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BECOMING A WOMAN

Paul is tired of watching all of the guys at school constantly picking on Eric, a nice kid who never did anything mean to anyone. With the upcoming Sadie Hawkins dance, Eric’s torment is only getting worse. But Paul has an idea to get the other guys to leave Eric alone—an idea that involves becoming Jessica, the new girl from out of town, for a week.


CHAPTER I

There was this kid in our school that I’d always felt really bad for. His name was Eric and he didn’t have a lot of friends—scratch that—he didn’t have any friends. He didn’t talk a lot, he kept to himself, but still, the other kids in the school made fun of him to no end. My own friends even made fun of the poor kid. And what did I do about it? Absolutely nothing. I did nothing to stop anyone, my buddies included, from mocking Eric. The last thing I wanted was for me to replace Eric as the school’s new punching bag.

The mocking of Eric reached its climax about a week before the holiday break, a week before the big Sadie Hawkins dance (the annual dance where the girls asked the boys to be their dates, instead of the traditional opposite). My buddies couldn’t wait to see Eric at the dance, standing in the back of the auditorium all by himself, dateless. I couldn’t picture it without wincing, imagining all the guys laughing from across the auditorium. The mental image made my chest hurt. Eric never did anything to those guys. He was just the victim of being too nice and keeping to himself.

There were, of course, rumours that occasionally floated around the school, like “You know I heard that Eric is a serial killer?” or “I heard he goes over to the pre-school across the street to touch all the little boys.” It was my understanding that he volunteered at the pre-school, but the cruel students didn’t care for the facts. They wanted blood and Eric was an easy target. The latest rumour going around was that he was gay, that he hung out in gas station bathrooms all night and gave truckers blowjobs through a hole in the stall divider. Where kids came up with this stuff was beyond me.

It was a Sunday evening that I caught an old Christmas program on the television. It was some crappy made for TV movie about a dad who wants his poor little son to have a great Christmas, so he dresses up like Santa Claus and so on and so forth. The poor little son reminded me so much of Eric that it was tough to watch without getting a bit emotional. The program was honestly nothing noteworthy, but it did put a crazy idea into my head—an idea that lingered for the rest of that evening, that grew and grew and eventually I found myself really considering it.

The idea was to dress up like a girl and ask Eric out to the dance.

I wasn’t really considering it—I mean, I don’t think I was really considering it. I wasn’t a complete nut job. There was no way I would ever be able to pull it off without being caught. But still, the idea manifested itself into the back of my mind, sitting there, teasing me constantly. In an attempt to prove the stupid idea wrong and to make it go away, I decided to sneak up into my sister’s bedroom and prove to myself that I could never in a hundred years pull it off.

My sister was staying with my dad, up in Pennsylvania (our parents were separated and I lived mostly with my mom). I felt so stupid digging through my sister’s drawers, holding little outfits up to my body, wondering what would fit and what wouldn’t, what would look good and what would look ridiculous. I felt even stupider when I tried to slip one of her dresses on, over my body, only to have my boxer shorts ruffle up around my pelvis. I ended up trying the dress on commando, but that looked even worse with the big bulge of my cock, so I put on a pair of my sister’s panties to hold my business down flat.

I felt especially stupid when I looked in the mirror and realized my plan was a failure, that not only did I not prove to myself I couldn’t pull off looking like a lady, I actually looked pretty good as a lady. Really good. I took the outfit off, stuffed it back away into her drawer, and then went back to my own room.

But now that seed in my brain had flourished, and it was all I could think about. How far could I go? Just how good could I look as a woman? I wished I’d never thought of it. I wished I could get in a time machine and not watch that stupid movie and never get the idea that I could actually trick my whole school into thinking I was a woman. The thought just wouldn’t go away.

And so, later that night, I found myself back in my sister’s room, back in my sister’s panties, back in that little black dress, now in front of the mirror, trying on my sister’s makeup. And once again, I felt like a total idiot. The fact that I looked better and better with each little element I added onto my face, was a big shot to my ego. Damnit, I looked better as a lady than I did as a man! How was that fair?

I stepped back and looked into the full-length mirror. I became hypnotised as I stared at myself, in complete disbelief of what I was seeing. It was like I stumbled into an episode of the Twilight Zone. It was like I was staring at someone else.

Then I heard the footsteps ascending the stairs. I panicked. I needed to get undressed before I was caught wearing my sister’s clothes. I bent over to take off the shoes but I couldn’t get them off—they were too tight, a size too small for my feet. I hobbled around on one foot, trying to pry the shoe off of the other, but in my panic I wasn’t successful. The footsteps were gaining ground. I hopped into the closet and closed the door, heart beating ferociously. Oh God, how embarrassing would that be—caught wearing my sister’s dress and her shoes and her makeup.

The footsteps passed my sister’s bedroom and continued towards my mom’s room. I heard her door close and it became silent. Carefully, I slipped out from the closet, got undressed, and returned to my room. “There you go—you got it out of your system,” I told myself, positive I would wake up the next morning forgetting the whole little escapade never went down.

But that’s not what happened. I was hardly able to sleep, plagued by that image of myself in the dress and the thought: could I really fool the whole school? Could I save Eric’s reputation? No matter what I did to put my mind onto something else, the thoughts found their way back. When my morning alarm went off and I woke up, those thoughts were the first things that came into my head.

My mom had already left for work. I had the house to myself. And once again, I found myself in my sister’s bedroom. I pulled an old school uniform out from one of her drawers. My heart fluttered. I was really considering it.


CHAPTER II

It turns out, getting your child enrolled into public school is incredibly easy. All I had to do was phone the school, deepen my voice, and tell them that myself, my wife, and my daughter had just moved to town after an unexpected job transfer. The school receptionist told me, “No problem at all. Just get your daughter’s transcript to us when you have a chance. What grade is your daughter in?”

“The eleventh,” I said, lowering my age by a year so I wouldn’t be put into a room full of people who knew me too well.

“And her name?” I hadn’t thought of a name. How had I not thought of a name? “Hello? Sir?”

I spurted out the first name that came to my mind. “Jessica Fielding.”

“Okay. Just have Jessica come to the front desk before class and I’ll have a class list printed up for her, and I’ll let the teachers know there will be a new student joining their classes.”

It was really that easy. I’d successfully enrolled Jessica Fielding into high school—a completely fictional character that I’d created on the spot. Now, my heart was really racing and my hands were shaking. I’ll admit, a part of me was excited to see what I was capable of. But, of course, I was as nervous as all hell about being caught. I hardly had a plan aside from ‘just show up in my sister’s clothes and makeup and play it by ear’.

I hadn’t even heard my own girl-imitation voice. As far as I knew, I sounded like a total idiot. I didn’t have my hair figured out, though my sister had some old clip-in extensions in one of her drawers. How does one even put in clip-in extensions? I had a lot to figure out in a short period of time if I was actually going to go through with the insane plan.

So there I found myself once again, in my sister’s bedroom, digging through her things, getting dressed up in her clothes and layering on her makeup. I was surprised when I lifted out a pair of pants from her bottom drawer and discovered a couple of little naughty outfits and a pair of fishnet stockings. Why my sister owned them, I still have no idea. I couldn’t exactly confront her about it—“Hey I was going through your clothes when I found a lace nighty. Care to explain?”

I put on her little school outfit: a black skirt and a white, long-sleeved blouse. My sister had a cute, skinny black tie that matched the outfit, so I put that on as well. I ended up spending the better part of that morning sitting on the edge of the bathtub, shaving my legs, making sure they looked nice and smooth. They had to be perfect. Everything had to be perfect.

I wasn’t just going through with this to prove I could look like a woman. At the end of the day, I was doing it for Eric, so the other guys would be jealous and so they would stop calling him a geek and a loser. And I needed to look good enough that Eric wouldn’t dare say no to me when I asked him out to the upcoming Sadie Hawkins dance.

My first challenge was opening the front door to step out. I had my hand on the handle but I just couldn’t seem to turn it. My body became rigid, my mind swirling with all of the possible train wrecks I was about to encounter. I still had the option to turn around and forget about the whole ridiculous thing. But instead, I took a deep breath and I opened the door, stepping out into the world as Jessica, the new girl in town.

As soon as my school was in sight, and I could see all of the other kids buzzing about, making their way from the busses and their parents’ cars to the front doors, that rigid tension returned. My approach became slower and slower. I could feel the tension rising up my spine, bleeding into my brain, overtaking my body. Every time someone walked passed me, I would freeze momentarily, half-expecting them to turn around and say, “What the hell are you doing dressed in girls’ clothes, you weirdo?” But no one made any comment.

Instead, they all passed me as if nothing was out of the ordinary. I got a few smiles from passing girls, and I’m pretty sure I caught at least a couple of guys checking me out, looking away swiftly as I looked towards them. I’d passed my first test at my first day of school—Jessica’s first day of school.

In fact, by the time I reached the front doors of the school, I was on a high, walking tall, convinced I’d already conquered by objective, that there was no way Eric would say no to me when I asked him to the Sadie Hawkins dance, and that there was no way the other guys wouldn’t be totally jealous and maybe they would even start to respect him. Every guy that walked past me couldn’t help but sneak a glance. I was on top of the world.

Then I walked into the office where the receptionist was sitting and I realized I didn’t have a voice. I hadn’t practiced my lady-voice. I had no idea how to do a lady-voice. So, just a few steps from her desk, I froze, a cold rigidity overwhelming my whole body. “Can I help you?” the receptionist asked, her eyes locking onto me. I thought about turning around and running, heading back home and calling it quits. Maybe I should have. But that cold, rigid tension held me in my place. “Do you need something?” the receptionist asked with a somewhat concerned look on her face, probably wondering if I was some mentally unstable student from another school who wandered in off the streets.

“I’m Jessica,” I said in my best attempt at a girl’s voice, completely winging it, completely unaware of how I sounded. I couldn’t help but wince at the sound that came out of my mouth, like some cheap children’s toy where you pull a string and some stock phrase comes out. It couldn’t have sounded more fake.

“Jessica?” she said, looking at me with a strange tilt of the head. “Oh, Jessica Fielding. Right. Your dad called this morning. I’ve got a class-list for you.” She reached across her desk and grabbed a bundle of papers. “There’s a little map in there so you can find your way to your classes.” She went on for a bit with a mini-orientation, but I was totally zoned out, shocked that my voice was at least passable enough that she wasn’t acting suspicious. Maybe she was just good at hiding her bewilderment. Or maybe my voice didn’t sound so bad after all.

When I emerged from the office with my bundle of paperwork, I went straight for the bathrooms. I nearly walked into the men’s room because of hardcoded habit. The girls’ bathroom was exponentially nicer: cleaner, brighter, bigger, and it smelled nice, like flowery perfume. After making sure I was alone in the bathroom, I locked the door, pulled out my cellphone, and I recorded myself speaking a few sentences in my girly voice—the same one I used with the receptionist, that sounded so bad in my own head. I was surprised to hear that it actually sounded pretty good on the recording, by whatever miracle.

With my confidence restored, I headed for my first class: English 11. It was a class I’d already passed the year before, so it was somewhat surreal taking a seat at a desk in a room I thought I was finished with, with a  teacher (Mrs. Belland) I was hoping I wouldn’t have to deal with ever again, listening to a lecture I’d already heard word for word. It was as if I was just waking up from some Groundhog Day dream: Déjà vu.

After speaking for fifteen minutes at the whiteboard, Mrs. Belland’s eyes found mine and she said, “You must be Jessica, correct?”

I nodded, a sudden jolt of nervousness entering my body.

“Everyone, this is Jessica, your new classmate. She just moved here from out of town. Jessica, why don’t you go ahead and introduce yourself to the class?” That jolt of nervousness became even more intense, making me suddenly overly aware of everything: my hair, my makeup, my skirt, my breathing. I stood up slowly, hands clasped awkwardly at my pelvis. I wanted to look down and make sure I wasn’t showing any bulge, or that the toilet paper bundles hadn’t fallen out from my bra, but I was too afraid to look down in the chance that was indeed the case. I didn’t want to put any more attention on my body than absolutely necessary.

Not that it mattered. All of the guys in the class were staring at my stuffed tits, their lips parted like hungry animals.

I scanned the faces in the room. I didn’t know any of them. I’d seen a few of the faces in the hallways, but I’d never heard their voices and I knew nothing about them. They were a grade below me, practically a whole different world.

“Go ahead, Jessica,” Mrs. Belland said, and I realized I hadn’t come up with any backstory. I’d spent all of my time and effort getting the look down perfect, admiring my aesthetic accomplishment. I hadn’t even thought to give my character any realism. But now, everyone was staring at me with expectant eyes. I had no choice but to speak.

“Hi, my name’s Jessica. I just moved here with my dad from Chicago.” I told everyone that I liked horses and romance movies, essentially just listing off things I assumed girls liked. The more I spoke (and the more I saw that eyebrows weren’t being raised) the more comfortable I became. But it really didn’t matter because no one was listening. The men in the room were too preoccupied staring at my body, whispering to one another the way me and my friends whispered whenever one of the hot girls did a presentation. The girls were too preoccupied looking between me and the men with a mixture of jealousy and reluctant scorn.

There was something about the Jessica character that I’d created that I was starting to realize was very powerful. It was taking me some time to become totally comfortable, but from the moment I stepped onto the school grounds, I’d never felt more confident. By the end of my little speech, I was totally in the zone, speaking with hand gestures, smiling, giggling at the anecdotes in my fictitious backstory. A spunkiness was emerging from me that I never knew existed before. I’d practically convinced myself that I liked horses and romance movies and spending the night with the girls, wearing face-masks and painting our nails.

My second period teacher, Mr. Dubois, math, asked me to make a similar introduction speech to the class of mostly new faces (just a few familiars from my previous class). And once again, I found myself getting lost in my little narrative despite the hungry male eyes in the crowd. There was even one point where Mr. Dubois was giving me a certain look that I couldn’t help but think was full of lust. He was a younger guy, maybe only a few years out of college. I swear I caught him staring at my legs, biting his lip just slightly in an attempt to control himself.

At lunch, a group of pretty, popular girls asked me to sit with them, so I did. They asked me all about my life in Chicago and my friends back home. I think they just wanted dibs on the new girl, before any of the other groups got to me, but I was happy to go on and on in my new persona.

By the end of the day, I was the talk of the whole school. You know when you can feel people looking at you? That feeling had never been stronger than when I was standing at my locker, packing up my bag to go home. I bet you half of the school had their eyes one me, boys and girls. Before I left, a guy even came up to me to let me know about the upcoming Sadie Hawkins dance. I think he was hoping I would ask him, but he didn’t know I had other plans.

On my way out, I saw Eric at his locker. Someone had written the words ‘Dumb faggot’ on his locker door. He didn’t seem to care (or he was just painfully used to it). If anything, it was a nice reminder of why I’d gotten into all of this craziness.


CHAPTER III

Taking off my dress and washing off my makeup was tough. Something about it felt wrong and unnatural. In just a single day, I’d become so comfortable as Jessica. There was something about her that I just couldn’t put my finger on, something so natural. I talked to myself in the mirror for a few minutes, training myself back into my normal, male voice.

But even though I’d shed the guise, Jessica stayed in my head. She was all I could think about through the evening, through dinner, as I went to bed. It took me hours to finally fall asleep, excited to put the outfit back on and put myself out there. It was a new, fresh perspective on life. Everything seemed so exciting. Maybe I would get invited to my first slumber party. Maybe me and my new girlfriends would all touch up our makeup together in the washroom and talk about which boys we liked.

I finally fell asleep with the image of Eric in my mind, standing tall with his dark hair.

I practically sprung out of bed when my alarm went off the next morning, excited to try some new makeup styles, some new hairstyles. I spent that entire morning in front of the mirror until the final seconds before I had to make a run to beat the school bell. Unlike the day before, I went into the day with a plan.

I needed to run into Eric twice—once in the morning, and once in the afternoon, when I would pop the question. I needed to chat him up in the morning, to make sure he knew who I was. And, of course, I needed to make him like me at least enough that he would say yes, though how could he not? I caught my reflection in a car window on the way to school and I looked crazy hot. It was no wonder all of the guys couldn’t help themselves, staring at me constantly.

It only took a bit of searching, but I found Eric in the hallways, alone, headed for his first class. He was carrying his books under one of his arms. I quickly thought of the perfect forced-introduction, brushing up next to him and knocking his books onto the floor. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said, dropping down to my knees to pick up the fallen books. He took a knee next to me, picking up the stray papers that went flying on contact. After the hit, I felt kind of bad about it, knowing he already dealt with enough and now he was having his things knocked onto the ground by a stranger. But it was the best I could come up with on such short notice. He didn’t respond to my apology. “I really am sorry,” I said, looking up at him.

He looked back up at me, smiled, and nodded, and then went back to retrieving his papers. I was hoping for a real response, something I could work off of, something I could string into a conversation.

“I’m Jessica,” I said. “I’m new.”

“Hi,” he said simply, standing up with his mess of papers in hand. I handed him the few books I’d managed to pick up. “Thanks,” he then said, turning to continue towards his class.

“I really didn’t mean to bump into you.” I had to jog to keep up with him.

“It really is okay.”

“I guess I should be more careful where I’m walking, right?”

He just looked at me, smiled, and then looked back forward again. I don’t think he was being shy or awkward. That was just who he was: quiet, keeping to himself. It was the reason all of the other guys picked on him and crucified him. I liked it about him. It was nice to think that there was someone who wasn’t afraid of the peer pressure to try and act cool all of the time. Eric wasn’t forcing himself to be outgoing or someone he wasn’t. He was just being himself, and he seemed totally comfortable as himself. “What class do you have first?” I asked.

“Social studies,” he said. We came to a set of doors. I reached to push one open, but he beat me to it, holding it open for me with his one free hand. “Go ahead,” he said. I have to say, it took me completely by surprise.

“Thank you,” I said, feeling a rush of warmth enter into my cheeks. It’s incredible, the power of chivalry—such a small gesture breathing so much warm energy into my body, lifting me up. How could the other guys be so mean to such a sweet guy? He meant no harm to anyone. I got a pain in the centre of my chest just thinking about the names they called him. I nearly asked him to the dance right then and there, but I held back. I needed to let the thought of me dwell in his brain a little bit. I didn’t want to come off as creepy or clingy or desperate. So instead, as we approached a fork in the hallway, I just said, “I should be getting to class—see you later, Eric.”

He looked over at me, eyes narrowed. “How’d you know my name?” he asked, and then I realized he never told me his name. Shit. He never told me his name.

I panicked and then a miracle fell into my lap. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see his name written on the spine of his binder. “It’s right there,” I said, and he looked down.

He smiled. “Oh yeah, of course. See you later, Jessica.” We parted ways as we reached the fork in the hallway.

I walked into my first class of the day with my heart racing from my close encounter. My new girlfriends waved me over, having saved a desk for me in the back of the room. I happily accepted, and they filled me in on all of the latest gossip. I can’t remember ever feeling as included in my entire life as I did in that moment.

I realized, sitting there with those girls, that I was going to miss my life as Jessica. I was going to miss the attention and the girl-talk and the mornings in front of the makeup mirror and feeling sexy in my body. A little voice in my head kept telling me to not go back, to instead become Jessica full-time and leave my old life behind completely. Of course that was impossible. Not only would my parents never let it happen, but it would mean revealing my true identity and then coming out as trans, or whatever I technically would be considered, to all of my friends and family. My new girlfriends would disown me, finding out I’d essentially fooled them, and the guys would all want me dead, seeing as I’d given them all erections under their desks. After that day, there was just three days of Jessica left.

So I was going to have to experience every female experience that I could in those three days. I just wanted to experience being a woman so badly.

They say you should be careful what you wish for.

After second period, as the lunch bell rang, Mr. Dubois asked me to stay behind. He waited for everyone else in the class to leave before closing the door (locking it subtly as if I didn’t notice his hand drift up from the knob to the lock). “You’ve got a lot of work to do to catch up to the rest of the class,” he said, and I played along, pretending as though I really did plan on being around for the entire year.

He went on for a while about how I’d missed out on a good dozen or so assignments already and it would essentially take up all of my free time trying to play catch up. But I was getting the feeling he was building up to a proposition—and I was right. “But you know,” he said, “there are things you can do to bridge the gap. It would be a shame for you to have to do all of that work on your evenings and weekends, especially with that big dance coming up.”

“What are you suggesting?” I said.

He stood up and meandered towards me, taking a seat on the edge of the desk directly in front of me. “I guess I’m leaving it up to you to… convince me to drop the assignments.” He couldn’t have been more obvious, his legs now spread apart just slightly, just enough to really drill the message in further. He wanted some action of the sexual variety. Unfortunately, I didn’t exactly have the parts he was looking for—no tits and no pussy. All he had to do was unbutton my blouse a couple of buttons and he would see that my cleavage was non-existent, artificially created by mounds of toiler paper.

But I couldn’t exactly tell him that it ‘wasn’t going to happen.’ Not only had he slipped in that little threat about taking away my ticket to the dance (which would have squashed my whole plan), he was also offering me an experience unique to a woman—the taboo teacher-student romance, my chance to experience feminine sexuality. My immediate instinct was to say ‘no way in hell,’ but something about the idea tickled my fancy. What was the harm in it? When would I get to try something like it ever again? Of course, I couldn’t actually have sex with Mr. Dubois, but I could do other things.

After a moment of reluctant hesitation, I reached forward for his crotch. I looked up into his eyes before I made contact, making absolute sure I was getting his signals right. He had a smirk on his face and a look of total confidence. He really did want sex. I placed my hand on his crotch and began to rub. “You’re going to do just fine in my class,” he said as that smile on his face grew double in size. The more I rubbed, the bigger he got. He kept getting bigger and bigger, and I wondered just how big he was going to get.

He took a deep breath in and then grabbed me by the wrist. “Come over here,” he said, leading me to the other end of the room, “away from the window.” He motioned towards the small window on the classroom door. He sat down on one of the plastic chairs and our act resumed. I unzipped his pants and reached down the opening of his boxers.

I didn’t except his cock to be so hard, to throb so fiercely, or to be so warm. The heat emanating off of his manhood was intense. I only had to give it a slight nudge out from its boxer barrier before it sprung free, tall, and proud. My God, you could see all of the veins pulsing up its impressive length. “Go ahead,” he said, sinking his fingers in my hair. I leaned forward, drawn to the beast by some strange magnetic force. Never before, as a man, had I felt any attraction to the male sex. Never before had I even imagined another man’s erect cock, never mind plunged one deep into my mouth.

I began to suck him off, stroking his length gently, tightening my grip with every pump. He sunk lower into his chair with a deep, elated exhale. “Just like that, you slut,” he said. I never thought being called a slut would be such a turn-on. Who knew Jessica could be such a slut?

He grew bigger in my mouth, the tip of his cock pushing down my throat, making me gag. I powered through, refusing to pull back for air. I had a good momentum, a good rhythm. I didn’t want to break it. I had him practically hypnotised, in some different reality of pure ecstasy. I reached down to give myself a little rub and was immediately reminded that I wasn’t actually a woman, that I had a big, hard erection, just like Mr. Dubois.

I looked down and could see my skirt sticking out with help from my tent-pole cock. My heart skipped a beat and I quickly nudged it back into my panties, looking back up at Mr. Dubois with a snap to make sure he didn’t see anything. He didn’t, his eyes closed, head tilted back, lips parted. “Oh God,” he said, pulling a handful of my hair. The throbbing of his cock became more intense. I didn’t stop sucking. I didn’t stop pumping.

He came in my mouth. I went to pull back, based on pure instinct, but I didn’t even get his cock out from my mouth before he pulled me back in, plunging his coming cock down my throat. Now I was gagging, but he wouldn’t release me. He was determined to come in my throat, to not let a single drop leave the warmth of my mouth. When he finally did release me, I coughed and grasped for air, my throat lined with his warm, sticky cum. “I’m sorry,” he said, “I was in the moment.” He was still slumped in his chair, slobber-covered cock out in the open.

Once I’d caught my breath and wiped my face, I smiled. “It’s okay,” I said. I was feeling a strange fulfilment, knowing I would never experience anything like that ever again.

Mr. Dubois stood up tall and zipped up his pants. “You should probably run along and catch up with your friends,” he said. “And I shouldn’t have to tell you not to tell anyone about this little arrangement, okay?”

“Deal,” I said, standing up myself.

I couldn’t help but feel that my satisfaction was conflicted. I worked my ass off the year before to pass Mr. Dubois’s class. To know that I could have just given him a quick face-fucking and skipped nearly half of his assignments (and probably gotten better marks on top of it), I would have done so in a heartbeat. But of course, he didn’t want a blowjob from Paul; he wanted one from Jessica. If only women knew how good they had it!

The hallways were empty when I emerged from Mr. Dubois’s classroom. Everyone was either down in the cafeteria or outside with their packed lunches. I found myself filled with a  warm, fuzzy energy, and began to skip down the hallway. I felt like I was glowing, like things finally made sense. And then I skipped around the corner and bumped into someone, making them drop their books onto the ground. It was Eric.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry,” I said, dropping down to my knees to help him pick everything up.

He dropped down next to me and laughed. “You’re clumsy,” he said.

“I swear I’m not usually this bad.”

Before I could grab one of his textbooks, he grabbed it. “I got it—don’t worry about it,” he said. His smile was so charming and he was so calm. Every other guy in the school would have said something along the lines of, ‘What the fuck is wrong with you?’ or ‘Can you please watch where the hell you’re going?’ I’d knocked everything of Eric’s onto the ground twice now, and he was still totally fine, as if nothing had happened.

We both stood up and our eyes met. “Do you want to go to the dance with me on Friday?” I heard the words flow out of me before I could stop them. It wasn’t the way I wanted to ask. It was premature, poorly executed. I was still just some clumsy stranger as far as he was concerned.

I was certainly not expecting him to say what he said. “Of course, it’d be my pleasure.” He smiled, we exchanged contact info, and then we parted ways. My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe it had actually worked out. The second stage of my plan was a success. Now all I had to do was to get the word out.

Which wasn’t hard. When I told my new girlfriends about my new dance date, their faces went totally blank. “You asked who out to the dance?” they asked, and then the table behind me entered into the conversation with the same inquiry. “Who did she just say she asked out to the Sadie Hawkins dance?” By the end of lunch, it was the gossip of the whole cafeteria. By the end of the day, it had made its way through the whole school. I noticed a drastic increase in the number of people staring at me as I made my way to my locker, mostly filled with looks of confusion.

Most importantly, I couldn’t help but notice all of the people staring at Eric with a different kind of confusion—a combination of bewilderment and reluctance, as if they weren’t sure whether or not they were being pranked. One of the hottest girls in the school just asked the token loner out to the biggest dance of the year.


CHAPTER IV

When the school bell rang on Friday afternoon, a sadness filled my heart. My time as Jessica was almost over. It was my last day at school, and there was only the big dance left before I retired my little outfit to my sister’s closet. When it was time to go back to school, Jessica would have moved to another state and cut off contact with everyone, and I would be back from my sick-leave.

But on the bright side my plan had been a success. The bullying of Eric had seemingly come to an end. The other guys were still hesitant to accept Eric as one of them, but at least they weren’t writing profanities on his locker door, or pushing him around out in the school’s parking lot. He was finally being treated like a human being.

I’d gotten my share of “Why Eric?” throughout the week, and I answered honestly. “He’s a really nice guy and I like how independent he is.” Slowly, other people were coming around to the idea, replacing the labels they’d given him—now instead of a loner, he was independent. Instead of weird, he was unique. Instead of a nerd, he was smart. I have to say, it was a sweet victory.

Eric picked me up from my house that evening (luckily my mom was stuck at a big business meeting at work). He was dressed nicely in a suit and a tie, looking more handsome than ever. His cheeks became a shade of rose when I answered the door in my little black dress with my black heels and my hair done up all nicely. He opened his passenger door for me and even offered his hand as I stepped into his ride. There’s no sweeter feeling in the world than being charmed by a complete gentleman.

He was quiet at first, but he was slowly opening up, telling me about his volunteer work and his hobbies. He liked to paint and he loved to stargaze. He told me about an upcoming meteor shower and asked if I was interested in going out to the country with him to watch. Of course I said yes, but then I remembered it was my last night as Jessica. I hadn’t thought of an exit-strategy. My plan ended with the dance. Should I just drop her from existence and hope Eric or anyone doesn’t dig any deeper? Or did I have to invent some sort of story and create a myriad of online profiles and make this whole guise into an intricate hoax that would live on forever.

“Is everything alright?” he asked, noticing me staring out the window as all of these questions popped into my head.

“Me? Yeah, I’m fine,” I said, forcing a smile. I never really realized that my big plan to save Eric from the bullies also involved crushing his heart mercilessly. I tried to think of other things, pushing that thought out from my head, but it kept slipping back to me, constantly reminding me of how cruel I was.

When we stepped into the decorated gymnasium, heads turned. No one had ever looked at me with such bright eyes, with such jealousy, with such lust. Not only was I crushing Eric’s heart, I was crushing my own. I’d given myself a taste of the perfect life that I couldn’t really have. It’s like eating lobster from a tin every day and then one day going out for a fresh lobster at an expensive restaurant. You can never go back to the tin without being forever aware of how bland and dry it is, of how incredible a perfectly prepared lobster can be.

The music changed to a slow number. “Care to dance?” Eric asked, and I smiled. He took me by the hand and led me to the dance floor. He had big, strong hands. As he led our dance, I inched closer and closer and eventually found myself snuggled against his body. His hands started safely on my sides and eventually slipped around my waist, his head on my shoulder. He was warm and he smelled nice. I didn’t want the song to end.

“You’re an excellent dancer,” I said as he led me through the paces, the soft light caressing the side of his face as he smiled.

“Thank you. Just don’t expect much from me when a quicker song comes on.” He laughed and I melted into him even more. Just knowing the song had to end eventually was a bummer. Knowing the night would end eventually was the real travesty. If only I could have been Jessica forever. Why is life so cruel?

I let my hands slide down his body, feeling the hard ridges of his muscular physique against my soft skin. The rhythm of the music timed with our motions was hypnotising. As if in a trance, I tilted my head up and kissed him on the lips. He kissed back. The rest of the world disappeared as we became one. I could feel his muscles relaxing as he pulled me tighter into his warm comfort. I don’t know how long we stood there kissing for. It felt like a lifetime, but at the same time, it wasn’t long enough. And it ended so abruptly when I realized he’d stopped kissing and he was looking down.

It was the most humiliating moment of my life. My cock was erect, bulging out against my tight satin dress. He could feel it. He could see it. There was no hiding it, no denying it, no pretending like it was something it wasn’t. He knew what it was and he was speechless. There was nothing I could say to salvage the moment. Our date was ruined. My entire life was now in jeopardy. All he had to do was take a step back and the whole school would have seen. There was no way I could tuck it to hide the budge. “I’m so sorry,” I managed to say, my voice weak and broken. I looked around for my little clutch—anything I could hold to hide my cock—but I’d left it in his car. I didn’t even have a drink I could hold down at my crotch in some stupid attempt to hide my humiliating erection.

“I knew you were too good to be true,” he said with more disappointment on his face than I’d ever seen in my life. I felt the same way. Jessica was too good to be true. Of course, such a perfect week could only end in heartbreak and humiliation. It was bound to balance itself out eventually.

I could think of nothing to say back to him except, “I’m so sorry,” once again.

“Who are you really?” he asked.

After a moment of horrid embarrassment, I told him who I was and why I did it.

He shook his head and said nothing more. He was at least nice enough to wait for my cock to become flaccid again, for the bulge to recede, before stepping away and leaving the dance, leaving me standing there like an idiot, everyone wondering what had happened. I didn’t take too much time before leaving myself.

I went straight up to my room when I got home and then I broke down crying. My God, I felt so stupid. I was a villain. I couldn’t help but wonder why I did it—if it was really for Eric of if I did it all for myself, playing out my own secret little repressed fantasy. My mascara was dripping onto the floor.

Then, there was a knock at the door. I peeked out the window, making sure it wasn’t a neighbour or someone I knew. I had no real intention of answering the door—I couldn’t possibly in my dress and makeup, even if it wasn’t someone I knew. The last thing I needed at this point was for word to get around to my mother that her son dresses up like a woman while she’s out of the house.

But it was someone I knew—it was Eric. He was standing at my door. Was he there to beat me up? Or was he there to tell my mother and humiliate me in some mean act of revenge? Whatever the reason, I had to answer the door. He knew I was home and it was probably my last chance to try and smooth things over—not that I had much hope in that regard.

“Hi,” I said meekly as I opened the door.

He handed me my clutch. “You left this in my car,” he said.

“Thanks.”

He didn’t leave. He continued to stand there silently, as if he had more to say but didn’t know how to say it. After a moment, he finally came up with something. “You know, I can fight my own battles, right?”

“I know—but I just couldn’t stand to see you treated like that,” I said.

“It doesn’t bother me.”

“It bothers me.” I couldn’t look him in the eye. It was just a reminder of all the shame and humiliation.

He started to say something and then I noticed a pair of headlights coming from down the street—it was my mother. “Come inside, quick,” I said, taking him by the wrist and pulling him into my house. My heart was racing. My mom was home early, and I was still in full drag.

“What’s going on?” he said.

I told him that was my mom’s car coming up the street and that I needed to hide before she saw me. “What do you want me to do?” he asked.

“Just come up to my room and you can sneak out the window once she’s inside,” I said. We went to my room (embarrassing, because my room was a mess). I was lucky he was going along with it, rather than letting my mother catch me, setting me up for the ultimate humiliation revenge. I don’t think Eric was capable of any such cruelty, even if I had murdered his whole family, I don’t think he would have let me get caught. We closed the door to my room just as my mother opened the front door to the house. There was no time to get undressed, no time to get Eric out of the window.

“Paul, are you home?” my mother called out, her footsteps approaching my bedroom.

I pulled Eric into the closet with me and closed the door. It was a tight squeeze, our faces just inches apart. We stood completely still while my mom slowly made her way to my door and knocked. “Are you in there, Paul?” she asked, but of course, I didn’t respond. The door creaked as she let herself into the bedroom. I could feel Eric’s heart racing. My mom walked into my room. “God, what a mess,” she said to herself, and then we could hear her moving through the room, beginning to clean up.

Of all the days she decided to come into my room and clean up—she picked the day I was stranded in the closet, dressed in full drag with a handsome man pressed up against my body. There was no escape. If we were lucky, she wouldn’t check the closet. But who knew how long we were going to be stuck for? Apparently my mother had taken a bunch of Adderall because she totally was set on cleaning my room up that very night, that very moment. I looked up at Eric in an attempt to say sorry with my eyes.

But something happened when our eyes met. Something came over me—and it came over Eric too. We kissed. I couldn’t believe it. He knew my real identity—and what was between my legs—and he was still kissing me. My head was spinning. Maybe he didn’t care about my gender. Maybe he just liked me for me. Either way, I melted into him and we were right back to where we were at the dance.

His hands explored my body and mine explored his. We were both slow and cautious with all of our movements, making sure not to make a single noise to tip off my mother on the other end of the closet door. What kind of craziness had come over us? How stupid do you have to be to start making out with a guy while dressed as the opposite sex while your mother is just a few feet away, completely oblivious to your presence?

I slipped my hand down the front of Eric’s pants, wrapping my soft fingers around his warm snake. Moments later, he had my skirt pulled up and his fingers around my manhood. We didn’t stop kissing. Did this make me gay? Did it make him gay? Were we bisexuals—or was there some other term to describe what we had together? If you want to know what I think: who gives a damn what the term is? It was an act of passion, of lust, of uncontrollable desire. We both wanted each other more than anything, despite the consequences.

He turned me around and with a swift tug, pulled down my panties. I knew what he wanted next, and I liked it. I bent over and pressed the palms of my hands against the closet wall. Seconds later, I felt his warm, bulging tip press up between my soft butt cheeks. I wiggled my bum gently for him as he pushed his tip in. As he sunk in deeper, I wanted to scream out loud, but I held back, biting my lip hard. My heart stopped momentarily as the silhouette of my mother moved across the slit of light beneath the closet door. Eric either didn’t notice or he didn’t care, continuing to sink his cock deeper and deeper into my butt. “Shit,” I muttered ever so slightly under my breath, and then his hand covered my mouth.

He started to fuck me in the ass, careful with every pump not to slap his pelvis into my butt to avoid the sharp ensuing noise. If my heart had started beating any faster, it would have exploded in my chest.

The hand of Eric’s that wasn’t covering my mouth found my cock and he started to give me a wraparound while he fucked me from behind. Now I was biting down on his hand in a desperate attempt not to scream out loud. My mother moved past the closet again, this time stopping just a couple of feet away as she picked up whatever off of my bedroom floor. My legs started to tremble.

Eric’s cock felt so perfect inside of me, pulsing warm, stuffing me fully. There was no greater feeling than that of pushing my butt up against his pelvis, sinking all of him inside of me, feeling the tip of his thick girth up near my sternum. I started moaning into the palm of his hand, which instantly made him tighten his grip, reminding me to shut the hell up. My mom took a step closer to the closet. She even bumped the door (or maybe it was one of us who bumped the door). My heart skipped a beat.

I came, shooting a big load all over the closet wall, the floor, and his hand. With a series of slow, long strokes, he rubbed my own warm cum all over my cock, and then moments later, he came inside of me, pushing in with a powerful burst, blasting a heavy, warm load inside of my body. I nearly collapsed down onto the floor in a wave of pure ecstasy, but he held me up, held me still and kept me silent. We both became still, like statues, while we waited for my mother to leave the room, turning out the light and closing the door as she left.

We could finally breathe. He slipped his long cock out of me and his big load ran down my legs. When I turned around, he kissed me on the lips once again. Then, after he was dressed and ready, he was able to sneak out the window, undetected.

I didn’t hear from him for the next couple of weeks. I wondered if he’d gotten our little romp out of his system, or if he regretted fucking me, realizing if our relationship was exposed, the bullying would return with a vengeance. I’d even started to wonder if he’d forgotten about me entirely—until Christmas day.

My mother came up to my room and handed me a card. “This was in the mailbox,” she said, handing me the card. I waited until she left before opening it up. It read:

“Don’t forget the meteor shower on Tuesday night, and be sure to bring Jessica.”

Maybe I couldn’t become Jessica completely, but at least with Eric, she wasn’t gone for good.

THE END


TRICKING THE BOYS

Tricking the Boys is the first cross-dressing tale Nikki Crescent ever wrote.


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.


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.


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


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


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


HIS FOR THE WEEK

Walter needs a girlfriend for the upcoming dance, and for the small fee of five-hundred dollars, Aaron steps up to the task. But it’s not as simple as just showing up for the dance in drag. If their plan is going to work, Aaron needs to get into the head of a woman and he needs to master his character. He only has one week to do it.

But as the week goes on, Aaron starts to get carried away. And so does Walter.


CHAPTER I

You know that moment you realize you look better in your sister’s dress than in your own clothes? Well, maybe you don’t, but I know that moment. I’ll never forget it, staring at myself in my sister’s full-length mirror, in those little heels, with my long hair straightened, face covered in carefully applied makeup. I felt foolish—at least a little bit foolish. I also felt kind of good… Great, even. But I had to pretend to hate it with Walter standing behind me, eyes wide as if he couldn’t begin to believe how good I looked in that dress.

It was all Walter’s stupid idea. He begged and begged for days before I finally folded. I’m not sure why I finally folded. Maybe I was sick of hearing him beg, or maybe it was the five-hundred bucks he was going to give me, or maybe something deep inside of me wanted to give it a shot—try being a woman for a week. That could be fun, right? No one would recognize me (assuming I pulled it off right). I had the house to myself for the week. It was the ultimate freedom, in a weird, twisted way.

There was a big dance coming up at Walter’s school (across town from my own school) and Walter wanted to prove to everyone that he really did have a girlfriend (he didn’t). I wish I could tell you how he got himself mixed up in such a big lie, but I wasn’t there. I told him to just tell everyone that he broke things off with his fictitious lady friend, but he was too committed, too stubborn to back down. He chose me because I could do the voice. I could do a spot-on impression of just about any celebrity, male or female, and I did a particular impression of Elizabeth Hurley that Walter was very keen on making part of my new persona.

I’m not sure I saw Walter blink. He was staring at me like a hungry coyote, fixated, in a state of disbelief. I was in my own state of disbelief—partly surprised I was actually going through with this nonsense, and partly surprised that I actually looked sexy, even with a bra stuffed with toilet paper. Who would have guessed?

“How do I look, darling?” I said in my Elizabeth Hurley voice. I swear I could see Walter’s pupils dilating.

“Holy hell, I think this is actually going to work,” he said, still transfixed. “Do a little walk around the room.”

High heels are harder than they look, especially when they’re a size smaller than your feet. It took a few laps around the bedroom before I started to pull it off convincingly enough. Walter gave me some pointers (most of which were useless, seeing as he had never walked in heels before). Once I had it down pat, he spanked me on the ass. “What the fuck, Walter?” I snapped, breaking character.

He smirked. “You’ll have to work on that,” he said with a chuckle. “If you slip like that at the dance, we’re both going to look like crazies.” I wanted to slap his face but he was right, I needed to learn to control myself, to be more ladylike. “We’ve got a few days to figure it all out.” What he really meant was, I had a few days to figure it all out. I only had a few days to get eighteen years of womanhood under my belt. “I’ll come back tomorrow and we’ll work on it. We have a lot of work to do.” I got undressed and we played video games for a few hours before Walter took off and left me home alone.

It was late. I should have been in bed. But for some reason, I couldn’t resist the urge to get back into that dress, into my shoes, into my hair, and into my makeup. It was two in the morning and I found myself in front of that full-length mirror, checking out my profile, still in a state of disbelief. I looked better than my sister in her own clothes. Hell, I looked better than most of the chicks in my school (and probably Walter’s school, too).

I slipped out of the dress and went to put it back in the closet. That’s when I noticed a black, lacy flare sticking up from one of the baskets in my sister’s closet. I pulled it out. It was lingerie—a tight, black, lacy number that couldn’t have weighed more than a few soft ounces. I stared at it for a moment, my heart racing. Why was my heart racing? Because my subconscious was begging me to try the little outfit on. It was such a crazy thought—trying on my sister’s lingerie! A day before, I would have never dreamed of going near my sister’s closet, never mind trying on all of her clothes. But somehow, I found myself in front of that mirror once again, tight black lace hugging my otherwise naked body, hardly holding my cock from falling out.

I had to dig through my sister’s closet to find the black fishnet stockings that went with the little merry widow. I looked amazing in it. The only shame was the fact I didn’t have real boobs. You could see the balled-up white toilet paper through the sheer top. But shit, otherwise, I looked awesome. I would have fucked me. In fact, I was getting hard staring at myself in that mirror.

After just few seconds, my cock sprung free from the outfit and rose towards the roof. I followed my instinct and beat myself off, coming all over that full-length mirror, all over my own beautiful reflection. And once all of my cum was out, my sensibilities came rushing back to me and reality hit: I was actually going to be a woman for a week. Was I insane? I couldn’t pull off being a woman! I couldn’t even get women to notice me at school. How was I going to suddenly get into their head? Become one of them?

Walter was right. We had a lot of work to do. I had a lot of work to do.


CHAPTER II

When Walter came over the next night, he was dressed nicely in a dress-shirt and a skinny tie. He smelled good, too, as if he’d gone to the mall and picked up some expensive cologne. I was so used to dishevelled, couch-potato Walter that I hardly recognized him standing at my door. “What’s going on?” I asked.

“We’re going to do a dry run,” he said, turning his phone towards me. On his phone was an ad for a local club that was having a high-school ‘prom’ themed dance. Walter’s cheeks were red. “We’ll put your looks to the test,” he said, biting his lip. He was strangely excited about the dance and the whole stupid experiment. I was starting to think that this was all just some big scheme to get me into drag. Or maybe he was setting me up for some sort of humiliation—some big prank where we would go down and all of my friends and family would be there, devastated to see me wearing my sister’s clothes and makeup. I pushed the thought out of my head. I couldn’t imagine Walter doing that to me (not because he was above it on some moral playing field, but because he was too lazy to set up such an extravagant prank).

I got dressed up into my outfit—a knee-length black dress made from some sort of soft satin. It had a deep-V cut that skirted between the bust of my stuffed bra. I dug some jewellery out from my sister’s jewellery box to complete the look. Most of the evening was lost to me getting my hair swirled into the perfect bun on top of my head. It was a lot of work but the work paid off. I looked amazing. I nearly fooled myself when I walked past the mirror and caught a glimpse of myself. I thought there was someone in the house and I jumped.

On our way out, Walter held the door for me. He even opened the passenger door of the car for me while I carefully stepped into the vehicle, making sure the skirt of my dress didn’t get caught. Walter seemed nervous, probably about the risk he was taking (bringing a man in drag to a busy club). Though he kind of seemed nervous the same way he got around pretty girls—quieter than usual, rosy-cheeked, shoulders tense. Hell, maybe he’d forgotten I wasn’t actually a woman. I caught my own reflection in his side-view mirror and I could hardly believe it myself.

The club turned out to be a good launching point, a good place to put my persona to the test. It was loud and dark, with lots of flashing lights and a ton of booze. The booze was both good and bad because it made the men there too drunk to be able to tell me apart from the other women, making it easy to fit in but difficult to really test my skills. The other issue with the booze was that (and I didn’t know this until shortly after we arrived) Walter was a lightweight. After just a couple of drinks, he was stumbling towards the bathroom. After an hour, he was gone—probably in the men’s washroom, throwing up. I couldn’t go and check on him because going into the men’s washroom would almost certainly blow my cover.

In the women’s washroom, I got my first compliment from another woman. “Oh my God, I love your shoes! Where did you get them?” There was a pair of ladies staring at me, wide-eyed and expectant. My heart raced. There was actually proper light in the bathroom—they could see all of me. All they had to do was look closely and they would have been able to see my crinkled toilet paper tits or the slight lump of my Adam’s Apple of the soft bulge of my cock. I took a deep breath in.

“I can’t remember, to be honest,” I said. My palms were warm and sweaty.

The girls admired my shoes for a moment longer and then disappeared back into the club. It was my biggest success of the night. Even bigger than all of the men buying me drinks, slapping me on the ass, and trying to convince me to go home with them. Anyone could convince a horny, drunk man. It was convincing that pair of women that really boosted my confidence.

Or maybe it was the drinks that the men kept buying for me. I began to lose count of all the shots that I was taking back. The night became a wash, a blur of small moments between black gaps of nothingness. After a particularly long lapse of memory, I was in the men’s bathroom, my arms around the neck of a tall, handsome stranger. His shirt was buttoned halfway down his chest, and his tongue was halfway down my throat. We stumbled blindly through the restroom towards an open stall, and once we were inside, he pushed me awkwardly up against the closed stall door.

As his hand squeezed my tit, I realized what I’d gotten myself into. It was like slamming into a brick wall—all my senses came pouring back into me. What did I think I was doing? He was squeezing toilet paper, for crying out loud! Soon, he’d have his hand between my legs, on my cock, and then what? Would he beat the living hell out of me? Kill me, maybe?

“I can’t do this,” I said, trying to shimmy out from between him and the stall door. But I’d gone too far already. For him, whoever he was, there was no turning back. He pinned me back against the door and sunk his tongue back in through my lips. He was strong—much stronger than me. I tried to mumble an excuse out but I couldn’t break free from his hold. “Please stop,” I managed to say. He looked at me with a long, confused face.

“What?” he said. “I thought you were kidding.” He had a handsome, deep voice.

I stared into his eyes, the alcohol still pumping through my body. If I’d been sober, I would have been able to come up with a half-decent excuse. But I was far from sober, and the best I could come up with was, “I’m on my period.”

He just smiled. “You already told me that,” he said, but I couldn’t remember telling him anything, not that I didn’t believe him. I had no idea how long I’d been with this guy. My memory was a complete blank. As far as I knew, I’d been talking with him all night. “Don’t worry, baby,” he said, “I told you I would go easy.” He grabbed both of my wrists and pinned them to the stall door. I couldn’t move. He started to kiss me again, and I just had to take it.

I realized in that moment that I’d never kissed a man before, and here I was, kissing this guy as if I’d done it every night for the past five years. It was strange—even my Elizabeth Hurley voice was coming out as if second nature, as if it were my real voice. I’d taken over the body of someone else, and I’d taken their mind, too.

He spun me around and pressed me up against the door. The metallic door was cold against my face but I couldn’t move. Maybe the alcohol had made me weak, or maybe my feminine persona was starting to take over my body physically. I felt like his ragdoll, his fuck-toy. His hand reached up my dress and I felt his finger slip underneath the thin strip of my panties. The tip of his digit grazed my asshole and then I heard the unzipping of his pants. I knew what was coming. I thought about pushing him back and running. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to convince him to stand down. My only real options were to run or to take it and hope for the best, hope he doesn’t fuck my balls loose and he notices as they slap against his thigh.

He pressed the tip of his cock against my tight hole. My heart raced and there was a lump in my throat. I couldn’t even respond when he said, “Are you ready, baby?” He began to shove himself in, stretching my asshole wide. It hurt at first. I shut my eyes tight and bit down on my tongue. I should have ran, I thought—but it was too late now. His warm, throbbing tip was already slithering up my anus.

I took a deep breath and the rest of the night was a blur. I do remember him fucking my ass so hard that the whole stall door was shaking and rattling. I could hear the slapping of his firm pelvis against my ass. I remember my cock getting hard, firming up in my panties. It might even have sprung free, but he didn’t notice it, with the skirt of my dress all bunched up around my front. He came inside of me and I remember his warm cum oozing out from my asshole, down my leg, as soon as he took a step back. I also remember, as soon as he stepped out from the stall to give me a minute to clean myself up, taking my cock out and beating myself off while I was still riding that high, still revelling in the intense euphoria of my ass-fucking. I came almost immediately.

I had to find my own way home that night. Walter was nowhere to be found. I can’t remember exactly how I got home, but I made it. I woke up on my bathroom floor, hungover, but with a peculiar smile on my face.


CHAPTER III

Walter was quiet when he came over the next day. He was acting strange—sheepish—not making any eye contact. “The dance is coming up,” he said a few times, as if he’d forgotten he had already reminded me.

“I think I’m ready,” I said. And I was. In just a couple of days, I felt as though I’d gotten my persona down. My feet were as sore as hell, but I could walk in my sister’s heels like a pro, I’d cut the time it took to do my hair and makeup in half, and my posture had even improved drastically over my 48 hour transformation.

That very day, before Walter popped over, I went out alone, in my feminine guise, to the mall. I went on a little shopping spree. I bought a new pair of shoes (that actually fit), a gorgeous dress, and some of my own makeup. Sure, I could have gotten by with my sister’s possessions, but a part of me wanted to go at it on my own, with my own style. The mall is a much different place when you’re a woman. There are so many options—not just a single wall at the back of the occasional store. Being a man at the mall is a lot like being a vegetarian at the all-you-can-eat barbeque joint. You get the potatoes and maybe there’s a salad you can have, too. As a woman, you can have everything—isles upon isles of shoes, mountains of skirts and dresses and blouses and so on and so on and so on. I was there the entire day, draining my bank account. And what would I do with it all once the week was all said and done? Would I donate it to some charity? Throw it in the trash and pretend like this phase of my life never happened? Or would I keep it? If so, where? And why?

My new obsession had gotten way out of hand. I wanted to keep all of it. I’d already rearranged my closet to accommodate my new, secret apparel. I couldn’t stop thinking about my pretty little panties, the feeling of the soft, tight fabric hugging my cock firmly. Every time I went to the bathroom, I stopped to admire my own visage. How could I let it all go, just like that, at the week’s end? How could I simply forget everything as soon as we stepped away from that high-school dance? I couldn’t—this was a part of me now.

Walter slapped my ass, making me jump up in the air. This time, I kept my composure and remained ladylike—with almost no effort whatsoever. It was really starting to seem like I was becoming a lady. The real question was, how was I going to revert back to being a man when my family was back in town and when I finally returned to my own school? There was bound to be a slip—could you imagine? Standing up in class to answer a question and suddenly I’m speaking in my girl-voice. How humiliating that would be!? I would have to take yet another week off just to get out of character. I’ve heard that certain actors need to take time between films to return to their own personalities. Method actors, they’re called. I wonder if I would make a good method actor…

Walter stepped up behind me and his hand explored my thigh, inching up slowly towards my cock. “What are you doing, Walter?” I said.

“Testing you,” he said. His hand crept up even more and then his fingers glistened over my cock. I jumped forward, away from him.

“What the hell?” I snapped, staying in character.

“You still need work,” he said, shaking his head with a smirk on his face.

“What are you talking about?” I said. What was he talking about? I didn’t break character. No woman would let some man creep up behind her and fondle her body. That was sexual harassment, for crying out loud.

“Don’t forget, you aren’t just playing the role of lady—you’re supposed to be my girlfriend.” That smirk of his grew even longer and a chill ran up my spine. He was sort of right—I was supposed to be playing the part of his lady. At the dance, he would inevitably be touching me, wrapping his arms around me when we danced, maybe even kissing me. If I jumped back or slapped his face, the whole operation would be ruined. The point of all of this was to convince Walter’s classmates he really did have a girlfriend—not just some girl who he dragged along to the dance, but a real girlfriend.

He stepped forward again and put his hands on my hips. My instinct was, again, to leap forward, but I kept my cool and took a deep breath. Everything about it felt wrong. He was my best friend. We’d spent our childhoods together, playing video games, going to movies, and so on. He’d never touched me like that, tenderly, romantically. His lips had never hovered next to my ear, and his warm breath had never glistened along my skin. He kissed my neck gently and I became tense. I took another deep breath. “What are you doing, Walter?” I asked.

“Just relax,” he said, and he continued to kiss my neck.

I gave him the benefit of the doubt. The thought of that five-hundred dollars flashed through my mind, and then the thought of that stranger at the bar’s cock in my ass flashed through my mind. A rush of warm energy went through my body. “Walter, what are you doing?” I asked again, my voice weaker, softer. My legs became frail. His hands moved up from my hips to my chest and he squeezed my breasts. Somehow, he was hypnotising me. Somehow, he was getting inside of my head, making me weak, making me his. He turned me around and then I kissed him.

After a moment he brought me down to the bed and he lay himself on top of me. My head was spinning. All of my thoughts flashed by too quickly for me to catch onto, make any sense of. Here was my best friend of many years, on top of me, his tongue in my mouth, hands all over my body. I could feel the bulge of his cock throbbing and growing against my leg and I wanted to reach down and grab it so badly. It felt huge. I could perfectly imagine it, thick, veiny, pulsing, warm, inside of my body. Oh God, I wanted it inside of my body so badly. I wanted to rip his pants off of his body and sink the pulsing member deep into my throat, suck on it ferociously. Why was he teasing me, kissing my neck, caressing my body, making me wait for it? I pulled his shirt over his head and I sunk my nails into his sides. I needed more! More!

Suddenly, he pulled himself away. He had a smirk on his face. “Slow down there, tiger,” he said. “I think you’re ready.” He picked his shirt up, off the ground, and began to dress. My racing heart was screaming in agony. Why did he stop? Why was he torturing me like this?

Then I realized my cock was as hard as a metal rod, pushing up against the soft satin of my dress, and I remembered I was a man, and this was all just part of his little character-building scheme. He was my best friend, not my boyfriend, not my lover. Just my best friend.


CHAPTER IV

The day before the big dance, Walter took me downtown (in my guise). We walked around, holding hands. We went into a few shops. It was nice—him holding the doors for me, him buying me the odd gift. He was treating me like a girlfriend, either getting me deeper into my character or maybe he was starting to forget that I wasn’t his girlfriend.

I mean, there’s no way he forgot that I wasn’t really a man. But every now and then he would test me: squeezing my ass while we were walking down the street. While we were scanning the isle of a clothing store, he even reached down and grabbed my pussy (which was actually just the bulge of my cock). I was starting to wonder if these were tests, trying to see how far he had to go to make me break my character, or if he couldn’t help himself.

It was the strangest thing, seeing my reflection in those shop windows. I was starting to recognize myself in that makeup and in those clothes. For the first few days, I’d spent so much time staring at my reflection in disbelief, but now it was so passé. That was just me in those reflections. I was a woman.

I went into a changing room stall to try on a dress and Walter slipped in behind me. “What are you doing?” I whispered, careful not to get the attention of the changing room attendant who was lazily standing nearby. Walter put his finger to his lips and said, “Shh!” He reached down and placed his hand on my cock and started to rub, up and down with his fingers, as if he was rubbing a cunt. I have to admit, it felt nice. I was tense at the thought of having another man rub my cock, but I didn’t protest. I let him rub until I was rock-hard. “That’s a big pussy you’ve got there,” he whispered into my ear with a smirk.

I stumbled back into the changing room wall. His fingers slipped around the girth of my member and he started to stroke my length. Walter was breaking his own character. This wasn’t some sort of test anymore—what kind of test could it possibly be? He was just keen on giving me a handjob in the change room. And he was good at it, too, stroking up and down with the perfect firmness in his grip, letting the tips of his fingers tease the tip of my bulging cock. I grabbed tightly onto the clothing rack in the small change room and let my legs go weak. Within moments I was finished. Cum blasted out from my cock, all over the wall, the floor, the dress I was in there to try on, and Walter’s hand. It took us both a moment to catch our breath before we slipped out from the change room. “Not for me,” I said to the change room attendant, placing the spoiled dress on her little cart.

I thought I would be extremely anxious at the dance, totally worried that I would slip and everyone would realize that I was a man and not really Walter’s girlfriend at all. But the moment I stepped into that decorated gymnasium, that anxiety ceased to exist. I felt completely comfortable being there. I even chatted a few of the other girls up. “I love your shoes,” I said to one girl. “Thanks! Yours are nice, too. Where did you get them?” “They’re Steve Madden.” I actually felt like a woman, not like I was pulling a rouse on everyone.

Even Walter seemed to be completely fine with me as his date. He wasn’t shy. He introduced me to his friends and other classmates. The night was going so perfectly. As the night was coming to a close, Walter took me by the hand and quietly led me out of the gymnasium, down the hallway, up the stairs, and into a bathroom, far from the action of the dance. He had a strange energy to him, buzzing, uppity, excited. He quickly closed the door behind us as we went into the bathroom, and he flipped the lock. He grabbed me, pulled me tight, and started to kiss me. I surrendered immediately. There was something so irresistible about the way he was domineering, the way he didn’t bother to ask if it was okay or not. He just took me and whisked me away, held me tight, and started to make love to me.

I melted in his arms. He was stronger than I thought. His muscles were firm and thick. I held on tight while he worked his way down my body, slipping the straps off of my shoulders, pulling down my bra and letting my toilet paper bundles fall to the ground. He began to suck my nipple and warm elation buzzed through my body. I let me head fall back. I was his to do what he wanted, completely docile, surrendered. I was slipping between dimensions, reality and euphoria. One moment his hands were exploring my torso, the next he had a hand down my panties, rubbing my cock. I don’t know how long we were in that bathroom for, how many times I slipped away into that half-unconscious state of elation.

He spun me around and told me to bend over. I followed his command. He flipped my dress up, onto my back, and then I felt my panties skirting down my legs. I took a deep breath, knowing exactly what was coming, wanting it so badly, impatient. My heart jumped up into my throat the moment his thick dick pressed up against my tight hole. I wanted to scream at him, tell him to just do it, shove it in deep, but he was more interested in teasing me. He knew I couldn’t handle it while he drew little circles around my anus with his cock. I tried to push myself back, to sink his cock into my body, but he pushed me forward, pining me. He was in control, not me.

“Please fuck me,” I said. I might have even said it a few times.

“Tell me how badly you want it,” he said.

“So badly.”

“Not good enough.”

“So fucking badly. Fuck me, Walter. Fuck me.”

He laughed and then a moment later, I felt him push in. He was big—thick, warm, throbbing, filling my tight little asshole up completely. I screamed and he muffled me with the palm of his hand. “Shh,” he said, and then he started to thrust into me. I could feel every little pulse of his veins, every hard ridge on his big, muscular cock. I swear, I was starting to lose consciousness, like I’d been dosed with some euphoria-inducing drug. I don’t know how long he fucked me in the ass for, but I revelled in every single second of it. I loved the way it felt. It made my cock so hard. He reached around, dug my member out from my panties, and started to beat me off, sinking me even deeper into my lost elation.

As my legs began to tremble, he shoved me forward, pinning me to the wall. He wasn’t interested in waiting for me to find my balance. He was there to get off, to fuck me senseless and come deep in my asshole. And after a few more swift thrusts and loud grunts, he came. I could feel each and every giant blast of warm, gooey cum filling up my body. Oh God, it felt so good. I ended up coming all over that bathroom wall. I wished he would never let go of my cock. I loved the way his big, strong fingers felt, wrapped around my girth. But it was bound to end eventually.

And it did. When we emerged from the bathroom, the dance was over. The janitor was sweeping plastic cups and streamers into a pile, and the overhead lights were on bright. He looked at us and said, “Party’s over. Time to go home.”

Walter gave me a ride home, totally silent. After he pulled up to my house, he looked over at me and looked me in the eyes. I couldn’t read him. He looked like he had something to say, but he wasn’t saying it. Now that he’d gotten off, did he regret it? Did reality come back to him, and he realized he’d been fucking a man—his best friend? Or was he just upset, like me, that it was all over. That the week was through, the dance was done, and it was back to life as usual. He said nothing as I got out of the car and walked myself to the door.

I retired my clothes to a deep corner of my closet and I washed off all of my makeup. I looked in the mirror and could barely recognize who I was staring at. It wasn’t me. I tried saying a few sentences aloud. I felt like I was faking my own voice—my own, masculine voice. I kept accidentally slipping back into my girly voice. My short-lived life as a woman was over.

At least I thought it was.

There was a knock at my door the next day. To be honest, I wasn’t expecting Walter to be standing there, but he was. I thought it would be months before he would be able to show his face around me again, humiliated by the thought that he’d fucked me in the ass. I even thought I might never see him again, that he would distance himself completely and try to pretend like nothing ever happened—that week and our entire friendship. But there he was, standing in my doorway, holding up a shopping bag. “Hey babe,” he said with a smirk on his face.

“Hi.”

He reached into the bag and pulled out the skimpiest little piece of lingerie—a black satin outfit with a white cotton bunny tail. “Want to have a bit of fun?” he said.

I bit my lip, trying to contain my excitement. Maybe my life as a woman wasn’t over. Maybe, with Walter, I could still partake in that feminine lifestyle from time to time, either out on the town or in the bedroom. He took me by the hand and brought me upstairs to my bedroom.

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


GETTING THE PART

When struggling actor, Luke, realizes that the actresses in town are getting all the best opportunities, he decides to try out a new persona: Lacy.


CHAPTER I

I wasn’t even a quarter way through my audition when the casting director called out, “Okay, thanks so much for coming in, Luke.” She forced an awkward smile and then looked down at her notepad where she scribbled something or another. It was as if she was afraid to make eye-contact with me, knowing my heart had just been crushed.

“Don’t you want me to finish?” I said, standing stupidly at the front of the room, in front of her and three people who didn’t bother to introduce themselves when I came into the room. As far as I knew, they had absolutely nothing to do with the movie.

“That’s alright, we’ve seen the important part,” she said. “Thanks for coming in.” The important part? I’d only read three lines, a grand total of eight words. She refused to look up from her notes, waiting for me to leave. So with my sides rolled up tightly in my fist, I left that room. I’d worked on those sides for weeks, memorizing and perfecting every single line. I tortured my friends, making them read the other part over and over and over again with me. But they were used to it.

I’d lost count of my failed auditions. Well into the hundreds, I can only imagine. Of those hundreds, there had maybe been a dozen where I actually got to the end of the sides. I’d been called back three times. Zero parts. They say you get one success for every ten failures. Maybe they meant every thousand failures. Or maybe I was just a bad actor.

I didn’t think I was a terrible actor. My teachers had always encouraged me to pursue acting. I was the top of my class in theatre school (where I still taught on weekends). The problem wasn’t my acting. It was me. I was a small, skinny, meek-looking guy. All these Hollywood movies were looking for Clark Kent lookalikes. They all wanted chiselled features, thick muscles, the perfect man.

I stepped out into the waiting room and looked around at all of the other actors, studying their lines before they went into the room for their big chance. Some of them I recognized, I’d seen them at dozens of other auditions. Some of them looked new. The new ones were the ones with shaking hands, eyes glued to their sides, trying desperately to control their breathing. The veterans, like me, were the ones sitting calmly with relaxed shoulders, waiting patiently.  One guy looked up at me and smiled. He looked like he belonged in an action movie, his neck nearly as thick as his head. He was probably going to get the part. Lucky son of a bitch, blessed with that manly figure.

“Better luck next time, huh?” one of the regulars said to me with a half-grin. The other half was hopelessness. Because, like me, he never got any parts either. He wasn’t trying to be a dickhead. He knew we were in the same boat. I felt bad for him. He had bad skin and thin hair. Great actor though. But he’d never land a role. I don’t know why he bothered. Hell, he probably thought the same thing every time he looked at me: ‘There’s that little guy again, ready to fail another audition.’

Further down the room were the girls, all beautiful, all out of my league. They were auditioning three female roles, but only one male role. Yet there were twice as many men in that room. I looked away from the girls in a desperate attempt to hide my jealousy. They were lucky but had no idea. They had great odds—exponentially better than ours (the men in the room). And every year, their odds got better. For whatever reason, men are more attracted to acting with age. Back when I was eighteen, just starting out, rooms would be loaded with young girls, all desperately auditioning for one or two small parts. Year after year, those girls grow up and give in. Only the dedicated ones stay in the game.

Unlike the men, I recognized some of the girls from movies and shows—no huge stars, of course (not going out for those casting calls).  I’d seen the redhead sitting by the door in an episode of Law and Order. I think she got a three-episode arch. Not bad. The brunette by the window was in that new Avengers movie. She played a hotel receptionist with a few lines. Not the most glamorous role, but I’m sure it paid her bills and it looked good on her resume. What did I have on my resume? I had two seconds of screen-time in a toothpaste commercial, a few supporting roles in student films, and that was about all.

