn’t seem to help much. I couldn’t for the life of me figure out how I’d justified it in the moment. Maybe I hadn’t justified it at all—maybe I’d just succumbed to temptation. But why was I having those temptations? Was that not a sign of a bigger problem? And what exactly was that problem?

Robbie had a conflict of his own. The actor who played Robo Man showed up to do a one-day-only signing and he was charging nothing per signature—but limiting signatures to one per person. Robbie wanted one more than anything, but by the time we showed up at the convention, the line was four hours long. “You have to wait with me. Don’t make me wait alone,” he said to me. And I shuddered at the thought of waiting in a line-up for four hours to get a scribble on a piece of a paper.

“You aren’t serious, are you?” I asked. I was too tired to stand in one place for that long. The thought alone was giving me a headache.

“If you’re a good friend, you’ll wait with me,” he said.

“Can I at least get a coffee first?” I asked.

“Fine, but then come and find me in the line. I don’t want it to get any longer.” He ran off to get into the line where we would be spending half of our day. It’s not like I had anything better to do. I’d already hit up all of the vendors I was even remotely interested in, and there was no sense in wandering around checking out exhibits that didn’t interest me. If Robbie wanted someone to keep him company, then so be it.

So I went across the street and bought a couple of coffees—extra large, extra strong—and I brought them back to the convention center. I had to wait in line for a few minutes to get back in. The place was starting to fill up and that line had gotten much longer.

I walked down until I found Robbie. I handed him one of the coffees. “You owe me,” I said.

“For the coffee?” he asked.

“For the next four hours.”

“I’ll repay you with my friendship,” he said with a big smile, and then he gave me a firm pat on the shoulder, which almost knocked me off of my feet. He wasn’t a particularly strong man, but I wasn’t feeling my strongest with no sleep and a tingling hangover.

We stood in line for a minute. I must have checked my watch five times during that minute. The line was hardly moving. Why did Robbie need this silly signature so badly?

He gave me a nudge and nodded his head towards the girl standing in front of us. She was wearing a black tank top and a pair of tiny jean shorts that hardly covered her bum. She had her white hair tied into a messy bun. She was pretty cute, and she reminded me a bit of Evelyn. Not just a bit, but a lot. It was a moment before I realized that it was Evelyn and my heart started to throb. And as that realization happened, she turned around and noticed me. Her face lit up and mine became pale.

“Hey Cory!” she said. I felt the strength drain from my legs. I wanted to collapse but somehow I managed to hold myself up. I tried to think of an out—some way to signal her to keep her mouth shut, but the damage was already done.

“Hey,” I said, forcing a smile. It wasn’t an easy smile to force. I knew this could only end badly. She wasn’t dolled up like the previous days. Her body was being hidden under a poofy dress. Now she was wearing tight clothes. She didn’t even have a padded bra under her tank top—yet somehow it still looked feminine, and thank God for that. Even with just a touch of makeup and her hair pulled back, she still looked like a chick—but how long would it be before Robbie realized the truth?

How long was it before I realized the truth? It wasn’t long—after the first voice slip.

“Uh, Evelyn, this is Robbie. Robbie, this is Evelyn,” I said. I had no idea what my plan was. Robbie’s smirk let me know that he remembered me telling him that I wasn’t interested. He knew now that that was a lie. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my stomach.

“Evelyn. It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Robbie said, taking her hand and kissing the back of it.

“You’re too sweet,” she said.

“Cory’s told me lots about you. He won’t stop talking about you, in fact,” he said, still with that evil grin on his face.

Four hours in a line was a lot of time to learn a lot about a person. How long before Robbie learned that Evelyn was taking the same major as him at the same school? How long before Robbie heard one of those voice slips? How long before Evelyn eluded to our previous night together?

“Hopefully it’s all good,” Evelyn said.

My face was burning hot. “He’s just kidding,” I said.

“Kidding? Why would I kid? The boy’s smitten with you.”

I felt my face become even redder. I couldn’t imagine a worse humiliation. We were surrounded by people—thousands of people. At least twenty people were within earshot and were about to find out that I’d been fawning over a ladyboy—and she wasn’t even technically a ladyboy. At least ladyboys have breast implants and occasionally shaved-down Adam’s apples. But Evelyn was just a boy in women’s clothing and a girly haircut.

“Big fan, by the way,” Robbie said to Evelyn. The comment took me by surprise. What was he talking about? Who did he think he was talking to? Did he not realize that he was talking to the same girl he’d been bugging me about throughout the rest of the convention?

“Oh, thanks! That means a lot,” Evelyn said, as if the comment actually made a lick of sense to her.

I just kept my mouth shut, hoping the conversation would die off and Robbie would get bored of the line. I could tell that he was already getting antsy, unable to stand in the same position for more than thirty seconds before he squirmed into a new one.

“You look familiar,” Evelyn said. I felt cold dread seep into my spine. It was over. It was all over. “Aren’t you in my Econ 201 class?”

