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    HIS BIKINI BODY 
 
    Black Mesa Beach isn’t your ordinary nude beach. It’s where men and woman flock from far and wide to get a little bit of action, usually right out in the open. It didn’t earn its nickname, Orgy Beach, for nothing.  
 
    Brian couldn’t be happier because the woman couldn’t be easier. 
 
    So when Brain loses a bet to his dream girl, Alyssa, he isn’t happy to find out what she wants him to do: become a woman for a day and hang out down at Black Mesa Beach. And the fact that Brian just happens to have the perfect bikini body doesn’t help his case any. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    Everyone knows about the nude beaches in California—they’re everywhere, and some are better than others. You have to drive pretty far out from Las Angeles to get to the great ones, where the girls are absolutely stunning, with their soft, perky tits and their perky butts. It’s damn-near impossible to walk onto some of those beaches without getting rock-hard within seconds.  
 
    Very few people know about Black Mesa Beach. It’s a spot where some of the best surfers in the world go to surf. It’s also where a lot of very good-looking people go to get laid. Most people know it as ‘The wildest place on the planet’, and it didn’t earn that reputation for nothing. Some people call it the Orgy Beach, because everyone fucks right out in the open. Girls come down to the sand and let the surfers boys take their pick.  
 
    At Black Mesa Beach, there are some unspoken rules that everyone seems to know. For example, if you’re a man, you can’t just show up and expect to be able to fuck the sand vixens with your big, greasy cock. You have to be a surfer and you have to earn your prize. In a way, it’s a return to a primal lifestyle, like the way mountain lions battle for the most fertile female. You need to impress if you’re going to get some action. 
 
    It makes for a good incentive for the surfers. A lot of the guys who show up really push themselves to stand out from the crowd. Some of the greatest runs I’ve ever seen were at Black Mesa Beach. I once saw a dude ride out a forty-three foot wave, all the way to the beach. It was possibly the most insane thing I’ve ever seen in my life—unless you count what happened after, when three chicks laid themselves down on their stomachs, totally nude, and let the guy fuck them all in their assholes—right out in the open, with everyone watching. 
 
    Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. I wasn’t the greatest surfer ever, but there was always a girl there for me. Sure, I wasn’t landing the bombshell blondes, but I got my fair share of pussy at Black Mesa Beach. After riding out a solid twenty-footer, I had a little brunette give me a tit-job. She let me come on her face. I tried to ride out a thirty-footer once, but I ended up crashing hard, twisting my ankle pretty badly. Still, there was a kind-of-chubby redhead there who let me fuck her and come in her cunt. Usually, as long as you tried, you at least got a solid handjob.  
 
    I should mention also that it was a two way street. The surfer chicks got in on the action, too. A lot of them were dykes, so as you can imagine, there was a lot of pussy-eating on that beach. But most of them wanted a man, and usually got to pick whoever they wanted. I can’t even begin to tell you how much pussy I’ve eaten on Black Mesa Beach. 
 
    There was one girl who I wanted to fuck more than anyone else, but she was elusive. Alyssa was a surfer, and for a girl, she was pretty darn good. She had long, blonde hair that went all the way down to the cusp of her butt. She was classic California, and she was a bombshell. As far as I knew, she’d never fucked anyone at Black Mesa Beach, and I desperately (along with many other guys) wanted to be the first. Whenever she showed up, I would get out onto the water and I would push myself, riding waves that were far beyond my skill level. I crashed constantly, but I was totally determined to make her mine, so I would always get right back on the board and try again. 
 
    She would wink at me on her way out and say, “Better luck next time, Brian.” The mere fact she knew my name made my heart melt. She knew I wanted her more than anything. 
 
    One day we were out on the water together. She was about fifty feet away, waiting for the same wave I was waiting for. I saw my chance and I took it. “Hey, Alyssa!” I called out. 
 
    “Hi Brian!” she called back. 
 
    “Bet I can ride this wave out longer than you,” I said. 
 
    “What exactly are you betting?” she asked. 
 
    “If I make it to the break, maybe we can fool around a bit.” 
 
    She laughed and shook her head. “Give me a break.”  
 
    “Aw, c’mon.” 
 
    “And what do I get if I make it further than you?” She pulled on the straps of her bikini, adjusting her top. I watched her boobs jiggle ever so gently. God, she was beautiful. 
 
    “Whatever you want,” I said, still completely fixated on her perfect breasts. 
 
    “Okay, deal,” she said with a cute smirk. She started to paddle towards shore, building up momentum for the oncoming wave. I was so transfixed by her beauty, I forgot that I needed to do the same exact thing. It wasn’t until I was staring at her soft, supple butt cheeks that I realized my times was running out, the wave was just seconds away. 
 
    I started to paddle as hard as I could. I began to rise up, the water swelling beneath me. I jumped up onto my board but I didn’t have enough speed. I tried cutting into the wave, but that only made me lose my balance. “Shit,” I said as I went crashing down into the water, the wave crashing through me. I went under for a couple of seconds. Then, when I resurfaced, I could see her, riding the wave, looking sexier than ever. I’d lost, but it was worth the try. I started towards the shore to find out my fate.  
 
    The sun was illuminating her wavy, blonde hair. “You know, you would look really cute in a bikini,” she said to me as I trudged through the shallows towards her. 
 
    “What is that supposed to mean?” 
 
    She was biting her lip in a failed attempt to contain her smile. “It means, tomorrow you’re going to come to Black Mesa Beach in a cute, little bikini.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Alyssa had me meet her at her little apartment in San Clemente the next day. On one hand, I was excited to finally get to know where she lived, but on the other hand, I was dreading being dressed up like a girl for a day and humiliated in front of all of the guys I hung out with on a daily basis. “You know, I think you might have the perfect bikini body,” she said to me as she let me into her little pad, which was a cozy space with a nice little peek-a-boo view of the ocean. 
 
    Her comment sent a cold shiver down my spine because she was probably right. I was a smaller guy and I’d always been thin. Not to mention, my butt wasn’t in such bad shape from a lifetime of surfing. “You’re going to need a shave. There’s a bag of razors in the bottom drawer in the bathroom,” she said, motioning me towards her bathroom. As soon as I had a razor in my hand, the reality of the situation really started to sink in. Was I really going to go through with this? Was I crazy? “I don’t know about this, Alyssa,” I said. 
 
    “Too bad. You made the deal, fair and square,” she said, leaning against the door frame with a smirk on her face. “There’s some shaving cream in the same drawer.” 
 
    She was right. I made the deal fair and square. Had I been a bit brighter when I made the bet, I would have made sure I wasn’t agreeing to be a woman for a day down at Orgy Beach of all places. I started to shave my legs. 
 
    “That’s not how a lady shaves,” Alyssa said, stepping into the bathroom behind me. She reached across my body and put her hand over mine. “Like this,” she said, and she started to pull my hand up my leg in long, elegant strokes. 
 
    “What difference does it make?” I said, not sure what was wrong with the way I was doing it, with short little bursts.  
 
    “If you’re going to pass as a lady out on the beach, you need to start working on it here,” she said. She pulled the razor up my leg again, repeating her demonstration. Her soft tits were pressed up against my back and I could smell her mouth-watering perfume. I wanted to turn back and kiss her, but it hardly seemed like the appropriate time, while she was making me into a woman. 
 
    I finished shaving my legs her way, and then she told me to strip down. “It’s time to pick out a bikini,” she said. I found myself covering my junk with my hands as I stood naked in her bedroom. She’d probably seen me naked a thousands times down at Black Mesa Beach, but for whatever reason, I felt especially exposed standing in her apartment, feeling the warm summer breeze across my cock as it drifted in through her open bedroom window. “I think this is the one,” she said, pulling out a tiny blue bikini. She handed it over to me. “Go ahead, try it on.”  
 
    I held it up to my body, not convinced it was going to fit. It was hardly a full square foot of fabric! Not to mention, I didn’t even have tits. It would look ridiculous. “Just try it on,” she said, so I did. I had to let her see my cock while I slipped the bottoms on.  
 
    My big bulge looked silly in the tiny number. “Hide your cock,” she said. 
 
    I stared at her confused. Hide my cock? “How exactly am I supposed to do that?” 
 
    She shook her head with a sigh, as if it was common knowledge, or maybe she thought I was playing dumb. She stepped up to me, reached down my bottoms, and she grabbed my cock. My heart burst into a frenzy. Her hand was so warm and soft. Oh God, what I would give for a handjob from Alyssa, the beautiful beach goddess. “Oh, get over yourself,” she said, tucking my cock downwards, between my legs. I looked in the mirror It wasn’t the most comfortable position, but it looked better. It actually looked a lot like a camel toe. 
 
    “Show me again how to do that,” I said, a smirk sweeping across my face.  
 
    She scoffed. “Maybe you’ll get a boy or two reaching down there this afternoon,” she said, and the smirk quickly left my face. What if she was right? What if I did attract some real attention? What would they do once they realized I wasn’t really a woman? Would they get pissed? Would they beat my ass up?  
 
    Alyssa wrapped the bikini top around my chest and began to clip it up around my back. “Maybe this isn’t such a great idea,” I said, feeling like I’d said it a thousand times already. I turned and looked in the mirror again. I looked silly, like a pre-pubescent girl, with my flat chest. Before I could tell her how silly I looked, she stuffed a pair of gel sacs into my top. “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “Implants—the kind they put in your body.” 
 
    “Why do you have them?” 
 
    “My old roommate was thinking of getting some a while back. They gave her these to try out. They’re just B-cups. No one will be able to tell they’re in there,” she said as she adjusted my top. I turned back to the mirror. Suddenly, I didn’t look quite so silly. “From now on, speak like a lady. Your manly voice is starting to give me the creeps.” 
 
    I tried raising the pitch of my voice an octave, but that only made Alyssa cringe. “Don’t tell me that’s the best you’ve got.” I tried again. “Try speaking softly.” I tried. “Softer,” she said, so I tried to make it softer. This went on for a while, and eventually, I got a smile out of her. “Just like that!” she said. “Remember exactly what you’re doing right now and do that.” I had to put a lot of uncomfortable pressure on the front of my throat to make it work, but as the morning carried on, it got easier. As long as I didn’t slip out of the voice, it wasn’t so bad. Trying to slip back into the voice once I broke character was challenging.  
 
    It took her a good thirty minutes to clip her old hair extensions into my hair. I didn’t mind though. I could see right down her top as she stood in front of me doing it. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and when she would lean forward at just the right angle, I could see her perky nipples. It took all of me not to reach forward and grab those perfect tits and fondle those beautiful nipples. “I know you’re staring at my tits,” she said, but I didn’t really care that she knew. It was her own fault for not wearing a bra while she bent over in front of me. “Girls don’t stare at other girls’ tits.” She put her fingers under my chin and tilted my head up. Staring at her face wasn’t so bad either. She was, after all, a total fox.  
 
    Once the extensions were in, she started away with her makeup kit. This was the worst part of the process because I had to keep my eyes closed. There’s nothing worse than keeping your eyes closed when you know there’s a stunning woman standing in front of you with a low-cut shirt and no bra.  
 
    “There,” she said finally, turning me towards her mirror. My heart stuttered. “I think you look pretty good.” Pretty good? I looked fucking incredible. I thought for a moment I was being pranked, that a sexy mama came into the room and took a seat in front of me and was now mimicking my every move with lightning accuracy. But no—it was me, with a face of makeup and long, wavy blonde hair. I had to grab my tits to make sure they weren’t real—to make sure Alyssa hadn’t knocked me unconscious at some point and operated on me. 
 
    “Careful—you’re going to mess them up,” Alyssa said, slapping my hands away.  
 
    I stood up, took a step closer to the mirror, and checked myself out. “Girls always stand on their toes when they’re checking themselves out,” Alyssa said, so I propped myself up onto my toes, making my butt perk out. “Shoulders back,” she said, “and keep them relaxed.” There was so much to remember. It turns out, being a woman is hard work. 
 
    Every single one of Alyssa’s little tweaks made the look come together even more. And I realized in that moment that this was much worse than looking silly in front of all my friends. I looked too good to be silly. A panic filled my body. Imagine karaoke night, where all of your buddies are going up and being silly, and then there’s that one guy who goes up and really tries to impress everyone with his singing chops. He’s setting himself up for some serious embarrassment. Because, let’s face it, he’s no Freddie Mercury. That was me now. “Alright, you’ve had your fun,” I said, hoping she was over it and ready to let me out of the deal. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” she said. “Now we’ve got to put your looks to the test, down at the beach.”  
 
    I looked in the mirror again. The blue bikini bottoms barely covered my butt crack, and did nothing to cover my butt cheeks. The last thing I wanted was to have a sea of horny men staring at my ass. That increasingly familiar chill ran up my spine. “No way—this is enough. The bet’s off,” I said.  
 
    Alyssa deflated. I watched as all of the joy drained from her face. But I couldn’t do it, and there was nothing binding me to the deal—no contract, no money, nothing but a silly bet between friends. Besides, I wouldn’t be the first guy to back out of a bet he made in an attempt to get laid. “C’mon—don’t back out now,” she said. 
 
    “Sorry, Alyssa, but you had your fun. I don’t want to get my ass beaten when some guy realizes I’ve got a cock.” 
 
    “Just a couple of hours down at the beach—please.” 
 
    “Nope,” I said. 
 
    Then she stepped forward and gently placed two of her fingers on my stomach. Slowly, she let her fingers drift down, down, down, onto the bulge of my cock between my legs. “Do it and I’ll make it worth your while.” I caught that delicious waft of her perfume once again and I was hers. I wasn’t going to say no to even the slightest possibility of sex—and this seemed like a pretty good possibility. 
 
    We went down to the highway and Alyssa threw up her thumb. We were on our way, hitchhiking towards Black Mesa Beach. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    My heart was lost somewhere down in the pit of my gut as we passed the sign that read ‘Welcome to Black Mesa Beach – Clothing is optional’. As soon as we crossed over the rocky ridge and I could see the water and all of the beach goers, I wasn’t even sure my heart was still beating at all.  
 
    “I’m going to have my eye on you, so don’t try anything funny,” Alyssa said to me as we stood and looked down at the infamous beach. 
 
    I looked over at her with a new fear. She wanted me to go in alone? Was she crazy? And what if I ended up being revealed—who would be there to defend me? 
 
    “Oh don’t give me that look. It won’t be so bad,” she said to me as she started to walk her own way, leaving me alone to face the beach. 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” I called out to her as she made her way down the rocky slope towards the warm sand. 
 
    “Just be a woman for the afternoon!” she called back, and moments later she was out of earshot. I was alone—alone as a beautiful woman in the most hyper-sexual place in the country. It was still a surreal feeling, looking down at my exposed satin-smooth legs and that thin piece of blue fabric women call a bathing suit. A part of me hated how perfect my legs looked. Another part of me, deep down inside, kind of liked it. 
 
    The first thing I did when I got down to the sand was stake out a nice, private spot, laying my towel down, making sure I was far enough behind the hordes of men looking for a nice girl to win over and fuck senselessly. The sun was hot, ruthlessly radiating. I popped open a bottle of sunscreen and started to spread it up and down my legs. Normally, I would have just squirted dabs all over my body and rubbed it in gracelessly, but I knew Alyssa was watching from afar, and I knew she wanted me to be more ladylike than that.  
 
    So I squirted the lotion into the palm of my hand and spread it on my body with long, elegant strokes, just like she showed me when she was shaving my legs. I found myself arching my back as I extended my arms down, pushing my B-cup chest out. Next I did my arms, also in long elegant strides. “Need a hand with your back?” a deep voice asked from behind me, making me jump. There was a tall, muscular dude standing there, stacked chest completely hairless. He had a big smile beneath his Ray Ban sunglasses. 
 
    My immediate instinct was to tell the guy to bugger off, but again, I knew Alyssa was watching. Not only that, but I actually did need someone to do my back. “Sure,” I said, handing him the bottle. 
 
    “Lean forward,” he said, and then a moment later, I felt his big, warm hand against my back, rubbing the lotion into my skin in big circular motions. I couldn’t believe the size of his hands—just one of them stretched out practically covered my whole back! I suddenly felt my bikini top loosen and nearly fall off my body. Luckily, I grabbed it with my forearm before it came off. My new friend had unclipped my bra. My heart exploded into a frenzy. I’d only been on the beach for five minutes and I’d already had a seriously close call. “You’re tense,” he said. “You should relax.” His big hands continued to move up and down my back. By this point, he must have been done rubbing the lotion in. I couldn’t say for sure, but I was pretty sure he was now just giving me a back rub. “What’s your name? I haven’t seen you around here before.” 
 
    My confidence in my female persona was waning. The close call with my bikini top had rattled me sober. “My name?” I ended up saying, feeling like I was once again forcing the voice, sending me into a deeper panic. 
 
    “Yeah, your name.” 
 
    “Um,” I said, and I couldn’t remember my name. Had I forgotten? Or had we even assigned me a name? “Kate,” I said.  
 
    “Hi Kate, I’m Daniel,” he said, continuing his back rub. “Why don’t you lay on your stomach?” 
 
    My quickly beating heart told me to say no, but I didn’t listen. I lowered myself onto my stomach, feeling the heat penetrating up from the warm sand, through my towel, and into my body. I will admit that his massage felt good—scratch that—it felt great. That’s one thing men are just better at: massages. It takes a lot of strength to give a really good massage, and Daniel had a lot of strength. Not to mention, watching me get rubbed down by a strapping man was probably very entertaining for Alyssa. The happier she was after all of this, the better my chances of getting with her were. So I let the massage go on.  
 
    “Do you surf?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I lied. I thought about saying yes, but the last thing I wanted was for him to drag me out into the water with him. Getting up on a surfboard would have been a great way to guarantee a wardrobe malfunction. Could you imagine hitting a bump in a wave and having your cock slip out from your tiny bikini bottoms? How humiliating would that be?  
 
    I looked around for Alyssa, but I couldn’t locate her. If she was watching, she was doing a good job of being discreet about it. Maybe it was all a big rouse—maybe she just brought me to the beach to suffer and she went out for lunch or maybe she just went home.  
 
    Daniel’s massage was successfully making me relax, though that lingering anxiety didn’t go away—knowing he probably wanted a little more out of our interaction. Maybe he was hoping for a trade: a back massage for a blowjob. I wasn’t exactly in the mood to be giving out blowjobs. 
 
    He dug his hands in deep, from my lower back all the way up my neck. Every time he got a little bit lower and a little bit lower until eventually he had my bottoms nudged halfway down my ass and he was copping a feel with every long stride. “Geez. You really need to relax,” he said again as the tension returned to make my body completely rigid. His hands continued to explore further and further down south. He was only inches away from discovering my tucked cock. 
 
    Thankfully, I was saved by one of his friends who came by to let him know that the surf was rising and it was time to get geared up. “I’ll catch you later, Kate,” Daniel said to me as he ran off with his buddy. “Be sure to keep an eye out for me out there.” That was Black Mesa Beach code for, ‘I’m going to try to impress you out there so we can maybe fuck later.’ I did watch Daniel out on the water, and he was pretty good—better than I’d ever been. He was quite possibly the best one out there. It was fun to think that it was because he had me as a muse, that he was pushing himself to impress me. On the other hand, it was putting me in somewhat of a bind, because now I had less of an excuse to dismiss him once he was finished. What could I do? Play dumb to the unspoken rules of Black Mesa Beach? Oh, I’m sorry, I thought this was just a regular old beach. I thought all of the public fucking was just some weird coincidence… I’m sure he would go for that. 
 
    I had a few other guys come up to me while Daniel was out on the water. “Hey baby, looking fine,” one guy said. I caught a few guys staring at my ass. The catcalls were fun. There’s really nothing more confidence building than getting half a dozen catcalls in under an hour. Guys were even giving me free beers out of their coolers. 
 
    If Alyssa’s plan was to humiliate me, it was no longer working. I was starting to feel more and more like royalty on that beach, like a real sand princess.  
 
    When Daniel came out of the water, perfectly toned body dripping wet, I couldn’t help but stare. Maybe that’s why I was never a great surfer—because I didn’t have a body like that. He was built like a Greek god. Half of the girls on the beach were staring at him. The other half were staring at me, their expressions filled with jealousy because I was the one he was walking towards. “Not bad, huh?” he said, laying his board down next to me the way a lion might lay its prize down next to a lioness.  
 
    “Not bad at all,” I said, smiling as the heat of the sun washed over my body. 
 
    “Impressed?” he asked. 
 
    “Very impressed.” 
 
    “How impressed?” 
 
    I knew what he was looking for, and I had a good feeling he knew that I knew. Obviously, it was out of the question. I didn’t even have the cunt for him to fuck. “A solid seven out of ten,” I said. 
 
    “Oh c’mon, you were more impressed than that. Those were twenty-five footers out there.” 
 
    I smiled. “Maybe a seven and a half.”  
 
    “You like to play hard to get, don’t you?” He stepped over me and lowered himself back down. I could feel his crotch pressing against my butt. Then, his hands found themselves on my back once again. He started to rub. “You’re still tense. Why so tense?”  
 
    “I guess I’m just a tense person,” I said as he picked up where he left off an hour before. In that hour, I hadn’t thought of a single good excuse out of his advances. Now, I was scrambling for an excuse, but it was seeming like the only chance I had was to be a cunt and to tell him off. I couldn’t do that—not without ostracising myself from the beach. But did that even matter? I wasn’t even a real person. I was just Kate for the day. As soon as the sun began to set, Kate would cease to exist. It didn’t matter what she was banned from. 
 
    Still though, I couldn’t bring myself to tell Daniel off. It didn’t help that his hands felt like pure ecstasy as they dug into my back. “You’ve got a fucking killer body, you know that?” he said as his hands did their magic. 
 
    “Thanks.” It was probably the only time I would ever get that compliment. As a man, my body was small and weak. It was almost a shame I wasn’t a woman—at least then my body would make some sense and have some benefit. 
 
    His hands were hypnotising. Or maybe it was the repeating sound of the waves crashing into the shore, the seagulls flying overhead, the warmth of the sun against my back. I felt like I was in a luxury spa, free of all distractions, slowly falling deeper and deeper into a trance. I hardly noticed Daniel once again had my bikini bottoms down over the cusp of my butt.  
 
    His hands travelled around my body and he grabbed my tits. He squeezed and I could hear him let out a deep, elated exhale. He wasn’t waiting for my green light. He’d already given it to himself. I needed to act quickly. I needed to think of some excuse before he went to uncover my pussy and found a tucked cock in its place. “I can’t have sex right now,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, c’mon. You just need to relax. You’re at Black Mesa Beach. Live a little, baby.” His hands gave my butt cheeks a solid squeeze. 
 
    “I’m on my period,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t mind.” 
 
    “Not that,” I said. “I’ve got cramps down there. I really don’t want to make them any worse.”  
 
    “I’ll be gentle,” he said. He wasn’t giving me many options. I could feel his cock through his shorts, against the back of my thigh. He was as hard as a rock, ready for lift-off at the drop of a dime. My head was swirling and my heart was pounding viciously against my ribcage.  
 
    “Put it in my ass,” I said, instantly regretting the words as they slipped off of my tongue. But the damage was done. I didn’t need to tell him twice. I could feel him grinning behind me as his hands lifted from my body. I knew he was taking his cock out. I knew this was going to hurt. I was locked in.  
 
    His heavy member slapped down between my butt cheeks and then I felt it slowly gliding down, lining up with my tight hole for entry. He gently fingered the rim of my anus, and I clenched. “What did I say about relaxing?” he said. He let one of his fingers slip inside of me. I clenched harder than I’ve ever clenched, hugging his fingertip tightly with my asshole. “Relax,” he said again, and I tried. “That’s better.” His finger slipped out. 
 
    I was struggling to catch my breath. I couldn’t hear anything over my thudding heart—not even my own thoughts. He pushed the tip of his cock into my butt and I sunk my fingers into the hot sand. I stopped breathing completely while he pushed in, ignoring my clench. I closed my eyes and bit my lip. The only silver lining I could think of was that it would all soon be over, and that my true identity was still safe. He sunk in deeper and deeper, groaning in an intensifying pleasure. 
 
    I opened my eyes just briefly and immediately regretted doing so. There were so many faces looking my way, staring at me. I was the most popular piece at the museum: the babe getting bare-backed in the asshole, out in the open. I could feel my anus stretching wide in a seemingly hopeless attempt to accommodate Daniel’s giant, pornstar cock. I didn’t see it, but I could feel every inch of it, every hard vein and thick ridge. He was putting all of it in me—all the way until I could feel his warm ball sack against my butt. Then he started to pull it out and ram it back in repeatedly. 
 
    I kept trying to grasp onto handfuls of sand, but it wasn’t enough. I needed something to hold onto, but there was nothing. I was totally helpless—a meek, helpless fuck-doll for a big hunk. Daniel was ruthless, slamming all of his impressive length into me with every pump, slamming harder and harder, testosterone swirling through his body. I’ll admit that it felt nice when he pulled out, the rigid, bulbous tip of his cock tickling just the right spot inside of me, sending warm pulses of energy through my body. 
 
    The plunging was hurting less and less as I began to relax, but it was hard to relax knowing we’d drawn quite the crowd of curious onlookers. “Fuck, she’s tight,” Daniel said to someone, but I didn’t open my eyes to see who. 
 
    His hands firmly grasped my sides, stopping me from sliding down the beach as he pounded my asshole raw. He was fucking away all of my sensibilities. “Open your mouth, darling,” a voice said, and for whatever insane reason, I followed the command. The next thing I knew, there was a cock sliding into my mouth. It wasn’t Daniel’s—that was still working away in my asshole. This was someone else—a total stranger, someone who just wanted to get in on the action. And I was letting them in. 
 
    I was completely immobilized by Daniel’s tight hold, so I couldn’t do much for the man who was now in my mouth. It didn’t matter. He was happy doing all the work himself, sliding his cock in and out, along my tongue, holding my head firmly in place. 
 
    I knew Alyssa was watching. I don’t know why she wasn’t coming in and saving me. Maybe she didn’t want to get mixed in. Or maybe she was enjoying it, watching me being fucked by two strangers as a crowd eagerly watched. 
 
    I opened my eyes to see who was in my mouth, but I could only see knees planted in the sand and a wall of chiselled abs. Anything north of that was out of my line of sight.  
 
    “I’m going to come,” the man in front of me said, his cock now plunging in and out of my throat. “Where should I come?” he asked, but he wasn’t asking me. He was asking Daniel. I was just a glorified fuck toy to the two of them.  
 
    “Come in her mouth,” Daniel said, and I could tell Daniel wasn’t too far behind himself, his cock beginning to bloat, his thrusts becoming more jagged and sharp. My whole body was numb, overwhelmed with an intense euphoria. My own cock was rock hard, nestled into the sand where no one could see it. I was on the verge of my own climax between whatever pleasure centre Daniel was hitting spot on, and the rocking motion from the pounding, my cock rubbing against my bikini bottoms. 
 
    “Fuck!” the man in front of me yelled and my mouth began to fill with his hot load. I had to reach up and grab him from the base of the shaft, to stop him from pushing his shaft down my throat and drowning me with his massive, hot load.  
 
    I came next, my little bikini bottoms filling with warm semen. My whole body quivered and convulsed but my moaning was muffled by the giant cock between my lips. I opened my eyes while the cum oozed out of my cock, looking at the staring faces and the odd cellphone camera taking a video. 
 
    Daniel pulled out and came on my back. I don’t know why he didn’t just finish in my ass—maybe it was for the crowd. Everyone likes a good cumshot, after all. His massive load covered my body and pooled into the crease of my lower back. I didn’t move as the men stood up and slipped their shorts back on—mainly because I was still erect and I needed to wait before I could get up. “Finally relaxed, Kate?” Daniel said, and I could hear the grin in his voice. 
 
    In a weird way, I was finally relaxed. There was a strange pleasure in knowing all of those people who just watched me getting railed in the ass were watching because I was hot. They were watching because, for once in my life, I was a commodity.  
 
    Daniel was nice enough to wipe the cum off of my back before leaving the beach for the day. “See you around, Kate,” he said and not too long after that, the sun was beginning to set. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I ended up dozing off in the warmth of the sun after I’d cleaned up the mess in my bikini bottoms and I’d rolled over onto my back to even out my tan. I had a dream where I was a woman—a real woman, with real tits and a really pussy. In my dream I was happy, going out with the girls, making the boys crazy, trying on different dresses and skirts and shoes and makeup. Except it was one of those dreams where you know that you’re dreaming—I could still hear the crashing waves and I knew it was just moment away from being over. I held on as long as I could. I held on until I heard a familiar voice saying, “Wake up, sweetie.” 
 
    I opened my eyes. Alyssa was on all fours looking down at me, her long wavy hair hanging down around me, the setting sun illuminating her outline. “How was your first day as a woman?” she asked. 
 
    I shrugged my shoulders, not wanting to admit that I was sad that it was almost over. “I survived,” I said. 
 
    “Get any attention from any cute boys?” she asked, as if she hadn’t been watching me all day—and as far as I knew, maybe she hadn’t. Though I had a strong feeling that she had been, that she’d seen everything.  
 
    “Plenty,” I said. 
 
    “I have to say, I’m proud of you. You really surprised me today.” 
 
    I smiled. As sad as I was to be done being a woman, Alyssa’s beautiful body looming over me was a nice reminder that I liked girls. I liked their perky tits and their wet pussies and their smooth curves and their soft hair and pretty much everything about them. “Impressed?” I said. 
 
    “Very impressed,” she replied.  
 
    “How impressed?” I asked. 
 
    “A solid nine out of ten.” 
 
    “Oh, c’mon,” I said. She was biting her lip. “Why not a ten?” 
 
    “You made a great woman, but I don’t know whether you made a real woman.” 
 
    “What do I need to do to be a real woman?” 
 
    “A real woman knows how to eat pussy.” 
 
    “In that case, let me prove to you I’m more than capable of being a real woman.” 
 
    She laughed and then she leaned down and kissed me. God, her lips were so soft. Her skin was so soft. Everything about her was so damn soft. I ran my hands down her sides, all the way down to her perky bum. Then I pulled her little bikini bottoms down. I ran my fingers over her damp slit and I looked her in the eyes. There was no finer specimen on the planet. “Let’s make that a ten out ten, shall we?” I pulled her forward and she sunk her pelvis down, sitting on my face, her beautiful cunt lined up with my lips.  
 
    I started to lick the length of her pussy, flicking her clit gently with every stride, digging in deeper with each pass. It was amazing how quickly she became submissive, her body relaxing, melting in the warm setting sun. It was amazing how quickly she became dripping wet, her warm fluid running down my chin as I ate her out. Even more amazing was how quickly she came—and how many times she came, on my face, my tongue exploring her warm cunt. 
 
    The day before, when I fell off of my surfboard and I watched Alyssa ride away towards the shore, I really thought I’d lost our bet. But now I know that wasn’t the case. I won that bet in every way possible. If it wasn’t for that bet I wouldn’t have learned what I was meant to be. Hell, I wouldn’t have even believed you if you straight up told me what I was meant to be—a woman—a lesbian (who didn’t mind taking one in the backdoor every now and then).  
 
    And who ever thought that becoming a woman would land me my dream girl? 
 
    I guess they really don’t call Black Mesa Beach the wildest place on the planet for nothing. 
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    PLAYING HER 
 
    When Kyle dresses up as a popular female cartoon character for a big comic convention, he expects his buddies to laugh. It was supposed to be a joke, after all. He doesn’t expect them to actually think he’s a woman. But since they do, he’s going to keep the rouse going and see how far he can go before they realize who he really is. 
 
    And it turns out, playing a woman for a day is actually a lot of fun, and the hot male attention Kyle is getting isn’t so bad either. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I only did it as a joke. I thought all of my buddies would burst into a fit of laughter the moment they saw me, dressed in that frilly pink dress, with those pink stockings, those white fingerless fishnet gloves, those big fake tits, and that pink bow in my hair. I mean, maybe I should have known they wouldn’t recognize me—I hardly recognized myself. I sort of just assumed they would. 
 
    But they didn’t. When they turned to me, all that they said was, “Wow, that’s a great Riku costume! Good job!” It took me a minute to realize they had no idea I was one of their friends. “You really like it?” I said. “Yeah, it’s really great. You look just like her. Can we get a picture with you?”  
 
    “Sure,” I said. I wanted to tell them it was me, Kyle, but I was also slightly curious to see how long it would take for them to figure it out on their own. 
 
    “Man, where’s Kyle? He would die if he saw this,” Rick said. He turned to me. “Kyle’s our other buddy. We’re just waiting for him before we go into the convention centre.” Either they were playing along flawlessly or they really had absolutely no idea I was Kyle. In their defence, I did spend a good four hours in front of the mirror that morning, and over a week making the outfit and the fake tits. I watched countless videos on how to do the perfect Riku makeup and I spent almost three hundred bucks on the wig, which was made with real hair and looked great. Perfecting the voice wasn’t easy either, but apparently it paid off. 
 
    I honestly thought it would make for a good laugh. Riku was an insanely popular cartoon character and I knew there would be hundreds of girls dressed as her at the convention. Wouldn’t it be funny if a man dressed up like her, too? That was the thought process, anyway. Apparently, my efforts paid off too well.  
 
    But now that I had my friends fooled, I was excited to see how long it would take them to figure it out, or if they would figure it out at all. “I love your outfits,” I said, though they were really only okay. Rick was dressed as Morok, one of the characters from the same show as Riku (they were boyfriend and girlfriend in the show), and Pete was dressed as a character from Pokémon. It didn’t look like either of them spent more than an afternoon on their costumes.  
 
    “Thanks,” Rick said. 
 
    “I’m actually waiting on friends of my own. Mind if I hang out with you guys?” I said, doing my best Riku imitation, complete with the cute bob, clasping my hands at my waist and swaying adorably while I waited for a reply. 
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Rick said. I reached forward and put my hand on his arm.  
 
    “Thanks. You’re the best,” I said with a big smile, staying in character. Then, the funniest thing in the world happened: Rick’s cheeks turned dark red and he became suddenly flustered. I couldn’t believe it. Not only did they think I was actually a chick but I was making them shy and awkward. Was my costume really that good? Was my voice really that convincing?  
 
    “Want to get that picture?” I said. 
 
    “Uh, sure,” Rick said. He handed his camera to Pete. “Do you mind?” 
 
    “Nope,” Pete said, taking the camera. As he raised it up to his eye, I cuddled in close to Rick, slinging my arms around his torso. 
 
    “Ooh, you’re nice and warm,” I said. “Do you work out?” I gave him a good squeeze. Playing the character was easier than I thought it would be. Riku just seemed to flow out of me naturally.  
 
    Rick was tense, his shoulders up near his ears. His whole face was red. “Occasionally,” he said. “Not as much as I should.” He forced an awkward laugh. I looked down casually and noticed him adjusting his erection in his pants. I nearly started laughing. I’d gotten Rick rock-hard. He was a complete mess. Even Pete’s face was a shade of crimson. 
 
    “Is this your first convention?” I asked, even though I knew the answer. I was becoming more and more convinced they were never going to figure me out until I told them. I had them practically drooling over my shoulders. It helped that my body was naturally more petite and I guess you could say feminine, though girls had told me before that I made up for my smaller body with my big cock, so I didn’t really mind. I never really thought my face looked too feminine until I saw myself in full Riku makeup and I realized I looked more like a girl than I thought, especially with a close shave. 
 
    “We’ve been to a couple. What about you? Do you do this professionally or something?” Rick asked. 
 
    I giggled, letting my knees buckle just a little, just like Riku does in the show. The guys couldn’t keep their eyes off of me. I even caught Pete checking out my tits at one point. He looked away quickly when our eyes met.  
 
    My little game had reached a whole new level. Now, as soon as I revealed myself, their humiliation would be so much more extreme. I’d given at least one of them an erection and they were both flustered silly. “Where the hell is Kyle? Should we just go inside and he can find us?” Pete said. 
 
    “Yeah, screw him. I’m not missing my chance to get Mike Mignola’s autograph again because Kyle can’t check a bus schedule,” Rick said. Mike Mignola was Rick’s favourite comic book artist. 
 
    “Mind if I tag along?” I said. “I’m starting to think my friends are already inside.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I skipped up next to Rick and I locked my elbow with his. “I finally have my boyfriend to complete my outfit,” I said, snuggling up close to him. Feeling him tense up and watching his cheeks turn red was a riot. I’d never had so much fun in my entire life. 
 
    And I was curious—just how many people could I fool into thinking I was actually a chick dressed up like Riku, and not a dude in drag? Could I go the whole convention? Would I end up on some ‘Hottest Cosplay Chicks’ website? My curiosity was boiling over. I had to find out. 
 
    We weren’t even ten feet into the convention centre when groups of people started to approach us. “Wow, great Riku! Can we get a picture?” There was a photographer with the local newspaper who came up to us. “Hey, I’m with The Herald. Can I get a picture?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure,” Rick said. 
 
    For the photo, I gave Rick a kiss on the cheek with my butt perked out and my hands at my sides. Again, his face was redder than ever. I couldn’t wait to cut that picture out of The Herald the next morning and tease him to no end. 
 
    As we walked through a denser crowd, someone slapped me hard on the ass. It made me jump and sent a warm jolt through my body. I turned to see who the culprit was, but it was impossible to determine—not to mention, they were all dressed up and anonymous as it was. I wasn’t too worried. Getting spanked actually felt kind of nice in a weird way. It was a nice reminder that my week’s worth of costume building and my hours in front of the mirror had paid off.  
 
    It was also a strangely nice feeling to think that I was hot. I’d never considered myself a handsome man, or even a ‘cute’ man, as some girls had called me in the past. I’d always considered myself average. In my whole life, I’d maybe gotten a total of five compliments, probably all about clothes or shoes I was wearing. Yet at the convention, dressed as Riku, in the span of fifteen minutes I’d gotten more compliments than I could count—and yes, I consider getting spanked on the ass the king of compliments. Men don’t just go around spanking fives and sixes on the ass, after all. 
 
    Playing Riku was quickly turning into a kind of high that I didn’t want to end. I’d spent weeks making costumes before and I didn’t get a fraction of the attention I was getting now. It almost seemed unfair, though saying so would make me a hypocrite. At previous conventions, all of my attention went to the hot girls dressed in their tight, skimpy outfits. I’ll never forget that Cammy costume from the year before, which was pretty much just a green one-piece, some black boots, a blonde braid, and a red hat. How simple is that? I could make that in an hour, probably less. But still, I was there, taking pictures with her, ogling her whenever she was within eyesight of me.  
 
    As a mob of convention goers crowded around me with their cameras out, I was suddenly feeling conflicted. I was enjoying this far too much. I was already thinking about which chick to be next year—maybe I could get away with something even more revealing. But the fact I was suddenly getting excited about it, did that make me a cross-dresser? Was this not just a silly joke anymore? I excused myself from the mob and headed for the washroom. I nearly went into the men’s washroom before I remembered I was playing a woman. 
 
    In the bathroom, I discovered another perk to my convincing outfit: a free pass to the women’s bathroom, where a dozen women were adjusting their costumes, some of them topless, some wearing nothing but a thong. They all looked up at me. “Wow, cool costume. Did you make that yourself?” one girl said as she walked up to me. Her perfect, perky tits were hanging out. She reached forward and felt the fabric of my skirt. 
 
    “I did,” I said, smiling. I could feel the heat rising to my cheeks. A few other girls came up to me. I’d never seen so many tits in one place before. It was heaven, pure bliss. I had to retreat into a bathroom stall before my erection got too big and noticeable. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Once I finally emerged from the bathroom, I couldn’t find my friends, so I decided to wander the convention alone. It was quite possibly some of the most fun I’d ever had in my whole life, posing with Riku fans, playing up the bubbly character. I even got pulled up onto a stage with a line-up of other Rikus—a spur-of-the-moment Riku lookalike competition, which I won. They gave me a bunch of swag after taking a whole bunch of photos.  
 
    “You look really good,” said the guy giving me my swag basket. He was a nice-looking guy with dark hair and a bit of dark stubble. He had a cute smile.  
 
    “Thanks. It took me a good week to make the costume,” I said. 
 
    “No, I mean you look good. You’re very pretty.” His cheeks were a shade of rose, and mine quickly became a shade of crimson. He wasn’t dressed up as any character, but he did have a red lanyard on around his neck, meaning he was one of the event organizers.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said, biting the corner of my lip.  
 
    “I mean it,” he said. “If I wasn’t leaving for Seattle on Monday, I would ask you out on a date.” My cheeks became darker. I wasn’t into men, but I could tell a good looking guy from a dud—and he was no dud. Besides, no one had ever asked me out on a date before, even if he wasn’t technically asking me out on a date. “My name is Evan,” he said, extending his hand. 
 
    “Kate,” I said, taking his hand. 
 
    “Can I buy you a drink, Kate?” Evan took me across the convention centre to a hall where a bar was set up. It was busy, but we got to skip the line thanks to Evan’s red lanyard. “What do you drink?” he asked. 
 
    I was a beer drinker, but I wanted to order something more feminine, so I wouldn’t raise any flags. “Maybe a Sex on the Beach,” I said. I didn’t even really know many girly drinks, except for the few I’d overheard girls ordering in the past. I had no idea what was in a Sex on the Beach. 
 
    As Evan went to pay for the drinks, I started to question what I was doing. What was I doing? Why was I pretending to be a woman with a complete stranger? With my buddies, there was an end goal—the big, final humiliation where I reveal myself and make them realize they were fawning over their male best friend all along. With Evan, I was just being a girl. I had no intention of revealing myself. I just liked his company. I liked his compliments. He made me feel good about myself. He made me feel warm and fuzzy, which I never felt as a man. “One Sex on the Beach,” he said, handing me my drink. He ordered himself a scotch on the rocks. 
 