“Ma’am, I need your information form before you go,” the little reception lady said behind me. “Ma’am.” It took me a moment to realize she was talking to me. I turned around and her expression dropped. “Oh my gosh, I’m sorry.” I could feel everyone looking up at me, their pity sinking deep into my soul. My cheeks turned red. “It’s just, from behind…” she said, and then stopped herself from making it worse. It wasn’t the first time, unfortunately. I had a friend tell me once that I had the body of a young Daryl Hanna, minus the tits.

The receptionist reached a form out for me to fill out. I put my sides down on the desk and took the form, filling it out quickly so I could escape the lingering embarrassment of being mistaken for a woman in a room full of very strong egos. Once the form was filled, I grabbed my sides and took off.

“Good luck,” I said to the Law and Order girl as I slipped out of the building, headed towards the train that would bring me home.

The life of an actor isn’t easy. I could hardly afford rent. I had no spare time. I worked two part-time jobs (I couldn’t work full-time because I needed the flexibility with all of the auditions I was bombing). The little spare time I did have was wasted learning lines I would never get to finish reading in front of the people that asked to hear them. The life of an actor is downright discouraging. Dustin Hoffman didn’t get his big break until he was thirty. I was in my forties now. When was my big break?

At my apartment, I placed my things down on the table and then a gleam of canary caught my eye. On my sides, some of the lines had been highlighted with a yellow highlighter. I picked the papers up. They weren’t my sides at all. I must have grabbed someone else’s sides off of that desk while I was rushing to get out of there. The highlighted lines were for a character named Emma. On the back of the sides was the character description (usually agents sent out sides along with a character description). I read it.

The character was way more interesting than the one I got to try out for. Hell, it was more interesting than 99% of the characters my agent sent me out for. Emma was an independent chick, out to find the murderer of her best friend, Kate. The role was third-billed. I had to read that again to believe it. They were auditioning a third-billed role? Usually the top ten roles were given to stars—stars who never had to audition. I couldn’t believe it. They were going to give a third-bill to a no-name, a girl off of the streets.

It was a depressing realization, that I really did have the short end of the stick. These girls (most of whom couldn’t act their way out of a paper bag) didn’t know how lucky they were. I dropped the sides and went to my window, to look out at nothing. I couldn’t afford internet or cable, but I was used to the boredom. I could see in my reflection that my cheeks were still rosy from the receptionist’s faux pas. “Ma’am,” I could still hear her saying.

And then, staring out that window, I got an idea.


CHAPTER II

“Slate for the camera,” the casting director said as I stepped onto the tape X that marked where I was to deliver my lines. My heart was beating ferociously. I hadn’t practiced my new voice outside of my apartment. There was still no confirmation that I sounded even remotely feminine. The panel stared at me wide-eyed while I built up the courage to speak. “Your name and agency, please, Miss,” she said, tapping her finger against her little table. The red light of the camera was teasing me, getting under my skin.

“Lacy Greene,” I said. “Unrepresented.”

“Okay, whenever you’re ready, Lacy,” the casting director said, looking down at her notes and scribbling something. There was no sign from the panel yet that I’d screwed up, that my cover had been blown. So far, they all seemed none the wiser that I was actually a man. I had, after all, spent hours in front of the mirror, perfecting my makeup, hiding the clips of my hair extensions (and styling my hair on top of it), and getting my outfit just perfect. Hell, I spent more time getting my look down than I did memorizing my lines. It’s amazing, the things you take for granted as a man. Men wouldn’t believe how much time and effort it takes to get your eyeliner perfect, your eye-shadow just right. Contouring is a real pain in the ass, too.

But I have to admit, picking out the outfit was surprisingly a lot of fun. There are insurmountably more options when you’re a woman. Instead of that lone rack at the back of the store, you have isles upon isles to look through. And, I never knew about this before, but some stores even have more inventory in the back for women. I had a shop girl come up to me and ask if I wanted to see what they had in the back room. The back room was bigger than the store, for crying out loud!

I stole the extensions and the fake tits from the theater school where I worked. They were in a far back storage room under a stack of boxes and a pile of dust. They hadn’t been touched since the school put on all-male productions, back in the sixties. The extensions were pretty ghetto, but after a good shampooing, they looked fine. They even matched my hair colour without a dye, believe it or not.

“Go ahead, Lacy,” the casting director said again after a deep sigh. I hadn’t even spoken a word and I was bombing the audition. My nerves were getting the better of me. I took a deep breath and then looked towards me reader. I read my first line, more focussed on my own voice, my own appearance, than the actual lines and the performance.

I was shocked when we got through the first page of the sides and no one had called ‘cut’. I was even more surprised when we made it to the end of the read without any interruption. “Okay, we’re going to go again,” the casting director said—a line I hadn’t heard in over a year, in nearly one hundred auditions. Going again was a good thing. Going again meant they wanted to see more from you. “This time, try to get under her skin more,” was my direction. “Whenever you’re ready.”

I took a moment to take it all in. It was the furthest I’d come in so long, and from such a shitty read! Imagine what I could do with a good read, with a decent amount of preparation. My God, women don’t know how lucky they are. I did my second read, this time much more comfortably (though still a bit shaken). After I was done, the panel all shared glances and then the casting director said, “We’ll be in touch, thank you.” My heart was racing, soaring with warm excitement. ‘We’ll be in touch’ was a good thing to hear. Not like ‘Thanks for coming in.’ There’s nothing worse than ‘Thanks for coming in.’ I couldn’t fend the smile from my face as I walked towards the exit. I couldn’t help but notice the glaring eyes from one of the silent men in the room, sitting next to the casting director. He leaned over and whispered something into the casting director’s ear.

I got the phone call the next morning. “Lacy? Are you able to come in for a call back with the director this afternoon?” I kept my composure until the moment I hung up the phone, then I celebrated, throwing my arms into the air, shrieking in joy. My celebration was short-lived. I needed to get ready. I needed to get back into my outfit, my alter-ego. I zipped into my bathroom and started to get ready. Foundation, contouring, eyeliner, eye-shadow, mascara, lipstick, blush—and that was just for the face. I decided to try out some new techniques, including a little flick with the eyeliner, which I thought made me look a little bit sexier. I have to admit, I was starting to enjoy the whole makeup process, getting into my character. It was like an incredible acting exercise, with much higher stakes. If I did a bad job, I would be exposed, humiliated. I had to pull the character off for my own reputation.

I did my lines in front of the mirror until it was time to leave. It was a fifteen block walk to the studio. Not an easy feat in high-heels, especially when you’ve never worn high-heels before. But it was a good introduction, and by the end of the walk, I had them down. I could see my reflection in a department store window across the street. I’m embarrassed to admit that I was nearly hit by a car while staring at myself. It was hard to look away—I actually looked really good. My legs, now shaved, looked fantastic with help from those heels. I even caught a few men staring at my legs and ass as I passed. Women are always complaining about men staring, but I couldn’t get enough of it. It filled me with a warm, fuzzy sensation that lingered inside of me all day, made me smile. Women really do get all the perks in life.

When I got to the studio, I was surprised to see the waiting room was empty. Not even a receptionist behind the desk. There was a little sign that read, Please take a seat, so I did. I read over my sides, took a deep breath, and then picked a magazine up off of the waiting room table. I was careful not to pick up a sports magazine or one of the many hot-rod magazines, opting instead for a beauty and fashion magazine. If you’re going to embody the part, you have to go all the way. A few minutes later, the studio door opened and an older man with a salt and pepper beard poked his head out. “Lacy?” he said.

I stood up. “Yes?”

“Come on in.” He left the door open and retreated into the room. I took another deep breath, straightened my little outfit, and entered the room. It was a big room, bigger than the initial audition room, but it was just me and him, no casting director, no reader, no entourage. “My name’s Martin Daniels, I’m the director of the picture,” he said from his chair across the room.

I nodded my head, not sure if that was my cue to introduce myself or what. But he already knew who I was, so I kept quiet. “It says here you’re unrepresented. Why’s that?” he said.

“I haven’t found a good agent yet,” I said. I actually had a good agent, but I didn’t want him to know I was going out for roles that he didn’t find for me, roles that were designated for a woman.

“I can recommend some, if you’d like,” he said.

“Maybe—sure,” I said with a smile.

“Take a seat,” he said, so I did. He looked down at a bundle of papers and the room became silent. I swear I could hear my heart beating dully against my ribcage. I tried to compose myself, but it was difficult. As a woman, there is so much more to be mindful of. Everything needs to be perfect, right down to every pleat of the skirt. As a man, you don’t need to worry about those things. Imperfections give you character. As a man, it’s all about confidence and acting chops—a whole different ballgame.

“Whenever you’re ready, go ahead,” he said, holding up a set of his own sides. I read and he read the other part in a somewhat distracting monotone voice. When we finished the read, he nodded his head and looked back down at his notes. He had a smile on his face and his cheeks were a shade of pink. “You’re a good actress, Lacy.”

“Thank you,” I said with a combination of excitement and nerves rushing through my body.

“What’s your availability like between December 15th and February 15th?” he asked.

My heart jumped up into my throat. Was he about to offer me the role? Was my read really that good? That much better than the other girls? I bit my lip in a half-assed attempt to contain my excitement. “I can be free, no problem,” I said through the lump in my throat.

“Let me ask you a question,” he said, his eyes connecting with mine. “How badly do you want this part?”

I took a moment to think of the right answer. I didn’t want to look desperate but I didn’t want to look complacent either. I wanted him to know I was willing to give it everything I had, put in all the work. “Badly,” I said, still biting my lip.

“Why don’t you show me how badly,” he said with a half-smirk on his face. His question pinged around my brain, processing. What was he asking? Was he asking what I think he was asking? It suddenly became clear why there was no one else at the studio, why Martin wasn’t sitting behind a desk but instead out in the open. This wasn’t a call-back, it was a booty call.

Or maybe I was just reading into it wrong. I mean, I’d heard of directors taking advantage of women, but I didn’t really believe it—I’d always assumed it was just failing actresses trying to garner some media attention, trying to peg their place on an always-changing map. “Excuse me, sir?” I said.

“Prove to me you want this role,” he said, staring into my eyes, into my soul.

“I really want this role,” I said awkwardly, my hands now clasped in my lap.

He laughed. “Let’s put it this way. The role is yours if you can prove you’re committed to the part.” That smirk came across his face once again. There was no denying it. He wanted sex.

I stood up and looked towards the door. I couldn’t possibly go through with what he was suggesting. Not only did I not have the pussy for him to fuck, I wanted to build a career off of my own acting chops, not by selling my body for roles. Then again, I’d changed my persona into that of a woman just for the sake of getting a role. I looked back at Martin, my golden opportunity, my shining chance. When would I get another chance like this one? Third-billed in a major Hollywood production. I would get to be on the big screen, my dream in life.

But even if I wanted to go through with it—how could I? Like I said, I didn’t have the pussy for him to fuck. I didn’t have the tits for him to squeeze. As soon as he found out I was a dude, he would end me. He would find out my real identity and make sure I never worked in the film industry again.

“Lacy?” he said, raising his brow.

There was one other option—one way to ‘prove my commitment,’ as he liked to put it. I could go down on him, give him a blowjob, get him off in my mouth and not let him get any further than that. That way, he wouldn’t need to see that my tits weren’t real, that there was actually a cock between my legs. At worst, he would see the clips of my extensions on my head and think that I was actually a short-haired girl instead of a long-haired girl. Big deal. Nine times out of ten they slap a wig on every actress anyway. It’s easier on the hair department that way.

I walked towards him, my heart somehow racing faster now than it had in recent memory. His smirk grew as I sunk down to my knees, between his now-spread legs. I slowly brought my hand up to his crotch. My hand was shaking, palm sweaty. Was I nuts? Was I actually going through with this? I brought my hand down to his bulge and began to rub through his pants. I could tell straight away he was big, and he was going to get bigger. I could feel it throbbing, beginning to push against his fly. “That’s a good girl,” he said before a deep, relaxed exhale. “Mind if I call you Emma?” he said. It was a nice reminder of why I was doing it—for the role. It was all for the role.

I’d never sucked another man’s cock before. And aside from my own, I don’t think I’d ever even seen another man’s cock in person (aside from the flaccid lots in the various locker rooms). I carefully unzipped his fly, and then I hesitated. I could still turn away now, save my dignity, go back to being a male actor and pretend this never happened. I could chalk it up to a learning experience. Or, I could go through with it and get the role. I reached in and pulled out his cock.

It was warm, hardening fast, and thick. I wrapped my fingers around it and began to caress its length. It grew, hardened, and throbbed. He exhaled deeply again. “Suck it, Emma,” he said but before I could consider his request, he placed his hand on the back of my head and brought me down to his warm, bulging cock. I opened my mouth and sunk my lips around his girth. He pushed me down deep, my nose nestling into his soft pubic hair. I sat there frozen with his cock in my mouth, not sure what to do next. My brain had shut off and my autonomous system refused to kick in.

Was it really worth it? Was there really no other way?

I began to bob my head up and down, sliding my lips along his bulging veins and the ridge of his bulbous tip. His cock became bigger, stretching my lips wide. What I couldn’t fit inside of my mouth, I stroked with my hand. I figured if I could get him off quickly, that would be best. I needed to get him off before he wanted into my pants—and so that this whole ordeal could be done with. But what if he wanted more during the film’s production? What if he wanted daily suck-offs? What if he eventually wanted to fuck me in the cunt (which didn’t exist)? I could figure all of that out later. One step at a time.

I could feel him relaxing into his chair, his cock now rock-hard. I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum on my lips. I looked up. His eyes were closed and there was a smile glued to his face. There was no sign of him wanting to go any further anytime soon. I needed to work quickly. I tightened my grip and worked his shaft faster, pumping up and down with intensity. I worked my tongue in circles around his throbbing tip. He was moaning, head rolling slowly from side to side. “Oh, Emma,” he muttered under his breath. Emma—third-billed, big paycheque, my big breakthrough. I pumped harder, using my free hand to fondle his balls. He sunk lower into his chair.

“Come for me, baby,” I said.

His fingers sunk deeper into my hair and his body became tense. He followed my command and, without warning, came deep in my throat. I gagged as his thick loads of white, gooey cum filled me up. I pulled back while he was still coming. One of his groaning blasts pegged me in the eye. I’d gotten him off quickly—apparently I was pretty good at sucking cock, a skill I would have never known, in a thousand years, that I possessed. He took a few deep breaths, that smile still on his face. “You’ve got the part. I’ll have our assistant director get in touch with you with the script.” He stood up and did up his pants. “I’m looking forward to working with you,” he said with a nod, motioning me towards the door.

And just like that, I was on my way home, with the biggest role of my lifetime, eager to read the script.

It came to my e-mail that night. The movie was tentatively called Hard Kill. It was actually a really good script, full of action. I was really enjoying it up until I reached the topless scene: my topless scene.


CHAPTER III

It wasn’t the most extravagant topless scene—nothing crude or disrespectful. I was just supposed to slip out from my bed (in my panties) and slip on a shirt before answering a knock at the door in the middle of the night. Easy enough—for someone who actually had tits. I didn’t have tits because I was still just a flat-chested man. I stared at that page in the script for far too long, wondering what I could do. I could ask for a body double—that was an option. Of course, there was no guarantee I would get one. There was even a chance that they would say ‘screw that’ and just hire an actress willing to show her tits.

An even more outrageous idea crossed my mind: I could get a fake set of tits—implants. They’re reversible, right? Besides, the wardrobe department might want to put me in outfits with some cleavage. You can’t fake cleavage with toilet paper stuffed into a bra. I could have hired a prosthetics effects company to make me a fake set, custom fitted to my body, but that would be a lot of money for no guarantee. The last thing I wanted was to make one wrong move and have my tits fall to the floor in front of a crew of one hundred people. God, that would be embarrassing. Not to mention, I would have to do all of the blending by myself, every single day. That wasn’t going to happen. Implants were starting to seem like the only option.

I started to feel nauseous. I’d come too far to turn around now. I’d landed the role—the biggest of my life—and I’d sucked a guy off. I couldn’t just call it quits now. No way.

As crazy as the idea was, I found myself researching local plastic surgeons. Unsurprisingly (it was California, after all), there were tons of surgeons in my area, specializing in implants and male-to-female gender reassignment surgeries. The cost was frighteningly affordable, and some had availability that week.

Near the end of the script was a sex scene. It was under covers and my genitals would be hidden, but they would almost certainly want to see my tits—which meant seeing my tits bouncing. Prosthetics were out of the question. Getting a body double for that was both unlikely and risky. I had no choice. I needed to get the implants.

I called and booked an appointment. I was a stuttering mess on the phone with the doctor’s receptionist. It was the craziest thing I’d ever done, and that was saying something, seeing as I’d blown a Hollywood director dressed as a woman for a role in a film just the day before.

Suffice to say, I didn’t sleep at all leading up to my appointment. I was constantly flip-flopping, second guessing myself. After my surgery, I would practically be a woman. They even gave me hormone pills to start taking, which would make my face and body hair stop growing. Was it worth it?

“Are you sure you want to go through with this?” the doctor asked as the anaesthesiologist entered the room. Apparently I was shaking and sweating quite a bit, looking far from sure of my decision. And I wasn’t totally sure of my decision—it was absolutely crazy, after all. But I couldn’t see any other option. I didn’t want to go back to being a failed, wannabe actor, going out to hopeless audition after hopeless audition. “I’m sure,” I said, and a minute later, everything was black.

I woke up with tits—a modest pair of B-cups that actually complimented my body quite nicely. “You should stay in bed for at least a week,” the doctor said, so I did. It was a blessing really, as I had an entire 120-page script I needed to memorize, and with my lack of internet and cable, it turned out to be a distraction-free week. “Stay in bed as much as you possibly can,” he said, and I did my best, though it was hard not to get up and check myself out in the mirror.

Damn, I looked good. I didn’t know I could be capable of looking so good. Even without makeup, I was sexy. The scars beneath my tits were hardly noticeable (and the doctor said they would fade almost completely within a few weeks with proper care). I turned to look at my profile and realized I really was born with a woman’s body—the way my perky butt curved out and my lower back curved in. My ‘small male figure’ turned out to be an ‘ideal female figure’. Go figure.

By the time the first day of production rolled around, my chest was healed, and it looked great. The more and more I looked at myself in the mirror, the more I considered going one step further, getting the full surgery—having them turn my cock into a pussy. Was it really such a wild notion? I was already committed enough to change my hormones, to get the fake breasts—why not go that one last little step? The thought got me a little bit excited but extremely nervous. Once I did that, there would be no turning back. I don’t know that I was ready to go quite that far.

The star of the film was Jack Devine, one of the hottest stars in Hollywood. I almost didn’t believe my eyes when I saw him walk onto set with that Starbucks coffee in hand, his blonde hair blowing gently with the wind, his chiselled jawline even more incredible in person. I was going to get to kiss Jack Devine. I was going to have movie-sex with Jack Devine. I bit my lip and then I shook my head.

What had come over me? Was I actually excited to lock lips with another man, or was I just starstruck? I needed to stay professional. I needed to keep my cool and fit in. We were, after all, going to be spending two months on set together. The last thing I wanted to do was make him feel uncomfortable.

The first few days of shooting went well. I only had a couple of small scenes with a few lines. The rest of my time was spent at the craft services table, snacking on the expensive assortments of cured meats and cheeses. One of the executive producers came up to me and politely asked me to stop eating. He said, “another wardrobe fitting is not in the budget.” A bit crude, but understandable. They had forty-million dollars invested in the film. They probably didn’t want their lead actress plumping up and ruining everything. So I kept my distance from the craft service table from that point on.

It was day five that I had my topless scene. The assistant director told everyone on the crew, “If you don’t need to be here, leave.” It’s called a ‘closed set’ whenever there is sensitive material, like a topless scene or a sex scene, or if an actor needs some space for a really intense performance.

There were plenty of closed sets with Jack Devine. He was what they call a ‘method actor’, which means he preferred to become his character for the duration of the production to add realism to his performance. After all, he did have a reputation for being somewhat intense on set. Supposedly he once threw the sound guy’s boom pole at a grip who stepped into his light. He put the grip in the hospital. Jack Devine took his acting very seriously.

He didn’t talk to me much—only the occasional “hello” in the mornings, and of course whatever lines we had together in the film. He didn’t like to rehearse, and once we would finish a scene, he would rip the page out from his script and throw it away.

The other women on the set swooned over Jack. If you think he’s handsome on the big screen, you should see him in real life—it’s almost indescribable. He has a sort of energy about him, an aura of confidence that just makes your heart melt every time he’s near you. He practically glows when he walks into a room. You can’t not look at him whenever he’s around. I suppose he was a super-star for a reason.

It was the third week on set, the day before our sex scene, when I was walking past him and he grabbed my ass. He gave it a good squeeze, making me jump into the air. I had the urge to slap him but I resisted. Instead, I just turned to him, wide-eyed and speechless. “We need to talk,” he said and then he turned towards his trailer, motioning for me to follow. He wasn’t exactly giving me any options, and he didn’t bother looking back to make sure I was actually following. He just assumed. He always got what he wanted.

His trailer was much nicer than mine, not that mine wasn’t great. He had his own spread of snacks and his own stocked fridge and a king-sized bed and so on and so on. He closed the door behind me. “You’re looking good, darling. Are you ready for tomorrow?” he asked.

I nodded my head. It was the most he’d talked to me off-camera before. And still, three weeks into production, I was still nervous to be around him, still starstruck. He was still The Jack Devine.

“I want it to look real tomorrow. I want it to look raw, you know what I’m saying?” he said. “I don’t want any of that soap opera, gentle bullshit. Got it?”

I nodded again.

“You ever do a sex scene before?” he asked. I had, back in theatre school, but it was nothing worth mentioning—not to mention, I was the man in the scene. I’d never been a woman in a sex scene before. I’d never even had sex as a woman before. My plan was essentially to just wing it. Before I could respond, he said, “You’re green, I get it, nothing wrong with being green. It doesn’t matter if you’ve done a thousand sex scenes or none—as long as you sell it, got it?”

“Got it,” I said, smiling through my nervousness.

He grabbed me by the waist and pulled me close. I became tense. “Get out of your head,” he said. I tried to relax, but it was difficult. I wasn’t wearing my dancing belt (which I needed to keep my bulge pressed and hidden between my legs), and I didn’t want him to catch onto my big secret—especially not right before our big day together. “It’s a moment of passion,” he said. “There’s no tension in passion. Nothing else exists but me. There’s no camera guy, no director, no crew, just you and me. Got it?” His hands started to explore my body, testing me. “I’ll lead tomorrow. All you need to do is relax.” I began to relax. He was strong, overpowering, domineering. “Relax, Emma,” he said. Method actors always use character names instead of real names.

I began to melt into his arms as he explored my body. His fingers ran through my hair, down my sides, firmly squeezing my butt, caressing my thighs, grabbing my cock. He froze and his eyes became wide. Mine were quick to follow. In the three weeks I’d been on set, I’d managed to forget I wasn’t actually a woman. Now, he’d discovered my cock and I was doomed. “You—You’re a man?” he said taking a step back, releasing my cock quickly from his grip.

“I can explain,” I said, but I really couldn’t. My explanation would do nothing to settle his mind and I couldn’t invent a reasonable lie on the spot. It didn’t matter anyway because he didn’t want to hear an explanation. He turned away from me. “Get out,” he said.

“Jack,” I said.

“Get out,” he said firmly, so I followed the command. I didn’t see him for the rest of the day. He only came out of his trailer when it was time to shoot his scenes, and I made sure I wasn’t around for those, afraid the sight of me would take him out of character and I would end up in the hospital from a boom pole to the face.

Every time someone went into his trailer, my heart would sink into my gut. I waited for them to come out, search me out, and fire me. Would Jack tell on me? Would he demand a new co-star and reshoots? The more and more I thought about it, the worse I realized my situation was. My reputation was totally doomed—not just my reputation as Lacy, but as Luke as well.

But no one said anything to me on the subject. Either Jack was keeping the news all to himself, or people were just good at playing dumb. The second assistant director handed me a call sheet for the next day and the sex scene was up first.


CHAPTER IV

Jack was late to set the next morning. No one knew why, except for me. He missed blocking, so we went ahead and blocked with his stand-in. Once the lighting guys were finished with their lighting setup, Jack was still MIA. The second and third assistant directors were endlessly on the phone, trying to reach Jack’s room at the hotel. He wasn’t picking up. There was a cold sensation in my chest—I’d fucked everything up. Forty-million dollars were put into this picture, and I was sinking it single-handedly.

But just before the crew moved onto a different scene, Jack walked onto the set. No one knew where he came from. His driver was out looking for him, along with half of the production staff. He was wearing nothing but a bathrobe, and I could tell by the swinging bulge at his crotch that he wasn’t wearing any underwear or any dancing belt. “Let’s do this,” he said coldly, walking straight past me, headed right for the bed. I was slow to follow, scared of what Jack might do. Was he going to reveal me to everyone? Humiliate me publically? Or was he going to be a professional and act as though nothing was awry. I had a bad feeling it was going to be the former.

“Get into the bed, Lacy,” Martin said as he walked towards his monitors. I took a deep breath and headed towards the bed where Jack was already under the covers. I slipped under next to him. He didn’t look at me. His eyes were closed and he was breathing deeply.

“Let’s get a closed set, people!” the assistant director called out, and the grips and the electrics and the makeup girls and the art people all left. It became silent. “Do you guys want a rehearsal, or should we go straight to picture?” he asked us.

“—Straight to picture,” Jack said plainly. I wasn’t consulted. It didn’t matter. I wanted to go straight to picture, too. I wanted to nail it in one take and be done with it, put it all behind me.

“Alright, let’s lock it up and roll sound!” the assistant director yelled.

“Sound’s speeding!” the mixer called back.

“Scene seventy-six alpha, take one,” said the second assistant camera.

“Mark it!” the camera operator called out.

“Quiet on set!” the assistant director yelled and the room became mute.

“Frame!” said the camera operator. Jack took off his bathrobe and dropped it next to the bed, out of the camera’s frame of vision.

There was a moment of silence, and then Martin called out, “Action!”

Jack rolled on top of me and looked me in the eyes. There was anger in those eyes. There was probably nothing but fear in mine. After a moment he leaned down and began to kiss my neck. The day before Jack told me that all I needed to do was relax and he would do the rest, but I’d never been so tense in my entire life. And I could tell that was pissing him off, too. “Relax,” he whispered into my ear, so I took a deep breath.

But it just wasn’t happening. All I could think was, at any moment, he was going to pull away the covers and pull away my dancing belt to reveal my true self. I could only picture the humiliation—nothing else. Relaxing was out of the question.

Jack’s hands began to explore my body. I explored his with my own hands, but everything I did felt forced. I tried kissing him on the neck, but it just seemed wrong, like it was making him uncomfortable, having a man kiss his neck. With a loud grunt, he squeezed my tits, probably trying to get something of his own going, trying to force himself into the moment. I don’t know if it was working or not.

Martin was silent, but I don’t know if that was a good or a bad thing. He was usually quick to yell cut when something was going wrong.

“Relax,” Jack said again, but him saying it over and over was doing nothing for me. I was just doomed to be tense through the whole take. I was in my own head.

Jack must have had enough, because he reached down between my legs and started to massage my cock. A jolt ran through my body and my eyes opened wide. Was he actually massaging my cock? Was he really this determined to make me relax? He kissed me on the lips. I didn’t kiss back at first, totally frozen in shock, but after a moment, I surrendered. He was a good kisser. Every woman on the planet would have died to be in my place. He was Jack Devine, after all. And Jack Devine was well-hung. I could feel his big, warm member against my thigh.

He managed to get my dancing belt down near my knees and was now massaging my bare cock. And my God, I was getting hard. A panic ran through me as I considered the possibility once again that this was all a setup. Now that my cock was out, all he had to do was rip off the covers and everyone would see my hard-on. My heart was racing. He had my whole girth in his firm grip, our lips still locked. Our tongues wrapped together. Martin was still silent.

“Relax,” Jack whispered again and I took another deep breath. But I had no idea what was coming next. His cock was rock-hard, throbbing warmly between my legs. He shimmied my legs open, spreading them wide under those covers. Then, he shimmied himself forward and I felt the gigantic member press up against my asshole. Once again, I froze in a complete panic.

What could I do? Push him away? Call cut? The very last thing I wanted to do was to make Jack mad, for so many reasons—the biggest of which was my stiff erection that was just a sheet of fabric away from being seen by some of the most powerful people in Hollywood.

He pushed in. God, it hurt. He was too big for my little butthole. I could feel my anus stretching wide as he sunk in deeper. I wanted to scream, to squirm, to cringe, but I couldn’t—it would ruin the scene. I needed to stay in character. “Relax,” he said yet again. I closed my eyes and let my head fall back. Just fake it, I told myself over and over.

He pushed in deeper, his soft mane of pubic hair pressing up against my ball sack. I was filled tight, filled completely. He started to thrust himself in and out of me, unrelenting, with swift movements. He wanted raw, he was getting it—or at least I was getting it. I was losing my anal virginity on camera, to be shown to millions of people around the world in a major Hollywood motion picture. I couldn’t help but wonder if anyone in the room could tell we weren’t faking it, that Jack’s cock was actually deep inside of my body.

He began thrusting faster and faster, his hand still gripping my swelling dick firmly. I could feel my body melting into the mattress. Jack’s plan was working—I was starting to relax, to drift away from the cameras and the microphones and the crew and the director. There was only me and Jack and Jack’s giant throbbing cock in that room.

He squeezed my tits. God—nothing in the world feels better than a strong man squeezing your tits. It’s a shame men will never know that simple pleasure!

“Fuck!” I heard myself cry aloud and then I started coming in his fist. He didn’t let go. He continued to beat my cock relentlessly while pumping my ass raw. My head rolled to the side and out of the corner of my eye, I could see the glisten of the camera lens. I was coming on camera, with fake tits bouncing up and down, in a major Hollywood movie—how crazy of a turn my life had taken in just a couple of months!

Jack grunted loudly, pushed in powerfully, and then I felt it: his warm, blasting cum filling my backdoor fuckhole full. I sunk my fingernails into his skin. Shit, it felt amazing. That feeling alone nearly made me come a second time.

A moment later, he was slumped back down, our lips locked once again, his cock sliding slowly out from my body. He looked into my eyes and smiled and I realized I’d just been fucked by arguably the most handsome and famous celebrity on the planet.

“Great! Cut! Circle that take and let’s move on,” Martin yelled out and the crew began to take down the lights.

Jack never revealed my secret to anyone, as far as I know. Maybe he felt as though he got his revenge, fucking me in the ass on camera, or maybe he was actually okay with me, with the rod that I was packing between my thighs. Whatever the reason, we finished shooting and no one (with the exception of Jack) found out about my identity.

Within days of wrapping production, I had agents calling me constantly, begging to represent me. I had producers sending me scripts, trying to attach me to major projects. I can’t tell you how many times I convinced myself I was dreaming and that I would wake up at any moment. Hell, I’m still waiting to wake up, still not entirely convinced I haven’t been dreaming.

It was two weeks before the film’s release date when I got a message saying I needed to come to the studio to redo a quick shot. I was excited to see everyone again for the first time in months. I called a cab to have me brought to the studio and I arrived early.

But the studio was empty, except for that bed in the middle of the room—the bed where Jack and I made love on camera. There were no cameras in the room, no lights, no sound gear, no craft service tables, nothing. Just the bed and the vast, open space. “Hey,” a voice said behind me and I quickly turned around. It was Jack. “You made it,” he said.

“Where is everyone?” I asked.

“Everyone’s here,” he said with a smirk. “Shall we get started?” His hands found my hips, his lips found my neck, and he brought me down to the bed.

THE END


SWITCHING TEAMS

Tanner finds himself kicked off of the boys baseball team after being caught getting it on with the coach’s daughter, the star of the girl’s team. Now, not only is his love affair over, but so is his baseball career.

Or is it? After a nasty flu sweeps across the town, a spot opens up on the girls team, and Tanner might just fill it—as Trisha.


CHAPTER I

I was kicked off of the baseball team for losing my virginity beneath the bleachers at the baseball diamond. Coach Jones caught me under the stands with his beautiful daughter bent over a long metal beam, her ass beet-red from my hard pelvis slapping it over and over again. It was one of the best moments of my life and also one of the most traumatizing. As Coach Jones yelled out my name, I had just started to come and I couldn’t stop. Beth, the coach’s daughter, tried to pull away but I held her in place—I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t let that incredible orgasm to go waste.

So yeah, the coach watched me nut in his daughter’s pussy. Suffice to say, I was off the team after that.

It wasn’t like I was the first guy to be caught with one of the baseball girls. I just made the mistake of getting it on with the coach’s daughter. You see, we had a little challenge to see who could get with more girls from the team. Each girl was worth a different amount of points (I know, I know, we were horrible kids). Beth, given the fact she was a bombshell and given the fact she was the coach’s daughter, was worth the most points—though, that’s not why I picked her. I was obsessed with her. I had no intention of getting down with anyone else. I’m also proud to say that I was the only one to get with her, despite the efforts of the other guys.

Worse than being kicked off the team was the fact I wouldn’t get to see Beth again. She was the reason I was one of the best hitters on the team. She was my motivation, my muse. She would sit in the stands during my every game, cheering with her pretty little friends. She was on the local girls’ team, which was a lousy team, I should point out—lousy but the girls were hot, so no one really cared how lousy they were. Beth was the star of the team (which wasn’t saying a whole lot, but still). The real star of the girls’ team was whoever designed their outfits—red and white skirts with long white leggings. Those outfits sure beat the hell out of those pinstriped white pants the other teams wore.

After that day beneath the bleachers, I had to watch the girls play from the chain-link fence, out of Coach Jones’s line of sight. It was tragic. From that far away you couldn’t see the bust of their perky butts when they would run and their skirts would lift up into the air. You could hardly see their tits bouncing up and down. From that far away it was just lousy baseball, and nothing more. After a week of squinting to try to make out my beautiful Beth, I gave up and started staying at home instead, getting updates from my sister who played third-base on the team.

“We lost again,” was the usual update, and it was far from a surprise. Come to think of it, I’m not sure I’d ever seen them win before. Though, their luck was starting to turn around. After I stopped showing up to games, they started winning the odd game. Then they started winning some more. Soon enough, they were actually, for the first time ever, in the running to make state playoffs (though I don’t think my absence had anything to do with the big shift). Even the guys weren’t in the running to make playoffs.

“What about the guys?” I asked.

“They lost,” she said. After my removal from the team, the guys were losing a lot, which admittedly gave me a big confidence boost, because it was rare that we lost when I was hitting. I thought after a month or two, Coach Jones would ask me to come back, but he never did. I guess he was happier losing than seeing my face—the face of the boy who bare-backed his baby’s virginity beneath the bleachers.

I tried to reach out to Beth, to meet her in private, outside the field, but her dad was too much of a hawk to let her out of his sight. Did I mention he was also the reverend at our town’s church? Did I mention that we lived in a very small town where everyone knew everyone? I missed Beth so much it hurt. In my head I could still hear that soft moan she made while I gently fingered her warm pussy, the soft comfort of her butt cheeks nestled against my nose as I ate out her asshole. I could still feel her plump tits in my hands, her nipples hard and erect. She wore her red cap while I fucked her, her hair tied up into a long ponytail that hung over her left shoulder. There was something so sexy about the way her ponytail swung from side to side with the motion of her head, gently swaying in her euphoria. My God, do I wish I could relive that moment over and over again for the rest of my life.

But if her dad had anything to do about it, I wouldn’t see her ever again. It was already a pain in the ass being dragged to church by my parents, having to sink down in the pews so he wouldn’t spot my face in the crowd. One time we sat a few rows behind Beth and her mom. She never turned back to us but she didn’t need to in order for me to get a half-chub. Just a glimpse at the back of that head brought me back to that day, my cock deep in her warm cunt, sliding in and out, making her moan and clench and reach back and dig her nails into my thighs while she came more than once. I probably should have controlled those thoughts while in church, but shit, I couldn’t help it.

I thought I would never get to talk to her again, and then a nasty flu bug started making its way around town. Let me just say quickly that the flu was the best thing to happen to our little town. I know that sounds bad, but you’ll understand soon enough. You see, it put half the town out of work, out of school, and out of baseball. Games were cancelled for the guys. They were three men short of having a full roster, and doctors were saying “at least a few weeks,” that’s how nasty this flu bug was. The girls were only down one player, but you only needed to be down one to not be allowed to play. That’s where I came in—that’s where my story begins.

It was the last game of the regular season, the last game before playoffs. The girls were tied for the final wildcard spot, and they were due to play the very team they were tied with: the Springfield Tigers. The stakes were simple: win and make the post-season, or lose and their season was over. And it was looking like a loss, seeing as they were one girl short of having a full roster of players. Word got around town: “We just need one girl so we can play in the game!” They weren’t even looking for someone who could hit—just a benchwarmer would do. But no one stepped up. No one was healthy enough to step up. They tried to drag one of the sick girls out from her home, but that plan didn’t pan out. Someone snitched. Apparently there’s a rule saying if you have any kind of contagious illness, you aren’t allowed to play, no exceptions. I suppose the rule made sense, but it didn’t help the girls. They were running out of options.

And then my sister knocked on my door. “Come in,” I said, and then she opened the door and stood in the doorway, hands clasped behind her back, silent, twiddling her fingers awkwardly. “What is it?” I said, but she hesitated. Her nose was red and her cheeks were pale. She was one of the sick ones, one of the infected, told she wasn’t allowed to play in the game. She could hardly walk in a straight line; she was so sick.

She explained her team’s situation, as if I didn’t already know. I think she told me about three times how her team was just one win away from making the playoffs.

“I know,” I said. “What do you want from me?”

After another moment of reluctant silence, she brought her hands forward. She was holding her red and white outfit, skirt, leggings, and a brunette wig. She didn’t have to explain for me to clue in what she was asking. “No way,” I said instantly, and then she stepped into the room and began to beg. I wasn’t really listening to her various pleas and bargains. I had no interest in putting on that skimpy little outfit, slapping on that wig, and letting her do my face up with her makeup—no way in hell. I’d just about tuned her out completely, turning around to face my computer, when she said, “Beth will be there.” Now she had my attention.

And for a moment I considered it, the chance to see Beth once again, face to face—her beautiful, gorgeous face. Then I thought about her father, and all of the horrible things he would do to me if I came within fifty feet of his daughter. Would he even recognize me with the wig and the skirt and the makeup? How could he not? Every detail of my face was probably burned into his memory. He probably had fantasies about stabbing me to death as he went to sleep every night. Not to mention, if I did go out to play and I did get to see Beth, face to face, would she recognize me? Would I be able to tell her my secret? No way—how humiliating would that be? If the first time Beth sees me in months, I’m in drag, doing a stupid girl’s voice, legs shaved…

“No way,” I said again.

“Please,” my sister continued to beg. “You’re the only one who can do it.”

“Why’s that?” I asked, but I knew the answer. I didn’t need her to tell me, and she knew it, so she kept her mouth shut. I was one of the smaller guys in town—maybe the only small guy who wasn’t sick. I was the only one who would be able to fit into that little outfit and pass as a girl. The other guys on my team would have looked downright ridiculous with their broad shoulders and their five-o’clock shadow. My sister was right, I was the only one who could do it. But there was no way I was doing it.

At least I thought there was no way I was doing it. Apparently, there is a lot of power in annoying persistence. Considering how sick my sister was, she sure was able to stand in my room and go on and on and on and on, begging non-stop. Finally I couldn’t take it anymore. I said, “Fine, I’ll do it,” and she ran to get her makeup kit.

“Go shave your legs and get dressed!” she said running down the hallway. Reality started to sink in. I was about to dress up as a girl to play in a baseball game.


CHAPTER II

Once my legs were shaved and I was in the outfit (which, unfortunately, fit absolutely perfectly) my sister sat me down in a chair and she started to do my makeup for me. “Keep your eyes closed,” she kept saying, so I did, not that there was anything to look at anyway. She didn’t sit me down in front of a mirror or even the television—just in the middle of the room where there was nothing to see or do while I awaited the results of my transformation.

I knew I could still back out of the crazy proposition—and I was totally ready to. I’d made the decision that, if I looked in the mirror and thought there was any chance I’d be recognized, I would back out, wash my face, tell my sister too bad, so sad. I was only going to go through with it if I looked like a completely different person, totally unrecognizable.

My sister told me my new name was going to be “Trisha,” and that I was an old friend of hers from Hazelton, the next town over. I thought the name Trisha sounded silly, but I didn’t bother to argue. She’d already told her friends that she was going to “ask Trisha if she could play,” so the naming already done and over with. If I was going through with this, I was going to be doing it as Trisha.

“Let’s practice your voice,” my sister said. I could feel her makeup pen gently glistening over my eyelid—a peculiar sensation. I was terrified to open my eye and end up with mascara or whatever the heck it was in my eyeball.

“What should I say?” I said.

She fed me a few generic sentences, including “Hi, I’m Trisha. Nice to meet you.” We did that one about five times before moving onto a new one. She kept giving me pointers like, “Keep pressure on the front of your throat,” and “Speak softer and slower,” “Try to smile while you speak.” I tried all of her little tips, feeling like an idiot the whole time. To me, my voice only sounded like it was getting worse, like I was slipping even further from a realistic sounding girl’s voice. But my sister kept assuring me it was spot on.

“You owe me big time,” I said.

“Don’t break your character,” she said.

After a sigh, I said it again, and I could feel her smirking. “Good,” she said. “I think this is going to work.” My heart skipped a beat. She thinks? I was hoping for a little bit more certainty than “I think”.

“Okay, open your eyes,” she said.

I was hesitant. A part of me didn’t want to see what I looked like as a woman. Maybe I had too much respect for myself—though would I really have agreed to such a ridiculous proposal if that were true? I opened my eyes.

My sister was holding up a mirror, and there was Trisha, staring back at me. And Goddamnit, she was a looker. My sister had done some sort of makeup magic to my face, because I was totally unrecognizable. Even the shape of my face looked completely different. “That’s called contouring,” my sister said when I pointed it out, and then she smacked me on the arm for breaking character. But I couldn’t help it—it was too incredible. “Oh, and one last thing,” she said, and then she put a red cap on my head to complete the outfit, squashing down my long brunette wig.

A warm, fuzzy feeling in my body was suddenly replaced by a cold shiver. I looked too good. It was almost disturbing. I looked better as a woman than I did as a man. Most disturbing of all, something about it just felt right. For whatever reason, I felt strangely comfortable. I’d always been a quiet guy, shy around people I didn’t know. But now I felt like I wanted to go out into the world and be seen by everyone. I wanted to show off this newfound trait of mine—my ability to look incredibly feminine (and incredibly sexy). There was no way anyone would ever know my real identity, unless I slipped and let my male voice out, or accidentally pulled off my wig. Coach Jones wouldn’t recognize me in a hundred years, and thankfully, neither would Beth.

My sister was giddy with joy. There was now hope that her team was going to make the playoffs. I laughed at the thought of beating a bunch of girls on the diamond. It didn’t even seem fair. I almost felt bad for the girls from Springfield—they stood no chance. The more I thought about it, the more I realized I would have to go easy to avoid any suspicion. I would have to purposely miss a few hits, try to avoid blasting the ball out of the diamond. I would have to flub a catch or two. I didn’t want to be the star of the show.

My sister checked her watch and then her face lit up. “Oh my God, you’re going to be late. C’mon, you need to go.” She rushed me up and out the door, not giving me any time to reconsider the mess I’d gotten myself into. Because, let’s be honest, had I had time to really think about it and consider what I was about to do, there was no way I would have gone out to do it. I never even stopped to consider the fact that all of my friends (the healthy ones, anyway) would be there, watching from the stands. I never even stopped to think that, while putting on my helmet and taking it off again, I could easily screw up my wig, or that if I broke a sweat, my makeup could wash away and I would be left in the middle of the diamond, in front of everyone, looking like a disgraced clown.

I didn’t think of any of those possibilities until I got down to the diamond and saw all the guys sitting up in the stands and all of the girls huddled near the dugout, awaiting my prophetic arrival. I stopped within ten feet of them, afraid to get any closer. I thought I made a convincing woman (as did my sister) but what would they think? Would they be able to see through my guise? I waited silently as they chatted amongst one another, unaware of my presence. Every time I considered stepping forward to introduce myself, a wave of crippling fear washed over me and I froze, hardly even breathing. Finally, Coach Jones turned to me and looked me in the eyes. It was the first time he’d seen me since that day I railed his daughter from behind. It was the first time I’d seen him from up close since there was a fire of vengeance in his eyes. He was silent for a moment, looking me up and down. All I could do was hope that he didn’t clue into my heavily padded bra or the bulge that was dangerously being held in place under my skirt.

“You Trisha?” he asked.

I nodded my head, too afraid to unleash my voice. I figured I would test one aspect at a time—my looks first.

“And you’re not sick?” he asked.

I shook my head.

“Thank God—looks like we can play.” The faces of the other girls all lit up. I’ll admit, it was a nice reminder as to why I was doing this crazy stunt. I noticed Beth in the crowd of them, with a big smile on her face. She was looking right at me, into my eyes. I looked away quickly, terrified she would recognize me.

One of the other girls came up to me. “Can you hit?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. “Yeah,” I said in my uncomfortable girl’s voice.

She smiled. “Great. And can you catch?”

“Sure,” I said.

A yellow bus pulled up—inside were the Springfield Tigers, the girls from a few towns over. It was game time. My disguise was, so far, a success. Now I just had to win the game for the girls to make it all worthwhile. A loss would have meant it was all a giant waste of time and risk. The girls would have been eliminated just as if I hadn’t showed up at all.

We started on the field. The visiting team always hit first. Our pitcher wasn’t so great. I could have thrown the ball twice as hard, but I pretended to be impressed. I was put on third base, where my sister usually was. A part of me hoped the ball never came my way. I didn’t want to show off my skill and raise any eyebrows. And for the first few innings, the ball didn’t come my way. The Tigers struggled to get past first base, and they had a tendency to hit to the right, far away from me. When it was our turn to bat, they didn’t put me out, unsure of my ability, just happy to have me on the bench so they could play at all. I was fine with that. Though we weren’t scoring any points either. The score was 0-0 for the first three innings. So for that first chunk of the game I got to stand away from the action and admire all of the girls in their little skirts, their perky tits bouncing graciously as they ran and jumped and played the game of baseball.

Finally, in the fourth inning, the batter hit the ball right towards me. The girl on first made a run for second, and the girl on second made a run towards me. If I failed to catch the ball, those visiting girls would have made their runs and we would have been down by three—and the way our girls were playing, that would have been the end of us. I had no choice, I needed to catch.

Not that it was a tough ball to catch. It was straight up and down, right into my glove. I spun around and launched it to second on pure instinct. The girl on second hardly caught my rocket of a throw, and then she lobbed it over to first. The guys in the crowd went nuts. Three outs in a few seconds, and we were headed back to the bench.

“Nice catch, Trisha!” Beth said to me as she passed by. My heart melted and my legs went weak. Just the sound of her voice was enough for me.

“Can you hit, too?” one of the girls asked, as if they didn’t believe me the first time I told them I could hit. Now they’d seen that I wasn’t just some girl my sister pulled off of the streets. Now they were curious. It was what I’d been trying to avoid—but I didn’t really have a choice.

“I can hit, sure,” I said softly, still afraid my voice wasn’t on point. Coach Jones put me out first, hoping to ride out my momentum. I felt suddenly tense, knowing all eyes were now on me—and there were a lot of eyes at that baseball diamond: two full rosters of girls, all of the parents who came to watch the game, the whole guys’ team—pretty much our entire town was there, staring down at me, wondering if I was the real deal. I felt the sudden need to adjust my top, make sure everything was in place. I tugged down my skirt, afraid it was riding up. Could you imagine? If everyone saw the bulge of my cock? They would have crucified me in the middle of that ball pit.

The first pitch went straight down the line. I didn’t even swing, even though it went straight through the strike zone. “Strike one!” the umpire yelled out. It wasn’t until he yelled it that the moment processed in my brain and I’d realized what had happened. The Tigers’ pitcher went to throw pitch number two. I made an awkward, straight-armed swing at the ball, muscles still rigid, and I missed completely (I was actually trying to hit the ball, just succumbing to my nerves). A flurry of laughter could be heard from the Tigers, those bitches. Then came pitch number three…

I hit it straight down the middle, just out of the pitcher’s reach (not that she would have caught it anyway, given her slow reaction time). The girl on second tried to catch it but was also too slow. The outfielder wasn’t expecting the hit and didn’t even notice it coming her way until her coach screamed at her. I was already on first by that point, making my run for second. I looked over and the poor outfielder was only making a run for the now-landed ball now. I kept running to third. I slowed down my pace, remembering I didn’t want to be the hero. I let that poor, useless Tiger pick up the ball and toss it to third, making sure I hit the base before the catch. My teammates cheered. Beth cheered and my heart became warm. The girl who took to the plate after me hit the first pitch and made it to first base, buying me plenty of time to make it to home. We were on the scoreboard, 1-0. We ended up winning the game 4-1. The Tigers were out of the playoffs and we were in.

Our team cheered and jumped up and down and I once again found myself transfixed on the bouncing tits and perky rumps poking out from the lifting skirts. Then I realized what the win meant: it meant I had to do it again and again until either the flu bug passed our little town or we were eliminated—or until we won the state championship.

But that anxiety was short-lived. Everyone loved me. They all came up and gave me big hugs—Beth included. As I left the field, the guys in the stands all whistled at me. Apparently I made a good-looking lady on top of a stellar ball player. And I have to admit, the attention felt nice. Even when I was winning games with the guys, I never had that kind of attention. “Nice legs!” one guy yelled out, though I couldn’t pinpoint who the culprit was. Further away from the diamond I caught my reflection in a window, and yeah, I did have pretty good legs. I actually had a pretty good body for a lady. I felt sexy—and it felt good.


CHAPTER III

It was the next afternoon and my sister came to my door, knocking again. The next game—the first game of the playoffs—wasn’t until the next day still. “What’s going on?” I said.

Her cheeks were red and she was biting her lip. “I need you to do me a big favour.” She needed me to get dressed up and go out with the team. They were having a “team building meet up” at a restaurant. Apparently the other girls all asked that I come. But going out as a lady to play baseball was one thing—going out to socialize was a whole other beast. I’d hardly said more than a few sentences with my girl’s voice, and I still hadn’t even heard it for myself (in a recording or anything). I was just riding on faith that my sister wasn’t messing with me when she said it sounded good.

But again, the thought of seeing Beth had me considering my sister’s request. After all, how bad could it be? All I really needed to do was sit off to the side and keep my mouth shut, only speak when spoken to, that kind of thing. It was hardly a departure from what I was used to. I agreed to my sister’s request and she went to fetch her makeup. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t just a little bit looking forward to looking sexy again and getting a few more catcalls from the guys. Plus, this time she was going to dress me up in real ladies’ clothing, not just the old baseball outfit.

Not a lot of my sister’s outfits fit me properly, but we found one piece that did  fit amazingly: a little black satin dress that cut off just above my knees. It hugged the curves of my body succulently, I nearly got an erection staring at myself in the mirror. The only issue was my boxer shorts bunching up in the tight satin number. Even the seams of my tighty-whiteys looked ridiculous in the thing. “You’re supposed to wear it with a thong,” my sister told me, and my heart began to race. She went to fetch me a lacy black thong.

I put it on and, I’ll admit, I loved the way it hugged my cock tightly between my legs. I just loved the way it felt. I excused myself for the washroom as the excitement culminated between my legs—I didn’t want my sister to see me get an erection from wearing her little thong. I quickly beat my cock and came in the toilet before gathering my composure and stepping back out from the washroom. “Feeling okay?” my sister asked.

“Yep,” I said, pretending like I wasn’t excited to see how everyone would react to my new look. I was. I couldn’t wait for the whistles and the catcalls and the gawking eyes.

And I got exactly what I wanted on my way to the restaurant. The highlight of my walk over was the car full of horny teenagers who yelled, “Looking good, baby!” as they drove past. It really made me wonder, if women know how good it feels to be complimented like that, why don’t they go around complimenting men all the time? They should. It’s a shame that warm, fuzzy feeling is only reserved for the ladies.

I was welcomed at the restaurant with open arms. The girls took turns giving me hugs before making room for me at the middle of their table. I was hoping to be sat next to Beth, but I ended up on the other end of the room, able to see her but not close enough to interact with her. Maybe it was for the best, for the sake of keeping my identity safe, no matter how badly I wanted to see her and talk to her and take her into the bathroom and have just one more romp of passion.

“I love your dress,” one of the girls said. “And your shoes,” said another. Each and every compliment lifted me up higher, made me wonder why I wasn’t born a woman. It was really starting to seem like women got everything. A couple of guys nearby even bought us all a round of drinks, which Beth’s dad wasn’t terribly impressed with. He went over and let them know who he was, but the guys didn’t seem to care.

Later in the night, my friends showed up—the boys’ baseball team. They were already half-cut. They’d probably been pre-drinking in the parking lot, planning to crash the little celebration party. Unlike the girls, the guys didn’t end up making playoffs (that would have been different had they let me play, but I digress). It didn’t take long for the guys to start mingling with the girls. I was surprised Coach Jones didn’t do anything about it, but I was less surprised when I realized he was a bit tipsy himself. I watched him stumble his way towards the bathroom and I’m not sure he ever came out. It was the first time his precious girls’ team made the playoffs (he’d always been far more fond of the girls’ team than the boys’) so he, too, was in celebration-mode.

One of the guys, Evan, even came up to me. “Hey darling,” he said, “good game, yesterday.”

“Thanks,” I said. The volume in the restaurant had raised to a comfortable level (comfortable, as in it was now loud enough to mask any errors in my feminine voice). He put his hand on my shoulder and squeezed in next to me. I didn’t know Evan very well. I knew he was a mediocre ball player and he was one of the guys who was really into our little game of trying to bang the girls—which was most likely why he was nestled up next to me. Also, last I’d heard, he was currently winning the game, having slept now with four of the girls on the team. “You know, you’re very beautiful,” he said. I couldn’t help but blush.

He was surprisingly charming for a womanizer, but I guess that’s the point, right? The strangest part of it all was that I actually found myself falling for it. Maybe it was the booze, or maybe it was my disguise beginning to bleed into my personality, my DNA. Maybe I was just starting to become my character. Hell, the more I talked to Evan, the more my feminine voice was starting to become second nature—and so was the proper posture, the crossed legs—I even ordered myself a girly, fruity cocktail without thinking twice. He paid for it, inching closer to me, expecting to take me home. His hand found my thigh, and then the most surprising thing of all happened: my hand found his thigh. It was as if some feminine spirit was trying to overtake my body, take control of my every move. My hand began to slowly inch up his thigh, sinking down between his legs. A couple of drinks later (and a few trips to the bathroom to touch up my makeup) my hand was on his cock.

Evan was either well hung or he was holding a cucumber between his legs. It was strangely mesmerizing, warm, and thick. With my hand under the table, I wrapped my fingers around his girth. I could feel it throbbing and growing. I watched his cheeks turn pink as I inconspicuously massaged its length. And then, in a brief moment of sobriety, I realized what I was doing and released his member. What the hell was I doing? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t care for cock. And I sure didn’t want to sleep with Evan—not that I could have even if I did want to. I was really a man, with a padded bra, panties, and a dress. “What’s wrong?” he said, cheeks still a shade of rose.

“Nothing. I should probably be going,” I said, grabbing my little clutch and standing up. He grabbed me by the wrist.

“Wait,” he said. “Stay. Have another drink. The night’s still young.” He smiled and something inside of me caved. It was as if I was suddenly understanding what women saw in men. He was handsome with his blonde stubble and his piercing eyes—and that smile, my God. I wish I knew how to smile like that. It was the smile that had gotten him so many points in our stupid little game, and it was about to get him another one—or more. I wonder how many points they put on my head?

I sat down for another drink—but just one more, I told myself. And then I had another, and told myself it would be the last. Then I had another, and the rest of the night was outside of my control. “I have to play tomorrow,” I said, finally getting up to leave later in the night.

“Let me walk you home,” he said.

For whatever stupid reason, I said “sure”. It wasn’t until we were already five blocks away from the restaurant (and I was nestled under his arm) that I realized that I couldn’t bring him to my home for very obvious reasons. We were in the middle of an empty park, far from the glow of the streetlights. I stopped walking, trying desperately to think of an excuse to get him to bugger off. I couldn’t think of anything.

And then, in my drunken stupidity, I dropped to my knees and started doing away with his belt. I don’t know what came over me. It was the alcohol in control, not my sensibilities. I pulled his cock out and started to pump it right there in the open, right there in that park. He didn’t protest and he didn’t do anything to stop me. Instead, he let his head fall back and he let out a deep sigh. Once he was good and hard, his cock ended up in my mouth. What the hell was I doing? Why was I sucking his cock? It was as if he put some sort of spell on me with his goddamned charming smile.

His fingers sunk into my hair. The real question wasn’t why was I sucking his cock, but why, even in my moment of clarity and revelation, was I continuing to suck his cock? I will admit it felt nice in my mouth, throbbing, warm, rock-hard. If anyone saw us, that would have been tragic. If word got back to my sister, what could I possibly say? I would have been devastatingly humiliated. I wouldn’t have been able to show my face around the house ever again. Yet, even though I knew the risks, I continued to suck, stroking his impressive girth with a solid grip. I could feel his cock beginning to bloat up.

And then my drunken stupidity went a step further. I turned around, bent over, flipped up the skirt of my dress, and pulled my panties aside ever so slightly. “Fuck me in the asshole,” I said, probably slurring my words. It was shocking enough that I was able to hold onto my feminine voice.

He didn’t miss a beat. He stepped forward, grabbed me by the sides, and I felt his slobber-covered, warm, pulsing tip press up against my tight hole. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never even had so much as a finger up there before. Yet there I was, about to let what may have been the biggest cock in town slide up in and do away with me. That’s exactly what he did. And I could feel everything, every pulsing vein, everything. His soft ball sack slapped against my ass while he drove himself into me repeatedly. And shit, did it feel good. So good that I got hard—really hard. Had he reached around or even so much as looked between my legs, he would have been able to see without a speck of doubt that he was fucking a dude in the asshole.

But he was too preoccupied grunting and moaning, drunk, driving his cock in powerfully, filling me up fully. I reached down and pretended to rub my pussy (I was actually using my wrist to stroke my cock). Again, I don’t know what came over me—probably the liquor, maybe some sort of evil sex spirit, who the heck knows. All I know is that it felt incredible. I came in under a minute, filling my black lacy thong with hot, sticky cum.

He came deep in my ass. I could feel each and every blast from his cock. Every time, it swelled up and then exploded, filling me deep before going again. I drained him. And when he stumbled back, his whole load ran down my legs, and I adjusted my panties and my dress to hide my erection. He had a big, dumb, drunken smile on his face. “That was fun,” he said.

I smiled back, and then he went on his merry way home. When I got home, I took a good look at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe what I’d done. I couldn’t believe my impulse to get down with Evan, to grab his cock, to sink it into my mouth, to let him into my asshole. I thought for sure it was just a consequence of the booze. But the next day, now sober, on my way to the baseball diamond (in my little white and red outfit) I found myself back in that mind-set. I responded to a catcall from across the street with a wink and a blown kiss. I’d transformed. I’d become a whole different person. It was scary.


CHAPTER IV

But despite the persona that was quickly taking over my body, I still found myself obsessed with the thought of Beth, my beautiful Beth. Once I got to the baseball diamond, she was the centre of my world, I couldn’t for the life of me look away from her. I ended up missing an important catch because I was so transfixed on her beauty. Coach Jones yelled at me, told me to “Get my head into the game!” We ended up winning the game by a narrow margin, 7-6. We scored a triple in the final inning, thanks to a howitzer from me, bases loaded. It was a key win for me especially because some of the girls in town were starting to recover from their battle with the nasty flu, and it was looking like my days as a substitute female baseball player were over.

“You really saved our butts this week, Trisha,” Coach Jones said to me with a big, genuine smile. Had he known who he was really talking to, I’m sure his words and his expression would have been much, much different. But I smiled and accepted the compliment.

I was sad to go, sad my lady days were over. And they really were—no matter how badly I wanted to keep on the little gag. There were still so many outfits in my sister’s closet that I was hoping to try on, and I was going to miss the catcalls and the attention from all of the boys. But it was over, and I needed to accept that—accept that my life was about to go back to normal, back to that of a bored teenaged guy who wasn’t allowed to play on the local baseball team.

I didn’t care so much for the baseball, to be honest. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoyed baseball, but it didn’t define my life. And I would still get to play pickup games on the weekends with the other guys, when Coach Jones was fulfilling his weekend church duties.

Beth came up to me as we were all filing out of the baseball diamond. “Hey Trisha,” she said, tapping me on the shoulder. That’s what I was going to miss: Beth. Without my disguise, I wouldn’t ever get to see Beth again, at least, not so simply. I would see her from afar, at church, from the far fence at the baseball diamond, but never face to face unless her dad had some sudden change of heart.

“Hey,” I said back, forcing a smile through my sad realization that this was probably the last conversation we would ever have.

“I was wondering if you could give me some pointers on my swing.” She had the most adorable smile, the cutest posture, the way she leaned her body weight onto one leg and tilted her head just slightly.

“I’d love to,” I said, and we turned around and headed for the batting cage across the street.

It was, perhaps, the highlight of my life, standing behind Beth in that cage as balls cannoned towards us, reaching around her and correcting her stance, guiding her through her swing. I got to press myself up against her warm body, I got to smell her sweet perfume. Oh, my darling Beth, how are you so perfect in every way? I got to feel her soft hair cascading down her back, the satin skin of her arms against my own. The sun was beginning to set and I could tell she was getting tired, but I didn’t want it to end. The best part was when she made a solid hit and then she bounced up and down with excitement, her soft bum rubbing against my cock.

I was inebriated with my lust for her. I couldn’t help myself. I had to turn her around and kiss her on the lips. I needed to hold her tightly, explore her body with my hands. She was rigid at first, taken by surprise. I had no idea how she was going to react but it didn’t matter—I just had to do it. After a moment of tense silence, she kissed back, dropping her bat onto the ground and wrapping her arms around me.

With her tongue deep in my mouth, we stumbled back into the chain-link fence, making it shake and rattle. Now her hands were exploring my body, her touch eliciting sweet elation, a warm buzzing through my bones. I had one hand on her soft breast, another on her firm butt cheek. Her hands were everywhere. But before I could come to my senses, she found it—my rock-hard cock, pushing my skirt out. She jumped back as if she’d grabbed a snake. “Wait—What?” she said, leaving her lips parted as if she had more to say but she couldn’t muster the words to say it.

“I can explain,” I said after my own moment of swirling panic. And then, after another moment of silence, I did my best to explain, telling her who I really was and why I did it. I couldn’t tell if she believed me or not. I tried to go back to my old voice—my male voice—but I’d gotten so used to doing the girl voice that I couldn’t do more than a few words without reverting.

Once I finished my attempt at an explanation, she stared at me in total silence. I waited desperately for her response, but it wasn’t coming. “I love you, Beth,” I said, breaking the silence. I did love her, though I don’t know why I said it. It was hardly the most appropriate time to say it, while I was at my highest possible vulnerability point. And the statement only seemed to make her own inner-conundrum even more complicated. Her pupils were dilated and I’m not sure I saw her blink, though it was hard to tell now that the sun had dipped below the horizon and the town was becoming a dark place.

“I love you too,” she finally said, and then she stepped forward, into my arms. After a good hug, we kissed. And after a good kiss, she sunk down, poking under my skirt. All I could see was the bulge of her head pushing my red and white skirt out, but I could feel her every touch as she shimmied my panties down to my knees, as she stroked the length of my cock, as she sunk the tip of my member in through her warm, wet lips. My legs went weak so I grabbed onto the chain-link fence for support. After a moment she poked her head back out with a smile on her face. “You’ve got a big pussy,” she said before biting her lip. She slipped back under the skirt and continued her magic. It was a miracle I didn’t come within seconds, in her mouth. It was a miracle I held on long enough to get into her own panties. I ate out her wet cunt, sinking my tongue in deep, tickling her clit gently between long strokes of her slit. She came on my face, letting out just a little bit of warm juice down my chin.

My heart was beating ferociously. I needed to have her, I needed to be inside of her. After checking to make sure the coast was clear, I bent her over, just like I had months earlier under those bleachers, and I shoved my cock in deep. I revelled in every one of her little moans and squirms. I can’t tell you how many times she came, or whether she just never stopped coming from the moment I penetrated her tight, wet hole. With a pulsing euphoria, I came deep inside of her. Then I realized I’d fucked her tits right out of her top and her skirt was flipped over her back. It was a good thing no one walked by during the act!

And then she turned around and looked me in the eyes, melting my heart and my soul and making me wish her dad had never found us. I hated that I couldn’t see her again—it was just impossible in a small town where everyone knew everyone. Everyone knew and respected her father, and everyone knew what I did. “Why don’t you come over this weekend?” she asked, as if she’d forgotten about what had happened—forgotten her father wanted my head on a bloody platter.

“But Beth…” I said, unable to find the words to remind her.

“I mean as Trisha,” she said with a smirk. And my heart burst into an excited flurry. Not only did I get to continue seeing Beth, but Trisha would live on. I felt like I’d won the lottery. I was getting my cake and eating it, too.

Funny—a week before, I thought I would never get to see her again, and now, in a weird way, I was going to be her secret lesbian lover. The stars were aligned. Life suddenly seemed complete.

THE END


TRYING IT OUT

After a series of dating failures, Randall decides to finally give in and try out online dating, based on his female co-worker’s suggestion. Honestly, he’ll try anything at this point. But unfortunately, he isn’t any more successful online. Meanwhile, his co-worker is practically drowning in messages. Randall begins to wonder if being a woman in the dating world is just easier.

But is it? There’s only one way to know for sure, and Randall can’t help himself. With help from his absent female roommate’s closet, Randall creates Terri, his new online persona.


CHAPTER I

For men, dating is hard. And don’t get me wrong, I’m not saying it’s easy for women either—it’s a whole different set of obstacles. But for men, just finding a date can be like solving a Rubik’s Cube, blindfolded, with one hand tied behind your back. It’s just not the same for women. I know because I’ve tried it out both ways.