Robbie smiled. “Yeah—you got to Idaho State? Get out.”

I was ready to run away, but I knew if I ran, I wouldn’t find out how much Robbie would discover. And if I didn’t find out, I would always imagine the worst.”

“Yeah. I sit up front during Professor Edson’s lectures.”

Robbie stared closely at Evelyn. It was amazing he hadn’t figured it out yet. “Wow, I wouldn’t have guessed.” They started talking more about their economics classes. They discovered they even had a lab together—a lab with only twenty-three other students. How was Robbie not clueing in yet? Was he just being polite? It was torture listening to them, waiting for that big grin that would accompany Robbie’s revelation. But it never came.

“Well I have to say, you transform well,” he said.

“You’re too kind.”

And it dawned one me: Robbie knew.


CHAPTER IX

He’d known all along. He knew from the moment he saw me looking at her from across the convention. Later that night I would build up the courage to confront him about it. “At first I thought it would be funny to let you go ahead. She’s got a pretty big following on Instagram, you know. But then I saw her and realized she’s actually pretty cute and there wasn’t really anything funny about it.” I underestimated Robbie’s ability to act like an adult. “Even I have to admit, she was the cutest one at the convention, even in her weird monster costume.”

“It was a Tifu costume,” I said.

“Whatever that is…”

But he was right—she was the cutest at the convention, and she was also the nicest, happiest, and most interesting. Her life didn’t revolve around her looks, even though she was pretty enough that it could have. She was a beautiful person, not just a beautiful girl. And she made one hell of a convincing chick—even more convincing than most of the real women at the convention.

So I had to ask myself: what’s even the difference? Who cares what her DNA says? Who cares what kind of genitals she has tucked into her panties?

Once Robbie got his autograph, I asked him if it was okay if I slipped away for a while. “Sure. I’ll go find the others,” he said, and then he winked at me. Maybe he thought it was a little bit funny that I had a massive crush on a cross dresser, but even I had to admit that it was a little bit funny. I’d travelled a long way to a convention full of pretty women just to fall for a man in ladies’ clothing. We’re allowed to laugh at ourselves from time to time.

I went back to Evelyn’s hotel. She had her bags packed to go home—she was leaving later that afternoon. “Did you get to do everything you wanted to do while you were here?” I asked.

“Mostly. There’s just one more thing,” she said, and then we kissed. And this time my heart was only pounding with excitement and happiness. I wasn’t nervous or scared or guilty or ashamed. We continued kissing as we made our way to the bed. We fell onto the bed and she laughed playfully. “Just be gentle. I’m a virgin,” she said. I didn’t even notice her voice slips anymore. I didn’t even notice the slight bulge of her Adam’s apple. But I did notice the bulge of her erection—but I wanted to notice that.

I took it and stroked it, feeling its radiating warmth. I pressed it against mine and I stroked them together. Hers was slightly bigger, but I didn’t mind. We kissed some more and then I laid her down. “I can’t promise that I’ll be gentle, but I can promise that you’ll like it,” I said with a grin.

She smiled, her cheeks turning red.

Maybe it was fate. It was something so silly and obscure that brought us together—a cartoon character from my childhood. She told me later that it was Tifu that originally inspired her to become a woman. She would dress up like Tifu when her parents were out of the house. She even made her own costume as a child—she showed me a picture. She was a cute kid.

And I probably would have never noticed her had she just been wearing a Kitty costume, or a Gear Head costume. And surely her obscure choice in costume wasn’t winning her any points with the Cosplay community—so it must have been fate, right?

I flipped her over and I pulled down her panties, exposing her tight, puckering bum hole. I ran my fingers over it. It was warm and ready for me. I gave her butt a slap and watched it jiggle. She laughed. “I’m not kidding about being a virgin,” she said. “I don’t want it to hurt.”

“I’ll do my best,” I said. I pressed my throbbing tip to her tight hole and I began to push in. She tensed up and then a moment later she relaxed. I could feel her hole puckering along the length of my cock. I sunk in deep—all the way. She bit down on her pillow at first. “Does it hurt?” I asked.

“No, it feels good. It feels so good,” she said, and she bit her pillow harder. I realized she wasn’t biting the pillow to quell the pain. She was biting it to stop herself from moaning in complete ecstasy. So I started to thrust myself in and out of her.

And the pillow stopped working after just a few penetrations. She started moaning and clutching the bed sheets with both hands. “Oh God, right there,” she said. I dug my hand under her body for her cock. She was rock-hard and throbbing. I stroked her firmly, feeling her warm pulsing veins. I’d had sex many times in my life, but no sex was nearly as good as this.

Unfortunately, I didn’t last long. Once I felt her cock unloading, I couldn’t hold back. I filled her butt with my gooey substance. Fortunately, we only waited fifteen minutes before going at it again.

THE END
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