    “Cheers,” I said, clinking my glass against his. I looked into his eyes as I took a sip from my drink (which was actually very good). His eyes had a particular gleam to them, a sparkle. They were deep and fascinating. They went perfectly with his charming smile.  
 
    We ended up talking for over an hour, ordering more and more drinks, and even a few shots. He paid for everything, even though I continuously offered to pay. “Don’t worry about it, I get a discount,” he said, but I knew he didn’t really. He was just trying to be polite. 
 
    I was worried the alcohol would make me slip, make me accidentally revert to my regular male voice or make me accidentally spurt out some revealing fact. But it didn’t. In fact, the liquor was making me more bubbly, more girly. In a weird way, it was cementing my character. I was becoming more and more of a chick with every sip. 
 
    Evan was staring into my eyes, lips parted slightly, shaking his head. “I just can’t get over how pretty you are,” he said. “Please tell me you actually live in Seattle.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, I don’t,” I said, making a pouty face.  
 
    “That’s a real shame,” he said. “Want to see my office?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. As we got up to go check out his office, I took him by the hand. “I think it’s so cool that you organize these conventions,” I said, locking my fingers with his. 
 
    We were hardly a single step into his office when we started to kiss. I don’t know whether he initiated the kiss or if it was me, or maybe we both went for it at the same time. I don’t know what came over me, what I was trying to achieve, why, for the first time in my entire life, I was suddenly attracted to a man. I wanted to kiss him so badly. Since our first drink together, I’d wanted to reach over and feel his arms, feel his abs, his chest.  
 
    He was muscular. His ass was nice and firm. His cock was already hard. He had his hands all over me, on my sides, my ass, my tits. Luckily, my tits were high-quality silicone forms and they felt real—as long as he didn’t want to see them. I reached down and began to fondle his dick. 
 
    What was happening to me? Why was I doing this? It was as if the longer I wore the costume, the more I was becoming the character, the more I was becoming a female. I slipped my fingers down the front of his pants and grabbed firmly onto his warm flesh. His throbbing erection was big. I wanted it in my mouth. 
 
    So I dropped to my knees and quickly managed to get it unbound. It sprung free with a mighty bounce. I couldn’t grab it quickly enough. I stroked it gently, pulling his foreskin back to reveal his insatiable tip. I slipped it through my lips. God, it felt so good in my mouth, so satisfying. Every little pulse and throb of his veins felt so right. His warm ball sack in the palm of my hand—I couldn’t get enough. I sunk his cock as deep down my throat as I could. 
 
    During a brief, passing moment of sobriety, I wondered what the hell I was doing, how did I end up with a man’s cock in my mouth? How did I end up in a dress and makeup with a pair of fake tits? Was this really all part of some big joke? Was there ever a joke, or had I always been secretly hoping no one would recognize me, secretly hoping I would pass as a lady. 
 
    I leaned back for a breath of air. “Come in my mouth,” I said, pumping his iron cock faster with a tight grip. I could feel he was close. I could feel his throbbing intensifying, I could see his legs beginning to buckle as his breathing became faster and more shallow. I wanted his big, warm load in my mouth. I wanted to know what it felt like, what it tasted like. I wanted to know I was so fucking sexy I could make a man bust a nut in just a couple of minutes. I stared up into his eyes and bit the corner of my lip. “Do you like this?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded. “Yeah,” he said. His cheeks were dark red and his face was tense, holding back. 
 
    “How much do you like it?” I asked. I stuck out my tongue and drew little circles around the tip of his manhood. He came, blasting shot after shot straight into my mouth.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” he said and then his whole body began to tremble. It was all over almost as quickly as it began, but it was so worth it. It felt so good, so satisfying to know I really was pulling it off. I really did make a convincing, sexy woman. 
 
    “I should probably be finding my friends,” I said once we were all cleaned up.  
 
    “I don’t want you to leave,” he said. “Will I see you again?” 
 
    “Maybe.” I winked and smiled, and then I left his office.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    It was early into the evening and the convention floor was still abuzz with people. Once again, I fond myself unable to make it ten feet without being stopped for a photo or ten. Once I was stopped, everyone took the opportunity to get in on the photos, and it was a real struggle to break loose. I didn’t mind. I was still high on the newfound attention. 
 
    Two girls came up to me and asked for a photo, and of course I said sure. One of them wasn’t dressed as anything—just wearing a Batman t-shirt—and the other was dressed like Lara Croft from Tomb Raider. Her outfit was actually pretty good, and she had nice big tits, which served as a nice reminder that I was still a man interested in women. “I love your costume,” she said to me. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    She leaned closer to me and put her lips near my ear. “I know your secret,” she said, and she had a smirk on her face. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t know if she really knew my secret, or if she was referring to something else. Either way, a chill ran up my spine.  
 
    “What do you mean?” I said. 
 
    The crowd of fans with their cameras began to disperse. Lara Croft remained. “I know you’re a boy.” 
 
    “What?” I said, playing dumb, though I probably wasn’t doing a great job. I could feel my face becoming dark red and I was suddenly tenser than I’d ever been in my life.  
 
    She bit her lip and her smirk became bigger. “I saw you in the bathroom trying to hide a little stiffy between your legs. You know that’s technically illegal right? Sneaking into a girl’s bathroom like that…” She looked like she was trying to hold in a laugh, like she thought my reddening face was the funniest thing she’d ever seen. “Don’t worry. I don’t think I’ll tell anyone. I’m actually kind of into it,” she said, leaning closer to me. Her breath had a tinge of vodka on it and she had a water bottle in her hand, which I don’t think was filled with water.  
 
    “I should be finding my friends,” I said. 
 
    “No, no, hold on. You never even said anything about my costume. I put a lot of work into this,” she said. 
 
    “It’s very good.” 
 
    “Isn’t it? I made the top myself,” she said, swaying slightly in her mild drunkenness. 
 
    “It’s good,” I said. I couldn’t help but feel like I was about to be blackmailed, but I couldn’t figure out why.  
 
    “Want to fuck?” she said. If that was her blackmail, it wasn’t much of threatening proposal. I probably would have said yes either way. She was a babe. Just from staring at her, I already had a semi.  
 
    “Okay,” I said, and that smirk of hers grew even bigger. She took my hand and we went off to the bathroom together. We snuck into a bathroom stall and we started to kiss. I was still a bit drunk from drinking with Evan earlier. 
 
    Her skin was soft and warm. I ran my hands down her body, squeezed her perfect rack, got a good handful of her perky butt. She had the perfect body for the character. Hell, she had the perfect body in general. And the fact that she was as horny as hell just made it all the better. She reached under my skirt and began to massage my dick—and damn, did she know how to work it. I was practically rendered numb as soon as she started to fondle my erection between her magic fingers. “Want to see my secret?” she asked. 
 
    “Okay,” I said in a dazed state of euphoria. 
 
    She gently wiggled her brown shorts down. And then I saw her secret: a big, hard cock, curved slightly to one side. I froze. Her smirk grew. “Want to feel it?” She shook her hips from side to side, making her big, hard cock sway. I looked back at her face. I couldn’t believe it. She was actually a man, too? But she was so convincing—but apparently I was too. And yes, I did have the overwhelming desire to hold her cock. I reached down and wrapped my fingers around it. I began to stroke it. 
 
    “I think mine’s bigger,” she said, biting the corner of her lip. She reached down and flipped up my skirt. She walked in closer and touched her cock to mine, putting them side by side. Hers was bigger by a good couple of centimetres. She took them both in her hand and stroked them at the same time. “Doesn’t that feel good?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Turn around.” I followed her command. “Put your hands against the wall.” I did that, too. She lifted up my skirt and took a step closer, slapping her cock between my butt cheeks. Her cock was nice and warm, and I could feel it throbbing eagerly. “Have you ever had a cock in your ass before?” she asked. 
 
    “No.” I did my best to control my breathing and my heart rate, but it was a lost cause. My head was swirling with a combination of anxiety and excitement. I knew it was going to hurt, but I still wanted it. 
 
    “It feels good. You just have to relax.” I felt her push in, stretching my anus. “That’s it, just relax.” She put one of her hands around my throat. I tilted my head back, feeling her fingers under my chin. She slid in deeper and deeper. It hurt a bit, but the pain was nothing compared to the pulsing euphoria I was feeling in my asshole. I’d never felt anything like it. “Ready, bitch?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m ready,” I said, and she started to thrust in and out of me. She leaned forward and pressed her chest against my back. Her fake tits felt even more real than mine. 
 
    “Give me your hand,” she said without stopping her relentless thrusting deep into my asshole. I gave her my hand. She brought it around to her butt. “Finger my asshole,” she said, so I did. I penetrated her asshole with my pointer finger. “Oh fuck, that feels good.” Even her voice was incredibly convincing. She must have been some sort of professional cross-dresser or something. “I fucking love your stockings,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks,” I managed to say through the pulsing ecstasy in my body. I successfully got another finger into her butthole. I could feel her ball sack slapping against my ass. 
 
    And again, I had another brief, passing moment of clarity. What was I doing? How did I end up in this position? That morning I was just a regular guy, obsessed with girls and tits, and now I was in a bathroom stall, getting fucked in the ass by a giant, rock-hard cock, less than an hour after sucking a guy off in his office. I didn’t recognize myself. It was like the Riku costume had turned me into an entirely different person. 
 
    “I’m going to come,” she said. 
 
    “Come in my ass. I want your come in my ass,” I said, pushing my butt back to make the thrusts even harder. She came. Her load was huge, hot, sticky, awesome. The moment she started coming, I started to squirm in a pleasure unlike any I’d ever felt before. God, it felt so good.  
 
    She slipped her long cock out. “Consider your tomb raided,” she said with a giggle, and I couldn’t help but laugh along. “I should go and find my friend.” 
 
    “Me too,” I said, and then we parted ways.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Who would have thought that the best day of my life would have been thanks to a pink dress, a pair of pink stockings, and a blonde wig. And to think, it wasn’t even over yet. After another dozen photo sessions, I was able to find Rick and Pete, just next to Mike Mignola’s booth. “Did you get your signature?” I asked, tapping Rick on the back. 
 
    He spun around and his face lit up the moment his eyes fell upon me. “Hey. Yeah, I got it,” he said, holding it up. “It cost me fifty bucks and four hours in a line-up, but I think it was worth it.” 
 
    “Totally!” I said. 
 
    “Were you able to find your friends?” he asked. 
 
    “No, I couldn’t find them anywhere. I think they ditched me today. Oh well, I still had so much fun.” 
 
    Rick’s face started to turn red and he became silent. Pete gave him a nudge with his elbow. “Um, well, do you have any plans later tonight?” he asked. He was fidgeting with his fingers. Was Rick asking me out on a date?  
 
    “Nope. I’m all free. Why, what’s up?” 
 
    “Well, I was wondering if, I dunno, maybe you wanted to hang out or something.” 
 
    I bit my lip to contain my smile. “I’d love to,” I said, reaching forward and grabbing his arm. I watched him melt as the biggest grin swept across his face. 
 
    “I’m going to take off,” Pete said, smiling at his buddy before leaving him alone to score. 
 
    It was the perfect set up for the grand humiliation. I’d not only convinced Rick (and everyone else for that matter) that I was a woman, but I’d actually gotten him to ask me out on a date. If I were to reveal myself, he would be a mess. I could just imagine how defensive he would get, how angry he would be. I would remind him about it for the rest of our lives. 
 
    But I didn’t want to reveal myself. I didn’t want my day as a woman to end. I was having so much fun. It felt so good to have men swooning over me. Rick asking me out on a date was one of the biggest compliments I’d ever received. It didn’t seem right to go and throw it back in his face and mock him for it. Besides, there wasn’t really anything funny about it. I really did look just like a woman. It wasn’t like I was just fooling Rick, I was fooling everyone. 
 
    Rick took me to the fair grounds, just a few blocks from the convention centre. It was still a few weeks before the fair opened, so we had the whole place to ourselves. He knew about a hole in the fence that we were able to sneak in through. “Pretty cool, hey?” he said. He took my hand and we walked through the fairgrounds together. It was actually really romantic, and Rick was surprisingly charming. “I never even asked you what your real name is,” he said. 
 
    “It’s Kate.”  
 
    The air was warm, even after the sun had finally gone down. I told him all about my personal life, and he told me all about his. It was strange. We’d both known each other for so long, but I never knew so many things about him, like where he went on his family vacations every year or what kinds of things he got up to when we weren’t hanging out. And I found myself telling him things I realized he never knew about me—only omitting the fact I was a man from my stories. 
 
    We stopped in front of the stagnant Ferris Wheel. He turned to me, cheeks red. “Can I kiss you?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, can you?” 
 
    He leaned forward and pressed his lips against mine. We kissed. Now I really couldn’t reveal who I was. Now that we’d kissed, it wasn’t funny anymore. If he found me out, he would just be angry, furious even. Besides, it would be just as humiliating for me. I kissed him. I spent the whole day dressed as a woman, getting around with men. 
 
    Yet, even though I knew that I shouldn’t go any further with Rick, I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t want to break away from him, from his soft lips. I loved the feeling of his tongue in my mouth. I loved the feeling of his hands carefully exploring my body. In my head I was hopelessly trying to think of ways to make it work, but it was a lost cause. There was no way it could work—not without revealing myself and hoping he would just accept me, knowing my secret, knowing I was actually his best friend and not some eccentric girl named Kate. 
 
    But it was so strange—I felt like I really was that eccentric girl, I really felt like Kyle was the real lie. I was far more comfortable in that pink dress and that blonde wig. I was way happier being bubbly and outgoing with my long hair braided all the way down to my knees. And hell, I loved the feeling of Rick’s strong hands grabbing my body more than I loved having my hands all over a woman’s body. I don’t know if that made me gay or bisexual or transgender or what, but I didn’t care, I was happy. 
 
    And I started to wonder—what if he did accept me? What if he was okay with who I really was and he didn’t actually care. I’d heard him talking before about how he didn’t want kids, so what didn’t I have that he wanted? I still had a hole he could fuck, and I could invest the money in getting a pair of real tits. Would that be enough for him? 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked. 
 
    “Huh? Nothing,” I said, my hands wrapped around him tightly. 
 
    “You’re all tense. What’s on your mind?” He stared into my eyes. I wanted to tell him. My lips parted but the lump in my throat stopped any words from escaping. I just wanted to say, I’m a man. I’m your friend, Kyle. But this is who I want to be, and I want to be with you—but I couldn’t say any of it. Instead, I just leaned forward and resumed our kissing. I knew our ending was inevitable and I wanted to get the most of it while I still had him. I wanted to bask in the moment, savour our kiss. 
 
    But then something came over me, a wave of confidence—or maybe it was a wave of stupidity. “I’m a man,” I said suddenly.  
 
    His eyes became wide and his lips parted. “A what?”  
 
    “I’m a man. It’s me, Kyle.” I took a half step back, half-ready to make a run for it in case he exploded into a rage.  
 
    He stood, frozen, his gaze inward as if his brain had just shut off completely. I was watching a man come to the realization that he’d just kissed another man, his best friend of many years. I had no idea what he was going to do, but I didn’t have a lot of hope. “I don’t believe you,” he said finally. “Prove it.” 
 
    I pulled down the top of my dress, revealing my silicone breast forms.  
 
    “I don’t understand. How… How do you look so good? Was this just some big prank to make fun of me? Is Pete in on it?” 
 
    “No, no one’s in on it. And yeah, I mean, it started as a prank but then I started to—you know—have feelings.” 
 
    “Feelings? What feelings? Feelings for me?” 
 
    I looked down at my feet. “Yeah, I guess so.” I tried to explain myself, telling him that I thought he would recognize me at the start of the day, in the parking lot, and when he didn’t I decided to keep the gag running. I tried to explain that I realized I actually liked being a woman more than I liked being a man, but the more I spoke, the more foolish I sounded. Now I was the vulnerable one. Now I was the one left feeling stupid and humiliated, on the verge of utter rejection on top of it. 
 
    He continued to stand in a dazed confusion. “But you look so good. You look so real,” he said. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. I felt tears welling up in my eyes. I wanted to run, but I didn’t know where to go. I couldn’t think straight. I could only think of how foolish I was, how I managed to ruin such a good thing. I should have just kept my identity a secret, thrown away the dress and tried to forget about the whole day. It was a set up for failure. No one would ever want to get with me knowing what I really was—a man in a dress and a wig. 
 
    As I went to wipe the tears from my eyes, I felt him step up to me. I became tense, ready to take a punch to the side of the head—which maybe I deserved. Instead, his fingers slipped under my chin and he tilted up my head. He kissed me. My heart started racing. I was hesitant at first, but then I kissed back. It felt real. It didn’t feel like a setup or a joke. He was really kissing me. He really did like me, despite my secret, despite my true identity. 
 
    I melted into him, wrapping my arms around him. His tongue founds its way into my mouth. 
 
    A warm, fuzzy sensation passed through me. In a weird way, I knew it was the start of a new adventure, a new life. Maybe it was time to give Kate a real try, not just as Riku at the convention centre, but as a real person, in real life. And hell, if I liked it, maybe I could get the real tits, and maybe I could even go a step further (though I was quite fond of my cock, and so was Rick, seeing as he was now massaging it in his hand). “Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?” I asked him. 
 
    His cheeks became red. “No,” he said. 
 
    “You’ll love it.” I bit the corner of my lip and then I spun him around. Now it was my turn. He had no idea what kind of ecstasy he was in for. He put his hands down on a metal guard rail, and I slipped his pants down to his knees. “Just relax,” I said, and then I pressed the tip of my cock up to his tiny butthole. He was tight—definitely a virgin asshole, like mine was earlier that day. But he took my cock like a champion, remaining relaxed as I pushed inside of him, penetrating him deeply.  
 
    “Oh shit,” he said. I watched his fingers curl tightly around the guard rail. I started slowly, thrusting my hard cock in and out of him. I couldn’t help but notice he’d gotten rock-hard himself, his cock out in the open. I looked around to make sure no one was watching. We were outside, after all. 
 
    “Feels pretty nice, huh?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, it feels great,” he said between deep sighs of pleasure.  
 
    I sunk in deeper with every thrust, revelling in his intensifying moaning. His legs began to buckle. “Want me to jerk you off?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” he said, so I reached around him and grabbed his hard rod firmly in my hand. I started to beat him. It took less than twenty seconds before his cock was blasting cum everywhere. 
 
    “You’re a horny boy, aren’t you?” I said, taking a blast from his load and spreading it all over his cock.  
 
    His anus puckered against the tip of my cock, and that was it for me—I couldn’t hold back any longer. I pushed in hard and came deep in his asshole. He screamed as I filled him up. Damn, it felt good, his asshole clenching my manhood tightly. I didn’t want the moment to end—and luckily, it wasn’t really over. Later that night, when we were back at his place, we fucked again. I let him mount me while I was on my stomach. His cock felt so good shoved deep in my butthole. His cum felt even better, dribbling out of me, down my thighs.  
 
    And to think: that was just day one as a woman. 
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TRICKING THE BOYS 
 
    Night after night, the most beautiful woman comes into the same bar, stealing the attention of every man in the room. Every night, that very same woman goes home with another man. What the men don't realize, is that they are not taking home a woman at all. They are actually taking home Charles Henderson, a man who dresses up as a beautiful woman, tricking straight men to go to bed with him, without them ever knowing that he is indeed a man.  
 
    Charles is getting bored with the same old tricks. One day, he decides to try something new, taking his deceitful escapade to a whole new level. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    She was younger, probably about twenty-one. She was petite, with long blonde hair that extended past her big soft breasts. She wore a tight-fitting silk dress that cut off just above her knees, showing off her perfectly round ass, and tediously flat tummy. On her feet were tall, expensive eight-inch high heels.  
 
    All the boys stared at her, drooling over her perfect physique. She had big eyes. The features on her face were soft. Every step she took was a magnificently elegant stride, turning heads of even the women in the room. You could see the top of her red, lacy bra sticking up just a smidge against her soft looking cleavage. 
 
    Her voice was that of a singing angel. The tone of it hit a certain harmonic that melted the heart of any man in audible proximity. She was the goddess of the vixens, a siren in an urban sea. 
 
    Every man who saw her wanted her. Every man who saw her needed her. 
 
    However, there was something that no one knew about her. She was not a she at all. She was, in fact, a man. 
 
    Charles Henderson was born from parents, James Henderson, a professional film special-effects man, and Danielle Tarkovski, a humble seamstress from Ukraine. He was born smaller than the other boys. As a child, he was constantly confused for a girl, because of his high voice and womanly features. His hair grew a soft blonde and his eyelashes grew in naturally dark.  
 
    By the age of fourteen, in the gymnasium locker rooms, Charles discovered he was gay. Not when he saw the other boys changing, but when Roger Jameson forced Charles to suck his dick after everyone left the room. While, that would be a traumatizing experience for most people, for Charles, it was one of his fondest. 
 
    Roger’s parents sent Roger away to a military school across the country shortly after the incident. Then Charles, to his knowledge, was the only homosexual left in the small town. 
 
    Throughout school and afterwards, Charles tried really hard to find companionship, but whenever someone discovered that he was gay, he was shunned. Naturally, being a young man, Charles craved sex, but had no outlet to find it. 
 
    At the age of twenty, Charles started to cross-dress. He created an unnoticeable harness with his mother’s sewing machine that would squeeze his cock and balls tight to his body. From his father’s workshop, he stole a set of latex breasts, which had been used on the set of Batman, to make Michelle Pfeiffer’s tits look bigger. It took him a few attempts to successfully apply the prosthetic, but quickly, he became quite good at it. 
 
    To anyone who didn’t know any better, Charles was a beautiful woman. Charles Henderson was Sarah Preston.  
 
    And with his perfect set of latex tits, and his tight tube-dress, Sarah Preston had sex, and lots of it. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” James, Sarah’s first victim said as they pushed their way through James’ bedroom door, locked in a kissing embrace. 
 
    “Thanks,” Sarah said. 
 
    James shoved his tongue deep into Sarah’s mouth, wrapping it around Sarah’s tongue. He was a little bit drunk, as Sarah could taste the vodka after-taste being pushed into her mouth. 
 
    James and Sarah slowly made their way to the bed. They fell down on it together, not breaking their passionate hold. Sarah wrapped one of her smooth, soft legs around James, startling him from below. She could feel James’ cock beginning to throb inside of his pants. 
 
    James’ hand travelled up from her waist towards her breasts. He placed his hand gently on one of her fake tits and started to squeeze. 
 
    “Careful,” Sarah said. 
 
    “Sorry,” James replied, easing his tension. 
 
    While the latex tits were durable, the application was less than reliable. 
 
    The two continued kissing. Sarah rolled James over and sat up, looking down on him. She smiled. 
 
    “How did I manage to get you home?” James asked. 
 
    Sarah’s eyes drifted downwards towards James’ cock. She reached down gently and started to undo his belt. He relaxed his neck and closed his eyes, taking a long deep breath inwards.  
 
    Slowly, Sarah pulled down James’ pants, along with his boxer shorts. His long cock sprung free and bounced around for a moment before resting nicely on his abdomen. Sarah licked her lips.  
 
    She slowly leaned down, taking the thick throbber in her soft hands. Gently, she led the shaft into her mouth. It slowly made its way through her lips, stretching them out wide. She could feel the thick pumping veins brush up against her tongue as it slid in deep, towards the back of her throat. 
 
    Sarah’s own cock started to throb and harden in her tight dress. The tight, thick harness that held it in place was generally fairly effective in hiding her erections, although it did cause a bit of a bust against the soft silk of her outfit. 
 
    Up and down, and up and down her head went along the long slick cock. Her warm saliva streamed down the magnificent member as her tongue rubbed and wrapped around the thick girth. 
 
    James let out a long deep sigh. 
 
    “Fuck,” he said, grinning from ear to ear. 
 
    The cross-dressing Charles pulled his head back and smiled. “You like that?” he asked. 
 
    “Sarah” leaned back down and continued sucking the well-endowed boy off. A bout of James’ sweet pre-cum spurted out of his cock onto Sarah’s tongue, which she rubbed around all over his dick. His manhood was rock solid-- ready to fuck. 
 
    James leaned forward, put his hands under Sarah’s arms and pulled him off of his cock. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you so hard,” James said. 
 
    “Fuck me in the ass,” Sarah said. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. I want you to fuck me in the asshole.” 
 
    James smiled. “Okay.” 
 
    James quickly flipped Charles over and started to pull up his tight dress. Charles reached down and held his dress in place. 
 
    “Wait,” Charles said. 
 
    James stopped, and looked at Sarah, confused. Slowly, she rolled over and got up onto her knees. She slowly shimmied her dress up, past her butt, revealing her tight panties. Instead of pulling down her underwear, she pulled away the fabric covering her asshole. 
 
    “Fuck my asshole,” Sarah said. 
 
    James didn’t think twice about Sarah’s reluctance to show her pussy. He was too excited by the idea of getting to go anal. Quickly, he shimmied forward and mounted the beautiful blonde. He took his long, hard cock in his hand and pressed it up to Charles’ tight rim. He took a deep, excited breath. 
 
    “You ready?” he asked. 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    James started to push his long cock into Charles’ asshole, not realizing he was penetrating a man. He pushed himself in deep, feeling Charles’ heartbeat through the throbbing walls of his anus. Once inside, he slowly started to thrust himself in and out. 
 
    Charles planted his face into a pillow and closed his eyes. His body began to drift away, into a deep euphoric state as the long rigged cock massaged his tight butt hole. He could feel James’ hands fall upon his soft butt, squeezing tightly. James starting moaning, elated by the violently pulsing anus.  
 
    Charles reached down and started to rub his “pussy”, while actually stroking his cock between his body and the palm of his hand. With his fingers, he pretended to be rubbing his non-existent clit. 
 
    The feeling of the soft silk dress rubbing against his cock was intensely arousing. Shockwaves of pleasure were sent aggressively pulsing through his body. He clamped his tight anus down on James’ long dick as a particularly powerful surge of elation crossed over him. 
 
    James, becoming more comfortable inside the stretched-out asshole, picked up his pace. His grip tightened on Charles’ butt cheeks as he slammed his body down swiftly and quickly. After every powerful plunge, he pulled out nearly his entire cock, letting the brisk air in the room cross over the bulbous tip of his shaft. Then, he slammed down again. 
 
    Charles could feel a tingling in his prostate as his own cock became impossibly hard. So hard that if felt as though it was about to rip out of his tight dress. He started to moan, uncontrollably. 
 
    James’ thrusts had become so powerful that he was beginning to push Charles across the bed, slowly inch by inch. Beads of sweat were forming on his forehead and he was running out of breath. Despite his tiring, he increased his pace yet again. He was close to finishing. He cock was filling up with hot cum, which he held back, clenching all the muscles in his rigged body. 
 
    Charles could feel the strong man’s cock thickening and hardening in his asshole. He looked back for a moment. 
 
    “Cum in my mouth,” Charles yelled out between moans. 
 
    James quickly pulled his cock out of Charles’ anus. He shimmied forward. Before he could stick the long member into Charles’ mouth, he blasted his first shot onto Charles’ fake tits. Then, he stuck the exploding shaft into Charles’ mouth. Charles grabbed onto it tightly, squeezing out all of the warm cum. The sweet, sticky substance splashed around his warm mouth before he swallowed it up. 
 
    James, his dick empty, closed his eyes and happily fell over onto the bed. Charles let his dress fall down again, covering up his red, swollen asshole. 
 
    Charles was on cloud nine. He looked down at his dress. There was a large wet spot, just above his crotch. He had cum in his thin silk dress. He took a deep breath, smiling, and closed his eyes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Charles loved being fucked in the ass. He also loved sucking guys off. However, as his deceiving sexual game carried on, he started to get bored. He wanted more. Getting himself off while being stuffed in the asshole wasn’t quite enough for him. 
 
    He wanted to be able to take his dress off. 
 
    He wanted to stick it in someone’s ass, just one time. 
 
    So one day, when Charles’ father was in Los Angeles on a film shoot, Charles snuck into his father’s home workshop, which was set up in the garage.  
 
    He had devised the perfect plan. 
 
    With an old leather jacket, Charles created a series of leather straps, which he sewed, using his mother’s sewing machine, into a crotch-less leather harness. He took the lid of a plastic jar, and cut a hole, the diameter of his cock into it. On the leather harness, he attached the jar lid, and then painted it a light blue color.  
 
    Charles, in his father’s workshop, started to stroke his cock, getting it erect. A few moments later, after achieving a big, hard erection, Charles put on the harness and stuck his cock through the hole in the jar lid.  
 
    There was one final step in Charles’ devious plan. With his father’s film-grade, skin-safe               body paint, he painted his cock the same color as the light-blue lid, and then carefully coated the skin on his dick with light, liquid silicon. He walked over to a mirror. 
 
    Charles’ plan was a success. His cock looked exactly like a rubber strap-on. He just needed to find that perfect someone who would fall for his trap: Someone who would be into being dominated by a “woman”.  
 
    Charles took to his mother’s bathroom after she went to bed. He carefully applied the contouring to his face, accentuating his cheekbones and thinning out his face. He put on a smooth layer of foundation and a healthy amount of blush. Gently, he applied his mother’s mascara, and then proceeded to draw on his mother’s eyeliner. He added a cute little flick downwards at the edge of his eyes.  
 
    He chose a dark red lipstick—sexy and mysterious.  
 
    Next, Charles went to his own room and looked under his bed, where he kept his female clothes. Normally, he would wear a scandalous dress, but tonight was a special night. Tonight, was a leather night. 
 
    He put on a pair of boots he’d owned for a while, but had never worn out of the house. The boots were black leather, and extended up past his knee. They had long, six-inch heels, and a matching pair of leather gloves. 
 
    He slid on a tight leather skirt, over his blue-painted cock. This get-up was sure to get the right boy’s attention. 
 
    Charles stuffed his leather harness into his black purse, and took off for the bar. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Charles waited in the corner of the bar, watching men enter and leave. Sure, he was turning heads, as usual, but he hadn’t gotten that right look just yet. Men smiled, winked, sent over drinks and even slipped their phone numbers onto Charles’ table on flimsy napkins. 
 
    But that wasn’t what Charles was looking for. 
 
    He kept waiting, confident the right man would show up. 
 
    And show up he did. 
 
    A younger man, probably about the same age as Charles, walked into the bar and was immediately taken aback by the hot young cross-dresser. He only got a few steps into the bar before he froze and stared for a moment. As Charles sent him a smile, the man turned away quickly, shy. 
 
    He found a seat at the bar and ordered a drink. Every couple of minutes, he would be compelled to sneak a glance in at the leather-bound boy. When he wasn’t sneaking a peek, he was staring through his peripherals. His eyes looked at a hockey game he’d come to watch on the pub’s television, but he paid no attention to it. He couldn’t get Charles off of his mind. He was secretly obsessed, although he failed to hide it. 
 
    It was time for Charles to make his move. Gracefully, he stood up and made his way across the quiet pub. He sat down directly next to the man. He looked over at the bartender and ordered a drink, never looking over at his latest victim. 
 
    “H—Having a good night?” the man asked, shyly. 
 
    Charles, without looking over, smiled. “So far.” 
 
    “You come here often?” the man asked. 
 
    “Often enough.” 
 
    The bartender brought Charles his drink. Finally, Charles turned to the man, looking at him up close for the first time. 
 
    “I’m Ben,” the man said. 
 
    “Sarah.” 
 
    Ben extended his hand and smiled. Charles could see Ben’s heart practically pounding it’s way out of his throat.  
 
    “It’s a pleasure to meet you,” Ben said. 
 
    “The pleasure is all mine.” 
 
    “You know, I never say this—I really don’t. But you look amazing. I can’t believe I’ve never seen you here before.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ben.” 
 
    Charles maintained an impossible level of sex appeal and class throughout the entire conversation. Ben was practically drooling all over Charles’ leather boots. 
 
    The two conversed for over an hour. Charles stared deep into Ben’s soul, trying to really understand him, ensuring that he was the perfect victim.  
 
    Charles looked around, making sure that there was no one in his immediate proximity, and then leaned in close to Ben. 
 
    “Tell me, Ben,” Charles said, “what are you fantasies. What turns you on more than anything?” 
 
    Ben’s face turned dark red. He started to sweat, as if Charles had just turned a faucet on inside of his head. 
 
    “W—Well,” Ben said. 
 
    “Tell me,” Charles whispered. 
 
    “I—I don’t know. Nothing crazy,” Ben laughed nervously. “I’m just a normal guy, you know?” 
 
    Charles smiled and bit his lip. The “normal guys” always had the kinkiest fantasies. Charles could tell that Ben was into some crazy shit. His mouth may have been silent, but his eyes were practically screaming: “Dominate me!” 
 
    “Why don’t you show me where you live, Ben?”  
 
    Had Ben’s heart rate increased by a single beat per minute in that moment, he would have dropped dead. 
 
    The two shared a cab to Ben’s house, which was out in the suburbs. Ben, like Charles, lived in his parent’s basement. He attended college and worked a part-time job, which he used to finance his bar outings.  
 
    “T—This is my room,” Ben said quietly. “My--My parents are asleep upstairs—I hope that’s okay.” Ben was still incredibly nervous. His body was as tense as a steel statue. “Can I… get you anything?”  
 
    Charles simple smiled, staring Ben in the eyes. 
 
    “I’m sorry it’s so hot in here… My parents like to keep the temperature really high during the winter.” 
 
    The dry heat wasn’t helping Ben’s perspiration. It really was very warm in that room. 
 
    Ben’s eyes darted around the room, unable to hold eye contact with the beautiful cross-dresser. His hands were shaking and beads of sweat were running down the back of his neck. 
 
    Charles, wasting no time, stepped forward, placed his gloved hands on the side of Ben’s face and pulled him in for a hot kiss. Ben remained tense for one final moment, and then melted into Charles. He wrapped his arms around the leather-bound goddess and took a step in close and tight. Charles penetrated Ben’s mouth with his warm, wet tongue. 
 
    Charles, completely in control of the situation, started to lead Ben over to the bed. The two fell down onto it and continued to make-out. Ben started to run his hands up and down Charles’ leather sides. His cock was already throbbing aggressively in his pants, extraordinarily aroused by the beauty. 
 
    “Oh, Sarah,” he moaned. “You’re so fucking hot.” 
 
    Charles ran his leather-clad hand through Ben’s soft hair. Charles could feel his own cock beginning to harden and grow against his tight leather dungeon. 
 
    Charles sat up and looked down at Ben. “I have something special for you.” 
 
    “You do?” Ben asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Charles leaned over the side of the bed and reached into his purse. Then, he pulled out four pairs of handcuffs.  
 
    “Want to get a little… Dirty, Ben?” 
 
    Ben’s heart froze. He was in heaven. He tried to create a sentence but his mouth did not speak. 
 
    Charles smiled, not needing an answer. He leaned over top of Ben, grabbed onto one of his arms and pulled it to the barred headboard of the bed. Quickly and expertly, Charles cuffed Ben’s wrist to the bed, and then started on the next arm. Soon enough, both of Ben’s arms were tied to the bed. 
 
    “Lets get you out of these pants,” Charles said softly, beginning to undo Ben’s belt. 
 
    Ben was hyperventilating. His heart was pounding aggressively and his legs were trembling. He was living out his fantasy. Charles had him right where he wanted him 
 
    As Ben’s boxer’s cleared his crotch, his cock came springing out, hard as a rock. It slapped against his hard abs and visibly throbbed. Charles took the remaining set of cuffs and began to tie down Ben’s feet. 
 
    “I’ll be right back,” Charles said, standing up from the bed. 
 
    “O—Okay,” Ben said, still extremely nervous. 
 
    Charles walked out of the room, leaving Ben alone, tied to his bed. While Charles was gone, he tested the durability of the cuffs. He could barely move either of his arms an inch. 
 
    Moments later Charles returned, completely naked. He had his fake leather strap-on around his waist, with his painted blued cock sticking through the jar-lid hole. He had a long, hard erection, ready to fuck the incapacitated Ben. 
 
    He took a few steps towards the stationary man. His cock bounced up and down as he did. 
 
    “You want to be fucked, Ben?” 
 
    Ben stared at the long cock, in awe. Once again, he couldn’t get the words out of his mouth, but his eyes screamed: “Yes!” 
 
    Charles smiled and bit his lip flirtatiously. He walked over and stepped onto the bed. He looked down, past his raging boner at Ben. Ben looked up, taking a moment to admire Charles’ supple fake tits. 
 
    “F—Fuck me,” Ben stuttered. 
 
    “What was that? I couldn’t hear you.” 
 
    “Fuck me!” Ben whispered loudly. 
 
    Charles lowered himself down to his knees, placed his hands underneath Ben’s legs and lifted them up enough for him to shimmy in. He leaned over to his purse one last time and pulled out a bottle of lube. Holding it up near his face, he started to pour it down, completely coating his cock in the slippery substance. Ben took a few giant breaths, trying to get a hold of his breathing. 
 
    Charles poured some of the lube onto his leather-clad hand and reached down and rubbed it all over Ben’s asshole.  
 
    “Ready?” Charles asked. 
 
    Ben bit his lip and nodded. 
 
    Charles took his blue cock in his hand and guided it down towards the tight virgin asshole. Carefully, he started to push it in, penetrating the tight rim. 
 
    Ben closed his eyes tight and let out a sharp gasp. The well-lubricated cock easily popped inside of the tied-down man and started to slide in deep. 
 
    Even the well-composed Charles’ eyes shot open and his face lit up. For the first time, he was the only penetrating the asshole. 
 
    Slowly, he pushed and pushed and pushed until his pelvis pressed up against Ben’s big ball sack. Lube was running down from Ben’s butt hole, all over his butt and bed sheet. Ben opened his eyes and looked into Charles’. 
 
    “Fuck me,” he said again. 
 
    Charles complied. He swiftly pulled his long dick out of Ben, and then slammed it back down with force. It took him a few plunges to work himself into a rhythm. He had, after all, never been the one fucking—Only the one being fucked. 
 
    Ben let out a long, soft moan as the veiny shaft rubbed and stretched his tight ring.  
 
    The room was getting hotter, between the heat being put off by the over-working heaters, and the heat being put off by the couple fucking on the bed. Charles could feel beads of sweat forming on his forehead, his neck, his back, and his legs. 
 
    He picked up his pace, fighting through the heat. 
 
    Squish! Squish! Squish! 
 
    Even the slippery lube all over Charles’ manhood was melting and squishing out of Ben’s bum hole. Charles, trying hard to regulate his breathing, looked down. There was blue paint running down Ben’s butt. The thick heat in the room had melted away the thin layer of silicone on Charles’ dick, and was now melting away the blue paint.  
 
    He had to hurry before Ben noticed. 
 
    He clenched his hands tighter on Ben’s legs, squeezing his fingers deep into Ben’s skin. Ben tilted his head back and let out a loud moan. With one of his leather-clad hands, Charles grabbed onto Ben’s cock and started to stroke him off as he fucked him in the ass. With the other hand, he started to spank Ben’s butt cheeks.  
 
    Snap! Snap! 
 
    The spanking was loud as the hot leather came into contact with the damp, sweaty butt. Charles jerked Ben off quickly, using both his wrist and his forearms to create his swift motions. Ben was falling deeper and deeper into euphoria. 
 
    Charles’ penis was almost completely exposed now, as all the blue paint had pooled on Ben’s bed sheet. Sweat dripped off of Charles’ forehead, onto Ben’s bare pelvis. His chest started to feel hot and sweaty, covered by the prosthetic tits, which bounced up and down aggressively as Charles thrust his body forward into Ben. 
 
    “Fuck!” Ben cried out loud. 
 
    Charles closed his eyes. “C’mon, finish. Finish, Charles,” he thought to himself. 
 
    He was running out of time. More and more sweat was dripping down his body. Suddenly, he felt the prosthetic beginning to peel away on his chest. He looked down, and the latex glue was separating from his flat chest. Quickly, with his free arm he grabbed onto his breasts and held them up, continuing to fuck and jerk off Ben. 
 
    Ben hadn’t noticed. He was too lost in elation to see the latex peeling off of Charles’ chest. 
 
    But the big supple tits were too much for Charles to hold up with his arm. One of the boobs slipped out from his sweaty arm and fell down onto Ben’s stomach. Ben opened his eyes and looked at Charles, who had frozen. 
 
    Ben also froze. Charles’ real nipple was exposed on his flat, manly chest. Ben’s eyes drifted downwards. All over his crotch was splattered blue paint. He could see the base of Charles’ skin-toned cock sticking out from his asshole. 
 
    “You—You’re a…” Ben said. 
 
    Charles didn’t know what to do. He remained completely frozen. 
 
    “Oh my God… You’re a—You’re a man?” Ben asked, in shock. “Get off of me. Let me go.” 
 
    Ben started to fight the handcuffs. He started to violently shake his arms and legs, but he couldn’t move. Charles looked down. His leather-clad hand was still on Ben’s cock, and his own dick was still deep in Ben’s asshole. In his mind, he slowly weighed his options. 
 
    “Let me go!” Ben cried out. 
 
    Charles let his second tit fall off of his body, leaving only the remnants of the latex glue on his chest. Slowly, he started to resume jerking Ben off. 
 
    Ben stopped fighting and looked down at his cock. He watched the leather fingers run up and down his hard dick.  
 
    Then, Charles slowly resumed fucking the tight asshole. He pulled himself out and then plunged himself back in slowly. He looked up into Ben’s wide eyes. Ben was in shock, but had stopped fighting. Maybe—Just maybe, he was still enjoying it. 
 