First, as a man, you need to find someone you think will compliment your personality—for me, that meant finding someone who was at least somewhat attractive, kind, with a good sense of humour. I wasn’t picky. Given my criteria, there should have been plenty of options.

Then, once you’ve picked someone out, you have to ask them out on a date. This is where things get complicated. In order to ask someone out on a date, you need to build up a hell of a lot of confidence. I can tell you without any hesitation that asking a woman out on a date is the single hardest thing to do. If, by some miracle, you’re able to build up enough courage to confront your chosen lady and ask her out, chances are good she’ll say no. Some say no more nicely than others. Some flat out say, “No way in hell would I go on a date with you.” Occasionally, you’ll find a girl who will reluctantly give you a pity date or two and then she’ll call it quits when you try to make a move.

Or maybe it was just me. Maybe I was the problem. Walking home from work every evening, I couldn’t help but notice the seemingly endless stream of couples walking hand in hand, kissing on the street corners, smiling and laughing as if they were having the greatest time of their lives. It was like I was missing something—like I had some horrendous deformation that I was totally unaware of.

I had been told before that I was “too paranoid about everything,” and that wasn’t exactly a false accusation. I made my entire career off of my acute paranoia (I worked in insurance, risk management to be specific). One time, a girl asked me to take her to a nightclub, and I said no because nightclub safety is poorly regulated. Did you know that nightclub fires notoriously kill hundreds of people every year? Suffice to say, I never heard from her again.

My luck wasn’t totally terribly while I was living with Sandra, my roommate of many years. Sandra would give me tips and advice, she helped me pick out clothes, and she would even feed me some good ice-breakers. But one day, Sandra booked a plane ticket to visit India, and she never ended up coming back. Last I heard, she ended up living at a Buddhist monastery. She never even sent for any of her furniture, her clothes, nothing. I’d lost my wingman. Without Sandra around, dating became much harder.

And it only got worse with age. By the time I was thirty years old, even the pity dates had come to an abrupt halt. “Sorry, I’m already in a relationship,” was the phrase I heard over and over and over again. All of my old high school classmates were married with kids, and I was still just some desperate shmuck wandering the streets, looking for love in apparently all of the wrong places.

I tried the bar thing for a while, and I got a few drunken hook-ups out of it, but nothing substantial. Nothing ever materialized into the slightest semblance of a relationship. I almost appreciated the girls who were more blunt, who didn’t tiptoe around the elephant in the room. “You’re just not tall enough for me,” one girl told me after our first date, as I was going in for the kiss. Ouch. At least if she’d said I wasn’t fit enough, or she didn’t like the clothes I wore, or my haircut, I could fix the issue. But my height? I couldn’t grow any taller—I was stuck being a short, thin guy.

“Why don’t you try online dating?” a female co-worker of mine eventually asked, after I showed up to the staff Christmas party dateless—I was the only person at the entire party without a date. How sad is that?

I hated the idea of online dating. There was just something so desperate about it, so awkward, creating a profile for anyone to see, in which you are essentially admitting you’ve failed at the dating game. But I had failed at the dating game, and I was starting to feel like a desperate loser. So I finally caved and figured, why not give it a shot?

That night I went home and created myself a profile. It took me far too long to figure out how to get things set up (I was a technological failure as well), but after some trial and error, my page was up and running. I had my best picture set as my profile image, and I was ready to see what kind of crowd I would pull. According to the website, thirty-thousand people were currently online, many of which were within just a few kilometres of me. How could I fail?

I woke up the next morning to zero messages. And then the morning after that, another zero messages onto the pile. After a week, I’d gotten one message from a spam profile trying to sell erectile dysfunction medicine. It was another failure for the books.

“You can’t just wait for people to message you. You need to be the one to reach out and get the conversations started,” a friend, who had met his wife on the same website, told me. I took his advice and fired off a few messages to a few different women. None of them messaged back, so I went back to my friend and said, “Okay, what am I doing wrong now?” I showed him the messages and I showed him my profile and he was silent for a minute, pressing his lips thin as if he knew the problem but just didn’t want to tell me. “Tell me,” I said, and he continued to hesitate.

“You might consider taking your height and your weight off of your profile,” he said awkwardly. It turns out, the online world isn’t much different than the real world. The players are just as shallow. Even online, no one wants to get involved with a short, thin guy. Everyone wants the macho man, everyone wants the superhero-lookalike.

Worst of all, I wasn’t even that short. I was 5’6”. It wasn’t like I was a midget or anything. I was just as tall as the average woman. “Women like to wear heels, but they don’t want to be taller than their man,” my friend told me, biting his lip and keeping his distance from me in case I snapped into a fit of rage. So I took my height and my weight off of my profile, but that was only a slight boost in my online success.

Now I was getting some conversations going, which always ended with, “So how tall are you?” Why do women care so much about height? What difference does it make? Do they all have giant cupboards where they can’t reach anything and they need a guy around who can? That’s what a stepping-stool is for, ladies.

I was at work one afternoon when I noticed a familiar sight on my female co-worker’s computer screen: the very same dating website I was registered on. I got up to get a fresh coffee and made a point of walking past her cubicle. On the top of her screen was a little red envelope icon with the number ‘62’ next to it. Sixty-two new messages? Holy hell. She wasn’t even the prettiest girl in the office (no offence to her or anything). Minutes later, as I was coming back with my fresh coffee, walking past her cubicle again, that number had gone up to ‘68’. She’d gotten six new messages in the time it took me to walk to the staff room, pour a coffee, and walk back.

When I got home from work, I ended up finding her profile after a couple hours of searching. I wanted to compare her profile to mine, to see if she was doing anything special that might get her some more attention. But there was nothing special about her profile. As far as I could tell, she was only getting more profile views because of the fact she was a woman. I couldn’t believe it—literally, I couldn’t believe it. I figured there was something I was missing. Simply having tits and a vagina couldn’t possibly be enough to get dozens of messages from men every single day. Surely I was missing something. But how could I ever know for sure?

There was one way I could think of: by making a fake female profile and seeing for myself.

I found a picture on the internet of a nice-looking—but not too nice-looking—woman. I made her about my height, about my weight, and gave her the same interests as me. I figured my fictional girl should be on about the same playing field as myself.

But as I went to submit the profile, a little window popped up: “By pressing submit, as required by the terms and conditions, you are confirming that you are in fact the person featured in your photo. Impersonating someone else is a federal offence.” My paranoia kicked in and I found myself in a panic.

What if whoever owned the photo I was submitting found my profile? All they would have to do is run an image search of their own photo and my profile would pop up. It was too risky, I couldn’t go through with it. I pressed ‘cancel’ and it brought me back to the ‘edit profile’ page, with a message at the top: “This page is not currently public.” I stared at the screen for a few minutes, trying to think of what I could do.

There was still a way to make the profile within the legal guidelines of the site. I still had all of Sandra’s old clothes, her old makeup, and even her old hair extensions, all stored away in her old bedroom. Sandra and I were pretty much the same size. My heart started racing as I stepped into her room. I hesitated for a moment, trying to remember what the hell I was doing. Why was I about to dig through Sandra’s old clothes? Why was I about to put on her makeup? Why was I going to go and shave my legs? Had I lost my mind?

That red envelope with the number ‘68’ next to it popped into my mind. I was being driven by an overwhelming curiosity—was it really so simple or was I really missing something so plain and obvious? I had to know. I couldn’t go on with my life with the thought that there might be something wrong with me as a person. At least if I knew the only problem with my online profile was that I was a man, I could accept the fact and move on. But what if it was something else? I would never know unless I went ahead with my ridiculous new plan.

I found a little black dress among Sandra’s old clothes that felt nice to the touch and looked as though it would cover up my non-existent cleavage. It came down all the way to my knees and wasn’t too revealing. I didn’t want to come across as an easy lay and ruin my experiment with an influx of messages from horny men.

The little black dress fit perfectly, though it looked totally silly with no bust. I put on one of Sandra’s padded bras, but the tightness of the dress just squished it down and it looked even sillier. So I spent the next little while getting the stuffing just right, using handfuls of toilet paper, constantly tweaking and nudging until it looked like I had a nice pair of tits. I shuddered when I looked in the mirror. My five-o’clock shadow was coming in, and my hairy arms didn’t help much either. I looked like a second-rate drag queen.

I was starting to feel awfully stupid about the whole experiment, tempted to shove the clothes back into the closet and pretend like I never ventured into Sandra’s old room. But something inside of me was determined to make the experiment work. So I found myself in the bathroom with a razor and a lot of shaving cream. After an hour of that, I started with Sandra’s makeup kit. There were so many little tubes and pencils and things I’d never seen before. It took a good deal of experimenting before I got the look right.

Finally, it was around midnight when I took a few steps back and looked at my whole self in the mirror. I didn’t look bad, though with my short hair I looked kind of like a lesbian. I was most impressed with my body, how feminine it really did look in that dress. When I stood profile and propped myself up onto my toes, my butt popped out like it belonged in a Playboy Magazine spread. It was no wonder women were always criticizing my body—it was better than most of theirs!

It took a bit of practising to get the poses right. That was one thing I took for granted: to look good as a lady, you really need to be mindful of your posture. If you’re even a bit tense in your shoulders, you look boxy. If you let your body slouch even just a little bit, you look frumpy. Makeup looks great when you’re smiling, but when you let your face rest, or if you frown, you suddenly look like a sad clown. High heels really help with the posture, forcing you to stand up straight and keep your butt out nicely, but damn, are they uncomfortably. I didn’t envy my co-workers who wore heels every single day to work.

I’d gotten so carried away admiring my physique in the mirror, that I’d forgotten the whole reason I was dressing up like a lady in the first place: my online profile. It was the dinging of my e-mail (unfortunately just annoying spam) that reminded me to get back to business. I took my phone and snapped a few selfies. Some were more flattering than others. It took me a few minutes to upload them to my profile, and then I found myself faced with that familiar message: “By pressing submit, as required by the terms and conditions, you are confirming that you are in fact the person featured in your photo. Impersonating someone else is a federal offence.”

This time, there was nothing to worry about, but my heart was still racing. I was about to upload photos of myself in drag to the internet, for the whole world to see. What if, somehow, someone recognized me? I looked again at my selection of pictures. There was no way anyone would recognize me. I hardly recognized myself. After taking a few deep breaths, I submitted the profile. ‘Terri’ was officially live and open for business.


CHAPTER II

Within minutes, the messages were pouring in. I’d never received so many compliments in my entire life. I had to wonder how many were genuine and how many were just template messages guys sent to girls to increase their odds of landing dates. Most shocking of all, it was nearly two in the morning. What were all these guys doing up on a weekday, messaging ladies online? Didn’t they have jobs they needed to be up for in the morning?

I messaged a few of them back with a simple “thank you”, and within minutes, there would be another slew of messages in my inbox. “You really are very beautiful. I meant it.” I could just imagine the messages I’d been sending women getting lost in the avalanche of messages girls got. I started to wonder if ladies even saw my profile or if I’d just been lost in a sea of guys’ profiles.

The next day at work, when there was no one lingering over my shoulder and the office was quiet, I found myself logging into my secret little profile and checking some of the many messages I’d received. Some of the guys messaging me looked like male models. Some had topless photos showing off their rippling muscles. I even had messages from guys who claimed to be big shot CEOs of major companies.

“Hey Randall,” someone said behind me and I clicked away from my profile window as quickly as humanly possible. I turned around. My boss, Brent, was walking towards me with a file in his hand. “Good job with the Patterson file. I’ve got to say, it’s nice to finally clear this one from my desk.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Janice staring at Brent. All of the women in the office swooned over Brent. Unlike me, he was tall and he had thick muscles and a chiselled jawline and a handsome smile. Him being around didn’t help my case at all. There’s nothing like standing next to a big hunk to be reminded of how petite you are. “Keep up the good work,” he said, and then he continued across the office floor. I watched as all the women in the office leaned back into their chairs to watch him walking from behind.

After my heart calmed down and the coast was once again clear, I returned to my dating profile. It was amazing what people were saying about me, calling me beautiful, sexy, telling me I sounded like an incredibly interesting, fun person. I’d nearly forgotten that I’d used pictures of myself in drag. People were actually saying these things about me, not about some random girl’s picture that I’d lifted off the internet, but about me.

And then, as I scrolled through my many messages, I saw a familiar face: Brent’s. I clicked on the profile in a snap, determined to prove myself wrong, to prove that it wasn’t Brent but a fellow that just so happened to look a lot like Brent. But it was Brent. Brent had sent me a flirtation online. “Hey, beautiful. I have to say that you look absolutely stunning in your profile picture. Cheers! Brent.”

I’d never seen Brent with his shirt off until that day. He was topless in his profile picture, and by the looks of it, he never missed a day at the gym. He looked like a goddamned movie star. What was he doing working in insurance? It was almost a shame that he had to wear clothes to work every day.

I could see Brent approaching my desk out of the corner of my eye, so I closed the dating site. He smiled and nodded at me and then continued on his way to his office.

Now, I wasn’t so sure what my experiment had proved. I set out to prove that women get more attention online than men, and I might have accomplished that goal, but I also might have proven that I make a more sought-after woman than I did a man. Never in my life had I received a fraction of the validity I’d received in less than twenty-four hours on the internet. Was it just horny men mass messaging every woman online, or was there something truly special about my female persona?

There was only really one way to know for sure—by bringing my female persona out into the real world.

The mere thought of even stepping out into my apartment hallway made my heart rate accelerate drastically, never mind out into the real world, never mind opening my mouth and speaking with someone. And at this point, what difference did it make? Even if the compliments were all genuine and I truly did make for a fantastic woman, I was still a man and I always would be a man. Unless, of course, I took on the persona full-time.

A cold shiver ran up my spine and I pushed the thought out of my head. This little experiment of mine had already gone too far, and now I was considering taking it exponentially further. While I didn’t like constantly failing with relationships, I liked being a man. I liked having a penis and I enjoyed having sex with women. I didn’t want to give those things up just because it was more convenient. Though, it would have been much, much more convenient.

But my curious little persona didn’t seem to care about what I thought or how I felt. When I got home, I couldn’t help but find myself back in Sandra’s room, digging through her clothes, wondering how I would look in different outfits, what kind of compliments I could generate. My only profile picture was a crappy cell-phone selfie. I had a nice camera and a tripod in my closet somewhere. I figured, why not see just how far I could go with my persona—just online, of course. After all, my male dating account (which was still getting no hits) had much nicer photos than a collection fuzzy selfies. If I was to really compare the success of the two accounts, I figured that I might as well do it properly. Or maybe I was just justifying a hidden desire to put on more of Sandra’s clothes?

Sandra had this oversized white sweater that I’d always really liked, and it looked really cute with this short purple skirt of hers. I found a pair of knee-high white socks, and then I found myself once again in front of the mirror, doing my makeup, styling my hair. This time, I let my hair roll down my shoulders in loose waves. And then, once again, I found myself in utter disbelief of what I was capable of looking like. I didn’t just look good. I looked fantastic. I looked sexy. I took the photos and uploaded them to my page.

And sure enough, the compliments started to roll in. Each and every one of them made me question everything, made me consider that crazy idea of taking my persona out into the world.

One of the messages I read said, “Hey, what are you up to tonight? Want to grab a drink?” The man who sent the message was handsome, tall, with a trimmed beard. He was the kind of guy I imagined the girls were passing me up for.

With a recording app on my phone, I recorded a few sentences, trying out different inflections with my voice. After a little bit of practice (and a few YouTube tutorial videos) I didn’t sound half-bad. I started chatting with the handsome fellow. “Seriously, come meet me at Anthony’s on 4th,” he said. Anthony’s was a bar, just a couple of blocks from my apartment. My fingers were trembling as I typed back. “Sure—I’ll be there in an hour.” I couldn’t believe myself when I actually pressed ‘send’.

What was I doing? Had I officially lost my mind?

The way I was justifying it: maybe I could learn something about this whole dating game. I could try and figure out what I was doing wrong as a man. I could see what the pros were doing right. I looked my date up on Facebook. He had some topless photos which I had to take a closer look at, to make sure they weren’t shopped. He looked like the Hulk with his shirt off. All of his photos had nearly a hundred likes, all from pretty girls. All of those girls wished they could be going on a date with him—but instead, I was the one going on a date with him.


CHAPTER III

I could hardly breathe as I walked into the bar and scanned around for my date. Every ounce and my body was begging for me to turn around and go home before it was too late, but there was some strange force making me go through with it.

My heart stopped momentarily when my eyes met with my date’s. He was sitting at the bar, waving me over with a big, handsome smile. It was officially too late. I was locked in. After a moment of reluctance, I went to him, stepped slowly through the bar, listening to my own heart pounding like a bass drum.

“You must be Terri,” he said, standing up and taking my hand. “Howard.” Howard looked to be a few years older than his profile picture, but not in a bad way. Either that or he edited the few grey hairs he had out from his photos, and cleaned up some of the lines around his eyes. It was almost a shame, really, because those grey hairs and those lines around his eyes actually made him look more distinguished and sexy in a George Clooney kind of way. “Have a seat,” he said, motioning towards a seat.

He bought me a drink and made it into a double without even asking me. I didn’t mind. I needed something to take the edge off after all. The first drink didn’t do the trick, but the second drink he ordered me did. “Thirsty?” he asked after watching me take back another two shots of vodka.

I half-expected Howard to be the kind of guy who did nothing but talk about himself and his gym routine and his bros and how great his life was. Surprisingly, he was more interested in me. He asked about my job, my hobbies, my family, and he seemed genuinely interested in all of my answers. He was charming, laughing at all of my crappy jokes, ordering me drinks and making sure I was drinking enough water between each one (seeing as I would have been totally wasted otherwise). He even ordered me a coffee when I was getting noticeably drunk. Though it didn’t do much to kill my buzz.

Every time the bartender placed a drink down in front of me, I was worried it would be the one to blow my cover, it would be the one that makes me slip out from my feminine voice. But amazingly, it had the opposite effect. The more booze I consumed, the more my feminine persona became me. Terri’s voice was becoming second-nature, becoming my voice. Little mannerisms were starting to seep out of me, small hand gestures, cute little giggles. I was becoming more of a woman than I’d set out to become.

Howard did his best to remain a gentleman and keep me on my feet, but even he wasn’t immune to the effects of the alcohol. Eventually, after a good half-dozen drinks, he had his hands all over my body. It wasn’t his fault. From what I can remember of the drunken blur, I incited it for the most part. He got up to go and use the bathroom, and I said, “I think I need to use the washroom myself.” We walked together towards the bathrooms, and once we were in the hallway, he spun me around and kissed me. Completely expecting the move, I kissed back.

One thing led to another and we ended up in the ladies room with the door locked behind us. He got me sitting up on the bathroom sink and he reached up my skirt to start shimmying down my panties. In my drunken stupidity, I didn’t stop him. It wasn’t until his face was white and he was frozen that I realized why this was all a very, very bad idea. “I—I’m sorry,” I managed to say. There was a lump the size of my fist in my throat and suddenly, I didn’t feel drunk anymore. At least if I had been blackout drunk, I wouldn’t have remembered the humiliating incident.

“That—that’s a cock,” he said.

“I should have told you,” I said.

He looked up at me with a perplexed look on his face—a look that said, I don’t understand—you’re too pretty to be a man. He looked back at my cock, which I’d now covered up with my skirt. “You’re a man?” he said.

I wanted to say yes, but there was something stopping me. In a weird way, in that moment, I didn’t believe it. I didn’t actually believe that I was a man. From the moment I left my apartment, I was a woman. I felt like a woman. My thoughts had all been feminine. But biologically, I was a man. Maybe the booze was making my state of panic into a state of confusion. Or maybe I really had started to believe I may have been a woman trapped in a man’s body, as cliché as that sounds. So instead of responding, I just looked away, totally humiliated, half expecting him to beat my ass up before leaving the bathroom in a rage.

But he didn’t beat me up. Instead, after a painfully long, silent moment, he took my skirt and flipped it up. He took my cock in his hand and he started to stroke it. When his fingers first wrapped around my girth, I was almost expecting him to do something violent, like rip it off my body or crush it in his fist, but he was being gentle. I looked down. He was staring at my cock with a certain curiosity. “Don’t you dare tell anyone about this,” he said without looking up at me.

Of course I wouldn’t tell anyone. Who would I tell and for what reason? I was just happy he was letting me live. He leaned forward and sunk my cock into his mouth. It wasn’t exactly the most competent blowjob I’d ever gotten. It was almost definitely his first time. But still, it felt nice—his warm, wet tongue wrapping around my manhood as it sunk down his throat. It was strange though, looking down and seeing a man where I’d only ever seen a woman before (and even more strange seeing a skirt flipped up onto my belly).

“I’m going to come,” I warned him as I could feel the warm swelling of cum getting ready to burst. “Howard,” I said as he continued to suck my cock with an increasing intensity. I sunk my fingers into his hair and tried to hold back.

But holding back was hopeless. I ended up coming deep in his throat. He gagged but impressively, he didn’t pull back. He took the whole load and then swallowed on top of it. He helped me down from the sink, he rinsed out his mouth, and we started towards the locked door. I thought it was all over, but I was wrong. As I reached for the lock, he bent me over without warning. I had to plant the palms of my hands against the door so I wouldn’t fall over. I knew immediately what was coming next.

I wanted to stop him, to tell him I didn’t want his cock in my ass. I’d never been fucked in the ass and I really wasn’t sure I ever wanted that. But I was conflicted. He’d just given me a blowjob and he wasn’t killing me for lying about my real gender. In a way, I felt like I owed him. He pulled my panties down again. When I looked back, he already had his cock out, rock-hard, in his hand. He marched it forward and snuggled it in between my soft butt cheeks. He was taking deep breaths, and I probably was too at that point, trying to calm my nerves.

It hurt when he pressed in, but again, I didn’t want to make a stink after what he’d already done for me. I let him fuck me in the ass. And I think he used the opportunity to get a bit of his rage out—rage from my gender deception. I’ll admit that it probably doesn’t feel great getting tricked into buying half a dozen drinks for a man in a skirt. He probably felt rather foolish.

Instead of starting out slowly and building up speed and intensity, he went straight into full-penetration, swift thrusts, jamming his whole fat cock deep into my body, slamming his pelvis against my butt with each entry. It took a good ten deep penetrations before the pain started to go away, and another ten or so before it actually started to feel kind of nice. I’d always heard that the male version of the clit is somewhere in the ass. I couldn’t tell you where in the ass, but maybe Howard could, because he found it.

All of a sudden, I found myself trembling at the knees, overwhelmed by a powerful euphoria swirling through my body. Had he not held me up with his hands ,tightly grasping my sides, I might have fallen onto the floor in a full-blown convulsion. “You’re fucking asshole is so tight,” he said with a grunt. “I’m going to fucking come in your ass, baby.”

“Come in my ass,” I heard myself say back. “Please come in my ass.”

Somehow, his thrusts became harder and harder. The pain started to come back but it was totally overwhelmed by the intense euphoria that was now in complete control of my body. I ended up screaming out loud, biting down on my tongue, scratching my nails against the bathroom door. He came deep in my asshole—a strange sensation, I have to say. It was suddenly very warm and very full and… yeah, that’s what it feels like. But somehow, it feels really incredible, like you don’t want it to end, like you want more guys to shove their dicks in your ass and come and fill you up until you explode.

I never heard from Howard again after that night, but I’ve never forgotten that moment, despite the haze of drunken uncertainty.


CHAPTER IV

My persona had spiralled out of my control. I ended up cancelling my weekend plans to go out camping with some friends, and instead, I hit up the malls, in full female-guise. I wanted to own clothes of my own and makeup of my own. My entire life, I’d hated the mere idea of shopping. As a woman, it was one of the most fun things I’d ever done. A mall is like a playground for women. Everything there is for you. As a man, there’s next to nothing—a single shoe rack at the very back of the store. I even met a couple of friends on my shopping excursion.

On Saturday night we went out to the clubs together, my new friends and I. I had a few drinks and ended up on the dance floor, grinding my ass against some sexy hunk. I got him so hard, I could feel his warm, pulsing erection pushing against my butt. He begged me to stick around, but later in the night, we moved onto a new club and I got to do it all over again.

Just like the shopping malls, I’d always hated clubs. I’d always found them to be too loud and too crowded with horny dudes, but as a woman, it was a wonderland of compliments and free drinks and it didn’t matter how stupid you looked when you danced, everyone thought you were as sexy as hell. As a man, you can look very stupid dancing, and it’s not a good thing.

It was Sunday afternoon that I started to worry about myself and just how carried away I was getting. I found myself on a surgeon’s website, looking into the cost of gender reassignment surgery. On the site was a warning: “Are you absolutely sure you want to undergo male-to-female gender reassignment surgery? It is not a reversible operation, and statistics show that 40% of people who undergo the surgery regret doing so later in life.” It was a wakeup call, a reminder that I’d only been a women for a few days. It’s like a guy picking up a basketball for the first time one day and then deciding he’s going to play in the NBA the next—ludicrous. I clicked away from the site.

But I couldn’t just go back to being man—how could I? Now that I knew how fun life could be, how convenient it could be, how good it felt to be complimented constantly, I couldn’t just go back to my boring old life as Randall. The more I thought about my little conundrum, the more it was starting to seem like it was time to pack things in—return the clothes I’d bought, delete the online profile, finally get around to throwing all of Sandra’s old stuff out, and pretend like none of it ever happened—go on with my life, my real life.

Terri was like a drug. At first you tell yourself you can stop anytime, but the more and more you do it, the more dependent you become, the more you lose touch with reality. The drug becomes your reality. Terri was quickly becoming my reality. I logged back onto my dating profile with the intention of deleting it, wiping it off the face of the internet. But, like a drug addict, I couldn’t help myself, I had to read the new barrage of messages, all charming compliments from handsome men. Was I really going to leave this high-life behind?

Then I noticed that face again: Brent’s face. He’d sent me another message. “I apologize for being so persistent, but I can hardly help myself. You really are very beautiful and I would love the chance to get to know you,” his message read. I agreed to meet up with him, that night, at a lounge in a ritzy hotel.

There was no longer any sense in what I was doing. The experimentation was now gone. I wasn’t setting out to learn anything about myself or about dating or about other men. Now I was just acting on alien impulses, some foreign entity or spirit inside of my body, as if I’d been possessed by the ghost of a woman. Maybe it was something that had always been dormant inside of me.

My heart was pounding the moment the lounge came into sight, despite the fact my feminine persona had become second-nature, despite the fact I knew I was unrecognizable as Terri. Brent was already sitting at a small table in the back corner when I entered. He didn’t look up at me or wave me over but I could tell he knew I was there. He was letting me make the first move. He was playing it cool. After a deep breath, I made my approach. “Brent?” I said and he looked up slowly with a cool smile on his face.

“Terri, I’m so glad you came,” he said, standing up. He took my hand and gave it a gentle kiss. It was a strangely charming, strangely hypnotic move. I took a seat across from him and then we sat in silence as he took a long sip from his brandy. It wasn’t the Brent I knew. It was a whole different side of him, cool, collected, sexy. When the server came by, he ordered me a drink without asking me what I wanted—a dirty vodka martini, “and make it a double,” he said with an aura of confidence.

After a few drinks, he said, “I have a room upstairs, if you’d like to continue talking somewhere a bit more private.” He didn’t hesitate even a little bit in his offer to take me to his room, and it was completely obvious what he was getting at. He didn’t bother waiting until I was drunk or until I was completely comfortable. Because, to be honest, I wasn’t completely comfortable. Something about the whole encounter seemed off. Maybe it was the way he was acting—differently than normal. Or maybe it was just because I knew the way he normally was: outgoing and funny.

I took him up on his offer to go up to his room, but I knew I was going to have to find a way out of the sex that was eminent, that he clearly wanted. If he found out I had a cock and that my tits weren’t real, I was doomed. From there, it was only another small step to realize my real identity, and I’d be out of a job, out of a career.

His room was on the top floor, the penthouse suite. Windows encircled the entire open space, and the bed was right in the centre. “Make yourself comfortable,” he said as he went to the phone to order up a bottle of wine. He walked over to the window and looked out silently as he waited for the bottle to find its way up to our room. Feeling uncomfortable with the whole thing, I remained totally silent, sitting still on the couch, thinking of an out, trying to figure out why I’d come in the first place. After the bottle came and the room service fellow left, Brent turned to me. “What would you say if I told you I knew who you really were?”

I swear my heart stopped beating and I became faint. He knew who I was? Was this all just a big set up? Was this some weird way of outing me? “Huh?” I managed to say before the lump in my throat became too overwhelming.

“Your name isn’t Terri and you aren’t a woman. You’re name is Randall and you work for me in the risk management department.” He stared at me with a blank face, waiting for me to respond as if such a thing was possible. I was on the brink of passing out, my head swirling with anxiety. I watched him through hazy eyes as he walked over to the door and turned the deadbolt. What was he going to do? Was he going to murder me?

“You’ve got two options: One, I tell everyone about your little game and I make sure you lose your job and I make sure no one ever hires you again.” He stared at me blankly and let the first option sink in for a moment before getting to the second. “Or two, you do whatever I tell you, you let me do whatever I want to you in this room, and you tell no one ever about this.”

The choice was easy. He wasn’t really giving me a choice at all—more like blackmailing me. But what did he want? Did he want to torture me?

“Okay,” I managed to say.

“Okay what?”

“Okay, I’ll do it. I’ll do the second option.” My hands were shaking and my knees were trembling.

“Okay good,” he said. “Then come suck my cock.”

My heart could not have been beating any faster. It took me a moment to realize he wasn’t fucking around. Why did he want me to suck his cock if he knew I was really a man? Was he actually gay? Was this some sort of weird way to live out his homosexual fantasies? He started to undo his belt. What choice did I have?

I walked up, dropped to my knees, and with shaking hands, I pulled down his pants. His cock was enormous with thick veins running through it, throbbing, growing long and wide. I took it gently in my hand. It was heavy, quickly becoming heavier. I lifted it up and hesitated, taking a deep breath, before sinking it into my mouth. I could hear him letting out a deep sigh of relief.

I sucked him off until he was as solid as a steel beam, his cock nearly a full foot long. I didn’t know cocks could be so big, so thick. If he was hoping to stick that giant rod in my asshole, it wasn’t going to happen. Even my lips were being stretched out by his impressive girth. I practically had to unhinge my jaw just to accommodate his bulbous, throbbing tip. It couldn’t possibly fit. He let me suck him off for a little while longer before pushing my head back. “You see that bag over there?” he said, pointing to a green duffle bag. “Go and open it.”

I did as commanded, as per the deal. In the bag was a number of dildos, ranging in different sizes. “You see the black one?” he asked, and I did—though I wish I didn’t. It was enormous—bigger than real life, even bigger than his own massive cock. It had a suction-cup on the back end of it. I picked it up. It was heavy and solid. “Stick it onto the ground, over here. And grab that bottle of lube, too.” 

I knew what was coming and my mind was screaming at me to tell him no, to turn around and say ‘go ahead and fire me,’ but I didn’t. I couldn’t even imagine having everyone find out about my little feminine secret. Not only would my career be ruined, but my whole life would be ruined. I had co-workers who knew members of my family. I couldn’t possibly risk letting news that I dressed like and pretended to be a woman reach my family. So I fastened the giant dildo onto the ground. “Pour the lube on it,” he said, so I did. I poured on a lot—I was going to need it. “Now mount it, you slut.”

A wave of nausea came over me. I nearly fell to the ground, dizzy and lightheaded. He wasn’t in the mood to be patient. He walked over to me, reached up my skirt and yanked down my panties. “On the dildo. Now.” I sunk down onto my knees and lined the massive thing up with my tight little asshole. I took one last look at it and took a deep breath. It just wasn’t possible. “Now,” he said again, so I started to push my butt down. I bit down on my tongue. It wasn’t going in, as expected. It was a lost cause. No human could fit such a thing in their ass.

But he was determined to see it happen. He sunk down, grabbed the giant rubber cock in one hand and put his other hand on my lap. He started to push me down. As far as he was concerned, it was going to happen, one way or the other. “Relax,” he demanded, and I did my best, but it turns out relaxing is hard when someone is trying to push a monster-sized dildo into your backdoor.

And sure enough, after a good deal of pushing, it penetrated and started to sink in deep, stretching me wide. “Fuck!” I screamed out loud, biting down on my tongue, shutting my eyes tight. I became paralyzed. It wasn’t enough for him. He kept pushing me down further and further until my body physically couldn’t take any more. Then, he started to lift me up and down. It was no wonder his arms were so big and muscular if he was doing this kind of workout all the time. He didn’t care that my legs were trembling or that I was wincing, on the verge of tears. “Take it,” he started to say over and over. “You’re a dirty slut.”

Just like my time with Howard, after a while, the pain went away and was replaced by a curious euphoric sensation. Maybe I’d just gone numb—some sort of bodily defence mechanism. It was still mind-blowing that the humongous rubber cock fit into my asshole.

Once he got me into a rhythm, he stepped back. He dropped his pants to the ground. His cock was still as hard as a steel beam. “That’s right. Just like that,” he said, watching me bounce on the big dildo. He began to stroke his big cock. A moment later, he was down on the ground, his head between my thighs, lips around my cock. And sure enough, he was getting me hard. Unlike Howard, Brent sucked like a pro, like he’d sucked many cocks before mine. He knew how to do amazing things with his tongue that made pleasure blast through my body.

“Don’t stop,” he told me. I could feel the giant dildo pushing up against my sternum, practically choking me.

Next thing I knew, he was on my lap, my cock in his hand, lining it up with his asshole. He was getting ready for a ride, bareback, his own giant cock pushing up against my chest. He sunk down with a long, slow, smooth motion, taking the entirety of my dick in a single move. Then he put his hands on my shoulders and let me fuck him while I fucked the giant dildo. “Jerk me off, slut,” he said, looking into my eyes with an intimidating intensity. I managed to grab his cock despite the intense trembling of my hand. “Shit,” he said as he let his head fall back. His eyes closed and his lips parted.

Riding a giant dildo is a strange feeling. Riding a giant dildo while your boss rides you is an even stranger feeling. “I’m going to come,” I said, my voice shaken.

“Come in me,” he said, so I did. I came deep in his muscular ass, squeezing his cock tight in my hand as I did. His nails dug into my shoulder and then I felt a blast of warmth hit my chin—he was coming, too, all over me, a giant, sticky load.

When I stood up from the huge dildo, I felt suddenly empty, like a giant part of me was missing. It’s funny how quickly your body can get used to something—even something as insane as a foot-long rubber dildo.

I’d never seen Brent smile the way he did as he fell back, cum dribbling out from his asshole. It was, quite possibly, the greatest moment of his life. And I have to say, it was up there for me, too. I really didn’t expect to end up in such a state of intense pleasure, unlike anything I’d ever felt. Who knew a giant rubber cock could feel so great? Who knew it felt so incredible to have your cock hugged tightly by a powerful man’s muscular butt cheeks.

“I’m firing you, Randall,” he said, and my heart sunk down into my gut. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He was firing me? Even though I’d done everything he said? “And Terri will start work on Monday.”

A smirked swept across his face, and then one swept across my face. He was giving me my ticket—the answer to my whole conundrum. I was free to be a woman, free to start bringing Terri into my real life.

THE END


RAISING THE STAKES

Tim is a world-famous poker player. Having just won the biggest poker tournament in the world, there’s nothing left for Tim to achieve in his career. That is until he gets an invite from a former world-champion, to a secret, high-stakes game in the basement of a Las Vegas casino—with a prize of 150 million dollars. How can Tim say no?

But when Tim’s lucky-streak comes to an end and he runs out of money, his host makes him an offer: he’ll buy Tim back in if Tim agrees to play the rest of the game as a woman. And with every future buy-in, there’s another catch.


CHAPTER I

I couldn’t figure out why they kept insisting I take my money and leave. “It’s not too late to duck out while you’re ahead, Tim,” Roger Berg said to me as I neatly stacked the big pile of chips I’d just won. I laughed. Duck out while I’m ahead? Sounds like a guy who didn’t want me to take any more of his money. He wasn’t looking out for my best interests, he was looking out for his own—and so were his two multi-millionaire friends at the table, Matt Fergusson, and Liam Stole.

It was me against three of the richest people in the city, maybe even some of the richest people in whole country. Roger was the only one who made his fortune playing cards in some of the biggest poker tournaments in the world. The other two guys were just buddies of his, poker hobbyists, easy money as far as I was concerned. Not to mention, it had been years since I’d seen Roger’s name floating around any of the big tournament circuits. It had been a hell of a long time since he’d been a big name in the poker world.

Not like me—I was at the top of my game. I’d just won the biggest tournament in poker, the World Series of Poker’s Main Event, to the tune of sixty-one million dollars. Not bad, huh? It was the biggest pay-out in poker history. I was ready to pack it in, on top of the world. I didn’t think I could get much higher. I had just over a hundred-million to my name.

I thought I’d achieved it all, until I got that knock at my hotel room, and that little red envelope slipped under the door. It was an invitation to a private game with higher stakes than any tournament I’d ever played in before: a pot of one-hundred and fifty million dollars, with buy-ins. It was the buy-ins that piqued my interest, especially once I found out I was going to be playing a couple of hobbyists with insanely deep pockets.

Though I didn’t expect the game to be quite so private. It was in the basement of the casino, behind a series of locked doors, guarded by armed guards. “No cameras?” I asked as I was led into the room. They all laughed at the question, as if it was the stupidest thing they’d ever heard. It had been years since I’d played in an un-televised game.

“You read the whole invite, right?” Matt asked me. He had a pair of dark sunglasses on and a black baseball cap with no logos on it. I’d skimmed the invite. It was a rather vague thing that said “anything goes” a few times, as well as “creative buy-ins considered”. All that meant was, if you lost all your money, you could use your brand new Ferrari to buy back into the game. Back when I was starting out, we used to use “creative buy-ins considered” as an excuse to get girls to take their clothes off. It was surprising to see it on an invite to a game populated by borderline billionaires, with such high-stakes. How much money were they looking to spend, exactly?

The game room was stark. No art on the cracked cement walls—nothing but an air vent that produced an inconsistent humming noise, and a big, dirty mirror on the wall to my left (too far for anyone to use to their advantage).

It had been a long time since I’d played in a private game. I’d forgotten that private games generally attracted the hardcore gamblers. Sure, your average poker player was somewhat of a gambling addict, but the private game types were the real deal—the kinds of guys who would trade their wives for another buy-in, a ghost of a chance at the big pot. Matt and Liam definitely fit that bill. Roger seemed to keep his cool, but I could tell the game was slowly getting to him, too. Let’s be real: one-hundred and fifty million would get to anyone.

I won three of the first five hands, folding after the draw on the other two. In just twenty minutes, I was up fifteen million and in a serious power position.

Luck was on my side. My next hand was a pair of aces. I peeked over my cards to try to get a read on Liam and Matt. I knew I wasn’t going to get a read off of Roger, and in trying I might just psyche myself out. Liam and Matt, on the other hand, were expressive (whether or not they knew it). I was quickly learning that Matt would bite his bottom lip gently every time he had a good hand (a lot of players did this to hide the inevitable smirk from their faces). Now, he was biting the corner of his lip, which made me think he had a mediocre hand and he was trying to decide whether to call the blind and bluff, or fold.

He called. Liam folded. I raised, and then Matt called again. The flop came down with another ace. I was holding three-of-a-kind. I caught Matt smirking briefly before he bit his lip again, which made me think he was holding the fourth ace. I checked and he raised. I called. The pot was up to eight million. It’s not too often you see a pot worth eight million.

He raised again on the turn (I called), and then he raised again on the river. This time, instead of calling, I made my own raise—an extra five million. He was quick to call, thinking he had me beat. He was quick to lay down his hands and say, “Two pairs, aces and tens.”

“Three of a kind, aces,” I said, laying my hand down. Even I couldn’t hold the smirk from my face. All the winning was making me cocky. But who could blame me? I’d just won a twenty-million dollar pot. I had seventy-five million dollars in a pile in front of me—the most money I’d seen in my entire poker-playing career.

And that’s when Roger said, “It’s not too late to duck out while you’re ahead, Tim.” I probably should have listened. I had half of the one-hundred and fifty million dollar pot. We weren’t playing tournament rules—I was allowed to walk whenever I wanted to. But I didn’t walk—I stayed in the game.

Roger smiled. “Suit yourself,” he said as the dealer collected the cards and began to shuffle. I’ll admit, I felt a breeze of anxiety cross over me before the next hand was dealt. Roger seemed a little bit too calm for a guy who was down nearly ten million dollars. I couldn’t help but think he was trying to pull some sort of hustle. But if he was trying to hustle me, why would he offer to let me leave? He was the one who made the rules. It was him that said we weren’t playing tournament rules, that we could leave whenever we wanted.

My next hand was another good one: An ace of hearts and a jack of hearts. I called the blind. Matt folded, and then Liam followed. It was just me and Roger. He checked on the flop, so I did the same, even though a two of hearts came down. I was just one heart away from a flush, putting my odds at 50% of landing the fifth best hand in the game.

The turn came down and answered my prayers: a two of hearts. I had my flush. The river was another two, this one of diamonds. I raised five million. He counter-raised twenty million. My heart stuttered. The pot was up to twenty-five million—the exact amount I’d won up to that point. I stared at the draw and wondered, what could he possibly have to beat my flush? Was he just bluffing? Did he think he was calling my bluff? There weren’t even any face cards down.

I didn’t just call his raise, I upped the stakes. “Thirty million,” I said.

“Make it forty.” He smiled. It was painfully obvious that he wanted me to fold. He wanted me to think he had something—maybe he wanted me to think he had a flush. I almost laughed. It was a strategy I used to see all the time back in college, when kids thought bluffing just meant raising over and over. A good bluff shouldn’t make you think twice. A proper bluff is invisible. Roger’s series of smirking bumps couldn’t have been more comical. I was about to call, thinking it was nothing but easy money, and then I realized forty-million for him meant he was all-in.  Either he had something I couldn’t see, or he was bluffing like a fool. Even if he did have a flush, it was impossible for him to win. At the very best, we would draw. So I called and we flipped over our cards.

And I lost. He had four-of-a-kind, twos. In all of my contemplation, I never considered the possibility that he was holding pocket twos. I didn’t think twice about the two twos that came down. Who goes all-in with pocket twos? Just like that, I went from having seventy-five million to having thirty million (twenty of my own gone).

My winning streak was over. Stellar hands stopped coming my way. And as the blinds circled the table, the remainder of my money slowly disappeared, one measly chip at a time. I thought about walking once I was down to twenty million, but I couldn’t bare the thought of leaving the room with thirty million less than I had when I entered.

I started to become paranoid, watching the dealer closely, making sure he wasn’t slipping cards in and out of the deck. As far as I could tell, he wasn’t. As far as I could tell, I was just losing, and I was losing a lot. When a decent hand finally came my way, I ended up going all-in, hoping to buy the pot in an attempt to slowly climb back into the game. Liam and Matt both folded but Roger called. We flipped our cards. He didn’t have a great hand, a nine and a five, off suited. But unfortunately, it was enough to beat me. A six, seven, and an eight came down on the flop, and I didn’t even need to see the turn or the river to know I was toast. That was it—fifty million dollars lost in just over an hour.

“Do you want to buy back in?” the dealer asked me.

I should have left and cut my losses, but I couldn’t bare the thought of losing everything. I only had about fifty-five million left in my bank account, which I was hoping to use to retire. “What’s the minimum buy-in?” I asked.

“Fifty million,” the dealer said with a cold casualness.

The worst kind of addiction is a gambling addiction. With a liquor addiction, when you get carried away, you end up passing out, vomiting, but after a day or two, you’re back to normal. With a sex addiction, you might ruin a relationship or two, but as they say, there are plenty of fish in the sea. With a gambling addiction, one wrong move and you could end up homeless, with nothing to your name. There’s nothing worse than that little glimmer of hope—maybe I could buy back in and win just one or two hands, and then I could walk away with something.

I bought back in. But my luck didn’t look up. I lost hand after hand after hand, and sure enough, I once again found myself on the brink of elimination. “I’m all-in,” I said, pushing the last of my second round of chips forward.

“You sure about that?” Roger said.

I didn’t respond. Instead, I just waited for him to call, and as expected, he did. And sure enough, he beat me with another miraculous hand.

That was it—everything I had was gone. I had a couple million left in the bank account—probably not even enough to pay my year-end taxes. “Do you want to buy back in?” the dealer asked.

“With what?” I said with my face buried into the palms of my hands.

“I could sell you some chips,” Roger said with that increasingly familiar smirk on his face.


CHAPTER II

I couldn’t afford the fifty-million dollar buy-in, so I didn’t have many options. I could either walk away from the table and hope to make some major victories at some of the upcoming poker tournaments, or I could take Roger up on his offer, and personally buy some chips off of him.

In any other scenario, buying chips off another player would be strictly against the rules. But down in that casino basement, there were no rules. The invitation only vaguely said “anything goes” and Matt and Liam didn’t seem to mind the proposal. Even if I could just buy five-million worth of chips from Roger and turn it into ten, at least then I would have enough to survive a couple of years while I got back onto my feet. “I’ll buy five,” I said.

He smiled, but he didn’t slide the chips to me. “I don’t want your money, Tim. I’ve already got plenty of that,” he said, motioning down to his large pile of what represented my entire life-savings.

“So what do you want? My penthouse apartment? My car? Name it,” I said.

Roger looked over at Matt and Liam, who were both smiling. Were they all working together? Was this some sort of team effort hustle? If it was, how were they doing it? Could they somehow see each other’s hands? “I tell you what—I’ll make that five million into ten million.”

“For what?” I said. I was getting impatient and frustrated. It was starting to seem like he was just kicking me while I was down, trying to get under my skin so I would make more stupid mistakes and give up more of my quickly dwindling net worth.

“Play the rest of the game in a dress,” he said, now biting the corner of his lip.

“Excuse me?” I said, staring at him, assuming I’d misheard him. “Seriously, what did you just say?” I was totally convinced I’d misheard him. Then he said it again and I realized I’d heard him fine and clear.

Roger called for one of the girls who had been bringing us drinks. “Could you grab the black dress that’s hanging in the closet over there? And grab the black bag on the floor as well. Thank you, babe.” The girl went and retrieved a tiny black dress and a black bag. She placed it down in front of me and went to stand at the back of the room.

“Everything there should fit. The shoes should be your size. You’re a nine, right?” How Roger knew my size, I have no idea. I suppose when you have tons of money, you can know whatever the hell you want.

I held up the dress. It sure didn’t look like it would fit, maybe if I was thirty pounds lighter (and I was already a thin guy). “Don’t worry, it’s a stretchy fabric,” Roger said.

I looked in the bag, inside of which was a pair of black high heels, black lace panties, and a set of black lace stocking. “You just said a dress,” I said, my heart sinking into my gut at the thought of going from a multi-millionaire to a humiliating disgrace in a matter of a couple of hours.

“We can make it five million, if you want,” he said. For an extra five million, the shoes and stockings weren’t really that big of a deal. I looked around for a change room. “Where can I change?”

“Right there,” he said, and at first I thought he was kidding with me. But then I noticed no one was laughing. He was serious. He wanted me to change right there, in the game room.

“You aren’t serious,” I said.

“I’m very serious.”

After a long moment of crippling silence, I started to change. I took my shirt off and let it drop to the floor. Then, I put the dress on before slipping off my pants and my boxers. The dress was tight. I looked down and could see the bulge of my cock as clear as day. The panties helped hide the bulge, though I probably preferred the humiliation of the bulge to the humiliation of the panties. There’s a real embarrassment in knowing everyone around you knows you’re wearing women’s underwear. Despite that, the stockings were somehow the most humiliating part of the outfit.

Roger slid ten-million dollars in the form of poker chips towards me. “Good luck,” he said.

My first hand was total garbage, but I wasn’t on the blind, so I folded. My second hand wasn’t much better, a five and an eight, but now I was the big blind, and no one was raising, so I played into the flop. A six and a seven came down, and I was suddenly just one card away from a flush. I decided to raise one million. Roger and Matt both folded, leaving me facing just Liam. He called and we went into the turn: an ace of clubs. Shit, I thought. When you don’t have an ace in your hand, there’s nothing worse than seeing one on the draw. I kept my cool and checked. Liam raised five million.

Fuck. I’d already invested two million into the pot. Another five and I would only have three left. I looked up and tried to get a read on Liam. He looked nervous, face red, lips pressed thin. He wouldn’t look me in the eye, which made me think he was hiding something. I called his bet, and we went into the river. I closed my eyes. I just needed a four or a nine—any suit.

I opened my eyes: it was a queen. I was fucked. I had nothing and I didn’t have enough money to bluff my way out of the mess I was in. “Raise or check?” the dealer asked me, as if I didn’t know the rules to this game they called poker. “Check,” I said, hoping Liam would just check and call it a day. But it must have been so clear on my face that I had nothing, because he raised two million—just enough to put me all in. I should have folded and taken the two million—at least it was two million I didn’t have before I put on the stupid dress. But instead, I stupidly called. He won with three-of-a-kind, aces.

I suddenly felt even more vulnerable and exposed in that dress and those panties and those stockings. I’d put them on for nothing—for a single hand in a doomed game of cards.

“You lost but at least you lost looking pretty,” Matt said with a smirk on his face. I wanted to smack him. He only had about fifteen million left. It wasn’t exactly looking like he was going to win. “Hey, don’t get mad at me,” he said. “You have to admit, you look pretty good in that dress.” The guys all laughed.

I couldn’t help but sneak a glance at myself in the mirror across the room. He was right, I didn’t look half-bad (aside from my short hair and stubble beard). But looking good in the dress didn’t exactly make me feel any better about myself—if anything, it was the opposite. “You want to buy another ten million?” Roger asked, still with about ninety million in his possession.

“What do you want this time?” I asked.

He smiled and then said, “Let’s hear your best female voice.” I stared at him in silence, too embarrassed to open my mouth. “C’mon, Tim. You won’t do a lady voice for ten million dollars?”

“Is that it, you just want me to do a lady voice?” I said.

“That wasn’t much of a lady voice,” he said.

I took a deep breath and I tried my best to swallow my pride. “You just want a lady voice?” I said, doing my best female impersonation.

They all looked at one another with wide eyes. “Holy crap, not bad. He sounds better than my wife,” Matt said. I guess that was one thing I picked up living in Las Vegas for so long, listening to all of the trannies on the streets and in the casinos every day. I once heard a couple of trannies giving one another tips on how to sound more realistic. Apparently, the knowledge stuck in my brain—and it was a good thing it did, because it bought me another ten million dollars. “A shave, some makeup, and a wig, too. But you can’t break character, or I get the money back. Anything I tell you to do, you have to do. I’m your master now. Deal?”

“Deal.” I was already in the stupid dress, what was a wig, a shave, and a dumb voice? How bad could it be? And again, I just needed to win a couple of hands and I could walk away with something—or with a fortune, if my luck finally decided to make a comeback (highly unlikely). Roger called for one of the servers to go and fetch the shaving kit from the back room. I wanted to ask why there was a shaving kit, a wig, and a dress all stored nearby, but I didn’t want to speak any more than I needed to, now that I had to speak and act like a woman. The easiest way out of this was by keeping my mouth shut and keeping my mind on the business at hand.

The girl came back with the shaving kit. “Is it okay if we play a few hands while you get ready there, Tina?” For a moment I thought he was talking to the server, maybe her name was Tina, and then I realized I was Tina now. That was apparently the name of my new character. “Go ahead,” I said in my girly voice.

“Lean your head back,” the server girl whispered to me, and I did. She rubbed some shaving cream on my face and began the shave. God, I felt ridiculous, having a beautiful woman shaving my face so I would look more like a woman in my little black dress and stockings. “Shave her legs while you’re at it,” Roger said, so she did. While I sat out, Roger won a few more hands. I could only hear them as I stared up at the ceiling, the server girl carefully shaving my neck, making sure she got really close so I would look as feminine as possible. She used a soft rag to wipe my face, and then she spent a couple of minutes getting the wig on my head just right. Then she said, “Close your eyes,” and she started to apply the makeup.

After she walked away, I caught my reflection in the mirror. I hardly recognized myself. I looked good. I looked really good. It took me a moment to realize I wasn’t staring at a stunning woman through a mirror. I was looking at myself. I found myself zoning out, completely captivated by my own visage.

“I’m all-in,” Matt said, pushing his chips into the middle of the table, successfully pulling my attention back to the poker game. Matt was going all-in against Roger, who seemed to be unbeatable. However, that unbeatable streak did not come to an end with Matt’s all-in.

“Three of a kind beats your two pairs,” Roger said. “Thank you very much.” With a long reach, he pulled another mountain of chips towards himself.

Matt let his face sink into the palms of his hands. “That was everything I had,” I could hear him saying quietly over and over to himself. I found a strange comfort in knowing I was now in third place, even if I did have to spend one-hundred million dollars, put on a dress, shave my legs and face, and put on makeup to get there. I was still determined to, at the very least, claw my way back to even—which meant increasing my current stack 1000%. Not exactly an easy feat.

“Do you want to buy some chips, Matt?” Roger asked, that smirk bigger than ever.

“What do I need to do for ten million. I’ll do anything. Just name it—anything,” Matt said, sounding increasingly desperate with every word.

Roger was biting his lip. Before making his offer, he made it clear to all of us that we couldn’t just accept his offers and walk away (which meant I couldn’t just walk with the ten million he gave me, just because I put on a wig for a couple of minutes). We were locked in until the end. “I apologize if I didn’t make that clear before,” he said. I’ll admit, I was somewhat disheartened. That meant that I couldn’t just stop once I broke even. I needed to go all the way (and I needed to do it dressed as a woman).

“Ten million is a lot of money, Matt,” Roger said.

“I know—I said I would do anything.”

“Would you go down on the beautiful Tina?” Roger asked, and the room became silent.

“Go down on her?” Matt asked, and I was happy he asked because I was wondering the same thing. What did Roger mean, go down on me? As in, give me a blow job? I didn’t want a blowjob from Matt, or from any man. I liked girls, not guys.

“For ten million?” Matt said.

“For ten million.” Roger looked over at me.

I nearly got up and gave him a piece of my mind, but then I remembered that would be ‘breaking character’, which was all I needed to do to lose the ten million I’d been given. “Not to be rude, but I don’t know if I’m exactly in the mood for that,” I said in my girly voice.

“Well I don’t know if that’s exactly up to you, Tina,” Roger said. A chill ran down my spine. He was right—I gave him the right to give me whatever orders he wanted. Had I known that would mean sexual orders, I wouldn’t have taken the money. Or maybe I would have—ten million dollars is a lot of money. Besides, it wasn’t like I was going to be the one giving the blowjob. “Here’s the deal, Matt,” Roger said. “You can have the ten mil as soon as I see Tina’s cum in your mouth.”

Matt was as rigid and pale as a concrete statue. He wasn’t even blinking. I wondered if his heart had stopped beating. And then, after a moment, he snapped back to life, looked at me, and then said, “Fine, I’ll do it.” He got up and walked towards me. He stood awkwardly over me for a moment.

“Mind scooting back?” he said.

I looked back to Roger to make sure this wasn’t just some cruel prank. The worst part of it all was that I was letting it happen. I was letting Matt slide in between my legs and suck my cock. There was no one putting a gun to my head. There was no one threatening to find and kill my family members. It was all in the name of money and greed.

I let Matt in and then he sunk down, under the table. I felt his shaking hands make their way up the skirt of my dress. I felt his finger tips running against my skin as he pulled down my panties.

“Let’s keep playing, shall we?” Roger said, motioning for the dealer to continue. The dealer and the server girl both seemed totally unphased by the whole ordeal, as if they’d seen it thousands of times over. Maybe Roger did this all the time? Maybe I wasn’t the first victim of his cruel feminization.

As I picked up my hand to see what I’d been dealt, Matt grabbed my cock and began to stroke it. I perked up. My instinct was to close my legs, but they only closed in on his body. He was determined to get me off, and the sooner it was over, the better it was for both of us. I did my best to imagine a beautiful woman between my legs. Roger motioned over the female server. “Make sure he’s using his mouth, would you?” The girl came around the table and stood over my shoulder, looking down at Matt, who now had my cock in his warm, wet mouth.

And shit, it felt kind of nice as he bobbed his head up and down, running his warm tongue along the base of my shaft. One of his hands was stroking my leg, the other was stroking the part of my cock that wasn’t in his mouth. He was actually getting me hard—my God, he was actually getting me hard.

“Tina, call, raise, or fold?” the dealer asked. I was so disoriented from the blowjob, I didn’t even know what was in my hand. I looked down—a jack and a queen, off-suited. “I’ll call,” I said, throwing two chips in to match the blind. Roger folded. It was just Liam and I.

The flop came down: a four, a jack, and a queen. Right off the bat, I had two pairs. I felt my cock slide down deeper into Matt’s throat. A warm jolt ran through my body. Liam raised, and I called. The dealer flipped over the turn. It was another jack. I had a full house. There were only four hands that could beat me, and they were all statistically impossible under the circumstances. Now I just needed to play him. “I’ll raise two million,” I said, sliding two more chips forward. He considered my raise, not falling for it straight away.

Using the tip of his tongue, Matt tickled the tip of my cock, sending a wave of elation through my body. My stocking-clad knees quivered and I let out a soft moan, biting my lip to contain anything more.

Liam called my two million and raised me another two. Obviously, I called. The river was a three of spades—useless in just about any scenario. Liam raised again, trying to put me all in. In my swirling euphoria, I didn’t bother to consider all the possibilities (in the off chance I was forgetting something). I called, and we flipped our cards.

As expected, he had three-of-a-kind, nothing close to my full house. And just like that, I was up to just over twenty-million. All I needed was a few more big wins and I could be back up at one-hundred million. Unfortunately, I would still have to play to the bitter end, win or lose.

My next hand was nothing special—pocket eights. I was the big blind, so I checked and ended up seeing the flop. A third eight came down, so I decided to raise the stakes. “I’m going to raise—” Before I could finish my sentence, I came. Matt did something with his tongue around the tip of my cock that sent me into a sudden warm paralysis. I bit down on my lip and my body trembled. I could hear him gagging between my legs as his mouth filled with my cum.

“Raise how much?” the dealer asked.

Matt stepped out from beneath me and proved his victory to Roger. I had to take a moment to recompose before I could get my head back into the game. “Ten million,” I said, but I didn’t mean to say it. I had only intended to raise one million. The only reason I said ten was because I was thinking about Matt and how he was now back in the game with ten million. It wasn’t until the dealer used his little rake to pull my chips forward that I realized how much I’d bet. It was too later to take it back. I would have never bet ten million with pocket eights, especially seeing as there was an ace on the table.

“I’ll call that,” Roger said with that smirk returning to his face. He could probably tell I’d made a blunder with my raise. Maybe he could see it on my face as I watched my hard earned chips being scraped into the middle of the table.

“I’ll call that, too,” Liam said. And the pot in the middle became a hell of a lot bigger—thirty-three million in total. My heart started to beat rapidly. I took a deep breath as the turn came down: a five of spades. Useless. Roger raised three million. What option did I have? I still had three of a kind, and I wasn’t going to lose the twelve mil I’d already bet because I didn’t want to take a little extra risk (if you can call three million a little extra risk). We all put our money in and just like that, the pot grew to forty-two million dollars.

The river came down: An ace of hearts. Fuck. There really is nothing worse than an ace on the river when you don’t have an ace in your hand. Liam’s face lit up. All he needed was a single ace and he had me beat. “I’m all-in,” Liam said, sliding his final eight million into the middle of the table. Roger called. I considered folding, but something inside of me told me to stay in—it’s not like I had much to lose at this point. If I folded, I would only have eight million left. I’d be losing by a large margin. And now that Matt was back in the game, it was going to be a real pain in the ass trying to claw my way back. “I’ll call,” I said, pushing my chips into the mix.

“Okay, show ‘em,” the dealer said, and we all flipped our cards.

No one had an ace. Both Liam and Roger only had single pairs. I won. I won sixty-six million dollars in a single hand. I was up to eighty-eight million. Even Roger only had about sixty left. I was winning—by a lot. I was back in my power position.

At least, I was in the power position in the game of poker. Roger still had power over me, as per our arrangement. He was still my master. Anything he wanted me to do, I had to do. But now, that the smirk was gone from his now-pale face, I had a feeling he was about to up the ante.


CHAPTER III

I won the next few hands, but only because Roger kept folding before the flop. Either he was getting dealt crap hands or he was comfortable letting the three of us take each other out chip by chip. Whenever Roger folded, I knew I could win any hand. I had enough money that I could intimidate both Liam and Matt regardless of what was in my hand, and as their chips began to dwindle, they became increasingly stressed out, making them even easier to read. I ended up eliminating Liam with pocket queens. “Fuck,” he said, slamming his fist into the table, realizing he’d just lost fifty million dollars.

“Sorry, darling,” I said, winking at him. Either the winning was getting into my head or my female character was starting to overtake my body. At one point I even looked down and realized my legs were crossed. Never in my life had I crossed my legs before.

Roger was getting frustrated. His winning streak was over and mine was back. The more I got into my female character, the harder I was to read—and it was all his fault.

I caught both Matt and Liam checking me out a few times. They were distracted by my looks (and I’ll admit, I was even a bit distracted at times, catching myself in that mirror).

Liam was much richer than Matt. He had the money to buy himself back in ten times over, but his window had passed. In poker, the blinds are increased every so often to force action into the game, so players can’t just fold every hand as they wait for the perfect deal. Usually, it’s after the first twenty hands that the first bump happens. When it happens, you are no longer allowed to buy back into the game. If the rule didn’t exist, the game could potentially never end, assuming the players were rich enough to keep it going. “I’ll buy back in,” Liam said, hoping the dealer would forget about the rule.

“Sorry, sir, but you can’t buy back in any longer,” the dealer said without making eye-contact with Liam.

Liam looked to Roger. “What do I need to do for ten million?” he asked. I giggled. What was he going to do with ten million? He’d already squandered fifty and he’d hardly won a single hand. Roger and I were just on a whole different skill level.

Roger shrugged. “Maybe when I’m back up,” he said without looking up. His face was red, embarrassed that he’d screwed up his winning streak in his attempt to humiliate me.

“Five million then. I’ll do anything. I can’t go home to my wife and kids like this. How am I supposed to explain that I lost fifty million dollars?” Liam was jittery.

Roger remained silent for a moment as he stared at his dwindling pile of chips. Then, he looked up slowly, gaze inward, as if he had something on his mind. “You can fuck Tina,” he said.

My heart skipped a beat as a cold sensation crossed over me. Fuck me? Liam only took a short moment and a single deep breath before he said, “Sure,” and stood up.

“What?” I said.

“All of that money is only yours if you do what I say, remember?” he said ,that smirk finally making its reappearance. “Or until you win—which hasn’t happened yet.” Sadly, he was right. Those were the terms I foolishly agreed to. Could you blame me? I didn’t exactly think he had this kind of treatment in store for me. “Now stand up and bend over,” he continued. He looked to the dealer. “What are you waiting for? Deal.”

The dealer didn’t miss a beat. He quickly shuffled the cards and dealt. Once again, I got a great hand, one I couldn’t pass up if I wanted to win: a king of hearts and an ace of hearts. I called the blind, and so did Matt. Roger checked. Liam flipped up my skirt and shimmied down my panties.

Then, as the dealer was laying down the flop, I felt it: the tip of Liam’s big, warm, pulsing cock nestling between my butt cheeks. I closed my eyes, knowing it was going to hurt. I’d never had a cock in my asshole before (never mind such a massive cock). I’d never had anything in my asshole before. Liam started to push it. “She’s clenching,” he said after he could only get the very tip inside.

“No clenching, Tina,” Roger said. “And it’s your turn. Let’s go.”

I took a deep breath and tried to relax. Everyone was staring at me. I couldn’t even remember what cards were in my hand. “I’ll check.”

“Roger raised,” the dealer said.

“Okay, I’ll call,” I said, but I didn’t even know what Roger had raised. I didn’t even know what cards were thrown down with the flop. As the dealer grabbed a small pile of my chips, I looked down. Two queens and a Jack. Shit. Had I looked sooner, I would have folded. How much did I just call? It looked like a lot. Liam pushed in deeper. “Shit, she’s tight.” I could feel his thick veins throbbing against my anus. He pushed in deeper and deeper and deeper. How long was his cock? I was practically choking on it. He grabbed a handful of my ass and squeezed. “Stop clenching, you slut,” Liam said.

I did my best, letting my muscles relax. He slid in even deeper, filling me completely. “Tina—your turn,” Roger said with a growl, and I looked down. The turn had come down—another queen. If someone had a queen in their hand, they won. But chances were slim, less than 4%. But my chances weren’t much better. I needed an ace and I would have a full house, ace high. My chances were around 6%, otherwise I had absolutely nothing.

“Did someone raise?” I asked, my voice shaken.

“Pay attention, Tina,” Roger said. “Matt raised five million. I called.” The pot was big, and I had a lot invested. Should I go in with my 6% odds or should I cut my losses? Liam started to thrust his cock in and out of me, sending jolts of energy pulsing through my body. My knees buckled and trembled. “I’ll call,” I said. Roger’s plan was working. I was making bad, poorly thought out decisions. It was too hard to focus with the giant cock in my ass.

“Oh fuck,” Liam said with a grunt. His hands were on my hips and he was pulling me in hard with every thrust. He was hitting a sweet spot, eliciting a powerful euphoria. I started to moan uncontrollably. The river came down. It was a king—not the ace I was hoping for, but better than nothing. I still had my full house, but it was only king-high (which was still a very, very strong hand). Matt raised again. “Two million,” he said, pushing his chips into the middle.

Both Roger and I called, then the euphoria took over and I melted down into the table. He was plunging me hard, slapping his rigid pelvis against my reddening butt cheeks. “Oh fuck,” I heard myself saying over and over, but I wasn’t in control. Liam was in control. Or maybe it was some alien entity—all I know is, it wasn’t me. “Full house, king high, wins,” the dealer said after flipping my cards over for me.

“Fuck!” Roger yelled, but I was too far gone to care. I watched the dealer slide the pot into my pile. Both Roger and Matt were looking at me with disdain, but I couldn’t have cared less. I was on a whole different plane.

“I’m going to come in her,” Liam said through clenched teeth as the dealer passed me my new hand.

“Don’t stop playing, Tina,” Roger said in his warning tone. If I didn’t satisfy his wishes, he could still take away my money—as per the vague “anything goes” rules. So with shaking hands, I picked up my hand—a five and a seven, off-suited. I folded just before Liam came, and I felt it, his big, hot load filling up my asshole. He moaned and thrust himself forward one last time. His fingernails dug into my already-sore butt cheeks. “Shit,” he muttered before stumbling back, sliding his huge rod out of my body. His heavy creampie drained down my leg.

“Five million,” Liam said to Roger, reaching his hand out.

Roger was hesitant, slouched into his chair with a big frown on his face.

“Roger…” Liam said, and then Roger snapped.

“Just take it!” he threw five-million dollars worth of chips across the table. Between the three of them, there was only about thirty-five million left. I had the rest. I had over one-hundred and fifty million on my side. As long as I played it safe, there was no way I could lose. And Roger didn’t have the chips left to throw any more curveballs at me.

Three hands later, Matt was out. Another two rounds and Liam was out. Roger was down to his last five million. “I want to buy more chips,” he said to the dealer.

“I’m sorry, sir.”

“It’s my game, let me buy more,” he said, clenching his hand into a fist. But the dealer stuck to his guns. So Roger looked to me. “What do I need to do for five million? I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” I said. Five million was nothing to me at this point. What he thought he could do with it, I have no idea. But if he was delusional enough to think he could do something, all the power to him. It was my chance for a little bit of revenge.


CHAPTER IV

As luck would have it, there was another cute little dress in the closet (red satin), along with a long, brunette wig. Begrudgingly, Roger not only agreed to put the dress and wig on, he also agreed to a full shave and a face of makeup. His lady voice wasn’t half bad either (he’d also lived in Vegas for most of his life). He was actually kind of cute in his little feminine getup.

“Cross your legs, darling. And sit up straight,” I said. He almost looked better than me in that red dress.

But even as a woman, he only lasted a couple of rounds before he was once again facing elimination. When the dealer dealt the final hand, Roger shook his head. It was obvious he had nothing. He’d finally lost hope. “Let me leave with something,” he begged. “Even just five million. C’mon—you’ve got two-hundred million in your stack.”

“If you let Roger leave with five million, I want to leave with five million,” Liam said.

“Me too,” Matt said.

It was Roger’s unofficial surrender. I’d won the game. I’d won two-hundred million dollars. And Roger was right—what was I going to do with two-hundred million dollars? That was more money than I could spend in a lifetime.

“Five million is a lot of money, darling,” I said, biting my lip.

“I’ll do anything,” he said. “Please.”

I got up, walked around, and sat down on the edge of the table in front of him. “Stand up,” I said, and he did. I put my hand on the back of his head and pulled him forward, kissing him on the lips. His lips were soft and warm. He was slow to kiss back, but he wanted the money. He let me slide my tongue into his mouth. “I’ll tell you what,” I said. “You make me come in your mouth, and you make Liam and Matt come in your ass—then you can all have your five million.” His pupils were dilated and his breathing was slow.

Then, without saying anything, he bent over, flipped up my skirt, and shimmied down my panties. He only hesitated for a couple of seconds before taking my cock and sinking it into his mouth. Matt was first to mount Roger from behind. I knew Matt was inside the moment Roger’s fingernails dug into my thighs and he let out a loud moan. It’s amazing what a person will do for five-million dollars.

And Roger must have really wanted that five million. He sucked my cock with a serious passion, pumping it intensely whenever he surfaced for air. He took both Matt and Liam’s cocks like a trooper, too. We all got up at one point to reposition—Liam taking a seat on a chair, Roger mounting him cowgirl-style. I stood behind Liam, my cock over Liam’s shoulder and in Roger’s mouth. It felt incredible, his warm, wet tongue exploring the length of my shaft.

I was especially impressed when Matt managed to get his cock into Roger’s asshole at the same time as Liam. Who knew an asshole could be stretched so wide? I imagine Roger was sore the next day.

It didn’t take Roger long to get me off in his mouth—it helped that he made for one beautiful woman.

That final act of humiliating Roger completely was well worth the fifteen million dollars. The sight of Roger stumbling up to his feet, cum pouring down his legs was worth the fifteen mil alone. And now, not only was I a good eighty-five million dollars richer, I discovered my new favourite kink.

And with one-hundred and eighty-five million dollars, you can buy a lot of really cute dresses and shoes.

THE END


DRESSING HIM UP

Ever since Pete and his high school best friend, James, played a game of truth or dare, Pete’s had a secret, little fetish. You would too, had you seen how good James looked in Pete’s sister’s dress. It was a fetish that Pete managed to suppress for many years—until he got a new college roommate, Tyler, who looked just like James.

After Tyler falls behind on rent and their other roommate, Elaine, is out of town, Pete can’t help himself. The opportunity is too perfect. Besides, Tyler did say he was willing to do anything for an extension on his rent.


CHAPTER I

Years ago, when I dared James to put on my sister’s dress, I didn’t actually think he would do it. And when he actually went and put it on, I didn’t think he would actually look good in the little satin thing. He didn’t just look good, he looked great: the way his long, surfer-blonde hair rolled over his exposed shoulders, the way his perky butt poked out when he stood tall. I had to pretend like I thought it was funny—of course I didn’t find my best friend attractive in my sister’s dress… Did I? My sudden confusion was hard to hide when my cheeks turned a shade of dark red.

Next it was James’s turn, and he picked truth. “Who in our class do you like?” he asked, still wearing my sister’s little dress that cut off just above his knees. The way he was sitting, I could see up the dress—his bulge pushing against his black undies. It was a nice reminder that I wasn’t playing truth or dare with a pretty girl—that it was still just my long-time best friend.

I shrugged. “No one,” I said. There was a girl I liked but I wasn’t going to admit it—it was James’s sister, who happened to look quite a bit like James. In fact, after seeing James in a dress, I have to admit that James looked better as a girl than his sister did (in his sister’s defence, he looked better than most of the girls in our school in that dress).

He laughed and rolled his eyes, but he didn’t bother to call me out on my bullshit. He knew I was stubborn and I’d never admit who I liked. So it was once again my turn.

And I don’t know what came over me. I went too far. My heart was racing and I wasn’t thinking straight. I dared him to put on my sister’s makeup. So he did. And my God, did he ever look good with his lashes darkened, his lips reddened, and with those little black flicks next to his eyes. I almost felt bad for James—he was a handsome guy, sure, but he was a stunning woman with only very little effort. When we sat back down to continue our back and forth game of truth and dare, I could hardly keep my eyes off of him.

It was strange, he kept laughing and smirking, as if it was all fun and games, as if he hadn’t noticed how incredible he looked in that dress and that makeup. How was he not in a state of total shock and awe? “Truth or dare?” he asked.

“Dare,” I said and that smirk grew on his face.

“Lay down on your back and close your eyes,” he said. “But you have to stay still, no matter what.”

I accepted the dare and I fell back onto my bed. I closed my eyes and waited. Then I felt it—his fingers tinkering with my belt, pulling down my zipper, reaching into my fly and slipping around my cock. My heart skipped a beat—maybe a couple of beats—and I nearly sprung up. But something kept me down. Something about it didn’t feel wrong. It didn’t feel like my best friend holding my cock. His hands were so soft, so gentle. It was as if he had actually become a woman.

I broke the rules and peeked as he slipped my cock into his mouth and began to suck. God, he looked good in that little outfit, his soft blonde hair rolling over my thighs. He had me rock-hard in seconds. Despite my racing heart, I didn’t protest. I let him suck me off, stroking my rigid cock with his hand. I slipped my fingers into his soft hair. “Quit peeking,” he said with the tip of my pulsing cock pressed against his bottom lip. He was doing a woman’s voice—and it was spot on. “Keep your eyes closed.” It was nearly impossible not to keep my eyes open. I wanted to stare at him, admire his incredible beauty. How was it possible that he looked so damn good?

I could feel him rustling around, but I did my best to stay true to the dare, keeping my eyes shut. A cool breeze crossed over my exposed cock and I missed the warmth of his mouth. My heart began to race faster. I was letting my best friend suck my cock. Had I gone insane? We’d only had a couple of beers each—it wasn’t like we were hammered or anything. Everything about it was consensual, and it felt so damn good!

I couldn’t help myself; I peeked—just as he was lowering himself down onto my lap, his undies now on the side of the bed. He took my cock in his hand and lined it up with his tight little asshole. His dress was pushing out towards me, his cock hard like a tent pole. My head was spinning and I couldn’t think straight. I was now acting on pure impulse. I reached under his dress and grabbed his hard rod, wrapping my fingers tightly around it. It was warm.

He sunk down, letting my whole cock slide up his ass. My mind was a blur. I could hardly process what was happening. I couldn’t remember how we’d gotten where we now were. But again, I did nothing to stop the act—I didn’t want it to stop. He started to bounce up and down on my solid erection and I started to beat him off.

If it wasn’t for the big hard cock in my hand, you would think I was fucking a beautiful woman in the ass. He was so beautiful, his skin was so soft, and I swear it looked like he had a set of small tits bouncing up and down (but I think that was just the padded cups built into the dress). Needless to say, it didn’t take long before I was coming deep in his asshole, and it didn’t take much longer after that before he was coming under his dress, in my hand, his warm, sticky goo cascading over my fingers.

He leaned forward and kissed me, his warm tongue gently slipping into my mouth. His lips were so soft—just like a woman’s. It was as if he’d spent his life preparing for this moment. Maybe he had spent quite some time preparing for it. He never hesitated as far as I could tell.

Our little romp was the single, greatest moment of my life. I’d never felt more satisfied. I’d never been happier. But, as they say, everything that goes up must come down—everything good must come to an end.

“I should get going,” he said.

I never saw him again after that. He wasn’t at school the next week, or the week after that. I tried calling him but his phone was disconnected. “James and his family moved to another state,” one of my teachers told me. I was devastated—heartbroken. I’d lost my best friend and my secret lover in the same swift moment.


CHAPTER II

It took a while, but I eventually erased James from my memory for the most part. I moved on. Like any sane person would do, I did my best to pretend our little moment of lust had never happened and I did my best to not let it get to me. Sure, the thought of him in that little dress crept into my mind from time to time, but it was less and less over the years.

In fact, I had completely forgotten about it until one day, when we got a new roommate. I was living in a three-bedroom house with a girl from my college, Elaine. We put out an ad to fill the empty room in our house, and while I was out of town, Elaine met with some hopeful candidates. I was getting on the plane to come home when she sent me a text letting me know she picked someone and they would move in the next week. “Male or female?” I asked.

“Male,” she said, and I was surprised. She’d been going on for weeks about how she was hoping for a cute girl, seeing as she was somewhat of a promiscuous lesbian.

“As long as you like them, I trust you,” I texted back.

Tyler was the guy who moved in, and I nearly had a heart attack when I saw him—he looked almost exactly like James. I had to take a closer look to make sure it wasn’t just James moving into our house. And I have to admit, a part of me was kind of sad when I confirmed that it wasn’t in fact James, just a close doppelganger.

Tyler took the empty room in the basement. He didn’t have many things—just a couple of suitcases and a few boxes. He kept to himself and never made much in terms of noise. Sometimes I would wonder if he was even in the house at all. He was a shy guy, only coming up to use the kitchen, though he was slowly coming out of his shell. We invited him upstairs a few times to watch hockey games with us, and he accepted, though he wouldn’t say much, sitting quietly at the end of the couch, sipping on a beer or two. We asked him what his hobbies were, and he gave us a vague sort of run-around answer. He was a total mystery.

But even after months of living with him, I still couldn’t get over the fact he looked just like James. I even asked him at one point if he was related, but apparently there wasn’t a single person in his extended family named James. The similar appearance was, in fact, just a total coincidence.

It was rare that Tyler would open his mouth to speak. When he did, he was always very soft spoken, and he was always asking for an extension on his rent. I guess he didn’t make a ton of money at his work, but I never minded. I was happy having him pay whatever he could, and I trusted he would get the rest of the money to us eventually. Elaine, on the other hand, was starting to get a little bit frustrated with his constant lateness. I did my best to assure her it would be fine.

Elaine made it her little mission to get Tyler out of his shell, but her repeated efforts proved unsuccessful. “I don’t get why he’s still so shy,” she said to me after Tyler had been living with us for a few months already. I didn’t have an answer for her. It was strange—it was as if he was uncomfortable with us, or maybe he was just uncomfortable with himself. “What do you think he’s doing down there all day?” she asked me, but I just shrugged.

“Who knows,” I said. Tyler worked across town at a store that sold running shoes. All of his free time was spent down in the basement, unless we dragged him upstairs in one of our many attempts to break through his shyness and help him to feel included.

“It’s a shame he doesn’t go out more. He’s so handsome,” Elaine said, and that meant a lot coming from a woman who was only interested in other women. But she was right, he was a handsome guy and it did seem like a shame he wasn’t putting his good looks out into the world.

It was around Christmas that I was coming home from a late night out and I noticed a woman standing in Tyler’s basement bedroom, through a thin crack in his basement window blinds. I crept closer, making sure not to get close enough that I would be noticed. I peeked in. She was standing with her back to me, reaching around, adjusting the clip of her bra. She was fit and her skin was smooth. She stood up on the balls of her feet, which made her butt perk up in her cute, black panties. Maybe Tyler wasn’t such a loner after all.

She finally turned around and I sunk back, my heart jumping in my chest. She had big, cute eyes, but she didn’t have much of a chest—maybe B-cups at the very biggest, though you could tell her bra was padded from her lack of cleavage. Her eyes looked down to the floor so I crept closer again.

Then I realized I wasn’t looking at a woman. I was looking at Tyler, dressed in a woman’s bra and panties, wearing eye makeup. I immediately got PTSD-style flashbacks to my night with James, a few years before. All of my years of trying to fade that memory into nothingness went out the window in a single moment.

It was upon closer inspection that I realized Tyler was wearing Elaine’s bra and panties. He must have snuck into her room and borrowed the little numbers from her closet. Elaine was, after all, out of the state for Christmas break.

I went to sleep that night unable to get the image of Tyler out of my brain. I couldn’t help but feel as though fate was playing some sort of role in all of this—that Tyler’s remarkable resemblance to James, both as a man and as a woman, was too much of a coincidence to ignore.

The next day, when Tyler came home from work, I found myself watching him from across the house, unable to look away. I was totally fascinated, quickly becoming obsessed. He really did look just like James. He looked at me and smiled and my cheeks became warm and I quickly looked away. And then immediately after, I felt like an idiot. He’d gotten into my head. I couldn’t look at him without seeing a beautiful woman.

Later that afternoon, he came upstairs. “Hey Pete,” he said to me.

“Hey Tyler, what’s up?” I swear I could still see the subtle residue of eyeliner on the corners of his eyelids, or maybe they were just dark freckles.

“Do you think I could get an extension on rent again this month. Just another week,” he said.

I smiled. He still hadn’t paid November’s rent in full yet, and it was already over two weeks past December’s due date. Not to mention, I was struggling with my own finances, with Christmas shopping and whatnot. “Can you at least pay the rest of November?” I asked.

His eyes lit up and his cheeks became red. “Oh my God, I forgot about November,” he said, biting his lip. “Shoot. I’ll do the best I can to get that to you next week. Money’s really tight right now.”

“Next week, huh?” I said.

“Yeah—I promise—really. I’ll do anything.”

An evil idea crept into my mind. “Anything?” My heart rate jumped and I couldn’t help myself.

“Anything.”

I bit my lip, trying to push the whole crazy notion out of my mind, but I really couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity. Secretly, more than anything, I really wanted to see Tyler dressed up like a woman. “Maybe you could clean up around the house a bit. You know—get into all those hard-to-reach spots. I can’t even remember the last time we dusted the bookshelves.”

He smiled. “That’s it? Sure—I’d be happy to.”

I had to bite down on my tongue—C’mon Pete, don’t do it. Control yourself. Get a grip! “But you have to do it in one of Elaine’s dresses,” I said.

His face became pale and his eyes became wide. After a moment of silence, he simply said, “What?”

The words just slipped out from my mouth. I couldn’t believe I’d actually said them. I wanted to take them back but it was too late. My heart was now bursting against my ribcage. What on earth was I thinking? Now I needed to talk my way out of my little mess. “Well, this is the third month now that you’ve been behind on rent, right? And I mean, we should all be cleaning up around the house, so asking you to clean isn’t much in the way of a punishment, right?” His eyes were still wide, unblinked, probably beginning to dry out. “So we need to make it a real punishment somehow.”

He scratched his head and he finally blinked. “I guess that makes sense.”

A wave of conflicted relief washed over me.

“But can we not tell Elaine or anyone about this?” he asked, his cheeks becoming red again. “And I promise I’ll get next month’s rent on time.”

“Sure, and that sounds good.” I looked around the room, which really did need a good cleaning. “We’d better get started, huh?”


CHAPTER III

We went up to Elaine’s room together, which was tucked away upstairs. I’d only ever been in her room once before, when she forgot her passport in her desk and needed me to deliver it to her at the airport. She always kept it spotless and perfectly organized. “Alright, get dressed and then come downstairs when you’re ready,” I said.

He stood awkwardly in the doorway, his hands clasped at his waist. “What should I wear?” he asked after a moment of silence.

I thought about it. “Probably a dress. Elaine’s about your size, so just about anything would fit,” I said. Elaine was tall for a girl, and she had a broader build (she called it her lesbian bod).

Tyler continued to stand awkwardly, as if he didn’t know where to start. He had no idea I knew he’d been in Elaine’s room before. He knew where her panties and bras were. He knew where she kept her dresses. Hell, maybe he’d tried everything in that closet on before. In the few months he’d lived with us, he’d been home alone more than enough times to get through her entire wardrobe.

But I played along, not wanting to embarrass him any more than he already was. I opened the closet door and looked in. “How’s about this?” I said, taking out a cute white dress with a gold lining. The dress had an open back and it was nice and short, cutting off halfway up the thighs. I handed it to Tyler and he stared at it, biting his lip. “Alright,” he said.

“You’ll need a good bra,” I said, handing him one of Elaine’s more padded bras. “And a pair of panties.” I could have handed him one of Elaine’s many pairs of white cotton panties, but instead I passed him a black, lacy pair that was more of a thong.

I left the room so he could change. “Let me know when you’re done,” I said, and then I waited outside of the door for a couple of minutes. I was jittery. I hated how excited I was. I knew what I was doing to Tyler was wrong and taboo but no matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t help myself. I wanted to dress him up. I wanted to see him standing up on his tiptoes, brushing off the top of the bookshelf in that little outfit, his butt nice and perked up.

“Okay, I’m done,” he said, so I let myself back into the room.

He was standing in the middle of the room, his face a shade of crimson. He looked good in that little dress, but I knew just how to make him look better. “You need heels,” I said, walking past him and dropping down to dig through Elaine’s heels.

“Isn’t the dress enough?” he asked, but I knew he secretly wanted to put on the heels. I could tell he was secretly enjoying this and I could see, through the corner of my eye, that he had an erection tucked covertly in his lacy panties.

“Put these on,” I said, handing him a pair of white heels with cute little straps (with gold hardware to match his little white and gold dress). He took the shoes, looked at them for a moment, and then put them on. Then he looked up at me, face red, waiting for some form of confirmation. I had no idea how many times he’d put on girls’ clothes—but I could tell from those puppy dog eyes that this was the first time he had done it in front of anyone.

But I wasn’t done yet. “I don’t think Elaine would mind you using her makeup,” I said, motioning towards the little desk in the corner where Elaine kept all of her makeup.

“You want me to put on makeup?” he asked.

“And you need to talk in a girl voice,” I said. “I’ve never heard a cleaning lady with such a deep voice before.” He did his best lady-voice and it was pretty good—too good, terrifyingly convincing. It was obvious he’d been working on it for quite some time, years maybe. He took a seat at Elaine’s desk and he started to dig through her things. “I’ll be in the hall,” I said. I stepped out into the hallway but I didn’t close the door all the way. I watched him as he carefully applied makeup, which he seemed to know how to do quite well. He sat upright and there was a glow about him, a kind of hidden excitement. I couldn’t help but notice a subtle little smirk on his face every time he looked up into the mirror. “And you have to stay in character,” I said. “I’m thinking something along the lines of a 50s housewife.”

My heart hadn’t calmed down since I made the feminizing offer. I still couldn’t believe what I was doing. What if he told Elaine? What would she think? It seemed unlikely that he would, seeing as it would be just as humiliating for him. The more I thought about it, the more safe I felt. Of course he wasn’t going to tell anyone, no matter how far I pushed it. It’s one thing to ask someone to dress up like a girl and clean your house, but it’s way worse to be the one putting on the dress, putting on the makeup and the shoes and talking with that high, soft voice. I could bullshit my way out asking Tyler to dress up, but Tyler couldn’t really bullshit his way out of dressing up.

“How do I look?” Tyler asked.

He looked fantastic. I was practically drooling on Elaine’s bedroom floor. But I had to play it cool. “You look like you’re ready to clean up. Let’s start in the living room.” I took a seat on the living room couch and I put my computer in my lap with some old homework open so it would look like I was doing something—not just watching my boy roommate prance around in a dress. First, he swept the floor and vacuumed the rug. Whenever his back was to me, I would sneak a glance at his ass. He had a really great ass for a guy. His legs were great, too.

In fact, it was as he was vacuuming the rug that I noticed his legs were totally smooth and shaved. I thought about it and realized I’d never seen him in shorts before—just pants. Obviously, he kept his legs shaved for his little basement dress ups. He was probably hoping I wouldn’t notice. Upon closer inspection, I noticed his armpits were shaved, too.

“The baseboards are filthy,” I said. Despite the fact it was true, I really wanted to see Tyler down on his hands and knees.

He went to the kitchen and put on a pair of elbow-length rubber gloves. They actually looked pretty cute with his white dress. With a bucket and a handful of rags, he started on the baseboards. It was only a couple of minutes before his dress began to ride up and I could see his soft, smooth ass. God, I wanted to grab it, bury my face in it, eat out his tight, little asshole. But I kept my composure and continued to mindlessly scroll through my homework document, sneaking the occasional glance over the edge of my laptop’s screen. The way his tight panties held his ball sack kind of looked like a cute, little camel toe. From what I could tell, his crotch was nicely shaved, too.

As he reached to scrub the corner of the room, he lifted one of his heeled feet off of the ground in a sort of ballet arabesque. My heart melted a little bit. I could see right up his dress, his perfect, perky rump, the curve of his neatly tucked bulge. “All done,” he said, snapping me out of my transfixed hypnosis.

“Let’s get to the kitchen then, shall we?” I said, picking up my laptop and moving to the kitchen table. I watched him scrub the counters, bending over in a tantalizing tease to wipe the backsplash. Again, he kicked his heeled foot back in a little arabesque and I fell back into my obsessed hypnosis. I wanted to go over to him, lift up the skirt of his dress, pin his hands down on the counter, and fuck him senselessly, coming deep in his asshole.

“How does that look?” he asked, turning to me and motioning towards the counter. His face wasn’t red anymore and he wasn’t standing with tense shoulders. He’d finally started to relax into his feminine character. Even his voice had a certain peppiness to it.

“It looks good,” I said. “What about the floors?”

“I was just getting to that,” he said, smiling and turning to the sink. He refilled his bucket with warm, soapy water and grabbed another handful of rags.

The floor was tiled with tall, old tiles from the 50s. The spaces between the tiles were deep and a pain in the ass to clean (to be honest, we usually didn’t bother). But Tyler had a trick for that. Using a flathead screwdriver and a rag, he was able to get right in between the tiles. And best of all, he did it on his hands and knees like a cute little mouse, zigzagging his way through the whole room. “You know, you look pretty good in that outfit,” I caught myself saying in my near-hypnosis.

“Thanks,” he said, looking up at me briefly with a smile. He continued to scrub the floors. Either he was a professionally trained actor, doing a great job of staying in character, or he was really into his new persona, the most comfortable I’d ever seen him in the months we’d lived in the same house.

It was a treat watching him crawl on his hands and knees through the kitchen. It was almost a shame when he disappeared under the table to clean between the tiles at my feet. At least, I thought it was a shame, until I felt him nestle up between my legs.


CHAPTER IV

I played it cool, trying my best not to overreact. I figured he was just trying to get between the tiles under my chair. And then I felt his fingers move up my thighs. I became tense. That memory of my evening with James came rushing back to me. Was that happening again? Was Tyler really about to take my cock out? He unzipped my fly—it was certainly beginning to seem that way. My heart was racing.

His soft, gentle fingers reached into my pants, through the slit in my boxers, wrapping around my cock, which was already half-erect from watching Tyler crawl around in that dress. I felt a momentary cool breeze cross over my cock as he brought it out from its denim prison and before he sunk it into his warm, wet mouth. He was sucking my cock.

Either he was taking his character way too seriously and we was really desperate for that rent extension, or he was just really into sucking my cock. He sucked like a total pro, like he wanted it more than anything, wrapping his tongue around my girth, sinking my length down into his warm throat. His hand nestled into my pants and cupped my balls. I sunk into my chair, elation pulsing through my whole body. My God, he sucked like an angel, his hands moving so delicately, so confidently. He never hesitated and he never resisted. It only took a few seconds before I was rock-hard in his perfect mouth, between his soft lips.

Had I let him go on for more than a few minutes, I would have left a white, sticky mess in his mouth. So I reached down and pulled him up between my legs. For the first time, we were face to face, a mere inch apart. His eyes were stunning, heart-melting. His smile was completely tormenting. We kissed and I could taste the subtle tinge of my cock on his tongue. I let my fingers sink into his soft, blonde hair. His tongue pushed through my lips, into my mouth. God, it tasted so good.

My heart was racing. My hands were shaking. I was a total mess. I didn’t even notice him climbing up, straddling me, shimmying his panties off and tossing them aside onto the floor, and I didn’t even notice him tugging my pants halfway down my thighs—not until I felt his warm ball sack resting on my pelvis. He stared into my eyes and I felt like he was reading my mind, or maybe I was reading his. He wanted my cock inside of him, and he wanted it badly.

He reached down and his fingers found my cock. He lined me up with his tight hole and then he began to lower himself down. His anus hugged every inch of my throbbing dick, from the bulbous tip all the way down to the base of my shaft. His head fell back and his beautiful lips parted. I still couldn’t believe I’d had my cock between those plump, soft lips—and I really couldn’t believe my cock was now deep inside of his body as he rested his forearms on my shoulders. “Your cock feels so fucking good,” he said, biting his lips, his shoulders relaxing as he let out a deep exhale. Slowly, he started to move up and down, sliding my cock in and out of his tight butt hole.

I slid my hands down to his ass and grabbed on firmly. My heart was still racing. I was fucking my roommate—my boy roommate who was dressed up in my girl roommate’s clothing. Everything about it seemed so taboo, so wrong, but it felt so incredible. My head was swirling, mind flashing. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of his perfect body, moving up and down, his hard cock extending up, his dress draped elegantly over it.

“You know I saw you watching me the other night,” he said and I felt my cheeks become instantly hot. “I liked it.” He bit his lip, somehow sinking down lower onto my cock, getting even more of me inside of his tight body. I loved the way his soft, warm butt cheeks felt, pressed against my thighs with each drop and the way his tight anus hugged onto the tip of my cock before each plunge. I was on the verge of climax when he stood up suddenly. “Get up,” he said, so I did. My mind was elsewhere. I was acting like a mindless robot. He could have asked me to drop to my knees and bark like a dog and I probably would have. “The counter,” he said, pointing towards the freshly cleaned kitchen counter.

I assumed he wanted me to fuck him bent over the counter, but he had other ideas. As I stepped up to the counter, he bent me over and ran the tip of his gentle index finger up my butt crack, stopping on my tight anus. “You like getting fucked in the ass?” he asked me.

I didn’t think my heart could beat any faster, but somehow it managed to. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. The mere tip of his finger, which was now pushing gently into my butthole, was the most I’d ever had up there, and it already felt tight.

He didn’t bother waiting for a response before he slapped his big, hard cock between my butt cheeks, running the pulsing tip of his manhood down to my asshole. I thought the finger was a lot—how was I going to handle a whole, bulging cock? Why was I not protesting? He placed one hand on my mid-back, holding me down against the counter. “Just relax,” he said, and then I felt it push in, penetrating me, ridding me of my anal virginity in a single, swift moment.

He pushed in deeper and deeper and deeper until there was nothing left to push in and I felt completely stuffed. “You like that?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said, and I really did. I’d never felt anything like it, his rigid cock pushing against more pleasure centres than I knew I had in my body. As he slowly pulled out to get ready for his next penetration, my legs began to tremble and my body began to quiver. Just the presence of his cock inside of my body was sending me into an orgasm. When he finally started to thrust in and out, I was a quivering mess, head rolling from side to side, moaning in an intense euphoria. I loved the swift slapping sound his hard pelvis made against my butt as he drilled his cock into me. I loved the way the soft satin of his little white dress felt against my bare skin.

“You’re so tight,” he said, his fingernails digging into my sides. The real question was, was I so tight or was his cock so big?

“Jerk me off,” I managed to demand between moments of paralyzing euphoria. He reached around and wrapped his warm fingers around my cock and he began to beat me off. Needless to say, it wasn’t long before I was blasting a huge load of warm sticky cum all over the counter and all over his soft fingers. “I’m going to come,” he warned me.

“Come in my asshole,” I said, reaching back, placing my hands on his ass, pulling him closer. He came and I swear I had a second orgasm, my ass filling up with his hot load. It was one of the greatest moments of my life—maybe the second greatest, the first being my night with James.

Don’t get me wrong, Tyler was good, and our romp was a lot of fun, but nothing would ever replicate the magic of that night between me and James.

Tyler and I kept up our little romps over the next few months. Every time he came to me to let me know he was short on rent, I have to admit that I got a little bit excited. We both knew what it meant, and I couldn’t help but think that he was starting to use our secret relationship as a sneaky way out of paying all of his rent. Elaine ended up asking him to move out once he was a couple of grand behind with no payback in sight.

“We’ll find a new roommate,” she said. She never knew about our little fucks. She had no idea we would raid her closet when she was out and we would fuck like little rabbits all over the house. It was sad to see Tyler go, but like they say, whatever goes up must come down. “I’ll put out an ad tomorrow,” she said, and she did.

Once again, I was at work when she texted me: “Found the perfect roommate. Moving in next week.”

“Boy or girl?” I asked, and once again I was surprised to find out it was a boy.

“He looks just like Tyler but he seems to be more financially stable.”

That’s right—he really did look just like Tyler, because he was James. My heart nearly burst out of my chest when Elaine opened the front door on move-in day and I saw James walk into the apartment. We both froze when our eyes met.

“This is James. He just moved here from out of state,” Elaine said, but neither of us were listening. We were both just happy to finally be reunited—in a place with a big closet filled with cute dresses and shoes and panties that we would most certainly be putting to good use.

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


HIS BIGGEST FAN

George is Static Overdrive’s biggest fan. He’s been to all of their shows and he owns all of their records. All that’s left is to meet the band and their singer/guitarist, George’s idol, Rick Aaronson. Unfortunately for George, the only people that get taken backstage are women.

But George is determined, even if that means becoming buying a sexy new wardrobe, learning to do his makeup, and becoming Georgia.


CHAPTER I

I was Stellar Overdrive’s biggest fan. I owned every single one of their albums (including the deluxe and re-mastered editions) and I’d been to every single one of their shows within five-hundred miles of my house. I’d spent thousands (let’s face it, tens of thousands) of dollars on Stellar Overdrive merchandise, and I won’t even tell you how much I was paying for signed tour-books off of eBay. It was difficult to go an entire conversation without making it about Stellar Overdrive. I couldn’t begin to tell you how many times I’d watched my friends roll their eyes at me. I just couldn’t help it—the band was just that good. They had no bad songs. They were breaking album sales records for a reason.

My favourite member of the band was Rick Aaronson, the lead singer and guitarist. He was, in my opinion, the most talented person in rock and roll. He wrote all of their music and even acted as the producer on all of their records. There was nothing Rick Aaronson couldn’t do. He was, without question, my all-time idol.

So naturally, I was very disappointed after I waited for hours in a crowd of fans out behind the stadium and the band never came out. I was even more disappointed when one of their roadies came out, picked a half dozen girls from the front of the crowd and took them back to meet the band. Just before the girls were taken back, I heard them talking about one of Stellar Overdrive’s songs, getting the lyrics totally wrong. Filthy casuals. I bet you I could recite every lyric to every Stellar Overdrive song perfectly, but no one was bringing me back to meet the band. It wasn’t fair.

The real fans never got anything good.

And it wasn’t even the first time. Over and over again, I ventured out back for a glimmer of a chance to meet my long-time idol, Rick Aaronson. And every single time, a handful of random girls were taken back to meet him and I was left standing with the rest of the outcasts. It didn’t even seem to matter if the girls were remotely attractive, as long as they were dressed like little hoes, they fit the bill. When was my chance? When would I get to meet the band?

Of course, I knew why they were taking girls back. I could only assume there was some expectation along with being taken back, though I had a hard time believing random girls were being taken back with the expectation of sex. If that were the case, surely the stories would be all over the internet. Surely someone would have come out and said, ‘I was taken backstage to have sex with Stellar Overdrive’. More than likely, like most male musicians in the world, the band members just wanted the company of some skanky ladies to boost their egos. Surely there was no assumptions or expectations attached. They were professionals, after all.

The band’s popularity had exploded since I became an avid fan. It used to cost me less than a hundred bucks to get a signed tour-book off of eBay. Now, I was lucky to get one for less than a grand, and it usually involved days and days of bidding wars. I was honestly starting to regret my attempt to own every one of their tour-books, signed by all the band members. It was making me broke. When I went on eBay to get their latest tour-book, signed, I wasn’t even surprised see that they were going for nearly five grand. Five grand? I didn’t have that kind of money. Not to mention, they were due to go on tour again in just a few months, which probably meant another five grand, if not more by that point.

Those skimpy little girls didn’t know how good they had it. Even if they weren’t interested in getting signed merchandise, surely they were interested in making a few extra thousand dollars.

After listening to me complain for fifteen straight minutes, a friend of mine suggested, “Why don’t you just dress up like a girl and get your autograph?” He was joking, of course, but it wasn’t actually a terrible idea. I’d been to enough Stellar Overdrive concerts to know where to be standing when the roadies came out. I’d been to enough of their concerts to know what type of girls got picked. Hell, you didn’t even need tickets to the show to get a chance. You just had to walk around the venue until you found the tour trucks, and then you had to stand by the door with the rest of the eager fans ready to have their hearts broken.

Not to mention, a couple of girly outfits and a wig would cost less than a hundred bucks. That sure beat the hell out of five-grand. I knew I could do the girl-voice, thanks to years of playing online video games, tricking guys into giving me their best virtual items. The idea really wasn’t so crazy. In fact, the more I thought about it, the more plausible it seemed. It almost seemed stupid not to go through with it.

The more I thought about it, the more curious I became. Could I actually pull it off? At the very worst, if someone realized I wasn’t actually a woman, then what? They would laugh at me, maybe tell me to leave. With enough makeup and maybe a wig with some bangs, no one would ever recognize me, so I didn’t have to worry about my identity being compromised. So what really was there to be worried about?

And there was so much to gain! I could potentially get to meet my idols and I could potentially get my autographs, valued at thousands of dollars. And for once, someone who actually cared about the band would get the privilege of going backstage to meet the band. It would be stupid not to at least give it a try.

So it was decided—I was going to do it. I was going to dress up like a woman and take a stab at getting backstage to meet my long-time idols, Stellar Overdrive.

I went to the mall as soon as it opened, on a Wednesday, when the hallways were only populated by the senior citizens who were getting in their daily mall-walk. It was the perfect time to shop for my feminine attire. I knew none of my friends would be at the mall because I knew none of them would even be awake. It was the best time not to be recognized. And as long as I wasn’t recognized, I could get away with telling the cashier, “It’s a gift for my girlfriend.” They didn’t need to know that I didn’t actually have a girlfriend.

Buying the wig was a bit more tricky. No one buys a wig for their girlfriend, do they? “It’s for my girlfriend,” I said, and the cashier gave me a weird look. “She has cancer,” I said, and then that weird look vanished quickly.

I have to admit, I felt pretty stupid with the pile of clothes in front of me when I got home. I was so desperate to meet Static Overdrive that I’d deluded myself into thinking I could actually become a convincing woman. Who was I kidding? I sure wasn’t kidding myself. I’d just spent over a hundred bucks on clothes that I would never wear unless my silly plan actually worked, which was beginning to seem less and less likely the more I thought about it. I mean, have you ever seen a convincing cross-dresser? There’s always something off with them—you can always tell when there’s a guy under those clothes and under that makeup. Or can you? Maybe I’d walked past cross-dressers every single day and never known the difference. Maybe I was basing that assumption on the worst of the worst.

There was one major downside to my shopping trip. I couldn’t actually try the clothes I bought on until I got home. I had to just assume they would fit my body and that they would actually look good. I ended up buying a variety of different items, to give myself some options in case anything I bought looked ridiculous. And it was a good thing I bought options, because the very first top I tried on when I got home looked totally ridiculous.

It was a crop top that went all the way up to my throat. I’d seen Selena Gomez wearing a similar top, so I assumed it would look half-decent. On me, it looked like the bib they give you at Red Lobster so you don’t get lobster juice all over yourself. It turns out, not everything looks good on everyone. I guess that’s why there are so many options. I tried on another shirt I bought, a sleeveless lace top, but it was very unflattering. I was starting to doubt my little plan. Maybe I’d overestimated my ability to disguise myself as a woman. Maybe I just didn’t have the body type for it. Which seemed strange, because I actually thought I looked pretty good in just the A-cup sized black bra I bought, especially once I stuffed a sock into each cup.

As I stared at myself in the mirror, I had a thought: maybe the problem wasn’t the clothing. Maybe it was the fact I was still looking at myself, with my short brown hair and my makeup-less face. Maybe I needed to have a little makeover before I continued trying on different outfits.

So I put on my wig, which needed a good brushing. It didn’t look quite right, as if it was missing something. All of the girls that stood out back at every Stellar Overdrive concert always had their hair straightened as straight as straight could be. So I snuck into my mom’s bathroom and lifted her straightener. I also grabbed some makeup while I was there—some lipstick, some blush, and some eyeliner. I didn’t get much sleep that night as I stayed up and watched makeup tutorials on YouTube. I found one really good tutorial on how to do your makeup for a music festival.

It was around three in the morning when I finally stepped back and took a good look at myself, in my wig, in my makeup, and in my black bra. And shit, I actually looked pretty good. There was still work to be done, like shaving my arms and my legs and my armpits and so on. I was even able to create the illusion of cleavage thanks to a YouTube tutorial on different ways to use contouring makeup.

I had a few different options for bottoms. I had a little skirt, which I thought was too risky, seeing as the panties I bought didn’t do much to hide my bulge. If someone got a look up the skirt, that would be the end of my charade. It was too bad, too, because the skirt actually made me look pretty cute, and it seemed like a shame to cover up my legs, which actually looked quite nice all shaved and smooth. I had a pair of jeans, but they were too boyish and baggy. I found a good middle ground with a pair of tight leather pants, kind of like the ones Olivia Newton-John wore in Grease, except not quite as suffocating.

The little heels I bought were far from comfortable, but they made the look. The moment I stood up in those little black shoes, everything came together. My butt perked up, my back straightened, and my chest came out. It’s amazing what a pair of heels can do for a girl (I suddenly understood why girls tortured themselves with the things).

I looked in the mirror again. I was hot. There was no way anyone would think I was a man. My confidence was suddenly through the roof. I didn’t want to wait a week to put my guise to the test behind the stadium. I was so eager to show off my body. Unfortunately, it was late. Even if I wanted to go out to a club, I couldn’t. Nothing was open. Everyone, but me, was asleep. I should have been asleep, but I couldn’t peel myself away from the mirror. I couldn’t bring myself to wash off the makeup or take off the clothes. I liked what I saw too much. In a weird way, it was starting to seem like a shame that I wasn’t actually a woman.

I started to get an erection. I couldn’t help it, I just looked that good. I watched myself adjusting my bra in the mirror and it looked so realistic, like I was actually watching a woman cupping her soft tits in her hands. Hell, had it not been for the hardening rod between my legs, I might have actually believed I was looking at a woman through a window instead of myself through the mirror. I reached down to cover my expanding bulge, so to not spoil the beautiful image before me. And then I couldn’t help myself, I started to rub my cock through my leather pants. I gently squeezed one of my breasts with my other hand. God, I looked hot. It actually kind of looked like I was reaching down and rubbing my clit. I was rock-hard in seconds.

I looked myself in the eyes and then I bit my lip. I really was sexy. There was no way they wouldn’t take me backstage to meet the band. I would have those boys drooling over my lap in no time—as long as I kept my bulge at bay, not like it was now, fully erect, throbbing ferociously. I reached into my pants, took my cock in my hand, and pulled it out, freeing it from its hot, leather prison. I started to beat myself off with intensity.

“Come for me baby,” I said in my girl voice. “Come for me. I want your come all over me.” Suffice to say, I came and I came hard, all over the bathroom mirror and counter. Hot, sticky cum cascaded down my fist. And then I looked myself in the mirror again. My God, I thought. This crazy idea was actually going to work.


CHAPTER II

I was walking home from work the next day when I started to look closely at all of the women around me. I couldn’t help but wonder if any of them were hiding a little bit extra between their thighs. Now that I’d seen what was possible with a new wardrobe and some makeup, who could know for sure? I had always thought there was a disproportionate number of ladies in my town than men. It always seemed strange to me whenever I would go down to a club, just how many women were there, and meanwhile there were so few men. How insane was it to think that some of the women were really wolves in sheep’s clothing?

I mean, I kind of had fun trying on all those different outfits, seeing what I was able to do with my makeup, perfecting my hair. And the thought of taking it out into public was exciting, wondering whether or not I could really get away with it—just how far I could push it. Maybe lots of other men had discovered the same rush, long before me. Maybe they were all around me.

When I got home and looked into my secret little stash of women’s clothing, I wondered if I really could pull it off. Sure, I thought I looked good in my outfit, but maybe my senses were being clouded by my strong desire for my scheme to work. There was only one way to really know for sure, by taking my guise out into public.

So once it was dark outside, I suited up. I put on my wig and I sat down to do my makeup. I got ready much quicker than the night before, having all the little kinks and bumps worked out. I put on my bra, and then I put my lace top on over it. I went with the skirt for this particular outing. It wasn’t the perfect outfit, but I was saving that for my meeting with Static Overdrive. After one final look in the mirror, I took off for a nearby club. I figured it was the perfect place to put my looks and persona to the test.

But I never made it to the club. Halfway there, I passed a bustling little café. Inside, they were playing one of my favourite Static Overdrive songs. It almost seemed like a sign, so I decided to go inside and see what all the commotion was about.

“Here for the speed dating?” a lady asked me as I walked through the doorway. She pushed a clipboard and a pen forward. My heart jumped. It was my first official interaction with another human as a woman. I scanned the room. There were some pretty girls in attendance, and some good looking guys, too. They were all standing around, mingling, getting ready to face one another in five minute increments.

My immediate instinct was to not say a word back to the sign-up lady and run out of the place. But then I figured, what better test was there than to be scrutinized and compared to a slew of real women by good looking men? What was I going to accomplish at the club? Nothing more than some drunken interactions with horny boys in a loud room where no one would really be able to hear my voice. The club was too safe. If I was going to face Static Overdrive, if I was going to face Rick Aaronson, I needed a real test. I needed to have absolute confidence in myself as a woman.

The sign-up lady pushed the clipboard and the pen further towards me. “Miss?” she said.

I smiled. “Thanks,” I said, taking the clipboard and the pen and signing myself up. My new name was Georgia May.

“Feel free to take a seat anywhere. We’ll be getting started soon,” the woman said, motioning me into the room. My heart was beating quickly. I’d made it past my first little test, but all my first test wanted was my name on a piece of paper. My next test was a room full of men who wanted to know me as a person—and maybe they wanted a bit more than that.

I took my seat and tried to regain control over my breathing, which was quick and shallow. I kept reminding myself, ‘What do you have to lose?’ What if someone recognizes me? How could they? Maybe my disguise wasn’t as good as I thought it was. My hands were trembling.

“Alright, everyone take a seat now,” the host called out, and then she proceeded to explain the rules of the night. Ladies (like myself) each got their own table which they sat on one side of and didn’t move throughout the event. The tables formed a large circle around the room. Men would sit across from the women and every five minutes a bell would ring and the men would hop over to the next table.

Thankfully, the host dimmed the lights as the event started. I didn’t need any extra light on my face for the guys who would be staring closely at me.

My first speed date was a smaller guy, kind of geeky-looking, with a dress shirt done up to the top button. He looked even more nervous than me, which gave me some peace of mind. He was far too concerned with himself (constantly making sure his shirt was straight and his posture was good) to look to notice too many of my details. He asked me a series of obviously prepared questions like, “What’s your name? What do you do for a living? What are your hobbies? What’s your favourite colour?” and so on. It was the perfect intro into my persona, giving me a chance to not only practice my voice on someone who wouldn’t notice any slips, but to also practice my backstory, which needed to be as believable as my looks.

My name was Georgia May, I was an assistant at a veterinarian’s office, I liked ice skating and walking my dog at the park, and my favourite colour was pink. I asked him the same questions, and I got lots of nervous ums and head scratching. He’d apparently spent more time preparing the questions than the answers.

My next date was a strong guy with big, heavy muscles. I swear I could see his veins throbbing through his tight shirt. “I’m Kev,” he said, and then he went on about his job as a fitness trainer for the next five minutes. He never asked me my name. In fact, I’m not sure I said a word after my hello when he sat down. His eyes kept drifting down to my chest and then I would watch his pupils grow twice in size. It was a nice confirmation that my tits looked okay.

My third date was a handsome guy with a brilliant smile. There was something about his smile that was so captivating—hypnotising even. And he smelled incredible! When I reached out to shake his hand, he took my hand ever so gently. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Georgia.” He had me so flustered, I didn’t know how to respond. How did he know my name? Oh right, the sticker on my chest that said ‘Hello, my name is Georgia’.

“Hi…” I said after a flustered moment of silence. I looked down at his name tag. ‘Hello, my name is Roger’. Even his handwriting had a certain charm to it. “…Roger,” I said.

It was strange—never before in my life had I so much as noticed a man before. I mean, sure, I’ve obviously noticed men before, but not in the same way I was as Georgia. Maybe it was the way they looked at me, like I was a woman, like I had some sort of value to them. It’s much different than the way a woman looks at a man. It’s almost… Animalistic. Primal. Maybe there are pheromones involved, undetectable except at some microscopic level. Hell, if I knew what Roger was doing right, I would have been swimming in pussy. I wasn’t even a real woman and I was totally captivated by him. I jumped when the bell rang. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Georgia,” he said as he stood up, smiling gracefully. It was a shame my time with him was over.

None of the other guys who came my way matched up to Roger. Throughout the rest of that night, our eyes kept meeting. I kept catching his handsome smile from across the room. I found myself becoming jealous of the girls he was talking to. How screwed up is that?

It was very strange, indeed. I wanted him to like me so badly. When I saw him get up to use the bathroom, I got up and followed him, ‘accidentally’ bumping into him as he stepped out from the lavatory. “Excuse me,” he said.

“Excuse me,” I said, reaching down, slipping my fingers over his crotch, gently squeezing his manly bulge. I gave him a quick little massage, biting my lip. I’m not sure why I did it, or what I was hoping to achieve. I obviously couldn’t have him, so why was I bothering? He bit his lip and his body seemed to melt from my grasp. “What are you doing later tonight?” he asked.

I smiled. “I’ve got plans,” I said, and then I released him. I had to be careful. Being a woman was proving to be somewhat of an addiction. The closer I skirted to that fine line, the better the high. A part of me wanted to keep on pushing it, to see how far I could go. Could I get into a man’s bedroom? Could I get down to my bra and panties without him knowing any better? Could my kiss fool him? Could I get him off without him finding me out?

I had to keep pushing those thoughts away. They were dangerous—even more dangerous now that I knew they were within the realm of possibility. If I’d gotten this far, who was to say I couldn’t go all the way? Basically, as long as my cock stayed between my legs, anything was possible. My flat chest wasn’t even a giveaway. Plenty of girls had totally flat chests.

I practically had Roger drooling over me, and I couldn’t blame him. I couldn’t help but obsess a little bit every time I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. But I needed to have a bit of self control. I wasn’t doing this to make men fawn over me. I was doing it to meet Static Overdrive and to get my precious autograph.


CHAPTER III

I didn’t get much sleep the night before the big show. I had to drive six hours to get to the show, and I didn’t even have tickets. I considered buying tickets. It almost seemed like a giant waste of time to travel six hours just to stand behind a stadium, but I figured the real waste would be to buy a ticket and then to cut out halfway through the show to secure my spot at the front of the crowd out back. The roadies always picked the girls who stood at the front. They rarely picked anyone from within the crowd, unless they were absolutely stunning.

There were only about ten people standing out back when I arrived. I could hear the music booming from inside the stadium. I was giddy with excitement. I had full faith in my plan.

With every passing song, more and more people began to crowd around me. I didn’t think it would matter how many people showed up seeing as I already had my spot at the front of the crowd, but I was wrong. It turns out, people treat your differently as a woman. More specifically, women treat you much differently when you’re a woman. They’re ruthless, heartless. I had to hold my ground as I was tugged and bumped and girls tried to scooch in front of me, squeezing themselves between the temporary barricade and my body.

The men behind me didn’t help much either. I can’t tell you how many times my ass was grabbed. It was impossible to know who the culprit was, but I imagine it was more than one of the guys behind me. One guy even slipped his hands between my thighs in an attempt to feel up my pussy. I quickly swatted his hand away, milliseconds before his fingers found a little more than they were expecting. “Oh, c’mon baby,” the male voice said behind me. “Saving it all for Rick Aaronson?” I didn’t look back. I couldn’t look back. I needed to stay totally focussed on holding my ground, so I wouldn’t lose my spot, so twenty hours of my life wouldn’t be wasted.

The back door opened and the crowd erupted. Girls bounced up and down and screamed, “Bring me back! Bring me back!” The men behind me shouted for their chance—but they had no hope, as I knew all too well. The pushing and shoving intensified. “Get out of my way!” a woman shouted in my ear as she forced herself in front of me. I tried to hold her back but I couldn’t. She began to jump up and down in front of me, her butt (exposed thanks to her too-short jean shorts) rubbing all over me. Another girl slipped in front of me, and I lost sight of the roadie. My heart sank into my gut.

All of my hope was lost. I could have forced my way past the girls but I didn’t—I didn’t want to stoop to their low level, even if it did mean wasting over twenty hours of my life, all of that gas spent driving, all of that money spent on a hotel room for the night.

“Move aside,” I heard the roadie say, and then, after a moment, the girls in front of parted. Then, I saw him pointing at me. “You,” he said. My heart jumped back up into my chest. The girls around me all turned and looked at me. “Fucking slut,” one girl said, looking down at me like I was the scum of the earth. And sure, I hammed it up. I was only wearing a bra as a top, after all. But I could have cared less. I was in. I was going to meet Static Overdrive.

The roadie brought me, along with five other girls, down a series of corridors. The end of the band’s booming encore echoed through the halls. Finally, we found ourselves in a big green room. “Help yourself to food and drinks,” the roadie said, motioning towards two long tables covered in high-quality catering. A few of the girls went to grab something to eat (some of us had, after all, been waiting outside for nearly five hours). I couldn’t even think about eating. My heart was pounding so fast and so hard, the thought of food made me sick. I was going to meet Static Overdrive. I was going to get my tour-book personally signed by the band. And I was going to meet Rick Aaronson. Excitement, anxiety, and a tinge of dread all pulsed through my veins.

From that green room, I could hear the concert coming to an end. I could hear the many fans in attendance erupting into cheer. As that cheer began to die down, I knew the band was on their way to the green room, on their way to me. I had to take a seat on one of the couches in the room, afraid I would collapse the moment I laid eyes on Rick Aaronson. The girls around me didn’t seem to be too phased, or maybe they were just very good at hiding it. They continued to pick snacks off of the food tables, mingling amongst one another, basking in their egos. I don’t think they cared about meeting the band. I think they already had their moment of triumph, being picked from the crowd. They were satisfied.

The door opened and they came in, the drummer first, then the bass player, then the rhythm guitar player, and then Rick. He scanned the room, his eyes fell upon me, and then he smiled. I froze completely, my nervous system shut down. Of course I’d always known he was real, but now he was really real, and he was looking right at me. “Hello ladies,” he said. He nodded his head at me and then turned to the other girls.

“Oh my God,” one of the girl said, waving her hands in front of her face in a strange attempt to stop herself from crying. “You guys are so amazing.”

“Thanks, and thanks for all of your support. It really means a lot to us,” Rick said. My eyes were glued to him. I couldn’t look away. He seemed to have a glow to him, one that you didn’t see in pictures or video or even from across a stadium packed full of fans. My mind became mush. I couldn’t hear what anyone was saying. I was in a complete state of hypnosis. I was in the same room as arguably the most talented musician of the century.

And again, he was looking right at me. His lips were moving, but all I could hear was the high-pitched ringing of my brain. “You okay?” I finally heard him say.

“Huh? Me? Yeah, I’m fine,” I said, snapping out of my trance. I don’t think my heart had ever beat so fast in my life.

“I said, what’s your name?” he said.

“Georgia May.” I sprung to my feet and threw my hand forward. “It’s such a pleasure to meet you. I’m your biggest fan,” I said.

“Our biggest fan, hey?” he said. He took my hand. His skin was so soft, so warm, so perfect in every conceivable way. “The pleasure’s all mine, Georgia,” he said. I could feel the scorn of the other girls in the room. Sure, Static Overdrive had an incredible drummer, a very talented bass player, and a great rhythm guitarist, but Rick Aaronson was in a league of his own. He was the real talent of the band and everyone knew it. It also didn’t hurt that he was the most handsome of the band members.

I felt like such a fool when I held up my tour-book. “Could you sign my tour-book?” I asked. All of the other girls looked at me like I was insane, like I was just some crazy fan girl with a crazy Rick Aaronson obsession. And maybe I was.

He went around the room, spending time with everyone, asking stock questions, getting to know his fans. And he was incredibly good at feigning interest. His smile was so genuine and he was great at listening. But I could tell it was just procedure to him. No one is interested in “My name’s Marissa, I like music and concerts and I’m taking women’s studies in school and I work as a bartender and I love to party…” But when he finally got to me, it was different. We actually talked. He asked me questions about my career and my personal life and what other bands I liked. He ended up taking a seat next to me, and then again, I could feel the scorn of the other girls in the room.

Maybe he was just more interested because he could tell I was a real fan and not just another girl who wanted to say they met a celebrity. Or maybe he was interested in me romantically—or maybe I was just delusional. But the way he was looking at me was so similar to the way Roger looked at me at that café. There was something else there that I just couldn’t put my finger on.

“Alright ladies, it’s time to go,” the band’s manager said, poking his head into the room.

The other girls all sprung to their feet and started towards the door. It wasn’t so easy for me. I didn’t want the moment to end. It was like waking up from a perfect dream—that moment you realize you’re dreaming and about to wake up but you’re still in that dream world. You can refuse to let it end all you want but returning to real life is inevitable. “C’mon miss,” the band manager said, looking right at me.

Reluctantly, I stood up. I looked back at Rick, who was smiling. “It was nice to meet you,” I said, then I started for the door, my heart crushed slightly, knowing it was probably the one and only time I would ever get to meet my idol. “Hey Georgia,” Rick said. My heart sprung alive once again. “Do you have plans for the rest of the night?” he asked.

“No,” I said so quickly, I nearly interrupted him.

“Do you mind waiting out in the parking lot while we pack up? I’ll have someone find you,” he said.

I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. “Okay,” I said and he smiled.

“Great.”

The band manager put his hand on my back and led me out of the green room. My head was spinning. To call it the highlight of my life was an understatement. I was buzzing with warm energy. I’d never been on such an incredible high in my whole life. I just met Static Overdrive. I just spent half an hour sitting and chatting with Rick Aaronson and now I was going to meet up with him in private. It was every girl in America’s dream.

And then I realized what was happening. Rick didn’t just want to hang out with some random fan, he wanted to hang out with a woman. Whether or not that meant sex or real romance, I couldn’t offer him either. I wasn’t a woman. I didn’t have what he wanted. I was just setting him and myself up for disappointment.

But still, I stuck around. My feelings were overriding my sensibilities. I knew what I was doing was wrong but I couldn’t help my greed. It was only twenty minutes when the headlights fell upon me and the limousine pulled up next to me.


CHAPTER IV

I expected there to be people in the limousine—either Rick or maybe the band’s manager or at the very least an assistant or a roadie. But the limo was empty, save for the driver who kept the darkened window up between us. As soon as I was seated, he started to drive. I watched the stadium become further and further away.

We were headed for the downtown core, which wouldn’t have taken long had it not been for the heavy traffic—mostly streams of cars leaving the stadium, siphoning out of the series of crammed parking lots. Sitting in the back of that empty limousine, in that dense traffic, I had a lot of time to think about my situation. And the further and further we got from that stadium, the more I began to regret my decision to go through with meeting Rick in private. What was the point? I’d already met him and I’d gotten my autograph. That was all that I came for. So why push it? Why risk ruining the impression I’d made?

We pulled up to a big, fancy hotel. The lot out front was loaded with luxury cars, each worth more than my entire net worth. The driver opened the door for me and then led me into the hotel, through the vibrant lobby. There was an amazing pianist finishing a tune. Everyone was dressed in their best clothes. Meanwhile, I was dressed like a prostitute. As expected, I turned some heads.

Was Rick hoping that I would change? Should I have gone out and found a nice dress, something more appropriate for the setting? I felt ridiculous in my black bra and tight, leather pants. People probably thought I was an escort being brought up to Rick’s room.

My heart skipped a beat. Maybe that’s exactly what I was—maybe Rick chose me because he thought I would put out. Did he think I was an escort? Was he expecting sex?

The driver took me up the elevator and then down the hall to a set of double doors. He knocked on the door and then said nothing as he turned to leave. A part of me wanted to ask him to stick around, though I don’t know why. I don’t know how he could have helped me in any way. I hadn’t even spoken a word to him.

The doors opened and there was Rick, standing in the doorway. “So glad you could make it,” he said. “Come on in.” I hesitated for a moment and then stepped into the room.

Of course he wanted sex. Why else would he have me brought to his hotel room? Why else would he single out the girl who wasn’t wearing a damn shirt? What was I thinking? “Make yourself comfortable,” he said. “Can I get you a drink?”

“Sure, whatever you’re having.” I couldn’t decline a drink. I needed to take off the edge somehow.

He poured me a bourbon. “Ice?” he asked.

“Just neat, thanks,” I said, taking the drink, quickly taking a sip. He took the seat next to me.

“Are you hungry? Should we order some food up to the room?” he asked.

“I’m okay, but if you’re hungry, you go ahead,” I said. I actually was hungry but my sensibility was quickly rushing back to me. I needed to get out of there as quick as possible. There was nothing left for me to achieve. Every additional moment with Rick was another moment I was risking my identity, risking ruining the impression I’d already made. I should have just stood up and politely left—I could have said I wasn’t feeling well, or that I forgot to do something—anything. But I couldn’t bring myself to leave. Once again, I found myself weak in his presence.

I really should have left. Especially after the first drink. I could have even left after the second. But I didn’t leave. And with every drink he poured, the thought drifted farther and farther away. I was stuck, trapped in my own body, forced to suffer in the agony of anxiety, knowing the night could only end badly from there on. Rick had gotten much closer to me, to the point that our bodies were touching as we continued to converse later and later into the night. We ended up ordering room service—twice—dinner and desert. Rick had a bottle of champagne brought up to the room to “celebrate” though he never really specified what exactly we were celebrating.

“Rick, I need to tell you something,” I said. I don’t know if I said it in a moment of drunken idiocy or in a moment of clear sobriety. He stared at me with wide eyes, waiting for me to go on. But I was frozen. I couldn’t actually bring myself to tell him my truth. And why would I? Why was I about to? In what conceivable way was that a solution to my problem.

I lost my chance. Before I was even able to muster up a single word, he leaned over and kissed me. That was it. I was done. I let my arms wrap around him and I kissed him back, letting him lower me down onto the couch. He came down over me.

Inside of me were two different personalities fighting for control. There was Georgia, with her hands firmly clutching the steering wheel, and then there was my male self, hopelessly determined to pry her away and regain control. But why? I was in a state of pure bliss. My heart was racing. I was living every girl’s dream. But inside I knew it was all about to end—like a car speeding faster and faster and faster towards a cliff. If I didn’t hit the brakes soon, there would be no stopping myself from going over, I would be destined to crash and burn.

Yet still, my hands found their way up his shirt, onto his rigid abs, his hard chest. His hands were all over me, my tits and my ass. It was heaven and hell, ecstasy and torture. His fingers began to sink down between my legs. We were past the point of no return. He started to rub my cock. My heart was racing. It was just a matter of time before he realized he wasn’t rubbing a plump pussy. I was getting erect. Soon he’s be rubbing a thick, hard, throbbing erection.

A cold tingle ran down my spine. Why was I not pushing him away? Had I lost my mind completely. He kept on rubbing. I was rock-hard now. How had he not noticed? My hands trembled. I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on my forehead. Still, I continued to paw at his beautiful muscles.

He sunk down, pulling my tight leather pants down with him. Gently he took my cock and brought it to his lips. He started to suck me off. My head was spinning. I was rigid, completely tense. I was mere seconds away from falling into cardiac arrest. What was happening? Why was he sucking my cock. And why was I letting him?

He managed to get the entirety of my dick in his mouth, sinking it deep into his throat. His warm tongue felt like heaven. I sunk my fingers into his soft hair. The tension was quickly leaving my body, along with the anxiety and the confusion. I didn’t know what was happening but I didn’t care. I was too far gone, too lost in the swirling euphoria. I let him finger my asshole while he sucked my cock. My God, did it feel incredible.

Maybe he was drunk. Maybe I was drunk. I didn’t feel drunk. Maybe we were both sober—maybe there was some other force pulling the strings of our marionettes. Maybe our lust wasn’t bound by our genders.

He came back up and his lips found mine once again. He managed to get his pants off and I heard them hit the floor. I could feel his big, warm cock against my leg. I lifted up my knees and reached down, wrapping my fingers around his impressive, throbbing erection. His tongue penetrated my lips. I lined the tip of his dick up with my asshole and I began to push him inside of me. Euphoria pulsed through me, flashing like a victorious slot machine. He took my hands and pinned them down next to my body. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, and then he pushed himself inside.

My world lit up. I became weightless, my senses overrun. I couldn’t look away from his beautiful eyes or his heart-melting smile as he began to thrust his big dick in and out of my asshole. Each thrust sent me deeper and deeper into a euphoric haze. Had he not been pinning my hands down, I would have pinched myself. I wasn’t entirely convinced I wasn’t dreaming.

I watched his muscles flex and contract. He was so beautiful, a sculpted masterpiece.

“Jerk yourself off,” he said, finally releasing one of my hands. I followed his command, but I never looked away from his eyes, and he never looked away from mine. “I want you to come for me,” he said. “Come all over your beautiful chest.”

If I was dreaming, it was the single greatest and most realistic dream I’d ever had.

I was getting close to finishing. I closed my knees in on his rigid body. I bit down on my tongue and let my head fall back. “Oh God,” I began to mutter over and over. He slipped one of his fingers into my mouth and I began to suck. I was going to come—I was going to come all over myself. He wasn’t too far off either. His thrusts were becoming faster, more swift. He was beginning to grunt, his grip on my wrist began to tighten. “Come for me, baby,” he said, and I couldn’t take any more. I came all over myself—blast after blast of warm cum, all over my chest, my tummy, my hand.

He finally looked away from my eyes to watch me come. I watched an elated tremor run through his body. “Oh fuck,” he said, and then he came, deep inside of my asshole. Fuck, it felt incredible. No drug can imitate that sensation. No high can reach that feeling. Out of breath, he fell down on me.

I hadn’t realized how long we’d been together. The sun was beginning to rise, casting an intense orange light into the luxury hotel suite. Rick seemed to notice it at the same time as me. “What time is it?” he asked.

“Almost seven,” I said, reading the clock on the nearby microwave.

“Shit,” he said, springing up. “The tour bus leaves at eight.” He started to get dressed and that realization came back to me—it was all destined to end eventually. Sure, we’d gone a lot farther than I thought we would, but still, he was only in town for the night, and he wouldn’t be back for at least another year. By that point, he probably wouldn’t even remember me.

“I guess I should be going, too,” I said, sitting up.

He walked over to me and kissed me on the forehead. “I’ll see you around,” he said. Even though I saw it coming, long before I even arrived at his hotel, I was disappointed. I don’t know why, but in our moment of passion, I managed to delude myself into thinking there could be some kind of future between us. But of course there couldn’t be—who was I kidding? He was a touring musician. And I wasn’t even really a woman, though I was beginning to feel more and more like a woman. It was actually strange to think that I was really a man. It was strange to think that the girly voice I had been using for the past few weeks wasn’t even my real voice.

As soon as I returned home, it suddenly felt like it had all been a dream. Aside from my signed tour-book, I didn’t have any proof that the whole interaction was real. I had no pictures, I didn’t have Rick’s phone number, nothing. After a week passed, I’d even started to convince myself it was all just a dream. After I returned to work, I retired my female clothes and makeup into a bag in the back corner of my closet. I got used to my regular, male voice once again.

It was a month later when there was a knock at my door. I didn’t recognize the man on the other side. “Can I help you?” I asked.

“I’m looking for Georgia May,” he said. My heart sunk into my gut. Had someone found me out and tracked me down?

“I’m sorry, what’s this about?” I managed to ask through the lump in my throat.