    Charles started to pick up his pace; slowly returning to the rapid-fire pace he had before his breasts fell off. Ben’s body started to relax once again as he melted down into his mattress.  
 
    “You—You like that?” Charles asked nervously. 
 
    Ben was silent for a moment, and then, “Y—Yeah,” he stuttered. 
 
    Charles smiled and picked up his pace again. 
 
    Shlop! Shlop! Shlop! 
 
    More of the warm, slippery lubricant squished out of Ben’s tight anus. Ben let his head fall back again. Now, Ben was living out another one of his even more secretive fantasies.  
 
    Fap! Fap! Fap! Fap! 
 
    Charles could feel Ben’s cock beginning to bloat against his fingers. He was about to climax, as hot cum filled his dick. He held back, biting his lip and holding his breath. 
 
    Charles wasn’t far behind. He plunged his body down aggressively, slamming his pelvis into Ben. Both men started to moan. Ben’s moaning quickly escalated into screaming. And then— 
 
    Ben exploded. Cum began to burst out of his cock, all over his hard chest and abs. The sticky substance ran down Charles’ leather fingers, and then dripped into his pubic hair. Charles squeezed tightly, pulling the final few drops out of Ben’s dick. 
 
    Charles cried out loud in his feminine voice. His own cock finally released and cum came blasting out of him, into Ben’s tight ass. He slammed his body forward one final time as shot after shot exited his body. 
 
    Both men were drenched in sweat and cum. They remained frozen still for a moment as they caught their breath. 
 
    Ben was silent, ashamed that he let a man fuck him in the ass and ashamed that he fell for Charles’ trap. 
 
    “I—I’m sorry,” Charles said. 
 
    Ben didn’t respond. He wouldn’t make eye contact with the leather-covered man. 
 
    Slowly, Charles stood up. He bent over, reached into his purse and pulled out the key for all of the handcuffs. He walked over to Ben’s hand, and placed the key in it. 
 
    “I should go,” said Charles, ashamed of himself. 
 
    Charles turned and walked towards the door.  
 
    “Wait,” Ben said. 
 
    Charles stopped, but did not turn around. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Ben asked. 
 
    “It’s Charles.” 
 
    “Stay with me, Charles.” 
 
    Charles turned around and faced his cum-drenched fuck. He stared at him, not knowing what to say. 
 
    “I want you to stay with me. Stay the night.” 
 
    “Really?” Charles asked. 
 
    “I don’t want you to leave.” 
 
    Charles smiled and walked back over to Ben. He helped Ben undo his shackle. Gently, Ben placed his hand on Charles’ side. 
 
    Simply, without saying a word, Ben smiled. 
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    FISHNETS & SATIN GLOVES 
 
    When John finds out his wife, Mary, has been seeing a therapist, his life is flipped upside down. The problem: John just doesn’t seem that into their bedroom time anymore. 
 
    To make matters worse, Mary wants John to meet with her therapist, Dr. Taggart, a pretty, young recent college grad who specializes in “alternative therapy”. Only John isn’t sure he can go through with it, especially once he finds out it involves getting dolled up and putting on his wife’s lingerie. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I was taken by surprise when I found out my wife of ten years had been seeing a therapist for over a year without me knowing. I thought our relationship was fine, that it didn’t need any work. Whenever we went to pick up our kids from school together, we would gossip about all the other parents and joke about how little they had sex. Mary and I had sex a lot for our age—about three times a week, and she always seemed happy with it. So why was she seeing a therapist all of a sudden? And why was she only telling me about it now? 
 
    The answer to the ‘why was she only telling me about it now’ came shortly after she dropped the therapy bomb on me. “My therapist wants to meet with you so she can get a better understanding of the issue,” Mary said to me. She kept her distance from me as if she was afraid of what I would do, which didn’t make me feel any better about myself. I’d never hurt her before. I’d never even called her a mean name before. In ten years, I could remember less than ten fights, and most of them were shallow fights about chores or the time I picked up a case of beer and forgot to pick her up a bottle of wine. We worked those fights out.  
 
    “Where is all of this coming from? Why are you seeing a therapist? What problems are you even talking about?” I said. Even to myself, I was sounding defensive. I couldn’t help it. I worked hard at our relationship. I thought I was carefully tuned in to Mary’s needs. 
 
    She looked down at her feet. “I don’t know…” she said sheepishly, but she was convincing no one, not even herself. She knew, she just was afraid to say it out loud. 
 
    “Tell me, Mary. I’m not going to this therapy thing unless you tell me what’s going on,” I said. 
 
    She looked up, into my eyes, and then she said it: “It’s the sex. It’s just… boring.” It stung like an angry hornet. Our sex was boring? My head started spinning. How could it boring? Why did we have sex three times a week, sometimes more, if it was boring? Didn’t she know that most parents our age only have sex about three times a year?  
 
    “What—What can I do better?” I said. The news was devastating—almost as heavy as when I got the call that my grandfather had passed away unexpectedly. Being bad at sex is every man’s worst nightmare. I wanted to run away, crawl into a hole, and let myself curl up and die. If I didn’t have good sex, what did I have? What was my use? Sure, I contributed financially, but big deal—anyone with half a brain could do that.  
 
    “You should see my therapist. I think it would really help—both of us,” Mary said, and it was settled, I was going to see her therapist—her secret rendezvous, her mental affair. In less than five minutes, my whole world was flipped upside-down. Sure, she was only seeing this therapist for an hour every week, but it felt like she was going out and living a whole life behind my back. How was she able to keep it a secret for so long? How bad could the sex have been that she was too afraid to talk to me about it? Why did it take her this long to build up the courage to tell me? Would she have told me if her therapist hadn’t asked to see me personally? I wasn’t able to ask any of my questions, too overwhelmed by the revelation.  
 
    Just the night before the revelation, we’d had sex, and I thought we’d had a lot of fun. She put on her black bustier (my personal favourite of her sexy-time attire), her long fishnet stockings, and her delicate satin gloves. She looked like a total vixen, with her blonde hair cascading down past her nipples, her red lipstick taunting me. She’d spent half an hour before our romp in the bathroom, getting ready, getting beautiful. And I’m sure the therapist was going to tell me that I didn’t appreciate the effort enough, but I did—I really did appreciate the effort. In fact, it made me feel bad, knowing she was getting all perfect and dolled up while I sat in the bedroom, naked on the bed, waiting for her heavenly arrival. 
 
    I did everything I could to pay her back for the effort. I got the bed all nice, lit a few scented candles (which weren’t cheap), got the lights nice and dim. I even went and did the dishes and cleaned up the living room while I waited, so she wouldn’t have to stress over chores after our little romp was through.  
 
    If anything, I was jealous of Mary. For her, sex was interesting. She got to wear all sorts of sexy lingerie and do her makeup and look all pretty. She got to be chased around by me, dominated in whatever position I wanted her in. She could turn me on with some dark red lipstick or with some thigh-high fishnet stockings. What did I have to give her? There isn’t some male equivalent to lingerie. I couldn’t do my hair up all special. Sure, I could put on cologne, but that was about the extent of my sexiness. Otherwise I was just there to do the grunt work, there to pump her until she got off and until I got off. I would have died to have half the fun she had when we had sex. 
 
    Even though I wanted to jump her the moment she stepped into the bedroom, I held back. I played it cool, gently touching her warm skin, kissing her, getting her comfortable. I sunk down and carefully pulled down her black panties, and then I ate her out for a good ten or fifteen minutes. I made her come twice, just with my tongue (and I’m pretty sure she wasn’t faking it; I’d seen her attempt at faking an orgasm before, and it was far from convincing).  
 
    I told her how beautiful she was, she sucked my cock for a bit (which she insisted on; who was I to stop her?), and then we fucked. I made her come again as I fondled her nipples, which I knew she loved. And then I came inside of her and we kissed some more. I told her again how beautiful she was, and then that was that. There was no sign of boring sex anywhere in the fling. Unless I was being completely naïve—and apparently I was. 
 
    That very night, after Mary told me about the therapist, the strangest thing happened. For the first time in our entire relationship, Mary asked me to fuck her in the ass. “What? Are you sure?” I said. 
 
    With a smile on her face, she rolled over and spread her soft, perky butt cheeks. “Yeah—fuck my little butthole.”  
 
    It took a few attempts to get my throbbing erection inside. It felt nice, but she didn’t seem all that into it. She even said “Ouch!” a few times when I sunk in too deep, and then she would say, “Sorry, don’t stop.” It actually felt better than nice—it felt amazing, but every time I looked down and saw her clenched face, I hesitated. 
 
    “It doesn’t look like you’re having any fun. Want me to just fuck you in the pussy?” I said. 
 
    “No—I’m having fun,” she said in a strained voice. “Keep going. I want you to come in my asshole.” I knew what she was doing, she was experimenting. Her therapist probably told her to try some new things in an attempt to spice up our sex life. This therapist of hers was quickly becoming my arch nemesis and I hadn’t even met her yet. I didn’t like seeing my wife like this, clenched and uncomfortable. I wanted her to have fun. What was wrong with our usual routine? Sometimes she came three or four times during our regular sex. With my cock plunging her ass, she wasn’t coming at all, so what was the point?  
 
    I had to keep my eyes away from her pained face in order to get off. I have to say that it was pretty hot, seeing my wife’s ass getting filled by a big cock. It was almost too bad that she wasn’t into it. “How was that?” she asked after all was said and done. 
 
    I knew that she wasn’t into it, so I didn’t want her to think I was into it—so she wouldn’t subject herself to the torture ever again. “It was alright. I’m not going to lie, I prefer the other side.” 
 
    “Well, it was worth a try,” she said. There was a heart-breaking look of disappointment on her face. I called the therapist the next morning and set up an appointment for that afternoon. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I nearly turned around the moment I saw the therapist, as I walked through the door. If she was older than thirty, than God had been far too kind to her. I’m guessing she was closer to twenty-five. This little kid was the woman who my wife was seeing, who convinced my wife that our sex was boring? My wife was getting told to try anal sex by a girl who was hardly old enough to have a college degree? “Have a seat. Make yourself comfortable,” she said. I was hesitant, but I was there for my wife. If this is what she wanted, then so be it. 
 
    She sat in silence for the first minute, just staring at me, smiling, as if she was trying to read my mind. I looked around the room, trying to find some sort of evidence of qualification. There were a few degrees on the wall, but any moron can get a degree these days, so that didn’t mean anything. I was just happy there weren’t any crystals or tarot cards scattered about. At least the young woman had that going for her. 
 
    The worst part of it all was the fact I knew she was making two or three times more money than me, and she was almost half my age. “Are you married?” I asked her, breaking the long, awkward silence.  
 
    “No,” she said, and then I fought as hard as I could so I wouldn’t roll my eyes. She wasn’t even married. She was a therapist, specializing in marital problems, and she wasn’t even married. Was this a joke? Was I really paying this woman to tell my wife what her problems were? She was probably one of those therapists who didn’t believe in marriage, who tried to split up every couple who came through her office as some sort of ‘girl power’ movement. 
 
    “You look nervous,” she said with a calm smile. She was too calm, too happy looking, like she stumbled out of a cult and into that office. I will say, however, that she was pretty sexy. She was wearing a tight black dress that showed off a good amount of her busty cleavage. She also had three inch heels on her feet, as if she had a cocktail party to go to after our visit. My best guess was that it was part of some test, trying to see if I would sneak a peak at her breasts so she could scream ‘misogynist!’ and then she could go and tell my wife to leave me and live some bullshit feminist, independent lifestyle. I had a friend whose marriage was destroyed by a therapist who was convinced women were better off without men. It wouldn’t surprise me if this little babydoll was one of them. 
 
    “I’m not nervous,” I said. “I just have stuff I need to do today, and to be honest, this isn’t that high on the list.” 
 
    Her smile persisted, as if unphased by my comment. It wasn’t meant to offend her, but I was getting tired quickly of this stare-off nonsense. What could a twenty-five year old unmarried girl know about life? She’d spent over 90% of her life in school, not in the real world. All she could possibly have had was some abstract, textbook knowledge that didn’t apply in real life. “Your wife’s happiness isn’t at the top of your list?” she said, twisting my words. I was right, she had an agenda. Her goal was to knock men down a peg and empower women. Why was my wife seeing this fraud? 
 
    “I’m going to go,” I said, standing up. “Do I still have to pay?” 
 
    “Why would you go?” she said. 
 
    “If you’re just going to put words in my mouth, I’m not going to bother,” I said. 
 
    She wrote something on her notepad.  
 
    “Okay, see you around,” I said, starting towards the door. 
 
    “Your wife is unhappy, John. Don’t you want to know why?” 
 
    I paused at the door. I did want to know why, but I had a feeling this young lady wasn’t going to be able to tell me, or she was just going to give me some stock nonsense from some personality test she got from one of her equally inexperienced college professors. 
 
    “Come and sit down,” she said. Reluctantly, I did. “Why do you think your wife is unhappy?” she said. 
 
    “I thought you were going to tell me,” I said. 
 
    “We’ll get there.” I don’t think she actually knew, she was just trying to tiptoe around the issues long enough to form some bullshit hypothesis that she would eventually triumphantly declare as the greatest achievement in her career. She knew nothing. “Tell me, why do you think your wife is unhappy?” 
 
    “I didn’t think she was until she told me she was seeing you, yesterday.” I had to fight to not look at her cleavage. She had nice, perky tits, and by the looks of it, she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her perky nipples were pushing her soft dress out. 
 
    “Why do you think she kept that from you for so long?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know, to protect my feelings?” 
 
    “Interesting,” she said, and then she returned to that silent staring that was apparently her trademark. “What did she say to you?” 
 
    I had to swallow my pride to respond. “She said our sex was boring.” It was hard admitting it to a stranger. I’d always prided myself in my sex life with Mary. 
 
    “But you don’t agree?” 
 
    “No, I don’t. I think that’s something you convinced her,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Then why would your wife come to me in the first place?” It was a good point—there was obviously something wrong if my wife felt the need to seek psychiatric help—and there must have been something really wrong if she felt the need to get it from a twenty-five year old little floozy.  
 
    “Okay fine, so maybe our sex is boring. If it’s so boring, why does she… you know…” 
 
    “Why does she come?” the therapist said for me.  
 
    My cheeks became warm. “What’s your name?” I asked, realizing I didn’t make a point of reading it on the doorway when I came in.  
 
    “Dr. Taggart,” she said. 
 
    “Okay, Dr. Taggart, so if my wife can come when we have sex, sometimes multiple times, why is it so boring?” 
 
    “Who said it was boring for her? Did she say that?” 
 
    “I don’t know, I guess she didn’t say that exactly.” 
 
    “Then who’s it boring for?” Dr. Taggart asked. 
 
    Before I could answer, a realization hit me. Of course—that’s why Mary wanted to try anal. She wasn’t hoping to get off on it herself, she was hoping to get me off. That was why she spent so long in the bathroom, getting ready, putting on the lingerie, the satin gloves, the fishnet stockings—she was trying to get me excited, trying to make it better for me. “But I like the sex we have. I like it the way it is.”  
 
    “Well, your wife isn’t seeing it, John.” 
 
    Dr. Taggart asked me some questions about my childhood, about my parents, about the beginning of my marriage, about our kids, and so on and so on. Nothing seemed relevant. I felt like she was just trying to buy time while she came up with some half-assed advice so she could justify her job, her expensive car, her nice house in the suburbs, her inflated student debt (which, given what I was paying, I’m sure was paid off by now) and her ritzy downtown office. I felt like she was asking questions straight out of a textbook, straight out of Psychology 101. What difference did my parents’ marital status make? Why did she care how many times I saw my parents kissing as a child? It was all useless, all nonsense. “What’s your favourite part about sex with Mary?” she asked me. 
 
    I thought for a moment. “I like seeing her dressed up in lingerie. You can tell when she walks into the room that feels sexy, and I like that.” 
 
    “You like that she feels sexy?” 
 
    “She looks so confident, like she’s having so much fun. Sometimes I get jealous that sex is so much more than just penetration for her. It’s like a whole thing, with her hair and her makeup and her lingerie, and sometimes she wears these satin gloves that I know she likes. She’s always so much more confident when she wears those gloves, and those thigh-high fishnet stockings.” 
 
    Dr. Taggart’s eyes lit up and a sly smirk swept across her face. “The way you think she feels when she’s dressed up like that, you wish you could feel the same way when you have sex?” she said, as if she was cracking open the case. 
 
    “I mean, it would be nice, but I’m perfectly happy the way things are.” I crossed my arms, feeling a cool draft seeping into the room.  
 
    That sly smile stayed on Dr. Taggart’s face. She looked down at her watch. “We’re out of time for today, but I think we made some good progress. I want to see you next week.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. “Right, and every week after that. Look, no offence, but if you could actually solve people’s problems, you wouldn’t have a job. Let’s face it. As long as my wife feels unhappy, you keep getting a paycheque.” I felt bad saying it, taking a stab at Dr. Taggart’s profession and her life’s work (albeit a short life thus far). But I felt like it needed to be said. It didn’t seem right that she should get away with it, taking advantage of people in need. It was far from fair, and it was about time someone stood up to it.  
 
    She just smiled. “I will tell you what, two more visits, and that’s it. That goes for your wife, too. In two weeks, we’ll be all finished. Or, you can not come back and I can keep working with your wife until she feels happier with your relationship. It’s up to you.” It almost felt like blackmail—either I give her two weeks of pay or I give her a lifetime of pay. My choice was obvious, but I couldn’t help but feel it was  just another one of her therapist tricks. “Oh, and when you come in next week, I want you to bring your wife’s lingerie with you—just your favourite items.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I want to try out some… alternative therapy.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Mary wasn’t in the house for five seconds before she asked, “How was your meeting with Dr. Taggart?” I wanted to tell her what I really thought, that Dr. Taggart was a criminal, a scam artist who knew absolutely nothing. I knew that would disappoint her, so I spun it another way. “She thinks we can get to the root of the problem in a week or two.” Mary gave me a nice kiss on the lips. “Thanks for going,” she said, and then she pranced off to get out of her work clothes. “It means a lot to me.” 
 
    We had sex that night. She got dressed up all nice, as she usually did, this time in a red lacy piece that I had given her a few Christmases back. It looked nice, soft, and comfortable. I liked the way it hugged her bum nice and tight, and the way it held her tits up. She even put on a pair of red heels to match the outfit. There’s nothing better than holding up your wife’s legs during sex, seeing her heeled feet bouncing up and down in your peripheral vision. 
 
    She was watching me closely. Usually, she just let her head fall back and her eyes close, but this time was different. I realized after a minute that she was trying to decide if I was ‘less bored’ with the sex. She was putting her all into it, even slipping in some dirty talk (which I know she wasn’t totally comfortable with). “Oh baby, I love your big, hard cock,” she said. It was nice, but I couldn’t get over her face—like she was missing something, like something wasn’t quite right. “What’s wrong?” I asked and she put on a forced smile. “Nothing, is everything okay with you?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. Her pussy was wet, but she wasn’t coming. Something was holding her back. 
 
    “Do you want to stick it in my ass again?” she asked. 
 
    “Not really, unless you want me to,” I said. 
 
    “No, whatever you want. I just wanted to give you the option.” 
 
    Obviously, I was looking bored to her. I wasn’t bored. Was it the most engaging sex ever? Not really, but it wasn’t boring. It would have been better if she wasn’t suddenly so self-conscious, which was in turn making me feel incredibly self-conscious—a vicious cycle that’s almost impossible to break. “Squeeze your tits,” I said, and then she did, first pulling down the lacy red top. “You like that?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah.” I slammed my throbbing erection down into her harder. “Rub your clit.” She reached down and began to rub her clit in small circles.  
 
    She bit down on the corner of her lip. “I’m going to come, baby,” she said. 
 
    “Me too,” I said. I came down even harder, even faster. I felt her warm legs close in on me and then she began to moan. I came, filling her warm cunt up with my hot goo. It felt great, and it was nice to see that, even with her therapist filling her head with nonsense, she was still able to come. 
 
    But after we got all cleaned up, I noticed a far away look in her eyes. “What’s up?” I said. 
 
    “Sorry that wasn’t the most exciting sex,” she said.  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    She just shrugged and smiled. “I don’t know. You just… You just look like you’ve had better,” and she left it at that. 
 
    Did it really seem like I was that disinterested in her and in our sex life? I didn’t feel like I was disinterested. It hurt to think that she thought I wasn’t having a good time. It hurt to think that whatever was going on with me was rubbing off on her. Maybe there was something that I needed to change. Maybe it was worth giving Dr. Taggart another chance. 
 
    I showed up early for my next appointment with Dr. Taggart. With me, I had a few pieces of my wife’s lingerie stuffed into a bag. I still didn’t know what she wanted to do with it, but I was willing to entertain her hundred-thousand-dollar degree for the two additional visits if she insisted it could save my relationship. “Come on in, John,” she said, so I entered her office. 
 
    She told me to take a seat and she asked me how my week went. I did my best to be as honest as possible, just in case she really did have the power to help my cause. She smiled and nodded and made some notes in her little notebook. She was wearing the most peculiar outfit—a crop top and a short skirt, which hardly covered anything when she had her legs crossed. It seemed far from appropriate for a doctor, but again, I figured it was some sort of test, trying to see if I had wandering eyes—an insatiable lust for other women. I wasn’t going to let her play me into her trap. I kept my eyes up and my mind on the matter at hand. 
 
    After I finished telling her about my week, that signature silence returned. She stared at me with a crooked smile. “See this bag here?” she said, motioning towards a black backpack that was sitting next to her. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I want you to take it into the bathroom, along with your bag. There’s instructions in the bag. Follow them, and then come out when you’re ready.”  
 
    I hesitated. I knew she was going to try some wacko alternative therapy, but I still didn’t know what that meant exactly. I took the bags and went to her private bathroom, which was surprisingly spacious and comfortable. Why a therapist needed such a big bathroom all for herself, I had no idea. There was a large full-length mirror on the wall.  
 
    I opened her bag and nearly jumped back when I saw what was inside: a mound of human hair. I thought at first it was a severed head, but I quickly realized it was a wig. Also in the bag was a makeup kit, a pair of high heels, and a note. I didn’t need to read the note to realize what was happening, but I did anyway, and I was right: she wanted me to dress up like my wife. 
 
    I pulled the wig out of the bag. It was a long, blonde wig, styled surprisingly close to the way my wife kept her hair. I stormed out of the bathroom. “What kind of sick joke is this?” I said. 
 
    She remained cool and calm in her comfy sofa chair. “I call it, putting yourself in her shoes—literally. It’s a little exercise that I think will get us to the heart of your problem with Mary.”  
 
    “I’m not putting on a wig—and I’m definitely not putting on her lingerie.”  
 
    “She’ll never find out about this,” Dr. Taggart said, as if it was some sort of consolation, as if I was only resisting because I didn’t want my wife to know I put on her undies.  
 
    “So what?” I said. 
 
    “Entertain me, John. I’m just trying to help you. How’s this: if we get to the end of next week and you aren’t satisfied with my treatment, I’ll refund all of your money.” It was quite the wager. Either she was really certain that she could cure my sex issues by dressing me up in drag, or she didn’t mind losing a thousand bucks or so if it meant seeing me utterly humiliated. I had taken quite the jab at her line of work before, after all. Maybe this was just some form of twisted revenge. “In the end, it’s your decision.” 
 
    I regained control of my breathing and then I went back into the bathroom. Fine, I thought. If this would make her happy, then I’d entertain her. Besides, with doctor-patient confidentiality laws, the humiliation would only be lost on her, and after our last remaining session, I would never have to see her again. So what did I have to lose? I put on the stupid wig and then I took my wife’s lingerie out from my bag.  
 
    I felt so stupid, holding it up, actually considering putting it on. I wasn’t just considering it, I was building up the confidence to do it (if you can call it confidence). 
 
    In a weird way, there was a silver lining: I’d always wondered what the lingerie felt like, the way it hugged Mary’s body so tightly. It looked so comfortable, so sexy. Of course, it wouldn’t look sexy on me, seeing as I was a man—at least, I didn’t think it would. I was surprised, after I got the thing on and looked in the mirror, that I actually looked surprisingly good, in a feminine sort of way. If I was a chick, I could definitely rock the bustier.  
 
    Next I put on the fishnet stockings. The most embarrassing part of it all was the fact that they fit perfectly. They fit me even better than they fit Mary. Sometimes they would slide down her legs and end up bunched up around her ankles. They stayed up for me, and made my legs look great. The satin gloves were a similar story—they didn’t fit Mary great, but they looked awesome on me. It also helped the overall look, seeing as the stockings and the gloves helped to cover up the little body hair that I had (I’d never been able to grow much, so it wasn’t the hardest thing to cover up). 
 
    I don’t know where Dr. Taggart got the heels, but they fit almost perfectly (they were a bit tight, but they looked good). Walking in them wasn’t nearly as hard as I’d heard women make it out to be. I checked out my profile in the mirror. The heels made my butt look awesome, making it perk up and out, making my chest pronounced as if I actually had tits. My wife’s breasts weren’t huge—just B-cups—so giving myself the illusion of breasts wasn’t that difficult. I did have to stuff some toilet paper down the cups of the lingerie bustier.  
 
    Finally, I was faced with the makeup. I had no idea what was what or how to put any of it on. But I didn’t see the point. What could wearing makeup do that putting on the lingerie and the wig and the heels couldn’t? So after a deep breath, and after I’d swallowed the last of my pride, I stepped back into Dr. Taggart’s office. Her face lit up. “Oh my God, you look fantastic,” she said. 
 
    My cheeks became dark red. The worst part of it all was that she was right, I did look fantastic. Possibly worse than that was the fact that I felt fantastic. I was right—the lingerie did feel great, the way it tightly hugged my body and the way it framed my figure. I felt strangely sexy, even thought it was totally wrong. “Why no makeup?” she said. 
 
    “Can’t we just do this without the makeup? I don’t know how to put it on, even.” 
 
    She sprung to her feet. “Well I can help you with that. It’s very important we get all of the details right,” she said. “You need to feel the way your wife feels when you’re being intimate.” She took me by the hand and led me back into the bathroom.  
 
    She looked at me in the mirror and shook her head. “I can’t believe how good you look. Hell, you look hotter than me. I’m jealous.” I couldn’t help but blush—and maybe that was part of her plan. I figured she was trying to show me how nice it felt to be complimented—maybe she thought I didn’t compliment my wife enough or in the right ways. “Always start with the primer,” she said, pulling out a little bottle and handing it to me. “Make sure you get it evenly spread on your face.” 
 
    She stood eagerly behind me with her head over my shoulder as I attempted to put on the primer. “Good,” she said a few times.  
 
    “What’s the point of this?” I said, feeling silly, standing in women’s lingerie in front of a young woman who made more money than me. Everything about it was so surreal and ridiculous. 
 
    “Talk in your best lady voice,” she said. “If you’re going to feel like a woman, you need to start acting like a woman.”  
 
    It turned out, I had a little bit of pride left to swallow, which I did. “How does this sound?” I said, trying to do a female voice. 
 
    “Too high. Don’t go so high. Instead, speak more softly, more fluidly.” I did my best try and she said, “Much better.”  
 
    We moved onto foundation, bronzer, blush, eye shadow, eyeliner, mascara, and finally, a dark red lipstick that looked a lot like the one my wife used on special occasions. “Okay, now I’m going to go back into my office, and then you’re going to come out. You’re going to be Mary, I’m going to be John. Got it?” 
 
    “Got it,” I said, and then she scurried back into her office. I looked in the full-length mirror one last time. I actually looked really great. I could hardly believe how great I looked. If my wife felt this sexy when we were intimate, how could she have had any problems at all? I wished I could feel that sexy when we made love. I wished there was some equivalent I could put effort into to make myself look that good for Mary.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I went out into Dr. Taggart’s office. She had the lights dimmed. I felt uncomfortably exposed, in that lingerie, even with the shades pulled over the windows and even though Dr. Taggart had already seen everything. She stood up from her chair. “You look stunning,” she said to me. 
 
    “Thanks.” I stopped a few feet from the bathroom and found myself covering my chest with my forearm. 
 
    She walked up to me and moved my arm to my side. “Really, you look great.” She ran one of her hands gently down my side, landing on my bare hip. It seemed totally unprofessional, as if she was crossing a line, but I let her go on, trusting her just enough to go through with the silly role-playing. She put her fingers under my chin and tilted my head up. “Why are you looking at your toes?” she asked. 
 
    “I feel silly,” I said. 
 
    “Why would you feel silly? You look amazing,” she said. 
 
    I laughed. “Look, I compliment my wife but that’s not really how I talk to her.” 
 
    “I’m not pretending to be John right now. Right now, I’m telling you that you look amazing. I’m still shocked at how good you look in your wife’s lingerie.”  
 
    My cheeks became hot. I bit the corner of my lip.  
 
    “Do you feel sexy?” she asked, putting her hands on my hips, sliding them slowly back onto my ass. It was starting to feel like she was coming onto me, like this wasn’t part of her little therapy game anymore—or maybe it was and she was trying to get me to fold under the pressure, she was trying to get me to make a move. I had no idea what the hell she was trying to do. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. 
 
    “Turn around,” she said, so I did. The little piece of lingerie did nothing to cover my butt, so it felt strange turning my bare ass to my wife’s therapist. It felt even weirder when she stepped forward and pressed her pelvis against my bare ass, reached around my body and cupped my non-existent tits in her hands. “Do you feel confident right now?” she asked. 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. In a weird way, I did feel confident. I kept catching my reflection in her big picture window. I really did look hot in that outfit, in that makeup, and in that wig. She started to explore my body with her hands, sending warm vibrations through me. It felt nice. Her lips found my neck and she began to kiss me. My legs began to tremble. My cock began to harden. I had to cover it with my hand so Dr. Taggart wouldn’t see. She moved my hand away and then replaced it with her own, rubbing, massaging my growing erection. I should have stopped her, but I didn’t. It felt too good.  
 
    “Could you not do this with your wife?” she asked softly into my ear. 
 
    “I do this with my wife,” I said. She seemed to be under the impression that I just threw my wife onto the bed and went straight to penetration. She obviously wasn’t listening to me before when I told her we spent most of our time together in foreplay, kissing, touching, holding each other. I wasn’t the savage Dr. Taggart was trying to frame me as. 
 
    “You aren’t getting it yet, are you?” she said. 
 
    I tried to think of what she meant by that, but I was starting to slip away, starting to succumb to her gentle touch. Her fingers slipped into my panties and she grabbed onto my cock. “Do you like this?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “Would you let your wife do this for you?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, and I do,” I said. She pulled my cock out from my panties and started to stroke it.  
 
    She laughed. “You’ve got a big cock. Not too many pretty girls like you with such big cocks.” She sure knew how to stroke a dick. I was totally numbed by her touch, completely under her control. I felt like she used some sort of weird hypnosis on me without me realizing. Was this some sort of sexual hypnosis—was she getting me into some kind of deep state where she could reprogram my brain with a few simple commands, make me bark every time the doorbell rang?  
 
    She took my hand and brought it down to her crotch, up her skirt. “Rub my pussy,” she said, so I did. Her cunt was warm and wet. I rubbed her clit for a minute before slipping two fingers up her tight hole. Her moaning in my ear was driving me crazy. 
 
    My eyes found my reflection again, and this time I couldn’t pull my gaze away. I’d never seen anything more sexy, me standing in that delicious lingerie, my cock in Dr. Taggart’s firm grip. I reached an arm back, around her neck, and I pulled her in close, our cheeks touching. My other hand, deep in her snatch, was dripping wet. “I’m coming,” she said, and I felt her body tremble.  
 
    I wasn’t too far behind. I tried to hold back, but it was impossible. I ended up shooting my hot load all over her office table. God, it felt so good, unlike any orgasm I’d had in years.  
 
    “How did that feel?” she asked me, our faces still pressed together.  
 
    “It felt great.”  
 
    “Good. That’s what your wife is looking for.” 
 
    I have to admit, my orgasm with Dr. Taggart had me on a whole different dimension, a dimension I couldn’t remember ever reaching with Mary. Clearly, there was something missing. If Mary was able to get me into that state, a drooling, dripping puddle on the ground, then there wouldn’t be any issue. If I could be like that around her, she wouldn’t have any self-confidence issues whatsoever. But how could I bring that into our relationship? I tried asking Dr. Taggart, but she just said, “You need to figure it out on your own. We’ll get there by next week, I promise,” she said. “And bring your little outfit again.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I thought a lot about my meeting with Dr. Taggart. I wanted to know how she was able to bring me to that place that my wife longed for. Was it something she said to me? A compliment? Or was it maybe just the excitement of being with someone different? Was she suggesting we try new things like roleplaying, or swinging? I wasn’t interested in either—both seemed to unnatural and uncomfortable. I’d always thought that couples who swing aren’t really in love. 
 
    Mary and I had sex again, later in the week. I tried my best to harness that energy that I felt in Dr. Taggart’s office, but I just wasn’t able to bring it out. I even tried closing my eyes and thinking back to our little encounter together. I remembered how I looked in that wig, in that makeup, in Mary’s lingerie. That got a rise out of me. “Oh my God,” Mary said, edging closer to climaxing. The more I thought about my figure in Mary’s sexy little outfit, the more I felt that warm energy filling me up. My cock got so hard. Mary started to squirm and moan. I made her come hard just moments before I unloaded inside of her. 
 
    “That was nice,” she said. “What was different?” I could feel my face turn red. I couldn’t possibly admit that I was imagining myself dressed in her undies. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “I guess I was just really into it.”  
 
    I tried to figure out the key that I was missing, the key that I’d tuned into by imagining myself in that skimpy little outfit. I couldn’t get a grasp on it. It was so frustrating, having an answer dangling in front of me but not being able to grab hold of it.  
 
    “I guess Dr. Taggart is helping then?” Mary said. 
 
    “I think so. I guess we’ll see,” I said. I still had one more appointment with her, and I was determined to get to the root of the issue. She’d given me a taste, but that wasn’t enough for me. I needed a solution. 
 
    I arrived early for our third and final appointment. I wasn’t even sure Dr. Taggart was in the office, it was so quiet, until the door opened and the appointment before me said, “See you next week,” and left. Her office was impressively sound-proofed. The previous appointment was carrying a knapsack. I wondered if she worked similar techniques with other clients, dressing them up in drag, jerking them off. I couldn’t imagine there were too many doctors willing to whore themselves out in the name of therapy.  
 
    “Go get changed,” she said to me as I was about to sit down. “I don’t want to waste any time today. We have a lot to get to.” She tossed me the same black bag from our previous get-together, the one containing the makeup, the shoes, and the wig. “You can get yourself ready, right?” she said. 
 
    “I think so.” I took the bag into the bathroom. I was excited. I’d been secretly looking forward to our appointment since I left the last time—and not just because she’d given me a handjob, but because it seemed like she was really getting to the root of the problem. It was so close, I could feel it.  
 
    I put on the little black bustier, the fishnet stockings, and the satin gloves. I got the wig on just right, nice and secure, and then I started on the makeup. It wasn’t as easy without Dr. Taggart’s help, but I was able to make myself look nice. I decided to give myself little flicks with the eyeliner, which I thought made me look even sexier. 
 
    I stood tall, checking myself out in the mirror. There was a taboo enjoyment to dressing up in Mary’s lingerie. I was going to miss doing it when my time with Dr. Taggart was up. I could always dress up when I was alone, with the house to myself, but what was the fun in that? The best part was Dr. Taggart’s compliments, the way she touched my body, made me feel sexy.  
 
    I stepped out into her office. She smiled. “I forgot how good you looked in that bustier,” she said. “And those stockings—just stunning.”  
 
    I felt that familiar warmth rushing into my cheeks. I was pretty sure that I was starting to become privy to her game. Maybe she wasn’t trying to tell me that I needed to give Mary more compliments, but maybe she was telling me I needed to be complimented more often. But what could Mary say? What could I do to deserve any more compliments? I couldn’t spend an hour in front of the mirror before we had sex—what would I do? Trim my body hair? Pluck the hairs between my eyebrows? It just wasn’t the same. 
 
    She walked up to me and, just like the time before, she put her hands on my body. “Have you figured it all out yet?” she asked. 
 
    “No, tell me what I should be figuring out,” I said. 
 
    “The answer to your problems. You really haven’t figured it out?” She laughed. “Undress me.” 
 
    “What?” I said, not sure I heard her right. 
 
    “Undress me.” Her words were as clear as day. She wasn’t wearing much, as usual—just a short dress, not even a bra. I carefully pushed the straps off of her shoulders and then I shimmied the top of her dress down, over her tits. She had great tits. “You can feel them if you’d like,” she said, so I did, giving them a firm squeeze. “It’s important that you’re aroused for the next portion of our treatment.” A quick chill ran down my spine. Referring to anything remotely sexual as treatment sounded so strange, so wrong. But ultimately, she was right—I was there for treatment. I was following her orders in hopes that she could help my marriage.  
 
    “Keep undressing me, darling,” she said. I took her dress and shimmied it down further. She wasn’t wearing any panties and her pubic hair was shaved into a neat little landing strip. “Do you want to lick my pussy?” she asked. 
 
    My face was hot—it must have been a dark shade of crimson. I sunk to my knees and nestled my nose into her landing strip. Carefully, I began to lick the length of her slit. She sunk her fingers into my hair. “Stay down on your knees,” she said, taking a step back. She walked over to her desk and began to dig something out from a bottom drawer. She looked sexy, naked, bent over her desk, her perfect tits hanging down. I was still trying to rack my brain as to how this was therapy, what the end goal of all of this was. 
 
    She returned with a strap-on dildo in her hand. She took the straps and brought them around her hips. She tied it nice and tight, and then she pointed across the room. “See that mirror. I want you to watch yourself in the mirror,” she said, stepping back up to me. “Now suck my cock.” 
 
    My heart stuttered. She wanted me to do what? What kind of therapy was this? She had me on my knees, in makeup, in a wig, in my wife’s lingerie, with a big, hard dildo dangling an inch from my lips. “I promise this will all make sense soon,” she said. 
 
    So I took a deep breath and I opened wide for the toy cock. She pushed it in through my lips, sinking it deep towards my throat. Her fingers found themselves nestled once again in my hair. “Just like that. Keep those eyes on the mirror.” She gently thrust her plastic cock in and out of my mouth.  
 
    I looked at the mirror. It was an incredibly arousing sight, me sucking that flesh-coloured dildo. Just the sight alone was making my own cock begin to grow, harden, slip out from my tiny black panties. “You look great, don’t you?” she said. 
 
    I couldn’t respond with the cock in my mouth, so I just nodded as best I could. A powerfully arousing sight or not, I still didn’t understand what this had to do with anything. “Stand up,” she said, so I did. She took my hand and led me towards her desk. “Getting it yet?” she said. 
 
    “No.” I loved the feeling of walking in high-heels, the confident strut, the way my butt jiggled every so slightly with each step. I once again found myself feeling jealous of my wife. It was a special confidence reserved only for her.  
 
    “Bend over,” Dr. Taggart said. “Hands on the desk, just like that.” Once again, I was under her spell, being controlled by her strange, erotic hypnosis. I don’t know how she did it, or whether she had actually done anything at all.  
 
    She shimmied down my panties and then I felt the tip of the dildo press against my tight hole. She wasn’t actually going to do it, was she? She wasn’t actually going to penetrate me, fuck me in the ass in the middle of her office, or was she? She started to press in. “Relax,” she said. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I said, looking back at her. She pressed one of her hands down on the middle of my back.  
 
    “Just trust me,” she said. 
 
    My heart was racing. I had no reason to trust her. She hadn’t actually solved any of my problems—sure, I thought she was getting close, but none of my questions had been answered and I still wasn’t convinced she knew anything about sexual relationships. But for some reason, I continued to trust her, to follow her orders. I took a deep breath and tried to relieve the tension from my body. Then, the cock slid in.  
 
    “Oh God,” I said, my fingers curling against the hard surface of her desk. I struggled to stay balanced in my tiny heels. I’d never been penetrated in the ass before. I never knew it felt so good. 
 
    Warm pulses began to fill my body. “Just relax. Look at yourself in the mirror.” I hadn’t realized until she pointed it out, but there was a mirror directly in front of us. I could see myself bent over, arms spread out on the desk, with Dr. Taggart behind me, thrusting her dildo slowly in and out of my body. I don’t know why, but it was so powerfully arousing. My cock was rock-hard once again, pressed up against the side of the desk. “It’s okay to admit you like it,” she said. 
 
    “I like it,” I said back. “Harder.” 
 
    I once again found myself drifting into that other dimension, that whole different level of pleasure that Mary and I had never quite reached before. The only difference was that for once, I was the one being dominated. Like when Dr. Taggart stood behind me with a firm grip on my cock, I was the one submitting, I was the one rolling with the punches, not the one in control. 
 
    And then I realized—that was exactly what she wanted me to get. There was no hidden message, no reading between the lines. She literally wanted me to realize that I was happier being dominated, being the woman. My fascination with Mary’s lingerie and her makeup was just my own desire to be in her position, be the one being bent over, having the control taken away from me.  
 
    Dr. Taggart reached around and secured a grip on my cock. “Come for me, baby,” she said, jerking me off tightly. It didn’t take long before I made a mess all over the side of her desk. It felt amazing—and it was an experience I wished I could share with my beautiful wife. 
 
    “I’ve been talking to Mary for the last year. She would do anything for you, John,” Dr. Taggart said. “Anything.” She didn’t have to say it twice for me to get it. “And you can keep the wig and the makeup and the strap-on. Consider it a little parting gift.”  
 
    The thought of going to my wife and asking her to partake in my new fantasy made my heart race. It seemed like the equivalent of coming out of the closet—telling her I wanted to put on her lingerie and I wanted her to fuck me in the ass, that from time to time I wanted to be the one getting dominated.  
 