“I was sent by Rick Aaronson of Static Overdrive,” he said. “He’s asked me to take Ms. May to the airport.”

My heart was racing now. I noticed he was holding a card in his hand. “What’s that?” I asked.

He held the card up. “This is for Ms. May.”

I spent a moment trying to collect all of my thoughts, but they were popping into my head faster than I was able to make sense of them. “I think she just got out of the shower. Can I take this to her?”

“Sure,” he said, giving me the card.

“I’ll be right back.” I took the card into the other room, out of sight of the driver, and I opened it up. It was an invitation to spend two months with Rick at his private recording studio on the English countryside. There was a plane ticket for that afternoon pressed in the card.

“I really hope you can make it,” it concluded. How did he get my address? How did he know where to find me? To be honest, I didn’t even care—I was finally going to see Rick again.

I nearly screamed in excitement. How could I say no? I ran back into the other room where the driver was waiting patiently. “She said she’ll be ready in about half an hour. Is that okay?” I said. He nodded, and then I ran back to get ready.

So maybe I was wrong when I said that the real fans never get anything good. In fact, that couldn’t have been more wrong. All those skimpy girls got were some quick signatures and a quick meet and greet. I was getting the man himself.

It turns out, it pays to be the biggest fan.

THE END


GIRLFRIEND FOR A DAY

Liam’s on his girlfriend, Becky’s last nerve. He forgot about date night, he slept through the appointment with the plumber (which Becky still had to pay for) and now, he’s slept in when he was supposed to go and pick up a package. “I already got it,” he lied, thinking he still had plenty of time to make it down to the post office. He doesn’t expect to be turned down by the post worker. It turns out, Becky needs to be there to pick up the package.

But Liam’s already lied and time’s running out. He has one last idea—an idea that involves shaving his legs, putting in Becky’s hair extensions, dressing up in a pair of Becky’s shorts and one of her tank tops, and heading down to the post again, this time as Becky.


CHAPTER I

When I woke up on that Friday morning, I had no idea that I would end up in my girlfriend’s clothes and her makeup, with her hair extensions clipped into my hair. I had no idea I would be going out in public, doing my best impression of her voice, actually trying to pass myself off as a woman, as my girlfriend. Never in my life had the idea of cross-dressing even crossed my mind. In fact, whenever I heard about people doing it, I thought they were nuts, bonkers, like there was some screws loose in their brains. Don’t get me wrong, I think a person should be able to do whatever they want to do, but there was just something so taboo about the idea of impersonating a woman, especially your own girlfriend.

I worked from home as a graphic designer. My girlfriend, Becky, worked at a big insurance firm across town. She made way more money than me and she was much better at saving her money than me. Most mornings, she was already at her desk at work by the time I pulled myself out of bed. She usually did her best to not wake me up as she brewed a pot of coffee, got showered and dressed, and made herself a piece of toast. This particular morning, that was not the case. I woke up to her shaking me.

“What do you want?” I grumbled in my state of sleepiness.

“Don’t forget to go pick up my package from the post office, Liam. It’s very important,” she said. She was using the term ‘very important’ rather loosely, if you ask me. She’d ordered a couple of bikinis that she was hoping to wear that weekend. We had a little vacation planned at a little beach town, a few hours from where we lived. We did the same vacation every year, and every year, she felt the need to order all-new bikinis. I wouldn’t be surprised if she had hundreds of bikinis stuffed deep in her closet, most of which she had maybe put on once or twice.

“Yeah, yeah, I’ll do it,” I said.

“I’m serious. I’ll die if I don’t get those bikinis. You know the post office isn’t open tomorrow, right? And that the post office closes early today.”

“I know.”

“And you know I work late tonight. I’m having dinner with my bosses. So I won’t have time to get the package.”

I rolled over, away from the light she insisted on turning on as she hovered over me. “I said I’ll do it. And I really doubt you would die,” I said.

“If I don’t get those bikinis, I’ll have nothing to wear this weekend.” It wasn’t unusual for Becky to be dramatic, but this was nothing. If you want to see dramatic, imagine her without her new bikinis. Imagine her having to go to the beach in one of those old outfits. The world would be over. I’m sure I wouldn’t hear the end of it all weekend.

So rather than arguing for the sake of arguing, I said, “I’m going to go in an hour. Just let me sleep for ten more minutes.”

She took off for work and I fell back asleep. It was noon when I woke up. “Shit!” I said the moment I looked at the clock and realized I’d overslept. I sprung out of bed and got dressed quickly. There was a text message on my phone, from Becky. “Did you get the package?” it read.

“Yep, got it here,” I texted back. I didn’t want her to know I slept in. The post was still open for four more hours, which was plenty of time to get the package.

“Excellent. Thank you so much! Love you,” she texted back. Not even bothering to brush my teeth or put on deodorant, I took off for the post office. I felt like such an idiot.

I didn’t even tell you about the other times I’d fucked up. Just the week before, I slept through an appointment Becky made with a plumber, to have our furnace fixed. The guy stood in front of the door for half an hour, ringing the doorbell and then finally left. Not only did he leave a bill in the mailbox, we had to suffer for days in a freezing cold house. The week before that, I forgot I was supposed to meet her after work for dinner. We had reservations at a nice little restaurant across town. Becky always said we didn’t do enough together. She came home furious while I was in front of the television, playing video games.

I knew I needed to get my shit together, but I couldn’t help myself from screwing up over and over again.

Though I felt I needed a bit of credit. It had been a week and, for the most part, I’d been on top of my game. Aside from sleeping in that morning, I’d had no slip ups. As long as Becky didn’t find out about me sleeping in, I was golden. But what difference did it really make? In the end, she gets her bikinis and everyone lives happily ever after.

I got to the post office. There was no line, so I went right up to the woman behind the counter. “I’m here to pick up a package,” I said.

“Name?”

“Peterson,” I said, giving the woman my girlfriend’s last name. I watched the lady look down a list as she muttered “Peterson” over and over again, under her breath. “Ah ha,” she said finally. “Becky Peterson?”

“That’s the one,” I said, feeling a sudden sense of triumph. The crisis was averted. Becky was going to have her bikinis and all was good. At least, I thought it was.

“And you’re Becky?” she said in a somewhat condescending and sarcastic tone.

“No, I’m her boyfriend, Liam. She asked me to pick up the package,” I said.

The woman shook her head. “Sorry, Becky needs to come pick up the package. I can’t let you take it.”

A tension filled my body. I stared into the woman’s eyes, trying to figure out if she was being serious. By the look of it, she was. “What? Why not?” I said.

“Because you aren’t Becky Peterson and I need a signature from Becky Peterson and I need to see Becky Peterson’s ID.” Of all the employees working at the post office that day, I got the one who actually took her job seriously. I can’t even count the number of times I’d picked packages up on Becky’s behalf.

The woman’s face was cold and stagnant. I could tell she had no intention on budging from her position. So I said, “Is there someone else I can speak to? A manager or someone like that?”

This only made her angrier. Her face became a tinge of red and her lips pressed thin. “I am the manager, and it’s just me today. You could always come back on Monday when one of the other managers is in.” She smirked and, deep down inside, I wanted to slap her stupid face. I was screwed. I’d already told Becky I got the package, and this mean old cow wasn’t going to give me any slack. I considered begging, but I couldn’t bear to give her the satisfaction. So instead, I said, “Okay, if those are the rules, those are the rules,” and I turned to leave with a forced smile on my face. Inside of my body was a crippling fire and a swirling nausea.

What annoyed me most about the woman was the fact that I knew she was lying. I could see a man in the back room, walking back and forth, probably sorting through boxes or something.

Without those bikinis, Becky wasn’t going to have any fun that weekend. I’d ruined our vacation. But was it really my fault? Would it have made a difference had I gone in a few hours earlier? Probably not. It probably would have been the same grumpy old lady turning me away. But what about the lie I sent to Becky? How was I going to explain my way out of that one? At least had I actually gone in when I said I would and been turned down, and I hadn’t lied to Becky, she wouldn’t have been disappointed with me, just with the system.

I returned home and stared in the mirror. I was staring at a loser. This was worse than the plumber incident and the missed dinner. Now I was a stinking liar on top of being a lazy degenerate. As I left the bathroom, I noticed something on the kitchen table: Becky’s passport and a note that read, “Just in case they need ID.”

They needed more than ID. They needed her signature, too. But seeing the passport gave me an idea. It was totally insane, but I was completely determined to not let Becky down again.


CHAPTER II

I mean, was it really that crazy of a plan? I had Becky’s ID, all I needed was to make that one woman at the post office think I was Becky, quickly scribble a signature, and I would be home free. How hard could it be?

After all, everyone was always saying Becky and I looked like we could be brother and sister. We had a similar facial structure, we were both about the same height. She was a few pounds lighter than me, but I was pretty sure I would be able to fit her clothes. Back when she last got her passport renewed, she wore long hair extensions that extended all the way down to her sternum. I was pretty sure I knew which drawer those old extensions were in.

I still had a few hours before the post office closed. That was more than enough time to cover my face in makeup, clip in the hair extensions, find a flattering outfit, and make myself unrecognizable. That even left time to spare to figure out how to do a good voice (I could already do a pretty good Becky imitation from years of poking fun, so I was less worried about that).

As I opened up Becky’s closet, my heart began to race. Was I actually going to do it? Would I actually be able to pull it off? My other option was to rob the post office, though that would be hard to accomplish seeing as I didn’t own any sort of weapon and it would be easy to track down the idiot who stole the package with his home address written on it. So what other option did I have? None. I was going to dress up like Becky. It was settled.

I stripped down and looked at myself in the mirror. I could have put on some full-length pants and a sweater, to hide my body hair, but seeing as it was the middle of the summer, that would have been weird. I didn’t want to raise any flags. Most girls were out walking the streets in short skirts, bikinis, and short-shorts. What, was I just going to show up at the post office in snow pants and a parka with big sunglasses? I wouldn’t even get to the counter before that crusty old hag would be laughing her ass off.

So I made the decision to shave my arms and legs and even my chest. Most of Becky’s shirts showed off a bit of cleavage, and I can’t recall too many women with hair between their tits. While I was at it, I spent a bit of extra time getting as close a shave as possible on my face. I stepped back and looked at my hairless self in the mirror. It was strange seeing myself all smooth and shiny. From just the shave alone, I hardly recognized myself.

The next challenge was getting the bra right. Becky’s tits were slightly bigger than average, which was tricky to match. I tried stuffing the bra with sock, but it just looked lumpy. I tried using toilet paper, but it kept moving around. What I ended up doing that actually looked strikingly good (and don’t make fun of me) is I mixed some flour and some water together in a bowl, and then I poured that mixture into a couple of plastic bags. I used a bunch of tape to form them into the shape of breasts. Laugh all you want, but they actually looked pretty good, and they even bounced slightly like real tits when I walked or jumped. I’ll admit that I watched myself in the mirror for far too long, bouncing up and down, watching my tits jiggle.

For bottoms, I went with a pair of jean shorts that I always liked when Becky wore. For a shirt, I wore a baggy tank top.

Looking in the mirror, I used my hand to block out the view of my face. With my face out of the picture, I actually looked like a woman. Even my butt looked pretty good in those little shorts. Had Becky seen me like that, I bet she would have been jealous. I did a few different poses in the mirror, admiring my minor accomplishment.

But I wasn’t finished. I still needed to figure out the makeup among other things. I’d watched Becky do her makeup countless times, so I thought it would be a breeze. It wasn’t such a breeze. Suddenly, I understood why it took her so damned long to get ready for anything. Just getting the concealer on evenly was a serious pain the ass. And the first time I tried, I overdid it. I looked like a mannequin. I had to wash it all off and try again, this time being a bit more conservative with the stuff. I think it took me about five tries before I was satisfied with the way it looked.

I was using Becky’s passport photo as my reference, though I decided to make some changes because as I was analyzing her features, I realized people were right—we did look a lot alike. We especially had strikingly similar eyebrows and eyes. So I made my eyebrows much thicker and darker, and I used a good amount of eyeliner. Following the passport photo reference just wouldn’t have been enough. The post office woman would have seen right through me.

Luckily, the hair made the biggest difference (and it took the longest to get right). Once clipped in, I let it hang down. It helped to cover my face, and surprisingly, it matched my natural hair colour.

And again, I stepped back and looked in the mirror. I looked good. I actually looked a lot like Becky—it was kind of scary, even. But my plan was going to work, and that was all that mattered. Becky was going to get her bikinis and I wasn’t going to be the shitty boyfriend any more. I built up my confidence by talking to myself, motivating myself using my best Becky voice. I used my laptop to record a few lines and then I played them back. I ended up laughing—I sounded just like her. My plan wasn’t just going to work, it was going to be easy—a piece of cake.

At least, it would have been had I remembered the post office closed early on Fridays.


CHAPTER III

The whole way to the post office, my heart was racing. I felt like every single person I passed was staring at me, thinking, What the hell is that guy doing dressed up like that? There were definitely people staring at me, but I knew my worrying was just paranoia. Still, I couldn’t help that anxiety taking over my body. My reflection in store windows gave me a glimmer of peace of mind. I couldn’t even believe how good my legs looked in those little shorts, all shaved and smooth. If I saw a girl with those legs, I would have stared, too.

“Lookin’ good, baby!” someone shouted. I looked over. There were a couple of teenagers driving by. One had his head out the window. As we made eye-contact, he whistled. My immediate instinct was to think he was being sarcastic, that he could tell I was really a dude in girls’ clothing, but then, a block later, I had a guy in a suit and tie wink at me. When I stopped at a red light, a fairly handsome man came up to me and said, “I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but I saw you from across the street, and you’re very cute. I was wondering if you might be interested in going out some time.”

I felt like I should have been creeped out, but it was actually kind of charming. And it was nice to know that I was not only pulling off the whole looking like a lady thing, but I actually looked pretty good. “Sorry, I have a boyfriend,” I said. He apologized and then he turned away with a dark red face. It was my first public use of my voice, and it was a success. It didn’t leave him scratching his head or raising any eyebrows.

I’d gone my whole life without being hit on as a man. As a woman, I didn’t make it ten blocks without being hit on three times. Better than the flirtations was the one woman I noticed across the street, scorning in my direction, her face full of jealousy.

I was on a whole new high as I walked up to the post office—until I noticed the man locking the door, having just flipped the red ‘open’ sign over to ‘closed’.

I ran up to the man. “Excuse me—I need to pick up a package,” I said, hoping he would be decent enough to quickly get me in and out.

He turned to me, looked me up and down, and then said, “Sorry miss, we’re closed.”

“I know, I can see that, but I really need this package,” I said. “Is there no way I can just get in quickly?”

“Sorry, but I just work here. The manager needs to log into the database if we’re going to sign out any packages, and she left twenty minutes ago.” The man’s eyes kept slipping down to my chest in small bursts, as if I wouldn’t notice.

“Can I just grab the package, leave my info, and then you can sign the package out on Monday or something. I really need to get this package today—it’s really important. I’ll even leave cash,” I said.

He bit his lip, his eyes still casually exploring my body. “Let me see if I can figure something out,” he said. He unlocked the door and held it open for me. I walked inside.

He didn’t bother to flick the light back on as he walked over to the desk, heading straight for the phone. “I’ll call the main office and see if I can’t get them to authorize the sign out. Do you have your ID handy?” he asked.

My heart was racing. I was on the edge of victory—so close to the finish line, but that last little step was all up to fate. I tried to push the pessimism out of my head, that little voice that kept telling me, ‘You’re screwed. You fucked up. Becky is going to hate you.’ There was still hope—the man behind the counter was my last and only hope.

He shook his head and started to mash buttons on the phone. “They aren’t picking up.” I could feel my heart sinking down into my gut. I wanted to collapse to the ground and scream. I was so close. It was torture. I knew that package was within ten feet of me, but I couldn’t just grab it. After a minute, he shook his head again. “No answer. Sorry, miss. I don’t know if I can help you.”

The door to the back room was open, and I could see a pile of boxes. “Can’t I just grab the package and come back? You’d practically be saving my life.”

He looked to the back room and he bit his lip. He wanted to help me but he was torn. I could see the fear of his boss on his face. Maybe he’d gotten in trouble before for a similar incident. “I just don’t think I can,” he said, refusing to look me in the eye.

“I’ll do anything,” I said.

The room became silent for a long moment. The silence was complete agony, seemingly lasting a lifetime. “Anything?” he finally said.

“Anything.”

The silence returned. “Like what?” he said.

I thought for a minute. “I’ll give you money,” I said.

“How much?”

I didn’t have much to give. Even if I ran to an ATM, I didn’t have much in my bank account to take out. “Twenty bucks.”

“Sorry, that just won’t do it. Besides, I could get in a lot of trouble for taking your money.”

“So what do you want?” I asked. Finally, he looked me in the eye and I could tell right away what he wanted. He wanted some action. By the looks of it, the way his gaze drifted down to my chest, he wanted to see my tits. Unfortunately, I didn’t have any real tits to show him. So what could I do? Show him my ass? That definitely wouldn’t be enough. If he just wanted to see asses, he could have strolled downtown where girls walked around in their skimpy bikinis all day long. No, he wanted more than that. If I was going to get Becky’s package, I was going to have to do something drastic—and I needed that package. My whole relationship relied on it.

So I took a step forward. The man was frozen stiff. He didn’t want to come out and say it, but he didn’t have to. His face was begging for it. I couldn’t give him much, but I could probably get him off. How bad would it be? I sunk down to my knees and carefully brought my trembling hand up to his crotch. I began to rub, feeling his bulge beginning to expand in his pants. I could hear his staggered breathing. His body was filled with tension. He reached back and grabbed onto the edge of the counter for support.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I closed my eyes and tried to convince myself it really wasn’t that bad. It was just a quick tug, a quick yank. The quicker I could get him off, the quicker I could start to forget about it. I needed to do it for Becky. All of this was for Becky.

He did my the favour of unzipping his pants and pulling his cock out. I retracted my hand as soon as the big, throbbing thing was out in the open. I didn’t want to touch it. I’d never touched another man’s cock before and I’d never intended to. I was straight. I was in love with Becky—so I had to do it.

Gently, I wrapped my fingers around it. It was warmer than I expected. I could feel it pulsing as it grew in my grasp. Slowly, I started to pump it. “Just like that,” he said as I got into a smooth rhythm. “Yeah, just like that,” he said again. His fingers wrapped around my head, sinking into my hair. My heart jumped. What if he felt the clips of my hair extensions? Would he even care? Lots of girls wear hair extensions, right?

I didn’t see it coming: as I opened my mouth to take a breath of air, he pulled me forward, sinking his cock into my mouth. I gagged and pushed the palms of my hands against his thighs, trying to push myself back. He wouldn’t let me go. He wanted his cock in my mouth. He didn’t just want a yank—that wasn’t enough. My heart was racing now.

It felt so wrong, so taboo, having a man’s erect penis in my mouth, throbbing on my tongue, stretching out my lips. But something about it was exciting—thrilling. You know it’s wrong but that only makes you want to do it more. I began to suck, bobbing my head back and forth, feeling his warm, rigid member gliding along my tongue. “Oh God, yes,” the man said.

It was crazy to think that the man was a complete stranger. I didn’t know his name. I didn’t know anything about him. As far as I knew, he was a married guy, maybe with kids. The craziest part of all was that he had no idea he was getting a blowjob from another man, dressed like a woman. What would he do if he found out the truth? Would he become violent?

He was rock-hard now, fully erect. I couldn’t get all of him in my mouth, so I had to stroke the bottom half of his cock with my hand while I sucked. He kept his hands on the back of my head, pulling me in and pushing my off over and over, practically doing all the work for me. I was like his sex doll. But it really wasn’t so bad. It was exciting and it kind of felt nice after a while, in a weird kind of way. There was something very satisfying about the way his cock slipped along my tongue and the hard ridge of his tip rippled over my lips.

Without warning, he pulled me around, pushing my back against the counter with a thud. “Open up,” he demanded, so I did, and he plunged his cock back into my mouth, this time sinking it down my throat, making me gag. I tried to push him back but he was too powerful. I was his to do what he wanted to, and he wanted to fuck my face senselessly. He started to thrust himself in and out of my mouth, holding my head firmly in place with his hands. I couldn’t breathe. I was gagging, drool dribbling down the side of my face. I could practically feel the testosterone pumping through his body. “I’m going to come in your fucking mouth,” he said, thrusting harder, plunging deeper.

He shouted a loud battle cry and then I felt it, his cum blasting into the back of my throat. Again, I tried to push him back but he wouldn’t budge. He wanted his cum in my throat and that’s where he got it. The back of my head was sore from being bounced repeatedly against the counter. I gasped loudly for air as soon as he pulled out. I had to swallow his big, hot load just so I could free up my airway and breathe.

As he stepped back, his cheeks became instantly red. He knew he got carried away and for some reason, I didn’t mind. It just added to the taboo excitement of it all. I couldn’t stand up right away because my cock had slipped out from my panties and at some point during my face-fucking, I’d gotten hard. He just looked down at me. “Are you okay?” he asked after a moment of silence.

“I’m fine. I just need a minute.”

“I’ll go grab your package,” he said with a smile and a nod, and then he disappeared into the back room. I was so happy. I’d done it. Becky would never know that I’d slept in and lied to her about getting her bikinis. At least, so I thought.


CHAPTER IV

The man came back with Becky’s package, but the packing tape was cut and the box was open. The man was looking into the box. “Bikinis, huh?” he said, stopping in the doorway. “I bet these will look pretty good on you.”

I forced a smile. “I hope so.”

He looked up at me. “Can I see one on you?”

A lump began to form in my throat. “I’m in a bit of a rush,” I said.

“Oh c’mon. Surely you’ve got time to just try one of them on for me.” He reached into the box and pulled one out, a red one-piece. He tossed it to me, and I caught it. He wasn’t giving me much of an option, but what could I do? There was no way I could put on a bikini without exposing the bulge of my cock and the falsity of my tits. “I’m doing you a big favour, you know,” he said, but it felt more like blackmail than it did a reminder.

I looked around for somewhere to change. “Just change here.” And again, it sounded more like a demand than a suggestion.

Heart racing, I turned my back to the man. Carefully, I pulled off my shirt and dropped it to the ground. I kept my bra on, because what other option did I have? I needed something to give the illusion of breasts, and my plastic sacs alone weren’t going to do the trick. “You’re a tease. I like it,” he said as I bent over to slip out of my jean shorts. It occurred to me as I was slipping off the shorts that he could probably see the bulge of my balls between my legs from behind me, though it probably just looked like the bulge of a plump pussy, seeing as his only reaction was in saying, “You look good bent over.” Without turning to face him, I stepped into the little red one-piece and pulled it up, over my body.

There was a mirror to my side, in which I caught my profile. I actually looked damn good in that bikini, save for the bulge of my cock between my legs. I reached down and tried to adjust it so it was less visible, but I couldn’t seem to make it go away. I ended up tucking it between my legs, which was uncomfortable and meant that I needed to keep my legs closed together, but it did the trick. I turned to the man.

“You’ve got a bikini body, that’s for sure,” he said, his eyes fixated on my body. “Though I’ve never seen someone wear a bra under their bikini before.”

I forced a smile. “I guess my tits just aren’t big enough to fill it out. The bra helps for now but it looks like I might need to return it.” I bit my lip. I could feel the blood rushing up to my cheeks. I loved the way he was looking at me, full of lust and desire. No one had ever looked at me like that before. It felt nice to be desired and craved. It felt nice to be sexy and beautiful, even if it wasn’t as myself. It kind of sucked to think that this wasn’t the real me, that after that afternoon I would probably never see someone look at me that way again or hear the endless stream of compliments.

“Do a little spin,” he said. Keeping my legs closed together so my cock wouldn’t slip, I spun around.

“You’re very pretty,” he said. “But you need to take off the bra to complete the look,” he said. “Give me the full picture, you know?”

“It wouldn’t look right,” I said, my heart beginning to throb relentlessly against my ribcage.

“Let me be the judge,” he said, stepping up to me. A cold tingle ran down my spine as he reached around my back and his fingers found the clip of my bra.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said. I should have jumped back or tried to stop him in some way, but my body was rendered frozen. I knew he was able to overpower me no matter what and I knew he was keen on getting what he wanted. Resistance seemed like a waste of time, just delaying the inevitable. I held my fake tits in place as best I could as he slipped the bra under the straps of the one-piece and pulled the it up, over my head.

“Move your arm,” he said, taking my arm and moving it away from my chest.

By some divine miracle, my homemade fake tits stayed in place. I looked over at the mirror and noticed the real miracle—they actually looked pretty realistic, and the one-piece did a pretty good job holding them in place. “I don’t think you need to return it, I think it fits you absolutely perfectly,” the man said, running his hands down my sides, around my body, landing on my butt cheeks. He squeezed and then leaned forward for a kiss.

In my half state of panic, half state of paralysis, I kissed him back. I let his tongue slip into my mouth, and I even pushed my tongue into his mouth. I let my hands explore his body, his big, rigid muscles. I didn’t stop him from reaching down to rub my pussy, which didn’t exist. His fingers slipped between my legs and he began to rub the length of my cock.

It took him a moment to realize something was off, but it was inevitable. He froze and he pulled his head back from me. “What’s that?” he said, his hand frozen on my cock, which was now semi-erect, ready to spring out at a moment’s notice.

“I—I need to go,” I said, trying to step back, but he held me in place.

He reached up and grabbed my tit, instantly noticing it didn’t feel right. He reached under my one-piece and pulled out one of my homemade tits. “What the fuck is this?” he said. “You’re a man?” His face was red, but mine was probably redder. My head was spinning, running through all the possibilities as to what was about to happen, most of which involved my death. “Well?” he said.

“Yes,” I managed to say through the lump in my throat. “I’m a man.”

The room became silent. We were both frozen in our own states of fear and confusion. I couldn’t tell if he was enraged or not. I don’t think he was able to process what was happening. “Please don’t hurt me,” I managed to say.

“But your body…” he said. “You look so good.”

“I need to go,” I said, trying to step back, but he continued to hold me in place. “Please.”

He reached down and pulled my cock out the side of my bikini. “You have a dick,” he said. He held it in his hands. I thought he was going to crush it, rip it off and shove it down my throat as some sort of cruel revenge. But he didn’t. He just held it, cradling it gently in his hand. “Fuck me with it,” he said.

It took me a second to realize what he’d said, and even then, I didn’t believe it. “What?” I said.

“Fuck me with it.” He reached down and unzipped his pants, quickly dropping them to the floor. I couldn’t tell if he was kidding or setting me up for some sort of humiliating revenge. Though it certainty didn’t seem that way. It seemed like he really wanted me to fuck him. He started to massage my cock, stroking it. It felt good. I couldn’t help that he was making me bigger and harder. “Fuck me in the ass,” he said, and then he turned around and planted his hands on the counter.

Still in shock, I took my cock and lined it up with his tight, little asshole. I began to push forward, penetrating the rim of his anus. I heard him exhale deeply. Was this really happening? Was he really not going to murder me for deceiving him? Was he really into this? I pushed in further, his warm asshole contracting and releasing, clenching my cock. Deeper and deeper and deeper. “Oh fuck that feels good,” he moaned, melting into the counter.

It did feel pretty amazing. His asshole was tighter than any hole my cock had ever been in. I loved the way it felt as it breathed, clenching and releasing, over and over. “Fuck me,” he said, so I started to thrust in and out of him. After a few pumps, I began to relax. This wasn’t a set up for some weird form of revenge. He really just wanted me to fuck him, so that’s what I did, plunging my hard cock deeper and deeper inside of his body. I had him moaning and groaning in no time.

I looked up into the mirror. I looked so good in that bikini, even without my fake tits. The way my hair cascaded over my shoulders and the way the one-piece made my butt perk up. If I came across a girl that looked like that who happened to have a big dick between her thighs, I would probably let her fuck me in the ass too. It was like that one-piece was designed for my body.

“Come in my ass,” he demanded. A warm, fuzzy energy began to materialize at my crotch, getting stronger and stronger with every swift thrust into the man’s butthole. I clenched my fingers into his butt cheeks. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I started to come. He screamed aloud as I slammed down into him, hard, my warm load filling up his body.

After I pulled back, I watched my creampie dribble out from his asshole, down his leg. He didn’t get up. He was too consumed by the lingering euphoria to move. “I’m going to go now,” I said.

“Bye,” he managed to say as I took the box of bikinis off of the counter.

By the time Becky got home from work, everything was back to normal. I’d returned her one-piece into the box and I’d replaced the cut packing tape. I’d gotten the extensions out from my hair and I’d washed off all the makeup. As far as she knew, I’d woken up at a reasonable hour and nothing had gone wrong with the picking up of the bikinis.

I’d successfully avoided the doghouse, and most importantly of all, I’d learned a lesson: don’t lie to the people you love, and if you really love them, you’ll do anything for them, even if that means sucking a stranger off at the post office and then fucking him in the ass while wearing a sexy one-piece bikini.

It was a serious wake up call. It was the fire under my ass I’d been looking for. You better believe I shaped up after that day. There was no more sleeping in, no more slacking off. Who would have thought spending a day dressed like my girlfriend could have such a life-changing impact?

THE END


GETTING THE JOB

Jared has been working for Herman Prosthetics for years, but that promotion he’s always wanted (and deserved) has just never come his way. The reason: they say he’s just too valuable down in the workshop, building artificial body parts. But Jared gets an idea after eavesdropping on two of his managers, who apparently blackmailed their way into their well-paid positions. Jared knows one thing about his boss, Michael Herman: he loves women.

Jared’s got the skills to turn himself into a beautiful, convincing woman. But does he have the skills he needs to seduce his boss and get something he can use to blackmail his way into a corner office?


CHAPTER I

You wouldn’t think so, but being too good at your job can be a real problem. How backwards is that? I worked my ass off for years at Herman Prosthetics, hoping to work my way up to one of the coveted, well-paid management positions in one of those upstairs corner offices. But no matter how hard I worked, I never got the promotion I wanted. Sure, I got a few raises, and I eventually became the ‘team leader’ downstairs, in the shop, but I never got an office, I never got a desk, I never got that manager title I wanted so badly. And what about the guys who came in late and did a half-ass job? Of course they eventually worked their way up the ranks. One of the guys I trained during my first year had managed to become the director of the entire company.

So why not me? “You’re too valuable to us down in the shop,” they told me when, after years of building up confidence I finally asked. “How’s about a dollar an hour raise?” was their counter-proposal. It wasn’t about the money. I made decent money, more than I needed to live within my comfort zone. I wanted the recognition. I wanted the title. Unfortunately, it was starting to seem like that was never going to happen.

My job was fairly simple—at least I thought it was. No one seemed to be able to do it half as good as I could. The designers upstairs would create some hand-drawn mock-ups of different prosthetic pieces and I would build the prototypes down in the shop. Sometimes I had to create a few different versions before the guys upstairs were happy and they sent my prototype off to another shop to be produced on a larger scale. We mostly made fake arms and legs for amputees, and occasionally we got to make more interesting pieces for big movie sets, though with computer graphics quickly taking over the film market, that was becoming less and less common.

The highlight of my job was seeing the guys upstairs looking at my pieces in awe, watching them touch the pieces, hearing them say, “It looks and feels so real.” The worst part of my job was watching them turn to the engineers with big smiles on their faces. “You’ve really done it this time. Good job!” The praise was never for me, even though all those lazy engineers ever did was send me some rough doodles and some vague dimensions. I was the one who did all the work. I was the one who worked evenings and weekends and hardly ever got to spend time at home. It was totally unfair.

Every September, the bosses of Herman Prosthetics, including Michael Herman himself, would hold their third quarter progress meeting downtown, in a private booth at the local Oktoberfest festival. It was less of a meeting and more of an excuse to hang around scantily clad ladies, drink lots of beer, and get away from work for a bit (not that they spent much time at the office anyway). I know this because I was there at the Oktoberfest festival, eating dinner with some friends of mine, when I saw them from across the establishment. I don’t know what came over me in that moment, but I decided that enough was enough. I was going to go up to them and demand my promotion, demand my office upstairs. Maybe it was the effects of the beer seeping into my brain, or maybe I really was just finally fed up (probably a combination of the two things).

I marched over to their table. “Mr. Herman,” I said, standing tall and confident.

He looked up at me with narrowed eyes for a moment before tilting his head slightly. “You look familiar,” he said, slurring his words slightly. He took a big sip from his beer, spilling a bit onto his lap. Under his arm was a Bavarian beauty, dressed in the traditional dirndl—a beer maiden goddess. The men with him had Bavarian beauties of their own. Unfit, older men with some of the most beautiful women on the planet… And they say money can’t buy happiness. “I know!” Herman finally shouted. “You work in the shop. You’re name is…” He scratched his balding head.

“Jared, sir,” I said. “I wanted to talk to you about something.”

“Another time, Jared. We’re busy here.”

“It’s very important,” I said, though Mr. Herman was probably right, it probably was a topic more appropriate for another day. Still, I went on. “I think I deserve a promotion. I think I should be a manager and I should get an office upstairs.”

Everyone at the table stared at me for a moment and then they all started to laugh. “Get out of here,” he said, shooing me away with his hand. “You should be ashamed of yourself, interrupting a business meeting like this.” Maybe I should have stood my ground, but my confidence was rattled and my ego was destroyed. I backed away and made my way back home. Luckily I didn’t lose my job. Luckily, no one even seemed to remember my proposition. Maybe the booze had my back and erased their memories. But I learned my lesson. After that, I stayed away from Mr. Herman and I began to lose sight of my dreams of making my way upstairs.

Until I learned a little secret about Mr. Herman.

The annual Oktoberfest festivities were approaching once again and I found myself alone in a bar one night after work. I’d just spent fifteen hours in the shop trying to figure out how to make the fake skin on a prosthetic arm more realistic. “It’s too rubbery,” the engineers told me, giving me no suggestions on how to improve it. Their goal was to make “the world’s most realistic prosthetics.” It was more like their goal for me, rather than their own goal. It was part of Mr. Herman’s new company mission, which was a response to dwindling profits in a terrible second quarter (and a worse third quarter).

As I was sitting at that bar, I heard a familiar voice. A few seats down from me were two of the managers from Herman Prosthetics. They were discussing the reasons behind the company’s recent failings. “What do you mean you don’t know why profits are slipping?” one of the managers said. “The reason’s obvious.”

“What do you mean?”

“Think about it. How did you get your job? How did I get my job? How did Erin get her job?”

I carefully turned my face away from the men, so I wouldn’t be noticed or recognized. I wanted to hear what they had to say. Herman had just laid off a dozen employees. Everyone knew things were rough, but no one knew why. No one was piping up. Did I have to worry about my own job? Was Herman Prosthetics going to go out of business?

“What are you saying?” one of the managers asked.

“I’m saying, this is what happens when no one is actually qualified to do their job. This is what happens when your CEO is corrupt.” I listened to the two men chat for the rest of the evening. From what I was able to piece together, they both got their jobs thanks to ‘gifts’ from their very rich parents. Erin, the company’s hiring manager, apparently got her job by sleeping with someone in a high up position (who, I should point out, was married). By the sounds of it, there were very few people working upstairs who actually earned their place.

And by the sounds of it, Mr. Herman was a man for sale. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the money to get my own promotion, which was too bad, because after listening to the two men talk all night, I knew I could fix things. After years of working for the company, getting to know everyone and all corners of every operation, I knew exactly who needed to go, who needed to be promoted. I knew which materials the company could cut back on. For instance, the engineers insisted on using a product called Meleonite for the artificial bones, but there was a plastic product called Gyrex-III that was a tenth of the price, and just as good (they were under the assumption that anything plastic was cheap, a silly assumption).

Everyone who worked upstairs got stock in the company. If I could just get upstairs and lift the place back up, everyone would love me. I could be the hero. I could make everyone rich—if they would just give me a chance.

The next day, the fellow I trained who had managed to become president of the company, was arrested for laundering money. There was an opening. “Who’s going to be the new president?” everyone downstairs was asking.

“Mr. Herman won’t be making any final decisions until after the third quarter progress meeting,” it was announced. As you would expect, everyone downstairs was excited. If one of the managers gets upgraded to president, that meant there would be an open management position. It was all anyone could talk about. “Who’s it going to be? Who’s going to get the spot?”

Unlike my co-workers, I wasn’t excited. I knew it wasn’t going to be me, because I knew that I was “too valuable downstairs”. And after listening to those managers in the bar, I had a good feeling it wasn’t going to be any of my co-workers either.

That afternoon, we got a private order for a film—a full female body. Apparently there was a scene in the movie where the bad guy throws a naked prostitute out of the window and needed to have a realistic dummy to fall down to the ground. “As realistic as you can possibly make her,” the client said, so naturally I was given the job.

And that evening, as I began to form my moulds, I had an idea.


CHAPTER II

We had a collection of fake dummies in a back room that we usually used when we had to mould whole bodies. It was too expensive, especially in the company’s current state, to hire actual people to stand around for hours while we casted moulds of their figures.

But instead of using the dummies in the back room, I decided to make a mould from my own body. After everyone went home for the night, I set up my workstation, mixed the latex, and I stripped down. I used my own body for the dummy prostitute. By the time everyone came in to work in the morning, the mould was finished, set aside to dry, and no one had any idea the fake prostitute body was my own. I poured the latex into the mould and spent the next week working out the details. When the client came to pick the dummy up, he was thrilled. He couldn’t stop feeling her, squeezing her tits (which I sculpted myself, seeing as my own body did not have tits on it). “It’s so real!” He ended up turning her over to see if her pussy actually worked, attempting to stick a finger up her snatch. It didn’t.

Of course, it was my manager who got the pat on the back. “Great job,” the client said with a big smile on his face. My manager didn’t even bother to introduce me or let the client know it was me who made the damn thing, but it didn’t matter, I was used to it. Besides, I got what I needed out of the job. I had a life-cast of my own body, complete with a pair of tits and a plump little pussy.

After everyone left for the weekend, I loaded that life-cast up in my car and brought it home to my garage, which would become my secret work station for the next week. I cut the legs, arms, and head off of the cast, because I only needed the torso. Every night, I would sneak a few supplies home, including a few buckets of silicone, latex, fake hair, and some tools. I was creating a suit that would fit snug to my body. I was a known perfectionist at work, but with this project, my perfectionism reached a whole new level. The suit needed to be absolutely perfect. It needed to fool not just your regular bystander, but it needed to fool the owner of one of the biggest prosthetic firms in the entire country—not an easy feat by any means.

I spent most of my time on the tits, making sure they not just looked real, but felt real too. I carefully mixed warm silicone with water until the consistency was absolutely perfect. It took a few attempts, but the end result was worth the effort. What I’d created would have made plastic surgeons drool. And best of all, they were big tits—they had to be big. They were, after all, going to be stuffed into a dirndl, showing off lots of cleavage.

In case you don’t know, a dirndl is the female equivalent of a lederhosen. You know those sexy little outfits German girls wear at Oktoberfest, with the puffy skirts and the big cleavage and the drool-inducing white stockings? Those are dirndls.

My plan was to work my way into Mr. Herman’s little circle, to sit next to him and get some secrets out of him. Yes, I was going to attempt to seduce my boss. It sounds absurd, but it really wasn’t so crazy. He was a horny man who had a reputation of getting around with just about anything on two legs. He had two weaknesses: women and money. I couldn’t invent money but I could invent a woman.

I shaved my legs and my arms and my face. My fake torso wrapped under my crotch and even included a fake ass—because who would say no to a nice, plump ass? Unlike the dummy prostitute I’d made for the film shoot, my female suit actually had a working pussy, in that there was a hole and a working pee-tube that wrapped around my own cock like a condom. It wasn’t the most comfortable set up, but it sure looked realistic. As for the vagina, that worked too, not because I had any intentions of actually sticking anything in it, but because it was the only logical place to put an access point in case I needed to adjust anything down there (for instance, if my pee tube got disconnected).

My wig was blonde and I styled it into two long braids that hung down to about my sternum. The outfit, I ordered off of Amazon, express shipping. I got it in just two days. While I waited for the delivery, I practiced different voices, recording them to see which sounded best, and then perfecting the one I went with so no one would be the wiser.

Makeup was easy, thanks to the help of many online tutorials. I tried out a few different styles but ended up going for a more understated look, light on the mascara, light on the eyeliner, light on the blush. It wasn’t until after I finished shaping my eyebrows that I wondered how I was going to explain my thin eyebrows to my co-workers. So I spent some time learning how to draw on realistic eyebrows so no one would notice. I also started to wear a ball cap to work, which helped, too.

With the outfit complete, I stood in front of the mirror. I did a little hop, watching my cleavage bounce up and down, to make sure everything was secure and fitted properly. Everything seemed fine, and I have to say, I looked adorable.

I did a few different poses and practiced a cute little giggle. I was pretty sexy in that little outfit, with my boobs pushed up and my blonde braids resting over them. It was surreal, seeing myself as a woman. Because it wasn’t like I was wearing a mask and I hadn’t changed any of my facial features. I was still me, just with some makeup and a head of beautiful, blonde hair. It was almost discouraging to think how good I looked as a woman, how flattering the dirndl was on my body, and how good my legs looked all shaved and smooth. It was almost a shame to cover them up with the white stockings, but the white stockings were sexy in their own regard.

I did a little spin, letting the skirt of my outfit lift slightly off the ground. I really did look good. I grabbed my tits and gave them a firm squeeze, making sure they would withstand a possible groping. They stayed in place perfectly. And it was strange, I swear I could feel them, as if they were really an extension of my own body. I felt like I could feel my fingertips running along the bare skin of my breasts, and I could feel strong pulses as my fingertips ran over my nipples. Such a thing was, of course, physically impossible. Maybe I’d just put so much time and work into them, they practically felt like a part of me.

After a while, the suit really wasn’t so uncomfortable. Though it started to get rather warm after about an hour, so I took the suit off and spent the rest of the night poking tiny needle-sized holes over the entire thing to imitate pores in the skin. I thought it was a pretty clever idea and I was surprised I hadn’t thought of it before for the custom prosthetics we did at the shop. It was nice to think that, even if my plan failed, there was still some innovation to come out of my little scheme.

But I was determined to see my plan succeed. I was sick of being the shop boy, destined to spend the rest of my life pouring latex and silicone moulds, watching undeserving morons take all of the credit. This was my big chance.

There was just one last piece of my costume that I needed—the microphone. I ordered a small lavalier microphone off of the internet, which I was easily able to sew into the chest of the outfit where it couldn’t be seen. Turning it on to record was easy. All I had to do was reach down between my tits and flick the tiny recording switch. It would look like I was adjusting my rack and no one would be any wiser.

The outfit sat on my dresser, next to my body suit. It sat there taunting me as the day of the big meeting approached. Looking at it filled me with anxiety. It was a constant reminder that I was about to do something very extreme in the name of my career. It also filled me with a strange excitement. Part of me was excited to get suited up and take my persona out into the real world. I was excited to see if my hard work would really pay off, if men would stare down my top, slap me on the ass, buy me drinks—and if Herman would let me into his little circle where I could get the recording I needed to blackmail my way into a management position at the company.


CHAPTER III

I spent a couple of hours in front of the mirror, building up my confidence to leave the house in my female body-suit and my skimpy little Bavarian beer maiden outfit. If, for some reason, my plan was a total failure, and I was the only one who thought I looked half-decent, I would be the laughing stock of the company for years to come. Sure, Mr. Herman quickly forgot about my promotion proposal, but no one, drunk or not, would forget about their male employee dressing up as an Oktoberfest girl attempting to seduce the CEO of the company. No one at the entire festival would forget something like that. I would have to quit and move out of town.

When I left my house, I was feeling pretty good about myself. I’d succeeded in building up my confidence in my plan, and I was ready to see it through. I was practically skipping down the street towards the subway train that would take me to the centre of town where all the festivities were taking place. I noticed a few people staring in my direction, but I just assumed they were admiring my perfect body and my adorable outfit (and let’s be honest, my busty cleavage). I didn’t stop to think that maybe they could tell something was off, that maybe the person under that makeup and under those long, blonde braids, wasn’t actually a woman at all.

It was when I arrived at the gate of the festival that my confidence began to falter. The women there were gorgeous, stunning, with their beautiful blonde hair, their big, plump cleavage, and their cute, little outfits. I had to remind myself that I had all of those things. I was one of them. But would I fit in?

I realized in that moment why women were always so jealous of one another. It’s demoralizing, spending hours perfecting your makeup, your hair, and your outfit, just to go out into the world and see dozens—hundreds of women who look like they just rolled out of bed looking absolutely beautiful. But who says they just woke up like that? As far as I knew, they’d spent just as long or longer perfecting every little detail about themselves.

“Willkommen, mein schatz!” a man dressed in traditional attire shouted at me. “You look absolutely stunning. Come in! Come in!” He took my hand and gently pulled me into the fair. “Quit looking so shy. Cut loose. Have some fun.” The man smiled at me and then disappeared into the crowd. I couldn’t see a single person without a big mug of beer in their hand. That’s what I needed—a beer. It was too overwhelming, going from my quiet little house to the Oktoberfest festival, like learning to drive one morning and then getting into a Formula 1 car later that afternoon.

I wasn’t even at the bar when someone slid a big mug of beer towards me. “Cheers!” they said, but I couldn’t even tell who in the crowd gave me the drink. As far as I knew, it was spiked with something, maybe even some date-rape drug. In that moment, I didn’t even care. I just wanted to have the edge taken off. I downed half the beer in a single go. “Look at her drink! She must be a real German!” someone said, and then there was some cheering (in fact, I was half-German). A small crowd formed around me. “To Germany!” someone shouted. “Prost!” Everyone brought their drinks to their lips, so I did the same.

“A girl that knows the way to my heart,” one of the men said, leaning over my shoulder with a big, drunken smile on his face. “Get your ugly face off of her,” someone said laughing. The drunk fellow laughed along. “Surely you can see that she’s far too beautiful for you.”

“Oh, please. You’re too kind,” I said, my cheeks turning red.

“Another drink for the beautiful Frau!”

Another large mug of beer slid my way. “Thank you, but I actually should be going,” I said. I needed to find Mr. Herman before he got settled at his table with another woman. I needed to be that woman, or my whole plan was a waste of time.

“Nonsense! Just one more. One more beer never hurt anyone!” Everyone around me raised their drinks. I was surprised to see women in the little crowd, none of whom seemed to notice anything off about my appearance, which was comforting. If anyone would be able to see through my guise, it would be another woman. “Prost!” someone shouted again, and then we drank.

“Get her another!”

“No, really. I need to go,” I said. I politely slipped out from the crowd. A series of disappointed sighs ensured, but I needed to be careful. I could already feel the effects of the alcohol in my system, clouding up my brain. My anxiety seemed to be gone and my confidence seemed to be back, either from the liquor or from the keen male attention I’d gotten at the bar.

I scanned the room, looking for my target. He wasn’t in sight, so I slipped outside. There was a band on a stage playing some traditional music as a crowd danced before them. Again, I looked around. And again, I couldn’t see Mr. Herman. I began to walk around the dance floor. Suddenly, someone pulled me in.

A younger man, dressed in a traditional lederhosen, began to swing me around to the music. At first I was completely tense, worried something would be rustled out of place. Could you imagine? If my bodysuit came undone and fell to the ground in front of everyone—how humiliating that would be? Thankfully, everything stayed in place, on my body.

The man was a good dancer, in that he did all of the work, pulling me through all of the moves, spinning me around, making my little dress lift up. People cheered and clapped. I couldn’t help but laugh, my face turning a bright red. It was fun. As the music ended, he gently released me back off of the dance floor.

I was so flustered, I’d almost forgotten who I was out there looking for. It was the back of a balding man’s head that reminded me, so I continued on my hunt. I found myself back in the bar, scanning the faces of the crowds. Mr. Herman’s private table was still empty. Maybe, for once, they decided to hold their third quarter progress meeting elsewhere. It seemed unlikely, seeing as Mr. Herman loved nothing more than ample booze and plenty of cleavage.

“Ma’am,” someone said, and I turned around. A stranger was holding up a big mug of beer. “For you.”

“I’m okay, but thank you very much.”

“Please, take it. It’s paid for, from that man over there,” he said, motioning towards a man standing at the bar. As I looked over, the man turned to me. It was Mr. Herman. He smiled and nodded. Getting Mr. Herman’s attention turned out to be easier than I’d expected.

“Hey sweetheart,” he said to me as I walked up to him, my heart pounding.

I did my best to control my breathing and keep my composure. I didn’t really believe he would recognize me—how could he? If none of the other hundreds of people around me knew any better, why would the half-drunk boss of my company? “Hi darling,” I said back.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Anna,” I said, grabbing the first name that came to mind. I thought it suited my character, my petite figure, and my cute, blonde braids. It had a nice ring to it—Anna.

“Pleasure to meet you, Anna, I’m Mike.” He extended his hand to me and I took it. I expected a shake but instead I got a gentle kiss on the back of my hand. It was a different side to Mr. Herman that I’d never seen before. It seemed strangely genuine. I knew he would try to charm me, but I’d assumed I would be able to see right through it. Now, I wasn’t so sure. Was it possible he was a genuinely charming man around women, or was he just an expert bullshitter? “Have a seat, would you?” he said, nudging out a chair for me.

He was drinking alone. None of the other company heads were around. “You’re here alone?” I asked. My heart hadn’t slowed down. That tiny possibility that I would be recognized lingered in the back of my mind. Every time he looked over at me, my heart jumped and I became tense.

“I’m waiting for some friends,” he said. “Tell me, Anna, what do you do for a living?”

I invented a dry backstory about working in insurance. I figured, the more boring I made it, the quicker he would lose interest and move on to a different subject. I didn’t want to be the one talking. I wanted to get him talking. I wanted to get him rambling, leaking secrets. You would think thirty seconds of insurance talk would make anyone lose interest, but Mr. Herman actually seemed interested. He stared into my eyes, smiled, and nodded his head as I spoke. Most surprising of all, his eyes didn’t drift down to my cleavage, even for a split second. He was keeping his cool. Even after a few drinks, he remained consistent.

I needed to get his defences down. “I hope you don’t mind my saying this, but you’re very handsome,” I said, inching closer to him. I was wearing a perfume that I was hoping he would notice, that I personally found completely irresistible. He laughed and his hand slipped onto the bare spot on my back.

“I don’t mind you saying that at all,” he said. “But you aren’t fooling anyone. You are the real beauty in this room.” He looked me in the eyes and winked and a warm buzz ran through my body. Mr. Herman was a rich and powerful man, who could have had any woman in the world. And can you believe it, in that moment, he wanted me? Of all the beautiful women buzzing through that festival, he called me over, he sat me down next to him, he had his hand on my back.

My cheeks became warm. I caught my reflection in the mirror behind the bar. I was actually blushing—Mr. Herman had successfully made me blush.

The company CFO and the vice-president showed up and approached from either side of us. “Mike—you’re early,” said the CFO, Andrew Francis, a tall, skinny man. Unlike Mr. Herman, Andrew took a good glance down my top, and not just once. He took just about every possible chance to sneak in a glance, though he wasn’t very subtle about it. The vice-president, Ronny Glint, a short man with a rather large head, also took his share of peeks down my top, but at least he tried to be subtle.

Mr. Herman introduced me as the two men took seats around us. More drinks were ordered, the volume became louder, and a couple more girls ended up in our company. “Let’s migrate over to our booth, shall we?” Mr. Herman said, and we all started towards the big, private booth in the corner of the busy bar. It was time to talk business. It was time to get what I needed to blackmail my boss.

Mr. Herman looked at me and then he looked at the other girls. “Make us a promise, ladies. What you hear at this table, stays at this table. Got it?” The other girls all giggled and nodded their heads. I did the same, playing dumb.


CHAPTER IV

I went to adjust my tits in my top, carefully flicking on the little recorder hidden inside. I figured it would be easy. They were all drunk and getting drunker. They were starting to talk about their slipping profits, and Mr. Herman opened the discussion up to ideas. It was just a matter of time before one of them suggested something illegal or unethical, something they wouldn’t want on a tape, leaked to journalists of major news outlets.

“For starters, we should cut the wages of the guys working in the warehouse. You realize some of those guys are making over twenty bucks an hour?” Andrew said. “Some of them are even on salary. We have a guy down there who makes fifty grand a year.” I was on salary, and I was that guy Andrew was talking about—and if you did the math based on how many hours I was putting in, I was hardly making minimum wage. It took a lot of me not to snap at Andrew. I knew it would accomplish nothing, so I kept my cool. I took a big sip from my drink, letting my rage settle.

“Those guys work hard. If anything, we should give them all raises,” Mr. Herman said. I have to say, it was very shocking to hear those words come off of Mr. Herman’s tongue. He wanted to increase our pay out? I was under the impression he was the one who wanted us all replaced by robots. “We’ve got guys working eighty hour weeks. That needs to end. The question is, how can we make things more efficient?”

“With the money we have, we can’t,” Andrew said. He downed his beer and then burped.

“I have an idea,” Ronny said. “I’ve been doing some research. You can buy a warehouse in the Philippines for under fifty thousand. You can get workers over there who work for less than five grand a year. The cost to ship products back to America would be almost nothing compared to what we would save. Millions.”

“No way,” Mr. Herman said. “We’re keeping operations here. I don’t believe in any of that outsourcing bullshit.”

“We would save millions in wages, and even more in taxes,” Ronny continued.

“Next idea,” Mr. Herman said, waving his hand, motioning for Ronny to shut up.

Mr. Herman wasn’t giving me anything. It was like he knew I was recording the conversation. He was shutting down every unethical idea from his partners. Was all of this for nothing? Was I barking up the wrong tree? I looked up at the clock. It was getting late.

Under the table, Mr. Herman took my hand in his. He began to gently caress my fingers, unbeknownst the others at the table. “Any other ideas?” he said. Slowly, he began to pull my hand over to his lap, slipping it in between his legs. I could feel the big bulge of his cock. Did he want me to massage it? Did he want me to jerk him off under the table? That increasingly-familiar tension returned to my body.

I couldn’t do it. There was no point. He wasn’t giving me the sound-bites I needed to blackmail him, so what was the point of going the extra mile? Maybe they were saving the juicy conversation for later, when us ladies weren’t around. Mr. Herman pushed on my hand, pushing it down on his cock. He really did want me to rub him off. I wasn’t going to do it.

I noticed the girl next to me let out an elated shudder. I looked down and then saw Ronny’s hand between her legs, up her skirt. He was fingering her under the table and she was getting off. Her grip was tightening around her mug of beer as she did her best to contain her approaching climax. If only there was some way to get that on my little recording device.

“What if we move some of the numbers around,” Mr. Herman said. And then my heart jumped back up into a frenzy. Here it was, the content I was looking for. Was he suggesting laundering money? Tax evasion? I knew I needed to stick around to hear more, and if I was going to have the privilege, I needed to act under the table. Reluctantly, I started to rub Mr. Herman’s cock.

“I know a guy,” Mr. Herman continued, “with a database of thousands of fake citizens, all with real social insurance numbers.”

“Who’s the guy?”

“His name is Warren Wang. You know that pizza shop a few blocks from the office, American Pizza? That’s his shop. It’s a front.”

“Are you suggesting we hire fake people, pay them, and then what?” Andrew asked.

“Write them off. We can call them the market research department.” It was exactly what I was looking for—money laundering, fraud, tax evasion, the works. “It would get our profits down into a lower tax bracket, we would get a much greater tax bonus.”

“But what would we do with the actual profits? If it stays in the company account, it will be seen when we get audited.”

“Fake bank accounts for our fake employees. We simply take it out in cash. Our fake employees would all file tax returns, and all we would have to do is create fake deductions to maximize profits.” Mr. Herman was suggesting a scheme that could put him in jail for years. It was the highest degree of fraud, and I had it all on tape. I continued to rub his cock, feeling it harden and grow between my fingers. He was a big boy—with a big, warm, throbbing cock.

“And what, we pay ourselves out more?” Andrew asked.

“Some of it, sure. The rest we can use as under the table bonuses for employees, gifts, to boost morale and promote efficiency.” I was suddenly torn. Sure, he was suggesting a major illegal operation, but he was going to do it for his employees, he was going to do it for me. I would have never thought, in a thousand years, that Mr. Herman gave a damn about me or any of my co-workers. He took my hand and slipped it under the waistband of his underwear. Suddenly, my hand was on his bare, throbbing dick. My heart skipped a beat. Gently, I wrapped my fingers around his girth and started to stroke his warm length.

He took his hand off of mine, leaving me to do the rest. Then, he slipped that same hand under my dress and began to rub the inside of my thigh, making his way slowly up towards my pussy. I bit down on my tongue. My fake female body was very realistic, but it wasn’t real. I did the best I could, but there was only so much I could really do. As I’m sure you know, the vagina is a very complex organ. All I had down there, covering my cock, was a latex and silicone replica.

“You’re talking about some seriously big bonuses,” Andrew said. “You really care that much about your employees?”

“I do,” Mr. Herman said, his hand slipping onto my pussy, over my panties. He started to rub the length of my artificial lips. Again, like with my breasts, I swear I could feel it, like my pussy was real and sensitive. Every stroke sent pulses of elation buzzing through my body. Or maybe it was the fact he was rubbing over my cock, which was tucked under the fake pussy.

Meanwhile, he was rock hard in my grip. It was hard to stroke him off discreetly, because he was just so big. It took my whole arm to rub the length of his massive cock. But I loved the way I could feel every hard ridge and every throbbing vein as my fingers glided up and down his manhood. There was something very satisfying about the way his cock fit perfectly in my grasp and slid so effortlessly up and down.

“So how does that help the business?” Andrew asked. “Our real profits would still be down.”

“Our problem isn’t profits. Profits fluctuate. Right now they’re down, next year they’ll be up, and in a few years they’ll be down again, and we’ll survive. What’s important is our employees. We need to start treating them like we care about them, like they’re family.” Hearing Mr. Herman speak so fondly of us made me actually want to rub him off. I really felt like, if anyone at that table deserved it, it was him. I tightened my grip and started to stroke faster—as fast as I could without drawing any attention to the act.

But what was I going to do now? It didn’t seem right to use the recording against him when he was trying his best to defend my interests. I couldn’t just blackmail the only guy at the table who was suggesting doing me a favour. And I couldn’t blackmail Andrew or Ronny. Sure, they’d suggested some cutthroat ideas, but they hadn’t suggested anything illegal. Journalists wouldn’t care to hear about a company considering outsourcing or cutting wages during a downturn. I had nothing I could use.

And I still had a problem: Mr. Herman’s fingers were starting to slip under my panties. As long as he kept them out of my snatch, it would have been fine—but of course he wasn’t going to stop at rubbing my plump lips. He was going to work his way inside to finger me the way Ronny was currently fingering his elated beauty. The inside of my pussy was made from the same material as the outside. Not to mention, my very real cock was just through that hole.

All of Mr. Herman’s rubbing had gotten me hard, which in turn had made my little apparatus come off and slide down, out of reach—which was probably for the best. If Mr. Herman reached into my slit and felt a plastic apparatus, that wouldn’t be good. Though, the fact he was about to reach in and feel a cock—that was probably worse.

But I had an idea. It was a long shot, but I didn’t have many other options. As I went to take a sip from my drink, I subtly slipped some spit into my hand. Then, I reached down, pushed Mr. Herman’s hand aside, and I reached into my hole, moisturizing myself (to make it feel more realistic) while pushing my cock out of the way as best I could. I took Mr. Herman’s hand, and I slipped it inside my pussy myself. This way, I was able to direct him away from my cock.

My plan didn’t totally work. As soon as I took my own hand out of the equation and Mr. Herman began to plunge his fingers in and out of me, he went off on his own course. His fingers inevitably found my cock, though he didn’t seem to notice. He had no idea he was rubbing the tip of my erection. And God, it felt good. It felt so good, my legs became weak. Maybe he thought it was my clit, or maybe he didn’t think anything of it at all. Either way, he had me squirming. I clenched my fist tighter around his cock and I started to beat him off harder.

My mind drifted away from their conversation. With the swirling pleasure in my head, I couldn’t focus. I couldn’t even focus on the fact my boss’ fingers were rubbing the bulbous tip of my cock. That should have been enough to send me into an anxiety-ridden paralysis. I should have reached down and moved his hand, or pulled him out before he realized what he was rubbing. But I let him go on, I allowed him to continue rubbing me closer to orgasm.

I bit my lip in an attempt to stop my eyes from rolling into the back of my head.

I came. My hot, sticky cum began to blast into my fake snatch and then it began to ooze down, over his fingers, down into my panties. I nearly went limp, the pleasure was so intense. Instead of pulling his hand out in revolt, he began to rub my cum around, smearing it all over my pussy, all over the tip of my cock. Maybe he thought I’d squirted. Maybe he didn’t even notice (though that was hard to believe). Thankfully, it didn’t seem to raise any eyebrows or send him into an outrage. He continue to finger my hole until I had him coming in my hand.

His cock blasted a massive, hot load. I was surprised at how well he kept his cool as he came, though I could see that he was biting down on the edge of his tongue, and I could feel his legs quivering. It was strange to think I’d successfully gotten a man off—I’d gotten my boss off. It was stranger to think I’d done it as a woman.

Once I managed to tune back into the conversation, the topic had changed. “The Rangers are doing great this year, hey?” Andrew said, his focus now directed at a nearby television. The business meeting was over. I’d gotten what I came for, but now I was torn. I couldn’t possibly do anything with the recording. It didn’t seem right to throw Mr. Herman under the bus when it seemed like he was the only one fighting for his employees.

I left that night with a newfound respect for my boss, but I wasn’t anywhere closer to my goal. All of the work I’d put into my body suit, my outfit, my hair, my makeup, my voice, my personality, my everything, was for nothing. But it really didn’t seem that way. It really seemed like I’d accomplished something, but I couldn’t put my finger on what.

I didn’t end up throwing my body suit out. I kept it. And every now and then, I found myself putting it back on, getting into my wig and my makeup. I even ended up ordering a bunch of outfits on the internet, and it became a secret little hobby of mine, getting dressed up and going out. I loved the feeling I got when men looked at me with awe and lust. I loved the warm, fuzzy feeling I got when men told me I was beautiful, when they begged me for my phone number. I kept telling myself to throw the suit out and forget about it, feeling like it was sending me deeper and deeper into a rabbit hole, and soon, I wouldn’t be able to get out. But I couldn’t bring myself to toss the suit, to toss Anna.

I had this strange feeling that fate wasn’t done with Anna. And I was right.

I accidentally stumbled upon a job posting put out by my company, looking for a new president. “We’re looking for a new face for our prosthetics company,” the ad said. A part of me was disappointed (though not surprised) that they hadn’t asked me, and were instead looking for new blood. But I saw it as an opportunity. I replied to the ad with a fake resume, in Anna’s name, not my own.

I got called in for an interview. It was Mr. Herman who interviewed me, and I didn’t even have to wait for a call-back. I got the job on the spot. “I can’t wait to start working with you, Anna,” he said.

“Likewise,” I said. I learned that he was a great kisser, and, with the office door shut and the blinds closed, I went down on my knees and sucked his cock until he came on my big tits. We really were going to have fun working together.

I took a stroll down to Warren Wang’s pizza shop and asked to buy an identity. “Do you have any Anna’s?” I asked, and he did—he had an Anna Schmidt, so that became my new name. The identity only cost me five hundred bucks—well worth it, seeing as it would last me a lifetime.

It turned out, my little scheme wasn’t for nothing. I got my promotion (far better than I could have ever dreamt), and I learned something about myself: that I loved being a woman, I loved being Anna. And with the salary I was being paid as president, the sex change operation was nothing.

THE END


THE SISSY CAMPAIGN

With the local election coming up, Aaron Klassen doesn’t know who to vote for. The two men running both want to destroy the local skating rink in his community, where he coaches the junior hockey team and where he himself learned how to skate.

So Aaron decides to run himself. Except city hall screws up his application and puts “Erin” instead of “Aaron” down on the ballot. Sure, Aaron could have the ballot fixed, though a recent report shows that women have an edge with voters, and people are already excited to hear there’s a woman running in their riding.


CHAPTER I

It all started when the Liberal Party leader announced he wanted to shut down the skating rink in my neighbourhood and put in a casino. It was starting to seem like that was their whole platform: destroy communities in an attempt to generate more income. They needed the income because their laundry list of promises was going to cost them quadruple the budget they had to work with.

I, like many of my neighbours, was outraged. That skating rink was the heart of our community. It was where my father taught me how to skate, it was where I spent my weekends growing up, it was where I coached the junior hockey team on weekends, it was where I was hoping my future children would do the same—a place to build friendships and bring the neighbourhood together. And to destroy all of that for a casino? Was there even any demand for a casino in our little residential corner of town? Or was part of their plan to figure out a way to get us all addicted to gambling before the flashy structure went up?

It was like a knife in the back. I’d always considered myself a liberal. I’d always voted for the Liberal Party. But I just couldn’t fathom the idea of losing that skating rink, losing my future children’s sense of community.

The Conservative Party wasn’t much better. They also saw no future for the skating rink. They wanted to put in what they called “an urban park”. The mock-up looked eerily similar to a parking lot, with benches where the cars were supposed to go. “No plants means no maintenance cost,” they said. It also meant ‘no point’ as far as I was concerned. The only reason they wanted the stupid thing was because they recently passed a law saying there needed to be a certain number of parks in the city. The urban park idea was their ultra low-budget way of meeting the quota.

We only had one independent running in our riding, a guy named Lawrence Martin, with the Birthday Party. I checked his website out of curiosity. His only policies were: “Parties every night and free booze for everyone.” He obviously wasn’t a career politician. I looked him up. He was a snowboarding instructor.

In other words, our community was completely doomed. I asked some of my neighbours who they planned on voting for, and the results were split. There wasn’t much passion with either party. “Someone should step up and run against these idiots,” Lewis, my older neighbour said to me. But the idea seemed just as hopeless as our community’s future. There wasn’t enough time for a candidate to put together a proper set of policies and run a proper campaign. Besides, the deadline for entry was that day, and by the time I started to seriously consider the idea, days later, the deadline had passed.

Lewis was right. Someone should have stepped up to run against the Liberal and Conservative parties. It would have been easy. Everyone I knew wished there was another option.