    “What did you and Dr. Taggart talk about today?” Mary asked me, and then I stared into her eyes, trying to gather the confidence to ask. My heart was filled with a combination of dread and excitement. I was putting myself into unknown territory, putting myself into the most vulnerable place I could imagine. 
 
    “Do you want to have sex?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure,” she said with a smile. 
 
    I bit my tongue, my heart racing faster. “Except this time, I want to put on the lingerie,” I said. It felt good to say out loud, to get it off of my chest. 
 
    It felt even better when the smile swept across her face. “Sounds like fun,” she said, biting her lip to contain her excitement.  
 
    Suffice to say, our sex life was never boring again after my meetings with Dr. Taggart. It turned out all I needed in my life were some fishnets and some soft, satin gloves.  
 
    THE END 
 
    THE GIRLFRIEND DARE 
 
    Sometimes a dare goes too far, like the dare Tim accepted when his twin sister, Lucy, was out of town: pretend to be Lucy with Anthony, Lucy’s football-star boyfriend. It was just a harmless joke… until Anthony actually bought into it.  
 
    Now, Tim’s dug himself into a hole that keeps getting deeper. And when Anthony comes around looking for some action, Tim has to make a tough decision: put an end to the nonsense or carry on the Girlfriend Dare.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I wasn’t the most popular kid in my school. Hell, I might have even been the least popular kid on my school. The only person I ever hung out with was Lucy, my twin sister, and even that ended when we started going to different schools. 
 
    That’s right. When Lucy and I went off to different high-schools, my situation got worse. I was literally left with no friends. Zero. Zilch. Nada. My parents thought it would be good to separate us, so we wouldn’t get that creepy, clingy twin-syndrome that so many twins suffer from. We were super close as young kids, so maybe it was a good thing that my parents separated us. Before the split, Lucy didn’t have any friends either; we had always spent all of our time together—so yeah, I can see how going into adulthood, my parents would want to put their foot down on that issue. 
 
    We weren’t identical twins, obviously (seeing as I was a boy), but we were hard to tell apart—at least we were before I started to grow some facial hair and she started to sprout some perky tits. 
 
    Lucy went on to thrive at her new high school. But me? Not so much. I was totally overlooked in the hallways. I didn’t know how to make friends. I never had to. I always had Lucy and I never felt the need to befriend anyone else. Not to mention, by the time I showed up at my new school, everyone already had their friend-circles mapped out—they’d built them up over a decade of schooling. Meanwhile, by the end of my sister’s first week of school, she had half the school knocking on our door, wanting to hang out. It helped that she was, admittedly, a pretty good looking girl. I can’t tell you how many times I’d picked up the phone to hear Lucy’s male schoolmates asking for her. Hell, sometimes they thought I was Lucy—one guy even asked me out to their homecoming dance thinking I was her (I was still waiting for my voice to deepen). 
 
    Because she was so popular, it wasn’t a surprise at all when I found out she was dating Anthony Gregg, the coolest kid in town, the quarterback for the football team, the kid who was constantly being scouted by pro college teams. Lucy never brought him around the house. She probably thought we were too embarrassing of a family and she didn’t want to corrupt her trophy-boyfriend’s mind. God knows my mother would have sat him down on the couch and showed him every picture from every baby-book.  
 
    As the school year went on, Lucy came home later and later, sometimes, when my parents were out of town, she wouldn’t come home at all. One night, my parents came home early from an out-of-town business meeting (they both worked at the same insurance company) and Lucy wasn’t home—she was at Anthony Gregg’s house. I tried my best to lie for her, but my parents caught on and Lucy was grounded for a month. My parents were absolutely livid. I couldn’t remember seeing them that mad in my entire life. They took away her phone, her computer—everything. When my parents were gone, she would use my phone to text and call her football-star lover, Anthony. I would always get my phone back with all of the messages erased, as if she didn’t want me to see what her and her boyfriend had been talking about (not that I wanted to see anyway).  
 
    After that incident, my parents had so little trust in Lucy that they brought her along with them on their next business trip—a weeklong excursion across the country to an insurance convention in Nevada. Lucy, computer-less and phone-less, would spend her entire week in a Nevada hotel room under careful parental supervision. 
 
    That’s where my story begins… 
 
    I was hanging out with a guy from my school, Rob, the closest I’d ever been to having a real friend, when I got the text message from Anthony: “Hey babe, haven’t heard from you in a few days. Everything alright?” Apparently, Lucy never told Anthony she was going away on my parents’ business trip. With my parents snatching her up so quickly, she probably didn’t get the chance to send out the farewell message. 
 
    Rob was looking over my shoulder at the message. His face was a combination of amused and confused. “Why is some dude named Anthony calling you a babe?” 
 
    I explained the situation to him and he proceeded to laugh. 
 
    “Your sister is dating Anthony Gregg?” he asked. It really was a big deal—Anthony was always making the local news. His team was undefeated and he had more scholarships lined up than any other student in the state.  “Text him back,” he said. 
 
    I started to write out the message: Hi Anthony. Lucy is out of town with my parents… Then Rob cut me off. “What the hell are you doing?” he asked, snatching the phone away from me, before I could come close to pressing send. 
 
    “Telling him Lucy’s not here.” 
 
    “Don’t do that,” he said. “Let’s fuck with him.” 
 
    I thought about my sister and how pissed off she would be if she found out about what I had been doing. But I really wanted to be friends with Rob. He was a popular kid and I had no other friends. He was my ticket out of loner-city. “Okay,” I said, and with great hesitation, I let him captain my phone. 
 
    “What should we say?” he asked, but before I could think of anything, he said, “Oh wait, I have a great idea.” I watched him hammer out of a message, but I couldn’t see what he was writing. “Sent,” he said with a  big smirk on his face.  
 
    “What did you write?” I asked. 
 
    He turned the phone to me and my heart dropped. I was actually pretty angry with Rob, and I almost snapped at him. But again, I wanted our friendship to work out—I was tired of being the school’s token loser, a sad little hall-wanderer. Rob wrote: 
 
    “Hey babe. I’m just at home, thinking about you and your big dick. Why don’t you send me a picture of that big cock of yours?” 
 
    My heart stuttered. I was going to ruin things with Anthony and Lucy. Lucy was going to kill me and hate me forever. He was all she ever talked about, her prized possession. And here I was, letting my almost-friend, Rob, destroy everything. “What the hell are you doing?” I asked, trying my best to keep my composure. 
 
    He smiled. “Oh c’mon, it’s not a big deal.” 
 
    And then the phone buzzed and we both looked down at it. And my God, there it was, a photo of Anthony Gregg’s big, erect cock. We were both speechless. I looked away quickly. I’d never seen another man’s cock before—aside from the odd flaccid member down in the YMCA locker room. Anthony Gregg wasn’t just an amazing football player, he had a big cock too. I couldn’t help but wonder, could my sister even handle such a thing? We were both small people, small statures. The cock must have been the length of my sister’s abdomen, for crying out loud! “Holy shit,” Rob said. “He’s typing a message. Look!” 
 
    The phone buzzed and we both looked down at it. “Why don’t you show me that pretty little pussy of yours. Or is it still sore from last time?” Anthony wrote. 
 
    A shiver ran up my spine. It was far too much information for me. I knew they were fucking but I liked to play ignorant to it. She was, after all, my twin sister, my closest friend. And no wonder my sister was sore after last time—just look at the size of that bull-dick! “Shit man, what do we do?” Rob said. He looked up at me and his eyes lit up. He had some sort of plan and I could tell I wasn’t going to like it. “We need to send him something.” He bit his lip. 
 
    “Why? Just say no. Just say I’ll show him in person next week or something. This is going too far.” My heart was racing. Not only was I risking my sister’s relationship, I was now risking her reputation. Now Rob knew my sister let Anthony Gregg fuck her with his big dick and he had the proof to show the school if he decided he didn’t like me. 
 
    “Give me the phone back,” I said. “C’mon, seriously.”  
 
    He held it up, above my head. He was nearly a foot taller than me and his arms were long. Even jumping, I couldn’t reach the phone. I felt like a little kid trying to get a basketball away from Shaq—it was hopeless.   
 
    “Here. I have an idea.” He started towards my sisters room. I was reluctant to follow, but what choice did I have at this point? I was already kicking myself for making such a big mistake, letting Rob get carried away with this nonsense. He swung open my sister’s closet door and started digging through her clothes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    He didn’t answer. Instead, he just kept on digging. Then, like a pirate discovering treasure after a decades-long hunt, he jumped back and held up a black, lacy piece of lingerie. “Bingo!” he said. I looked at the tiny little thing and wondered where the hell it came from. Why did my sister own such a thing? What was more pressing on my mind: what was Rob planning on doing with it? 
 
    “Put it on,” he said, thrusting it towards me. 
 
    “What? Are you crazy?” I said. 
 
    “C’mon. We’re going to take some pictures.” He stared at me expectantly, as if what he was suggesting was totally insane. 
 
    “You’re crazy,” I said. 
 
    He laughed. Apparently he knew he was crazy, but he didn’t seem to care. “Look,” he said, “we’ll take a few pictures and we’ll crop out your face. No offence, but you have your sister’s body. Anthony won’t know the difference.” I wanted to dispute this statement but it was true, I did have a remarkably similar body to that of my sister—thin, soft features. She had small tits so that wasn’t much of an issue.  
 
    But there was one glaring issue: my cock. “What about my bulge?” I asked, holding the number, staring at it, regretting every decision I’d made in the past hour.  
 
    “Just tuck it between your legs. It’s not rocket science, man,” he said, laughing. “C’mon, it’ll be super funny.” 
 
    A number of red flags were screaming in my mind. For instance, what else was Rob going to do with these pictures? It would be so easy for him to take the photos and fire them off to the whole school, to everyone, humiliating me horribly and totally.  
 
    “Dude, c’mon,” he said. And for whatever stupid reason, I couldn’t say no. I was so close to being in with Rob and his circle of friends. I needed this last little push—I would never have to eat lunch alone again. “I dare you,” he said, as if it made it harder to say no to. And in a way, it did. There’s something about a dare that really takes things to the next level. A dare changes the stakes. Something humiliating, like putting on your sister’s lingerie, becomes a way to prove your value, your masculinity, your fearlessness. A dare is a powerful thing.  
 
    “Okay, fine. Leave the room,” I said, and he did. Then, I found myself face to face with myself in my sister’s mirror. What was I thinking? Why was I doing this? I can’t tell you how many times I asked myself those questions, over and over. I started to slip out of my clothes, watching myself become naked. I let my boxer shorts fall to the ground and then I stepped into the little black outfit. It was tight but I managed to slip it up my body. Rob’s tucking idea didn’t work too well. Every time I moved even slightly, my balls would slip out of the thin crotch of the outfit. Not to mention, I was covered in body hair that would be a dead giveaway. I turned to my profile and checked myself out. For a dude, I didn’t look too bad, save for the abundance of body hair. I had a nice curve to my back and a plump tush. Hell, when I squinted my eyes, I even looked kind of hot. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Without warning, Rob walked into the room. My instincts brought both of my hands down to my crotch, which was teeming out of my outfit. “What the hell are you doing?” I said. “I’m not ready yet.”  
 
    He laughed. “Oh my God, Tim, you’re a babe. This is going to work so well, you have no idea. But you need to shave first. I’ve never seen so much hair on a man before!” I was proud of my body hair—it was my one very masculine trait. Without it, I would be a near-spitting image of my sister. But Rob was right. If this trick was going to work, I needed to lose the hair.  
 
    I went to the bathroom, and Rob went back to my sister’s closet. It took a good twenty minutes to get all of the hair off of my body (I’d never shaved before in my life). It was slightly disturbing just how feminine my legs were without my leg hair. When I returned to my sister’s room, Rob threw me a pair of fishnet stockings (again, which I had no idea why my sister owned). He was also holding up a bunch of hair. 
 
    “Ew, what’s that?” I said, looking at the long, blonde hair that perfectly matched my own (and my sister’s) natural hair colour.  
 
    “Your sister’s extensions. To complete the image.” At this point, I was all in. There was no sense in denying the fishnet stockings or the long, blonde extensions. Once it was all in place, I looked in the mirror again and my heart sank into my gut. I wasn’t staring at myself. I was staring at my sister. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Rob said—or maybe I said it. I was in too much shock to know for sure.  
 
    “Let’s take those pictures,” Rob said. 
 
    So for the next twenty minutes, we held our little photo-shoot. With my cock tucked between my thighs, we snapped a handful of pictures. The one we used had me pulling the crotch of the black number right up to the edge of my imaginary pussy—a tease shot. It was the best we could do without somehow crafting some sort of latex vagina. We even took a few shots of me pretending to rub my clit—with the edge of the frame at my chin, toilet paper stuffed in my tits.  
 
    We got a message back from Anthony just a minute later. “Oh yeah, babe, I bet you’re so wet. How badly do you wish I was there to fuck you senseless?”  
 
    “So badly,” Rob replied, his thumbs typing with impressive speed. 
 
    “Show me your tits, darling,” Anthony wrote. 
 
    Again, we took a tease shot—me pulling down the top slightly but revealing nothing. We had to take the shot a few times from different angles before it was convincing enough. 
 
    “You fucking tease,” Anthony wrote. “I should come over these and stick it in your ass. Send me a pic of your asshole, baby.” 
 
    Rob lost it, breaking into a fit of uncontrollable laughter. I might have laughed too had the thought of Anthony with my twin sister not been the topic stuck in my mind.  “I know how much you like it in the ass,” was Anthony’s next message.  
 
    “Did you shave your asshole?” Rob asked. “We can take a quick shot for him.” 
 
    “No way,” I said, picking my clothes up off of the floor. I was done. That was it. Rob’s dumb little joke had gone way too far. He was slightly disappointed that the game was over, but he didn’t seem too upset. He’d gotten quite a bit out of all the shenanigans, and he left my house with a satisfied smile on his face. I felt like a total idiot, essentially whoring myself out (and my sister too, in a way) for a prospective friendship. Was it worth it? Probably not. 
 
    It was late. I set my alarm and went to the bathroom to brush my teeth. While I was brushing, I looked through my phone and started to delete the pictures. God forbid one of them escaped my phone to find the eyes of my schoolmates. Though looking through them, I wondered if anyone would even believe it was me and not my sister in the shots. Hell, even the shots that caught my face, I looked like my sister. I came across one shot where I was hot—it was a shot worthy of the Sports Illustrated cover. My ass looked great, my legs were stunning, and even my face was sexy as hell. My finger hovered over the little trash-can icon but I hesitated. Something stopped me from deleting it. It was the best photo ever taken of me, and I was a girl in it. It was such a shame, I thought.  
 
    I have to admit, I got hard looking at the photo. Who knew I could be so sexy? It was almost a shame I wasn’t a girl, and I could put this body to use. 
 
    My heart fluttered and I found myself back in my sister’s room, back in that outfit. I don’t know what came over me—possessed me—but there I was, standing in front of the mirror (this time alone, with the house to myself), my legs looking perfect in those black fishnet stockings. My cock was hard and tall. Then another strange impulse came over me and I found myself trying on my sister’s makeup, applying her lipstick, flicking her mascara onto my eyelashes. I looked in the mirror again.  
 
    God, I couldn’t take it anymore. I started to beat myself off. I came so damn fast, all over my sister’s mirror, all over my own beautiful reflection. And as my cum blasted out from my cock, my sensibilities came rushing back to me. What was I doing? Did I seriously just jerk off to myself in drag? I slipped out of the outfit, put it right back where I found it, and zipped across the hallway, heart beating fast, to my own bedroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I was home alone the next day, about to take a shower, when there was a knock at the door. I left the hot water running and I went to answer it. Then my heart skipped a beat when I saw who it was; it was Anthony Gregg. He looked at me with a peculiar look and then said, “You must be Lucy’s twin brother,” he said.  
 
    “That’s me,” I said. I had this overwhelming fear that he would recognize me from the pictures. I also had an overwhelming fear that I was about to be caught in a lie. Because just a few minutes before he showed up unannounced at my doorstep, he texted my phone and asked what I was up to. I made the very big mistake of telling him I was just relaxing at home. “Mind if I go up to see your sis?” he asked. He must have just been down the street when he sent that text message. 
 
    There was no way I could tell him that Lucy had gone out within the few minutes it took for him to reach our door. “I was just on my way to football practise. Thought I’d stop in and say hi. Is she up in the shower?” he asked, the fizzle of the shower audible from downstairs.  
 
    I panicked. “Yeah, she’s just in the shower.” 
 
    “That’s cool. I’ll wait down here. You don’t mind, do you?” he asked, taking a seat on the couch.  
 
    “Um,” I said, trying desperately to think a way out of this mess. I had no ideas—nothing. “She takes long showers,” I said, thinking it would somehow help my cause. Maybe he needed to get to football practise sooner than later. It was a thin chance. 
 
    And it didn’t help my cause at all. “I don’t mind waiting,” he said, leaning back, picking up the TV remote and flicking on the TV. I went upstairs, heart racing. What was I supposed to do? If he found out my sister was gone, he would find out it was me who sent the photos. I would be dead. I needed to figure out a way to make those pictures disappear, make him either forget about them or never mention them again. But first, I needed to make him think my sister was actually home. And the only way I could think to do that, was to become my sister.  
 
    My heart sank into my gut as I slipped into her room and began to dig through her clothes. In my panic, I didn’t even look to see what I was grabbing. I just grabbed an item from her shirts drawer, something from her pants drawer, a random pair of panties, and the first bra I could find. Before leaving the room, I grabbed the hair extensions as well. Then I slipped into the bathroom, put the extensions in my hair (which was much quicker process this time, now that I had a little bit of experience), got undressed, and hopped into the shower. “What the hell are you doing, you idiot?” I said to myself, over and over. I started saying it in my best Lucy voice. I wasn’t too far off, but if Anthony knew her well at all, he would be able to tell the difference.  
 
    But luckily, in my harsh anxiety, my voice became hoarse and shaken. I sounded like I had a cold. Perfect! I thought. I could tell him I wasn’t feeling well, that I was losing my voice, that it hurt to speak so I’d prefer to keep my voice low. I got out of the shower and started to get dressed. Then I realized what I’d grabbed from the closet. 
 
    I must have grabbed from Lucy’s partying clothes. The pants I was trying to slip onto my body were skin tight, leather pants. The top was a low cut tank-top with large, gaping arm holes—and I didn’t exactly have the boobs to pull it off. But I didn’t have a choice. When I poked my head out from the bathroom, I could see there was someone in my sister’s room: Anthony. He must have migrated up while I was in the shower. I was stuck with the clothes I’d grabbed. 
 
    So I did the best I could, stuffing my bra carefully with toilet paper, adjusting my cock to minimize the obvious bulge. I quickly put on some mascara and some eye shadow. I didn’t look half-bad. If this had been just another photography session, I would have nailed it. Anthony—or anyone who knew Lucy, for that matter—wouldn’t have known the difference. But it wasn’t just another photography session. Now I needed to play the part, too. I needed to speak and act like Lucy and I needed to nail it. Sure, I knew Lucy better than anyone and if anyone could pull it off, it was me. But I didn’t really know what Lucy was like with Anthony. I never knew that side of Lucy and she always kept her love life separate from her home life. So I was just going to have to wing it. 
 
    With a deep breath, I stepped out from the bathroom and I started towards Lucy’s room—my room, as far as Anthony was concerned.  
 
    “Hey babe,” he said, standing up from Lucy’s bed, smiling.  
 
    “Hey,” I said. “Sorry, I think I’ve come down with a bit of a cold.” I stopped in the doorway, keeping my distance from the hunk of a man. My heart was racing. One slip up and I was toast. If Anthony didn’t beat the hell out of me, my sister would certainly do her best. 
 
    “You seemed okay last night,” he said, stepping towards me. He put his hands on my arms. His hands were huge, making me look so petite. “I haven’t seen you in a while. I’ve missed you.” He looked down at me and smiled. I could see why women were obsessed with Anthony Gregg. He had the most piercing eyes, the most handsome smile. He was teeming with undeniable charisma—a strong aura of confidence. 
 
    “I missed you, too. Sorry I’ve been so busy.” 
 
    “You just need to relax,” he said and he started leading me towards the bed. My heart took off into another fury. 
 
    “I’m on my period, you know,” I said. It was the first thing that came to my mind and it came out of my mouth before I’d even processed the thought. It wasn’t a bad idea, though. It saved me from the prospect of sex (at least, I thought it did), and it gave me an excuse as to why I might be ‘acting different’. 
 
    “Already?” he said, as if he could remember Lucy’s last period. The panic was starting to overtake my body. I was rigid, standing as stiff as a pole next to Lucy’s bed. “Lay down,” he said, pointing at the bed, but I didn’t move. He laughed and then began to push me down. He was so strong—I couldn’t battle his strength. The next thing I knew, I was on my stomach, face against the bed. I was practically exposed. If he looked carefully enough, he could probably see the clips of my extensions, and from the right angle, he could probably see the bulge of my cock between my legs. But luckily, he didn’t seem to notice either. 
 
    “I’m really not feeling well,” I insisted, but that just made him laugh again. 
 
    “I know you aren’t. You need to relax.” I felt his hands press up against my back and he started to rub. I’ll give him that—he gave a good back rub. His hands moved all over my back, digging into all the right spots. I actually started to relax. For a moment, I’d forgotten that I was trying to get rid of him—and that I still needed a plan to make him forget about the sexy pictures I sent to his phone the night before. His hands moved down south and he started to rub my ass and all of my anxieties came rushing back to me. He was moving as far south as my upper thighs. He was only a few inches away from rubbing my bulging cock. “Relax,” he said again, his knees now planted on either side of my thighs. I could feel his muscular butt rubbing against me. 
 
    I tried to think of something to say, to get my plan rolling. But nothing came to mind. All I could think of was those pictures of me in my sister’s lingerie, looking sexy, and how I was actually convincing the most sought-after man in town that I was a woman (who he found attractive). It was, in a strange way, a nice feeling. After a few minutes, I once again found myself slipping away from my anxieties, slipping further into the relaxation he was so keen on me slipping into. 
 
    Then something felt off. It took me a moment to notice that he’d been carefully slipping my pants down and his muscular hands were now deeply caressing my bare butt cheeks. Only the thin strip of my panties were shielding my cock and balls from his view. “What are you doing?” I said, tensing up instantly. 
 
    “Just relax,” he said again. Somehow, I managed to relax. The way his hands moved on my body—I couldn’t help it. I wasn’t strong. It felt so good, his powerful hands caressing my body. 
 
    He slipped his fingers underneath my panties and began to rub circles around my asshole. Now, he was just millimetres from accidentally touching my balls. Worst of all, he was in the perfect position to strangle me. All he had to do was reach forward and grab me by the throat and I would have been completely helpless, on my stomach. “I’m not kidding—I’m on my period,” I said, biting my lip. I couldn’t have him reach down any further. 
 
    He laughed again. “I know, I know,” he said. “Don’t worry. I know what you like, baby,” he said. And in my weakness, I let him continue. I relaxed slowly and then became quickly tense again when one of his fingers slipped up into my butthole. “Relax,” he said. It was becoming a mantra. The teasing finger slipped out and the butt-rub continued, but only with a single hand. The other hand was busy doing something out of my plane of sight, but I could hear the jingle of his belt and I had a good idea about what was coming next. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I closed my eyes and tried to convince myself otherwise. He wasn’t really going to do it, right? Did he really just come over for, quite literally, a booty call? I took a deep breath and then I felt it, the big, warm, bulbous tip press up between my butt cheeks. I felt his fingers pull aside my panties. I could hear my beating heart reverberating through my sister’s mattress. What do I do? Do I stop him? What excuse can I give? Apparently my sister likes it in the butt, and the period thing clearly wasn’t doing anything to change his mind. What other excuses did I have? 
 
    The other option was to just take it—bite my tongue and let him get it over with. Then I would just need to find a way to delete those photos off of his phone. His cock began to push into my asshole. My God, it was big—thick, throbbing, warm. He managed to push through my tight clench. I could hear him sighing deeply in a state of pure pleasure as my anus hugged his humongous dick. 
 
    “Anthony, c’mon. I’m not in the mood,” I said, my voice shaken. “I’m not feeling good.” 
 
    “You know this always makes you feel better.” I could hear the smirk in his voice. He was horny. There was no stopping him. Any excuse I made, he would counter with an excuse of his own, and he was set out to win. I was stuck taking it. I’d never had sex before—I’d never had a cock in my ass before (or anything in my ass, for that matter). I was about to lose my virginity to my sister’s boyfriend and his monster-cock. 
 
    He slid in deep—deeper and deeper. When would it end? How long was this beast. I looked back, straining my neck. He was naked, his body a chiselled rock-sculpture of bulging muscles. His cock must have been as thick as a tube of tennis balls for crying out loud. How was that thing fitting into my ass. Strangely, it didn’t hurt, but it was a strange feeling, being completely stuffed all the way up to my sternum.  
 
    He started to rise up and plunge down. I could feel every inch of his giant rod, every vein, every muscular ridge. The thing was just as muscular and rigid as his football body. I pushed my face into my sister’s pillow and bit down hard. Bursts of warm energy were pulsing through my body. I could hardly stand it, my body filling with a strange euphoria. My own cock was getting hard against the mattress. I could feel my balls slip out from my panties but there was nothing I could do about it except hope he didn’t notice. And for the time being, he didn’t. He was too busy pounding my ass raw with his giant pole of a cock. 
 
    He planted his hands down on my mid-back, holding me in place. Now I was completely immobile, only able to move my arms slightly, trapped listening to the loud slaps as his hard pelvis striking against my ass. That, I have to admit, hurt quite a bit, but the swirling euphoria building up in my body was the real focus of my attention. 
 
    His cock became impossibly harder, thicker, longer. The thing was practically touching my heart with every swift thrust. But God, how I loved the feeling of his strong hands holding me down, rendering me motionless, reducing me to a glorified sex toy while he drove his manhood in and out of my body. My body finally relaxed and he somehow slipped in deeper. I could feel his balls slapping my ass with every hard push. It felt so incredible.  
 
    The force of each blow rocked my body enough to rub my own erection against the mattress. Between that and the ecstasy from each of his blows, I was getting close to coming. Without even touching my cock, I was about to blast cum everywhere.  
 
    He grabbed my hair and pulled. For a moment I was worried the extensions wouldn’t hold, but they did, and I once again relaxed down, revelling in the pulsing of my cock, ready to burst.  
 
    “Harder,” I said, and he listened, driving down harder, with impressive force, making the whole bed rise off of the floor and slam down. “Faster,” I said, and he listened. He was panting, grunting, growling. I was moaning. I was about to come. I couldn’t hold back. I tried, but I just couldn’t. 
 
    I came in my sister’s tight little panties. I could feel the warm wetness pooling up around my cock as all of the intense euphoria centralized at my cock.  
 
    “Fuck,” he groaned and then after another series of swift plunges, he started to come. I felt it—my God, I felt it—the hot, gooey cum filling my asshole deep. His load was impressive—amazing. Each blast was somehow greater than the last.  
 
    My whole body convulsed in an uncontrolled pleasure. It felt so incredible, unlike anything I could ever describe. When he pulled out, I could feel his giant load rushing out and down to my balls. I should have jumped up and covered up so he didn’t catch a glimpse of anything awry, but I was still too far gone in my elated state to move. I just lay there with my stomach on the bed, cum pouring out of my ass. “Don’t you feel better?” he said. 
 
    I made some sort of noise that only closely resembled speech. My body was numb still.  
 
    “I’m going to clean up. I’ll be back in a few minutes,” he said, and then he left for the bathroom. I continued to lay motionless for a moment before the thought occurred to me: this is my chance. Next to the bed was his phone. I grabbed it and as quickly as I possibly could, I deleted all of the photos and messages I’d sent him the night before.  
 
    Now I needed a plan to erase the past couple of days from his mind, wipe them from the history books. I thought hard, but what could I possibly do or say to convince him to let the memory go? I heard him from the bathroom. “You look great in that outfit, by the way.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I called back and I continued my panicked thinking. Ideas, ideas, ideas—I had none. I stood up and ran over to the closet to quickly change my panties, so he wouldn’t notice the big wet cum spot where my cock bulge was. My butt hurt, raw from the rough pounding, but there was still a lingering elation that I couldn’t get over. Part of me wanted to lay back down on the bed and call to him to do it again, stuff me with his big, thick cock one more time. 
 
    Then he came in while my pants were down. Luckily, I was facing away from him. I froze. As long as I kept my back to him, he wouldn’t notice my cock. As long as I kept my back to him… 
 
    “Nice ass,” he said. 
 
    I carefully reached for a new pair of panties. I was going to have to be fast and subtle if I was going to slip them on without him noticing my dangling ball sack. 
 
    “I should be going,” he said, “or I’m going to be late for practise.” He stepped up behind me and his chin rested on my shoulder. The clean panties were still in my hand, which was shaking with fear. All he had to do was look down and he would see my cock. “We should do this again sometime,” he said.  
 
    “Yeah, totally,” I said. I was completely rigid, completely stiff. It was almost too bad that we couldn’t do it again sometime—that as soon as my sister was home, I would be once again out of the picture, as if I’d never been in the picture to begin with. Too bad, because his big cock in my ass felt amazing. I was going to miss that incredible sensation. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” he said, “I won’t tell your sister.” Then he reached around and grabbed my cock with his big, strong hand, fondling it gently between his fingers. He smiled and then turned to leave.  
 
    My heart was racing. What just happened? Did he know the whole time? 
 
    He stopped in the doorway and winked at me before leaving. He did know the whole time. 
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    SISSY SCHOOL 
 
    Aaron’s gotten more detentions than he can count, but they’ve never stopped him from getting into trouble all over again the next day—not until he gets caught by Ms. Hodgeson, the school principal, using some choice words about the cute new girl in class. Ms. Hodgeson isn’t going to let Aaron off the hook so easily. 
 
    She gives him a simple choice: spend the summer at summer school, or spend two days in the shoes of the new girl. The choice is easy, but pulling it off, not so much. Because there’s another condition to Ms. Hodgeson’s deal: No one can find out Aaron isn’t actually Casey, the cute new girl from out of town. He has to commit to the feminine character or the deal is off. 
 
    So now Aaron has to spend two days as a girl—how hard could it be? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    There are times when you can get away with goofing off in class and there are times when you just shouldn’t even try. For example, when the school principal steps in to teach your class because your teacher went into early labour, it’s probably best to pay attention and stay in line. Looking back on it, I wish I had done just that. 
 
    It wasn’t like I was doing anything terrible, just whispering back and forth with a buddy of mine about how hot the new girl was (and she really was smoking hot). We probably wouldn’t have gotten into a ton of trouble had we not already been on thin ice because we failed to hand in our assignment that was due at the beginning of class, which we’d been given the entire weekend plus two classes to work on. 
 
    “Aaron and Steve, stick around after class,” our principal/substitute teacher, Ms. Hodgeson, called out after the third time she caught us whispering in the back of the room. She split us up for the rest of the class—a final, agonising thirty minutes. 
 
    When class was over, I tried to slip away with the rest of the class, hoping Ms. Hodgeson wouldn’t notice, but she was sharp. “Aaron, what did I say?” It was our final period. Getting held back meant missing the bus, which meant walking home, which meant my afternoon was wasted. Maybe next time I’ll think twice about trying to screw around behind the principal’s back. “Come sit up front,” she said to me and Steve, so we took up two seats at the front of the room. 
 
    “You know I could hear you two talking about Stacey. How do you think that made her feel?” Ms. Hodgeson asked. 
 
    Steve looked at me, hoping I would speak for both of us. I just shrugged. “We didn’t say anything mean.” 
 
    “You called her a ‘hot piece of pussy’.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but laugh. It was weird hearing a teacher say pussy—even if she was just quoting me. 
 
    Ms. Hodgeson was silent. She meandered over to our teacher’s desk and pulled out a large folder. She began to flip through it, remaining totally silent as she did so. I didn’t think much of it—it was a classic case of a teacher trying to intimidate her students. I’d seen it all. At least I thought I had. 
 
    She was kind of sexy, probably in her mid to late thirties. She wore dark stockings and a skirt, which was a nice change from most of the female teachers in the school, who wore boring old pantsuits. She had nice, big tits, too, which I bet felt pretty good to squeeze. She kept a couple of her buttons undone to offer a slight tease of cleavage, which I very much appreciated. 
 
    “Not even halfway through the year and the two of you have over a dozen unexcused absences, twenty-two lates, and four failed tests. Aaron, it says here you’re currently failing the class.” She looked up at me, expecting some sort of excuse, which I didn’t have. It was social studies class—pointless and boring. I wanted to work with computers when I was out of school. When would I ever need to know the year that the Arch-Duke of Austria was assassinated in Bosnia? What use was that knowledge to me? “You want to have to redo the course next year?” Ms. Hodgeson asked. 
 
    “No,” I said, sinking lower into my chair. I wasn’t going to fail. Teachers never really failed anyone. They would assign failing grades throughout the year and then they would ease up around the end and make sure you wound up with at least 50% so they don’t have to deal with you again the next year. I’d seen it so many times—over and over again. I don’t think schools have held a kid back since the 90s. 
 
    “Well, keep it up and you’ll be the school’s one and only grader thirteen student.” She continued to flip through the binder. I laughed. “Is something funny?” she asked. 
 
    “Nope,” I said, looking up at the clock, wondering if there was any chance of catching the bus before it took off.  
 
    “You don’t think we’ll hold you back?” she asked. 
 
    Steve was totally silent. He wasn’t quite as used to this kind of treatment—he’d always had fine grades and he’d always avoided butting heads with teachers because he was always so paranoid. His dad was from China, and he always said, ‘If my dad finds out about this, I’m dead meat.’ Steve would have gone down on all fours and licked Ms. Hodgeson’s feet if it meant his dad not finding out about him getting detention.  
 
    “I really doubt it,” I said. I was playing with fire. I thought I was so cool, so bullet proof. I really had no idea… 
 
    She looked back at the binder and continued flipping. “It says here you’re the captain of the basketball team.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Consider yourself off the team,” Ms. Hodgeson said. 
 
    “What?” Off the team? Was she insane? The school needed me to win. Without me, the team was trash—they would never win anything. Our school would be a total laughing stock. 
 
    “And until you get your grade average up above a C, you can spend every afternoon in my office, until five o’clock.” 
 
    I stood up, hot rage practically steaming out from my ears. “Above a C? Are you kidding me?” It was impossible. I currently had a D- and that was already generous. Even if I aced every assignment and test for the next three months, I don’t even think getting above a C was a remote possibility. “No way. It’s impossible,” I said. 
 
    “Then I guess you’ll be spending some time with me in my office.” 
 
    I could have thrown my desk across the room, I was so mad. But I kept my composure, hoping she would come to her senses and realize she was being a total dyke. “Fine,” I said, sinking back into my chair. 
 
    “You’re fine with that?” she asked. 
 
    “As long as you keep your top buttoned down like that, I think I’ll survive,” I said. I couldn’t help myself. I saw an opportunity and I didn’t want to waste it. Besides, I thought it might make her change her mind. It was essentially the same strategy I used with every teacher: make them hate me so much that they let me slip through the cracks, so they didn’t have to deal with my bullshit for years to come. 
 
    She looked to Steve who was as rigid as a statue and as white as powdered snow. “You can leave, Steve,” she said, and he did, very quickly. She walked up to me and bent over, planting the palms of her hands on my desk. I could see right down her top, right between her plump tits. “You think it’s cute, being a little womanizer?” she asked. 
 
    “Sure,” I said. 
 
    “You ever had a boy look down your top?” she asked—whatever the hell that was supposed to mean. 
 
    I laughed. “No,” I said. 
 
    “You know, for the first time ever, we’re doing summer school this year. Five days a week, ten hours a day. Consider yourself signed up,” she said. My heart sank into my gut. Summer school? Summer was all I had—I had vacations planned and parties I needed to go to. I couldn’t do summer school. “And if you don’t show up, consider yourself our first ever grade thirteen student.” I wanted to cry. I wanted to grab Ms. Hodgeson and shake her and tell her she was the worst human on the goddamned planet.  
 
    “C’mon—I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “Too bad,” she said, smirking. If she wasn’t a woman, I might have hit her—so it was probably a good thing she was. 
 
    “Please. I’ll get my grades up. I’ll do anything. Please,” I said. I probably said please another fifteen times. 
 
    “You need to learn how to treat women better,” she said. 
 
    “Fine. I’ll be nice from now on. Promise. Deal?” I said, but she just laughed. 
 
    “No deal,” she said. But she was smiling as if she did have a deal in mind, and I was ready to hear it—I was ready to accept it, even without hearing it. The thought of throwing away my summer left a blunt pain in my heart that I could hardly bear. “There are two days left before the Christmas break,” she said. “Go ahead and tell your friends that you were suspended and won’t be coming in to school.” Suspended? That was the big punishment? I’d been suspended countless times—it didn’t even mean anything. It was just a nice excuse to stay home from school.  
 
    “At home or in-school suspension?” I asked. 
 
    “At home,” she said. “But let me finish. You’re still going to be coming to school.” Now I was scratching my head. What the hell was she on about? I was getting an in-home suspension but I was still supposed to come in to school? “Follow me,” she said, walking towards the classroom door. I followed. 
 
    We went down the hallway, down the stairs, and down to the drama room. The school was empty. The busses had all gone and all of the teachers were probably locked away in their classrooms, grading piles of papers that they didn’t give two shits about. Ms. Hodgeson closed the door behind me and walked over to a long costume rack. “You look like a small, right?” She was right, but I didn’t answer. She went through the costume rack while I stood quietly by the door. “Ah ha,” she said pulling out a little item. It was a girl’s outfit: a skirt and a white blouse. It kind of looked like a modified schoolgirl outfit (though our school didn’t have a school uniform). 
 
    “What’s that?” I said. There was a pressure in my chest. I knew something about this was bad. I knew I wasn’t going to like where this was going. 
 
    “This is your new outfit for the next two days. Your new name is Casey. Now you get to be the new girl.”  
 
    My heart was now somewhere deep in the pit of my stomach, burning up in my stomach acid. Was she crazy? Did she really want me to put that dress on and show up to school? I would be the laughing stock—all of my friends would think I was a lunatic.  
 
    Then I thought about it, and maybe it wasn’t so bad. I could play it off as a joke. I was already the class clown. As long as I got in on the joke, I wouldn’t be the joke. I took the little outfit. “Fine,” I said. “Easy.” 
 
    “But here’s the deal: if anyone finds out who you really are, you lose and I’ll be seeing you at summer school.” And just like that, my heart found itself back in that burning pit in my gut. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I held the stupid outfit up. “You can change in here,” she said, but there was no change room or even a curtain to stand behind. “Change where?” I asked. She just raised her eyebrows, as if to say, right where you’re standing.  
 
    “You know I could report you,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “To who?” 
 
    “The police,” I said, but that only got more laughter. She was right. I couldn’t actually report her. Who would believe me? My high school principal made me dress up like a girl in front of her… Even if they did believe me, they would be too busy laughing their asses off to care. Besides, no one believes a boy who cries sexual harassment. If it was the other way around, sure—if I’d been born a woman, I would have had it so easy.  
 
    I took my shirt off and slipped out of my pants. Ms. Hodgeson smiled, watching me, knowing I was ridiculously embarrassed. I stepped into the skirt—not even sure that was the right way to put on a skirt. I lifted it up over my hips with a tug, and then I went to grab the blouse I was expected to wear. “Wait,” Ms. Hodgeson said, and then she went to the back of the room where a second long rack of clothing waited. She rustled through the options while I stood topless, in nothing but a skirt that I’m pretty sure was too short for school code. I had to be careful to avoid any staircases—if anyone was standing below me, they would easily be able to see the bulge of my cock under my skirt. 
 
    Ms. Hodgeson came back with a padded bra and a pair of panties. “What the hell is that?” I asked. I knew what it was, but I had a hard time believing she actually wanted me to put it on. Whose panties were they, even? And why were they in the drama room? She handed them to me but I was hesitant to take them. 
 
    “They’re clean, idiot,” she said, and then she explained that the school kept a case of girls’ undies in case girls got their periods unexpectedly and needed to change. 
 
    My face was dark red as Ms. Hodgeson watched me drop my boxers to the floor and I stepped into the tiny little white panties. To be honest, they actually felt kind of nice, the way they hugged my cock and my butt so firmly. Plus, the fabric was so much softer than what they use in boys’ underwear. Why is that? Why do girls get all the nice, soft fabrics? “And why is there a bra in here? In case girls unexpectedly lactate during class?” I asked with a laugh. 
 
    She rolled her eyes and shook her head. “You know, you need to start talking in a more ladylike voice,” she said. “And it’s a padded bra, so the girls who haven’t quite developed yet can fit the costumes that require bigger chests.” She motioned towards the costume rack. 
 
    I struggled to get the bra clipped around my back. “Do it up around front, beautiful,” she said. My cheeks became red. Beautiful? I knew she was just mocking me, but there was something about being called beautiful that resonated inside of me (sarcasm or not). I wasn’t used to compliments that weren’t: you’re funny, or you’re cool. Beautiful? That was a new one. I clipped the bra at my sternum and then I spun it around my body, slipping my arms through the arm-holes. “Stand up straight,” she said. “Relax your shoulders.” I hadn’t noticed her walking across the room while I was struggling with the bra. Now, she was standing with a brunette wig in her hands. It was long and straight with highlights. She put it on my head. I stared down her top while she adjusted it. “By the weekend, you’re not going to be such a pervert.” I was surprised she even noticed me staring down her top. Who could blame me? She had great tits. 
 