Out of curiosity, I looked into some of the other ridings, to see what kind of representation other communities were getting. There was a fairly even split between the Liberals and the Conservatives. One thing I noticed, which I thought was a curious coincidence, was that every riding where there was a woman running, that woman was ahead in the polls by a substantial amount, regardless of her party affiliation. Shortly after I made the observation, they touched on the situation on the news. “Polls are showing that 95% of women are more likely to vote for a woman while only 35% of men would prefer to vote for a man, with 65% saying they have no preference.” The numbers, if true, were staggering, but I was surprised to see that they were fairly accurately portrayed in the polls. The women running seemed to have solid twenty point leads on their male counterparts.

It seemed completely unfair. Some of their policies weren’t even fleshed out completely. One woman who was leading her race, an independent, didn’t even have her policies listed anywhere—yet still, she was the favourite to win. It was complete insanity. It made me want to go around slapping sense into every woman I saw.

I sent letters to both the Conservative Party leader and the Liberal Party leader, begging them to reconsider the destruction of the community skating rink, but I received no reply. I tried to reach them by phone, but that only threw me into an endless cycle of bureaucracy, being redirected in a giant circle of assistants, over and over.

The thought of losing our community skating rink made me feel sick, but there was nothing I could do about it. I began to prepare myself emotionally for the inevitable loss.

And then, one afternoon after hockey practice, one of the players on the team I coached came up to me—Tanner, a small kid with puppy dog eyes. “Mr. Klassen,” he said to me, “are we going to be able to play hockey next year?” His big, watery eyes tugged so hard on my heart strings, I couldn’t just sit by idly and watch the rink get swept away in place of a casino or even an urban park. I had to do something.

So I looked up Lawrence Martin online and was able to find his home address, just a few blocks away from my house. I went over and rang the doorbell. It was a few minutes and a few additional rings before anyone answered. It was an older woman with magnifying lens glasses who eventually opened the door for me. “Can I help you?” she asked, her voice quiet and weak.

“I’m looking for Mr. Martin,” I said, and then she redirected me around back. Before turning to return to her upstairs suite, she said, “Tell him his rent was due last week.”

I knocked and waited again, knocking again a few more times. Lawrence eventually answered, dressed in only a bath robe, his eyes heavy as if he’d just woken up. He asked me for the time.

“It’s four in the afternoon,” I said.

“Alright, come in,” he said, waving me in. His basement suite reeked of marijuana and cat litter. “What’s up?”

“You’re the Lawrence Martin running with the Birthday Party for the Southwest electoral riding, right?”

He looked at me in confusion and then his eyes lit up. “Is that still a thing?” he said. “Man, I set that up years ago as a joke.” He started to laugh, the joke returning to him as if brand new. “Classic.”

My original plan was to convince Lawrence to take his campaign seriously, to implement some serious policies, and to do some serious advertising and rallying. I was hoping to make him realize no one in our community wanted to vote for the Liberals or the Conservatives. Though as soon as I saw him in the flesh, in his natural habitat, that plan flew right out the window. Lawrence Martin was a lost cause—a shame, because he was the only independent who was actually legally allowed to run in our riding, seeing as he was registered before the deadline.

“I’m sorry, I was going to ask you a question but the answer just came to me,” I said, turning back to his door, not wanting to go any further into his creepy slacker den.

“Um, okay,” he said, scratching the stubble on his cheeks.

“Oh, and I’m supposed to tell you that your rent is due.”

“Damn,” he said. “Already? I can’t afford that shit.”

I was stepping out the doorway when a thought occurred to me. The Birthday Party was signed up to run in our riding. I remembered years before, one of the Liberal Party candidates getting sick and someone stepped in to take their place in the last minute. They didn’t win, but their name made it onto the ballot—they were still in the running.

There was only one issue—changing the party representative meant going down to city hall, waiting in line, and filling out paperwork. There was no way I was ever going to convince Lawrence to do all of that for me if he wasn’t even motivated enough to put on pants. I turned around and asked if he would consider it anyway. He shrugged and then asked what it involved, and after I told him, he said, “No way, man. I’ve got shit to do.”

So I bit my tongue and said, “I’ll go and pay your overdue rent.” His face lit up and he didn’t waste a second before saying, “Deal!”

He didn’t bother telling me he was actually three months overdue. Luckily, he had one of the cheaper rentals in the city, and it was worth the chance of saving the skating rink and saving our community. By the end of the day, I was officially the leader of the Birthday Party and Lawrence Martin was off the ballot.

As soon as I got home, I logged onto the official election website and looked up my riding. Listed under the Southwest riding was my name. Except they’d made a mistake. Instead of writing Aaron Klassen, they wrote Erin Klassen—the female spelling of my name. I dug into my bag and pulled out the official party enrolment receipt they’d given me. Everywhere, I was listed as Erin Klassen. It even said ‘female’ under sex. Somehow, they’d screwed up my form down at city hall.

It wasn’t the biggest deal. I needed to go down again the next day with the filled version of another form they’d given me—the party name change request form. I had no chance of winning, running as the ‘Birthday Party’. I was thinking something more classy, like the Citizens Party.

But then I remembered those stats that I saw on the news a few days before and I got an idea. What if I found a woman to run instead of me? Her chances of winning would be exponentially higher. But what woman would I enlist? Or what if I was the woman?


CHAPTER II

I put out an ad, asking for people in our community who were interested in politics to contact me, hoping I would get a few female applicants I could toss into my spot. The idea was to essentially use them as a puppet, take benefit in their female advantage. But not only did I get no female replies, I got no replies whatsoever. I was surprised, seeing as everyone was so outspoken and passionate about what they wanted done. I guess they just weren’t interested in putting in the work and getting things done themselves.

So I was on my own.

And I was in a peculiar situation. Do I go down to city hall and have them correct my gender on the riding ballot, or do I run as a woman, and if so, how the hell do I do that?

I looked in the mirror. I had some fairy effeminate features. I was shorter, and thinner. I’d never had much in the way of a muscular body. Back in high school, before I was able to grow a beard, people used to call me “girly boy” because I was a late bloomer and my voice hadn’t quite dropped yet. Still, I didn’t have the deepest voice. It wouldn’t be the biggest stretch to force it a few semi-tones higher.

I shook my head. What was I thinking? I couldn’t run as a woman—that would be social suicide! My picture was going to be plastered all over the neighbourhood. If just one of my neighbours recognized me, I’d be done for. So I forgot about the idea and went online to post my policies on the shiny new Citizens Party website.

Later that night, I noticed a comment on Facebook, posted by one of my female neighbours. “So glad to see a woman running in our riding. She has my vote!” There was a reply to the comment. “We have a woman running here now? Great!” My stomach turned and that idea crept back into my mind. The stats were real. There really was an overwhelming advantage to running as a woman.

And once again, I found myself in front of that mirror, wondering if there was a small possibility of pulling it off. I’d seen those viral makeup videos on the internet, where girls make themselves completely unrecognizable with all sorts of fancy contouring techniques and so on. How hard could it be?

Besides, friends at work hardly recognized me when I trimmed my beard or wore a new shirt. Between a new wardrobe, a wig, a dramatic makeup makeover, maybe a pair of glasses (it had been decades since I wore glasses instead of contact lenses), and so on and so on, how could anyone recognize me?

Another comment popped up on my Facebook feed. “I hope she wins. I’m tired of this old boys’ club.” So it was settled. If I was going to win this thing, I was going to do it as a lady.

There was still six weeks until the election, and I still had lots to do. I needed to order the clothes and the makeup and the wig off of the internet. It was too dangerous to go to the mall to get everything—even if I said it was for a sister or a girlfriend, if the store clerk recognized the pencil skirt she sold me, that would be it, I’d be done. So I placed an order for rush delivery, which gave me a few days to iron out my platforms. Being a woman was an advantage, but it wasn’t going to be enough to get me a guaranteed victory—not this late in the game. I needed to have a sound plan.

I stayed up for nights doing research, learning more and more about my local government system and what kind of budgets I would be working with in the case of victory. It was a lot of work, but it was a welcomed distraction from the thought of going out in public as a woman.

Though it wasn’t much of a distraction. The anxiety never left my mind. There were so many ways my plan could fail, so many things I needed to be careful not to overlook. People were going to be asking me hundreds of questions, many of which would be personal questions. I needed to not just have my policies down perfectly, I needed to have a persona down perfectly.

I would be Erin Klassen, a country girl who moved to the city when she was a teenager. I was raised a Christian and I go to church every Sunday.

I watched a few videos on how to answer questions like a politician, how to not sound like a total idiot when you don’t know the right answer to a question. It all seemed pretty straight forward, nothing I wasn’t capable of accomplishing.

I spent a good deal of my time practising my voice, worried that would be the easiest giveaway. I would talk to myself constantly, reading everything out loud that I was writing on my website, practising different lines that I knew I would be delivering in public. I kept a tape recorder on my desk, which I used to record myself. From the start, my voice didn’t sound too bad, thanks to the fact my voice was naturally high already for a man. It was more a matter of building up my confidence and getting it to feel natural. The last thing I wanted was to have a brain-fart and unintentionally start talking in my male voice.

By the time my clothes and wig and makeup arrived in the mail, I was actually excited to try them on. My hand was shaking as I signed for the package. The mailman, a younger, clean-shaven guy, laughed. “You must be really excited about whatever’s in these packages,” he said, and then he looked at the box. “Sally’s Cosmetics, huh?”

“It’s a gift for my wife,” I said, forcing a cool smile in an attempt to contain my excitement.

After all of my planning and preparation, I was finally going to be able to put everything together and see a finished product—see if my plan was actually going to work or not. I was confident. I started with the makeup, which took a while to get right. I don’t know why, but for some reason I thought it was going to be easier than it was. Maybe it was all the internet teachers making it look easy—but it took me a quarter of the day to get to a place that looked half-decent. Even the wig was a real challenge to get looking right—so it wouldn’t look like I was wearing a wig. With the wig, I ordered a flat iron and a curling wand, and both tools took a good deal of time to learn to use.

By the time I got around to trying on the clothes, it was already late and I was tired. But I couldn’t possibly go to sleep wondering how they would look, and what Erin Klassen would look like in her final form. So I stood in front of the mirror, trying on different outfits. There was a lot to try on—I ordered a dozen tops, a dozen skirts, stockings, leggings, shoes, and so on and so on. If my plan was really going to work, I needed to have lots to work with. I was going to be out there every single day, talking to people, canvassing, holding rallies, making speeches—the list goes on and on. I couldn’t just have a single pencil skirt and a blouse.

Trying on clothes as a woman is much more fun than trying on clothes as a man. As a man, you have jeans or slacks, t-shirts or dress shirts. The big variation between men’s clothing is whether or not your suit jacket has three buttons or four. With women’s clothes, there was an entire universe of possibilities. So many different types of blouses and tops, skirts of different cuts and lengths, different fabrics—sheer or solid—and so many different layering possibilities. Not to mention the accessories, which had endless possibilities of their own. Even in doing your hair—do you curl it? Straighten it? Braid it? French braid it? Put it in a bun? Leg it hang down naturally? What about a ponytail? Loose or tight? Do you leave a strand hanging down or no?

It was six in the morning and the sun was beginning to rise when I decided it was time for me to go to sleep. I had a lot of work still to do still, but I was confident in my plan. The clothes looked good—almost too good. In my full attire, I didn’t even recognize myself. There was no way anyone else would recognize me. I was ready for my feminine adventure. Nothing could stop me.


CHAPTER III

Maybe I was wrong when I thought nothing could stop me. It turns out, money could stop me. I’d already maxed out my credit cards buying all of the clothes and the makeup and the wig (do you know how much money a proper, human hair wig costs?). It dawned on me when I woke up that I was going to need to buy hundreds of yard signs, billboard advertisements, newspaper ads. People needed to know they had another option, and with only a month until the election, money was my only option. For my speeches, I was going to need a space. Renting the local community centre was cheap, but it wasn’t free.

I needed a financier. I knew it was going to cost me. People who fund political campaigns always want something in return. Luckily, thanks to the freedom of information act, every party in every riding kept a handy list of donors on their websites. I spent some time finding donors who donated to multiple campaigns, who hadn’t yet donated to either the Conservatives or the Liberals in my riding. I found one man who only seemed to donate to independents, only women, and he donated large sums. As a woman running as an independent, I had high hopes. I dialled his phone number.

“Hello?” a hoarse voice said.

“Mr. Walter Stein?” I said, using my female voice in conversation with another human being for the first time ever.

“That’s me,” he said.

I explained who I was and what I was calling about. I asked if he would be interested in a meeting. He was interested—that afternoon, at his house on the edge of town. Walter Stein already had close to five million invested in the political race, across nearly a dozen ridings. What he was hoping to accomplish, I had no idea, but I was about to find out.

But the thought of meeting with him in person had my heart racing. It would be the first time I took my female persona out into the world and met face to face with a real person. I wouldn’t have my tape recorder to make sure my voice was believable, and I wouldn’t have my full-length mirror to make sure I looked ladylike enough. I was putting my life and my community into the hands of fate. I spent the whole day in front of the mirror, picking out the ideal outfit, making sure my stuffed bra looked absolutely perfect. I spent almost an hour wondering if the white stockings I’d put on would be too sexy for a business meeting, or if too sexy was maybe a good thing.

Those white stockings did make my legs look damn good, I have to say. I especially loved the flowery lace design, and the way they made my feet look so cute in my open-toe heels. They probably were too sexy for the finance meeting with Walter Stein, but I couldn’t bring myself to take them off. I’d grown to like them too much.

I also spent too much time choosing between my dark red skirt and my deep black skirt. The black skirt seemed more appropriate for the occasion, but I loved the way the red skirt made my butt pop. I ended up siding with the red option because I thought it made me look more feminine, and at the end of the day, it was more important to look convincingly feminine than it was to be totally conventional. Walter Stein wasn’t going to deny me a donation just because my skirt wasn’t black, after all.

I snuck out my backdoor, got into my car, and started towards Water Stein’s house. I didn’t know hearts could beat so fast. Even inside the safety of my car, with every person I passed, I froze up, became tense. When they looked my way, my heart would stop beating completely for a moment before exploding into a frenzy. But it got better with every red light I hit. No one looked at me strangely, no one raised their eyebrows, no one pointed me out as if I was a freak. I was blending in, even getting the occasional smile from passing men. No one knew any different. So far, my disguise was a success.

Walter Stein’s house was beautiful—a mansion on a large plot of land, just on the outskirts of town. Around his home, horses were grazing, birds were chirping. It was a peaceful place. I rang the bell and an assistant was quick to answer the door. “Come on in. I’ll get Mr. Stein right away,” she said to me, and then she scurried off.

I was anxious, but with the help of a nearby mirror, I was able to calm my nerves. I looked good. I looked sexy. Making him think I was a real woman would be easy. All I had to do was convince him to donate money.

Walter Stein came out. He was an older man, probably in his mid-sixties. He smiled as he walked into the room. He extended his hand to me. “You must be Ms. Klassen,” he said. I took his hand. For an older guy, he had a strong grip. “I have to say, you aren’t at all what I was expecting.”

“What were you expecting?” I asked.

“Someone a bit more… seasoned,” he said, which I assumed meant old. I smiled.

“Come into my office,” he said, putting his hand on my lower back and guiding me. He had a nice smell to him, like money and pine. “You’re late to the race. Why is that?” he asked.

“I wasn’t originally planning on running,” I said, and then I explained the situation in my neighbourhood with the skating rink.

I segued into going over my policies, but he cut me off. “Let’s skip the boring stuff, shall we? I took a look at your website, I know what you’re looking to do. Look—there’s one big issue with your platform.”

“What’s that?” I asked. We sat down on a red leather couch in his office.

“You want to save this and save that and put more into charities and non-profits, but what’s your plan to make money?”

“I’ve gone over the budgets. There’s more than enough to accommodate everything in my plan. It’s even more affordable than the Conservatives’ plan.”

“Right, but how is it going to be profitable for me, as an investor?” he asked. “If I’m going to fund your campaign, I’m going to need to benefit somehow.”

I sat in silence. I didn’t know what he was asking for me to give him. He didn’t live in my riding. Even if I proposed a redistribution of taxes, it wouldn’t affect him. “What do you have in mind?” I asked.

“Simple. Amend the zoning laws. I own twelve different properties in your neck of the woods, and I’d like to turn them into duplexes for rental. If you would push for that, I’d be willing to invest one hundred thousand dollars into your campaign.” If that was all he wanted, that was easy. It wouldn’t affect my budget at all, none of policies would have to change, and I would have enough money to campaign properly.

“Deal,” I said, biting my lip to keep the stupid smile from my face.

“But you have to prove to me that you really want it,” he said, his expression totally flat and unchanged. “Prove to me that you’re really going to take this seriously.”

“How so?” I asked.

He sat totally still, staring me in the eyes. A cold shiver ran down my spine. Maybe I’d watched one too many movies, but I was fairly certain he was asking me to pleasure him sexually. I tried to reject the theory, but then a realization came to me. Water Stein had only donated to women. Why was that? Was it a coincidence? Or was this part of all of his dealings? Did he really care about the rezoning, or was he just looking to get laid?

“However you see fit,” he said finally, nudging his legs apart slightly, making it all the more obvious. He wanted me to suck his cock. My heart found itself back in its racing frenzy. What other choice did I have? With just a month left before the election, I needed money. I didn’t have time to try my luck with other financiers, and Walter’s deal really was too good to be true, aside from the dick sucking part of it. I wasn’t going to find money that easy anywhere else. But could I actually do it? Could I actually suck his cock?

“I should let you know that I’ve been approached by the Liberal Party as well, and they’re willing to push for the rezoning,” he said. Now I really didn’t have a choice. Not only would I not get the money if I didn’t do it, but another party would, and my uphill battle would get even steeper. I had to do it. I had to get him off with my mouth.

I got up and made my way between his legs, sinking down to my knees. “Good decision,” he said, nodding his head, confirming absolutely that it was a blowjob he was after. I carefully unzipped his fly, and then after a moment of anxious hesitation, I reached into his pants and wrapped my fingers around his cock. My heart had fallen into a pit in my gut and that cold shiver was back in my spine, lingering, intensifying. I’d never touched another man’s cock before—especially not that of an old, weathered man like Walter Stein. It seemed so naughty, so taboo.

I looked up and could see myself in a far away mirror. It was such a surreal sight, as if I was staring at someone else holding an old man’s cock in their hand—a young, beautiful woman. I watched her as she began to stroke the big, heavy member. I watched her lift it up to her lips and sink it into her mouth. I’ll admit, there was something very erotic in watching through that mirror, her eyes locked with mine as I watched her suck the old man’s cock, as she watched me suck an old man’s cock.

Walter got surprisingly big and surprisingly hard surprisingly quickly. I could feel his cock throbbing against my tongue, my lips, my cheeks. He held my head down with his hands and I could hear him moaning and groaning occasionally. He was enjoying himself. He was enjoying my warm, wet mouth, slobbering all over his big, hard rod. I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum on my lips. “Suck it, darling,” he said, pushing my head down further, sinking his cock into my throat.

Once again, I caught my reflection in that mirror. I watched that beautiful, young woman plunging that giant, old cock deep into her throat. God, she was beautiful—the way she used her hand to jerk the old guy off while she sucked on his throbbing erection. I was getting hard. My own cock slipped out from my panties and began to lift up my skirt. I reached down quickly to tuck my erection back into place, where Walter wouldn’t see it. “Rub that clit, you dirty slut,” Walter said with a long groan. So I kept my hand between my legs and pretended to rub my clit, actually rubbing small circles around the tip of my cock.

The pleasure became so intense, I couldn’t help myself. I started to jerk myself off discreetly under my skirt. My heart was racing, but I was safe. Walter’s attention was gone, his eyes closed, his head back. His moaning was intensifying and I could tell he was nearing his climax. I was nearing a climax of my own.

I came, hot cum blasting into my panties. My grip tightened on Walter’s cock, and then he came too, in my mouth, without warning. I would have pulled away had he not been holding my head down, forcing me to take his hot, heavy load in my mouth. I couldn’t breathe. I dug my nails into his leg, but still, he didn’t release me. It wasn’t until I was choking on his warm load that he finally released his grip and I fell back.

He took a minute to catch his breath before saying, “I’ll go and grab my cheque book.”

Sucking Walter’s cock wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. For a hundred grand, it was really nothing at all.


CHAPTER IV

Successfully sucking Walter off also gave me a greater sense of confidence. If I could get a man off without him realizing I wasn’t actually a woman, there was nothing I couldn’t do without spoiling my guise.

Using Walter’s donation money, I put ads out everywhere—on billboards, in newspapers, on park benches. I had flyers sent to every house in my neighbourhood. I even took out ads online, targeted at people in my community. Funny enough, when I went to visit the Liberal Party’s website, I saw my ad being displayed there. Word was successfully spreading. My online support group was quickly growing. I held a little rally at the skating rink and the turnout was unexpected—close to a hundred people showing up to show their support. I stopped in at a Conservative rally the next day to see what kind of competition I was up against. I was one of eight people who showed up. I’m pretty sure the others there was part of the campaign staff.

I had my e-mail set up to notify me every time my name popped up on a news website or on someone’s blog. I ended up making the number one spot on someone’s blog for “the top ten sexiest politicians”. A comment read, “I’m voting for her just so I can stare at that ass for the next four years.” My name popped up on a feminist website, and the comments section was filled with women claiming they were voting for me just to stick it to men. The mere fact I was running as a woman had garnered me the vast majority of the votes.

I had the election in the bag. Victory was going to be easy and sweet—as long as my cover wasn’t blown.

It was three days before the big election and I was just about to take off for another rally when there was a knock at my door. I looked through the peephole and saw the delivery truck. I’d ordered a special outfit for election night—a beautiful, sparkly, skin-tight dress. I opened the door, ready to sign for the package.

It was the same delivery man as before. I didn’t think anything of it until I noticed the way he was looking at me, eyes narrowed slightly, head titled. It took him a moment, but I could see in his eyes that he put it together, he realized I wasn’t actually a woman. Maybe he remembered my name from the last package, which I had made out to Aaron Klassen, while this one was made out to Erin Klassen. It didn’t really matter how he figured it out—but he definitely figured it out. “Holy shit,” he said.

“I should be going,” I said, my face turning a shade of dark red.

He stopped the closing door with his foot. “Wait. Are you… but… but why?”

“I don’t know what you’re on about, but I’m kind of in a rush,” I said, hoping he would just drop it, move on, and forget the little encounter every happened. I could see him processing everything, remembering the package from the cosmetics company. I was doomed. If he went public, that was it for me—I would lose everyone’s vote overnight.

A smirk came across his face. “Wow, you know, you look really good for a lady. I’m really impressed.”

I didn’t respond. Instead, I became paralyzed, a huge lump forming in my throat.

“Are you running as a lady to get more votes? That’s fucking genius,” he said, laughing. He looked me up and down again. “But my God, you had me fooled. Even your voice—do the voice again.” He looked up at me, eagerly awaiting the voice.

I forced myself to speak. “Please don’t tell anyone.”

“I mean, it’s kind of wrong, don’t you think—lying to everyone? Is it technically fraud?” That smirk was still on his face. My mind was a swirling mess, trying to think of some way out of the corner he had me in. I thought about slamming the door on his face, but I didn’t want to get him upset—then he would definitely go and out me. I needed to think of a way to convince him to keep his mouth shut.

“Do you live in this neighbourhood?” I asked.

“I do,” he said.

“Have you ever used the skating rink?”

He shook his head. “Can’t say I was ever much of a sports guy. To be honest, I think they should rip the old thing down.” My heart sank into my gut. Convincing him to side with me politically wasn’t going to happen either. Now what could I do?

“Mind if I feel them?” he asked. It took me a moment to realize he was talking about my tits.

“Um, sure,” I said, my hands shaking.

He reached forward with both hands and cupped my tits gently. “Holy shit, they feel so real.” He gave them each a firm squeeze. Since ordering my first batch of clothes, I’d gone ahead and ordered a more realistic pair of fake tits—a product called ‘silicone breast enhancers’. I got the expensive brand. I had C-cups in.

“Look, I really need to go. How can I convince you to keep your mouth shut about this?” I asked.

He bit his lip and looked around. “Can I come in?” he asked.

My heart skipped a beat. What could he possibly want in my house? What other option did I have? “Sure,” I said, moving aside. He walked into my house.

“Close that door,” he said, so I did. “You’re favourite to win, right?”

“That’s right,” I said, standing stiff by the door.

“And you probably wouldn’t win if everyone found out you’ve got a dick, right?”

I took a moment to respond, wondering if I should admit to it or not. It didn’t make a difference what I said. He knew damn well that my fate was now in his hands. “That’s right,” I said.

“Walk over to the table,” he said, so I did. “Face the wall.” I faced the wall. He walked up behind me and put his hands on my sides. “You’re probably the most convincing ladyboy I’ve every seen in my life, you know that?”

I didn’t respond. I didn’t know how to.

“Have you thought of getting a legit sex change?” he asked, his hands slipping down onto my ass. He gave my butt a firm squeeze, making me jump.

“I don’t know,” I said, my heart racing faster.

“You should. You’re hotter than most of the girls at my college,” he said. “It would be a waste to be a dude with a body like this.” He slipped his hand between my legs, felling the bulge of my cock and balls. “Damn,” he said. “You’ve got to feel it to believe it.”

The way his fingertips moved along the length of my cock sent a warm pulse through my body. There was something about the delivery guy—a certain aura I couldn’t put my finger on. He was so confident in himself. Even though he knew I was a man, he looked at me with so much lust in his eyes. “I’ll tell you what,” he said, “Not only will I keep my mouth shut, but I’ll even vote for you… if you let me eat out your asshole.”

I was completely frozen. I didn’t even know the man’s name, who he was, or whether he was actually telling me the truth. But I didn’t have any other options. It was either let him do what he wanted or lose the election. “Fine,” I said.

“But you’ve got to act like you really want it. None of this ‘fine’ crap,” he said.

I bit my tongue and took a deep breath. “I want you to eat out my little asshole,” I said, and he wasted no time, flipping up my skirt, sinking down to his knees, pulling aside my panties.

I closed my eyes and then I felt it, the tip of his warm tongue sliding up towards my asshole. He drew small circles around my tight hole, getting closer and closer to the centre. I was hardly breathing, crippling nerves consuming my body. “Relax, baby,” he said, and then I felt the tip of his tongue penetrate me slightly. I took a deep breath and let my shoulders relax. It actually felt really nice, his tongue working around my anus, pushing in, pulling out, gliding around my tight rim. “Talk dirty to me, baby,” he said as he came up for air, before he sunk back down and continued, working his tongue in deeper, his nose pushing in between my butt cheeks.

“I love the way your tongue feels in my little asshole,” I said, and it was true—I did love the way it felt. “Eat out my fucking asshole, baby. Stick that tongue in deeper.” He followed my order, plunging his tongue into my body. My toes curled against the floor. “Do you like the way my asshole tastes?”

“I love the way your fucking asshole tastes,” he said. He reached around and carefully grabbed the bulge of my cock, massaging it in his hands. I was already half-erect, but his fondling got me the rest of the way. He pulled my throbbing erection out from my panties and he began to stroke my length.

“Stroke it, baby,” I said. “Don’t stop.” His grip tightened and he started beating me off. Between that and his tongue exploring my backdoor, I was an elated mess, melting down into the table. “Fuck, just like that.”

“Want my fucking dick in your ass?” he asked.

“Yeah, baby. Fuck my little asshole.” He wasted no time, standing up sharply and dropping his pants to the ground in an instant. His big cock was already hard, already throbbing and ready for entry. He pushed the tip of it up against my asshole. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me.” He pushed in. God, it felt amazing, his thick cock filling me up. He reached around and grabbed my cock firmly once again as he started to thrust himself in and out of me.

“Tell me how badly you want it,” he said.

“I want it so badly,” I replied, ecstasy quickly consuming my body. I could feel every ridge and every vein of his cock, stretching my anus wide.

“Not good enough,” he said.

“I want it so fucking badly. I want your cum in my ass. Please, come in my ass!” I yelled, and then I fell down on the table. The pleasure was too intense. I was paralyzed, my mind swirling and flashing. “I’m going to come,” I said. His grip tightened and then come started to blast out of my cock. I screamed and my asshole clenched on his dick.

He was thrusting so hard, his pelvis was slapping loudly against my ass. My orgasm didn’t seem to end. I just kept coming and coming. “I’m going to come in your little asshole,” he grunted, and then he pushed in hard and I felt it—his warm, gooey load, filling me up deep. His fingers dug into my sides. The whole thing was over so fast, but it felt so, so good.

He stumbled back. “You sure fuck like a lady,” he said with that familiar smirk on his face.

It took me a moment to catch my breath before I was able to peel myself off of the table. “Thanks,” I said, fixing my skirt and my panties.

“Good luck in the election,” he said. “And I mean it about the sex change—it would be a shame to waste what you’ve got.” He winked at me and then left.

I made it to my rally, only a few minutes late. The turnout was greater than any previous rally. Even the Liberal Party leader showed up, standing at the back of the crowd with a big frown on his face.

A few days later, I was standing with all of my supporters when they announced that I had won the election. I was wearing that skin-tight dress that made my butt and legs look so good. The announcer on the television referred to me as, “the very beautiful Erin Klassen,” which made me feel all warm and fuzzy. It took me a few minutes to actually realize that I’d won—that I was going to save the skating rink and future generations would have a local place to go and skate and be a community.

Never in my life had I been surrounded by so much support and love. Maybe the delivery guy was right, maybe I was destined to be a woman. After that victory day, I started looking into getting a real sex change. I even set up a consultation with a well-known surgeon.

I found myself back online, looking up what people were saying about the election and about me. It seemed like everyone was happy, everyone was excited that the local rink wasn’t going anywhere, and they were excited to be led by a woman. One comment in particular caught my attention and got me thinking. “You know, I think she would make a great president. Klassen 2020?”

THE END


HOW TO BECOME A WOMAN

Mike has been an unpaid intern at WalTek Industries for years, and when his sexy boss, Nancy calls him into her office, it’s finally looking like it’s his turn to join the company fulltime. And Mike is right—the offer is on the table.

But Mike wasn’t picked because of his talent or his work ethic. He was picked because he has the most feminine features of his colleagues. Because of their new gender diversity program, WalTek needs to send a woman to the upcoming convention in Las Vegas, and with help from some makeup, a skirt, and a wig, Mike just happens to fit the bill.


CHAPTER I

When my boss called me into her office, I was ecstatic. Everyone in the office knew an intern was going to be hired on as a full-time employee, and after two years with the company, I was pretty sure it was finally my turn. I was beginning to think my day would never come. For every intern that got promoted, they brought another fifteen interns into the office. Haven’t you heard? That’s the new trend—slowly replace all your paid employees with unpaid interns. There were hardly any jobs left in the world for college grads like myself.

I needed that promotion more than anything in the world.

My fellow employees watched me walk down the sea of cubicles towards our boss’s office. I wasn’t totally sure I was getting the promotion, but I had a pretty good idea. Everyone in the office liked me, including the people in upper management, I worked countless weekends and evenings, and I got far more work done than anyone else. So if not a promotion, why else would my boss want to talk to me in private, in her office?

“Come on in,” she said, closing the door behind me. The blinds facing the cubicle crowd were already closed. Now, it was just me and my boss, Nancy.

Nancy was forty, but she looked closer to thirty. She was thin, with long, wavy blonde hair. She kind of looked like a retired super model, especially when she wore those big, black leather boots that she was wearing that day. Nancy was actually kind of sexy, in a milf sort of way. One time she came to work wearing these black fishnet stockings and a skirt that was probably a little bit too short for the dress code. I got very little work done that day, and even had to take an extended break to the bathroom to rub one out. All day, I could see into her office window from my cubicle, which wasn’t great for productivity.

“Have a seat,” she said, so I did.

I couldn’t keep the smile from my face. All of my old college friends were either unemployed or interning at different companies around town. No one was getting paid. No one was making a proper living. Whenever we all met up to watch a hockey game, they would go on and on and on about how impossible the job market was, how lucky our parents’ generation was, how doomed we all were. Getting a real job was like winning a medal at the Olympics—and I was about to do it.

“Mike,” Nancy said to me, “you’re one of our best guys. You’ve been one of our best guys for a long time now.” With every word that rolled off of her tongue, I became more and more convinced I was getting that promotion, getting that sweet salary, getting my own throne in my own office, working real hours, making a decent living. I would finally be able to move out from my parents’ house. Maybe I would rent an apartment near the office, or maybe I would buy a nice detached house out in the suburbs. “Have you ever thought about making a career with us, here at WalTek Industries?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “I’ve thought about it quite a lot, actually.” I had to keep my hands down on my lap so she wouldn’t see that they were shaking, I was so excited.

“I’m sure you’ve heard by now, we’re promoting ten interns into full-time slots.”

“Oh really?” I said, playing dumb. Of course I’d heard—it was all the gossip around the office. Every year around the same time, it was all anyone could ever talk about.

“I want to offer you a position,” Nancy said. I nearly jumped up from my seat. I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from screaming aloud in celebration. “But don’t get too excited yet. There’s a catch,” she said, but it was too late. I was already excited, and I could care less about the catch. I knew how much the full time guys made—in my first year, I would make more money than I’d ever made in my whole life combined. And the benefits—those guys all got so many benefits. It had been three years since I actually sat down to watch a hockey game—my favourite pastime. I would have killed for a job where I actually had time to catch a hockey game or two every week.

“Thank you so much,” I said.

“Well hold on, I told you not to get too excited. I said I want to offer you a promotion, not I am offering you a promotion.”

I took a deep breath and did my best to compose myself. I was shaking all over. It didn’t help that I’d had five cups of coffee already that morning, and I was running off of less than three hours of sleep. I’d spent the whole night working on a work project—which was how I spent most of my nights in my desperate attempt to get the sweet promotion I was now facing.

“I need you to go to the ABEC to represent our division.” ABEC stands for American Biomedical Engineering Convention. It was an annual convention based out of Las Vegas, where all of the big engineering firms gathered for presentations and meetings and demonstrations and things of that nature.

“Absolutely, no problem,” I said.

“Your job is fairly simple. We will have a booth there where you will hand out flyers. There are a few meetings you’ll need to go to, and that’s about it. If you happen to make a sale, you can consider the promotion a lock. How does that sound?”

“It sounds great. Consider a sale made,” I said. I wasn’t much of a salesman, but given the stakes, there was more than enough motivation for me to get the job done. “When do I leave?” I asked.

“You’ll leave this weekend—Friday afternoon. The conference ends on Monday. There’s just one other thing.”

“What’s that?” I was already running through my sales pitch in my head. We sold medical equipment to hospitals—medical equipment that I helped design. Pitching it would be easy. I knew the products inside and out, and they were good products. How hard could it be?

“I need you to go as a woman,” Nancy said, and my heart skipped a beat. I wasn’t sure I heard her correctly. Did she say she wanted me to go to the ABEC as a woman? As in, not as myself?

“Excuse me?” I managed to say through the lump forming in my throat.

“Head office wants women on the floor at the convention. I know, I know it sounds crazy. It’s all part of this new diverse identity program. The problem is, I have no women to send to the convention. Marla is still on maternity leave, Julie is still out with pneumonia, and that girl, what’s her name, the other intern…”

“Erin?”

“Right, Erin. Sending Erin would be a disaster. She’s a good engineer, but she can hardly form a proper sentence.” I didn’t even realize until that moment just how disproportionate our workforce was. It was almost exclusively men. Same at my college, almost every engineering student was a man. “I’ll understand if you aren’t interested, but if you’re willing, there’s a good job in it for you.”

I’m not sure how long I sat there silently for. I couldn’t think of anything to say. My mind was racing. She wanted me to travel to Las Vegas as a woman? She wanted to me to mingle with hundreds of executives as a woman, in women’s clothing? “Sure, I guess I’ll do it,” I said.

I couldn’t say no. I wanted the job more than anything. Besides, it wasn’t like I was going to know anyone at the convention. There was no one there to recognize me and call me out, humiliate me, tell all of my friends and family how ridiculous I looked.

“Great,” Nancy said. She pulled out a pen and a sticky note. She began to scribble an address. “Meet me at my house tonight and we’ll make you into a convincing woman. You’re really saving my butt here, Mike. I mean it.”


CHAPTER II

I know why Nancy picked me. It wasn’t because of my work ethic, my technical skill, or the hours I’d put into the company. She picked me because I was the only one in the office who could pull it off. Throughout high school and college, I was made fun of relentlessly. I was smaller than the other guys. I was thin, unable to bulk up no matter how hard I tried. Girls would always come up to me and ask me how I got my eyelashes so full and dark. Walking to the bus stop, I would get catcalled from behind. I was always too embarrassed to turn around and show the caller I was actually a man. Sometimes I would even walk past my bus stop and around the corner until I was out of sight. I was cursed with a woman’s figure.

I’d always hoped that I was just a late bloomer, until I was about twenty-two years old, and then I gave up on the idea of blooming altogether. I never had much in the way of body hair, and just about nothing in the way of facial hair. This wasn’t even the first time someone asked me to dress up like a woman for them. In high school, my drama teacher asked me to fill in for the sick lead actress because we apparently looked a lot alike, especially once I was wearing a blonde wig.

I’d done my best to accept my feminine figure, but it still stung whenever it was brought up. It especially stung to think that my boss was convinced I would be able to fool an entire convention. But I pushed that lingering sadness out by reminding myself I was going to be getting a big promotion if I pulled it off. Who cares if you’re short and thin when you’re making over a hundred grand a year?

I met Nancy at her house, which was a beautiful house in a ritzy neighbourhood. She answered the door looking sexier than ever, with no workplace dress code to hold her back. She had these cute, knee-high black stockings that matched the tiny pair of black short shorts she was wearing. “Come on in,” she said. “We’ve got a lot of work to do.”

I stepped into her house, feeling more nervous than ever. I kept reminding myself it was all for a promotion, but it didn’t seem to help my racing heart rate. She had a mound of clothing sitting on her couch, and a pile of shoes on the floor next to it. There was a big box that appeared to be full of makeup.

“Now, I shouldn’t have to tell you this, but we’re outside of work now, okay? I need you to promise me you aren’t going to go to the HR department and tell them about any of this.”

A cold tingle ran down my spine. “Okay, I promise,” I said.

“Okay, strip down,” she said.

“What?” I said, feeling suddenly exposed, even in my clothes.

“I need to see what I’m working with. And we need to start from the basics. So strip down.”

I stood there, frozen stiff, unsure of what to do. For a split second, I considered leaving. There would be other intern positions at other companies. It was possible those positions would eventually turn into paid jobs—possible, but unlikely. I’d already committed two years into this company. One weekend pretending to be a woman wasn’t going to kill me. Stripping down in front of my boss, that wasn’t ideal, but it wouldn’t kill me either. So I took off my shirt and then my pants.

“Boxers and socks too,” she said.

That cold tingle returned with a vengeance. She wanted me completely nude? For what reason? Why couldn’t I just be a woman with my regular, old boxer shorts? It wasn’t like I was going to be stripping for anyone at the engineering convention. “Seriously?” I said.

“Seriously. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And don’t worry, I’m married,” she said, holding her hand up and showing me her rings. It wasn’t much of a consolation. Nancy was my boss. She saw me in the office almost every single day. If she saw me naked, I would never be able to look at her the same. I would always be wondering, whenever she looked my way, if she was remembering my naked body, my shy cock hanging between my legs. If I saw her naked, that was sure as hell all I would ever be thinking about whenever I saw her at the office. “C’mon, Mike. I’ve got a party I need to get to tonight.”

I thought of that big, fat salary, and then I bent over, took off my socks, and then slipped my underwear down to the ground. I covered my cock with my hand.

“Stand up straight,” she said, walking around me. I did. She took my arm and moved it to my side, forcing me to uncover my cock. “Hmm,” she said, “you’ve got a big dick. I’m surprised. That might not be easy to hide.” She reached down and grabbed it gently. Her hand was warm and soft. My heart sped up into a frenzy as she moved my cock around, trying to tuck it between my legs. “We’ll see what we can do,” she said. All of her fondling had gotten me half erect, and she noticed. “What the hell, Mike?” she said.

“Sorry.” I reached down and covered my cock again, which was getting harder, fast. In my defence, no man can endure a beautiful woman’s fondling for more than three seconds without getting a boner. That didn’t make me some pervert or anything.

She looked into my eyes and smirked. “Don’t forget, I’m your boss,” she said. But that smirk just made it so much worse. I don’t think she was aware of just how sexy she was, her long, smooth legs being hugged by those slick, black stockings. I wanted to pull down those little short shorts and bury my face in her crotch. I would have given up my potential promotion for a chance to eat her little pussy out.

I was rock-hard now. She moved my arms to my side again, letting my erection spring free.

“You’re going to need to learn to control that before the weekend,” she said, tapping the tip of my cock playfully. With her out of the picture, I didn’t think it would be so much of an issue. “Relax you shoulders.” I stood there for nearly half an hour, naked, as she walked around me, adjusting my posture. “If you’re going to become a woman, you need to have good posture,” she said. She would spank me on the ass every time I began to slouch, or if my legs drifted too far apart. She was a perfectionist, and she was determined to make it work. “Wait right there,” she said as she disappeared into another room.

I caught a glimpse of myself in a nearby mirror. I looked so foolish, standing naked, upright, in a strange house. The thought of leaving returned to me once again, but I quickly pushed it away. I’d already come this far. I’d already let my boss see me naked and fondle my cock. To let that all go to waste would have been a real shame. So I continued to stand there awkwardly, trying to set all of Nancy’s little tips to memory.

She came out with a pair of tits—not real tits, of course. They looked and felt like silicone, and they were secured onto a silicone top, complete with a chest and a neck. “Put it on,” Nancy said. It was not easy to get on. The material wasn’t very stretchy, so it was a bit of struggle to get inside of it. And once on, it was far from comfortable, at least at first. There was a black choker built into the device, to hide the seam around the neck. The seams around the shoulders weren’t hidden so well. “You’ll hide those with your bra straps,” Nancy said, and then she gave me a couple of bra options.

I picked a black lacy bra that matched the choker, and then Nancy helped me get it on. “Always clip it on backwards, on your belly, and then spin it around and lift it up,” she said. She seemed to think that all of her little tips were very important if I were to become a convincing woman, even though no one would ever see me clipping my bra on. “Your panties should always match your bra,” she said. Again, I didn’t understand why it mattered. No one was going to see my panties.

She gave me a pair of black, lacy panties, and I slipped them on. My cock kept bulging out the side of the tiny undies. So Nancy came in to help out, reaching down, grabbing my cock in her hand. She adjusted my member, getting it tucked firmly between my legs. “This will give you some incentive to keep your thighs close together.” And once again, she got me hard. My erection was quick to spring out the side of the panties. She rolled her eyes. “Is this going to keep on happening?”

“I’m sorry. I can’t help it.”

“Just get it out of your system,” she said, “so we can get back to work.”

“What do you mean?”

She sighed and shook her head. “Fine,” she said, reaching down and grabbing my erection firmly in her grip. She started to stroke my cock. “You’re so horny. You can’t get any business done when you’re horny. You need to come.”

I couldn’t believe it. I was getting a handjob from my gorgeous milf of a boss. She knew how to work my shaft, with big, long strokes and just the perfect firmness. I looked over in that mirror again. It was a strangely erotic sight, my boss standing behind me, reaching around my body and jerking me off—and the fact I had a pair of perky tits, along with a black, lacy bra and panties. My legs began to quiver and I felt an intense euphoria building up in my groin. “I’m going to come,” I warned her.

She cupped her free hand in front of the tip of my dick. “Don’t come all over my new furniture,” she said, and then I started to come into the palm of her hand. She slowed down her strokes, tightening her grip, squeezing out every last drop of my hot cum. “Okay, let’s get back to work,” she said, walking over to the kitchen to wash off her hand. Promotion aside, that handjob was worth all of the humiliation on its own.


CHAPTER III

We ended up trying on different bra and panties combinations before moving onto skirts, dresses, stockings, tights, and blouses. There was so much to remember—how to match colours and patterns and shapes, what length socks go with what length skirts. I was exhausted by the time we got to shoes—which didn’t make learning to walk in heels any easier. “Okay, which shoes would you wear with that dress?” she asked me, as I finished putting on a navy blue cocktail dress.

I scanned the options. “These ones,” I said, bending over to pick up a pair of navy blue heels.

She slapped me hard on the ass, nearly throwing me off balance. “You don’t wear blue heels with a blue dress. You don’t match your dress with your shoes unless you’re wearing white or black. Sometimes red, depending on the occasion.”

There was so much to remember. It seemed impossible to properly learn everything in just a couple of nights. “Why don’t you just pick out a few outfits for me?” I asked. I didn’t understand why I needed to know how to do it myself when I was only going to be a woman for a couple of days. At most I would need to make four outfits. In the time she took to teach me about matching shoes with dresses, she could have picked out ten different outfits for me to wear at the convention.

She shook her head. “You really don’t get it, do you? If you’re going to make a convincing woman, you need to become a woman. A woman knows how to make an outfit,” she said, and then I suddenly got it. She wasn’t trying to physically turn me into a woman. She was trying to get me to think like a woman. She was trying to put me inside the head of a woman, so that I wouldn’t need to be coached on my every single move. And in a weird way, it was already starting to work. I was already thinking about different top and bottom combinations, already wondering which shoes would look good with which dress. She had successfully made me extremely conscious of my posture, of where my butt and my shoulders were relative to my body at all times. She was successfully reprogramming me.

She led me towards the mirror. “Wait here,” she said, and then she disappeared again. I looked pretty good in that blue dress. It fit my body perfectly, which was kind of sad because it confirmed what people had been saying for years—that I had a woman’s body. The way that dress hugged my hips, my ass, and my thighs—you would think that the designer had used my body as his mannequin.

Nancy came back with a blonde wig, which gave me flashbacks to high school, putting on that blonde wig for the school play. It wasn’t until the third act of the play that the students in the audience started to realize I wasn’t actually the actress I was pretending to be, that I was really a man. I would never forget that flurry of whispers followed by the eruption of laughter. I didn’t want to relive that humiliation.

The wig fit tightly and securely. Once on properly, she showed me a few different ways to style my hair. “For evening events, depending on your outfit, you’ll probably want to curl your hair. During the day, You can probably get away with a ponytail or a loose bun,” she said.

“What about something like this?” I said, splitting my hair into two Brigitte Bardot-style pigtails.

“That’s cute,” Nancy said.

“Maybe with the red top?” I said, holding a tight, red top up to my torso.

“Oh, that is cute,” she said.

I got changed into the outfit and checked myself out in the mirror. I looked good. I looked really good. And we weren’t even done yet. We still needed to complete the look with a face of makeup.

Nancy showed me how to put on concealer, eye shadow, eyeliner, mascara, blush, lipstick, and so on. She showed me a few different styles. I really liked the way I looked with lots of eye shadow, just a little bit of blush, and a very light lipstick. I looked like a super model or a movie star. It wasn’t until I stepped back and said, “What do you think of this?” that I realized I wasn’t even talking in my own voice any more. My voice had jumped a few semitones, it had become more soft, more feminine.

I liked the way the clothes felt on my body.  They hugged me in all of the right places, and let up where I needed it. The fabrics were so soft, and I was obsessed with the tight, comforting feeling of my panties holding my cock down. I was getting ahead of Nancy, digging through her makeup and asking if I could try out different supplies. I found a little set of nail polishes. “Oh my God, I love the gold one,” I said.

“Try it on,” she said, and we ended up sitting on her couch, painting our nails together.

Her husband came home. “Hey ladies,” he said dropping a bag by the door.

“Hey Ron. Ron, this is my friend from work, Danica,” Nancy said to her husband.

“Danica? Nice to meet you,” he said, reaching out his hand. “Is Danica coming to the party with us?”

“No, I should be going. I have a lot of work I need to get done tonight,” I said.

“She just came over to borrow some clothes for the convention this weekend.”

“Well, it was a pleasure to meet you,” Ron said. I noticed his eyes carefully drifting down to my chest for a few subtle seconds. I’d seen that look on his face before—I made the same face whenever his wife came to work in a short skirt or a low-cut top. Nancy’s husband had the hots for me—which meant my disguise was a success. I was officially a convincing woman. I was ready for the big convention.

And by the time the big convention came around, I was more than ready. In my spare time leading up to the ABEC, I got to practice different makeup techniques, different hair styles, different outfit pairings. I even took my new Danica persona out to the streets. I took a cab downtown on Thursday evening, the evening before my flight, and walked around, making sure I had my heel stride down pat. I caught a bunch of guys staring at my body, particularly my ass (which was funny, because there were no silicone forms down there). I strolled into a bar and I wasn’t sitting down for more than three minutes before a man bought me a drink.

He sat down and chatted me up. When I got up to use the bathroom, another man caught up with me and asked if he could buy me a drink. The amount of attention I was getting was borderline overwhelming. The man at the bar had his hand on my thigh within the hour, slipping closer and closer towards my cock. I had to leave before he got too carried away, and before I got too drunk to stop him. I needed to be careful. If I was getting close to a woman and I discovered a cock between her legs, I don’t even know how I would react—never mind a stranger.

My flight out was in the morning. Nancy booked me in first class, which was a nice reminder of why I was doing this crazy stunt: the job promotion. If I got that job, I would be flying first class everywhere. I would have limos waiting for me at every airport I landed in. I was so close to the dream I’d had for so many years. And all I had to do was continue on convincing everyone I was a real woman, which was getting easier and easier.

The man who sat down beside me looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t pinpoint why. He was wearing a nice black suit and a blue tie. He had just the perfect amount of cologne on. He smiled at me as he did up his seatbelt. He had a handsome smile. “I love your dress,” he said before pulling out a magazine.

“Thank you.”

There was something strangely irresistible about the man—a certain glow or an aura that was invisible but undeniable. He was so confident and he looked so powerful. Never before in my life had I wanted to grab a man’s arm and feel his muscles. I had to pinch my leg and remind myself I was a man, I liked women, and I was just doing this for a job promotion.

Halfway through the flight, I got up to use the washroom and to check on my makeup. I still needed to check myself out in the mirror every couple of hours or so, to revitalize my confidence in my feminine persona. The longer I went without seeing myself, the more I began to question my makeup, my outfit, whether my posture was okay, whether my fake tits looked convincing. But every time I looked in the mirror, all of those anxieties fluttered away. I still couldn’t believe how good I looked. I would have wanted to fuck me.

Leaving the bathroom, I walked straight into him, the man that was sitting next to me. He was standing by the bathroom door, awaiting his turn. His body was hard and buff—like walking into a cement wall. He wrapped his arms around me to stop me from falling, which was terrifyingly comforting. I didn’t want him to let go. He was so warm and safe. I could feel the bulge of his big cock against my body. “Sorry,” I said.

“No, I’m sorry,” he said, finally releasing me. I’m not sure if it was by accident or not, but his hand subtly copped a feel of my ass as he slipped past me. If it was some slimy little creep, I would have been outraged, but because it was a handsome hunk who grabbed a handful of my ass, I was strangely aroused. My heart skipped a beat and I felt all warm and fuzzy inside. I wanted to follow him into the little bathroom, pull his boxers down to his ankles and suck his big, throbbing cock.

“Excuse me, miss, could you please head back to your seat,” the flight attendant said, so I did. We were only about fifteen minutes from Las Vegas, just an hour before the big convention started.


CHAPTER IV

After checking into my hotel, I walked past the convention room on my way up to my room. I’d never been to the ABEC before, but I’d heard it was most popular engineering convention in the country. I thought that would mean a couple hundred guys in suits meandering around little presentation booths, but I was very wrong. The place was electric, buzzing with people—probably thousands of them all crammed into one of the biggest convention centres in the city. I thought for a moment I was in the wrong place, like I wandered into a Woodstock reunion. There was even a band playing some pop music on a big stage with big amplifiers.

Waiting for me in my room was a gift basket filled with expensive lotions and soaps. There was a little perfume sampler in the basket that smelled magnificent. And for the first time in my life, I had someone carry my luggage for me up to my room. Even after I said, “I don’t mind doing it,” they insisted. Men held doors open for me and let me cut ahead of them in line. On my way to the hotel, I stopped at a café and the man in front of me paid for my coffee. I was quickly discovering all of the many perks of being a lady.

As I was changing out of my travel outfit into my first convention outfit, I noticed a slip of paper in one of my pockets. It was a phone number with “Dave,” written above it. I can only imagine it was the gentleman at the café who slipped the paper into my pocket. My cheeks turned red.

Nancy was successful with her transformation. I really was passing as a woman. Not just passing, but flourishing. I decided to stop in the lounge on my way down to the convention, just to bask a little bit more in my newfound attention. Sure enough, a good looking guy was quick to take a seat next to me and buy me a martini. I’d never liked martinis much before, but now, as a woman, I was starting to like them. I liked the way I looked holding up and gently swirling that classy-looking glass. There was a sexy elegance to it.

“Are you here for the convention?” the man asked. He had a nice chiselled jawline and a good covering of stubble.

“I am,” I said. “And you?”

He was there for the convention. I was hoping he was one of the hospital administrators, looking to buy some new equipment, but he was actually an engineer like me, there to sell. He was my competition. By the looks of it, I had a lot of competition—and it was a lot of men.

I could see why our company wanted a woman on the convention floor. I was like a magnet. Men were drawn towards me. I couldn’t go ten feet without someone firing up a conversation with me. They all asked why I was there and what I was selling, but it was obvious they were all more interested in me than my product. That was okay—I could sell them on the product. The good feminine looks made for a great in.

It wasn’t even noon of the first day that I’d already handed out all of the pamphlets I was armed with. I managed to land a couple of private meetings with some hospital executives, but they led nowhere. “Let’s meet up in my room,” one chubbier fellow said. It was common practice to meet up in people’s hotel rooms. Most companies had their rooms set up like little offices, with banners and pamphlet racks and computers and printers. This chubbier fellow had none of that, and once I was in his room, he suddenly had no interest in biomedical engineering. “Tell me more about yourself, Danica,” he said, taking a seat next to me, putting his arm over my shoulder.

I entertained him for a few minutes and then I made my escape. That was the one major flaw in sending a pretty, young woman to the convention: men tend to put their cocks above business. All of my meetings on my first two days at the convention were the same. They all had promise until we were alone in their hotel rooms—then it became all about sex. One guy even kissed me. I didn’t want to offend him or destroy any potential business deal, so I let him, and I even kissed back. It was a strange feeling, kissing a man, feeling his rough stubble against my face as his warm tongue slipped in through my lips. He got a good squeeze of my tit before I lied and said, “I’m sorry, I’m married.”

“Me too,” he said, showing me his ring finger. I looked down and noticed his pants were undone and his big, bulging erection was out. He had a smirk on his face. “Let’s have some fun.”

“I’m sorry but I’m really just here to do business,” I said.

“Oh c’mon. Fun first, business later.” He took his big cock in his hand and gently began to stroke it, showing it off like a prize buck. It was impressively large. It was no wonder he wasn’t shy about it. And I was strangely curious about it. I wanted to know what it felt like in my hand. I wanted to feel it throbbing. I wanted to know whether I could make him come. My heart was racing.

I suddenly remembered Nancy jerking me off. I could still hear her voice in my head as she started stroking me off. “You’re so horny. You can’t get any business done when you’re horny. You need to come.” Maybe she was right. Maybe men couldn’t do business with women until they were sexually satisfied. I thought about reaching forward and grabbing his dick, beating him off until he came, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I didn’t want to jerk off a strange man. I wasn’t interested in men, at least I didn’t think I was, though I was starting to wonder as I sat there, mesmerized by his throbbing erection.

“I’m sorry, I have another meeting I need to get to,” I said, and then I left. I could hardly sleep that night with the image of that massive cock in my mind. I actually found myself regretting my decision to leave. How bad could jerking a man off be? Besides, he said he was open to talk business after—did he really mean it?


CHAPTER V

It was the last day of the convention and I still hadn’t made a sale. To make things worse, I was becoming consumed by my new female persona. And even though I was completely aware I was becoming consumed, I couldn’t stop myself. Two hours into the final day of the convention and I was still up in my hotel room, trying on different outfits, getting my hair and makeup perfect. It was as if Danica was taking over my body, and Mike was packing up to leave.

Down at the convention, nothing had changed. Men continued to approach me in great numbers, but their conversation went nowhere. No one seemed genuinely interested in buying any of our products. As soon as I changed the subject from my personal life to business, they would begin to make their escape. I was running out of time.

And if I didn’t make the sale, did that mean I wouldn’t get the promotion? Nancy certainly made it seem as though that was the case. If I went back home empty handed, and this whole Danica business was all for nothing, what would I do? I couldn’t carry on working for the company—it would be far too humiliating. Seeing Nancy in the office every day, knowing I let her and myself down, I don’t think I could do it.

I needed a new strategy. I needed to make at least one sale before I got back onto that airplane home.

Someone tapped on my shoulder. “Excuse me,” a masculine voice said. I turned around and immediately recognized the man—it was the handsome fellow who sat next to me on the airplane. I didn’t just recognize his face, but I recognized his luscious smell, and his beaming aura. “How do I know you?” he said with his head tilted slightly.

I played dumb and pretended to think for a moment. “Didn’t you sit next to me on the plane?” I said finally.

His eyes lit up. “Oh, that’s right. So you’re here for the convention? I’m surprised,” he said.

“Why’s that?”

“You don’t get a lot of women to these things. Especially not women like yourself.”

“Like myself?”

He smiled. “Well, you’re possibly too beautiful to have any interest in engineering.” I could feel my cheeks turning red. That powerful aura of his was seeping into my body, making me weak and docile. I couldn’t understand how a man could be so charming and so confident with so few words.

He handed me his card. His name was William. He was the administrator for St. Paul’s hospital. I nearly blurted out my sales pitch as soon as I saw his job title, but I held back. I scared off far too many men already with my pitch first, mingle later strategy. I needed to play it cool. He asked me what I was doing at the convention, and I casually told him I was there representing WalTek Industries. I didn’t tell him what I was selling—not yet. I asked him to tell me about himself.

He was a single guy, born in New York City, college educated, no kids. He played sports in his spare time, and he was a big hockey fan. We ended up talking hockey for a while. I had to dumb down some of my hockey knowledge, so he wouldn’t get too suspicious of me. He did end up saying, “Wow, for a lady, you sure know a lot about hockey.” I shrugged and smiled. “I grew up in a hockey house.”

We migrated over to the lounge for a few drinks, continuing our conversation. At first, I kept trying to plan my sales pitch—where could I fit it into the conversation and how could I properly make my segue. But after a couple of drinks, I started to forget all about the sales pitch. I became addicted by our conversation, by his handsome looks and his beaming confidence. After a few more drinks, we migrated up to his room.

He was up in the penthouse suite, which must have cost at least five grand a night, seeing as my measly room near the bottom of the building was nearly five hundred. The room had its own fully stocked bar. “What do you drink?” he said as he walked behind the bar.

“A martini,” I said, and then I watched him mix my drink.

He was actually a pretty skilled drink maker. “I worked as a bartender in college,” he said with a handsome grin as he poured my drink. “Cheers,” he said, clinking his glass against mine. The drink was good—but it was strong, though I think that was part of his intention.

“Make any big sales this weekend?” he asked me.

“None,” I said. All at once, my anxieties came rushing back to me. I looked up at the clock on the wall. It was late. The convention was over. There was probably a clean-up crew down in the convention centre tearing down all of the banners and booths, sweeping up all of the abandoned pamphlets. All of the executives I failed to meet were probably already on planes destined for home, or fast asleep, having made all the deals they came to make. I had no deals, no security for my future. Unless I could sell something to William, this whole trip and this whole experience was for nothing.

“What is it that you’re selling?” he asked.

I told him about a few different prospects, trying my best to remain casual. I was desperate not to come off as desperate. I needed to be extra careful. He was my last chance. He finished his drink and poured himself another. I could tell he was starting to get drunk. He was inching closer and closer to me. His hand ended up on my thigh. His hand was big and muscular. He could probably hold me down like a ragdoll if he wanted to. I could imagine he had a big cock—I felt if brush up against me on the airplane. Even drunk, there was an irresistible quality to him.

“Do you think I should buy?” he said. His face was hovering closer to mine. He was getting ready to make a move.

“I think so,” I said. I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and I kissed him. I needed to make the sale, whatever that entailed. If I had to give a man a blowjob to seal the deal, then so be it—one little blowjob to justify eight years of college and two years as an unpaid intern. A blowjob takes five, maybe ten minutes and it hurts no one. I was all in. Locked in our kiss, I reached down and began to fondle his big cock.

I could feel his member getting harder, pulsing, throbbing, growing. It really was massive. I opened my eyes for a few brief seconds and caught a glimpse of it rising up, pushing up the crotch of his pants. I had my tongue deep in his mouth. He had his hand firmly on my tit. I needed to be careful. My breast-plate was on securely but he was a strong man, and he was drunk. With a firm enough tug, he could take the whole thing off.

I did away with his belt. I unzipped his fly, and I pulled down his pants. His monster cock sprung free. I froze, staring at it. It was big—too big. I’d still never touched a man’s bare cock before, and I was pretty sure it wasn’t going to fit it in my mouth. I was suddenly feeling regretful. What had I gotten myself into? Was sucking a man off really worth a promotion? What if William wanted more than just a blowjob? What if I couldn’t get him off with just my mouth?

“C’mon, baby,” he said, putting his hand on the back of my head. He pulled me down towards his massive, throbbing erection. What other options did I have? I’d already come this far—there was no sense in chickening out now. I took the thing in my hand. It was warm. I could feel the blood pumping in his veins. “That’s it,” he said as I gently began to stroke it. I watched as his foreskin pulled back to reveal his bulging tip. It was a rigid cock, not smooth but instead bulky like a log you might find in the woods. It was heavy. I had to strain to keep it elevated. “Suck it, darling,” he said, and then he pushed me down further.

I opened as wide as I could as his tip approached my lips. I closed my eyes, and then I felt him pushing in, his cock stretching my lips, pressing down on my tongue as it slid towards the back of my throat. I gagged, my heart racing. I couldn’t believe it—I had a stranger’s gigantic cock in my mouth. I was giving a random man a blowjob. I began to bob my head, stroking his exposed length with my hand. My other hand was on his abs, desperately trying to hold him back from plunging his thick member any deeper down my throat. The last thing I wanted was for my family to be told by the pathologist that I died choking on a giant dick while dressed like a woman.

William moaned, running his fingers through my hair. There was something strangely satisfying about it all—the way his cock fit perfectly in my mouth, the way his girth felt in my grip, the oddly euphoric feeling of his fingertips running through my hair.

He gave my tit another firm squeeze. I was lucky Nancy bought the most realistic set of fake tits she could find. Had they just been foam or plastic, after a single squeeze, I would have been dead meat. Thankfully, they felt real, and they felt great. At least William thought so, as he squeezed and fondled my nipples. In a weird way, it actually felt nice, as if I could actually feel his hands against my skin, as if the breasts were really my own.

He pulled me up suddenly and then he reached up, under my skirt, and tugged down my panties from my hips. My heart skipped a beat. All there was keeping him from seeing my cock was my short skirt. “Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” he said, looking up at me as he positioned me on top of him, cowgirl-style. He brought me down, but I resisted, stopping my body just a fraction of an inch before my ball sack was touching his big, throbbing cock. “Wait,” I said. I’m not sure my heart was even beating anymore.

“What’s wrong?” he said, looking up at me.

“Nothing,” I said. I needed to act fast. He was just seconds away from realizing I didn’t actually have a pussy for him to fuck. But I did have something—I had my asshole. Luckily, he was too horny to get me undressed, too horny to flip up my skirt, too horny to go down on me. He just wanted to fuck. I reached down between my thighs and grabbed his big, saliva-covered cock. I lined it up with my asshole. I knew it was going to hurt like hell, seeing as he was hung like a horse. But I had no other choice. I pushed down and I felt it push in, penetrating my anus. I could feel my tiny butthole stretching wide, I could feel him sinking in deep. And I was right, it did hurt like hell.

His hands found my sides and he helped pull me down. I became completely tense, all of my nerves firing at once. I had to overcome my paralysis to reach beneath my skirt and grab my cock and balls, to stop them from pressing down on his belly as my asshole swallowed the last of his cock up. I pretended like I was rubbing my clit.

“Oh God, you’re tight,” he said. In his drunkenness, I don’t think he realized he wasn’t in my pussy, but instead in my backdoor. Luckily, his cock was still nice and wet from when I was sucking on it. I began to rise and fall on his dick, slowly, feeling his harsh ridges pushing against my quivering anus. I knew the worst of it was over, and that as soon as he came, it would all be over and I would be one step closer to closing a deal, one step closer to my sweet promotion.

And after a few deep penetrations, the pain started to subside. With every plunge down, it hurt less and less, and before long, it was actually feeling pretty good. I was getting a hard-on. I kept it pressed against my tummy. But my skirt was riding up and I couldn’t fix it without releasing my erection. Thankfully, his attention was up at my tits and my face. Had he looked down, he might have seen more than he bargained for—even with me doing my best to keep everything secured in place. “Fuck, that feels so fucking good,” he said.

“How good?” I said. My skirt rode even higher. My cock was just about out in the open.

“You have no idea,” he said with a deep exhale.

I needed to act quickly before he looked down and saw my throbbing cock in my hand. So I rose up, letting him slide out of my body, and then I quickly spun around, mounting him reverse-cowgirl-style. I grabbed his slick, rock-hard dick and shoved it back into my ass. I looked around to make sure there were no mirrors that he could look in before releasing my cock. Now, my balls were dangling in the gap between his legs—I was safe. I continued to ride his big, hard dick.

In fact, I got so carried away riding his big, hard dick, that I ended up reaching down, grabbing my own cock in my firm grasp, beating myself off. I kept close attention to his moaning and grunting, occasionally looking over my shoulder to make sure he was unaware of what was happening between my legs. His head was back on his pillow and he was biting his lip. He was too consumed by euphoria to notice anything was out of the ordinary.

“I’m going to come in your tight pussy, baby,” he said.

“Come in me. I want your cum in me so badly,” I said. I was close to coming myself, my cock as hard as a marble column, throbbing intensely. The sound of my ass slapping against his hard pelvis was the most arousing thing I’d ever heard in my life.