    We went across the room to a line of makeup mirrors. Ms. Hodgeson pulled open a drawer, revealing various makeup supplies. “Every lady needs to know how to do her makeup.” She showed me how to properly put on eyeliner and mascara and lipstick. I kind of liked the way the lipstick felt as it glided across my lips. It smelled nice, too. And then there was the concealer, which for the first time in my life covered all my blemishes and acne scars. 
 
    When I finally looked up into the mirror, I ended up looking away quickly. I looked good—too good. Better than I’ve ever looked in my life, except now I was a woman. It seemed so wrong, everything about it. All of the time I’d spent in my life, picking out clothes, styling my hair, and so on, was suddenly for nothing. All of that work I put into trying to get some female attention… And what did it get me? Meanwhile, a wig, a skirt, and some makeup, and I was about to have every guy in the school drooling over my shoulder, grabbing my ass, catcalling me from down the hallways. It wasn’t fair. 
 
    “You might just be the prettiest girl in the school,” Ms. Hodgeson said. And she just might have been right. Now I was really screwed. Now I really couldn’t play this all off as a joke. No one would recognize me. When the Monty Python guys dress up like ladies, it was funny because they look nothing like ladies. They looked like dudes in drag. They looked silly. I didn’t look silly. I looked hot. I looked like a girl I would want to fuck. 
 
    We spent the next thirty minutes practising my voice. Ms. Hodgeson used to be the drama teacher before she was promoted to principal (which explained a lot) so she had a lot of good pointers on how to sound more feminine.  
 
    There was one guilty pleasure about the whole experience—every time I would begin to slouch, she would put one hand on my lower back and one hand on my chest to straighten me out. I loved the way her soft, warm hands felt against my body, the way she would press up behind me, breasts against my back, as she walked me through walking more like a lady. I couldn’t help but wonder if she’d ever fucked a student before—and I wondered what I might have to do to be the first.  
 
    When she turned her back to me to demonstrate how to perk out your butt while you walk, I ended up slapping her on the ass. I don’t know why, but I thought she would like it. She ended up turning around and slapping me on the face. “Now that definitely wasn’t ladylike,” she said. Then, she reached down, under my skirt and gently grabbed the bulge of my cock in her soft, warm hand. She fondled me, making me weak in the legs. “Don’t forget—summer school’s just a few months away,” she said, and then she released my cock, after getting me half-erect.  
 
    My head was spinning. The hot school principal just grabbed my dick and got me hard—holy shit. 
 
    “Just wait until you’ve got guys reaching up your skirt,” she said, and the thought alone made me flaccid again. What if that actually happened? What would I do if a guy reached down and discovered my package? Or better yet, what would the guy do? Would he get all his buddies to come and beat my ass up?  “So here’s your homework: go home and practise your voice. Your test starts tomorrow and remember, I’ll be watching you all day. No one can find our your identity, or it’s summer school for you. I’m going to go now and let all of your teachers know there will be a new girl joining their classes tomorrow.”  
 
    A cold dread filled my heart. Sure, I looked totally unrecognizable, but could I really fool my whole school for two days straight? 
 
    Ms. Hodgeson gave me a key to open the emergency exit at the back of the drama classroom. “You can come in here tomorrow morning and get ready. Be sure to get here before all of your friends, because if they see you before you’re in costume, they might start asking questions.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I showed up an hour before school, while the parking lot was still empty and the hallways were still desolate. Ms. Hodgeson was right—I didn’t want any of my friends seeing me at school, or they would wonder where the hell I went once Casey showed up. 
 
    Getting my wig on right and my makeup done properly was tougher without the helping hand of Ms. Hodgeson, but I figured it out with some trial and error. I found myself in front of the full-length mirror a good dozen times, scrutinizing every little detail, every little eyeliner flick. It was tough getting all the little details right with my heart beating so aggressively into my ribcage, but I made it work in the end. I looked good. 
 
    I delivered a few lines to the mirror with my newly practised voice. I thought it sounded pretty good, but I didn’t have a third party to confirm it, so I was just going to have to trust my gut on that one. At least I could tell I looked good—damn good, even. As I stood in the mirror admiring my own appearance, I had a good idea: just keep your mouth shut all day and you’ll be fine. There was no rule saying I needed to talk to anyone or make friends or join in on any discussions. There was no rule saying I couldn’t eat my lunch in a bathroom stall and spend my period breaks in the back corner of the emptiest classroom I could find. The only rule was that I didn’t get revealed—how hard could it be? 
 
    I ended up freezing when my hand touched the doorknob to the hallway. I could hear the scurrying footsteps of the other students on the other side of the door, all mingling, going to their lockers, getting ready for class. Was I ready to take this identity out into the open? Did I really look the part, or was Ms. Hodgeson just setting me up for utter humiliation? What choice did I really have? I opened the door carefully and stepped out. 
 
    A few heads turned and looked my way as I stepped into the hall. I got a few looks, but nothing suspicious—no one seemed put off by my appearance. The looks were more, ‘who the heck is that?’ rather than, ‘what is that man doing dressed in that skirt?’ One of the football jocks looked me up and down and then winked at me. Was that the pain of being a woman Ms. Hodgeson was talking about? If so, it wasn’t so bad. If anything, it was the most comforting part of my morning. If he thought I looked like a dude in drag, he certainly wouldn’t have winked at me. 
 
    I walked down the hall, not quite sure where to go. I was on my way to my locker, but halfway there I realized I couldn’t go to my locker—that would be suicide. I didn’t need to give anyone a reason to associate Casey with Aaron. I really did feel like a new girl, not sure where to go, what to do, feeling incredibly vulnerable in my little skirt. 
 
    Someone tapped me on the shoulder and I spun around, heart exploding into a frenzy. It’s funny how when you’re so vulnerable, you’ll jump at the drop of a hat. Standing behind me was my English teacher, Mr. Francis. He was looking down at me over his glasses with a smile on his face (strange, because I’d never seen Mr. Francis smiling before). “You look lost,” he said. 
 
    I stared back at him with a fist-sized lump in my throat. I wasn’t lost, but I didn’t know where to go, so I may as well have been. I ended up nodding my head, too afraid to break out my new voice. Mr. Francis had been my English teacher for four years straight. I’d had more detentions with him than I could count. If any teacher would recognize me, it would be him. “Are you the new girl?” he asked, and I nodded again. “What’s your name?” 
 
    I had no choice—I couldn’t nod a name. “Casey,” I said softly, desperately hoping my voice would pass. 
 
    He smiled. “Casey—why don’t you go down this hallway, take a left turn at the end, and then you’ll see an office on your right. To go the receptionist and she’ll get you a locker, a class list, and a map so you can find your way around.” I stood frozen, slowly processing what he had just said to me, still trying to determine whether he could see through my guise or not. “Good luck,” he said, and then he turned and walked away.  
 
    A sense of conflicted relief washed over me. It was a small victory but a victory nonetheless. The receptionist, on the other hand, was my first real test—whether or not my voice would pass. “Hi, my name’s Casey. I’m new. I was told to come here and get a class list.” The receptionist smiled and got me all set up. Again, there were no raised eyebrows, no closer examinations. She showed me down the hall to an empty locker, which would be mine for the next couple of days, and then she showed me to my first class, which was math. We were ten minutes late. I took a seat at the back of the room. 
 
    Then, just before the receptionist left, she turned to the teacher and let him know who I was. I was hoping she wouldn’t and that I would go unnoticed for the rest of the class. But instead, it was introduction time. “Hey class, we have a new girl with us today. Casey, why don’t you come up to the front of the classroom and introduce yourself to everyone,” the teacher said. 
 
    I tried pinching my arm, hoping this was all just a nightmare. It wasn’t. I was awake and it was all real. The whole class was turned, looking at me—all faces I knew personally, who knew me personally; every one of them examining me, scrutinizing every detail about me. “Come on, Casey, don’t be shy.” Shy didn’t begin to describe how I was feeling. Utterly devastated was closer. I slowly stood up and walked towards the front of the class. 
 
    Someone whistled.  
 
    “Hey!” the teacher snapped, and the class giggled. My face became red. “Hi, I’m Casey. I just moved here,” I said quietly. 
 
    “Speak up, Casey,” the teacher said. 
 
    I took a deep breath and tried again. Again, there were no raised eyebrows. I passed yet another test. I ended up explaining my fake backstory to the class, slowly feeling more and more comfortable. I mean, I hadn’t been called out yet, right? I was basically in the clear, as long as I didn’t slip up. 
 
    The rest of class was smooth sailing. A few of the cuter boys glanced back at me a few times. Can you believe that? I wasn’t just passing as a woman—I was getting some serious male attention, too. There were girls in the school who spent thousands of dollars on outfits and makeup, and hours every morning in front of the mirror trying to get a fraction of the attention I was getting. It felt good to be noticed and admired. Not just good, but great. I still couldn’t figure out what Ms. Hodgeson was talking about when she said by the end of this experience, I wouldn’t talk the same way about women. If anything, I wanted to throw out more catcalls, more compliments. As I was leaving the classroom, someone yelled “Nice ass!” from down the hallway and it actually made me feel good about myself. Maybe Ms. Hodgeson was just wrong—or maybe she was just jealous of the girls who were getting more attention than she was. 
 
    Next up was gym class, and I ended up running into a problem I didn’t anticipate. “You need to change into your gym outfit,” the gym teacher said to me when I walked into the empty gymnasium. I didn’t have a gym outfit (not the girl’s version, anyway) so he gave me a brand new set and then pointed me towards the locker room. When I walked in, I saw tits—lots of tits, and pussies. Girls were completely nude—many of which were girls I’d spent years imagining without their clothes on. This whole girl-experiment was getting better and better. 
 
    And then I started getting a hard-on. I bit down on my tongue and moved to the far corner of the room where fewer girls were. With my back turned to everyone, I slipped my shirt off. Everyone else was changing into a sports bra, but I didn’t have one (and I didn’t want to expose my chest) so I just put my gym shirt over my padded bra. 
 
    Then, there was the tiny pair of red shorts with the thin white stripe. I looked around to make sure no one was looking, and then I slipped them on under my skirt, adjusting my erection at the same time, hiding it in the waistband of my panties. The bulge was still there, but it was less noticeable. I gave myself a few minutes to calm down before slipping off my skirt.  
 
    For class, we played dodgeball. I had to be exceptionally careful not to make any wrong moves so my wig would stay on right. And the shorts were short enough that, if my cock decided to slip out from my panties, the tip would probably fall out into the open. But again, the girl’s outfit was far more comfortable than what the boys wore, made with satin and the softest cotton and polyester. The boy’s shorts were apparently made with some sort of burlap. It really wasn’t very fair. 
 
    Ms. Hodgeson ended up popping in on our gym class. It took her a minute of scanning through the crowd of girls before her eyes locked onto me—that’s how good I looked. She smiled when she saw me. “Looking good, ladies. Carry on,” she said as she turned to leave. 
 
    I skipped the showers, wetting my fake hair in the sink instead while no one was looking.  
 
    Next, I had drama class, and Ms. Hodgeson was the teacher. She had an evil smirk on her face as I walked into the room and took a seat at the back of the class. She had some sort of wicked plan up her sleeve, and I wasn’t excited to find out what.  
 
    “Hello class,” she said as the final few students took their seats. “Today we’re going to learn how to stage kiss.” Her eyes met mine and that smirk became even bigger and even more evil. I couldn’t hear the rest of her introduction over the intense booming of my heart in my chest—not until she said, “Casey, why don’t you come to the front of the class. And we need a partner for Casey. How’s about Anthony?” 
 
    She had this planned out all along. Anthony was the biggest womanizer in the school. He’d slept with every girl on the cheerleading team and there were rumours that he’d slept with more than one teacher in the school. He was unfiltered, totally cocky. Ms. Hodgeson knew he had no boundaries—she knew he wasn’t going to settle for a ‘stage kiss’ given the opportunity.  
 
    “Okay, Anthony. First, wrap your arms around Casey. It’s important to find a position in which you both feel comfortable. Take a minute to try different hand placements,” Ms. Hodgeson said. Anthony’s arms slipped around my body and his hands began to explore. He had a big smile on his face—and a big bulge between his legs. My God, I’d heard rumours that he had a big cock, but if this was him flaccid, then he had a huge cock. I could feel the big, warm thing pushing against my pelvis. “Look into her eyes, Anthony. And look into his, Casey.” I could see why all of the girls thought he was so handsome. He had those chiselled features that every boy wished they had, and he had stunning blue eyes that were hard to look away from—and that smile looked like it belonged on the big screen.  
 
    “Don’t be shy. It’s important that you both get comfortable before moving on. Casey, find a  comfortable place to put your hands. Try out different spots.” His hands explored everywhere and ended up on the top of my ass, which got a rise out of the class. I was stiff. I tried moving my hands to different spots, but obviously, nothing felt comfortable. I ran my hands down his arms, which were like rigid tree trunks. I couldn’t believe how ripped he was. 
 
    “Pull her closer, Anthony. Now touch your foreheads together.” 
 
    He pulled me closer and gently placed his forehead against mine. Our bodies were now pressed together. It was a damn miracle he couldn’t feel the bulge of my cock. His hands subtly slipped down lower onto my ass. Then the worst possible thing happened—I started to get a tingle between my legs. I was getting hard. I don’t know why, but there was something about his body, the hard, warm muscles, the way he was so overpowering—I felt so submissive, like a ragdoll in his arms. Or maybe it was his musk, which actually smelled really good. I suddenly felt weak, like I wasn’t in control. 
 
    “Okay good, now Anthony, place one hand gently on the side of her face, on your left side to block the audience, and then move in for the kiss. But don’t actually press your lips together. Just hover as close as you can without touching.” 
 
    Of course, Anthony didn’t totally follow the direction. He put his hand on my cheek, cradling my chin with his thumb, and then he moved in. And his lips wrapped around mine. It was as real of a kiss as real gets. And for some reason, I didn’t stop it. I let him kiss me. Not only did I let him kiss me, but I kissed him back. And as far as the rest of the class was concerned, it was all fake, but very convincing. They had no idea that Anthony’s tongue had actually penetrated my lips and that it was now wrapped around my own tongue. Though they probably could tell that his hand on my ass had sunk lower and was now squeezing my rump, which admittedly felt kind of nice with his strong grip. 
 
    Blood was quickly flowing into my crotch. I had to jump back before he noticed the bulge—before the whole class noticed the bulge. “I need to use the bathroom,” I said, not waiting for Ms. Hodgeson’s permission. I scurried towards the door as the classroom giggled. I don’t think anyone noticed my growing bulge as I ran out of the room. If they had, I doubt they would have been simply giggling. It was still totally humiliating, though I managed to calm myself down in the bathroom by reminding myself that Casey would cease to exist in less than forty-eight hours, and she would be erased along with anything humiliating I endured in that time period, assuming I wasn’t revealed in some way. 
 
    After school, I thought about getting on my school bus to go home, but again, I didn’t want to be associated with anything that could link me to my real identity. If everyone saw me get off at Aaron’s bus stop, they might put two and two together. So I decided to walk home. Plus, there was a wooded area halfway between the school and my house where I could change out of my outfit. I filled a water bottle up before I left the school, so I would have something to wash the makeup off of my face with. 
 
    I wasn’t even halfway to that wooded area when I heard someone calling out to me. “Casey! Wait up!” I turned around to see Anthony jogging towards me, with his big handsome smile on his face. My cheeks instantly became warm. Even though I knew all that humiliation would be washed away in about a day’s time, I still couldn’t fight away the embarrassment. “I want to talk to you,” he said. 
 
    “Hey,” I said, turning away from him, unable to hold eye contact for more than a few seconds without becoming totally embarrassed.  
 
    “I wanted to apologize for kissing you. I guess I just got too into the moment,” he said. 
 
    “It’s fine.” I kept on walking, hoping it would make him hurry up with whatever he wanted to say. 
 
    “No really, I shouldn’t have done it. I didn’t know it would embarrass you so much.” 
 
    “It’s fine, really.”  
 
    “Here, let me carry that,” he said, taking my bag from me, which was not only filled with my school books but also my male clothes and wallet and plenty of evidence to link Casey to Aaron. My heart skipped a beat. “Heading home?” 
 
    “Yep,” I said. 
 
    “Mind if I walk you there?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. Of course I minded. Though, he didn’t know where I (Aaron) lived, it simply wasn’t worth the risk. I needed to change before I got to my house, in case any neighbours saw me. Sure, my parents were at work, but I couldn’t take the risk of having a neighbour go to my parents and tell them they saw a girl walking into the house. Call it paranoia, but I wasn’t in the mood for taking any unnecessary risks. But I couldn’t think of a way to tell Anthony no. “Sure, I guess so,” I said. 
 
    I’d never talked to Anthony before, and I didn’t know much about him. I’d always just assumed he was a meat head who only cared about football and banging chicks, but it turned out he actually had a personality. He told me he was big into reading, animals, and drawing, and he was hoping to go to business school so he could eventually start a successful dog boarding company. He asked me about my goals and dreams, and I was surprised that he was so supportive and ready to listen. I hardly noticed him inching closer to me and slipping his arm around my waist. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    It’s hard to believe (I wouldn’t have believed it had I not experienced it first hand) that when you play a certain character for long enough, you start to forget you aren’t actually that character. I guess that’s why method actors are so good at what they do. Maybe you won’t believe me, but when we reached that little wooded area, halfway between the school and my house, I’d forgotten I wasn’t actually Casey, the new girl in school from out of town. After talking to Anthony for over an hour, I had a whole life invented, a whole set of interests and hobbies and memories. I really was becoming Casey. And it was a problem— 
 
    Especially when Anthony spun me around and kissed me. I didn’t see it coming and I did nothing to stop it. I let him kiss me. I kissed him right back. I let his hands explore my body and I explored his with mine. He was completely irresistible. There was something about his confidence, about his strength and dominance. I wanted him to dominate me so badly, but why? I’d never wanted a man to dominate me before, so why now? Had the Casey persona really seeped into my brain that much? 
 
    “Come on,” I said, pulling away from him, taking his hand and leading him into the woods. I knew a nice, private spot where I used to go to build forts as a kid in the summertime. Looking back, it was a terrible idea to take him there, where there would be no witnesses in the case that he found out my real identity and decided to smash my face into pieces.  
 
    Once out of sight, we continued to kiss. My hands found their way under his shirt, all over his pecs and his abs. God, he was so strong, so hard, so impeccable. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on his body. He was a sculpted masterpiece. One of my hands sunk down lower, under the waistband of his pants. I grabbed his big, hot cock and fondled it between my small, soft fingers. He got hard fast. 
 
    His hands found my chest and he started to squeeze my tits—and then reality hit. Holy shit, what was I doing? I was just seconds away from having him realize I wasn’t actually a girl. It was a miracle he hadn’t already caught on from squeezing my fake tits. 
 
    “Stop,” I said, stepping back, pushing his hands away.  
 
    He stepped forward and pulled me close, ignoring my request. His hands were all over my body. “Stop,” I said again, but he didn’t. “Anthony, I’m serious.”  
 
    “Why?” he said. “What gives?” 
 
    “I’m not ready for this.” 
 
    “What? You’re the one who reached down there and got me hard.” He grabbed me again and continued as if I’d never protested. He was getting closer to discovering my cock—not to mention, my cock was half-erect from all of the grabbing and squeezing and touching. It was starting to become clear that I’d already crossed the line of no return, that he was now determined to finish the job, whether I liked it or not. It was my own fault—I led him on. You can’t just grab a guy who’s practically made of testosterone by the cock and expect to walk away without finishing the job. I needed to think fast. 
 
    I had just one idea: blow job. As his hand began to slither up my thigh, I dropped down to my knees and started away with his belt. “Oh, fuck yeah,” he said as soon as he clued into what was happening. I pulled down his fly and pulled out his cock—and my God, was it enormous. I’d never seen an erection in person before that wasn’t my own, but there I was, holding a gigantic one in my hands, ready to plunge it between my lips. I started to massage its impressive length. “Just like that, baby,” he said with his pants now around his ankles. The massive beast of a cock was nearly the size of my forearm. Could girls actually fit the thing in their pussies? Was I going to be able to fit it in my mouth? I’d never had a cock in my mouth before, never mind one so intense, throbbing aggressively. “Suck it, baby,” he said, sinking his fingers into my hair and pulling me in towards his cock. 
 
    My heart jumped. All he had to do was give my hair a swift tug and it would come right off, and then he would look down and see a dude between his legs, with a cock in his mouth. 
 
    The impressive girth of his manhood hardly fit in between my lips, but somehow I managed. I sunk it as deep as I could without gagging, feeling his thick veins pulsing against my cheeks and tongue. I couldn’t believe it. I really had a cock in my mouth. I began to suck, bobbing my head back and forth, my hands firmly on his muscular butt cheeks. I could hardly breathe. My saliva was running down my cheeks, dripping off of my chin. He had my head in such a tight grip, I could hardly move. I certainly couldn’t escape if I wanted to—though, the more I sucked, the more I wanted to finish the job.  
 
    Sure, the catcalls, whistling, and compliments made me feel good. But what if I could actually get a guy off? That was the ultimate vindication of my efforts. Using my hand, I stroked the length of cock I couldn’t fit into my mouth. I could feel his cock swelling up. I was close—so close. But it wasn’t enough for him. Before he let himself nut in my mouth, he pushed me back. “Stand up and turn around,” he said. 
 
    Now my heart was racing. I couldn’t. He wanted pussy and I didn’t have any to give him. “C’mon, slut, turn around.” Reluctantly, I did. He bent me over, my palms pressing up against a nearby tree, and then he flipped up my skirt. I needed to act fast. So I pushed away his hands and pulled the piece of my panties covering my asshole aside. “Put it in my ass,” I said, desperately hoping that would be enough for him. I didn’t want to look back, instead keeping my face forward. But I could feel him smirking. 
 
    A moment later, I felt his big, wet, warm tip press up between my butt cheeks. I’d avoided one catastrophe and I’d found myself in another. Now I had to take an enormous cock up my virgin asshole. He began to push in. I tried not to resist it, I tried my best to relax. The sooner he got off, the sooner it was all over. I bit down on my tongue. And by God, did it hurt, my asshole being stretched wider and wider as every inch of his massive dick slid in deeper and deeper. He reached around and cupped my tits with his big, strong hands. “Ready, cunt?” he said. 
 
    I should have been offended by the way he was suddenly talking to me, like I was some skanky scum of the earth, but for some reason it only turned me on. I liked the idea of being a little slut, of being the sweet little new girl at school, and the cum-loving hoe after hours. “Fuck me, big boy,” I said, and he started to thrust himself in and out of me.  
 
    My cock was so hard. It sprung out from my panties. I had to reach down quickly to tuck it back in, to make sure it didn’t make any more of an appearance. “Yeah, bitch, rub your little clit,” he said, so I pretended to rub my clit while I held my rock-hard cock in place.  
 
    I could practically feel his cock ramming its way up to my throat, it was so big. With every thrust, it hurt less and less. Soon enough, it was actually pretty nice—euphoric, even. He was hitting a sweet spot, a spot in my body I didn’t even know existed. Between that and the rubbing of my ‘clit,’ it wasn’t long before I was coming in my panties. “Oh shit,” I said as warm goo spewed out from my dick, pooling into my tight little panties. 
 
    He came down harder and harder and harder inside of me, his pelvis slamming against my reddening butt. “I’m going to come inside of you, baby,” he said, his fingers digging into my skin. “Come in me, baby,” I said back. “I want your cum inside of me so badly.” 
 
    With one final, swift thrust, his huge load was filling me up deep. He screamed as the series of blasts entered my body. Holy hell, did it feel great. It even felt great when he finally pulled out and I could feel his hot cum dribbling out of my body, into my panties to join my own big load. He stumbled back and did up his pants.  
 
    “Holy shit,” he said. “That was amazing.” I couldn’t help but smile knowing I didn’t just make an amazing girl, but I made an amazing fuck, too. “I should be getting home,” he said. “I’ll see you at school tomorrow.” 
 
    I waited until he was out of sight before I slipped out of Casey’s clothes and put on Aaron’s. It took me a few minutes to get all of the makeup off of my face. A lingering elation was still buzzing through my body. If Ms. Hodgeson’s goal was to humiliate me and make me feel bad for women, then she’d failed. I was actually excited for my second day as a woman—my final day.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The next day, again, I got to school early and got changed in the drama room.  
 
    And the day was hiccup free. There were no more awkward classroom introductions, no more being self-conscious about my outfit, no more worrying whether my voice was good enough. In drama class, Ms. Hodgeson did her best to humiliate me again, using me as the class example, but this time it didn’t work. The character was too ingrained into me now. I had become Casey, and I liked it. I was actually sad when the bell rang at the end of the final period. 
 
    “Casey, mind sticking around for a minute?” Ms. Hodgeson asked as the rest of the class got up to leave. 
 
    “Sure,” I said with a conflicted smile on my face, knowing it was all over but that I’d won. I met all of Ms. Hodgeson’s criteria, I passed her tests, and I’d won back my summer vacation. “I’m surprised by you,” she said. 
 
    “Thank you kindly,” I said back, staying in character—partly because I didn’t want to give her any excuse to renege on our deal and partly because I couldn’t help it, it had practically become my real voice. 
 
    “I hope you learned a lesson,” she said. 
 
    I did learn a lesson, though it wasn’t the one she was hoping for. I learned a lesson about myself, that there was another personality inside of me that had been waiting so long to come out—and maybe it was inside of everyone. Who really knows? For once in my life, I felt like I really understood myself. It was a priceless lesson.  
 
    I noticed Ms. Hodgeson was smirking. And then a crazy thought crossed my mind—did she know? Did she set me up to discover this feminine side of myself? Surely she wasn’t quite that much of an evil genius. Surely, my self-discovery was just a coincidence—right? 
 
    “You know, I saw in the binder that you’ve been absent for the last twelve Friday in a row,” she said to me, and it was true—I usually didn’t bother showing up on Fridays for school. By the time Friday rolls around, teachers are usually too lazy to do any real teaching, so classes are just ‘study time’, and homework ends up being e-mailed out anyway. “If you really want to keep your summer vacation, I want you to start showing up on Fridays,” she said.  
 
    It was a fair enough deal. 
 
    “But only if you show up as Casey—every Friday.” My heart jumped up and a warmth filled my body. 
 
    I didn’t have to say goodbye to Casey after all. But I fought the smile from my face, not wanting to admit that I secretly loved my new feminine persona. “That wasn’t in our little arrangement,” I said. “If I’m doing that, I should at least get some extra credit or something.” 
 
    She walked up to me. “You want extra credit?” she said, and then she reached up my skirt, wrapping her warm fingers around my bulge. My God, her fingers moved like magic. I was rock-hard in seconds, my body practically a puddle on the ground. “Is this extra credit enough for you?” she asked. 
 
    “Uh huh,” I managed to mutter as she began to stroke my cock under my skirt. She kissed me on the lips, gently sinking her tongue into my mouth. 
 
    “Are you taking notes?” she asked. 
 
    “Huh?” I said. 
 
    “A real woman knows how to get a guy off quickly,” she said. It was like every one of her fingers was its own entity, moving around my cock with such expert precision. I don’t think I lasted a minute before I was coming into the back of my skirt. “That’s a good girl,” she said. “Maybe on Friday you can practise on one of the football boys.” She winked, wiped off her hand, and then waved goodbye. “Have a nice Christmas break!”  
 
    I pinched myself to make sure I hadn’t died and gone to heaven. Was this all just some incredible dream? If it was, I’m still waiting to wake up. 
 
    THE END  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE 
 
    Truckers have an unwritten rule when it comes to hitchhikers: only girls get a ride. And as Frankie learns early on in his trucking career, that ride doesn’t come without a little bit of what truckers like to call, “compensation”. 
 
    When Frankie finds himself stranded in middle of nowhere, he remembers that unwritten rule: only girls get a ride. Luckily, there’s an old abandoned house nearby with a closet full of women’s clothing, just off a busy trucking route.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    “Only girls get a ride,” Eric said to me as we drove past a male hitchhiker out in the middle of nowhere. It was a trucking route, and that was the unwritten law of the road: only girls get a ride. The poor bastard didn’t have a chance. It would take him days to walk the fifty miles to the nearest town. “Not our problem,” Eric said. 
 
    “Why just girls?” I asked. It was my first week on the job. Eric was assigned to train me, not that there was much to learn. I already knew how to drive a truck. I think the training week was more of a liability thing—or maybe it was to make sure I was mentally stable.  
 
    “First off, men can be dangerous. We’ve had trucks stolen before. Women don’t steal trucks,” Eric said, scratching his beard. “Second off, girls return the favour. Men don’t. It’s all about the compensation.” It took me a moment to realize what he was saying when he said ‘compensation’. Did he really mean sexual compensation? Turns out, he did, as I learned later that night. 
 
    It was around midnight when we rolled into the small town of Ludwig, Nevada. We stopped in at the local trucker bar for a drink before crashing for the night. There was a pretty, young lady there, and she came and sat down next to us. “Where y’all headed?” she asked. 
 
    “Los Angeles and then up to Seattle,” Eric said to the woman without looking at her. 
 
    “Any way I can get a ride to LA?” she asked. 
 
    Eric looked at me. “I think that’s up to Frankie here,” he said.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat and my body became tense. What was he expecting me to do? Straight up tell her to put out? Or was there some sort of secret trucker code I was supposed to adhere to? Was there more to the unwritten trucker rulebook that Eric hadn’t run me through yet? “Um, sure, I guess,” I said.  
 
    Eric looked at the woman and then he looked at me. He laughed and shook his head. “It’s the red truck with the big arrow on the side,” he said to the girl. 
 
    “Right on. I’ll see you out there,” she said, and then she left.  
 
    That tension was still in my body. Had I fucked it up? Had I given away a free ride without any of what Eric liked to call, ‘compensation’? I wanted to ask, but it was too embarrassing. I didn’t want him to think I was some desperate loser, just looking to get laid. And I really didn’t want any lady to think that I thought of them like a prostitute. “What are you waiting for, boy?” Eric asked, looking at me through narrowed eyes. 
 
    “Huh?” I said, my head still spinning with anxiety.  
 
    “Get out there,” he said. And then, after a moment of hesitation, I left the bar and went out to the truck, where my pretty, little lady awaited. “Took you long enough,” she said with a laugh. It took me a moment to overcome the lump in my throat and respond. “Sorry about that,” I said. 
 
    She was waiting by the trailer’s side door. Apparently, she knew about the sleeper cab that was at the far back of the trailer, where truckers caught a few hours of shuteye on those long stretches of highway between nowhere and nowhere. The bed wasn’t much, but it was fine for sleeping, and fine for fucking, too. Hell, I bet you it gets used more for fucking than sleeping, seeing as most trucking companies will gladly pay the motel bill. 
 
    When I opened the trailer door, she went straight to the sleeper cab and started to undress. “My name’s Mandy, by the way,” she said as she pulled her shirt over her head, letting her big, soft tits fall out. “Something wrong?” she asked. I was still in total shock at just how easy it was to get laid on the road. As I would discover over the next year, it was next to impossible to go more than a few days without having pussy thrown your way. There were half a dozen Mandys in every town, every bar, eagerly waiting to offer their bodies in exchange for a ride. “You new?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I said. 
 
    She walked over to me and reached her arms around my neck, resting her forearms on my shoulders. She smelled real nice. “I ain’t gonna hurt you, darling,” she said, and then she kissed me, and my God were her lips soft as hell. The tension in my body quickly faded (it’s amazing what a woman’s touch can do). I let my hands fall onto her body. She was so warm, so soft. I squeezed one of her big tits gently. She reached down my pants and began to fondle my cock. 
 
    And in that moment I realized I had the greatest job on the planet. Sure, the pay wasn’t incredible and the hours were terrible, but the women—what else does a man really need? I bent Mandy over and I fucked her from behind. I don’t think I took my eyes off of her big, swinging tits the entire time. I had her moaning and screaming like no one’s business. Soon enough, she had me moaning. She pushed me back, spun around, and grabbed my cock in her hand seconds before I burst my load. She wanted in her mouth, and that’s where she got it.  
 
    It wasn’t even eight in the morning when Eric knocked on the door of the sleeper cab. “Time to wake up sunshine,” he called out. I’d fallen asleep with Mandy in my arms, her big, soft tits pressed against my chest. Neither of us woke up to the alarm on my phone, or the five hours of driving Eric had already done that morning. We were already in LA and it was time for Mandy to get out.  
 
    I took up my spot in the passenger seat as we started north, towards Seattle. Eric was quiet, eyes on the road. “Aren’t you interested to know how it went?” I asked, surprised he hadn’t asked. 
 
    He looked at me and then back to the road. “You’ve got a lot to learn yet,” he said. “You don’t talk about it,” he said. That was the second rule in the unwritten trucker’s rulebook: what happens on the road ain’t no one’s business but your own. Eric was right, I did have a lot left to learn. For instance, when a lady wanted to go further than five or six hours, she usually offered a little extra. For some boys that meant a night of fucking and some road-head later on, for others it meant getting access to the backdoor.  
 
    Some girls were bluntly open about it. “If you give me a ride all the way to St. Louis, I’ll let you cum in my ass,” one girl said to me, and let’s just say she got her ride to St. Louis. I’d never fucked a girl in the ass before that night. Her asshole was so tight, I almost wasn’t able to get my cock inside. And it only took a few pumps before she was moaning and groaning like I’d never seen before.  
 
    Then there were the midday hitchhikers. Have you ever noticed that you almost never see a lady hitchhiking? They’re a rare sight, and there’s a good reason for that. Truckers pick them up in a heartbeat. The midday hitchhikers are the ones who usually only want to get a few miles, a hundred at most. Usually, they would suck you off while you drove, and damn, some of them could do things with their tongues that you wouldn’t believe.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was five years into my trucking career when I made the biggest mistake of my life. I was making a run down the I-70 in Utah, hoping to make it to Grand Junction before nightfall. I should have filled up in Aurora, but there were over fifteen trucks waiting in line for gas, and I wasn’t in the mood for waiting. For some reason, I thought I’d be able to make it. In case you don’t know, there’s no place to fill up between Aurora and Grand Junction, and that’s almost one-hundred and fifty miles. Hell, I might have made it had my tires not been a bit low on air. 
 
    But I didn’t make it. I was about sixty miles short when the gas light came on, and I was about forty short when the gas pedal stopped working. I was stranded in the middle of nowhere. 
 
    My second biggest mistake was leaving my truck. I should have spent the night and tried to hail down a fellow trucker in the morning. But I didn’t do that—I decided to try and hike the forty miles. What a stupid decision that was… I walked all night, until my legs were screaming in pain. I had no idea how close I was. I had no phone service. My best guess was that I was still a good twenty miles away, which meant another day or so of hiking. 
 
    I could have gotten a ride had I waited at the truck. Truckers always help each other out. But my truck was twenty miles away. As far as any passing truckers were concerned, I was just another hitchhiker. And as the unwritten rule goes: only girls get a ride. That didn’t stop me from trying. I spent a good five hours trying to flag down a ride. No one stopped for me.  
 
    I was exhausted—so exhausted, I walked into the woods, found a soft patch of moss, and took a rather uncomfortable nap. When I woke up, it was dark. I overslept on that cold ground. Trying to find my way out of those woods, I ended up tripping over a root and twisting my ankle. Now I was really screwed. No one was going to stop to give me a ride and walking twenty miles on a twisted ankle was out of the question. My situation was beginning to look grim. 
 
    I don’t know why I bothered, but I ended up back on the street, trying to flag down a ride. Of course it got me nowhere, but I was desperate for anything. I was hungry, thirsty, sore, and tired. I would have killed to spend the night in a motel. 
 
    I managed to make it another five miles before the pain in my ankle became too much to handle. And as fate would have it, I came across a turnoff next to a sign that read: Private Property, No Trespassing. Hoping to find someone who could help me out, I walked down the turnoff—a mile-long dirt road that led to an old house. I knocked on the door. “Hello! Anyone home?” I called out, but the house was dark and no one answered. I continued knocking for a  good ten minutes before I decided to break in. I didn’t see any other choice. I needed to find a phone. I needed a drink of water and a morsel of food. 
 
    Unfortunately, there was no running water in the house, which I learned was long-abandoned. The fridge was totally empty, probably ransacked years before by passing squatters. I did find a water bottle in the basement and a can of beans in the very back of the kitchen pantry. The bed in the house was far from comfortable, but it beat the hell out of the forest floor. I fell asleep within seconds of laying down. 
 
    My ankle was badly swollen when I woke up. I could hardly walk. But with nothing left to eat or drink, what other option did I have? 
 
    I knew I smelled awful, so I went to the closet hoping to find some clean clothes. Unfortunately, the closet was only filled with women’s clothes. I dug through the clothing options, hoping to at least find a shirt that could pass as a man’s shirt. I found a white blouse that looked a bit like a dress shirt. As I held it up to my body, I had a crazy idea. 
 
    I must have stood in front of that dusty, old mirror for twenty minutes as I considered the idea—to dress up as a woman to get a ride to Grand Junction. If I did it, would I have to suck a guy off? I’d given girls rides before without expecting any sexual favours in return. It was only about fifteen or twenty miles, after all.  
 
    Even if I had to suck a guy off, was it really that big of a deal? If it was the difference between living and dying, what difference did it really make? The only other option was to hope someone would pick me up as a man, or that I could somehow hobble through my pain and make it all the way to Grand Junction—unlikely. As far as I knew, I was still fifty miles away. I really had no clue how far I was. 
 
    So was it really such a crazy idea?  
 
    I put on the blouse and it looked ridiculous hanging over my jeans. No, it didn’t look like a dress shirt at all. I dug around, looking for something better. There was nothing remotely masculine in the options. So I held up my old, dirty shirt—the one I’d slept in two nights in a row (including one on the forest floor), and hiked twenty miles in. And then I had that crazy idea again. What if I could pull it off? If I really could look like a woman, my conundrum would be nothing. I’d have a free ride from the next truck that went by. 
 
    I put on one of the bras that was hanging in the closet, stuffing it with a handful of socks to give the appearance of a bust. Then I put the blouse back on. It didn’t look quite as silly with the padded bra underneath, especially when I stood up straight. I continued to dig around and ended up finding a plaid skirt and a pair of white stockings. Using a razor and some shaving cream I found in the bathroom, I shaved my face and legs (which wasn’t so easy without running water). Unlike a lot of other truckers, I never had much in the way of facial and body hair, so it wasn’t hard to get my skin looking smooth and feminine. 
 
    I put on the skirt and the stockings. And then I stared at myself in the mirror, totally unsure of what I was seeing. I couldn’t tell if I looked great or if I looked ridiculous. I really looked like a woman, but I could still see myself, and I knew that I was really a man. But to someone who didn’t know me, what would they see? Would they see a man? 
 
    In one of the closets was an old Halloween wig. It looked kind of silly on my head. I ended up taking it off and giving it a good shake, creating a cloud of dust. After a good brushing, it looked passable.  
 
    I found a makeup kit in the bathroom and decided to see what I could do to push my guise a bit further. I used a good dab of concealer to evenly cover my face, so my skin would appear softer. I tried not to overdo it, so I wouldn’t look like one of those drag queens that flock to Dolly Parton concerts. It turns out, it’s a lot harder to get eyeliner on perfectly than it looks, and just one dab too many with the blush and you end up looking like a child’s doll.  
 
    I spent a good couple of hours making sure every little detail was perfect. My growling stomach finally let me know that enough was enough. I needed to get to town and eat something. I looked in the mirror again. I could still see me. But to a stranger, would I pass? 
 
    I had no other option. I put my wallet into an empty purse I found in the closet and I took off for the road. Even though there were no people around, I felt incredibly exposed and vulnerable, walking outside in a skirt and stockings, with a face of makeup. Maybe I really had lost my mind—maybe the lack of food and water had sent me into a sort of delirium. I would find out one way or another as soon as I came face to face with a trucker. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I decided to stay near that long driveway, in case my plan failed completely and I didn’t end up catching a ride. Attempting to hike to town was a recipe for disaster. At least with the old, abandoned house, there was a bed to sleep on. I could probably find some berries in the woods around the property and, at the very worst, I could drink the water out of toilet tank. I cringed at the thought. Sucking a guy off suddenly didn’t seem like such a bad option. 
 
    I was only out on the side of the highway for about fifteen minutes when I felt the rumbling of an approaching truck. My heart began to race. I felt a lump forming in my throat. My hand was shaking as I raised it up, sticking my thumb into the air. I was really going to do it—I was really going to pretend to be a woman to get a ride. 
 
    A big truck came around the bend. Moments after its headlights landed on me, it began to slow down. It was really going to stop for me. My heart was now pounding with intensity. A little voice in the back of my head kept saying, ‘It’s not too late to turn around,’ but I ignored it. I didn’t want to drink water from the tank of an old toilet, and I didn’t want to end up eating a poisonous berry in a failed attempt to find nourishment. It was all or nothing. 
 
    The truck stopped right next to me and the trucker rolled down his window. And then I realized I had no voice. I didn’t practise a voice. “Where you headed?” the burly, bearded man asked, and I just stood there, frozen, regret swirling in my head. “Miss?” 
 
    I knew I had two options: turn around and walk away—sure, he would think I was a lunatic, but it wouldn’t matter as soon as he pulled away and never saw me again—or, I could attempt a girl’s voice with literally zero practise. What could it hurt? If I tried the voice and it didn’t work, I could always turn away, or run if I felt I pissed him off. But why would it piss him off? If anything, it would make for a funny story later that night, when he was sitting at the bar with the other truckers. ‘Can you believe this guy dressed like a chick tried to get a ride today?’ 
 