“Oh God,” he shouted, and then I felt it, his hot load filling up my tight asshole.

“Shit,” I muttered as cum began to blast out of my own cock. My hands were shaking, the pleasure was so intense. One of my blasts got his leg, but I don’t think he noticed, too far gone in his own euphoric climax.

He reached forward and pulled me back, my back on his chest, my head next to his. We kissed. While his eyes were closed, I adjusted my cock back under my skirt.

I ended up making the sale, and it was a big one. He bought fifty of every product in our company catalogue. Nancy was right, once you get past the raging testosterone, the business part is easy.

That very night, I emailed Nancy the details of our deal. She ended up meeting me at the airport to congratulate me on my sale and my new job with WalTek Industries. She didn’t ask me what I ended up having to do to make the deal, but I could tell by her sly smirk that she had a good idea. “I think you’re going to be a real asset to the company,” she said as we got into her car. She reached over and put her hand on my cock. “As long as you keep this thing here hidden.”

I wasn’t being hired—at least, not as Mike. Danica was getting the big job. And to be honest, I was okay with that. Danica was so much fun. In those skirts and dresses, I felt so much more alive than I did as Mike. Finally, it all made sense, why I was always so much shorter and thinner than my colleagues, why I could never grow any chest hair or facial hair—it was because I wasn’t meant to be a man. And if it wasn’t for Nancy, I would have never learned how to become a woman.

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


CAUGHT

Henry has a secret obsession: sneaking into his sister’s bedroom and trying on her clothes and makeup. It’s a secret he would sooner die than have his father find out about. So when Henry’s pretty cousin, Tia, shows up for an extended visit, Henry couldn’t be happier—he’s got a whole new wardrobe at his disposal.

Things couldn’t be better, until Tia catches Henry in her makeup and lingerie. If Tia is going to keep Henry’s secret safe, she’s at least going to have some fun with him, and show him how to be a real lady.


CHAPTER I

For most people, Mondays and Wednesdays are the worst days of the week, but I used to love them more than anything. Every Monday and Wednesday, my sixteen-year-old sister, Cassie, had dance class on the other end of town. Class was an hour long and it took Cassie and my dad half an hour to drive there and another half an hour to drive home. That gave me two hours, all to myself—the whole house, all mine.

I always waited a good fifteen minutes after they left, in case they forgot something—my sister’s dance outfit or my dad’s wallet, and then I would be sure to be back in my room fifteen minutes before they got home, in case they somehow managed to hit every green light or dance class was cut early. So I got to spend an hour and a half, every Monday and Wednesday night, in my sister’s bedroom, putting on her clothes and her makeup.

It was an addiction that started out as a simple curiosity. A few years before, a bully at school told me I looked like a chick, and it got me wondering—did I really look like a chick? How much so? You should have seen me in my sister’s clothes and in her makeup; I was hot. Her clothes fit me better than my own clothes fit me. Hell, they fit me better than any men’s clothing fit me.

I wish I could tell you why I did it, because to be honest, I don’t really know. It was just fun. It felt good, seeing myself looking so sexy. I thought I would get it out of my system after the first time, or the tenth time. But after three years, I was still sneaking into her room whenever I could, putting on her clothes, admiring myself in the mirror. I grew my hair long. I told my dad it was what all the cool kids were doing, but I really did it so that I would look even sexier in those outfits—and I did.

After three years, I’d tried on every possible combination of my sister’s clothes. It was still a lot of fun, but I found myself longing for more. I considered buying some clothes online and hiding them in my room, but that seemed too risky. My room wasn’t very big and I didn’t have a closet to hide anything in, just a big dresser. If my dad ever found out about my secret little addiction, I don’t know what I would do, but I can tell you—I don’t think life would be worth living anymore. It would be far too painfully humiliating.

So I was stuck wearing my sister’s stuff, which was too bad because she was starting to get into a grunge phase, and I hated all of the new pieces she was spending her money on. Nothing matched. She had next to no sense of style whatsoever. Thankfully, she didn’t go and throw out all of her old stuff, so I still had the old classics to rely on.

The weekend was coming up and I was more excited than a little boy on Christmas. My sister had an out-of-town dance competition and my dad was taking her. I would have the house all to myself, my sister’s wardrobe all to myself, for three whole days. And I had plans. For the first time ever, I was going to go out as a woman. I had everything planned out meticulously, right down to the heels I was going to wear out. There was a club downtown that had a reputation of failing to ID, girls especially.

I wanted to see just how much male attention I could get, just how many people I could fool and how badly I could fool them.

But then the worst possible thing ever happened. The day before my sister’s big trip, my Auntie Lorraine showed up unannounced. She had just broken up with her boyfriend (which happened at least once a year) and she came to stay for a week while she recomposed herself.

I didn’t mind my Auntie Lorraine, but my God, could she have any worse timing? She had a daughter my age named Tia. Tia was pretty sexy, and I’m allowed to say that because we aren’t related by blood. Lorraine is my father’s brother’s ex-wife. After her divorce, she stayed close with my family, unlike my father’s brother, who we hadn’t heard from in many years. Tia was Lorraine’s daughter from a previous marriage (and yes, Auntie Lorraine has had more than a few marriages).

When my father told Auntie Lorraine that they were going out of town, she said, “You don’t mind if me and Tia stay here with Henry, do you?”

“Of course not,” my dad said, and my fate was sealed. There would be no dressing up that weekend, no going out to the club, taking my secret identity out into public. It was a shame too, I’d been planning that weekend for months. It would be another six months before I had a weekend alone again. But as they say in France, c’est la vie.

It had been over a year since I last saw Tia, and she’d grown quite a bit in that time. I immediately noticed her breasts had developed, she was taller (about my same height), and she was a bit curvier. She’d started wearing makeup, and her clothes were awesomely sexy. She unpacked her suitcase with the guestroom door open and I watched subtly from a distance. Those were the kinds of clothes I would own if I had my own wardrobe—none of that grunge phase nonsense.

I nearly had a heart attack when I watched her pull a tiny, sheer black piece of lingerie out from her suitcase, followed by a pair of long, satin gloves and black stockings. My forehead became hot. I wanted to try it all on so badly. All of Tia’s stuff beat the hell out of my sister’s stuff. It all looked so sexy, so soft, so elegant. Even Tia’s makeup kit looked way better than my sister’s, so much bigger and filled with expensive products. I wanted so badly to have free reign of her things. I wanted just one free hour to go into her room and try on everything, do my makeup, see how good I looked in all of her clothes.

I got my change the next afternoon, when Tia and her mom decided to go out to the mall. “We’ll be gone for a couple of hours,” Auntie Lorraine called out to me just before she closed the door and headed for her car, where Tia was already waiting. My heart was racing. This was almost better than my planned weekend out. I was just like a kid at Christmas, except every present under the tree was for me. I didn’t even wait my usual fifteen minutes. I ran straight up to Tia’s room and I started to get undressed. I didn’t even know where to start, I had nothing planned. I was too excited to plan.

I carefully dug through her undies (knowing I would have to reset everything to not raise any suspicion). I found the cutest red and black thong, with two straps that went around the hips instead of one. I couldn’t get the black stockings on fast enough. I’d never worn stockings before, but they were just as wonderful as I’d imagined—hugging my legs comfortably, looking as sexy as all hell. I put on a red and black bra to match my panties, and then I started trying on different nighties. She had so many—probably a dozen different options to choose from, and each one was just as sexy as the last.

I was used to getting erections when I put on my sister’s clothing, but this was a whole new level. Once the stockings were on my legs, I was rock hard, throbbing powerfully. I couldn’t keep my boner in the tiny panties, so I just let it stick out. I ended up in a sheer black babydoll and I found those long, black satin gloves I watched her put away the day before. They were so soft. I ran my satin-covered fingers up the length of my cock and a warm tremble ran through me. Holy shit, did it feel nice. It was the most incredible feeling, I nearly came from the gentle touch alone.

Tia’s makeup went on so easily and so smoothly. My sister’s makeup was Crayola in comparison. There were so many different options, it was overwhelming. It would take me weeks to try everything out, but I only had a week—and that was assuming I somehow managed to get some free time everyday, which was unlikely.

I looked in the mirror. I looked incredible, sexy, beautiful, amazing. Had it not been for the raging erection towering between my legs, I would have looked completely convincing. I couldn’t help myself, I started to masturbate, wrapping my fingers around my bulging girth, stroking with long, elegant strides. I stared at myself in the mirror.

“Oh my God, what are you doing?” a voice said behind me, and my heart stopped. I watched my face turn white.


CHAPTER II

Tia was back, after only thirty minutes. It made no sense—that was hardly even enough time to get to the mall and find parking, never mind get to the mall, find parking, get her shopping done, get back to her car, and get home. She must have not made it to the mall. They must have forgotten something and came back. I didn’t want to turn around. My life was collapsing all around me. I was desperately trying to think of an excuse, but I had none—how could I? What kind of plausible excuse could someone have for dressing up in women’s lingerie and masturbating in front of a mirror.

“Hello?” she said.

I had to turn around. I had to face the music. It was only Tia in the doorway, not her mom. My only potential salvation was in convincing her not to tell anyone, to get her to swear on her life that she would keep my secret safe. I covered my cock with my hand.

“Who the hell are you?” she said. “Oh my God, you’re Henry.” She covered her lips with the palm of her hand to contain her shock. Her cheeks turned red, but I can guarantee you mine were redder.

“You can’t tell anyone. Please don’t tell anyone,” I managed to say. But as I said it, I realized I said it in my girl voice. My heart sank lower into my gut.

“Oh my God, that voice! How did you do that?” she asked. Her eyes were wide and her eyebrows were raised. I wanted to ask her to close the door so that her mom wouldn’t see me. My life was already as good as over—I didn’t need to make it any more humiliating.

“Please don’t tell anyone,” I said again, this time in my natural voice, which felt more unnatural as I stood there in that skimpy lingerie.

“No, keep doing the girl voice. I like it better. How do you do it? Tell me,” she said, stepping into the room, leaving the door wide open behind her. That doorway was all I could look at. I was waiting for someone else to walk in at any moment and double up on my utter embarrassment.

“I don’t know,” I said in my girl voice. I don’t know why I went back to the girl voice—maybe because I thought if I followed her orders, she would spare my life. The truth was, I’d spent countless hours practising that voice. Every time I got dressed up in my sister’s clothing, I would talk to myself in that voice—not to mention all of the voice tutorials I’d watched online.

“I have to admit, Henry. You look pretty good in my stuff,” she said, stepping up to me. “Move your hands.”

My hands were covered my cock. Before moving them, I tried to stuff my manhood back into my panties, but it just sprung back out again. Of course, with my luck, I wouldn’t be able to lose my erection even after being caught by my aunt’s daughter. “C’mon, move ‘em,” she said, “or I’ll go get my mom.” I moved my hands in a heartbeat, letting my hard cock bounce out for Tia to see. She giggled and then gave it a gentle tap. “That’s a big dick for a lady,” she said.

My body was tense and my face was a mix of crimson and ivory. My heart was somewhere deep, deep in my gut. I’d never felt more embarrassed, more humiliated in my whole life, standing with my erection out in front of my cousin.

“I’m just kidding. My mom isn’t even home. She ran into an old boyfriend in the parking lot and then she told me to go home. I was going to go to the movies, but man, I’m glad I didn’t.” She walked around me. “God, I’m jealous of your ass,” she said, biting her lip. “But I bet you wish you had my boobs.” She laughed. She reached down and grabbed a handful of my ass. “Wow. It’s so perky. Do you work out?” She gave it a firm jiggle. Her hand was soft and warm.

I just stood there, frozen in the middle of her room, trying desperately to think of some out, some way to convince her to keep her mouth shut. All I could do was beg. “Please don’t tell anyone,” I said yet again.

“I know, I know, you’ve said that like one hundred times already. Maybe I will, maybe I won’t. You have to admit, it is pretty invasive, what you did.” She looked me in the eyes. “Your makeup is really nice. You’ll have to show me how you do that smoky effect. I can never get it right.”

“Okay,” I said, “and then you won’t tell my dad or your mom?”

“Take it easy, I’m not saying that,” she said. “I haven’t decided anything yet. How’s about you take me shopping? I need a few new things, maybe you can buy them for me.”

“Okay, fine,” I said. It seemed like a simple enough punishment. Even if it did cost me a few hundred bucks, it was better than having my humiliating secret exposed to my family. “Whatever you want,” I said.

“We’re going to have so much fun,” she said. “Get dressed and let’s go.” I bent over and picked my clothes up off of the floor. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“Getting dressed,” I said.

“No, no. You’re not going in those clothes. I get to pick your clothes.” She wanted me to go shopping with her as a woman. She went into her closet and she started to pick me out an outfit. My heart was racing. I’d wanted to take my female persona out into the world, but not like this. Going to the club at night was different. Clubs are loud and dark, and people are drunk. Shopping malls are bright and quiet and, for the most part, everyone is sober. Not to mention, no one I knew went to any clubs downtown—they weren’t old enough. Everyone I knew hung out at the mall, especially on weekends. It was a recipe for disaster. But Tia wasn’t giving me much of an option, so I was just going to have to make it work. It was better than my dad finding out that I was caught masturbating in Tia’s lingerie and makeup.

She picked out a loose grey sweater with a crop top cut, and a pair of red booty shorts that didn’t even cover my whole ass. “Why would you want to cover up such a fine specimen?” she said with a giggle. “First rule of being a girl, you have to show off your assets, no pun intended.” She took my hair and tied it up into a loose ponytail with a cute strand hanging off of the side. She took a step back and made a pouty face. “No fair, you look hotter than me.” She gave me a pair of white flats to complete the outfit. They were a bit too small for my feet. “Maybe you can buy yourself a pair at the mall,” Tia said, and then we took off.

A surreal wave of emotion washed over me as I stepped out the front door. I’d never left the house as a girl before. I’d never even left my sister’s bedroom as a girl before. Now, I was out in the open for everyone to see, for everyone to judge. Sure, I thought I made a sexy, convincing woman, but what would everyone else think? What if we walked into that mall and everyone turned and stared at me and wondered, ‘what the hell is that boy doing dressed like that?’ “I don’t think I can do this,” I said, stopping at the car’s passenger door.

“Alright, then I’m telling my mom what I saw—you pumping your willy in my lingerie.” It was a harrowing reminder of the stakes I was facing. Suffice to say, I got in the car and we started towards the mall.


CHAPTER III

Surprisingly, the only heads that turned at the mall were those of men. “They think you’re sexy,” Tia said before setting off into a laughing fit. Even though my suspicions were being confirmed, that I did in fact look great as a woman, I was surprised. I’d always had this lingering fear that people would be able to see through my clothes and my makeup, that there was some biological differentiator, like an invisible pheromone or something like that, that people could pick up on. But I was living proof that no such thing existed. We walked past one group of men about my age who all leaned in together and started whispering, their eyes locked on me. When I turned and looked back, they were all staring at my ass, looking like hypnotised zombies.

Tia took me into a busy lingerie store. She picked a few things off of the racks and then we went over to the change room, where there was a bit of a crowd. “Wait here,” she said, and then she went into one of the change rooms. It was strange, being alone for the first time dressed like a woman. I felt so vulnerable, so exposed—and not just because half of my butt was hanging out of my shorts. But in a weird way, I felt so free. I walked down one of the racks and looked through the different lingerie options. I didn’t feel like I was doing something wrong, or that people were wondering, what is that person doing looking at lingerie? It was all so natural.

There were a few things I wanted to try on, but I didn’t want Tia to think I was too comfortable in her clothes out in public. I didn’t want her to think she needed to punish me any more than she already was.

She came out of the changing room, dressed in a sheer red teddy. She was gorgeous—but I was surprised she came out with the thing on. I could see her tits through the thing, and there was hardly anything covering her pussy. Some of the bored husbands around us perked right up the moment she stepped out. “How do I look, darling?” she asked, doing a full spin.

“You look great,” I said.

She stepped up to me and threw her forearms over my shoulders. Her lips were just millimetres away from mine. “Think my boyfriend would like it?” she asked. I didn’t even know she had a boyfriend, but I couldn’t see how any boy could disapprove of an outfit like that. Every man within eyesight was staring, unable to blink. She ran her soft fingers down my arms.

“I’m sure he would,” I said. “You have a boyfriend?”

“I don’t know, do I?” She giggled.

I started to get a warm buzzing in my groin. She was getting me hard. She started to laugh and then I realized that was probably her plan, to get me hard, to embarrass me in front of a crowd of strangers. I tried to muster up all of my willpower to keep my erection down. My little booty shorts and my thin thong weren’t going to do anything to stop my cock from pushing out, maybe even slipping out completely. If I wasn’t careful, I would end up arrested for indecent exposure. “I want to see you try one on,” she said.

Now my heart was really racing. I could feel the gaze of the men around us turning to me. They also wanted to see me try an outfit on. I looked at the one Tia was wearing. It was out of the question. I didn’t have real tits, just sock stuffing, and my cock would have been a serious bulge. “Why don’t you go and pick something out?” she said.

My head was swirling with a combination of anxiety and excitement—and it wasn’t a welcomed excitement. It was a miracle my cock was staying down, despite the blood I could feel flowing towards it in a panic. I knew it wasn’t going to stay down for long, especially with Tia standing there in that sheer babydoll, her beautiful tits only covered by a piece of thin, see-through fabric. I grabbed one of the first things I could see and then I scurried into a changing room stall. The moment I was in the stall, my cock managed to get loose from my thong and it slipped out from my shorts, semi-erect. I had to take a second to catch my breath.

There was a knock at the stall door. “I’m coming in,” Tia said, and then she stepped into the stall. I covered the protruding tip of my cock with the palm of my hand. She laughed. “It’s nothing I’ve never seen before, darling.” She winked. “Now get changed.”

My hands were shaking. This was all so crazy, and it all seemed to happen so fast. Until that morning, no one knew about my little secret. I’d gone three years keeping it under wraps. Now, not only did Tia know about by crazy obsession, she had me out in the open, on the verge of public humiliation. I slipped out of my clothes, letting her see me naked, because she was right, she’d already seen me in the nude, what difference did it make if she saw everything one more time.

I slipped into the lingerie I grabbed. It was a lacy black number with plenty of coverage in the front (where I needed it most) and almost none in the back. It had a cute sheer skirt that did next to nothing to cover my butt, but it would help hide the bulge of my cock—assuming I could get my cock to relax for five minutes. But once the outfit was on, getting my cock to go flaccid seemed totally futile. It just got harder, more excited by the soft, tight lingerie hugging my body. You don’t do a line of cocaine and not expect to get high, after all.

“You need to deal with that,” Tia said, tilting her head down at my stiff member.

“I’m trying but I can’t help it,” I said, trying to stuff my erection between my legs in every way possible. It was just too hard, too spring-loaded. It wanted to be out.

“I mean, deal with it,” she said, taking her hand and imitating a handjob. “Deal with it now.” She put her hands on her hips and leaned to one side, expectantly. Now my heart was really racing and my head was really spinning. She wanted me to jerk off in front of her? Could I? I mean, of course I could—it wouldn’t be hard staring at that body of hers and feeling the soft, lacy lingering hugging my skin. But it seemed so taboo. We were in public, and she was technically my cousin—or step-cousin, or whatever. I could hear people talking on the other side of the flimsy, non-locking change room door, which meant they could hear us. But Tia wasn’t giving me an option. “We don’t have all day,” she said. “And it would be really awkward if your dad found out about this.”

So I didn’t waste any more time. I reached down and grabbed onto my cock and began to stroke it. My hand was shaking. I was seriously worried the anxiety would stop me from coming, but Tia was right, I needed to come. My stiff rod was never going to relax until I came and got some of the sexual excitement out of my body. My eyes found her tits and I tightened my grip, sped up my pumping. “What, you like these?” she said, grabbing her breasts and lifting them up, squeezing them. She bit the corner of her lip. She knew she was driving me crazy and she loved it. She took her nipples between her thumbs and index fingers and she started to gently twist them. My legs quivered.

She took one hand and reached down between her legs. With a quick flick, she undid the little clasp that kept her pussy covered. She was nicely shaved. Gently, she began to rub her bare clit. “Any day now, beautiful,” she said, sticking a finger up her pussy. God, she was gorgeous. Behind her was a mirror and I could see me, looking not half-bad myself. I loved the way the little number accentuated the curve of my hips. The outfit would have looked great with Tia’s black stockings and her black satin gloves.

She bit her lip and winked. That was all I could take. I came, shooting my load across the change room. I nearly hit her, but she was quick to dodge my blasts. I’m not sure I’d ever come so hard in my life, and so much. All of that pent up excitement let itself out all at once. Tia’s eyes lit up as she watched me come. Her eyes were glued to my cock and her lips parted. Maybe she was more into me than I originally thought. Maybe this whole humiliation trip was her way of getting off.

Her suggestion worked. A few seconds after my cock was drained, it started to subside. I was able to tuck it neatly into the thin crotch of my thong. “Let’s take a look in the big mirror,” Tia said, opening the stall door.

Heads turned fast, all eyes on me as I stepped up to the mirror. “Do a spin,” Tia said, so I did. I actually looked really pretty, and the men around me clearly thought the same. Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw one man get shouldered by his wife. “I say we buy them. What do you think?” she asked me.

“Sure,” I said. It was hard, trying not to sound too excited so she wouldn’t find other ways to punish me. I really did want to buy the little outfit. I couldn’t think of anything better than owning my own piece of sexy lingerie, even if I had to pull out baseboards to hide it.


CHAPTER IV

As we were leaving the mall, Tia turned to me and said, “You’re enjoying this way too much, I can tell you are. Why don’t you just tell your dad you want to be a girl if you want to be a girl so badly?”

The mere thought of my dad finding out about me dressing up sent chills down my spine. I don’t know why—it’s not like I thought he would hit me or disown me or make me move out or anything like that. It just seemed to painfully humiliating. I would never be able to look him in the eyes again. Then again, Tia knew about my secret and I could look her in the eyes, so maybe I was wrong. Maybe my fear was irrational. Or maybe my day with Tia was getting way out of hand and I was getting pushed closer and closer to doing something I would regret. “I can’t,” I said.

“Your dad’s cool, you really think he would care?”

“I dunno, I just don’t want him to find out, okay?”

“Well then you’re really going to need to convince me not to tell him, because, you know, even though this lingerie is nice and I really like the sweater you bought me, I’m just not sure.” She smirked and winked and my heart sunk back into my gut. Of course it wasn’t enough for her.

I was starting to think that she wasn’t going to rat on me, regardless of what I did for her, but I wasn’t confident enough in that assumption to turn her down either. Tia wasn’t a bad person, she just liked to have fun, and I was an easy source of amusement. She didn’t seem like the kind of person who would ruin my life for no real reason. Then again, maybe she was really convinced no one would care. Maybe she thought she would be doing me a favour.

“See those boys over there?” she said, pointing across the parking lot at a group of twenty-something-year-old boys. They were good-looking guys, all wearing tank-tops, showing off their muscles. By the looks of it, they were just coming from the gym.

“Yeah,” I said.

“Go and flirt with them. I want you to get at least one of their numbers.”

My heart skipped a beat. “Don’t make me do this,” I said.

“You want me to keep your secret safe? Besides, a real woman can get a man’s phone number.” Once again, I wasn’t being given the option, so I made my way towards the boys. Between my thumping heart and my spinning mind, I couldn’t think of anything to say to them. They were approaching fast so I needed to think of something. Once they were within earshot of me, I thought I was going to puke. I had to take a deep breath and fight back the nausea.

“Hey,” I said, stopping.

The guys all looked me up and down, smiled, and then stopped. “Hey there,” one of them said. He was wearing a pair of dark sunglasses and chewing a piece of gum. The guy behind him was holding a gym bag, which was half  unzipped. There was a towel inside—they definitely came from the gym. “What’s up?” he asked.

“I was wondering if you guys knew if there was a good gym around here,” I said.

“There sure is, just two blocks down that way, on your right. You can’t miss it.” He nodded and then his group started towards the mall entrance. Even though the men were blatantly checking me out (one guy had his eyes glued to my ass the whole time), I wasn’t breaking through to them. I needed to change up my strategy.

“Hey, I have another question,” I said. They stopped and turned around. I took a step closer. They could probably hear my heart slamming into my ribcage. “I really want to tone down my tummy. You look like you’ve got some nice abs,” I said, reaching forward and running my fingers gently down his abs. He really did have nice, hard abs. “Any tips?”

He stuttered, his lips parted. “Uh, the rowing machine should work. It’s pretty much all I use these days.” His eyes drifted down to my chest and then sprung back up quickly, as if I wouldn’t notice the brief look away.

“The rowing machine, huh? Does it work your arms, too? You’ve got a lot of muscle on your arms.” I ran my hand down his arm. His friends looked at one another with awestruck eyes.

“Yeah, it should work your arms. It’s a pretty well rounded workout.”

“It sounds hard,” I said, continuing to feel his arm. He was a strong guy, almost completely muscle. Anywhere I ran my hand, there wasn’t an ounce of fat. I bet he had a big cock, too. I could imagine he would be strong enough to pin me down and fuck me senseless.

“It’s not too hard.” His cheeks were turning red. His friends stepped back from us, to give us a bit of privacy, to give their buddy a chance to score, but not far enough away that they couldn’t hear the rest of our conversation.

“I’m thinking of going tomorrow. Will there be someone there to show me how to use it?”

His eyes lit up. He saw his chance, and he took it. “I’ll be there,” he said in a snap. “What time are you thinking of going?”

“I don’t know, I guess I’ll probably decide in the morning.”

“Well hey, why don’t I give you my phone number and you can let me know when you’re going. I live just across the street—I can pop over and give you a few tips.”

“Really? You’d do that for me?” I put my hand on his chest and playfully ran my fingers down his rippling muscles. I got the phone number, though it was slightly hard to read (not that I would be calling it anyway). His hand was shaking while he wrote it, he was so excited. As I walked away, I could feel his eyes honed in on my ass. If only he knew he was staring at a man’s butt…


CHAPTER V

I was on a high the whole way home. “You’re not so bad at this girly stuff, you know that?” Tia said to me. “I’m kind of jealous. It took me years to learn how to get a guy’s number.”

I couldn’t help but smile, even though I knew it wouldn’t help my cause. I still didn’t have my guarantee that Tia would keep her mouth shut. I could tell she still had something up her sleeve. When we got home, the house was empty, thankfully. Tia’s mom was still out with her old boyfriend. Tia seemed to think they would be gone for the rest of the night, and that we still had time to be girly together.

“If there was some test on being a woman, you would be close to passing,” she said to me as we walked into her room. Close? I thought I’d done a pretty good job. I got more men to look at me than she got, after all—though that jealousy might have contributed to her determination to make my life harder. “A real woman looks great in lingerie, knows how to make an outfit and do her makeup and hair, loves shopping, can get a guy’s number…” I met all of her criteria. She walked over to her closet and bent over, digging through a basket. “There’s one thing you still haven’t proven to me yet.”

“What’s that?” I said.

She pulled out a big strap-on dildo. It was clear and pink, but that didn’t make it any less intimidating. “A real woman can take a cock.” The thing was big, porno sized—bigger than my cock by quite a bit, bigger than most cocks as far as I knew. I think she could tell I was on the brink of suffocating in my anxiety. “What? There’s nothing to be afraid of. Girls love cocks.” She walked towards me and held it up. “It’s a woman’s real best friend.” She smiled and winked.

Was she expecting me to take it in my asshole? Would it even fit? It was so big, and I’d never had anything in my ass before, not even my pinkie finger. How was I supposed to go from virgin asshole to massive pink strap-on in one afternoon? “C’mon, Tia, haven’t I done enough?”

“What? You’re the one who wants to be a woman so badly. Besides, you’ll probably like it, just like you liked the shopping and the lingerie and the cute boys.” She took the tip of the dildo and touched it to my chin. “Open your mouth. I’ll teach you how to suck it.”

At the end of the day, she held my fate in her hands. Whatever she wanted, she was going to get. I would do anything to keep my secret safe, even if that meant letting her stick a dildo in me. I opened my mouth and she sunk the dildo in. “Open your eyes,” she said. “Keep them open.” The dildo was complete with big, thick veins. “Don’t look at the dildo, look into my eyes,” Tia said. “That’s it. Keep your eyes on me. A good blow job is all about eye contact. Now wait.” She pulled the plastic cock out from my mouth and then she stepped into the straps. “Let’s do this properly,” she said. “Get on your knees.”

I got down on my knees. The big cock was dangling right by my face.

“Now, the trick is to find a good rhythm. Make your movements smooth, and don’t be afraid to make a lot of noise. Boys love all the gurgling and slurping sounds you can make. Now suck my dick.” I opened my mouth again and leaned forward, sinking the big cock into my mouth. “Eyes up here, darling.” The hardest part of keeping my eyes locked with hers was the fact she was so intimidatingly beautiful. She got me so horny, so hard. But I didn’t want to spring another boner or I knew she would punish me for it. Her eyes sparkled.

“That’s it, just like that,” she said. She reached down and pressed a little button on the pelvic part of the strap-on. I could feel a vibration, but it wasn’t in my mouth. It was inside the little contraption, pressed up against her clit. I realized pretty quickly that the harder and faster I sucked the cock, the stronger the thing vibrated. “Pretty cool, huh?” she said. Her soft fingers slipped into my hair and began to massage my scalp as I sucked her cock. “Stand up,” she finally said after a good five minutes of sucking. I stood up. “Bend over the bed.”

It was finally time to take the massive thing in my asshole. I wasn’t ready for it, but no amount of delaying would make me ready, I just needed to get it over with. I bent over the bed. Tia did the honour of pulling down my shorts and my thong. Instead of sticking the big cock into my ass, she ran the tip of her finger around my anus and even stuck it into my butthole slightly. “Even I’ve never had this thing in my ass before,” she said with a cute giggle, but it wasn’t exactly the most comforting comment. I closed my eyes and awaited my fate.

Instead of penetrating my ass with the strap-on, I felt something wet and warm press up against my anus. I looked back. She was on her knees, hands on my hips. She was eating out my asshole. It felt nice—really nice. She managed to get her tongue pretty deep, flicking and exploring my asshole. My cock was rock-hard against that bed.

The gentle euphoria was short-lived. She stood back up and slapped the big, rubber cock down between my butt cheeks. “Ready, sweetie?” she said.

“I’m ready,” I said.

She started to push in. My asshole wouldn’t accept it at first. Tia had to tell me to relax a few times before the tip finally managed to penetrate my backdoor. And it hurt, my asshole stretching wider and wider as she pushed in deeper and deeper. Every time I clenched, she would remind me to relax, putting the palm of her hand gently on my back. I took a deep breath and let the tension leave my body. “You’re doing great, beautiful,” she said.

As she started to thrust, the pain started to go away, replaced by a pulsing euphoria, strengthening with every deep penetration. I could hear the buzzing of the little built-in vibrator becoming louder and louder as she picked up her pace. She started to moan. “Oh, shit that feels good,” she said, her nails digging slightly into my skin.

It did feel good. It felt really good. I had to bite down on a pillow to stop myself from becoming a squirming, moaning mess on that bed. I loved the feeling of her plunging me, the hard ridges of the rubber cock sliding along my tight rim, stretching me wide. She was right—in a weird way, getting bent over and fucked really made me feel like a woman. Being dominated by that big cock was so arousing, so addicting. “Fuck me harder,” I said, and she obeyed my command.

“Oh fuck, that feels good. I think I’m going to come,” she said, her voice raising a few semi-tones. “Fuck, baby, that feels so good.” The buzzing of her vibrator was really loud now—I could even feel it reverberating into the strap-on. I reached down between my legs and started to stroke my cock. “Stroke your big cock, baby,” she said. “But don’t come. Whatever you do, don’t come.” That was the hardest demand she’d made all day. Even with my hand off of my cock, I was struggling to hold back my orgasm. I was on a different plane of pleasure, unlike any I’d ever been on before.

She screamed and her body trembled. She was coming. “Fuck!” she yelled, and then she pulled the cock out from my ass. “Turn over,” she said. She couldn’t get the strap-on dildo off fast enough. As soon as I was on my back, she mounted me, lining her dripping wet pussy with the tip of my cock. She sunk down and took off, slapping her soft ass against my thighs as she took my whole dick inside of her, keeping her lasting orgasm going. She put her hands down on my chest and started to fondle my tits. “Come in me,” she said. “I want your hot cum in my pussy, baby. Come in me.”

It didn’t take me long. I dug my own nails into her butt, pulling her down, and then I came. She screamed again, and I might have as well as I filled her warm cunt up with my giant, hot load. “Fuck,” I heard myself mumbling under my breath. She was right, I really did love taking the cock in my ass. But I still loved the feeling of a warm pussy tightening around my dick. Maybe I was bisexual?

“That was amazing,” she said.

We lay together for a while, catching our breath. “So you aren’t going to tell on me, right?” I said, finally breaking the silence in the room.

“I won’t,” she said. “But you should.”

My heart stuttered. I couldn’t even bare the thought of entertaining the conversation with my father, never mind the actual thing. What would he think of me? Would he think his only son was a big let down? “The sooner you tell him, the sooner we can have fun together every day,” Tia said.

She was right. The sooner I came clean to my family, the sooner I could stop hiding. I could go out to the mall or the club or wherever, and I didn’t have to worry about being found out or caught. I could even get my dad’s permission to start the hormone therapy and start my journey to really becoming a woman. If I never tell him, even after I move out, I couldn’t go through with taking the hormones or getting breast implants out of the fear that word would get back to him, or that he would notice one Christmas or something. Tia was right, I needed to come clean, or my life would start to become miserable, especially now that I knew how much fun being a woman could really be.

“Okay, I’ll tell him,” I said.

“I’ll be there with you when you tell him,” Tia said. She kissed me on the forehead. “And don’t worry. He’ll be fine with it—really.”

Tia was right. My dad was fine with it—at least, he was fine with it after the initial shock wore off. When I told him I wanted to become a woman, his face became pale and he sat there frozen for nearly a minute before he said, “And you’ve thought about this?”

“It’s pretty much all I’ve thought about since I can remember,” I said.

After another minute of frozen silence, he said, “Fine, but no surgery until you’re twenty-one. I’ve heard about people regretting this after a couple of years. I don’t want that to happen to you.” He was surprisingly supportive. He even gave me some money to buy some new clothes and some makeup. And for the first time in my life, I went and got a real hair cut, getting some cute bangs cut and some layers put into my shaggy hair.

I was so happy, I thought I was just on some temporary high, excited to be doing something new. But after a few months, that high was still there from the moment I woke up to the moment I went to sleep. That high is just how life is supposed to be—how life is when you’re following your dreams and doing what you really want to do.

And to think, it all came about because I got caught.

THE END


WHAT'S YOUR PRICE?

When Paul’s buddy jokingly asks him how much he would charge to suck another man off, Paul claims he wouldn’t do it for any amount of money, not even for a million dollars. Only Paul doesn’t actually expect a real offer from the eccentric billionaire who overhears the conversation, who thinks Paul would do a whole lot more than just suck for a million bucks.


CHAPTER I

“How much money would someone have to give you to suck their dick?” my friend, James, asked. He was a few drinks deep. We all were a few drinks deep, and ridiculous hypothetical questions like this tend to come up once the alcohol starts to settle in.

“No amount of money,” I said, and I really believed it, because it’s easy to play the moral high ground when you’re only dealing in hypotheticals. That was quite the claim I made—I wouldn’t accept any amount of money to perform oral sex on a man. No amount? Not even a billion dollars? One little blowjob and you never have to work for the rest of your life. When you’re a straight male, you’d sooner die than give a man a blowjob—at least, hypothetically speaking, of course.

“So you’d blow a guy for free, is that what you’re saying?” James said, and he started to laugh. Ron joined in on the laughter. “What about you, Ron?” James asked, taking a big sip from his fourth or fifth beer.

I was surprised James was drinking so much, not because it was unusual (it really wasn’t) but because the drinks were so expensive in that lounge. It wasn’t our usual drinking joint, but it was where we ended up. We’d just finished playing a gig in the hotel lobby and the hotel manager bought us each a drink. Usually, we would have just finished our drinks and gone off to the nearest pub to drink the cheapest sludge that would come out of the taps. That night, we must have been feeling lazy. Or maybe we were having too much fun, basking in the dirty looks from all the rich snobs who were paying over a thousand bucks a night for a bed and a shower. It was a surprise they didn’t just kick us out after our set.

“Sixteen thousand, five hundred,” Ron said terrifyingly casually.

“You’d suck a dick for sixteen thousand and five hundred dollars?” I said.

“Yep.”

“Where did you get that number?”

“It’s half a year’s salary. And it’s about enough money to take off three months of work and go on a pretty solid three month vacation. Would I suck a cock for a two month vacation? Probably not. Two months just doesn’t seem long enough.” We all started to laugh.

“You’ve thought a lot about this apparently,” James said.

I was surprised that he didn’t reject the hypothetical offer like I did. What straight man would allow himself to suck a dick—who cares what the price is? Money is just money—it buys stuff. You can’t put a price on dignity and pride, or can you? “What’s your price, James?”

“Probably one hundred grand, but it has to be a good dick—I need to know there’s no diseases or infections, and it has to be clean, as in, straight out of the shower.” We laughed some more. Again, I was surprised my friends had a price at all. I didn’t really believe them. I’m sure if someone really came in and made the offer, they would turn it down. I doubt either one of them could actually go through with sticking a big, throbbing cock in their mouth, sucking it until it came. “Paul,” James said to me, “You’re telling us you wouldn’t suck a cock for one million dollars?”

“No way,” I said.

I couldn’t help but notice the man sitting near us, who had been at the bar the whole time, by himself, looking over at me. He looked to be a good ten years older than me, with a grey-tinged beard and heavy eyes. He was wearing a suit that probably cost more than my apartment, and a watch that was worth more than all of the money I would ever make in my whole life. In other terms, he looked like just about everyone else in that hotel lounge, save for me, James, and Ron. “Can we help you, buddy?” I said to the man. He was making me feel uncomfortable.

“Sorry, I was just listening to your conversation,” he said, as if that wasn’t a weird thing to say. “It’s very interesting.”

James looked over at the man, wobbling slightly in his drunkenness. “What’s your price, old man?” James asked.

“James…” Ron said. “Maybe don’t.” Ron was right. As far as we knew, the man was the hotel owner. We played a lot of gigs in that hotel lobby and they paid well. The last thing we needed was to lose a solid, recurring gig.

“Well, I don’t think I have a price. It’s different for me,” the grey-bearded man said.

“Why’s that?” James asked.

“Well, I already have more money than I know what to do with, so I’m not sure I would know what to do with even more.” The man’s eyes found mine once again. “It’s been so long since I’ve been in a position where I’ve needed money for anything.”

James rolled his eyes. “Well isn’t that good for you. You should be very proud.” His comment was dripping with sarcasm.

The man looked back at me. “May I ask, how much money do you have in your bank account?”

Ron and James both looked at me. “About three or four grand,” I said, adding about three or four grand to the real number.

“And you’re telling me, you wouldn’t do it for one million dollars? A million dollars is a lot of money.”

I shrugged. “I wouldn’t do it,” I said, holding my ground. It was a stupid conversation anyway—we weren’t talking about something real. They could call bullshit on me all they wanted, but that didn’t prove anything. It was just words over words.

“I bet you would. I bet you’d do a lot more than that for a million.”

“No way,” I said. I turned to the bartender to order another drink and then remembered I didn’t have enough cash on me for another drink. I didn’t even have enough to pay for rent, thanks to a few nights out drinking in a row. When did liquor become so damn expensive?

“Just think for a minute about all of the things you could do with a million dollars. You could buy a house, never have to pay rent again,” he said. A chill ran down my spine. It was probably just a coincidence that he mentioned my rent as I was thinking about rent. I thought about rent all the time, after all. “You could drink all you want every night, probably for the rest of your life if you invest your million right. You wouldn’t have to work, again, assuming you put your money in the right place.”

“I don’t know shit about investments. I’d probably be broke after the first year.”

“Well there are people who would manage your money for you and make sure that doesn’t happen. I, for instance, would be happy to do it. I wouldn’t even take a fee. I worked at an investment firm for many years. That’s where I made all of my wealth.”

Another chill ran down my spine. The hypothetical scenario was starting to drift into reality. What did he mean, he would be happy to manage my money for me? What money? The money we were talking about wasn’t even real. “I still wouldn’t do it,” I said, hoping to bring an end to the conversation. It wasn’t funny anymore. Now it was starting to be weird and uncomfortable.

“I think that you would. I think you would go a lot further than just a blowjob, too.”

“You’re wrong,” I said, becoming more firm.

“I bet you would put on a dress and some pretty makeup and bend over the kitchen table for a million dollars. I’d bet my life on it.” He had an intimidating stare. The conversation wasn’t fun anymore. It stopped being fun the moment the grey-bearded man stepped in.

But he said nothing more. He simply smiled, nodded, and then got up to leave. I don’t think I was the only one feeling chills after he disappeared around the corner. We sat in silence for a moment before James finally broke the ice. “So Paul, would you put on a dress and bend over for the old man for a million dollars?” We all started laughing.

We sat around and drank for another hour. Ron bought my next few beers for me. “You can owe me,” he said, but I already owed him for more than I could count.

“We should probably get going,” Ron said after yet another round.

“I’ll go grab our cheque,” I said. I got up, slammed the rest of my drink, and then made my way over to the manager’s office where our paycheque awaited. I knocked on the manager’s door and he shouted, “Come in.” He didn’t even look up from his desk as I walked into his office. He was holding the cheque up, expecting me to walk over and grab it. I did. It was only for three hundred dollars. “Hey man, this cheque is for three hundred. I thought we were getting five hundred for the show.”

“Who told you that?” the manager asked without looking up.

“We always get five hundred,” I said.

“We had you booked for three hundred. We don’t do five hundred anymore.

“This hardly covers the cost to get here,” I said.

He just shrugged, as if to say, not my problem. It was obvious there wasn’t going to be any successful bartering with the man, so I turned to leave. The three of us had nearly spent a hundred bucks in drinks alone. That only left us about sixty-five bucks each. I couldn’t pay rent with that. I could hardly afford the bus home with that.

“Excuse me, sir,” a voice said behind me. I turned around but didn’t recognize the man. He was a shorter fellow with a clean black suit and a black tie. “Could I speak to you in private for a minute?”

“What for?” I said.

“It will just take a minute. I promise.” He led me into an empty boardroom, the kind business people rent out when they go to throw lame office parties. There was a briefcase on the middle of the boardroom table. “Go ahead and open it,” the man said, so I did.

Inside the briefcase was cash—a lot of it. Wads and wads of hundred dollar bills.


CHAPTER II

My initial instinct was that James and Ron put the little guy up to it, that this was all some sort of prank and the money in the briefcase wasn’t real. And then I started to think about how complex that prank would have to be. Where would they get the fake cash so quickly? Where did they find the fellow in the suit, and how did they manage to gain access to the boardroom, all without getting up from the bar? It was no prank. “What’s this for?” I said, picking up a wad of the hundred dollar bills. In that wad was more money than I had made in the last five years of my life combined, assuming of course that it was real money and not some fake movie money or something like that.

“To be completely honest with you, sir, I’m not entirely sure. I was told to show you the money but I’m not allowed to let you leave with the money.”

“How much is here?”

“One million dollars, fresh out of the bank.”

I looked up at him and stared him in the eyes, trying to figure out if this was some kind of joke. I had a good feeling I knew whose money it was, but I didn’t want to accept that it was real. If it was real, that meant that grey-bearded man was offering me a million dollars for sex—gay sex. Not just a blowjob, like in the original hypothetical deal. He said himself, ‘I bet you would do a lot more than just a blowjob for a million dollars.’

I’d told myself I would never even consider it, but now that the money was in front of me, I wasn’t so sure. The man was right, a million dollars was a lot of money. There was so much I could do with that money—pay off my rent, pay off all of my debts, buy a house, pretty much anything. I wouldn’t have to work a dumb nine-to-five job and then try to earn more on top of it with crappy hotel gigs. I could buy my own studio, record my own music, and I could do it full time. And all I had to do was put out for some rich dude. It really didn’t sound too bad in context.

“What do I have to do?” I asked.

“If you’re accepting Mr. Porter’s offer, all you have to do is sign here. Payment will be made upon services rendered,” the man said, pushing a document towards me. It was a few pages thick and it looked pretty official. I looked around. There were no cameras hidden in the corners of the room, and there were no mirrors that could potentially be two-way mirrors. I was pretty sure I wasn’t on one of those hidden camera shows.

As I picked up the pen, my heart started racing. Was I really going to do it? Was it really worth a million dollars? Was that really my price? I tried to read the document but I could hardly understand any of the legal jargon. I was able to understand one part, that said my services would be required from 11:00PM that night (Friday), until 11:00AM on Sunday. There was another part in the document about having to follow all of Mr. Porter’s requests until the deal was complete, assuming the requests would cause no physical harm to either party.

All of his requests? What if he wanted me to eat out his asshole? What if he wanted to gangbang me with a group of his annoying aristocrat friends? I was essentially agreeing to be a sex slave for a man with too much money. The rest of the document, I couldn’t understand, or maybe I was just too anxious to make any sense out of it.

I’d told my friends I wouldn’t even consider a million dollars for a blowjob, and there I was, considering a million dollars for thirty-six hours of God-knows-what. I wasn’t just considering it, I was signing the papers. I needed the money. What was one weekend of torture for a lifetime of happiness?

“Great, come this way,” the man said, leading me to the elevators. He swiped a key card and then pressed the button for the second highest floor in the building. “Could I have your cell phone and any other electronic devices you might be carrying?” the man said.

“What? Why?”

“I don’t know, sir, it was just part of the contract,” he said. “I’ll be sure to have it back to you by Sunday at eleven.”

Maybe it was in the contract, maybe it wasn’t, I didn’t feel like putting up a fight. My head was spinning, my heart was racing. I was about to have gay sex with a rich guy and I was about to be a million dollars richer. Or was I? Was this all some big hoax? The last thing on my mind was the safekeeping of my cellphone. I handed it over. “Thank you kindly, sir.” He took me to a room and handed me a key card. “You have two hours and then Mr. Porter will meet you here. If you don’t have any other questions, I’ll be leaving you alone.”

I had so many questions, but I couldn’t seem to turn them into words. It didn’t matter anyway, I don’t think the little guy would have been able to answer. I’m sure he would have just said, “I’m afraid I don’t know,” over and over again.

I went into the room and flicked on a light. It was a big space, bigger than my apartment, with an amazing view of the downtown core, all lit up and glowing. It would have been a very comfortable place to hang out had there not been a paralyzing anxiety looming over my shoulders. I’d never been fucked in the ass before. I’d never sucked a cock before. I don’t even know if I would be mentally capable of doing the things this Mr. Porter guy asked of me.

On the bed was a suitcase. I figured it was for me, so I opened it up. Inside the case was some women’s clothing and something I’d never seen before: a flesh-coloured bra with rubbery tits instead of cups. I picked it up. It looked impressively realistic, and I could only assume Mr. Porter wanted me to put it on. I remembered him saying, “I bet you would put on a dress and some pretty makeup and bend over the kitchen table for a million dollars.” The skimpy outfit in the suitcase would not have looked right without a pair of tits under it.

As I put the thing on, a chill reverberated through my body. Was I actually going through with this? Was this Mr. Porter guy right, was I really willing to do a whole lot more than just a blowjob for a million bucks? This was already getting pretty extreme, putting on fake tits and a skimpy dress—and then being expected to put out. It wasn’t too late to turn around and leave. I wanted to—but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. The thought of the one million dollars was too enticing. Maybe it would have been different had I not actually seen the cash in front of me. Have you ever seen a million dollars in cash? It’s a hell of a lot of money. It was stuffed into a really big briefcase—all in hundred dollar bills, ten grand to each wad.

Mr. Porter really must have had a lot of money. He wasn’t just offering up a million dollars—more than twenty years’ salary for the average person (more for me)—but he’d arranged to have these clothes and tits sourced and delivered on incredibly short notice, and he not only booked out a boardroom in a fancy hotel, but a suite just for me to change in. The breast contraption was probably worth more than I had to my name.

There was a note in the luggage. “Makeup is in the bathroom. Take your time and make it look nice. I also suggest you start practicing your voice.” Under any other circumstances, I would have written ‘Fuck you’ on the note and stormed out of the hotel suite, but a million dollars really changes the way you think and act.

“This is my lady voice,” I said over and over, trying out different tones and inflections as I made my way to the bathroom to do my makeup. I wasn’t intending to screw around. I figured the easiest and most pain-free way to get through this was to treat it like business. It was just a business transaction. In a weird way, I was a salesman, except instead of selling a product, I was selling my own body. I guess that made me a prostitute.

There was a blonde wig in the bathroom, already cut and styled. It fit nice and snug to my head with almost no effort whatsoever.

I didn’t know what half of the makeup supplies were for, so I stuck to the more self-explanatory items, like the eye-shadow, the eyeliner, the mascara, and the lipstick (all after a good, close shave, of course). It wasn’t as hard to do my makeup as I thought it would be. The eyeliner was a bit tricky, and it didn’t help that my hands were shaking. I had to try a few times, stopping to regain control of my breathing before getting it right.

I took a step back and that increasingly familiar chill crawled up my spine. I actually looked like a lady—terrifyingly so. I didn’t just look kind of convincing, I looked hot. I cupped my tits with my hands and I watched myself giving them a firm squeeze in the mirror. Had I not known any better, I would have thought I was staring at a stranger. It was frighteningly surreal, seeing someone else mimicking your every move perfectly.

I did a little spin. I have to admit, seeing myself all cute and sexy left a warm, fuzzy feeling buzzing inside of me. I ran my fingers through my new hair. It was soft, and I liked the way it fell after I tossed it up. With my tattoos on my arms, I kind of looked like a classy pinup model.

I went to put on the baby blue dress that was at the top of the pile. It wasn’t until it was on my body that I realized it wasn’t a dress at all, but a piece of skimpy lingerie, complete with a frilly skirt bit and pink satin bows. There was a pair of panties that matched the outfit. My heart skipped a beat when I realized there was a slit cut into the panties where my asshole went. Those panties were specifically made for ass-fucking.

The thought of washing off my face and taking off the lingerie crossed my mind. It still wasn’t too late to escape. I still hadn’t come face to face with Mr. Porter since our bar encounter. I still hadn’t touched or sucked or fucked a cock yet. I could still get away with most of my dignity still intact.

Then the thought of that million dollars flashed in my mind yet again and I carried on, picking a black lace garter belt and black lace stockings out from the luggage that was left for me. It was just business, I reminded myself—just business. Soon, I’d be the richest I’d ever been by an astronomical margin. Soon I wouldn’t be worrying about rent or whether or not I could afford dinner. Soon, I’d be a millionaire.

There was a knock at the door. My time was up. It was time to face the means to my desperate end.


CHAPTER III

It was him at the door, the grey-bearded man from the bar, Mr. Porter. A smirk swept across his face the moment his gaze fell upon me. He didn’t tell me ‘I told you so,’ but he didn’t have to. It was all over his face, radiating off of his aura. He did tell me so. He was right—I was willing to do a lot more than I originally thought for a million dollars, and I was about to find out just what exactly. “You look lovely, darling. What should I call you?” he said.

I didn’t have a girl name to give him, and I was pretty sure he wasn’t looking to call me Paul. I thought for a moment. “Lacy,” I said.

“Come up to my room, Lacy. We’re going to have a lot of fun this weekend. I take it you had a chance to really read through the contract?” He reached his hand out to me. I hesitated, but I took it. I could practically smell that million dollars emanating off of his body.

I didn’t want to admit that I didn’t understand most of the contract. I also didn’t want to hear him go over everything he was going to do to me—that would just leave me a stressed out wreck. Imagine being born with your death-date tattooed on your wrist. The closer that date got, the more nauseatingly anxious you would get. “I read it, yeah,” I said.

“Good.” He brought me into the elevator, swiped his key card, and then pressed the button for the penthouse suite. On the way up, I couldn’t tell if the elevator was shaking or if I was shaking. I felt so exposed, standing in nothing but that skimpy lingerie, the bulge of my cock plainly visible against my tight panties. “We’ve only got two nights together, so let’s be sure to make the most of them,” he said. A shiver ran through my body. “By the time we’re done on Sunday, you’ll have forgotten all about the million dollars. I promise.”

The elevator door opened right into the suite. It was a gorgeous place, with a staircase leading up to a second level, and giant windows looking down at the glowing cityscape. I watched Mr. Porter walk into the grand lobby. “This is home for the next couple of nights,” he said.

At least he was a nicely put together man. He wasn’t some dishevelled, smelly, serial-killer looking guy. He had a lot of class, nice clothes, and his cologne actually smelled really nice. My situation could have been a lot worse. He turned to me. I was still standing frozen in the elevator. “You look tense. Can I get you something? A drink?”

I was tense, but I was pretty sure a gallon of pure alcohol wouldn’t solve that. I’d already had half a dozen drinks down at the bar. But another stiff drink wouldn’t hurt. “Do you have beer?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Ladies don’t drink beer. How’s about a cocktail?”

I shrugged. “Sure, I guess.”

He made his way over to the bar as I carefully stepped into his impressive suite. I looked around. It was amazing to think we weren’t in a mansion, but instead on the top of a skyscraper. I walked over to the window and looked down. The view really was mind-blowing. You could see the entire city. There was even a telescope there, which I’m sure I could have used to see my apartment, but I didn’t bother. “Do you have a preference of cocktail?” he asked.

“I don’t care. Something strong,” I said.

He started to mix something up. “If you read the contract, you know I can terminate our deal whenever I want if I feel you aren’t playing along.”

My heart stuttered. That was a clause I wish I would have read. It was so vague. It gave him far too much power. If he wanted, at the end of our time together on Sunday, he could easily just say, ‘Nah, it wasn’t good enough,’ and I would be left with nothing but an ass full of his hot cum. That hardly seemed fair.

But I’d come this far, and I wanted that money more than anything. I felt like it was already mine, like if I somehow screwed up the deal, I would be losing a million dollars that I already owned. It was a painful thought to process. So I perked up and swallowed the last of my pride. “I love your place here. Do you mind if I ask what it costs per night?”

He laughed. “Nothing. I own it. I own the whole building,” he said, looking over his shoulder at me and smirking. Of course he owned the whole building. It was the biggest building in the city with some of the most expensive suites in the state. Who else would have a million dollars to burn on proving a silly point. He walked over to me and handed me a drink. It was strong. I nearly choked on it, it was so strong—which I was quite pleased about. I was desperate to take even the slightest edge off of what was probably the most uncomfortable moment of my life.

“You look tense. Sit down,” he said, motioning towards a couch. I sat down and then he sat beside me. “Turn that way.” I turned and then his hands found my shoulders. He started to rub. At first, I became more tense. The act was a little too sensual for my liking, and the fact I was dressed in a skimpy babydoll didn’t help. But after a minute or so, it actually helped (maybe the stiff drink had a hand in that). He knew how to work his hands in all the rights spots.

What did he think of all of this? Rubbing another man’s back, dressing another man up in girly undies. Was this how he got off? Or was this just him experimenting? He was rich enough, he could sleep with any woman on the planet, and there were far more beautiful women out there than me. Surely, he was just into cock, right? Hell, he even had enough money that he could easily get some beautiful shemale escorts sent to him whenever he wanted. So why me?

“You’re a great guitar player,” he said, “I watched your whole set. Do you just play the guitar?” His hands kept working their magic. I started sinking down, melting into the couch. There was still a lingering anxiety in the back of my mind that no amount of massage would make go away—knowing that he wanted to plunge my ass with his cock.

“I can play just about anything, except for maybe the saxophone, though I’ve never tried,” I said. “Do you play anything?”

“I play the piano. Do you play the piano, too?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

“Would you show me?” he said. He finally took his warm hands off of my shoulders—which was too bad, because I had actually started to really enjoy his rubbing. He pointed at a grand piano across the room. “There’s a song I’ve been trying to learn, but I can’t seem to get my fingers around it.”

We went over to his piano. He took a seat next to me. I could see my own reflection off of the piano’s smooth, black finish. I’d forgotten how good I looked, how feminine my face was with really not that much makeup. Who knew I could look so much like a chick.

The sheet music he had open was intense: a piece by Dmitri Shostakovich. I put my fingers on the keys and I tried to play it through slowly. He was right. It was a really tough piece, far out of my skill level. “I don’t think I can play it,” I said.

“Why don’t you play the top staff and I’ll play the bottom,” he said. He started out, using both of his hands to play the bass notes. After four bars, I came in, using both of my hands to play the treble. Together, we didn’t sound half bad. But the music got progressively harder and faster, and he was more practiced than I was. I tried my best to keep up, but I was starting to fall behind. I couldn’t read the music fast enough. The bass notes were getting higher and the treble notes were getting lower. We ended up sliding in slowly together, pressing our bodies together. I missed a note and then everything started falling apart from there. I couldn’t help but laugh. He laughed with me. “Maybe I should stick to easier pieces,” he said.

“That’s probably a good idea, though you weren’t bad.”

“I’ve been playing for twenty-five years. I should probably be better,” he said, smiling handsomely.

I took a sip from my drink, immediately being reminded just how strong it was. I winced. “Too strong?” he asked.

“I like it that way,” I said. “So do you do this a lot? You find guys and you dress them up like girls and you bring them up to your fancy suites?”

He shook his finger in the air. “You aren’t allowed to break character. I’m starting to wonder if you read the contract.” I didn’t really break character though, did I? I still said it in my girl voice. Unless the contract said I was supposed to be roleplaying as an escort or his wife or something along those lines. I still didn’t want to admit that I didn’t read his contract. “But no, I just overheard your conversation and my interest was piqued. Plus, I looked at you and thought you would make a beautiful woman, and I was right.”

I don’t know why, but I felt a warmth rush into my cheeks. I was blushing. It wasn’t even a real compliment—for me, anyway. He was complimenting a character I was putting on instead of the real me, but still, I found myself feeling flustered.

“You’re even more beautiful than I thought you would be,” he said. He motioned towards a big mirror across the room so I could check myself out. I really did look sexy.

He put his hand on my thigh and drew a line down my leg with the tip of his finger. “You’ve got the perfect female body, and I hope you take that as a compliment, because it’s meant to be one.” I really shouldn’t have taken it as a compliment, seeing as I was a straight man, but still, I found my cheeks getting warmer and it got suddenly harder to keep the smile from my face. “Let’s order some food. What do you like?” he said.

After looking through the hoity-toity room service menu, we decided to order up some cheap Chinese food from across the street. Surprisingly, it was Mr. Porter’s idea and not mine. I didn’t even tell him that all the food on the room service menu sounded like disgusting rich people crap. Maybe he could see it on my face as he read me the options. The Chinese food was great. “You have to try the tofu,” he said. I didn’t really want to because it looked like boring white cubes soaked in some gross brown sauce, but I tried it anyway. He was right, it was amazing—better than the meat dishes we ordered.

We had another couple of drinks. He told me some stories from his college days. Apparently, he used to be just as poor as me. “I used to sneak out my apartment window to avoid the landlady,” he said. We laughed. He had a lot of funny stories. Apparently, he was pretty wild in his youth.

Then the strangest thing happened—I kissed him.


CHAPTER IV

He kissed me back. We kissed for a while. He slowly lowered me down onto the couch, laying on top of me. My heart was racing. Had the liquor overtaken control of my body? Why did I kiss him? Why was I initiating anything? We were getting through the night sex-free, making my life a whole lot easier, but I had to go and speed things up. It wasn’t like I was delaying anything by not kissing him. Our time together ended on Sunday at eleven whether we had sex fifteen times before then or whether we had sex once at ten-thirty on Sunday.

It must have been the liquor. I was acting completely uncharacteristically. I had my hands all over him, down his arms, his sides, his chest. He was actually pretty strong, impressively muscular. I got one of my hands on his ass and I squeezed. I looked down at his hand, which was squeezing one of my tits. His hand was big and strong. It made my torso look tiny, like I was just a tiny little sex doll that he could toss around and fuck however the hell he wanted (and I was sure he was going to). I could feel his bulge growing against my leg, throbbing warmly. He had a big dick, and it was getting bigger with every passing second.

I knew deep inside that this was it—this was when I was going to be bent over and fucked through that little backdoor slit in my panties. This was my million dollar moment.

I was shocked when he leaned back and said, “Let’s not get too far ahead of ourselves. Let’s take it slow. There’s no rush.” He leaned back down and kissed me gently on the lips. It wasn’t until he sat up and straightened his shirt that I realized he’d gotten me rock-hard. My own cock had slipped out from my panties and was towering high, throbbing. I covered it up as soon as I noticed, but not quick enough for him not to notice. “Don’t cover yourself,” he said, “let me see.”

I hesitated, and then remembered the rule: that I had to follow all of his rules unless they caused physical harm. So I slowly moved my hands away, letting him see my cock. My cheeks became a deep crimson. “Sorry,” I said.

“Stroke it,” he said.

“Do what?”

“Stroke it. Make yourself come.” He stood there looking at me. Now my heart was really racing and my head was spinning. He wanted me to jerk off in front of him? My heart sunk into my gut and I felt sick. “I want to watch you come, Lacy,” he said.

‘A million dollars, a million dollars, a million dollars,’ my mind was shouting at me repeatedly. I reached down and slipped my fingers around my dick. Slowly, I started to jerk off. I felt so silly, so exposed, so perverted. I was masturbating in front of a stranger and he was watching with a grin on his face. Why was he so into it? Why did this get him off?

Behind him, in the window reflection, I could see myself, sitting on the couch, cock in hand. It was an erotic sight, me holding my big throbbing dick between two stocking-clad legs. I looked sexy. In a strange way, I could see what Mr. Porter liked about it.

Black lace, soft satin, and a big, pulsing cock. I started beating my dick faster. I couldn’t look Mr. Porter in the eyes—he was too intimidating—but that wasn’t an issue, seeing as I couldn’t keep my eyes off of myself. I liked the way I looked in lingerie, in that wig, in that makeup. I was sexy, irresistible. It was almost a shame I couldn’t take that version of me outside and show the rest of the world how sexy I could be. I bit the corner of my lip. “I’m going to come,” I said.

I looked down just as my cock began to blast warm cum up into the air. It felt so good, endorphins shooting off in my brain, a powerful euphoria swirling between my lace-covered legs. “That was wonderful,” he said, that grin still on his face. “We should probably get to bed. It’s starting to get pretty late.”

He didn’t try to initiate sex that night at all. I was surprised. Maybe he was saving it all for the end, getting himself good and horny before a final showdown. It was strange: since he had me until Sunday, why wouldn’t he want to get the most mileage possible out of me, fuck me until I was a raw mess on the ground, and then fuck me some more until the clock struck eleven?

We went to bed together, my back and butt snuggled up against his warm body, his muscular arms around me. It was nice, being the little spoon for once, feeling secure and comfortable in the powerful arms of a man. I could feel his big cock against my butt—a sobering reminder of what was to come. Before I got into that bed with him, I really didn’t think I would be able to sleep between the thought of being fucked in the ass and the thought of having an extra million dollars in my bank account. But strangely, his comforting embrace put me into a deep sleep almost immediately.


CHAPTER V

I woke up with the bed to myself and a warm gentle breeze teasing my shoulder. I looked around the extravagant bedroom. I was all alone. Mr. Porter was gone, but I had a good feeling he was in the kitchen because I could hear a gentle sizzle and I could smell the mouth-watering aroma of bacon. I pulled myself out of the bed.

Before heading downstairs, I went to make sure I looked okay in the en-suite bathroom mirror. My hair was a bit ruffled, but surprisingly, my wig stayed on perfectly straight and my makeup still looked okay, although a bit smeared around my eyes (which, in a way, made me look even more sexy). I adjusted my tits in my top. I still couldn’t get over how real they looked, and how well they fit. How Mr. Porter managed to track down (or have one of his assistants track down) a perfectly fitting fake pair of tits was beyond me.

I went downstairs. It was bright and sunny. “Good morning, beautiful,” Mr. Porter said, turning back to look at me. I smiled. The food smelled so good. He had no shirt on, and he looked surprisingly buff for an older guy. I realized I didn’t even know his first name, so I sheepishly asked. “It’s Arthur,” he said with a laugh. Calling him Arthur felt far less intimidating than Mr. Porter. “You like to sleep in, huh?” he said.

“What time is it?” I looked around for a clock but I couldn’t spot one.

“It’s almost one,” he said. “I’ve been up for a few hours. I was playing piano earlier. I tried to play quietly so I wouldn’t wake you up.” I couldn’t believe it. I’d slept for over ten hours. There was less than twenty-four hours left in our deal, less than twenty-four hours before I was a millionaire. “You know, I’m still in shock—you really are very beautiful,” he said with a handsome smile.

Even though he’d told me half a dozen times already, I was still flustered, feeling my cheeks turning red. He put a plate of delicious food down in front of me and I couldn’t have eaten it fast enough. I ended up asking for seconds. “Coming right up.” I felt kind of guilty when I was finishing up my second plate of food and he sat down with his first. I’d assumed he’d already eaten and he was just cooking for me. Had I known he was eating too, I would have waited. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry. It’s important that you eat up. You’re going to need the energy.” He winked at me and then started to eat. I expected that familiar chill to run down my spine, but it didn’t. Instead, I felt the most peculiar sense of excitement. I had to shake my head in an attempt to push away the creeping emotion. Excitement? I wasn’t actually starting to feel excited about getting down to business with Arthur, was I? I will admit, I was kind of curious. I mean, I kissed him without being forced or tempted by money, and that felt good (though I was still feeling the liquor had a part in that), so maybe the rest wouldn’t be so bad. Lots of men loved sucking cocks and taking them in their asses, so maybe there was something to it. I shook my head again.

“Is everything alright?” he asked, obviously noticing my internal struggle as it externalized itself a bit too obviously.

“I’m fine,” I said, forcing a smile. Arthur wasn’t wearing his suit and dress shirt anymore. He was wearing a regular old t-shirt and jeans. He had a tattoo on one of his arms, slightly covered by the sleeve of his shirt. “What’s that?” I asked.