    The real danger was if the voice passed, and I got the ride, and I went through with the road-head, and then he found me out—if he found out he got a blowjob from a man. Then he might be enraged. Then he might do something about it. But in terms of trying out the voice, what did I have to lose? “I’m going to Grand Junction,” I said quietly, softly, in a high-pitched voice (but not too high-pitched). 
 
    He smiled. “I’m heading that way. Might be able to give you a ride,” he said. Before he finished talking, I knew what he wanted. He wanted a little something for the convenience—he wanted the road-head. That lump in my throat grew double in size and then the thought of drinking toilet water came back to me. “Not really supposed to pick up hitchhikers. It’s against company rules and whatnot,” he said. 
 
    My hands were shaking and my head was spinning. ‘It’s not too late to turn around,’ that voice in my head said again. “I’ll make it worth your while,” I said in that forced female voice. 
 
    A grin came across his face. “Hop in,” he said, leaning over the passenger seat and pushing open the door. It was a miracle I didn’t pass out. I’m not sure there was any oxygen getting to my brain. I felt sick. I knew that I was locked in as soon as I got up into that cab. I knew that, if I made one slip, he wouldn’t be happy. I didn’t want to end up as a corpse in the ditch, somewhere off the I-70 in Utah. I got into the truck and closed the door. 
 
    “What’s your name?” he said as he started to drive.  
 
    “Fey,” I said, picking the very first name that came to mind. 
 
    “Pretty name for a  pretty lady,” he said, looking at me and smiling. He had a nice, genuine smile, which helped me relax just a bit. “What are you doing way out here, in the middle of nowhere?” 
 
    “Visiting an old friend’s cabin,” I said. I was doing my best to get control over my breathing, to calm my nerves. How bad could it be? Girls did it all the time without complaining. Hell, most of the girls that I’d ever picked up seemed to enjoy it. “How far are we from Grand Junction?” I asked.  
 
    “About forty miles,” he said. I couldn’t believe it—forty miles? I’d thought I was way closer than that. It was a good thing I finally got a ride. I would have died trying to hike that with my lousy ankle. 
 
    It became silent in the cab. “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Andrew.” I noticed Andrew wasn’t driving very fast, taking corners especially slow, not quite getting his truck up to the posted speed limit. He was buying time. He wanted to get the most out of our time together, before we reached Grand Junction. I noticed he didn’t have his seatbelt on, which I assumed was because he didn’t want anything more between me and his cock than necessary. 
 
    I took a deep breath and closed my eyes for a moment, thinking back to all of the times ladies came into my cab and gave me a little bit of road action. It always started with a gentle rub, over the clothes. Then, the girl would do away with my belt, unzipping my fly. Then she would get me nice and hard, and not until then would she lean over the seat and start the real work. Andrew was now waiting for the rub. 
 
    So, after a deep breath, I reached over. The space between us felt suddenly enormous, like it took eternity to reach from my side of the cab to his crotch. So many thoughts went through my head along the way, most of which were begging me to reconsider, to think of some other way to get back to civilization. I ignored them all, and placed my hand on his cock. He let out a deep sigh, his shoulders relaxing. He spread his legs open. He kept his eyes on the road, which was for the best. I didn’t need him taking a closer look at my face, noticing the slight bulge of my Adam’s apple.  
 
    I could feel his bulge hardening, pulsing, wanting out of its denim prison. I knew that the sooner I got it all over with, the better, but bringing myself to the next step was hard. It took me forever to build up the confidence to undo his belt, and forever more to unzip his fly. “Relax, darling,” he said, and I realized he was looking at me. I must have been as white as a ghost. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’ve never done this before,” I said, and he smiled.  
 
    “You’re doing fine, beautiful,” he said. Beautiful—that resonated with me. Not only did I apparently pass as a woman, but I was a beautiful woman? I reached into his fly and my fingers slipped around the bare, warm flesh of his cock. He was big and he was already hard. With a nudge, I pulled his cock out, and it declared its freedom with a swift slap against his abdomen. There it was—the big, throbbing cock I was about to suck. I ran my shaking hand up its length. Was I really going to do it? What did I have to lose? I’d already come this far. “You’re doing just great, honey,” he said. 
 
    I unclipped my seatbelt and I repositioned myself with my knees planted on my seat. Carefully, I bent over, getting closer and closer to his cock. It looked even bigger up close, with my lips just inches away from its pulsing girth. “Go ahead, baby. Suck it.” I took it in my hand again, and then I gently brought the bulging tip to my lips. It was all or nothing. I sunk it into my mouth. 
 
    It really wasn’t as bad as I’d dreaded. The way it throbbed on my tongue, all warm and hard, actually felt kind of comforting in a strange kind of way. There was something very satisfying about the way it slid in and out of my lips so effortlessly, and the way it sat cradled on my wet tongue. There was even something strangely comforting about the way his hand clasped the back of my head and brought me down, sinking his cock deeper into my mouth. 
 
    I could hear him moaning. Apparently I was doing something right. It wasn’t long before I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum. I fondled his balls with my free hand (the one that wasn’t supporting my body weight as I hovered across that cab). “That’s it, baby. That’s how you suck a fucking dick,” he said. The throbbing of his member became more intense and I knew I was getting close to victory. But strangely, something inside of me didn’t want the moment to end. I don’t know that I can explain the feeling—maybe it was the satisfaction in knowing I was the highlight of his day. Or maybe it was part of my malnourished state of delusion. 
 
    He squeezed a handful of my wig and began to groan loudly. He was going to come. And if I wasn’t careful, he wasn’t going to pull my wig right off. If I pulled away, I’d be leaving my wig behind, so it was looking like I was stuck taking his hot load in my mouth. And I did. 
 
    He came. His hot, sticky cum filled my mouth, and I didn’t pull back. I took shot after shot, gagging only slightly as he pushed my head down, forcing his massive dick down my throat. I swallowed. And a moment later, he released me, his cheeks red with a big grin on his face. I don’t know if I’ve ever seen a man look so satisfied as Andrew was in my life.  
 
    And I was satisfied with myself. I’d done it—I’d fooled a man into thinking I was a woman and I was on my way back to civilization where I would have a real bed and clean water and warm food.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    Once I was in Grand Junction, the rest was easy. I was able to arrange to have a gas truck sent to my truck, and within a few days, I was able to get my truck to its final destination. I was given another load to take back west with me, which I was able to get delivered in just a few days. In all of that time, that memory of my romp as a woman never left my mind. It was so quick, lasting less than an hour—but it had such a strong impact. I couldn’t believe I’d actually done it. I still couldn’t get over the way he looked at me, with lust in his eyes, as if I was the real deal. 
 
    For the rest of my trip, that excitement continued to buzz through my body, like a drug that refused to leave my system. I guess you could say I was on a high. I expected the high to go away after a day or two or three, or a week, but it didn’t go away. It lingered. Every time I saw a girl standing on the side of the road, the memory came flooding back to me and that excitement filled my bones again. 
 
    I even ended up picking a lady up and I couldn’t help but imagine she was really a man in similar circumstances to my own—stranded, in disguise. There was a taboo excitement that I couldn’t contain. When she leaned over and started to suck my cock, I couldn’t help myself—I ended up coming so fast. My experience on the road had changed me. I gave the lady a ride all the way back to Seattle from the back road I picked her up on in Montana. She slept in the sleeper cab with me. 
 
    After I dropped her off at a gas station, I realized I never even knew her name, and I never told her mine—which wouldn’t have mattered had she not left her bag on the bed in the sleeper cab. There was no identification in the bag—no clues as to who she was or where I could have the bag sent. There was just a bunch of clothes and some makeup.  
 
    And it was as I was cleaning the cab out, holding the bag up, that I got another crazy idea, an idea that revitalized that excitement inside of me that I hadn’t felt since that trucker was coming deep in my throat. I couldn’t help but wonder: could I do it again?  
 
    I found myself in front of the mirror, trying on the clothes that were left behind in my cab. They fit, and they looked good (even better after another close shave). The makeup was much easier to use, seeing as it wasn’t a decade old. Even without a wig, I looked pretty good. My hair had grown out long enough that, especially once I had the makeup on, it looked quite feminine. Standing in front of the mirror, in my makeup and clothes, I practised my voice, getting more and more comfortable with every sentence that flowed off of my tongue.  
 
    It was actually kind of fun, trying on all the different skirts and dressed that had been stuffed in that forgotten hiking bag. I especially loved the way the panties hugged my cock tight to my body. Everything was so soft against my skin. And my God, did I look sexy in the pair of fishnet stockings that I found at the bottom of the bag. The more and more I looked at myself in the mirror, the more I realized it would be a shame not to take this new persona out into the world, to try it out on the road one more time.  
 
    I’d driven through Las Vegas so many times in my trucking career, but I’d never stopped to enjoy the city, to take in the sights, to spend time at the casinos and the world-famous shows. It was a good two-day drive from where I lived in Seattle. I figured it was the perfect destination to put Fey to the test. And the first real test was getting there. Rather than driving myself, I figured I would get there for free, using only my body—my ‘compensation’, as Eric would have called it. 
 
    So I repacked that hiking bag and set off for Las Vegas, on foot. I waited until I was out of city limits before I turned to the stream of traffic, sticking up my thumb only for the big trucks I knew would happily give me a ride the whole way if I was willing enough. And within minutes, I had a truck coming to a stop, pulling over next to the ditch so I could hop in. Excitement filled my body. It seemed like a lifetime since I’d last been inside the body of Fey. Every day that passed made me want to revisit her more and more. And finally, here was my chance. 
 
    The driver of the truck pushed the passenger door open and I climbed in. 
 
    There was more than just excitement swirling inside of me. All of those same emotions I’d felt the last time were back as well—the anxiety, the fear, that lingering sense of dread. Just because I passed the first time didn’t necessarily mean I would pass again. Maybe my first ride had terrible eyesight or maybe he had bad hearing. Maybe my new driver wouldn’t quite be so gullible. It took me a moment to build up the confidence to look him in the eye. As soon as I did, he started to drive. 
 
    My heart sank into a pit in my gut. Driving the truck was my old instructor, Eric, the man I’d spent over a week with, and I’d seen countless times since. If any trucker was going to recognize me, it was the man sitting just a couple of feet away from me. That familiar lump began to form in my throat. He looked at me and my body became rigid. I’m not sure I was breathing. “Where you headed?” he asked, looking back to the street. 
 
    It took me a moment to respond. When I did, it was hardly a whisper. “Las Vegas,” I said. 
 
    “Say again?” he said, leaning closer to me.  
 
    There were only two things running through my mind: regret and escape. How could I escape? Could I jump out of the truck as he slowed down to take a corner? Could I tell him I was going to be sick and then make a run for safety once he pulled over? How long would it take for him to recognize me? “Miss?” he said. 
 
    “Las Vegas,” I said again, this time louder. My voice was hoarse and broken from fear.  
 
    “Las Vegas is a good couple of days away. Not sure I can take you that far,” he said. “I mean, I could consider it—for a pretty girl like yourself.” Sure, upon first glance I might have been pretty, but as soon as he took a closer look, would he think the same? What had I gotten myself into? The excitement of lust had led me too far down the rabbit hole.  
 
    Eric turned off of the interstate, onto one of the lesser-known side roads that truckers would use to sneak around traffic. The road was narrow, surrounded by tall trees that blocked the waning light of the setting sun. I thought it was a strange move, seeing as there wasn’t much traffic on the interstate, but then I realized he was probably looking for some privacy. With the interstate clear, no one would be using the side road—no one but us. 
 
    And the further we went down the side road, the worse my own situation became. If I got out and ran away, where could I go? There would be no one to pick me up, and I would be miles from civilization all over again. It was starting to look like I only had one option: do my best to convince Eric I was really a woman, make sure he didn’t catch onto my real identity. 
 
    In a way, the side road helped. The darkness from the tall trees helped to hide my face. I looked in the mirror to check my makeup, but I could hardly see myself. If I couldn’t see myself well, Eric couldn’t see me well either. “Hate to be blunt,” Eric said, ‘but do you mind me asking, what are you willing to do for a ride to Las Vegas? Not really supposed to be picking anyone up. Against company policies and state laws and all that.” 
 
    It was the classic trucker proposition: what was I willing to do sexually? A blowjob would get me to Portland. A regular ol’ fuck would probably get me to Sacramento (I didn’t exactly have all the parts for that option). Taking Eric’s cock in my ass would probably get me to Las Vegas.  
 
    I could have gone with option number one, the blowjob, and gotten out at the next service station. At first it seemed like the safest option. But then what? Then I take my chances with another driver? If Eric really didn’t recognize me, what difference did it make? What was the sense in throwing another driver into the mix and doubling my chances of being caught? If I could go all the way with Eric, maybe that was the safest option. “Miss?” he said again. 
 
    I took a deep breath and bit my lip. “You can take me from behind,” I said. 
 
    He didn’t respond. Instead, he slowly brought the truck to a stop. “Alright, step out of the cab,” he said once we were at a complete stop.  
 
    I hesitated at first, then I stepped out. Was he just going to take me way out in the middle of nowhere? I figured we would at least drive until about midnight and then stop at a motel somewhere. I looked around. There were trees all around me. The road looked long-abandoned, as if Eric was the first person to use it in decades. I could hear nothing but the sound of chirping birds and the groaning of the swaying trees in the warm breeze. Eric stepped around the truck. “Wouldn’t you rather wait until we get to a motel or something?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t feel much like sleeping tonight,” he said. “I’m probably going to make a straight shot for Las Vegas.”  
 
    That sense of regret came rushing back. At least in a motel, I could scream if something went wrong—if he found my cock between my legs. No one would be stupid enough to murder someone with people around. Where we were, on that back road in the middle of nowhere, no one would be able to hear me scream. “Put your palms against the truck,” he said, reaching down and starting away at his belt. 
 
    A cold tingle ran down my spine. I really didn’t have any other options. I put my palms against the truck. I heard his pants hit the ground and then I felt him walk up behind me. He reached up my skirt and grabbed my panties. Instinct kicked in and I grabbed them too, to stop him from pulling them down. “Wait,” I said. If my cock fell out, I was doomed. That would be it for me. Eric had always scared me just a little bit. He’d always seemed a bit cold, a bit distant. It didn’t seem so out of the cards that he might murder a man who tried to seduce him.  
 
    “Wait for what?” he asked. I could feel his big, warm cock against my thigh, already erect and ready to obliterate my asshole. 
 
    “I don’t think I can do this,” I said. 
 
    And then he let go of my panties. My heart was beating so fast, up in my throat. My legs were shaking. I had a terrible feeling something bad was about to happen. I was right. He reached between my legs and grabbed the bulge of my cock firmly with his hand. “You look pretty in a dress, you know that?” he said. 
 
    I’m not sure my heart continued to beat at that point. My vision became a blur. I nearly fainted. He pulled my panties down with a swift tug and I did nothing to stop him. He knew who I was. He probably knew all along—maybe he even knew before he let me into his truck. 
 
    The moment became a blur. My mind was spinning too fast for me to make sense of what was happening. The next thing I knew, he was pushing in, his thick, hard cock stretching my anus. My toes curled and I bit down on my tongue. It wasn’t long before he was thrusting himself in and out of me, plunging his warm dick deeper and deeper. His hands explored my body, squeezed my fake tits, reached down and fondled my cock. He didn’t seem to care that I was a man. In fact, he was into it. Once his hand was on my cock, he didn’t let go. And it didn’t take him long to get me rock-hard, stroking my length in his firm grip. 
 
    “Your asshole’s fucking tight,” he said with a grunt, his lips right next to my ear. His thrusts were getting harder but the pain was becoming less. He was hitting a sweet spot—the male g-spot.  
 
    My legs quivered, my body trembled. “Oh God,” I heard myself muttering but I wasn’t in control. “Fuck!” He wrapped one of his arms around my body to hold me up, so I wouldn’t fall to the ground in a limp puddle. 
 
    “Come for me, baby,” he said, squeezing my dick harder, pumping it faster. I was numb all over, save for my cock and my asshole where the euphoria had taken over. My mind was flashing. I didn’t want the moment to end but I couldn’t hold back, I couldn’t stop my cock from spraying a massive load all over the side of his truck. “Shit!” I cried out as he began to grunt, his thrusts becoming sharper.  
 
    “I’m going to come in your ass,” he said, and he followed through with his promise, filling me up deep. I pushed my butt back into his hard pelvis, making sure his cock was as deep as it could be inside of my body. My God, did it feel good. I’d never felt anything like it—an unexplainable pulsing ecstasy that vibrates warmly through your whole body. It seemed to last an eternity, but it was over in just seconds. 
 
    As luck would have it, Eric didn’t murder me. He followed through with his promise and took me all the way to Las Vegas where I stayed for a few weeks. It was the perfect place to experiment with Fey. It was the best place to perfect my voice, my mannerisms, with so many strangers around, constantly interacting with me. By the time it was all over, I’d almost forgotten I wasn’t actually a woman. The voice had become so natural, and I’d never felt more confident about myself in my whole life. 
 
    At the end of my weeks in Las Vegas, I found myself back out on the interstate, bag packed. It was time for me to go home and return to real life. I was about to cross the road when a big truck pulled up next to me. The driver pushed open the passenger door—and it was Eric. “Where you headed?” he asked.  
 
    “Back home—to Seattle,” I said. 
 
    “I’m doing a two week trip down to the southern tip of Mexico if you’re interested. Could be a nice little holiday,” he said with a smile. 
 
    I smiled back. Maybe I didn’t have to get back to my real life so quickly. Maybe I could let Fey live on for a bit. Besides, who could say no to a free two-week trip to Mexico?  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TAKE IT FROM BEHIND 
 
    When Andrew and Peter stumble upon an old box of adult magazines while attending Bible Camp, they can’t believe what they’ve found. One of the magazines, an especially kinky bisexual issue, even explains how to achieve the most incredible orgasm through backdoor stimulation. “Let’s try it,” Peter suggests. Andrew is hesitant, but what if the orgasm of legend is real? 
 
    Five years later, now living on his own, all Andrew wants is to relive that moment at camp, relive that incredible climax. And to get the job done, he’ll need the right disguise.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It sounds like such a cliché, but it all started at Bible Camp. I snuck away from the campfire with my friend, Peter, because he wanted to show me something that he’d found. No one noticed us leaving. He brought me to one of the old, unused cabins, and said, “You won’t believe what I found.” We had to sneak in through the window because the door was locked.  
 
    In the cabin was a box of pornography magazines. “Whoa,” I said, lifting one of the magazines out from the box. “How did you did you find these?” 
 
    “I was just looking in through the window and I noticed it—this morning, when we were playing The Food Chain Game.” The Food Chain Game was where everyone was assigned an animal and you all got a certain number of tags that you carried around. If you were assigned a rabbit, for example, you needed to avoid all of the carnivores, and you won by staying alive. If you were a carnivore of some sort, your goal was to collect as many tags as possible from those below you in the food chain. While we were playing, I had in fact noticed Peter’s absence—I just assumed he was doing a great job at hiding.  
 
    “Look at this,” he said, lifting one of the magazine up. It was an anal fetish magazine. “Ew, gross,” I said. I’d seen some pornography before, but only soft-core stuff—and even that got my heart racing, it was so taboo. “That must hurt,” I said, looking at the woman on the cover who had a gigantic cock stretching her anus wide.  
 
    “You know that’s where the male G-spot is—in the ass,” Peter said. “Apparently, if you hit the right spot, it’s the greatest climax you’ll ever feel.” He flipped through the magazine. I’d never heard about the male G-spot, but of course I’d heard of the female G-spot (though I was still a virgin, so I had no idea if it was a real thing or not). I’d done my fair share of masturbating before, and while I enjoyed it, I couldn’t help but wonder just how much better this supposed male G-spot stimulation could be.  
 
    “Look at this one,” Peter said, picking another magazine out from the box. It was something I’d never seen before—something I didn’t even know existed. It took my brain a moment to register its reality: shemale on male porn. On the cover was a man bent over, taking it from behind by a well-hung woman. 
 
    “Is that real?” I said, looking away.  The image of the woman with the cock was strangely enticing. It seemed to call out to me, but I refused it, pushing the image out of my mind the best I could. 
 
    “Yeah. Look at this,” he said, flipping the page. There was a picture of a man’s flaccid cock oozing cum. The man was, of course, taking it hard from behind. “It says that if you hit the G-spot, you can come without even touching your dick—and you come for like five or ten minutes straight.”  
 
    “Get the fuck out,” I said, snatching the magazine from him to read the little article next to the picture of the oozing cock. I covered the picture with my hand, finding it too off-putting. Assuming the magazine wasn’t lying, Peter was right. The article even had instructions on how to peg the male G-spot with anal penetration to achieve an extended orgasm.  
 
    The five second orgasm that followed jerking off was already pure euphoria. I couldn’t even begin to imagine a five minute, or even ten minute long ejaculation. My heart was racing. I handed Peter the magazine. “We should probably get back to the campfire.” 
 
    “Why? No one will notice us missing.” 
 
    “What if we get caught with this. What if they think it’s ours?” My hands were trembling. My brain was ferociously trying to process the images I’d just seen, women with cocks, men with their asses stuffed—it was all new, all much more extreme than anything I’d ever seen. 
 
    “Do you want to try it?” Peter said.  
 
    “What?” I snapped, jumping back from him. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. 
 
    “What? Not like a gay thing, just to see if it’s real. Don’t you want to know if it’s real? Don’t you want to see what it feels like?”  
 
    There was a lump in my throat preventing me from responding. I was terrified—but I did want to know if it was real—and if it was real, how could I not want to know what it felt like?  
 
    “Do you want to go first or should I go first?”  
 
    “I don’t think I can do it,” I said, my whole body now trembling.  
 
    “Look, there’s even instructions here. Think of it like a science experiment. Pretend like I’m one of those hot chicks with the big dicks,” he said. The crippling anxiety seeped into my brain, and the rest of that night became a haze. I don’t know how Peter did it, but he managed to convince me. My hands were shaking violently as I pulled down my pants. “Turn around and bend over,” I remember him saying, so I did. I grabbed the windowsill for support. 
 
    “Okay, so it says to bend your knees a bit, that’s supposed to help,” he said. I felt the warm tip of his cock press up between my cheeks. It was wet, coated in his own saliva. I felt nauseous, but that overwhelming curiosity kept me going, kept me from protesting. I bit down on my tongue. My breathing was out of control. He started to push in. “It says to only go in about three inches. Tell me if you feel anything special.” So far, it only hurt, and it felt like I was taking a big poop. “Do you feel it yet?” he said. 
 
    “No,” I said through clenched teeth. He slid in deeper and it hurt even more. I didn’t want to look back. I didn’t want to be reminded that I was losing my virginity to a man, to my friend. I didn’t even like men—or did I?  
 
    I couldn’t believe what I’d been talked into—getting my ass filled by my friend’s big cock. What if he was tricking me? What if he wasn’t going to let me try on him, and he was just looking to get off? What if he was gay and he’d just tricked me into getting with him?  
 
    “What about now?” he asked, pushing in a bit deeper, stretching me a bit wider. 
 
    “No,” I said, and then I suddenly felt it. The tip of his cock pressed up against something that sent a fuzzy, pleasurable vibration through my body. “Whoa,” I said. “Right there.” 
 
    “Really?” he said in a surprised, excited voice. He kept his cock pressed up against the spot as he waited for a reply, which continued to send warm, fuzzy vibrations through my body.  
 
    “Yeah, right there,” I said. 
 
    He started to thrust gently, jabbing that same spot over and over. Each jab felt better than the last. My shoulders started to relax and I could feel the tension draining from my body. “Oh shit,” I said, my body succumbing to the pleasure. It was real—the male G-spot was a totally real thing, I could hardly believe it.  
 
    “Keep going. Harder,” I said. 
 
    He grabbed me by the hips and held me firmly in place as he penetrated me harder and harder, the tip of his cock pressing that sweet spot over and over. I could feel it swelling, sending stronger volts of energy through my body, down into my cock. My legs started trembling. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I muttered, and then I looked down between my legs. I was coming. Cum was oozing out from my flaccid cock, just like in the porno magazine. It felt amazing, absolutely euphoric.  
 
    “I’m going to come, man,” he said. 
 
    “No, don’t come,” I said. “Keep going. Please don’t stop.” 
 
    “I can’t—I have to come. I can’t hold back any longer,” he said, his voice strained. He pushed in hard—almost painfully hard, but I was in too deep of a euphoria to care. I didn’t want it to end, but it ended—he came. The feeling of his warm load filling me up was the climax of my extended orgasm, and it was amazing. When he pulled his cock out and his creampie followed, I suddenly felt empty. I couldn’t believe how much cum had oozed out from my dick. I could hardly believe the puddle on the cabin floor was from me. 
 
    “Alright, my turn,” he said, turning around and bending over. I took my cock in my hand and started to stroke it, trying to get it hard, but it would get hard. I’d already came, and I came a lot. “C’mon man, what’s going on?” he said. 
 
    “I can’t get it up. I need some time.” 
 
    “How much time?” 
 
    “I don’t know, like twenty minutes or something.” I kept stroking myself, but it wasn’t happening. 
 
    “Fuck that,” Peter said, suddenly angry, as if a twenty minute wait was totally unacceptable. “If we’re in here for another twenty minutes, they’ll definitely notice us missing. C’mon, let’s go—but tomorrow I’m cashing in my rain cheque.” Peter never cashed in his rain cheque. The next morning, he was caught in the old cabin with the pornography, and he was sent home. I never saw him again. I’d only met him at the beginning of camp—I didn’t even know which town he was from, or what his last name was. But I would always remember him as the guy who made me realize I love taking it from behind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    My craving to relive that euphoria grew over the years. There was never another person in my life like Peter—someone there to make the proposition, to initiate the fucking. I’d always been a victim of social anxiety. I could hardly talk to women, never mind ask men if they were interested in fucking me in the ass. It was an especially difficult situation to be in, because I wasn’t physically attracted to men. I liked women, but I couldn’t even imagine asking a woman to put on a strap-on and fuck me in the ass.  
 
    Besides, I don’t think it would be the same with a strap-on—since my night with Peter, I’d tried using toys to stimulate that sweet spot, to no avail. I even ordered a ‘prostate stimulator’ off of the internet, and it wouldn’t do the trick. Sure, the buzzing felt nice, pressed up against that G-spot, but it never got my dick to ooze cum, no matter which angle I went in at. There was something about a real, flesh-covered, throbbing cock that toys just couldn’t emulate. 
 
    It took me years to build up the courage to venture into a gay bar. I went in with a baseball cap pushed down low and a pair of non-prescription glasses. I stayed along the perimeter, where I wouldn’t be noticed by anyone I might potentially know. Of course, as a result, I wasn’t noticed by anyone whatsoever. After a couple of drinks, I was able to venture further into the bar, though I never built up the nerve to talk to anyone. The disguise helped quite a bit in calming my anxiety, though.  
 
    The next day, I decided to try again, but the results were pretty much the same. A woman came into the bar, serving a nice reminder that I was straight, not gay. My craving for anal stimulation was a real shame—I couldn’t have both—I couldn’t have the girl of my dreams and that incredible euphoria together. As they say, you can’t have your cake and eat it, too. I watched the woman walk up to the bar and order a drink.  
 
    She was somewhat pretty: a blonde, with shining blue eyes, and larger-than-average tits. She was wearing the tiniest miniskirt, and the cutest white heels. I came to the bar to find a man to pleasure me from behind, and all I could do was fantasize about a woman. For the first time in my few days visiting the gay bar, I had the urge to go up and talk to someone—the woman. I took a seat next to her at the bar. “Mind if I sit here?” I asked. My heart was pounding. Even talking to women got my anxiety worked up and my throat in a big knot. 
 
    She smiled at me. “Be my guest.” The moment I heard her voice, I realized: she wasn’t a woman at all. She was a man with fake tits—a tranny, just like the ladyboys from the porno magazine Peter showed me years before. I didn’t know they were real—I thought they were just a small population of people who did porn. My heart started racing even faster; here was the solution to my conundrum—a woman with the power to please all of my needs. I bought her drink for her. “I’m Andrew,” I said, extending my hand. 
 
    She took my hand gently. “Larissa,” she said, smiling. Now that I’d heard her voice, I could see the boyish look in her face—the sharper features, the slightly wider shoulders, small things you don’t notice until you’re sitting right up close. We talked for a bit and then I bought her a second drink. 
 
    I was careful speaking to her, not sure what topics were out of bounds. I kept the conversation to: What do you do for a living? What are your hobbies? Do you have any brothers or sisters? What school did you go to? I stuck to the most basic, boring old conversation pieces. Thankfully, I don’t think it mattered how dull the conversation was—she was there for the same reason I was there, to find some action for the night. “Want to come back to my place? I live just down the street,” she said. My heart was racing. I couldn’t wait to get her into bed, to get her cock nice and hard and deep in my body.  
 
    We went back to her place and before her front door was even closed, we were making out. We were powering through foreplay at record speed—she had her hand down my pants, massaging my cock, I had her shirt off within second, and my hands firmly on her stiff tits. From there, my plan started to fall apart. I reached up her skirt and I slipped my fingers under her panties, feeling her big, warm cock, flesh on flesh. She took my hand and pulled it away. “No touching,” she said. “Just pretend like it’s not there,” she said. My heart sank into my gut. Pretend like it’s not there? It was the whole reason I was up in her apartment! 
 
    I didn’t want to push any buttons, so I obeyed her request, returning my attention to her tits. Kissing her felt weird. It never really felt like I was kissing a girl, though it didn’t feel like I was kissing a boy, either. But the thought of kissing a boy made me feel squeamish, so I did my best to pretend like she was a real, biological woman. We made our way to her bedroom and then she pulled down her panties and spun around. “I’m all yours, baby,” she said, flipping up her skirt and presenting herself to me. She had a nice asshole, and a big package—huge balls and a long, flaccid cock. I only saw the package for a few seconds before she covered it with her hand. “C’mon, what are you waiting for?” 
 
    “Do you want to do me afterwards?” I asked. 
 
    She looked at me with crooked confusion. “You mean, you want to be bottom?” she said, as if it was the most repulsive thing she’d ever heard.  
 
    I panicked, my heart suddenly racing. “Um, no, I mean a blowjob. You thought I wanted to be a bottom?” I laughed. My cheeks were hot. 
 
    She smiled and bit her lip. She got up from her bed and then sunk down to her knees in front of me, taking my cock firmly in her hand. She stroked it a few times and then she plunged it into her mouth. I will admit, she knew how to suck a cock like a pro, wrapping her tongue around my girth, getting me hard in an instant. Had I let her go on for too long, I would have come in her mouth, saving nothing for her asshole. “Okay, now it’s my turn,” she said, a strand of saliva still connecting her lips and the tip of my cock. She spun around and flipped her skirt up again, presenting that perfect, little asshole.  
 
    I’d come to face the reality that I wasn’t going to be getting any from behind. I took my cock, lined it up with her tight anus, and I pushed in. After just a few thrusts, she was an elated mess—living out my fantasy, getting plunged by a big cock. “Oh my fucking God, right there,” she said, moaning like crazy. I knew exactly how to hit that G-spot—I’d had tons of practice on myself. “Holy fuck, that feels so damn good, please don’t stop,” she said.  
 
    I couldn’t look away from her cock, which was swinging back and forth with every thrust into her tush. I watched it begin to throb and then I watched her white, warm load begin to ooze out in increments. She came constantly for nearly ten minutes, moaning in euphoria the whole time. It hurt my heart knowing I wasn’t going to get the same treatment. My craving would remain unsatisfied. I came in her ass. When I pulled out, she fell to the bed, totally limp, totally consumed by the incredible pleasure I hadn’t felt for so many years. 
 
    I went back to that bar a few nights later, hoping to try my luck again. Larissa was there, at the bar, with a nice-looking guy next to her, arm over her shoulders. I watched from afar for a while, until they got up to go together. Again, she was going to feel that unbelievable ecstasy, and I was stuck hoping guys would come to me, wishing my social anxiety would stop holding me back. Once again, my efforts were for nothing. I left the bar empty-handed.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Getting picked up was so easy for Larissa—all she had to do was show up, take a seat, and wait. She never went more than a few minutes by herself, before someone sat down, bought her a few drinks and then courted her back to her place. She made a good-looking lady, sure, but it wasn’t like she was about to be in any Victoria’s Secret runway shows or anything like that. Her body wasn’t even that different from mine—in fact, my body was possibly even more feminine than hers, minus the breast implants.  
 
    Then I got an idea: why not put myself in her shoes? How hard could it be to doll myself up to the point where I looked like a convincing-enough woman to get some attention from the tranny-bangers at the bar? What was stopping me from doing exactly what Larissa was doing? It wasn’t like she was actually convincing anyone she was actually a chick—as soon as she started speaking, everyone knew. As soon as you got a close enough look, it was obvious. And still, she got to go home and get to revel in that wicked anal pleasure.  
 
    I went down to a local wig store, but my social anxiety stopped me from going inside. How was I going to explain my purchase to the cashier? Would he even care that I was buying a female wig? Probably not, but still, I couldn’t stand the idea of facing someone, potentially being recognized by some old school classmate—it wasn’t worth the risk, no matter how small. So instead, I bought myself a wig online, along with a makeup kit, and a bunch of clothes.  
 
    I racked up quite the bill—it’s easy to get carried away on those women’s clothing websites. They just seem to go on and on and on and on—endless options. You can’t help but wonder what every piece would look like on you, and just when you think you’re done, another cute item catches your eye. The whole process was strangely fun, though I don’t know why—I wasn’t exactly looking forward to going out into public dressed like a woman. 
 
    My heart started pounding at the mere thought of actually leaving the house. Was I really going to do it? Of course I was—I’d already spent the money, I couldn’t chicken out now. I hadn’t felt so nervous in years—since my night with Peter, at Bible Camp. The way my heart was pounding now, I couldn’t help but think back to that night, to the moment he slipped his thick cock into my asshole and I felt that surge of euphoria.  
 
    Everything I ordered came on the same day, in a series of boxes. My face was dark red as I signed for the packages, hoping the mail guy hadn’t looked at the receipt to see it was all from women’s clothing outlets—not that he would have cared anyway. Even though I was aware that my anxiety was completely irrational, I couldn’t help it. It was like an incurable disease—a totally hopeless ailment. Once the mailman was gone, I shut all of my blinds and I started to open my packages. 
 
    I had so much to get to: the wig, the makeup, the selection of dresses, skirts, tights, blouses, sweaters, tank tops, accessories, panties, thongs, and even a little piece of lacy lingerie. The lingerie was from a special fetish store—it was tight and black and it was designed especially for some backdoor fun, with a hole just for easy asshole access. It was an impulse purchase. Holding it up now, I couldn’t believe I’d actually bought it—would I even wear it? My heart was sent aflutter yet again. 
 
    The wig was a perfect fit—a kind of dirty blonde colour with highlights. The wig had darker roots, which matched my own natural hair, making it look incredibly convincing. I spent a few minutes in front of the mirror, running my fingers through my new locks. Already, I was starting to look totally different—unrecognizable. 
 
    I didn’t even realize until that moment that I’d been speaking out loud, subconsciously practicing my female voice.  
 
    Next was the makeup. The kit I bought came with a little pamphlet with links to online video tutorials. I looked them up. They were immensely helpful, seeing as I had no idea what ‘contouring’ meant, or what ‘primer’ was for. It took the better part of my morning, but I got the hang of it pretty quickly. The dark eyeliner really brought out the green of my eyes. I never really realized until I had a full face of makeup on, that my eyes were so big and full of life. It was too bad it wasn’t socially acceptable for men to wear makeup, because I looked pretty good—and again, even less recognizable. My heart was finally starting to calm down, comforted by the thought that no one would ever recognize me with this face. Hell, I might even get confused for a real woman! 
 
    I tried on everything I bought—some pieces were more flattering than others. The two sweaters I bought were hopeless, making me look terribly boyish. Anything that covered my shoulders made me look too broad and manly, which took a couple of the dresses I bought out of contention. One of my favourite items was a lacy white dress. It fit my body perfectly and made me look so cute and petite. The only issue was, it was terribly short, hardly covering my whole ass. I had to keep tugging it down so the tiny pleats would cover my whole rump. 
 
    I stepped back and looked at myself fully in the mirror. A chill ran down my spine. I was too convincing. If I wasn’t careful, I wasn’t going to get the attention of the tranny-bangers at all, but instead the straight dudes tagging along with their gay friends. I was going to need to make sure my potential suitors knew what they were getting into. 
 
    I stood profile to the mirror. I looked great, but my flat chest wasn’t helping my look at all. I tried stuffing the cups of my dress a few different ways, with socks and toilet paper, but none of it looked quite right. Then I remembered one of the dresses that made me look boxy had thick pads sewn into it. With a little pair of scissors, I extracted the cups, and I slipped them into my little white dress. That did the trick. I didn’t have Larissa-sized tits, but they were realistic, at least as long as I had my dress on.  
 
    I put on a pair of white, strappy heels and did a little walk around my room. As soon as I started moving around, the breast pads began to shift out of place. My dress wasn’t tight enough to hold them in. I could have sewn them in, but then I could only wear that one white dress, unless I was ready to re-sew the pads every time I wanted to wear something else. 
 
    “Unless…” I thought, looking over at the tight, black piece of lingerie. I slipped out of the dress and into the lingerie, slipping the pads into the lingerie’s breast cups. The tight, lacy outfit was more than tight enough to hold everything in place, and it even pressed my cock against my body hard enough that there was hardly a bulge. It was the ultimate solution—so it was settled, I would wear the black lacy number underneath my clothing. I slipped my white dress back over the lingerie. Amazingly, the dress just managed to cover the sexy little number up completely.  
 
    I looked in the mirror. This was really going to work—I was sexy, even sexier than Larissa, as far as I was concerned. I had a feeling that I wouldn’t last five minutes at that bar before someone came up to buy me a drink. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I didn’t live far from that bar, but the walk over felt like a lifetime. My mind was spinning the whole way, screaming at me to turn around. How had it come to this? How had my craving for anal sex led me down this path, dressing up like a woman? Every time a car drove by, my body became tense. I almost had to stop every single time, so I wouldn’t collapse from rigor mortis. I’m not sure I was even in control of my own body at that point—my head was screaming at me to rethink what I was doing, but my body was just pushing forward, getting closer and closer to that bar.  
 
    It was a Friday night, and much later than my usual arrival, but I didn’t quite realize it until I turned the corner and saw the line of people waiting to be let inside. I tugged down the skirt of my dress, making sure it was covering my ass, and then I took a deep breath. I felt like I was slipping out of madness, in a moment of clarity amidst the delirium that had taken me over. I stopped about a half block away from the crowd of people. A few of the men in the line were looking my way, checking me out, nudging their buddies to take a look with them. Had I absolutely lost my mind? What exactly was I planning on doing. 
 
    Memories of that night with Peter flashed through my mind—looking through those magazines, Peter showing me the photo of the shemale plunging some dude’s asshole, me bending over with my pants down at my ankles. Was I going to relive that memory every single time my heart rate increased? Every time an ounce of adrenaline was released into my bloodstream?  
 
    Someone behind me whistled. “Lookin’ good, cupcake!” they shouted. I looked back. Three men walked past me, their eyes scanning my body. One of the men winked. Did they know I wasn’t actually a woman? Were they straight men, confusing me for a lady they really wanted to fuck? I knew it—I’d gone too far with my transformation, I got too invested, too afraid of being recognized. The pendulum had swung way too far in the other direction.  
 
    I walked towards the line, my body consumed by a cold trembling. How badly did I want it? How badly did I need that incredible orgasm that I’d been chasing for years? Was it really worth it? The memory of looking down in that cabin, seeing my cock oozing cum, came back to me in clear detail. Standing in that line, I could almost feel that euphoria buzzing between my legs. I wanted it so badly.  
 
    “What’s your name, beautiful?” asked the man in front of me in line. 
 
    “Andrea,” I said.  
 
    “I’m Roger, pleasure to meet you,” he said, nodding his head. I smiled. It was strange—speaking with Roger, I didn’t feel the crippling anxiety I normally felt talking to anyone. I was so used to being at a complete loss for words every time I opened my mouth—maybe it was the comfort of the disguise—the anonymity. Or maybe it was something else… 
 
    “Are you here with friends?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m meeting some people inside,” I said. “I showed up a bit late.” 
 
    The bouncer walked up to me. “You,” he said, pointing to me. “Come with me.” My heart stuttered. Had I done something wrong? Was I getting in trouble for… what? Was dressing up like a lady against the rules? Was I about to be revealed by the bouncer? Maybe he recognized me from previous nights. He led me to the front of the line, opened the door for me, and said, “Go ahead.” I stood still and stupid for a moment before I realized I’d been chosen to skip the line. I couldn’t fight the smile from my face.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said, and then I entered the club. No one protested my skipping the line, everyone seemed fine with it, as if they agreed I should be let in, as if I really did classify as that calibre of lady—the kind of sexy they want in their club, free of cover, free of waiting in line. 
 
    I looked around. The place was much darker, much louder, much busier than what I was used to. Oddly enough, the volume and darkness provided an extra comfort—at this point it would have been damn near impossible for anyone to recognize me, even my closest friends and family members, if for some reason they were there, at that club. I made my way to the bar, squeezing gently between two other people waiting for drinks. One of the men looked over at me. I watched his eyes grow wide out of my peripheral vision. When I looked over at him, he looked away swiftly, the way I would have if I thought I was about to be caught staring at a pretty woman. It made me feel good—a peculiar, warm sensation filled my body. 
 
    The bartender came by and looked right at me. “What can I get you?” he said. 
 
    “These guys were here before me,” I said. 
 
    “No, no, go ahead,” both of the men next to me said, almost in unison. Their cheeks were red. One of the men held up a handful of cash. “Her drink is on me,” he said, his face becoming particularly crimson, beaming with a certain pride that he’d beaten the other man to the punch. I ordered an olive martini. 
 
    “Thank you so much,” I said. 
 
    He smiled gracefully. “It’s my pleasure,” he said. “I’m Mark.” 
 
    “I’m Andrea,” I said. 
 
    “I’m not gay, just so you know—not that there’s anything wrong with that—I’m just here with some friends,” he said, smiling awkwardly. He was kind of cute, all flustered and red-faced. 
 
    Kind of cute? What was I thinking? Since when had I ever found a man cute? I truly must have been lost in some strange state of delirium. Looking around, I couldn’t help but notice a few different men who seemed strangely attractive. One of the men in the club was particularly handsome, with chiselled features, big arms, and a stacked chest. He didn’t look like my type though—it was too much, too hard-looking. I liked the guys with the softer features, who looked like they didn’t spend their lives in the gym, lifting weights to build up muscles they would never use. 
 
    Not my type? There it was again—that poisonous delirium, seeping further into my brain. Since when did I have a type for men? Where was this sudden attraction coming from? Was it coming from the disguise—was I getting too into character? Or was my anxiety barrier finally breaking down, finally letting my true self out. No, no, it couldn’t be—I wasn’t gay. I liked women. Maybe I was bi-sexual. “Are you okay?” Mark asked, his eyes narrowed.  
 
    “Huh? Yeah,” I said, looking up into his eyes. I couldn’t tell if his eyes were green or brown. They seemed to change every time I looked, every time a different light hit his face. He had a nice covering of stubble on his face, and his cologne was strangely alluring. 
 
    “How’s the drink?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s good, do you want a sip?” 
 
    “No, that’s okay. I’m not much of an olive guy.” 
 
    “Me neither—only in martinis, for whatever reason,” I said.  
 
    He laughed. “Isn’t an olive martini pretty much just olives and olive brine?” 
 
    “And vodka, I think,” I said. 
 
    “To each their own.” As I looked towards the rest of the bustling bar, I noticed Mark checking out my body through the corner of my eye. He was into me—and he almost certainly had no idea I was actually a man. But it was obvious he wanted to take me home—what single man at a bar didn’t hit up a woman and buy her a drink without the hope of taking her home? My heart sunk into my gut. It was the furthest I’d gotten with a man, the closest I’d gotten to revisiting that beautiful euphoria, and it was for nothing. As soon as I told him I was really a man, he would be gone—probably out of the bar, he would be so embarrassed. Who wouldn’t be? What straight man could hit on a woman and then hold onto their pride the moment they found out she was really a man?  
 
    A thought occurred to me: I didn’t have to tell him. Could I get away with it? My lingerie covered my tits and my cock. All I would have to do is convince him to let me keep the little outfit on, hope that he was okay fucking me only in the asshole—of course he would be okay with that, what man wouldn’t? But would it raise any flags? What woman only wants to be fucked in the ass, with no pussy-play whatsoever? I’m sure women like that existed out there. I would have to make him think it was my overwhelming fetish—easy enough, seeing as it was.  
 
    As soon as I finished my martini, he bought me another drink, and then another and another. He was drinking twice as quickly as I was, getting drunk much faster. His drunkenness made me ever more confident in my plan. If he was drunk enough, he wouldn’t care to ask why I only wanted it in my ass. He would be too drunk to notice my subtle Adam’s apple, or realize the slight bulge between my legs wasn’t actually a camel toe. “Do you want to go back to my place?” I asked him finally, and a big grin swept across his face.  
 
    We went out together and he hailed down a cab. “It’s only a few blocks,” I said.  
 
    “Then it will only be a few bucks,” he said with a smile. He couldn’t even wait a ten minute walk to get under my dress. As we got into the cab, another thought occurred to me: was his drunkenness really such a good thing? What if he did find me out? Would he become enraged? Would he be able to control his emotions, realizing he’d been deceived into sleeping with a man? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The nerves and anxiety I was so accustomed to were nowhere to be found. Instead, I felt excited, energized, and totally comfortable, despite the fact I was about to trick a straight man into sleeping with me. Maybe it was the booze. I wasn’t much a drinker, and the few drinks I had at the bar were pretty strong. Though I’d been drunk many times before, and never had the booze taken away my stress and anxiety. So maybe there really was something else at play. 
 
    I initiated the kiss as soon as we were inside of his apartment. He kissed back, wrapping his arms around me. I don’t know what had gotten into me, I wasn’t being careful at all, letting him grab my tits, letting him kiss my neck. If he wasn’t so drunk, he probably would have noticed the Adam’s apple that he was kissing, and had he squeezed any harder, he would have pushed my breast pads out of place. Why was I suddenly so brazen?  
 
    I could feel his bulge growing in his jeans, against my abdomen. I purposely rubbed myself up against it, trying to get it harder, getting a strange pleasure out of the thought that I was capable of arousing a man—but again, why did I care? I was straight, wasn’t I? I was beginning to wonder… 
 
    After I shoved my hand down the front of his pants and slipped my fingers around his bare flesh, I started to think that maybe I was gay, or at least bisexual. My heart started racing with excitement, feeling his throbbing erection in my hand. “I should tell you something,” I said with a grin I couldn’t fight away. 
 
    “What’s that?” he said, already succumbing to the pleasure of me rubbing his cock. 
 
    “I only want it in the ass,” I said, my heart pounding viciously against my ribcage as I said it. “I want you to fuck me in the ass.” 
 
    His face became a dark shade of crimson and he smiled robotically, as if I’d sent him inside of his head. I could almost hear the gears grinding in his brain as he realized he was being offered one of the most coveted male fantasies: anal sex with a cute little blonde.  
 
    I slipped the straps of my dress over my shoulders and I let the little number fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but the black, lacy lingerie. His eyes flashed and his lips parted. I loved to think I was capable of driving a man so crazy. He looked at me as if I was a masterpiece, a living Greek goddess. I’d never felt so desired, so lusted after. It filled my body with a nice, warm sensation.  
 
    I sunk down to my knees and I did away with his belt, tossing it aside. I slipped down his pants, and his erection sprung free like a loaded jack-in-the-box. He was hung—much bigger than Peter or Larissa. I slipped my fingers around his girth, hardly able to get them all the way around. Slowly, I sunk his cock into my mouth. I had no obligation to suck his cock—he hadn’t even asked me to suck his cock, but I went ahead and did it anyway. Was it the alcohol? The delirium? Or was it my true self coming out?  
 
    I got him nice and wet, throbbing, and hard. His legs were already trembling. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to get him off before he got a chance to stimulate that sweet spot. “Ready?” I asked. 
 
    He just nodded, his lips still parted as if he was high on drugs. I stood up, turned around, and bent over, holding the edge of the couch with both of my hands. I swayed my ass gently, presenting myself. I looked over my shoulder. His eyes were fixed on my asshole. There were beads of sweat on his forehead. “What are you waiting for, baby?” I said. 
 
    He didn’t reply. Instead, he took his cock in his hand and he stepped forward. I could practically hear his heart beating rapidly—or maybe that was my own. I’d waited impatiently for years for this very moment, to finally feel that incredible sensation again. He pressed his wet, bulging tip up between my cheeks. “Fuck me, Mark,” I said, and then he began to push in.  
 
    It was like I was back in that dark cabin, with my hands clenching the edge of the windowsill. I took a deep breath. I remembered the initial pain—and it was back. I bit my tongue, knowing it would pass, that the euphoria would soon take over. He sunk deeper and deeper, slowly, until I felt it. “Right there,” I said with a gasp. He stopped for a moment. “Oh God, right there.” Why could a plastic toy not hit the spot? Why could it only be turned on by real, living flesh? A glorious shudder ran through my body. Mark started to thrust in and out gently, pressing the tip of his cock against that beautiful sweet spot.  
 
    I let my forehead press against the edge of the couch. His cock felt so good, massaging my tight hole. He sunk in deeper and deeper with every thrust, still managing to massage my G-spot. I was quickly becoming a moaning mess. I couldn’t close my eyes without seeing the old, unstained wood of that cabin, even hearing Peter groaning behind me. It was like that moment never ended, like it just kept on going for years. 
 
    It was all worth it—the disguise, risking my identity in public—I would do it all again every single night as long as I got to keep the ecstasy that came along with it. “Oh fuck, that feels good,” Mark said through clenched teeth. I could feel his cock swelling inside of me. He was getting closer to his climax—but I wanted more. I didn’t want it to end. 
 
    “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop,” I said. The mild trembling began to transition into full-blown shaking. My head was spinning. I could feel a dampness developing around my crotch. I was coming. My flaccid cock was oozing out cum, just like it had years before with Peter. “Don’t stop,” I said again. 
 
    He began grunting, trying his best to hold back. I just continued to come, the crotch of my lacy lingerie filling up with warm, wet goo. I pushed my bum back into Mark’s body with every penetration. My whole body was consumed by the incredible sensation. I didn’t want it to stop—why couldn’t it go on forever? I was drooling on the edge of the couch.  
 
    “I can’t hold back,” he grunted, and then he shouted a loud battle cry. I felt his hot cum filling up my ass. I nearly collapsed to the ground; the euphoria was too much to handle. “Fuck!” he said. He had a huge load—but not nearly as huge as my own, which had started to billow out the sides of my lingerie, down my legs. My body was totally drained. Peter pulled out and stumbled back, hardly able to stand himself. His warm creampie oozed out of my asshole.  
 
    The room became silent as we both caught our breath and gathered our composure. “That was fucking amazing,” he finally said—and he was right, it was a phenomenal feeling. It was a shame it was over.  
 
    Mark didn’t stay the night. He told me he had to work in the morning, and then he gave me his number. I didn’t keep the number—I knew it would never work out. I knew he wouldn’t like the fact I had a cock or the fact my tits were just pads recycled from an unused dress. 
 
    But my night with Mark did teach me something about myself—I wasn’t a straight man, I wasn’t a gay man, and I don’t think I was a bisexual man. In fact, I was starting to think that maybe I wasn’t supposed to be a man at all. I went out the next day dressed again as a woman, this time to the mall. I didn’t feel an ounce of that familiar anxiety, even as I passed stores where I knew my old classmates and friends were working. It was as if I was finally comfortable in my own skin, finally able to express myself without the fear of scrutiny.  
 
    I suddenly understood why I found that image of the transgender porn star so enticing, back in the cabin with Peter. It was what I secretly wanted to be (minus the porn star part). I wanted to be a woman, I wanted to be dominated like a woman. My craving to take it from behind was just that: a craving to be dominated, bent over like an obedient woman and fucked.  
 
    Over the next few months, I went out as a woman whenever I could. I even looked into getting breast implants (I still had quite a bit of saving to do before I could afford it). And I continued going out to bars, finding men who were drunk enough to keep their attention on my asshole and my asshole only. As soon as I said I only wanted it in the ass, it was easy. Men go crazy over the mere notion of anal sex with a woman. 
 
    But I didn’t want to be deceiving men my whole life. At some point, I wanted to find love, find a man who could accept my reality and provide me with all the G-spot stimulation I could handle. And it was during one of my bar excursions that I found that man. 
 
    He was standing at the bar, ordering himself a drink. He was terribly handsome and strangely familiar. Had I slept with him before? I wondered, maybe when I was drunk. I walked up beside him and I waved down the bartender. The man looked over at me with a curious look, as if he recognized me. 
 
    And then his eyes became wide—and mine did too. It was Peter, all grown up. And even though he recognized me, I wasn’t the least bit anxious. He smiled. “You look… beautiful,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    His eyes shone bright and then a big grin came upon his face. “You know, you won’t believe what I found,” he said, and we both started to laugh.  
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND 
 
    Kyle just lost a bet to his best-friend and now he has to be James’s slave for the week. How bad could it be? After all, James goes to a different school where spring break hasn’t started yet. 
 
    But there’s a dance coming up at James’s school and James needs a date. And it just so happens that, with some help from his sister’s closet, Kyle makes a convincing girl. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    It was a stupid bet, a bet I never should have made. Of course the Leafs were going to lose against the Penguins—why did I think otherwise? Because the odds were good, that’s why—too good to turn down. But Goddamnit, I should have turned them down. 
 
    Had I won, James would have given me his brand new bike. His grandma got it for him for his birthday, and it was probably worth close to a thousand dollars. I needed a new bike, and the one I was in the market for wasn’t nearly as nice as James’s. I know, I know—I know what you’re thinking. You did all of this for a bike, Kyle? Yes, I was an idiot. I really thought I was going to win. 
 
    The Leafs were on a winning streak. Auston Matthews scored four goals in his debut for crying out loud, and Crosby was out with a concussion. Besides, I really didn’t think being James’s slave for a week would be so bad. My school was on spring break and his wasn’t until the next week. I figured, even if I lose, I’ll really only have to be his slave evenings and the weekend. Had I known he would drag me to school with him, maybe I wouldn’t have taken the bet. But I did, and I lost. Now, I was bikeless and a slave. 
 
    How bad could it be, right? James and I had been friends for years, since the first grade, back when we were still in the same school. He wasn’t out to torture me… Or so I thought.  
 
    The moment that horn sounded and the Leafs formed a line towards their locker room, heads down in defeat, my heart sank into my gut. James had a smirk on his face that suggested he already had the whole week planned out in great detail. And I was about to find out with certainty that he did indeed. “You officially belong to James Fischer,” he said to me, that smirk still resonating on his face. 
 
    How bad could it be? How bad could it be? The question was pinging around my skull. How bad could it be? 
 
    “Look,” I said. “We need to set some ground rules. I’m not eating dog shit off of the ground or anything like that.” 
 
    “Nothing harmful,” he said. “That’s fair.”  
 
    “And I’m not giving you my money or buying you anything. I’ll go to the store for you—fine, whatever—but it’s with your cash. Got it?” 
 
    “Sure. But you will go to the store for me when I want you to,” he said. That smirk got bigger. What had I gotten myself into? Goddamnit. He had something on his mind, something bad. I took a breath. I was psyching myself out. 
 
    I learned a lesson from all of this, I really did. That lesson was: there’s no shame in backing out of a bet, breaking a promise. I know that sounds bad, but believe me, sometimes it’s better that way. Don’t be stubborn like I was. I learned another lesson, too: don’t make bets with James Fischer. 
 
    “Why don’t we start with that?” he said. “Go to the store and get me a bag of chips. Right now. I like Dill Pickle, Lays.” He handed me a five dollar bill. 
 
    “Alright, fine.” I stood up and started towards the door. 
 
    Then, he said, “Wait!” and I stopped. That smirk—that godforsaken smirk. There was more. And in that instant, I regretted my idiotic bet. I even started to regret our whole friendship. “I want you to go in one of your sister’s dresses.” He was biting his lip, containing his laughter. 
 
    My legs trembled. “Are you crazy? No way.” 
 
    Then his smirk vanished and he became very serious, brow lowered, eyes dark. “Don’t back out on this bet! You lost fair and square, and you agreed to the terms.” 
 
    “I’m not going to the store in my sister’s dress.” 
 
    “Why not,” he said, that smile returning. “You have that long, beautiful hair. Why not compliment it with a nice dress.” He laughed. Now I was regretting growing my hair out. And for the record, some of the coolest men in history had long hair. Vikings had long hair. Every member of Led Zeppelin had long hair. Scott Hartnell had long hair, too. There’s nothing wrong with long hair—but I digress. 
 
    “I’m not doing it. But I’ll go get your damned chips.” I turned back towards the door. 
 
    “Don’t do what I say and I’ll show everyone that clip,” he said. 
 
    I froze. I’d forgotten about the clip—that fucking clip. A few years back, James came over to my house, unannounced, and burst into my bedroom with a video camera. He caught me with my dick in my hand and some bouncing jugs on my computer screen. So what? Every teenager masturbates—it’s not like I was doing it out on the street, or watching kiddie porn or anything like that. I was alone, in my room. And at least once a week since then, James used that video for his own bidding—blackmailing me over the smallest things. I was already practically his slave, even without the damned bet. Thank God we didn’t go to the same school. That would have been a real nightmare. 
 
    What choice did I have? At least at the store, chances were no one would recognize me. If James put that video out, all of my friends would see it. All of the girls in my school would probably catch wind of it. I would be ridiculed and outcast. “Let’s go pick out a dress, shall we?” he said. 
 
    “Fine,” I said. “But after this week, that tape is destroyed.” 
 
    “Deal,” he said. 
 
    My older sister was in college, and for Spring Break she’d gone off to Cancun with some friends. Meanwhile, my parents were in Cabo. I had the house to myself for the week, and thank goodness for that. The last thing I needed was to have my sister or parents walk in on me trying on a dress. 
 
    “This one,” James said, picking out a black, skin-tight number. “You’ll need a pair of shoes, too. Lets hope your sister has big feet.” My stomach turned. Unfortunately, my sister’s feet were probably around the same size as mine—maybe a size smaller, but not small enough that I couldn’t cram them into her shoes. He pulled a pair of black wedges. “I think we have your outfit for the ball, darling,” he said and then he laughed. Looking at the outfit, I started to wonder just how bad it would be if my whole school saw that tape. I mean, it’s not like you could see my cock in the footage, just my back and a flash of porn on the screen before I clicked away. Maybe no one would care—maybe they would all understand. Yeah right, and maybe I’m a Chinese jet pilot. “I’ll give you a minute to change,” he said, and he left the room. 
 
    I stared at the outfit. My whole being was rejecting the thought of putting it on. But Goddamnit, I had no choice. I wanted that tape destroyed once and for all. I slipped out of my clothes, even taking off my boxers (knowing they would just bunch up in the tight outfit, which would draw more unwanted attention to me). Then, I stepped into the dress and slipped it on. After I’d pulled the straps over my shoulders and awkwardly reached around back to zip it up, I looked into my sister’s full-length mirror. The damned thing fit perfectly. Damn my small stature, I thought. If only it wouldn’t have fit, then maybe James would have found some other punishment for me—something less humiliating (though, knowing James, that was unlikely). The only issue with the dress was the bulge of my cock. It was so tight that you could see the entire contour of my manhood, pressed firmly against my leg. I tried to tuck it, but it was just too obvious. Also, I clearly had no tits—I was as flat chested as a teenaged boy, unsurprisingly because that is exactly what I was.  
 
    My heart continued to burn inside of my turning gut. I couldn’t believe I was actually going through with this nonsense. But I had an idea that would make it somewhat tolerable: if I actually looked like a girl, no one would recognize me. At worst, they’ll think I’m my sister. We looked somewhat alike, some similar features (we were made from the same parents, after all). Or they would think I’m some chick that looked like my sister. But if I could pull off an authentic female look… First I needed to address the bulge. 
 
    I slipped a pair of my sisters panties on. They were tight, but they did they job, firmly tucking my cock and balls away. Creating tits was even easier. Apparently (and I had no idea until that very moment), my sister’s bras were all heavily padded. I didn’t even need toilet paper to look like I had a solid pair of B-cups. Luckily, the dress didn’t show any cleavage, so no one would suspect a thing. I looked back into the mirror. Damn. I was actually pretty convincing. I couldn’t grow facial hair to save my life (thank God for Swedish parents!). I thought about putting on some makeup, to really sell the effect, but I didn’t think it was necessary. I already looked terrifyingly like a chick. Without makeup, I was a solid six—totally mediocre, no risk of turning any heads. I wasn’t looking for attention after all, I was looking to blend in to the crowd. To get the job done as quickly as possible, with as little attention as possible. 
 
    “You done in there or what?” James called out. “I’m coming in.” 
 
    He stepped into the room and his eyes lit up. “Holy shit, Kyle!” he said. His jaw dropped. “You—you actually look like a chick! Damn, son. What’s the fun in that?” He laughed. 
 
    “Laugh all you want. Once you’ve got your chips, this is coming off.” I walked past him, straight for the front door. I didn’t wait around for him to add any more ridiculous conditions onto the bet. 
 
    It was a few blocks to the store, which gave me some time to figure out the wedges. They were only a couple of inches tall, but I felt like I was walking on drywall stilts. It was a long way to the ground, and I was far from stable. I must have looked drunk to all of the cars that zipped past. But by the time I reached the store, I had a good stride down.  
 
    My sister always watched that show, America’s Next Top Model. I’d been in the room a few times while she was watching it. On one episode, the host said something about walking as if you were on a tightrope when you’re in heels. I tried it out, stepping one foot in front of the next. I caught my reflection in a large window, and it looked pretty good. I think I was selling it. 
 
    Once in the store, I went straight for the chips, wasting no time. With his stupid Dill Pickle chips in hand, I made my move for the checkout. There was only one line open, and there were about five other people in the line. Damn. I was going to have to wait. I thought about stealing the chips, just walking out with them. I mean, I wasn’t exactly identifiable in my outfit. But what if I was caught? They would have realized pretty quickly that I was actually a man. It wasn’t worth the risk. So I stood in the godforsaken line. 
 
    A couple of minutes passed by. There were still a few people before me in the line. Another man had came up behind me and was waiting with his single microwave dinner on the belt. I made a point of not making eye-contact with him or anyone. Avoid attention at all costs—that was my new mantra. 
 
    Then, he grabbed my ass. It was a gentle grab, discreet, with his full hand. He got a good handful before pulling away. I leapt up and nearly screamed, but I contained myself. My voice would have been a major giveaway, and then everyone around me would have been staring at me. Hell, I think the guy in front of me lived just two doors down from me, his daughter went to my school. I had no intentions to go down that road. No way. 
 
    I looked back at the man and he winked at me. He was older than me by a good fifteen years—a full stubble beard and dark hair. He was maybe handsome by a woman’s standards, but who am I to say? I probably should have been disgusted but I was in too much shock. His grope was a confirmation that I was successfully disguised as a woman. Not only that, but apparently I was a gropeable woman. I bet a lot of ladies go their whole lives without being groped by strangers in grocery stores, and maybe that’s a good thing, but after just fifteen minutes, I wasn’t one of those ladies. 
 
    I bought James’s chips and left. I could feel the man’s gaze locked on my ass as I left. 
 
    Some energy inside of me erupted. I’d just gotten more attention in fifteen minutes as a woman than I had in my whole life as a man. Talk about feeling conflicted. I mean sure, it was negative attention. No woman wants to be sexually assaulted like a piece of meat. But damn, it felt good to feel attractive, to know that people noticed you, and not just noticed but admired. 
 
    I wasn’t even across the parking lot when I noticed James standing there, laughing. He’d followed me. He’d been watching from the window the whole time. “Hey there, Kylie! That guy slapped your ass! Holy shit!” He held his sides and nearly fell over in hysteria. 
 
    “Take your damned chips,” I said, thrusting the bag into his chest. I hated his satisfaction. Hell, I bet if he put the dress on and did the same thing, no one would have considered slapping his ass. Deep inside of me, it was almost a point of pride, a silver lining. But at the same time, I couldn’t wait to get out of the dress. So I continued on towards the house and the moment I was inside, the dress came off and my jeans and t-shirt came back on. I was just happy it was all over. At least I thought it was. But oh, how naïve I was.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was Monday afternoon, a whole twenty-four hours after the incident at the grocery store when James knocked on my door and a tingle ran up my spine. I considered not answering, pretending like I was out. It had been twenty-four hours of peace, a seventh of my sentence easily served. But I knew if I didn’t answer, James would let himself in. Was the door locked? I couldn’t remember. It didn’t matter. If it was locked, he would have found a window to crawl in through. It wouldn’t have been the first time. So I answered the door. “What’s up?” I said. There was a small glimmer of hope inside of me that James had forgotten about our arrangement. It was a laughable glimmer of hope, but a glimmer none-the-less.  
 
    He thrust a piece of paper towards my chest. I took it from him. It was a poster for the Spring Fling, an upcoming dance at his school. “Friday night, baby, you and me,” he said. 
 
    That tingle in my spine spread through my whole body. “Huh?” I said. 
 
    “You’re going to be my date. I was going to ask Kirstin out, but Brett beat me to it, so fuck her. I don’t need her anyway, seeing as I’ve got you.” 
 
    I stared at him for a moment, trying to call his bluff, waiting for a slip—any slip at all. There was no slip. He was dead serious. He actually wanted me to be his date. “You want me to go to the dance with you?” 
 
    “Not you as in Kyle, of course. I was thinking you, as in Kylie.” He smirked and that tingle turned into a full-blown tremor. I argued with him and then he reminded me about the tape and that familiar pit in my gut returned. Once again, I didn’t have the option. “But we can worry about that on Friday.” 
 
    I thought about it. I knew a lot of people at James’s school, not just James. A few hours in a packed gymnasium was far more risky than a trip to the grocery store on a Sunday night. I couldn’t go a whole night without uttering a word. I would need to work on my voice. I would need to work on my walk, my mannerisms, everything. But like James said, I could worry all of that come Friday. 
 
    But the more I thought about it, the more outrageous the idea became. There was no way I could do it, no way I could pull it off. I mean, I didn’t have the most masculine voice to begin with but people would have caught on. There would be, after all, a lot of people I knew there—people who knew me, knew I was friends with James. And if they found me out, it would be insurmountably worse than that tape reaching the internet. Hell, maybe people wouldn’t even watch the tape. “No way. Not doing it,” I said. It had been decided. By a close margin, I would sooner take my chances with the stupid tape than go to the dance with James, dressed up in my sister’s clothing. 
 
    “But the tape…” 
 
    “Don’t care. Release it. I’m not going to be your slave all week and then go to the dance with you and then do God knows what else on the weekend. This whole bet’s gone too far. Release your stupid tape. See if I care.” I went to close the door but his foot stopped it. 
 
    “Okay, fine. Let’s make a deal, okay? You can have the weekend off. Just go to the dance with me.” 
 
    I considered it. Maybe I could go the whole dance without speaking. Maybe I could have James tell everyone I was a mute. I nearly laughed at my own thought—no one would buy that in a hundred million years. But there would be loud music there, as long as I stayed near the speakers, no one would be able to analyse my voice. I could show up late and leave early, not give anyone a chance to dig too deep. Besides, I already knew I made a convincing woman from an aesthetic standpoint. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. “Just the dance, right?” 
 
    “Well,” he said and then he bit his lip. “The dance, yeah, and you would have to come to school with me this week. Just for a bit, though. You know, so that people actually believe me when I say you’re my girlfriend.” 
 
    “Your girlfriend?” I snapped. That pit in my stomach turned to nausea. 
 
    “Okay, so I told everyone I was bringing my girlfriend from another school. Kyle, you have to admit, you make a hot girl. With a little bit of makeup, everyone in the school will be so jealous of me. C’mon—help a buddy out here.”  
 
    I could feel my skin turn from pale to green. I had the urge to slap the bastard but I kept myself under control. “So what are you saying? The dance and what else?” 
 
    “Just make an appearance at school with me some day this week. Come and give me a kiss on the cheek. Maybe bring me my lunch—say I forgot it at home. Tell everyone you spent the night—that kind of thing, you know? Make people know you aren’t just my cousin or something lame like that.” Oh, the irony, I thought. This was worse than bringing your cousin to the dance. He was bringing his best friend in drag.  
 
    “Not doing it.” Again, I would sooner take my chances with the tape and be done with this whole slave fiasco.  
 
    “Do it and I will destroy the tape and I’ll give you my bike. Promise.” 
 
    And once again, that damned bike was the difference maker, the buzzer-beater, my Achilles’ Heel. I needed a new bike, and it would have been nice to avoid the release of that tape. So I accepted the deal reluctantly and I became James’s girlfriend for the week. 
 
    I cringed at the thought. I’d become James Fischer’s girlfriend. 
 
    If I was going to survive the ordeal, I was going to need to practise, I was going to have to really become convincing. After James left, I found myself in my sister’s bedroom, digging through her closet, picking out outfits. My sister had some startlingly sexy outfits that I’d never seen before and I’m sure she wished to keep it that way. For instance, what was she doing with white lace lingerie? What was she doing with a Playboy Bunny outfit? I don’t remember her ever going as a Playboy Bunny for Halloween.  
 
    I tried on a mini-skirt that extended down to about my mid-thighs. It was white and black striped, like it belonged in a Parisian café. With it, I matched a pair of black knee-high socks, and a tight black top, once again using one of my sister’s padded bras to create some tits. She had a cute pair of white shoes that completed the outfit. I caught myself posing in the mirror, checking out my ass, my curves. I took a step back and shook my head. Don’t get so into this, I told myself. Don’t fall any further down this hole than you already have. 
 
    It was frightening. I could suddenly see why some men liked to put on women’s clothing. It was comfortable. It was sexy. It made me feel great about myself, about my body. For once, my small stature was being put to good use. I may not have been able to play football (like James) or basketball, or any ball for that matter, but I could look like a fox in girls’ clothing.  
 
    I shook my head again—again, Kyle, you’re falling too far down, getting too far lost. Get a grip on yourself. In one week, you will be done with this nonsense. 
 
    Next I was in the bathroom with a box full of makeup and hair products and accessories. I didn’t know what half of it was, but if I was going to pull this off, I needed to figure it out. Concealer, that was an easy one. Eye shadow—pretty self-explanatory. The mascara was a bit tricky but I figured it out. The deep red lipstick took a few attempts to figure out, too, but I got it quickly enough. 
 
    The hair—now that was the real challenge. I’d seen my sister using the curly wand before, but I had no idea how to use it myself. I turned it on and tried to imitate what I had watched her do, to no avail. So I unplugged it and went for the flatiron instead. That was more straightforward. You clamp it closed and run it down your hair. Then your hair is straight—easy. I even discovered that, by twisting the iron as you run it through your hair, you can make big loose curls which looked fantastic as far as I was concerned. 
 
    James was right. I was hot. I was a fox. Just staring at myself in the mirror, I got an erection. It popped out from my panties and pushed my skirt out. I tried to adjust it back into the thin, lacy undies, but it just popped back out again. That was something I was going to need to get a handle on. If my erection popped free during the dance, then I was in real shit—far worse than a million masturbation tapes. 
 
    But for now I was alone. So I reached beneath my skirt and started to beat myself off. My theory was simple: control it by getting it out of your system. Besides, how could you not jerk off standing face to face with a vixen like me? It was like watching a complete stranger, a gorgeous woman who happened to have a rock-hard erection. She was beating herself off so why shouldn’t I? I came all over the mirror, a giant, white, sticky load all over my beautiful reflection. Watching her cock cum like that made my legs tremble.  
 
    A few minutes later, my dick was once again flaccid, and I could continue working on perfecting my female persona. I hit up Google for some tips on how to sound like a woman. It was surprisingly easy. Maybe it was the years of choir-training I had, or maybe it was just that my voice was naturally high, but within an hour, I could do a girl’s voice so well, I could have had my own parents fooled. 
 
    I taped myself walking around my garage, practising the voice, and then I watched the tape. And holy shit, I was a woman. I was watching a woman. No one would have ever thought otherwise. The only way I was going to be caught was if my erection sprung out in public—and I was sure that was something I could avoid. 
 
    So I went back up to my sister’s room and started to undress. Then, I caught myself in the mirror and hesitated. Maybe, I thought, I needed to really be sure about this, about my persona, before I tried it out in front of people I knew. Maybe I needed to try it out somewhere safe, where if I was caught, no one would know who I was and I could get away without too much humiliation. 
 
    I’d never been in a club before. I wasn’t old enough yet. But I’d heard they rarely checked the girls’ IDs. The bouncer would be my first test. The question was, could I trick a whole club full of men? 
 
    I picked out a clutch from my sister’s closet—white to match my outfit—and I headed out for a place on the other end of town called Roadhouse. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    My heart was racing as I stood in the line-up to get into the club. I could hear the thud of the bass inside, the hollering, cheering, excited voices of the crowd, the chattering people waiting among me in the line-up. And over all of that, I could hear the thudding of my heart against my chest wall. With every passing moment, I became a little bit more confident. For every second that no one called me out on being a man, I became more sure that I really did pass as a woman. A whistling across the street caught my attention, and the attention of every other woman in that line-up, and the whistler was looking at me. “Lookin’ good, baby!” he called out as he passed.  
 
    I was starting to realize there were lots of men looking my way. As I looked around, scanning my surroundings, I noticed their faces turning away quickly, abruptly. Some of them didn’t look away. Some of them kept their eyes on me. Some smiled. One man winked. They would be searching me out in the club, I was sure of that. So far the operation was a success. 
 
    Then I noticed the bouncer, waving me towards him. I had to check behind me to make sure it truly was directed at me, and it was. I walked past a good dozen people towards him. “Yes?” I said, speaking aloud for the first time in public as a woman. 
 
    He said nothing. Instead, he lifted the velvet rope, letting me into the club. My heart soared. I skipped the line. I couldn’t remember any other time in my whole life I’d had a similar privilege. And there I was, walking away from dozens of others, picked out of a crowd, crowned the champion of the line. 
 
    It was dark and loud inside, which provided yet another wave of relief. I could have spoken in my deepest voice and no one would have noticed a difference. I could probably have walked around with my cock out and people might not have even noticed. But I wasn’t there to test my limits, I was there to practice my act, practise my Kylie. 
 
    I went to the bar, but before I could pay for my drink, a man stepped up with a ten dollar bill. “It’s on me,” he said. He has a handsome enough man, white dress shirt, thick arms, nice stubble beard. He had a charming smile. “What’s your name?” he asked. 
 
    “Kylie,” I told him. I could feel the warmth rising to my cheeks. No one, my parents aside, had ever bought me anything before. No one had ever made an effort to woo me, to charm me. And here was Mr. Handsome, just moments after I stepped out into the public world, buying me a drink, acting like a gentleman.  
 
    “I’m Steven,” he said. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, you look absolutely stunning tonight.” 
 
     I bit my lip to contain my smile. “Thanks.” 
 
    He asked where I was from, and I made some bullshit up about being from out of town. He stared into my eyes as I spoke, though after a while I was beginning to wonder if he was really listening or if he just was on autopilot, waiting to get into my pants. 
 
    The more and more I spoke, the more comfortable I got. I was in a rhythm. I was starting to worry I wouldn’t be able to get out of my female voice, it was becoming so natural so fast. He bought me another drink. And then another. I’d never drank before—not more than a sip of my dad’s beer out of curiosity, or a glass of Champaign at a wedding. Now here I was, four drinks deep. And it was hitting me hard. When the shots came around, I was lost completely. I tried to cling onto my sense of control, but I was slipping in and out of conscious presence. The night seemed to jump from moment to moment, with nothing in between. 
 
    One moment we were taking a shot. The next we were laughing. Then we were dancing. Then we were doing more shots. Then I was in the girls’ bathroom, a beautiful place (relatively speaking), and then I was dancing again. Then the night became a blur. My senses started to come back to me when I was in the back of a parked car, I couldn’t tell you where or what kind of car. I was overtop of Steven, knees planted firmly at his sides. We were kissing. His face was covered in my smeared lipstick. He kissed my neck and he grabbed my tits. I must have forgotten that I wasn’t a woman, because I let him squeeze my non-existent tits, and he must have been too drunk to notice he was just squeezing a padded bra. But somehow, it felt good—can you believe that? I could still feel ripples of euphoria from his strong hands clenching at my chest. 
 
    My hand, with a mind of its own, had undone his belt and his fly, and was now beneath his underwear, fingers wrapped around his cock. He was hard. He was warm. He was big. I fondled him until he couldn’t get any harder, warmer, or bigger. I had him moaning and groaning like a puppet, like I was in total control. Then I realized I was jerking off another man and I stopped, pulling my hand away. It must have shown on my face because he said, “What is it? What’s wrong?” 
 
    I remained silent, trying to think of something to say, some sort of out. What was I doing? Was I crazy? All he had to do was reach up my skirt and he would have realized my truth. And how did I know he wouldn’t get enraged, beat me to death, run me over with his car and leave me for dead? “Just relax, baby,” he said, and then he put his hands on my shoulders and started to push me down, down, down. He was strong, much stronger than me. Pushing my head down to his cock was no problem for him, though my drunken body didn’t put up much in the way of resistance. 
 
    And there, staring me in the face, was a big, erect cock. And I had the strange impulse to grab it, to suck it, suck it until it came all over my face. I’d never even slept with a woman before and here I was about to get it on with a man. At least he was handsome, I told myself, as if it was any consolation. Somehow it was. I took the cock and slipped it into my mouth. “Oh fuck yeah,” he said and his fingers began to explore the hair on my head that I’d spent so long perfecting. 
 
    It wasn’t so bad once I’d gotten started. His cock actually felt pretty good inside of my mouth, pushing against my lips, sliding along my tongue. And he was in a whole other state of ecstasy, which made me feel pretty good about myself. It’s nice to be responsible for another’s pleasure. With long strokes, I massaged the length of his manhood. With every pump, my body relaxed. I ran the tip of my tongue along the base of his shaft—that drove him crazy. Where I learned that move, I have no idea. Maybe from some porno? Maybe it was just a natural instinct—one of the many feminine instincts that were now flowing out of me by the dozen. 
 
    I had him hypnotised, lost on another plane of reality. Hell, I could probably get him off without him catching a single glimpse up my skirt, at the package I was hiding between my legs. So that’s what I did. I closed my grip on his cock tighter, pumped harder, faster. I worked the tip of my tongue around the tip of his meat and I watched as he sunk his fingernails into the car seat. I had him right where I wanted him. There was no way he would cut this moment of pleasure off for a second, even if it was just for a moment to quickly transition into my non-existent pussy. I looked up at him. 
 
    “You like that, baby—” 
 
    Before I could finish my sentence he came, with no warning. His cock blasted my face, a huge load. He released what I can only describe as a groaning battle-cry as an ungodly amount of semen launched out of his dick on my face, onto my top, onto his chest, onto the car seat—everywhere. He must have been five pounds lighter by the end of his orgasm.  
 
    I bit my lip, not realizing there was cum there too. It was sweet and warm. He caught his breath. Then I remembered again, I needed to get out of there. This was the definition of being in too deep. “Where are you going?” he asked, prying himself up into a sitting position. I didn’t answer. I needed to get home and fast, before the wave of drunkenness kicked back in and I did something else I would regret—something that wouldn’t end as well as my romp with Steven had ended. 
 
    I found myself back in my sister’s bedroom, staring myself in the mirror, cum now dried into my top. Holy shit, I thought to myself, I enjoyed that far too much for my own good. Then, I got into my sister’s bed and I fell asleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I showed up at James’s school without warning James. I figured I would go in, get his stupid little act over with, and then start preparing for the dance. I didn’t want him wasting my time with planning, telling me what to wear, how to do my hair, my makeup, telling me what to say. In his original offer, he just asked that I make an appearance to sell his stupid little lie, so that’s what I did. 
 
    It was lunch when I showed up with a sandwich and a banana in a brown paper bag. He was at his locker, back towards me. I was dressed to kill, to turn heads. That morning I’d shaved my legs (even though my blonde body hair was practically invisible), plucked my eyebrows, waxed my downstairs. I’d absorbed a few YouTube makeup tutorials and I’d taken my look to another level. I took my sister’s old school uniform and made a few adjustments, shortening the skirt, tying the top up in a knot to expose my belly. I picked up a box of hair dye from the drugstore and I’d given myself some highlights. I was pretty impressed with myself, to be honest. 
 
    More heads than I cared to count turned as I walked those halls, my heels clicking against the floor as I went. As the heads turned, they became silent. It wasn’t until me and my wave of silence were ten feet away from James that he turned around and froze, his eyes locking onto my body. I reached his lunch out to him. “You forgot your lunch, babe,” I said. And now the heads turned to James, who was still frozen. He wanted a hot girlfriend, that was exactly what he got.  
 
    “Thanks,” he said, eyes still wide. He held the bag awkwardly, still not sure what to do with it. I wondered if he’d forgotten our agreement altogether or if he was just taken back by my new look, my undeniable sex-appeal. I felt incredible in that outfit, in those heels, that skirt floating down around my thighs. I kissed him on the cheek, leaving behind a deep red impression. “I had fun last night,” I said and then whispers broke out around us.  
 
    He forced a smile. “Really?” he said stupidly. His eyes continued to explore my body while he stood totally frozen.  
 
    I stepped in close to him. “Really,” I said into his ear before reaching down and grabbing his package. He was surprisingly big down there. The crowd oohed. “See you at the dance, Friday.” 
 
    Then, I turned to leave. As I left, someone whistled. Even the girls were staring at me with a mix of wonder and jealousy in their eyes. Now I couldn’t wait for the dance. I couldn’t wait to leave all of these boys a dripping, drooling men on that dance floor.  
 
    When the night finally came, I was ready. I spent the whole day preparing, picking out the perfect outfit, applying and perfecting my hair, my makeup. Kylie’s voice was now second nature. I discovered that, with some clever contouring, I could create the convincing appearance of cleavage with my sister’s lower-cut dresses. The dress I picked out was a deep red with a slit along the leg that ran up all the way to my hip. I was irresistible. I would be the talk of the night, of the week, of the whole damned school year. I felt great, better than I’d ever felt in my entire life. I was starting to think this was who I was meant to be, this was who I was—Kylie, not Kyle. And to think, all of this started because of some stupid bicycle. 
 
    When I stepped into that gymnasium, as expected, heads turned, dates got jealous. I could feel their gazes locked onto my body, my chest, my ass. Who could blame them? 
 
    I walked around the room, looking for James, but he was nowhere to be found. So I found a spot on the edge of the party and I waited, soaking in all of the gawking glances that came my way. Unlike the more mature and more inebriated men at the club, the boys at the dance weren’t teeming with confidence. They all stared at me like I was the eighth wonder of the modern world, but none of them dared come to talk to me, to ask me to dance. Though I could see in their eyes they wanted to more than anything. 
 
    Then I heard his voice. “Kylie?” he said. I looked over and it was James. His cheeks were red. Even he, knowing my secret, couldn’t deny what I’d managed to accomplish, who I’d managed to become. He wasn’t laughing now, he wasn’t smirking. He was dressed nicely, in a good suit, hair nice and proper. He reached his hand out and said, “Care to dance?” 
 
    I took his hand and he led me to the dance floor. He didn’t mention the elephant in the room, the fact that I was really a man. I knew James well enough to know that he wouldn’t be caught dead dancing with a man—but that’s what we were on our way to do. As we reached the dance floor, the song changed to a slow number. Even that didn’t deter him. Slowly, he brought his hands down to my hips and he took a step in towards me. I wrapped my arms around him and rested my chin on his shoulder. “You smell nice,” he said. His voice was almost shaken, still in shock. We started to dance. He led. He held me close. I could feel the ridges of his muscles, his pronounced football-player chest, his stacked shoulders.  
 
    Other men watched us dance, totally jealous. 
 
    His hands slipped down onto my ass and he gave me a squeeze. I looked him in the eyes. He bit his lip. What was that? Did he just do that on purpose? You couldn’t exactly squeeze someone’s ass by accident. But why? It was discreet enough that no one could have seen, but wasn’t that the whole point? To show me off? To be seen? The only reasoning I could think was that he was actually developing a thing for me. James—even knowing my secret, my true male identity—was developing a thing for me. Impossible. 
 
    Or maybe not. As we continued to dance, I began to feel his bulge against my abdomen. He was getting hard. I was making him hard. I gently wiggled into it, grinding it flirtatiously with my body. He got harder. Even through his pants, through my dress, I could feel it pulsing with his heartbeat. Holy shit, I was making him as hard as an iron rod. 
 
    And then my heart skipped a beat. I was getting hard, too. My own cock was beginning to grow and harden in my panties. “I need to go to the bathroom,” I said, before things got out of control. At any moment it could have sprung free. And the lighting in that gymnasium wasn’t nearly as forgiving as the low-lighting in the club. Not to mention the dozens of eyes that were aimed in my direction. I couldn’t take the risk. I slipped into a stall in the girls’ bathroom and I let my cock out to breathe. I waited for my heart rate to drop, for myself to relax. Slowly, my penis began to become flaccid again.  
 
    Then I opened the stall door and there he was, standing in the middle of the bathroom: James. “What are you doing in here?” I asked. He motioned towards the bathroom door, which he’d locked. Without saying a word he grabbed me, pulled me tight, and kissed me. At first I was frozen. Here was my best-friend of many years, arms around me, tongue in my mouth. And for some strange, fucked up reason, it felt right. I surrendered. We stumbled back into the wall and his hands began to explore my body. “Fuck, you’re so hot,” he said. 
 
    I ran my hands up and down his body, eventually finding the bulge of his erection. I massaged it through his pants, which seemed to power him up, raise his energy. I could feel his heart throbbing, beating against his chest rapidly like a Native war drum. I squeezed his cock. I wanted to make him come, to make him drool and drop to his knees.  
 
    “Suck my dick,” he demanded, so I did. I pulled his pants down as quickly as humanly possible and then I grabbed his dick like I needed it. Fuck, it felt so good, warm, throbbing in my hand. I ran my hand up and down his length a few times before plunging the beautiful specimen into my mouth. Who knew James had such a massive cock, such an impressive length? And it got so hard, like a damned steel beam. Sucking his cock, I nearly rubbed off all of my lipstick but I couldn’t have cared less, it felt so good, so right. He grabbed my head and started to fuck my face like a glorified sex toy. I should have been pissed—I should have stood up and slapped his face—but instead, I loved it. I let him plunge that slick cock down my throat as he pleased. Even though I was running out of breathe, it felt so fucking good. 
 
    He started to moan. But before he got too far gone, he took a step back. “Get up on the counter,” he demanded, pointing at an empty space between two sinks. I climbed up onto the counter and then he grabbed me by the legs and pulled me into position. He flipped up my skirt and ripped my panties down my legs. My heart skipped a beat. My erection was now out in the open, for him to see, so he could remember what he was doing—fucking a man—fucking his best friend. But he only paused for a brief moment, and it was surprisingly to admire my cock. He looked at it with glowing eyes and then slowly, he reached out and grabbed it, feeling it, holding it, squeezing it. He liked it. But his targets were set elsewhere: on my asshole. 
 
    He took his saliva-covered cock and lined it up with my tight little hole. I felt it press up and then push in. My body began to tremble—a combination of nerves and pleasure coursing through my veins. I was about to be fucked in the asshole by James and his big dick. The craziest part about it, I didn’t care. I wanted it more than anything. I wanted him inside of me with the thick log, pumping me hard, pumping me senseless. 
 
    He pushed in and I clenched. “Holy fuck,” he said in a elated state of his own. He revelled in the moment for a few seconds, silent, still, my asshole clenching his big meat tightly. Then, the race was off. He fucked me like the horny teenager he was, ramming my ass senseless with impressive speed, impressive force. His toned hips slapped against my increasingly numb butt cheeks with every revolution. I began to relax and he sunk deeper. 
 
    It felt incredible, every inch of his veiny, hard dick inside of me—his bulbous tip sliding in and out of my tight hole. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I yelled, and he sure as fuck did.  
 
    He held my thighs tightly, holding me in place so I wouldn’t slide back from the force of his relentless blows, which were getting faster and faster, harder and harder. 
 
    “Beat my dick,” I said, and he followed the command without hesitation. He grabbed my cock and started to beat me off while he pumped my asshole mercilessly. I let my body slump back. Euphoria had consumed me completely. There was no resisting surrender, no holding back. That euphoria reached its climax, I screamed, and my cock erupted like a volcano, shooting straight up and covering my body, his body, his hand, the counter, everything. I had no idea I was capable of such a load, such tremendous volume. 
 
    He screamed out loud and then I felt it—my ass filling up with warm cum. My eyes shot open wide and my body tensed. My asshole clenched onto his dick as to not let him go, as if it wanted every last drop of his gooey substance. A man just came in my asshole. My best-friend just came in my asshole. We stared one another in the eyes. “Shit,” he said, the realization hitting him like a sack of bricks. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say back. Nothing had ever felt so good, but he was… James. And I wasn’t Kylie. I was Kyle. Everything suddenly seemed wrong, broken, misplaced. That familiar pit returned to my stomach. “I should be going,” I said. I adjusted my skirt, wiped the cum off of my stomach, and then I left. 
 
    My heart wouldn’t stop racing. I couldn’t quite process what had happened. Had I just lost a friend? Did I make a big mistake? Had I fallen too far into this guise, into this Kylie character? And if so, why did it feel so good? So right? It wasn’t remotely fair that this was the way the world worked, how society operated. If I wanted to be Kylie, I should have been able to be Kylie, no?  
 
    There was a knock at my door, but I didn’t answer it. Instead, I found myself face to face with Kylie in the mirror. I’d lived up to my end of the deal. I got his chips, I made the appearance at his school, and I showed up at the dance. That was that—I could just leave it all behind me. Get my stupid new bike, forget about the tape, and never see James again. It wouldn’t be hard to do. We went to different schools, after all. I could apply at an out of state university and never come back, never think about it—forget it all ever happened, pretend it was all a nightmare. 
 
    “Hey,” a voice said behind me and I nearly had a heart attack. It was James. He must have climbed in through the window. “Why’d you leave?” he said. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say back. I felt humiliated, ridiculous. I couldn’t bare to have him look at me, not like this. Standing there, I wished there was some way to turn back time, to reset everything. Let him release the stupid tape. Or better yet, never make that bet at all—have some common sense and know the Leafs would lose the game. But I couldn’t do any of that. 
 
    “You should go,” I said. It came out in Kylie’s voice, unintentionally. That was going to be a whole endeavour, trying to retrain my voice for when I returned to school, for when my family returned from vacation.  
 
    “I don’t want to go.” 
 
    “Why?” I said. 
 
    “Kylie—Will you be my girlfriend?” he asked. He wasn’t laughing. He wasn’t smiling. His face was dead-serious. His cheeks were red. He was laying himself on the line, putting himself out into an unforgiving place, risking bitter humiliation. 
 
    My lips parted but I had no words. I tried to think of something, anything, but nothing came out. Was this another one of his games? A set up for a joke? If it was, he was doing a masterful job keeping a straight face. 
 
    He stepped forward and kissed me on the lips, and I knew he was serious. “Please?” he said and I melted. Maybe I was wrong—maybe I could be Kylie. Who cares about right and wrong—does such a thing even exist, really? It’s all just hypothetical nonsense, black and white, right and wrong—who cares? 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I couldn’t contain myself. I fell into his arms and he held me tightly. Screw wrong, this felt right. Finally, life felt right. 
 
    THE END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    REFUGEE 
 
    Aaron is one of many men stuck waiting in a refugee camp, watching women and children board trains destined for freedom, day after day. When would it be his turn? When would they start taking the men away from his war-torn country? With each passing day, that freedom is beginning to seem less and less likely. 
 
    That is until Aaron hears that one of his friends made it onto one of the trains by dressing up as a woman. Aaron takes a close look at himself in the mirror. He’s got a petite figure with soft features, he could pass as a woman. But can he fool the many soldiers that stand between him and his final destination?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    “Women and children only! This train is for women and children only!” the armed soldier called out to the lot of us men, standing behind the chain-link fence, watching the women scurry by with their children, hand in hand. “Women and children only!” Yelling it out over and over seemed like a waste of time. We all knew the train was only for women and children. They always were. It was incredibly rare a train pulled up and let men on. When they did, it was a savage battle for one of the few spots, and the destination was never ideal. From one war-torn country to another. It had been two weeks since the last train came in accepting male refugees, and its destination was Georgia. No thanks. I didn’t need to waste my life travelling from one war-torn hell hole to another.  
 
    But I needed to get out. The news kept telling us that the bad guys were getting closer and closer and soon they’d be in our little camp. In case living in ratty, old tents wasn’t bad enough, we were living in ratty, old tents, waiting for bombs to fall on our heads. Sure enough, soon, we’d all be dead. 
 
    “Women and children only, people! This train is for women and children only!” the soldier yelled yet again. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, we know,” one of my fellow men called back. He was scorned by the soldier.  
 
    The worst part of it all was, the trains didn’t even fill up. When they took off for Germany or France or the UK, they weren’t even half full. But for whatever political reason, no one wanted men. It was even frowned upon in our own country that men would try to leave, rather than staying to fight a pointless war in the name of whichever crooked politician was in power at that moment. Oil, oil, oil. It’s all about oil. I couldn’t care less about oil. Let them hate me and call me a scab—I’m not giving my life so some American can save a few cents at the gas pumps. No thank you. 
 
    “You hear about Marty?” Roger, one of my fellow refugees asked me. 
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “Well, have you seen him around lately?” He looked at me, waiting for me to prompt him to go on. 
 
    I thought about it. I hadn’t seen Marty for at least a few days—maybe even a week now. We were always getting shipped around, rearranged, moved from camp to camp, tent to tent, and then back again like a game of snakes and ladders, only there were only snakes and no ladders. It was impossible to keep track of anyone. It was stupid to get attached to anyone because it was so hard to stay together for more than a few weeks at a time. “He’s in Paris,” Roger said. “He got on a train on Wednesday.” 
 
    This, I had a hard time believing. First off, there were no France-bound trains that took men. Not since the big terrorist attack in Paris (which didn’t come from my country, by the way). Occasionally, a man or two would be able to battle his way into the cargo car in the middle of the night, but Marty was no fighter. He was a little guy, like me, with hardly any muscle on his body. “Yeah right,” one of my buddies said, rolling his eyes. 
 
    “It’s true. I helped him get on the train. Only he doesn’t go by Marty anymore.” 
 
    “Fake ID?” 
 
    “No—well, not really. We had to make a couple little amendments to his papers, but that was easy. Changing an M into F, that kind of thing.” 
 
    “Farty?” someone said and everyone laughed. 
 
    “No. Male to Female. He went as a woman?” I asked. 
 
    Roger explained the scenario. Apparently, Marty went and stole some makeup and some clothes from a woman in the camp, and then paid Roger a thousand bucks to doctor some documents. I couldn’t believe I’d never thought of it before—they hardly looked at those ladies’ identifications as they boarded the trains. For Marty, it would have been so easy. He was built like a woman—small build and long, straight hair. 
 
    “That little bastard,” someone said. We continued to watch the women stream by with the odd child. I scanned their faces. Hell, most of them weren’t exactly tens. With a little bit of makeup, I could imagine Marty fitting right in. A lucky bastard is what he was. As we watched the women go by, I couldn’t help but wonder if I would be able to pull it off—fool the soldiers and the other ladies. How hard could it honestly be? 
 
    “So then what? He gets to France and he’s only got identification saying he’s Marla, a female refugee,” I said.  
 
    “Well that’s the catch, isn’t it? He either has to live publically as a woman for the rest of his life, or he’ll have to find some sort of loophole in the system.” 
 
    One of the guys laughed. “Hey, maybe he can get a female to male sex change and be one of those transgender people. Isn’t that all the rage out west? Hell, you don’t even need to put on a dress to be a lady anymore, as long as you ‘identify as a woman’.” Everyone laughed but he made a good point. Just a few days before I read a thing about a white guy who identified as a black woman, and the government actually gave him a piece of ID that said he was an African-American female. Can you believe that? 
 
    “Hey, we should all just go up to that soldier and tell him we identify as women,” I joked, and everyone laughed. Of course, something like that would never fly in our country.  
 
    But that night, when I got back to my tent, I seriously considered it. I mean, I knew I could pull it off. I had a somewhat ‘feminine’ body, and my face had soft, girly features. A close shave and some makeup, and I’d be good to go. In fact, the more and more I thought about it, the more realistic the idea became. My heart started to race. Maybe I would go to Roger and get him to hook me up. 
 
    The next morning I went out to find Roger, but I was too late. When I emerged from my tent, there was a group of soldiers pushing a hand-cuffed Roger down the road. A crowd of people followed. “What’s going on?” I asked one of the many people who stood and watched. “From what I hear, they caught some guy pretending to be a woman trying to cross over into France. Apparently that guy there [pointing to Roger] set it all up. They’re going to hang him.”  
 
    I didn’t follow the crowds to the hanging, but that morning definitely put a damper on my little plan to get out of the country. There was a rumour going around that they shipped Marty back and then threw him off of a building as punishment. Apparently, pretending to be a woman wasn’t so easy. Poor bastard. 
 
    It was a sombre night that night in the camp, to say the least. On sombre nights like that one, people tend to drink more. There was a little bar set up across the camp that I found myself sitting in. The little television they had was once again warning that enemy troops were getting closer. People were being urged to evacuate. Yeah, sure, we’ll just hop on one of those trains—oh, wait.  
 
    One of the girls next to me was very drunk. She told me that she’d just arrived in the camp that morning, and was getting on a train the next day, headed straight for Munich. A one-day turnover, wouldn’t that be nice? I’d been in that camp for eight months already, watching trains pull in and out. “You don’t know how lucky you are,” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Not all the women are this lucky,” she said. “If you can even call it luck.” 
 
    “What would you call it?” I asked. 
 
    She thought for a moment. “Willingness.” 
 
    “What does that mean, ‘Willingness’?” 
 
    She smiled and winked at me and then took a shot of whatever powerful alcohol was in front of her. Ah yes, willingness. As is tradition, willing women always get ahead. “You can get anything you want when you’re willing enough,” she said. 
 
    “Is that right?” I asked, staring at her closely. She wasn’t the most beautiful woman on the planet—rather mediocre. But she knew something most women didn’t know: men don’t really care at the end of the day. A woman is a woman. A hole is a hole. As long as there’s a tit or two to grab and a warm hole to stuff, that’s all you really need. This lady knew it. I could imagine there were many satisfied soldiers between here and wherever she came from. 
 
    “These drinks, for example,” she said. “Totally free. Hell, give a man a blowjob and you can get whatever you want.” 
 
    “Is that so?” I said, looking over at the bartender, who was a woman. When I looked back at the promiscuous lady, she winked and I understood what she meant. So I paid both of our bills and we went back to her tent. 
 
    We fucked. She was good at fucking. She skipped foreplay completely. As soon as the tent was zipped up, she reached down the front of my pants and began to massage my cock. She had me rock-hard in seconds. She grabbed my hand and brought it down to her crotch. “Finger my cunt,” she said, looking me straight in the eyes. There is a lot of power in that kind of conviction. It was no wonder she’d gotten so far in such a short period of time. Hell, all she would have to do was say, ‘Get me to Germany,’ and I would have spent the next year of my life ensuring she got to the nicest spot in Germany possible. It’s a damn shame that a man can’t harness that same sort of conviction, that power of seduction. It’s a power reserved for the female form, exclusive to beauty and sex. I fingered her warm, wet cunt, as requested. 
 
    I tried to remember the last time I’d fucked a woman. They came through the camp so quickly, it was hard to pin one down. It didn’t help that there were men around me built like action-movie heroes, and I was hardly 140 pounds, nowhere near six-feet tall. The competition was daunting, to say the least. I missed the feeling of my fingers in a warm snatch, the firm grip of a soft hand around my cock. I missed the squeezing of a soft breast, the tenderness of a nipple against my tongue. I ended up eating her out, making her squirm and moan and pull my head in tight against her pussy. I realized as she was coming on my face that not only did I buy her drinks for her, and not only was she getting a one-way ticket to the free world the very next day, but she was getting an orgasm on the house on top of it. What a deal! 
 
    I figured the least I could do was take advantage of my situation, so I climbed up on top of her, pinned her wrists to the ground, and stuck my cock deep into her slit. I fucked the hell out of her, unrelenting. I watched her tits bounce up and down on her chest, and I watched her head roll from side to side in a powerful euphoria. She came again and again. As far as I was concerned, she didn’t have such a bad deal, fucking her way from country to country, refugee camp to refugee camp. I would do it too, if I could. And maybe I could… 
 
    About an hour after we finished fucking, she fell asleep next to me. I looked around her tent. Everything I needed was right there: clothes, makeup. Carefully, I grabbed a few things and I snuck out. I was going to do it. I was going to become a woman and sneak out of the country.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I waited a few days, building up my confidence, trying to talk myself out of the crazy idea. And it was crazy. It was crazy enough that at least two men were killed because of it. I wasn’t entirely keen on being the third, but I wasn’t entirely keen on being killed by radicals in a refugee camp either. It was only a matter of weeks (maybe even days) before they cut off the trains to our camp and we were reduced to a glorified shooting gallery for the bad guys. Waiting had gotten me nowhere in those months I’d been stuck in that camp. I was through waiting.  
 
    Marty made it all the way to France before he was caught. From what I understood, he was caught because of a wardrobe malfunction. The toilet paper he used to stuff his bra fell out a few miles from the French border. That wasn’t going to happen to me. I had a plan. I would only have to make a risky trek to Romania before I could breathe. I had a surgeon friend in Romania who I knew could help me (for a price, of course). But before then, I would have to rely on my practiced voice, my stolen clothes, and my mediocre makeup skills. It took a few days of careful preparation, but I think I pulled it off.  
 
    I’d gone out in the camp to put my guise to the test. My heart was absolutely racing the first time I opened my mouth in my female persona. I was ordering a drink at the bar. The bartender looked at me for a brief moment and then poured my drink. “Coming right up,” he said casually. A man came up and sat next to me, and began flirting with me. He was already drunk, so he was a perfect dummy to test my voice on. I’m sure I made a few slips throughout that conversation, but he definitely didn’t notice. He was fixated on my fake tits, practically drooling on my lap. I’m surprised he couldn’t see my heart thudding against my chest, he was sitting so close. I had to slap his hand off of my thigh once he got within inches of my cock. Unfortunately, that only turned him on more. “Playing hard to get, eh?” I just smiled. He tried to take me home to his tent, but I refused. I was already in way too deep, and I had a long way to go still. 
 
    He was at the bar again the next night, when I went back to hone my skills further. He was less drunk but equally horny. His hand was back on my thigh and his lips were back near my ear. I let it slide and I snuck away while he was in the bathroom. At least, I thought I snuck away. 
 
    It was the night before I was going to make my escape. There was a train destined for Bucharest, where my surgeon friend lived, that was supposed to depart at noon. I had my bags all packed up, ready to go. It would hopefully be my last night in that refugee camp I’d spent so many months in. I made the mistake of telling my new horny friend at the bar that I was leaving. He wasn’t ready to see me go without a ‘proper farewell’. 
 
    He must have followed me home from that bar because when I was just about to slip out from my lady-clothes, he slipped into my tent. “Hey darling,” he said. My heart dropped into my gut. I tried to convince him to leave. I tried telling him I was sick, that I was on my period, that it was a sin (he’d told me before that he was very religious, like most men in those refugee camps). None of my excuses or efforts seemed to deter him. He was too keen to put his hands all over my body. Luckily, he was too drunk to tell the difference between real tits and toilet paper tits as he squeezed my chest through my shirt. He started to kiss me and he brought me down to the ground. He was much stronger than me, and much heavier, too. He was completely determined. 
 
    It was starting to seem as though I only had two options: blow my cover to get him to back off, or go along with it. If I blew my cover, he would almost certainly rat me out to the authorities. All of my planning and preparation would be for nothing. But how could I go along with it? I didn’t have a cunt he could fuck. I didn’t have real tits he could suck on and squeeze.  
 
    He was starting to undress me. “Wait,” I said, but he didn’t listen. I needed to think—I needed to act, and fast. “Hold on. Stop,” I said, but again, nothing. I don’t know what came over me or where the thought even came from, but all of a sudden, I said, “Fuck me in the asshole,” and he stopped. He stared me in the eyes. “It’s not a sin if it’s in the asshole,” I said, and I wasn’t technically lying. Many religious people genuinely believed that backdoor intercourse wasn’t technically intercourse in the eyes of the Lord. He smiled and then flipped me over. 
 
    I wasn’t exactly excited to be fucked in the ass, but it was my only hope. I reached back and pulled aside the thin fabric strip of my panties before he had the chance to pull my panties straight down. My heart was palpitating so hard, it was nearly thrusting me off of the ground. I couldn’t see anything except for the canvas base of the tent. I couldn’t hear anything except for his fly unzipping and the sound of his pants hitting the ground. It was totally silent for a moment before I felt the warm, hard tip of his cock press up between my butt cheeks. I closed my eyes and told myself: just breathe and it will be over soon enough. 
 
    He pushed in and sunk in deep. And then deeper and deeper and deeper. I swear, it felt like his cock went on forever, stretching my anus wide, filling me up deep. He wasn’t exactly gentle and he didn’t exactly care when I moaned or groaned in pain. He was just excited to get off in a lady’s bottom. He started to thrust himself in and out, in and out. I couldn’t see his cock but I could probably draw it perfectly for you. I could feel every little ridge, every little vein, his soft pubic hair, his heavy ball sack, everything. Every thrust was harder than the one before it, and somehow deeper. Each entry hurt less than the one before it. After a good dozen pounds, it actually started to feel good (or maybe I was just going into some numb euphoria). He grunted loudly as he pounded my ass raw. His hands clutched my sides tightly so I wouldn’t move around.  
 
    I was essentially his fuck-toy, his backdoor ragdoll. He ended up coming with his cock plunged way down inside of my body. I swear, I could feel his warm goo blasting up near my sternum. But God, did it feel good. My own cock was so hard; I couldn’t flip over once he slid his long member out from my body. I had to lay there until I was soft again, but he didn’t seem to mind or care. He just got dressed and said, “Have a safe trip tomorrow,” and he was gone. 
 
    The next morning, I got onto the train. The soldier at the gate only took a quick glance at my ID and then waved me through. To be fair, I spent a few long days getting the lettering perfect on my ID, gluing on that little F over that M. I was sat between two other women who simply smiled at me and then looked back out their windows. No one was the wiser. Apparently, I passed as a woman, and I hadn’t even had my surgery yet. My plan, so far, was a total success.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I made one big mistake in my scheme to escape the country. I went too far with my makeup, my clothes, my overall guise. You see, I should have stolen some more modest clothes from my one-night stand. I should have been much more subtle with my makeup. I should have spent less time perfecting my hair and more time trying to blend into the crowd. I looked too good. I didn’t really realize this until my first night on that train, when I caught my own reflection, sitting amongst the other women. I didn’t recognize myself right away, and my immediate thought was, ‘Hey, there’s a good looking girl among the lot!’ and a moment later I realized that I was referring to myself. The second tip off that I’d done too good a job was when I realized the two male guards who were stationed in our train car had their eyes on me.  
 
    It was the middle of the night that one of them slipped into my room. I nearly shrieked when I realized he was standing above my bed. He put his index finger to my lip and said “Shh,” before pointing to the bed above me, where my bunkmate was fast asleep. He took a knee, brushed my hair off of my face, and then kissed me. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do—but I did know I didn’t have many options. The man had the power to eject me from the train, to send me back to the camp. All he had to do was take a closer look at my papers and he would have been able to see that they were doctored. So I kissed back. 
 
    He was an impassioned kisser, holding my head tight, sinking his tongue deep, as though it had been months since he’d felt a woman (the irony). He only pulled back occasionally with a deep, warm breath, and then he was back at it. I could feel his intensity rising, his hands shaking. I had a good feeling he wasn’t simply content with kissing, and I turned out to be right. He pulled back and shushed me again before standing up and dropping his pants. God, he had a big cock, already throbbing and rock-hard. Now there was really no escaping. If I screamed for help or rejected the soldier, he would certainly punish me for humiliating him. So I remained silent, heart beating ferociously against my ribcage, awaiting my fate. He walked towards me, hovering his massive dick near my lips. Then, he waited for me to do the rest. 
 
    So I did. I took the big cock gently. It was warmer than I expected, and heavier, too. I gave it a gentle stroke and watched it grow nearly twice the length in a mere moment. I could feel the thick veins throbbing, pumping blood into the magnificent rod, making it bigger, stronger. Closing my eyes, I brought it down to my lips, hesitated a moment, and then sunk it into my mouth. I heard him exhale deeply, euphorically. I began to suck, stroking the available length that I couldn’t fit into my mouth. 
 
    My mission was simple: get him off before he wanted more, before he wanted into my pants, to squeeze my bare tits (which still didn’t exist). So I beat him with determination, sucked like I wanted his cum more than anything in the world. He was as hard as a steel beam, throbbing violently. I could see his knees buckling, shaking. There was no warning: he came deep in my throat. I ended up choking on his load. He muffled me so I wouldn’t wake up my bunkmate.  
 
    He must have told his soldier friend, because the next night, the other soldier came for his turn. And of course, not wanting to ruin my pilgrim’s progress, I sucked him off, got him to come in my mouth. I made him quiver and moan. It turned out, I sucked cock like a seasoned pro. 
 
    Two nights later, we were in Romania. It was midnight when we pulled into the Romanian refugee camp. There was less than a week before the next train came, destined for France—my ride to freedom. 
 
    Two of my days in Romania were wasted tracking down my surgeon friend. I ended up finding him way across town (which was not easy to get to, as our camp had a very early curfew and I had no means of transportation). The face he made when I told him who I was cannot be described. He didn’t even begin to recognize me. He whisked me away to the privacy of his home, suddenly petrified of being caught with me, knowing he was now being implicated in criminal activity. After silently pacing around his office for a good fifteen minutes, he told me his thoughts on the matter. “Breast implants are easy, and reversible. Your downstairs, that’s another matter. If I go to change that, you’re stuck with what I give you. You’ll never get that back. You understand that, right?” 
 
    I’m not sure why, but I’d always assumed it was all reversible, with today’s technology and all. You always hear about people changing their minds months or years after their transition. I knew I’d be left with scars (my surgeon friend explained that those were inevitable). But to be stuck a woman, stripped forever of my manhood? 
 
    “You know, most people only get the implants. It’s very rare that we do a full sexual reassignment surgery,” he said. I had to weigh my options. Did I need to go all the way? Could I get by with my cock still in tact? I’d already had two soldiers essentially force themselves on me. What if they had wanted more than just simple blowjobs? What if they wanted to stick it in my pussy? Was I willing to risk it again, from Romania all the way to France?  
 
    I ended up insisting he just do the breast implant operation. I couldn’t fathom losing my manhood completely. Besides, the photos of the ‘full sexual reassignment surgeries’ weren’t exactly convincing, as far as I was concerned. If one of those soldiers really did insist I get totally naked, and he saw my fake pussy, he would have been just as confused as if he was looking at a dangling cock.  
 
    I went under the knife the next day. My friend did the whole operation himself, in his own home. The last thing he said to me before I went under was, “You know I could lose my license to practice for doing this, right?” When I came back to, it was pitch black and I was alone. My muscles were all sore and I was terribly tired. I tried to call out for my doctor friend, but no one came to me. I ended up passing back out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I was very sore for the first few days on the train destined towards Paris, France. I was told that most people, after a breast-implant surgery, stay in bed rest for at least a week, but I didn’t have that luxury. I had to pretend like nothing was unusual and nothing hurt like hell. I do have to say that my friend did an excellent job. I kept excusing myself for the bathroom, just so I could look at myself in the mirror. My tits were perfect. They felt great (a bit firm, but he said that they would relax after a couple of weeks). In a strange way, they seemed to complete my small-stature body. They gave me perfect curves and an aesthetically pleasing balance that I didn’t know my body was capable of. 
 
    The more and more I looked at my own reflection, the more I liked what I saw. I really did look good as a lady. Even out of makeup (especially after a shave) I looked good. I was beginning to think that maybe I was supposed to be born a woman, that the cock was just some sort of genetic error in utero. Even the voice had become second nature (and I like to think it had improved quite a bit as well). And my doctor-friend told me there were pills I could take to stop the facial hair growth and to make my voice even more convincing.  
 
    It was at the France border, where I can only imagine Marty was caught, that I faced my next big hurdle: the showers. They ushered us off of the train and brought us into what looked like a big warehouse. Inside, they had set up three long hallways with showerheads every ten feet or so. They told us to undress by the entrance and leave our clothes in a bin along with our ID papers. Naturally, I was hesitant to dress down. There were a number of armed guards standing there, all ready to shoot me dead the moment they saw the cock dangling between my thighs. “Clothes off, lady. C’mon now. Get in the showers.” My hands were shaking and my legs were trembling. What kind of excuse could I make to get out of this? One of the armed guards gave me a shove. “C’mon, Sweetheart.” 
 
    I took off my shirt first, placing it slowly in the bin, trying to buy myself some time. “Any day now, lady,” the guard said again as I slowly undid the clasps of my bra, letting my tender tits fall out. I could see a few of the guards looking my way the moment my breasts fell out, their admiring eyes ogling over the sight of my perfect curves. I took a deep breath and then let my skirt drop down to the damp ground. The eyes were still on me, and now no one was protesting my slowness. In buying myself some time, I’d effectively made my situation worse. Now I had an eager audience, all about to see my cock the moment my panties came down. 
 
    Some disturbance broke out across the shower hall and the guards all looked in that direction. Two girls were fighting over something or another. I let my instinct take over. I dropped my panties to the ground and quickly tucked my cock between my thighs. I kept my legs close together and then skirted away, into the low-lying steam from the showers. The steam hardly provided any cover, but it was enough that (hopefully) no one would be able to see the lack of pussy between my legs. I showered quick, keeping my back to the ogling men who were once again looking in my direction. I could hardly blame them—I looked really good. I caught my own reflection in one of the dirty mirrors across the lane and once again couldn’t believe how fine I looked. Maybe I should have gone through with the full transition surgery. Maybe I really was meant to be a woman. 
 
    One of the guards—a tall, husky, bearded fellow—kept his eyes on me the whole time. He didn’t even bother to look away when I looked in his direction, he was totally brazen. It seemed impossible that, with such obsessed inspection, he didn’t notice the absence of vaginal lips between my legs—or maybe the steam really was obscuring his vision (or maybe he had lousy vision).  
 
    Once my hair and body were adequately wet, I scurried over to the end of the hall where the bins were piling up. The guard at the other end checked my ID (and took a good look at my chest, too) and then went in search for my bin. The few minutes he was gone were pure agony, waiting anxiously for someone to notice my bulge that was begging to be let out, squished uncomfortably between my thighs. When he came back with the bin, I quickly threw the skirt around my waist. 
 
    Once I was dressed, I left the hall, handed my papers to a final guard near a gate, and then passed under a giant sign that read, Welcome to France, Bienvenue en France! My heart jumped up in my chest and began to beat proudly. I’d made it. I was in France, finally free. I stood, staring up at the sign, trying to keep my tears back, for just a short moment before being whisked onto a bus. I did what Marty couldn’t, what so many men back home wished they could—I’d slipped through the system. I’d survived. I’d won. Before they took us all away to the series of apartment complexes we’d be living in until we were able to get onto our feet, I noticed that husky, bearded soldier staring at me from afar, his gaze unbroken, fascinated.  
 
    My heart stuttered. Why was he so obsessed? Did he see my manhood between my legs? Was he trying to decide whether or not to rat me out? I pushed the thoughts from my head. I couldn’t fall into that negativity trap now—not after I’d made it so far. He was probably just taken by my looks. After all, I was taken by my own looks. I made a good-looking woman. I took a deep breath and the bus took off. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    France is a beautiful country, and Paris is a beautiful city. I couldn’t believe life could be so magical, so perfect. If only the Parisians knew how lucky they were, to live and grow up in such a wonderful place where everyone is happy and no one hates one another. Over my first few days, I was shocked every single time I saw someone with a frown on their face, every time someone growled while stuck in traffic. If only they knew what they had—if only they realized that being stuck in traffic isn’t a big deal when you aren’t trying to escape a bombing raid. There is nothing more perfect in life than being able to sit on a patio with a cup of coffee and not be worried the emergency sirens were about to sound. 
 
    The officials apologized to us about the quality of our apartments. “We know it isn’t much. We promise to get you something better soon.” Everyone was scratching their heads. What did he mean, it wasn’t much? Had they ever seen the inside of a refugee tent? Those apartments may as well have been luxury mansions! We were living like queens (or I suppose I was living like a king, depending on how you look at it). 
 
    Then I started to notice that familiar face around town, and eventually around our apartment building: the husky soldier, dressed his camouflage outfit, gun holstered at his side. It was hard to deny that he was following me, watching me. He could have easily accessed my information given his position. But was he really lurking around for me? Or was he just stationed with the other landed refugees?  
 
    When I was returning home late one night, I saw him from down the road, pacing in front of the entrance to our building. I panicked and turned away, retreating into a nearby bar. The bar was quiet and the bartender was cleaning tables. “We’re just doing last call,” he said to me in a thick accent, so I ordered a drink. When I finally settled into my seat and looked back out the window, the husky soldier was gone. I couldn’t help but wonder if he was real or just a part of my anxiety-ridden imagination, a sort of PTSD hallucination. I finished my drink, paid, and left the bar. 
 
    As I stepped out, a hand grabbed my arm. It was the soldier. He wasn’t a hallucination. He was real. And he looked dead-serious. My heart sank into my gut. He knew my identity—he must have. Why else would he stalk me out like that, waiting until the early hours of the morning and grab me when no one was around? I tried to speak, to say anything, but there was a dense lump in my throat preventing any such excuse-making. “Don’t say a word,” he said, pulling me towards my apartment complex. I went along with him. Even if I wanted to say a word (which I did) I couldn’t because of my tense nervousness. He made me lead him to my room, and he locked the door behind us. 
 
    “Let me see your papers,” he said, reaching his hand out. My eyes were practically glued to his firearm, which I’m sure he knew how to use quite well. I handed him my papers and he looked closely at them. “You know that forging documents is illegal, right? You’re going to be sent back for this.”  
 
    My heart sunk somehow deeper into my gut and every muscle in my body began to ache. I was doomed. I knew what sent home meant. It meant sent to the nearest country where they could take care of a refugee like me, toss me off a building, hang me from a tree, throw me into a fire or some big vat of hot oil. God only knows what they would do to me—probably whatever it was they did to Marty, which supposedly was the thrown-off-a-building fate. Not the worst of the options, I suppose. At least death is quick, assuming the building they pick out is tall enough.  
 
    “Pack up your things,” he said. I hesitated. “Now.” I started to shove my things into my ratty, old bag. I was so close. Had this one guy not caught on to me, I would be free in Paris, free to live out the rest of my life however I wanted to. Tears started to form in my eyes but I held back. Crying would accomplish nothing. If anything, it might even piss the guy off more. I was lucky, he was being discreet about the whole thing. He could have grabbed me out in public and demanded I take my pants off for everyone to see, for everyone to laugh, for all of the other refugees who worked their asses off for years to hate me, throw stones at me, kill me in the streets like a diseased dog. 
 
    Then, I remembered what my one-night stand back at the refugee camp told me. “give a man a blowjob and you can get whatever you want.” Her voice was practically echoing through my mind. My heart was racing. The husky soldier was sitting down, just a few feet away from me. I took a deep breath. It was total craziness. If I pissed him off, he would just shoot me right then and there. But I couldn’t go back. I’d come too far. I reached over his lap for one of my shirts. I planted one hand down for support, just between his legs, and then slowly, I inched it towards his cock. It took him a moment to realize what was happening. “What are you doing?” he said, reaching down and grabbing me by the back of the neck.  
 
    My heart was practically exploding out from my chest. I needed to follow through. I couldn’t stop now. I began to massage his cock through his pants. “Stop that,” he said, tightening his grip. It hurt like hell, but I didn’t stop. A little voice in my head kept telling me, if he was really opposed to it, he would toss me aside. But he wasn’t tossing me aside. He wasn’t stopping my hand from massaging his rod. And on top of it, I could feel him hardening, his cock throbbing. I fought through the pain, stroking his length through his camouflage pants. “Last warning,” he said, and again, I ignored him. 
 
    I got him rock-hard. Carefully, I unzipped his pants and reached under his boxers. His cock was giant, so big I could barely get my fingers around it. I pulled it out from his pants and it sprung free with force. He didn’t stop me. He wanted it. So I gave it to him, leaning over, sinking my lips around his girth. Maybe my one-night-stand was right, maybe a blowjob was all it took. Maybe that’s where Marty failed. Maybe Marty was unwilling, as my lady-friend would have put it.  
 
    I wrapped my tongue around the thick cock, sucking mercilessly. I could feel his body relaxing, I was winning. He let out a deep moan. There was no real guarantee this would work. There was no promise that once I got him off, he would let me go. Maybe he was just getting a free fuck out of it, or maybe this would just make things worse and he would do away with me once I was finished so word didn’t get out that he let a man suck his cock. All I could do was hope for the best. 
 
    I stroked his big dick, looking up into his lethargic eyes. He was in a trance, a state of elated hypnosis. I looked down at the gun in his holster. There was another option: if I could get that gun without him noticing, I could do away with him. My heart stuttered at the thought. Could I really do it, though? Would I be able to kill a man? Unlikely. I continued to suck him off, getting him harder and harder and harder. 
 
    Then, I slipped down my panties, flipped up my skirt, and I climbed on to him. I didn’t realize until that moment that I’d gotten myself rock-hard. A wave of panic blew through me—would that turn him off, make him remember that he wasn’t fucking a woman but a man with fake tits? I tried to conceal my member with my hand as I lowered myself onto his rod, feeling it pressing up against my tight hole, pushing in slightly. He looked down at my crotch, where my hand was doing a lousy cover-up job. His eyes lit up. Damn it—I was done. 
 
    At least I thought I was. He moved my hand aside and gently wrapped his fingers around my cock. He was into it—my God, he was actually into it. My heart soared up towards my throat and I sunk down lower, plunging his cock deep into my body. It felt amazing: warm, full, throbbing, heart-melting. I started to bounce on his lap and he started to jerk me off. His free hand found my chest and he squeezed one of my tits. His eyes remained heavy, his cheeks red, still in that elated trance. I was biting my tongue, hoping it would be enough, hoping he would see the light and let me live freely in his country. Hell, I would fuck him like a bunny-rabbit every single night if it meant I got to stay! 
 
    I could feel his cock swelling up in my tight anus, stretching me wide. He was groaning, his head rolled back, inhaling deeply, loud grunts. His powerful hands clutched my sides and his fingers dug into my skin. My vision became a blur and my legs began to tremble. A strange euphoria, like a drug, was surging through my body. I was practically convulsing like an epileptic on his lap. Hell, I’d never felt anything so good, so intense, so perfect. Without any warning, I started to come—warm goo blasting out from my cock, halfway across the damned room, onto his face, his chest, his hand, everywhere. He wasn’t far behind, and when it came, I could feel it. A strange sensation: warm, filling, strangely pleasant. My nails dug into his skin and a moment later, I was slumped over his body, my tits pressed up against my own warm cum. 
 
    His arms wrapped around me and he held me while he caught his own breath. Then I wondered again, was it enough or would I be sent home? He left shortly after without saying anything. I didn’t say anything either. I wanted to ask, ‘What now?’ but I was afraid of the answer. 
 
    A few days passed and I began to wonder what happened to my French soldier. Should I expect a group of armed men at my door, ready to send me back home—send me to my death? Or was I free. Every time a pattering of footsteps passed my apartment door, my heart froze. 
 
    Then, about a week after my night with the well-hung military man, there was a knock at my door. I was hesitant to answer. There was no peep-hole on my door, so I just had to trust in my own hope that it wasn’t bad news. I opened it. It was him, alone, standing tall in my doorway. I felt a cold tingle run down my spine. Was this it? Was he going to send me home? 
 
    “I’m here for your weekly check-in,” he said with a slight grin before stepping into the room. He locked the door behind him. My heart began to soar and that cold tingle turned into a warm sense of hope. “Shall we begin?” 
 
    THE END 
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