He pulled up his sleeve. “My division, from when I served with the Marines.” He lowered he sleeve and continued to eat. The Marines? That was unexpectedly hardcore. Whenever you look at a rich guy, you always just assume that life’s been smooth and easy on him. You don’t expect him to tell you stories about sneaking out of windows to avoid paying rent, or about time spent with the Marines. Arthur was a surprisingly interesting man, and when he wasn’t in some hoity-toity suit, he was actually quite handsome.

“I’d like to take some pictures of you—just for myself, of course. You wouldn’t mind, would you?” he asked. I did get nervous thinking about it, but I was game for his photo-shoot. Sure, it was kind of weird to think he would have pictures of me all dolled up and in lingerie for long after our encounter, but it was one more chunk of time that would bring us closer to the end of our visit.

Upstairs, across from the bedroom, was a big, open studio, already setup with lights, umbrellas, and a camera on a tripod. “Just stand right in the middle of the room, between those two lights,” he said. I went into the middle of the room. I was never much of a picture person. I always looked so silly in photos, and the mere presence of a camera tended to make me nervous. “Just relax,” he said, but it was easier said than done. I took a deep breath and tried to let my shoulders sink down. “Okay, good.” He snapped a few photos. “Pose for me, beautiful.”

I didn’t really know what to do. I stood stupidly for a moment, trying to think of poses I’d seen women doing in pictures before, but nothing came to mind. I ended up putting both of my hands on my hips, feeling stiff. “Not bad,” he said. “Put your hands in your hair,” he said, so I did. “Look into the camera lens like you want to fuck it. Seduce it.” I looked into the lens and did my best to seduce it, still feeling rather silly. “Turn around and show me a bit of that perfect bum of yours.”

I had to bite my lip to contain the silly smile from my face. My perfect bum? Was my butt that great? I looked over and caught a glimpse of my reflection. I checked out my ass. It wasn’t half bad, accentuated nicely by the lingerie. “Perfect—just like that. God, you’re hot,” he said. I ended up giggling like a flustered schoolgirl. “Touch your toes. Ah, that’s so cute.” I started getting into it, feeling more and more confident with every pose. It helped that I was getting him more and more excited—obviously I was doing something right.

He took the camera off of the tripod and started to come closer to me. “Grab your tits,” he said, so I did, holding them up, squeezing them. They felt nice to squeeze—exceptionally real. “Bite your lip again, that was hot.” I did that, too. He came even closer. “Now take out your cock.” I reached down and slipped my cock out from my panties. He took a few pictures. “Stroke it for the camera. Get it nice and hard.” I stroked it and got it as hard as an iron rod. He stepped even closer. He reached down and slipped his fingers around my girth. “God, your cock is so perfect.”

His strong, warm hand stroking my length felt nice. “Now get down on your knees.” I sunk down. “Take out my cock.” I didn’t hesitate, despite my racing heart. It was finally happening. I was going to suck his cock. And amazingly, I was excited. I couldn’t wait to wrap my fingers around his pulsing manhood, and feel it throbbing in my mouth. When I finally managed to get it out into the open, it was already rock-hard, and it was huge. A warm shudder ran through my body. “Now suck it,” he said, aiming his camera down at me. I took the pulsing rod and brought it to my lips, slipping it into my mouth.

I sucked his cock. “Just like that, honey,” he said, slipping his fingers into my hair. He let out a deep, elated exhale. I couldn’t fit all of his gigantic length in my mouth; what I couldn’t fit, I stroked with a tight grip. It was a strangely satisfying feeling, his cock throbbing on my tongue, slipping into the back of my throat, his harsh veins massaging my lips as I bobbed my head back and forth. “Make me come in your mouth. Just like that—don’t stop.”

I fondled his ball sack in the palm of my hand. He continued to snap photos. I looked up into the lens of his camera. His legs were beginning to tremble. He wasn’t going to last long. I tightened my grip, quickened the bobbing of my head. I tried to get as much of his big cock in my mouth as possible, wrapping my tongue around it, getting it nice and wet and sloppy. “I’m going to come, darling,” he said. “I’m going to come in your mouth.”

He came. It felt awesome, his hot load filling my mouth, his fingers holding my head in place firmly. I’d done it—I’d really done it. I’d made a man come. I didn’t think I’d be able to do it, but I did it, much quicker than I could have imagined.

He stumbled back with a big grin on his face. “That was incredible,” he said. He helped me up. “It’s a shame it’s all over.”

“But it’s not all over,” I said. “We still have a good sixteen hours left.”

He chuckled. “You really didn’t read the contract, did you. It said I’m to release the million as soon as you get me off or, if that doesn’t happen, the money gets released at eleven on Sunday. You didn’t have to suck my cock, darling. You’re free to go now. You’re officially a millionaire.”

My heart nearly exploded in my chest, it was beating so hard. I couldn’t believe it. That was it? That was all I had to do for a million bucks? Had I known it would have been so easy and so much fun, I would have done it for far less—but I guess it was a good thing I didn’t know that.

He handed me a key card. “Floor fifty-two,” he said. “This card will get you into the suite where all of your things are.” As I took the card, a strange sadness washed over me. I looked around the penthouse suite. I didn’t really want to leave.


CHAPTER VI

I’d been having so much fun with Arthur, doing whatever we wanted whenever we wanted, living up the millionaire lifestyle. Even though I was a millionaire now, I felt like I was leaving something behind by going. I didn’t want our time together to end.

“Can I ask you a question?” he said, as I slowly made my way to the elevator.

I stopped and turned around. “What’s that?”

“Now that you’ve done it, what do you think you would set your price at now?”

I laughed. “Do I still get to keep the million if I tell you?”

“It’s all yours.”

“Probably a lot less.”

“Like how much?”

“It’s hard to say. Depends on who’s asking,” I said.

He smiled. “I guess what I’m asking is, how much would I need to give you to spend the night, and do it all over again? Just until eleven tomorrow morning.”

I bit my lip, containing an excitement I never thought I would feel in my life—an excitement to spend the night with a man, exploring his body, letting him explore mine. “I think I’d do it for free,” I said.

We had a lot of fun that night. We played some more piano together, we ordered Mexican food, he told me stories from his military days. I told him some of my own stories, about touring as a musician, although my stories weren’t nearly as engaging as his. Still, he seemed to like them. We had a few drinks, we kissed, we ended up in the bed, hands all over one another. I liked him a lot. It hurt to think that with every passing second, it was one second closer to coming to an end.

He sunk down, under the covers. I felt his fingers slip under my panties, pulling out my cock. Then, I felt the tip of his warm, wet tongue along the base of my shaft. He sunk my cock into his mouth.

On the ceiling was a mirror. I watched myself squirm and moan as I came closer and closer to orgasm. I watched as I grabbed and squeezed my tits, as I ran my fingers through my hair. For the first time, I felt like I was watching myself and not some beautiful stranger. That was me in that reflection, in that baby blue lingerie, in those black lace stockings, with that long blonde hair. I came in his mouth.

It wasn’t until after we woke up the next morning that we went even further. I looked over my shoulder and he was already awake. “Good morning,” he said. We kissed. I felt his cock growing against my ass. I wanted it inside of me. I wanted to feel him pumping my ass raw. I wanted to feel him coming.

He penetrated me. It felt so good that I screamed. He stuck a finger in my mouth and I ended up sucking on it as he began to thrust himself in and out of me. “Does that feel good?” he asked.

“It feels so fucking good,” I said. I’d never felt anything like it. Within seconds, my cock was rock-hard and there was a warm euphoria swirling around my crotch. “Harder. Fuck me harder,” I said, and he did. His toned pelvis slapped against my soft ass.

“Holy shit,” I said as the euphoria reached its climax. Without even touching my cock, I came. I started to blast hot cum all over the bed sheets. I didn’t even know such a thing was possible. He came shortly after, filling me up deeply. It felt great, better than I’d imagined.

As we caught our breath, I noticed the time on the clock. It was ten minutes after eleven. I noticed Arthur looking at it as well. “Time flies,” he said. “How much do I have to pay you to stick around?”

“For how long?”

“I was thinking forever. What’s your price?”

I got all warm and giddy. “The real question is, how much do I have to pay you to let me stick around forever?” He rolled me over and we kissed.

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


BOOTY CALL

Best friends, Ken and Derek, are both virgins with no end to their virginity in sight. Derek is worried that once their time finally comes along, they’re going to be in the dark with no idea of what to do.

But after a night of drinking, Derek gets an idea: why not practice on one another? Why not take turns putting on Ken’s sister’s clothes and makeup and bending over to help each other out?


CHAPTER I

I’d always been closer to Derek than to my own sister. Derek lived just a few blocks away from us since as long as I could remember. If I wasn’t at his house, he was at ours. If you added up the number of times we had Derek over for dinner, it would probably be about two thousand plates of food. If you counted how many times Derek’s mom had me over, it would be about the same. We did everything together—we played sports together, we did homework together, we played video games together, and, once we were older, we talked about girls together.

Neither of us were very successful with the ladies. We were both late-bloomers, or maybe more accurately, we were non-bloomers. We were the two shortest boys in the school, the two skinniest boys in the school, the two most bullied boys in the school. Everyone made fun of us. Kids started calling us “the ladyboys” after we wouldn’t fit the men’s small gym uniforms, and we had to wear the women’s instead. There were definitely some embarrassing times, without a doubt, but it was always bearable because we knew we were in it together. My dad always told me, “You only need one good friend in life.” Derek was my one and only good friend.

Into our teens, we started sleeping over at one another’s houses. If I wasn’t sleeping over at his place, he was sleeping over at mine. We had permanent beds in each other’s bedrooms. One time I didn’t even go home for almost a week and my parents didn’t even bother to call Derek’s parents to make sure I was alright—they just knew that’s where I was, because that was where I always was if I wasn’t at home.

The downside of being small in high school is, girls aren’t interested in you. The girls in our school only liked the muscle heads, the jocks, the cool kids. Somewhere there was a manual on how to be cool, and the first rule was you needed to be at least one-hundred and fifty pounds, and you needed to be at least 5’ 8”. We were both getting increasingly frustrated with our relationship failures, bur Derek was taking it really hard. I at least landed a couple of dates with one girl (which ended abruptly when a taller guy from the basketball team asked her out while we were out on a date together). Derek had asked a couple of girls out, but he’d been rejected every time.

“Everyone’s had sex but us, you know that, right?” he said to me. “Every weekend, everyone’s getting together and fucking but us. We’re screwed.” It was Saturday night, and half of our school was at a party we weren’t invited to (even my younger sister was invited to the party). So instead of going out, we sat together in my bedroom, sharing a case of beer, playing video games. “They say once you lose your virginity, you become like a different person. I want to be that person. I’m tired of being a virgin.”

“I’m sure our day will come, man, don’t worry,” I said, but it was hard to believe. He was right, just about everyone in our school was getting laid, and we had to hear about it every morning through gossiping tongues in the hallways. ‘Did you hear Jared slept with Becky at Mike’s party?’ ‘What? I thought Jared was sleeping with Anne.’ ‘No—Anne started sleeping with Jonathan.’ It really was discouraging, never making that gossip list. Even the kids in grades below us were fucking like bunny rabbits. Derek and I were starting to feel more and more like outcasts. “And so what?” I continued. “So we’ll join the game a little bit later. Who cares?”

“Who cares? You know how embarrassing it’s going to be, when you’re older than twenty and you lay down with a chick and you have no idea how to fuck her? Or if you’re so nervous, you can’t even get it up?”

“Well, what can you do? Keep asking girls out and hope to eventually break through to one,” I said, trying to remain optimistic. But to be honest, as an eighteen year old virgin, Derek’s fears scared the hell out of me. What if he was right? What if, when I finally got with a girl, I had no idea what to do? I mean, I’d seen porn before, but everyone’s always saying porn is grossly unrealistic. What if they’re right? What if, when I’m finally faced with a real lady, I have no idea what to do?

We’d both been drinking for a few hours already, but the anxiety made me take more sips, longer sips. I was starting to understand why stress drove people to alcoholism. As I got drunker, the anxiety became easier to handle.

Once we were drunk enough, we ended up on my computer, looking at our classmates on Facebook. “When you’re drunk, she’s not so bad,” Derek said, pointing to the fattest, meanest, most unattractive girl in our school. “I’d probably fuck her.” I don’t know whether it was the booze or his increasing sexual frustration that was dragging his standards down to the pavement.

“The jury’s still out on whether or not she’s even a woman,” I said, laughing. She did, after all, have some very manly features.

“Hey man, take it easy. I’ve seen you get mistaken for a lady. Remember that time at the movie theatre?” he said. My face turned red. One time at the movie theatre, some jock sitting behind me tapped on my shoulder and said, “Hey sexy, what are you doing later?” When I actually turned around, his expression dropped and I felt like shit for weeks.

Derek was looking at me now with narrowed eyes. “You know, you kind of look like a chick when I squint my eyes like this. I bet you’d look pretty good in some makeup and a nice dress.”

I gave him a good shove. “People think you look like a chick, too, asshole,” I said. “Remember the time at the swimming pool?” It was hilarious—we were at the pool and some girl lost her bikini top after making a dive from the diving board, while Derek was swimming underwater. Someone grabbed the top and, when Derek emerged, they handed it to him, thinking he was the chick who lost her top. Derek hated it when I brought the story up—he was convinced the guy handed him the top as a joke and not because he was legitimately confused. Now, Derek’s face was dark red.

“Fuck you, Ken,” he said, turning back to the computer screen. He ended up opening up Photoshop and plopping a photo of me into it.

“What are you doing?” I said.

“You’ll see.” He zoomed in on my face and then he started to paint in some lipstick and some eye shadow.

“Hey man, cut it out,” I said.

He zoomed back out and then his eyes lit up. “Holy shit, dude. You do look like a chick. I bet you could put this shot on Tinder and get so many dudes calling you for a date.” He started to laugh. I pushed him aside and then did the same to a picture of him. Sure enough, he looked like a girl too, with the right amount of digital makeup. His laughter stopped as soon as he realized he was just as naturally feminine as me.

“I bet you’d get more dick pics than me,” he said.

“Yeah right, loser,” I said.

His eyes lit up. “Does your sister still have that wig?” he asked. A couple of years back, my sister’s hairdresser accidentally shaved into her hair while trying to do an undercut. She had to wear a wig for almost a year while her hair grew back in.

“I think so, why?”

Derek made a bet—that he would get to dress me up like a woman using my sister’s clothes and makeup, and I would get to dress him up. We would make fake profiles on Tinder and see who got more date requests. Whoever got more had to buy beer for the next month. “You’re on,” I said, and then we went to my sister’s room to gather our ammunition.


CHAPTER II

Dressing each other up was an important part of the wager. If Derek was allowed to do his own makeup and pick out his own clothes, he would most definitely have intentionally looked like garbage. To be fair, I probably would have done the same. We made a mess of my sister’s room, trying to find that wig—which we found—and all of the makeup supplies we were going to need to make the full transformation. It didn’t help that my sister’s room was a giant mess to begin with.

The wig was long and blonde, and Derek was up first (we had to go one at a time because we only had one wig). My goal was to make Derek sexy, but approachable. In my own experience, I never messaged the girls who looked too intimidating, who only had photos of them posing as if they were on the cover of Sports Illustrated. I wanted to give him a sort-of girl-next-door look. I found a cute plaid dress that did the job, and thigh high white stockings that were part of my sister’s school outfit.

Doing his makeup was hard. “Just let me do it,” he kept saying, but that would have been self-sabotage. I knew he would purposely botch it, so I had to figure it out. “Close your eyes,” I said, and he did. I made sure his lashes were nice and dark, and I did my best to run my sister’s eyeliner along his eyelids. With a little bit of blush and some dark red lipstick, he actually looked pretty good.

“How do I look?” he said in a girly voice, shaking his head elegantly from side to side, making his new blonde hair dance.

“You look hot. It’s too bad you aren’t really a girl,” I said. I took out my camera. “Okay stand up and let’s get some shots.” As I was snapping shots of Derek posing, looking all cute in my sister’s little dress, I realized that people weren’t wrong—we did have chick bodies. I’d always just thought kids were being cruel (and they still were) but they weren’t just making stuff up. Derek didn’t just look good, he looked sexy. Even the wads of toilet paper we used to simulate tits looks real; as he hopped around, they actually bounced a little bit.

“Your turn,” he said, and then I got the same treatment. Derek had less of a strategy than me. His plan was to make me look as sexy as absolutely possible, and he didn’t seem to think it would scare any guys off. He dressed me up in almost nothing: a black bikini top, some lace gloves (from my sister’s emo phase), and a pair of sheer black panties.

“You can see my cock,” I said, covering myself with my hand.

“Just tuck it between your legs,” he said, so I did. As long as I kept my legs close together, you couldn’t tell there wasn’t a pussy there.

He got carried away with my makeup, looking up makeup tutorials online. The one he ended up using was: ‘How to achieve the perfect stripper makeup.’ “Really?” I said, but it was his turn and I agreed to let him do me up the way he wanted.

It wasn’t until after my makeup was done that he put the blonde wig on me. After he took a step back, his lips parted and his eyes turned wide. “Whoa,” he said without a joking tone. I turned to the mirror and my heart sunk into my gut. I actually looked hot. I didn’t just look like a dude in drag, like I was hoping I would, but I looked sexy. I looked like the kind of girl the jocks in our school would be drooling over. “Alright, lay on the bed,” he said, so I did.

My heart was racing. I kept catching my reflection in my sister’s bedroom window, and finding myself getting taken away by my own appearance. I looked too good, it wasn’t right. “Meow like a kitty cat. C’mon, I did all of the photos you wanted, now it’s your turn,” he said. I had to swallow my pride before I was able to crawl around on my sister’s bed, on all fours, purring and meowing like a cat. “Show me your claws,” he said, so I did.

It was actually kind of fun, and in a messed up way, I felt all warm and fuzzy inside. It felt nice, being sexy, even if it wasn’t real—or was it real? It was still me in that window reflection, still me in those photos. The only lie was the single little letter on my new Tinder profile—the little F next to gender. Otherwise, it was all me. My heart stuttered and sunk further into my gut.

“Let the games begin,” Derek said, pressing the publish button on my photo. The wager had begun. Soon, we would know who made the hotter girl.

Derek downed the last of his beer and then he stared at me. “Damn, you really are hot.”

“Suck a dick. You were hot, too,” I said, cracking myself a new beer.

“Let me fuck you,” he said, and then my body became completely tense, paralyzed.

“What?” I managed to say.

“Let me fuck you. If you let me fuck you, I’ll let you fuck me,” he said.

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t believe what he was suggesting. My mind was a mess of spinning thoughts, none of which I could grab onto. He walked over to me and put his hands on my sides. “You’re so sexy. I want to fuck you.” I couldn’t tell if he was joking or being serious or if he was just plain drunk. The lump in my throat had grown too big; I couldn’t push any words past it. He ran his hands gently up my body and then turned me around slowly. His hands moved up and cupped my fake tits.

“Are you serious?” I managed to say.

“Yeah. I’ll put the wig on after and you can fuck me,” he said, and then his hands moved down to the waistband of my panties. Carefully, he nudged them down below the cusp of my ass. I wasn’t stopping him, but I didn’t know why. He pushed on my back, bending me over. I let him do that too. “Fuck, you’re hot.” He was obviously drunk, but I was just as drunk. There was a burning in my chest, a sensation of regret. I knew I was going to regret it in the morning, but I let him go anyway. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see him shimmying down the panties I’d put him in. I snapped my head forward, afraid to see what came next.

I couldn’t see it, but I could feel it, the tip of his big, warm cock pressing between by butt cheeks. “Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, gliding his tip down my butt crack, stopping right at my tight little hole. He was breathing deeply. I closed my eyes.

It’s not too late to stop him, I thought to myself. I kept thinking it over and over, but I wasn’t acting on it. I was letting him fuck me. I finally opened my eyes. I was looking at my own reflection in my sister’s bedroom window. Behind me I could see him, staring down at my body with eyes full of lust. He pushed in.

I quickly threw my hand to my mouth and bit down on my finger. It hurt, his big, throbbing erection penetrating me. I’d never been penetrated before. “Just relax,” he said. “It’s your turn next.” I felt his big, veiny member sliding in deeper and deeper, filling me tightly. I tried my best to control my breathing, to relax my body and especially my clenched anus. After a few deep breaths, the pain started to subside, though it still felt really weird, my ass filled by his thick girth.

“God, that feels good,” he muttered under his breath, and then he started to thrust himself in and out of me. I bit down on my tongue, feeling that pain returning, intensifying.

“I think it’s too dry,” I said, breaking my silence.

He pulled out, making me feel suddenly empty, like there was a void in my rear-end, and then he bent over and spat into my asshole. A moment later, he shoved himself back in. It was definitely a shock to the system, but it hurt less this time, now that it was properly lubricated. He sunk himself deeper and deeper with every thrust. His hands founds my hips and he held on tightly.

“It hurts,” I said, still biting down on my tongue.

“Just relax,” he said again, and I tried my best. “I’m going to come soon. Oh God.”

I took another few deep breaths and felt my anus unclenching. The pain started to go away and it started to feel good, his big cock sliding in and out of my body. Just as the pleasure started to ramp up, he came. It was a strange feeling, his hot blasts building up deep in my butt. It felt kind of nice, but it was all over so quickly. He pulled out and then that void returned. I felt his creampie slip out of me, trickling down my leg.

My legs were shaking. I wasn’t completely sure what had just happened. Did I just let my best friend fuck me in the ass? I turned to him. He had a long, crooked smile on his face. “Damn, that was good,” he said between deep breaths. “Give me the wig.” After a moment of hesitation, I handed him in the wig. My thoughts were still spinning in a nonsensical tornado.  Was I going to fuck my best friend in the ass.

He put the wig on and then said, “How do I look?”

“You look good,” I said, and he did. He looked sexy, in that little dress, with his makeup, and that long, blonde hair cascading down his shoulders. He turned around, lifted up his skirt, and shook his butt cutely. “Like my butt?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said. I stepped forward, reached down, and grabbed a handful of his bare ass. If felt nice and warm. My hands were shaking. I gave his bum a nice little massage, moving my hand closer and closer to his hole. Carefully, I slipped my thumb up his asshole. He took a sharp breath in. Could I really go through with it?

Hands still shaking, I took my cock in my hand. It was already erect and throbbing, desperate for its turn. I tried to convince myself not to do it, but my body wouldn’t listen. I was determined to fuck Derek in the ass. I pressed the tip of my dick up to his hole. “Fuck me, you little slut,” he said, wiggling his ass, looking over his shoulder with a cute grin.

I pushed in. As I sunk deep, his tight rectum clenched my girth. It felt amazing, like heaven. He moaned as my hands slid up his sides. He looked so adorable in that little dress, so fuckable. I started to thrust in and out of him. He kept his legs close together, standing up on his toes with his feet touching. He looked cute, like a beautiful woman.

“Oh my God, your cock is so big,” he said. “It’s so hard.” And it was really hard, harder than it had ever been. It was so hard it kind of hurt, as if my cock was trying to grow even bigger than my skin would allow it. I was incredibly aroused. I wasn’t going to last long. “I want to come on your chest,” I said.

“I want you to come all over my tits,” he said.

“I’m going to come. Turn around,” I said. As soon as I pulled out, he spun around, grabbed the cups of his breasts and pushed them together. I came, all over his chest and his chin. He even opened his mouth and took a shot on his tongue with a big smile on his face.

My hands were still shaking. I couldn’t believe what we’d just done—we’d had sex. 


CHAPTER III

Derek didn’t end up spending the night at my house. Even he could feel the awkward tension in the air as soon as our little romp was done. He didn’t send me a text or anything. I was hoping we would both wake up sober the next morning with no memory of the act, but that wasn’t the case. When I woke up, it was the first thing on my mind—the image of Derek in that little plaid dress, bent over, shaking his perfect, perky butt. I started getting aroused thinking about it.

And then I had to splash some cold water on my face. I was sober now, why was I still having these thoughts? I should have been filled with total regret, but I wasn’t. My only regret was that I’d let Derek get too drunk before we fucked, which made me worry that maybe now that he was sober, he would regret it.

He didn’t. “I had fun last night,” he finally said with a text message around noon. My heart raced when I got the message.

I thought for a while about how to respond, whether I should just play dumb and pretend like nothing happened, or if I should reciprocate his message. “Me too,” I finally said. My hands were shaking as I typed the message. What had gotten into me? What had gotten into us? Why were we suddenly all giddy like a gay couple? I wasn’t gay—I liked girls. I’d never been attracted to a man in my life, and I wasn’t attracted to Derek.

At least, I wasn’t attracted to Derek when he wasn’t in that blonde wig, that cute makeup, and that adorable little dress. I splashed some more cold water on my face. “Snap out of it,” I told myself.

An hour later I got another text message. “Want to come over tonight?” It was Derek. I did want to go over—I wanted to do it all over again, bend him over and fuck him in the ass, bend over for him and see just how far that incredible euphoria could go. It was just starting up when Derek finally came the day before. I really wanted to know how much further we could push it, just how good it could feel.

But I didn’t want this to become some freak addiction. I didn’t want to become known as the guys who dress up like chicks and fuck each other in the ass. The thought of getting all dolled up again made my body shiver, but I kind of wanted to do it. Before even answering the text message, I found myself in my sister’s bedroom (she was out at the mall with friends). There were so many different outfits, so many things that would have looked so cute on me.

Derek had a sister who was pretty hot. I wondered if he was doing the same thing, going through her stuff, seeing what would look cute on him. There were a few outfits I’d seen his sister wear that I could imagine Derek pulling off. There was one particular yellow dress with thin black stripes that cut off mid-thigh that I bet would look amazing on him, especially if he put on a pair of long white stockings and cute black heels.

I grabbed a backpack from my room and returned to my sister’s room. I filled the bag with a an outfit, the blonde wig, and some makeup supplies. Then I texted Derek back, “I’ll be over in half an hour.”

“See you soon, Cupcake,” he replied, with a little kissy face emoticon. My heart fluttered. I couldn’t believe what I was doing—or even more incredible was the fact that I was genuinely excited. I couldn’t wait to get dressed up, to look sexy once again. I couldn’t wait to feel that incredible euphoria. It was like a drug—I needed more.

Halfway between my house and Derek’s house was a park with a little public bathroom. I looked around before slipping into the women’s bathroom with my outfit in my bag. I locked the door behind me and then hurried to the mirror. I couldn’t wait to watch my face change from my boring male face to its beautiful, sexy potential. I couldn’t wait to see that black eyeliner caressing the edge of my eyes, that bold mascara on my lashes. I couldn’t wait to see my plump lips shining in crimson.

I worked quickly and efficiently, despite my shaking hands. I had so many different thoughts swirling in my mind, but I couldn’t get a hold of one of them. My body cycled through fits of anxious nausea and pulses of warm excitement. Sometimes I felt both powerful emotions at the same time. I kept asking myself, “What the hell are you doing, you idiot?” but I never answered myself. I was too excited to face the answer, whatever it was. I had no idea what I was doing. I was chasing a high, but at what cost?

Once my wig was on, the anxiety began to disappear. I looked too good to be anxious and distressed. How could anyone that sexy be nervous about anything?

For my outfit, I grabbed a lacy teddy that fit my body so perfectly, I wondered for a moment if it was designed just for my body. It was white, almost like bridal lingerie, and it had a built-in garter belt which was well needed for the white fishnets that went with it. Over top of the juicy lingerie I had a cute black dress that was backless. Me and my sister were about the same height, but the dress looked much longer on her. My torso must have been a bit longer, because the dress hardly covered the bulge of my cock in the tight white panties.

Finally, I changed into a pair of white high heels. The heel bit was so thin, I could hardly believe it would be able to hold more than thirty pounds, but sure enough, the heels didn’t snap under my weight. They had cute little straps that went up my ankles. I walked back and forth, stumbling slightly but getting the hang of them quickly. I couldn’t help but notice how much they made my butt perk out in the mirror. I got caught up checking myself out and I lost track of time. My phone buzzed.

“Are you still coming over, beautiful?” Derek wrote.

“On my way,” I wrote back, and then I stuffed all of my male clothes into my bag and I took off for Derek’s house.

Stepping out from the bathroom into the real world was tough. I was pretty sure no one saw me slip in, but what if they did? I still had a few blocks before I was at Derek’s house—what if I ran into someone on the way? What if I knew them? I did, after all, know lots of people in our neighbourhood. In every second house was someone I went to school with. If one of my classmates saw me, would they recognize me? Would they immediately go and tell the whole school? My heart was racing before I was five steps from the bathroom door.

Sure enough, not even a block from the park, I came across two guys from my school. They both looked me up and down. I nearly froze. I could feel my face turn ivory as rigidness began to overtake all of my muscles. “Hey,” one of the guys said with a rosy-cheeked smile, and then they walked by. After my heart resumed its regular beating, I looked back. Both of the guys were staring at my ass. They looked away quickly, but not quickly enough that I didn’t notice.

I bit my lip. For some reason, their horny ogling made me feel incredible, like I’d achieved the greatest achievement of my life, like I finally had some value in this world. Not only could they not tell I was a man, they really thought I was sexy! They couldn’t keep their eyes off of me. I’d spent years desperately trying to get even a fraction of that kind of attention, and now, less than a minute out in public as a woman, people couldn’t keep their eyes off of my body.

I noticed cars slowing down as they passed me, heads turning. I nearly caused a traffic accident at a four-way stop. It was almost a shame I was going over to Derek’s house, where I wouldn’t be able to show myself off to the world. Then I turned a corner and saw Derek’s house, and I remembered that feeling—that euphoria that I was so desperate to revisit. I remembered how hot Derek was in his little dress, when he stood with his legs pressed together, all cute and bent over like a gorgeous pinup model.

I stepped up to his doorstep and, after a deep breath, I rang the bell.


CHAPTER IV

Derek answered the door with a big grin on his face. His cheeks were red as he looked down at my body. But I was surprised to see he wasn’t wearing any of his sister’s clothing, any of his sister’s makeup. He wasn’t wearing a wig or heels or any accessories and he didn’t put on a girl voice when he said, “Come on in, Sweetheart.”

My cheeks became warm and I felt suddenly vulnerable, as if all the confidence I built up on the walk over had vanished all at once. I couldn’t help but feeling like I was being set up, like I was about to find half of our school crammed into his living room, ready to jump out and burst into a fit of laughter. I was slow to take a step into his house, looking around to make sure I wasn’t being set up. “What’s the matter, beautiful?” he asked.

“What’s going on?” I said.

He put his hand on my bare back, where my dress wasn’t covering. “Not much, what’s up with you?” he replied. Either he didn’t quite understand what I was asking, or he was playing dumb.

Had he been dressed up like a lady, there would have been no embarrassment; the mutual feeling of silliness would have cancelled the embarrassment out completely. Not only was he not dressed up like a lady, he was all cleaned up and manly. He was wearing a nice dress shirt, a shiny gold watch, he had his hair neatly slicked back, and he was wearing a nice-smelling cologne. I could also smell a tinge of whisky on his breath. I didn’t even know he drank whisky.

The rosiness in his cheeks didn’t fade, which helped to explain the whisky. He was nervous. I couldn’t help but notice he was keeping his back straighter than usual and his chest pushed out. He was trying to impress—but who was he trying to impress? Me? “Would you like a drink?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said, and then he went to pour me something.

“Make yourself comfortable. We have the house to ourselves tonight,” he said, and then he explained that his parents were out of town and his sister was out with friends. It was slightly comforting to know that the door wouldn’t open at any moment and his family wouldn’t be seeing Derek’s old best friends dressed in his sister’s clothing. I took a seat on the couch and I crossed my legs. I found the perfect spot, with a nice view of a distant mirror where I could see myself. In a strange way, seeing myself helped to calm my nerves. I didn’t just look like Ken in drag. I looked good. I looked like a real woman that I would have even swooned over. And I was quickly realizing that my insecurity and vulnerability was almost nothing compared to Derek’s. As he brought me my drink, his face had changed from pink to a dark red. I could practically see his heart beating against his chest.

I took a sip. Whatever he mixed for me was strong. A drink that strong meant one thing only: I want to fuck. Obviously, I knew that was why he called me over. It was why I went over. But I was under the impression it was a mutual pleasure sort of deal—not just an easy booty call for him. I smiled. I was a booty call. Something about the thought of being a booty call filled my heart with a peculiar warmth.

“You look really pretty today,” he said, taking a seat next to me. He kept some distance between us, his shoulders stiff as wood. I felt that confidence coming back to me, remembering the glares from the guys in the streets and from the drivers of the passing cars. I caught my own reflection in the mirror and that boosted me up even more. In a weird way, I felt like I was stealing his confidence, draining it out of him with each passing minute.

“Thanks, babe,” I said, smiling, inching closer to him. He remained still, forcing a stiff smile. “You don’t look relaxed.”

He turned and looked me in the eyes for a brief moment with a crooked smile. “I’m just a bit nervous. I forgot how good you looked all—all dressed up.”

I bit the corner of my lip. “I want you to relax, is there anything I can do to help?” I said, gently placing my hand down on the upper part of his upper thigh, just an inch from his cock. I felt him exhale slowly through his nose. He wasn’t relaxing, so I slipped my hand up further, over his bulge. I started to rub gently, feeling his bulge stiffening against my fingers. “How does that feel?” I asked.

“It feels good,” he said, but he still wasn’t relaxed. I leaned over and kissed him, taking his bottom lip between mine and pulling it back playfully. Gently, I penetrated his lips with my tongue. His mouth was minty, as if he’d just used mouthwash the second before I walked in the door. I rubbed harder on his now erect cock.

I leaned back and noticed his eyes were open wide and he was staring right into my eyes. His skin was white and his lips parted as if he had something to say, something important to tell me. He was still stiff as a board. “You look really pretty,” he said again, but I could tell that wasn’t what he was trying to say.

“What is it? What’s wrong?” I said.

“Nothing, it’s just… You’re different.”

“How so?” I said. I started feeling that vulnerability seeping back into my gut.

“I don’t know, you just… don’t look or sound like you. You’re not acting like you. You’re like someone else. I don’t know how else to say it.”

“Is that a good thing or a bad thing?” I asked.

“It’s a good thing—a really good thing, it’s just…” he wasn’t able to complete his thought but his lips remained parted as if he was trying to.

“What is it, Derek?” I asked, slipping my hand off of his throbbing erection.

“You’re like a woman—like a real woman. And, you know, I’ve never been with a woman,” he said. “I don’t even know what to do. Remember before when I said I was afraid of this—afraid that my first time would be embarrassing because it took so long to get around to. This is what I was talking about. I don’t know what to say or do. Like, usually we would just play video games and watch movies, but what do I do with you—what do I do with a girl? Should I compliment you more? I’m doing my best, but I just keep telling you that you’re pretty, and you are—you’re really pretty. But I’m starting to sound like a broken record. So I don’t know, what am I supposed to do?”

“Just relax,” I said, smiling. My cheeks became warm. I had him so flustered, so shy, and so awkward. His red cheeks were so much more of an approval than a thousand empty compliments. It was genuine, impossible to fake. He was trying to hide his trembling hands. He was different from the time before, where he was just doing whatever he wanted, not caring about the consequences or whether I was having a good time or not. This was serious for him now, and it felt strangely serious for me, too, as if we were both about to lose our virginity to one another, even though we already had.

I leaned over and we continued to kiss. Then, I started to sink down, sliding over between his legs. I did away with his belt buckle and then carefully pulled down his fly. He was still tense, but I knew that was about to change. I pulled out his cock. It sprung free and slapped hard against his stomach. I could see his thick veins bulging and throbbing.

I’d never sucked a cock before and I’d definitely never been attracted to a cock before. But there was something about Derek’s member that I couldn’t resist. Maybe it wasn’t his member, but maybe it was Derek himself. Maybe it was my overwhelming desire to pleasure him, to get him to relax, to help him get more comfortable around girls. I wanted it to be a positive experience for him. I wanted him to remember it for the rest of his life. I wanted him to remember me as his first fuck.

After a deep breath, I leaned forward and sunk his cock through my lips.


CHAPTER V

His cock felt nice against my tongue, sliding along the insides of my cheeks towards my throat. There was a strange satisfaction to his throbbing girth in my mouth, the way it fit in so perfectly, the way my wet tongue cradled it in place. A few days before, the thought of sucking a cock would have repulsed me entirely, and now here I was, on my knees between Derek’s legs, his cock deep in my mouth, his fingers nestled in my hair. “Oh God, that feels good,” he said under his breath.

I noticed his legs would close in on me slightly every time I performed a little flick of my tongue against the base of his bulbous tip. After just a few flicks, I could taste the sweet tinge of his pre-cum dribbling down his throbbing length. As I sucked his cock, I reached down and began to fondle his ball sack. His balls were big and heavy and warm, and like his cock in my mouth, they felt strangely satisfying in the palm of my hand.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” he said, his head falling back against the couch cushion. He was finally relaxing. His shoulders sunk down and his legs began to part.

I remembered that incredible euphoria from the day before, when his cock was in my ass. I still wanted to see how intense that pleasure could get, and I was starting to worry I was going to get him off with my mouth before I got the chance. So I let his long dick slide out from my mouth and I stood up. Without wasting anytime, I slipped the straps of my dress over my shoulders and let the little outfit drop to the ground. I bent over and did away with my panties. Derek was looking up at my body with wide, flashing eyes. “Holy shit,” he said, scanning my body. “You look so… good.” He didn’t seem to mind my own throbbing erection, which curved up to one side after being pressed in my panties for so long.

“Thanks, baby,” I said, and then I climbed up onto his lap and sunk down, reaching down and grabbing his slobber-covered cock in my grip. I lined it up with my asshole. My heart was racing. It was the moment I’d been waiting for since he came in my ass the day before. I couldn’t wait to relive the insatiable ecstasy. I couldn’t wait to feel his pulsing girth stuffing my body fully. His hands found my hips and he helped to guide me down, his cock penetrating my tight asshole. “Oh shit,” I said, biting down on my lip. I forgot how big he was, how he hardly fit in my little butthole.

I started to bounce up and down, taking his entire length in my small body, over and over. I put my hands on his shoulders for support, which I needed as soon as that pleasure started swirling in my head. The world around us started to disappear. There was only him and I, his big cock and the sound of my ass slapping against his lap. “You’re so fucking pretty,” he said again. His eyes were fixated on my rock-hard erection.

“You do want to jerk me off?” I asked between breaths.

He hesitated. He didn’t respond, but after a moment, he reached down, his hand shaking, and he carefully slipped his fingers around my cock. He started to stroke me off with small, quick pumps. It felt amazing.

That swirling pleasure was becoming more intense. I came down harder with each bounce, lifting up as high as I could each time, feeling the very tip of his cock teasing the rim of my anus. The most incredible feeling was that of his thick tip massaging my tight rectum. My legs started to tremble. The feeling was even greater than I anticipated, more intense than I’d mentally prepared for. I had to fight to keep my eyes from rolling into the back of my head.

I hardly even noticed when I started to come, shooing heavy blasts of my warm cum straight onto Derek’s chest. I hardly felt him trembling all over as his muscles started to contract and his face became red. “I’m going to come,” he said after a quick, heavy breath. He was holding back as long as he could. I started to scream and moan and make all sorts of noises I didn’t know I was capable of making. I felt his hot cum filling me up.

And then, after a moment of silence, we looked each other in the eyes. His eyes were wide, and I’m sure mine were as well. We both knew it—we’d just taken each other’s virginity. That wasn’t just us playing around or experimenting like the day before. That was real. There was a real connection between us.

A cold shiver ran down my spine. I couldn’t help but feel like I was being used, like Derek only liked me because I looked good in a dress and makeup and a wig, and not because of who I was as a person. We were both fairly silent as we cleaned up. “I should get going,” I said, and he just smiled.

“Thanks for coming over,” he said.

I stopped at the same public bathroom on my way home to change.

On one hand, it feels nice to be a booty call—to know that you’re sexy enough to satisfy someone’s sexual desires. But at the same time, it feels wrong, as if you’re objectifying yourself, as if you’re reducing yourself from human to sex toy. I liked Derek, and the more I thought about him and his big, throbbing cock, the more I wanted to be with him. But the more I started to like him romantically, the sadder I became because I knew, at the end of the day, he liked girls. He only liked me because I made a convincing and convenient girl.

But I wasn’t a girl, though the more and more I thought about it, the more I wanted to be one. The whole next week at school was a sad realization that I wasn’t happy as a man. My shit-luck with girls had nothing to do with the fact I was small or skinny or less attractive than the football jocks, but it was because of my confidence—confidence that only existed in me when I put on a skirt and a wig.

It was such a strong realization that I started to feel like I was having a mental breakdown. I looked at myself in the changing room mirror and I hardly recognized myself without the blonde hair cascading down my shoulders. One of the kids in my gym class laughed at me as I was changing out of my gym clothes. “If you had tits, you’d look just like a chick,” he said, and then he started to laugh. The sad reality was, he was totally right.

But what would he do if I showed up one day for school with a dress and a wig and a face of makeup? What was the absolute worst that could happen? Maybe I would get pushed around outside, made fun of—but how was that any different from my everyday life? I already got pushed around and made fun of.

One day I must have finally snapped. I went to school in my sister’s clothes and her wig. I spent an hour before school getting properly dolled up and I didn’t have an ounce of anxiety in me when I walked through those school doors. I had a few guys check me out as I went up to my locker and took out my textbooks. “Hey, are you new?” asked the guy who mocked me just a few days before.

“No,” I said in my girly voice.

“Damn, really?” he said. He checked me out.

“Really. We take gym together, remember?” I said.

And then I watched his eyes glaze over and his face become white. No one beat me up. No one made fun of me. Sure, there was some gossip through the school, but how could they not gossip? I was hot—it was a big story. If one of the guys from any of my classes showed up looking like a total babe, I would have gossiped, too.

By the end of the day, everyone was staring at me as I walked up to my locker. Maybe I really had lost my mind, but the attention actually felt really nice for a change. No one was yelling insults or shoving me against my locker door. They just watched in a peculiar state of awe, unsure of how to react.

“Ken?” someone said behind me. It was Derek.

“Hey Derek,” I said, smiling. “What’s up?” For the first time that whole day, I felt uneasy, nervous, and vulnerable. For the first time that day, I was actually facing someone whose opinion I cared about, whose reaction meant something to me.

Everyone’s attention shifted to Derek. “Want to go see a movie or something?” he asked, his cheeks red.

“Sure,” I said, biting the corner of my lip.

He took my hand, despite the staring faces, and together we left the school.

In life, I think there are two types of virginity. There’s the one everyone loses eventually—you get penetrated or you perform the penetration; you know, the kind they teach you in sexual education class. But then there’s the real virginity, the one only a few people ever get the pleasure of losing: when you lose yourself with someone special, someone you love despite their race or religion or gender, despite societal labels.

It’s true, when you have sex for the first time, it changes you somewhat. Maybe you become a little bit more confident, more outgoing, less afraid of the opposite sex. But when you lose your real virginity—now that’s truly life changing.

THE END


MIKEY NEEDS A GIRLFRIEND

One of Aaron’s schoolmates, Mikey, isn’t very popular. He doesn’t have any friends, and with the prom coming up, it’s looking like he won’t have a date. That is, unless his mother has something to do about it.

With all the school’s girls spoken for, Mikey’s mom is willing to do anything to make sure her son has a date for prom, even if it means paying Aaron to dress up and spend a weekend learning how to be a proper woman. The catch is, her precious Mikey can’t find out.


CHAPTER I

Mikey was a kid who went to my school and he always seemed a little bit off. There was nothing obviously off about him, just a general peculiarity. He was quiet, he never said much of anything to anyone, but there were lots of quiet kids in the school, so that wasn’t particularly strange. He never seemed very interested in girls, but I never thought much about it.

I had always just assumed he was shy, and he truly was. He looked normal enough—he was even above average, according to my female friend, Sarah Klassen. During a slumber party, Sarah and some friends once compiled a ranking of ‘hotness’ for all the guys in our school—Mikey was somewhere in the top half, even above me by a few spots. Not bad.

He wasn’t into weird things. He wasn’t like Evan Andrews, who spent every lunch break behind the school trying to summon demons with a spell book he bought at some crazy occult store downtown. Mikey didn’t dress like a weirdo, and he didn’t eat raw meat or anything absurd like that. But still, there was something off about him.

Maybe it was the fact he had no friends, at least as far as I could tell. Maybe what seemed so strange was the fact that he was so seemingly normal but he still didn’t have any buddies and he didn’t ask girls on dates and he didn’t play on any sports teams. He just showed up for school and went home. He wasn’t even particularly amazing with his studies—a slightly above average student.

Everything about Mikey was either average or slightly above average—nothing remarkable, nothing detrimental. Well, there was one thing—Mikey’s mother.

Mikey’s mother was a bombshell of a milf. She was in her forties, but that didn’t stop her from dressing like she had something to show off (because she had plenty). For a while there were rumours floating around that she was a stripper at the local strip club, but those rumours turned out to be false—though you would believe them if you saw her. She once came into the school to pick Mikey up and she was wearing this tiny pink skirt that didn’t even cover her whole ass. A friend of mine dropped a book and when he went to pick it up, he swears he saw her pussy—she wasn’t wearing any panties. Legend has it, and I personally believe it, she had a vibrator in her snatch—the kind that you control with a little discreet remote control.

Most mothers her age had short, trendy haircuts, but not Mikey’s mom. Mikey’s mom had long blonde hair that she wore straight. She always had a big pair of sunglasses on her head, and she always kept her cleavage nice and perky and exposed. Whenever she walked into the school, every boy had to keep their backpacks in front of their crotches to hide their boners, myself included.

I had the pleasure of seeing Mikey’s mom almost every single day. Neither Mikey nor I took the bus home. We both lived just on the outskirts of town, where the busses didn’t go, so we had to wait after school every day for our mothers to pick us up. Mikey’s mom always came before mine. She always stepped out of her car in her little heels, and she always smiled at me. It was one of the highlights of my day. I swear she even winked at me once, though it was hard to tell because I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her long, smooth legs. “Don’t you get bored sitting out here all afternoon, Aaron?” she asked me once.

“I don’t mind,” I said with a half-smile, though I did mind on Fridays, when Mikey’s father came to pick him up and I didn’t get to treat my eyes to the semi-erotic goddess that was Mikey’s mom.

She was a single mother, and Mikey went to stay with his dad on the weekends. His dad was some rich guy who drove a fancy car and looked angry all of the time. He looked like the kind of guy who would have accidentally knocked up a stripper, so maybe Mikey’s mom had been a stripper at one point in her life—that’s just me speculating, though. Mikey’s dad was always there before the school bell rang, so on Fridays, I would usually be alone out in the parking lot, waiting for my mom to get off of work (it wasn’t the worst wait, never more than forty minutes).

But one Friday, as I sat on the stairs by myself, Mikey’s mom pulled up. She parked only a couple stalls down from where I was sitting, and she stayed in her car after she parked, as if she was waiting for Mikey to get in, but Mikey had already left nearly twenty minutes before. Her windows were tinted, so I couldn’t see her, so I wasn’t entirely sure it was her—possibly just someone with the same exact car.

But then, after a few minutes, the door opened and she stepped out. “Hey Aaron,” she said with a sexy smile that made me tremble. “How’s it going?”

“Good,” I said. “How are you?”

She was wearing a thin white tank-top that was skin tight, with no bra underneath. Her big tits were hardly able to squish into the tiny top, and her perky nipples were desperately trying to break out. Her pair of jean shorts was more like a jean thong, with her pockets doing more to cover her thighs than the actual denim. She had a pretty noticeable camel toe, but I was almost certain that was intentional. “I’m doing great, thanks for asking.”

I smiled and did my best to keep my eyes up, off of her perfect rack, off of her plump cunt that was begging for me to stare at it.

“Is your mom running late?” she asked, twirling her hair with her pointer finger. I couldn’t tell if she was trying to seduce me or if that was just part of her generally flirty personality. I was half her age, after all, what would she want from me? If she wanted to sleep with one of Mikey’s schoolmates, she could have easily bagged one of the football jocks or one of the popular kids. But I didn’t exactly have the highest sexual market value. I was small, skinny, still without an ounce of body hair (I had some arm and leg hair but it was thin and blonde and mostly unnoticeable).

“I think she’s stuck in meetings. It’s okay, I don’t mind the wait,” I said—and it was especially true, now that she was there. “You know, Mikey’s dad already came and picked him up, about twenty minutes ago.”

She laughed. “I know, I know. Do you have a date for the prom yet?” she asked.

I felt a cool shiver run down my spine, but I didn’t know why. I had some suspicion that I was about to face some sort of proposition, and I had an eerie feeling that I wasn’t going to like it. “Not yet,” I said. And more than likely, I was going to be attending prom without a date—unless Mikey’s mom wanted to go with me, in which case I would have been the most worshipped guy at the place, if such a thing was even allowed.

“Do you know any girls looking for dates?” she asked, still twirling her hair with her finger. She had taken a seat on the hood on her car and crossed her legs. As her one leg crossed over the other, I caught a quick flash of flesh. Unsurprisingly, she wasn’t wearing any panties—or she was wearing suspiciously flesh-toned panties. It was too quick to tell for sure.

“I’m not too sure,” I said and I thought for a moment. The prom was just a few days away and most girls were spoken for. There were, of course, a handful of what I would call ‘non-eligibles’, the girls who shy away from boys, who are either so intensely disinterested in the idea of matching and dating, or the girls who are so cripplingly shy—and, let’s be completely honest, the girls who put in absolutely no effort to obtain any sort of interest from men: the girls with billowing unibrows, the girls who eat away their feelings, the girls who dress in all black and fantasize about suicide. Speaking of the eligible candidates, most every girl was spoken for. “I’m just going with some friends,” I said.

I didn’t ask any girl out, not because I was too nervous but because there wasn’t anyone I was particularly fond of. There were a few good looking girls who I could have asked, but looks aside, there wasn’t much there. The girls in my school all just wanted to talk about dumb television show characters and speak in that annoying text-message lingo and hashtags.

“Do you know if there are any girls Mikey might be interested in—any of your friends?” she said, and then it made sense. She was trying to set Mikey up. I had to fight to hide the cringe that wanted to pass through me. I felt bad for the kid, with his mom going around trying to set him up. What girl would want to go on a pity date set up by their date’s mother?

“I don’t know—none that I know of,” I said. I had to bite my tongue to hide the mean grin that wanted to be on my face.

She stared at me with a sly smile. A silence overtook the parking lot. She had something on her mind. Her stare was powerful. It seemed to seep into me and fill me with nervousness. Maybe it was because she was so hot and intimidating. Maybe it was because I’d imagined her naked so many times, and it almost seemed as though she was reading my mind, seeing all of my dirty thoughts. Of course such a thing is impossible, but still, I felt vulnerable.

She looked me up and down slowly, as if she was assessing me. “What are you doing this weekend?” she asked.

“Me?” I said dumbly, still feeling overwhelmed by a sudden nervousness.

“Yeah, you,” she said with a cute laugh. She bit the corner of her lip.

“Nothing, I guess,” I said.

“Want to make a few bucks?” She didn’t wait for me to answer. She hopped down from the hood of her car and went to her car door. She bent over to grab something, keeping her legs straight and her butt nice and perky. She emerged with a pen and a piece of paper. “Here’s my address. I have a little offer to make you. Be at my place at, say, noon tomorrow?” she bent over and handed me the paper. I could see right down her top, right down at her perfect, soft tits. I took the address.

“Okay,” I said. I don’t know why I agreed without getting any more details. Maybe she hypnotized me with her sexuality. It was next to impossible to say no to her, with her plump lips, her big, bright eyes, and that tantalizing perfume that she wore—I could still smell that perfume long after she left, as if it had worked its way into my psyche.

I had to take a deep breath after she left in order to recompose myself. It wasn’t until she was out of sight that I began to wonder what it was she wanted from me—what she was willing to pay me for, and what it had to do with Mikey and the prom. I wasn’t about to protest or stand her up—I was getting invited into the house of the hottest milf in town. It was every boy’s dream come true. At least, I thought it was as I sat on those school steps, holding her address.


CHAPTER II

I arrived right at noon, leaning my bicycle against the side of her house. Her car was in the driveway and the lights in her house were on. She lived on a big plot of land, even further out of town than my house. You could barely see her neighbour’s house, it was so far away, and there was a large field that looked like it was once a farm, but now it was just overgrown grass.

I wasn’t even on the front step yet when the door opened and Mikey’s mom stepped out. She was wearing a red, backless top that was tediously holding up her big tits, and a pair of shiny, leather leggings. “Hi Aaron,” she said.

“Hey,” I said, feeling instantly intimidated in her presence.

“Come on in, come on in,” she said, turning and going back inside, leaving the door open for me.

The inside of her house was nice and tidy. It was bigger than it looked from the outside, with tall ceilings and a wide-open floor plan. Right at the front entrance was a long, swirling staircase that went up to an open balcony of what I could only imagine were bedrooms. “We’ve got the house all to ourselves, so make yourself comfortable,” she said. I thought that was a strange comment—we’ve got the house all to ourselves? What did that mean? Why did that matter? Why would that make me any more comfortable? Did she think I would be worried if Mikey saw me in his house, with his mom? The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind until that point.

She came up to me with a hundred dollar bill. “This is for the inconvenience,” she said. “It really means a lot to me that you’re willing to help Mikey out like this.” It was another strange comment. I figured she brought me over for something to do with Mikey, but I never really knew for sure, and I didn’t realize I was doing anything to help Mikey. I really had almost no idea whatsoever of what Mikey’s mom wanted from me. I figured she was going to try and convince me to be Mikey’s friend, to talk to him more in the hallways, to sit next to him in class. I really didn’t see Mikey much during the day. We weren’t in any of the same classes, and we rarely passed in the hallways. I only ever saw him from across the parking lot while waiting for a ride.

I took the money. “Thanks. Glad to help,” I said.

“Mikey’s a shy kid,” she said to me. “He hasn’t said anything, but I can tell he’s really hoping someone asks him out to prom.” She took a seat across from me and smiled. “Can I get you a drink?”

“I’m okay,” I said. “But I don’t think it’s common for girls to ask guys out to prom. It’s usually the other way around—and like I said, I think it might be too late. Even I don’t have a date for prom.” As the words came off of my tongue, my cheeks became red. My wording came out wrong, and I didn’t mean it offensively—when I said ‘Even I don’t have a date,’ I didn’t mean to insinuate that Mikey was somehow inferior to me. According to Sarah’s ranking list, it was quite the opposite.

She laughed and then she looked me up and down, the same way she did the day before in the parking lot. “Just to be clear, this conversation is just between you and me.”

“Sure,” I said.

“How would you like to make another hundred bucks or so?” she asked.

That increasingly familiar cool shiver ran up my spine. “That would be good, I guess,” I said.

“Great. Go to prom with Mikey,” she said with a big smile stretching across her face. My heart dropped into the pit of my stomach. Did I just hear her correctly? Did she just ask me to go to prom with her son?

“You mean bring him along with my buddies?” I said.

“No, as a date.”

My heart sunk even further down into my gut. I became frozen and tense. And then a moment later, I started to laugh. “I’m sorry, but I’m straight,” I said.

“So is Mikey,” she said, with a disturbing casualness, as if she was asking me to do something that wasn’t total crazy. “No offence, but you have a very feminine figure, I think you would look absolutely fabulous in a little dress and some heels. Your voice isn’t too deep, with a little work we could make you look and sound just like a girl. No one would even know the difference—not even your friends. Believe me, I used to have a gay friend who would go out with me dressed as a woman—no one ever knew. He even looked better than me half of the time.” The way she was now staring at my body filled me with a cold discomfort. She wasn’t kidding—she was totally serious. She wanted me to go to prom with her son.

“No way in hell,” I said, shaking my head. I was suddenly disappointed. I felt like I needed to return the hundred dollars to her, even without her asking for it.

“What if I give you two hundred?”

“No.”

“Three?”

“No way,” I said. She could have given me a thousand bucks, and there was still no way I would put on women’s clothing and put on a girl’s voice and go in front of all of my friends and classmates—even if she was right, and no one would recognize me. The possibility of being recognized was far too terrifying. I would be the laughing stock of the whole school.

“Trust me, no one would recognize you. We would make a full transformation. Just let me show you how unrecognizable you’d be before you decline,” she said, and then she stood up and started towards the staircase, motioning for me to follow her as if I’d agreed to her silly proposal. “And obviously, Mikey can’t know who you are, so you can’t reveal yourself.”

“I’m sorry, but I can’t do it,” I said, not getting up to follow her.

“Just let me show you how good you’d look. You’ll see what I mean,” she said, as if it made any difference how good I looked in women’s clothing. I didn’t care if I looked like a supermodel—if anything, that was an even more discouraging thought, to think I would make a good looking lady. I knew I wasn’t the most masculine boy in the school, but I liked to think I was manly enough that I wouldn’t make a convincing woman.

“I’m sorry,” I said again. I stood up and looked towards the door. I reached into my pocket and grabbed the hundred dollar bill, but I hesitated. A hundred bucks is a lot of money to a guy with no job and no allowance. I wasn’t obligated to give the money back—she did say I could have it just for coming over and hearing out her proposal, but still, it didn’t feel right to keep it. I waked over the mantle and put the bill down. “I should be going,” I said.

“Five hundred bucks,” she said. She was still smiling, as if the whole thing was a big joke to her. Five hundred dollars is a hell of a lot of money to someone who didn’t even have a bank account. It was a new gaming console, a new set of video games, and shit, maybe even a new television for my bedroom. But I couldn’t possibly go through with the prom date, even for the biggest television and every game in the store.

“I can’t,” I said, though I will admit that I stopped for a moment to consider the proposal. I mean, if no one did recognize me, not even Mikey or my buddies, then how bad could it really be? If Mikey’s mom was right, and I was totally convincing and she could coach my voice to sound like a legitimate woman, all I would have to do is stay in character for a few hours. It’s not like I had to kiss Mikey or even dance with him. She just wanted me to go to the prom with him, show my face and give Mikey a bit of a social boost.

I shuddered at the thought of walking into a room filled with my classmates while wearing a dress and a pair of heels. I started towards the front door. “Thanks for the offer,” I said.

“Five hundred bucks and I’ll suck your dick,” she said, and then I really stopped in my tracks. I didn’t look at her right away, letting her words rebound around my brain for a bit, making sure I really heard her correctly. Did she say she would suck my dick? Now that was a real bargaining chip. She was a fox. I’d literally had dreams where she sucked my dick, and I’d masturbated later to the memory of those very dreams. And now, here was my opportunity to make those dreams a reality—not to mention, I was a virgin. I’d never had my dick sucked or even touched by a woman before, never mind a babe like Mikey’s mom.

She walked up to me, smiling, biting her lip. She knew she had piqued my interest. And by the looks of it, it didn’t even seem to bother her—it was an easy victory as far as she was concerned. “What do you say?” she said in an almost whisper, reaching down and running her soft fingers over my cock. “Ooh, you’re a big boy,” she added. I was rock-hard within seconds. I could feel the blood rushing down to my cock and up to my spinning head. Was she serious? She was really offering to suck my cock?

I couldn’t even remember what the deal was—all I could think of was the fact I was about to get head from one of the hottest women in the city. No one would ever believe me, but it didn’t matter—it was potentially going to be the single greatest moment of my life. She undid my belt buckle and then she pulled my belt away and dropped it to the floor. Then she went at my fly. I just stood still and stiff, without an ounce of protest in my body. My face must have been so red. My pants hit the floor and then she began to shimmy down my boxers. My cock was quick to spring free. “Ooh-la-la,” she said with a little giggle.

I was hers. She could have told me to go and let her son fuck me in the ass and I probably would have agreed to it. She could have told me to jump off of a building and I probably would have done it. I didn’t even care for the five hundred dollars—that was just an added bonus. The blowjob was the real prize.

Her hand was warm and her grip on my cock was nice and tight. As she stroked me, my legs trembled. She brought her lips up to my ear. “It would be a real shame if you came before I even got a single lick in, no?” she said. She knew how to work a cock. I’d never felt real pleasure until that very moment.

She slowly sunk down to her knees, not letting go of my member. She leaned forward leisurely and then she let the tip of her tongue slip out from her mouth, just centimeters away from the tip of my cock. Her eyes remained locked with mine the whole time. That smile that wouldn’t leave her face was totally paralyzing, completely seductive. I was surprised she even offered money on top of the blowjob. She knew damn well she could get whatever she wanted with her insane sex appeal.

Still stroking me meticulously, she gently licked the tip of my cock. Her warm wet tongue sent a powerful tremor through my body, and then I came on her face. My cock unloaded a massive load suddenly, as if I’d been saving up my sperm for months. “Oh God,” I said, still coming, “I’m so sorry.” I couldn’t stop coming on her face. She just took every blast, on her nose, her cheek, her forehead, her chin, laughing as if it was the funniest thing she’d ever seen.

“You’re cute,” she said, still laughing after I finally finished coming all over her beautiful face. “Let’s go upstairs and get you dressed up.”


CHAPTER III

I didn’t say much as I stood in her bedroom, watching her go through her closet, pulling out different outfits. There was a lingering embarrassment inside of me, refusing to let the redness drain from my cheeks. I’d been bought by a blowjob that I never even got. I came so pre-maturely, that I never even got to feel what the inside of a woman’s mouth feels like on my cock. Not to mention, I made a real mess on her face, which I probably should have tried my best to avoid—or maybe I should have warned her I was going to bust a nut. Instead of having a memory I could jerk off to for the rest of my life, I now had an embarrassing little blunder where some hot milf found out I was a premature ejaculator.

“Put this on, and this,” she said, tossing me a little brown dress, which was so soft to the touch and couldn’t have weighed more than a few ounces. She also tossed a tiny pair of lacy panties.

I held up the panties. “Panties?” I said. “Is that necessary?”

“You think your boxer shorts will hold down your big boy bulge? Not to mention the bunching…” she said. “You need something tight and discreet. Just put them on.” I turned to go to the bathroom, to change. “Where are you going?” she said. “Change here. It’s not like I haven’t seen everything already—remember?” She smiled, bringing that humiliating memory back to the front of my brain.

After a moment of hesitation, I undid my belt and let my pants drop of the floor. I felt so vulnerable standing naked in front of her, even though she wasn’t even looking at me, still digging through her closet—and even though she was right, she had seen everything already. Once I was butt-naked in her bedroom, I stepped into the panties and slid them up. They didn’t leave much room for my cock, pressing it up tightly between my legs. I tried readjusting it a few different ways. I wasn’t able to hide the bulge of my ball sack. As I had my hand down the front of my panties, Mikey’s mom looked over at me and laughed. “What are you doing?” she said.

“I’m trying to hide the bulge,” I said.

She walked over and reached down between my legs. She took my balls gently in her hand and then started pushing up. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Putting them back where they came from. My friend used to do it all the time,” she said, and then I felt a strange feeling between my legs. It didn’t hurt or anything, but it felt odd. I reached down and felt it. My balls were gone. She’d pushed them back up into my body. “See? That looks much better,” she said, stepping back.

I turned to her mirror, and she was right, the bulge was gone. There was still a slight bulge from my cock, but it almost looked more like a camel toe than anything. “Put on the dress,” she said.

It took me a couple of minutes to figure out how to get into the dress. It was so small and neither side had much fabric covering it, so I couldn’t quite tell which was the front side and which was the back. Mikey’s mom ended up helping me. The front of the dress was cut way low, with the tiniest little metal straps over the shoulders. Sadly, the dress fit perfectly, though it didn’t quite look right seeing as I didn’t have any cleavage to fill the large gap on my torso. “I’ll sew in some pads and we can create some cleavage easily,” said Mikey’s mom. “You’d be amazed at what you can do with a little bit of contouring.” I didn’t even know what that meant, contouring, but I didn’t protest.

I felt strangely duped, as if she’d used my own horniness against me—and of course, she had. But I was helpless. I couldn’t back out of our deal, especially since I’d already gotten my side of the offer and I couldn’t exactly give it back the way you can just give money back. I’d already gotten my blowjob even if my cock didn’t technically make it into her mouth—that was my own problem.

Mikey’s mom pulled a wig out from her closet. It was brown and straight, and about the same length as her own hair. “I tried to go short once a few years back and it did not work. I wore this for almost a year. It’s the highest quality you can get,” she said, walking around me and tossing it onto my head. “Thank God, it fits perfectly.” She shimmied it around a bit and then she ran her fingers through my new hair. “I already can’t recognize you,” she said, “and we aren’t even half done yet!”

I looked in the mirror. It was a strange sight, to say the least: me standing in a tiny dress and a wig. The wig really did look convincing, and it did fit quite snugly. It was somewhat of a sad sight, the fact that I really did look like a girl and we hadn’t even put on a touch of makeup.

“Sit down,” she said, so I did. She pulled out a big box of makeup supplies and then said, “Take notes. You’ll have to do this yourself next week.” A shiver ran through me and that feeling of helplessness became even more overbearing. I was actually going to be going through with this—I was actually going to be stepping in front of my whole school in a dress and makeup and a wig. It seemed so absurd, so ludicrous, but it was really going to happen.

She ran me through all the different makeup supplies and kept insisting that I remember the correct order of application. First she rubbed something called primer all over my face, and then she put on the concealer. “The trick is to be light with everything. You don’t want to look like a whore. You want to look classy and elegant.” She explained how to use the eyeliner and then she gave me the pen and insisted I try myself, so I did. “You’re a natural!” she said after my first attempt.

After we filled in my eyebrows (which were naturally blonde, now dark brown) I really didn’t recognize myself. I was staring at a complete stranger in the mirror. There was no chance in hell anyone would ever recognize me. Mikey’s mom even showed me a contouring trick to make my nose look thinner and my cheek bones higher. And she was right, with the same contouring technique, I looked like I had tits. I had to cup my breasts to make sure there weren’t really breasts there. “God, I wish I looked like you when I was in high school,” she said after taking a step back.

We spent a good hour practicing the voice and committing it to memory. It felt awkward at first, straining my vocal chords the way she wanted me to, but eventually it started feeling so natural that it was hard to break back into my real voice—which was somewhat comforting, seeing as my biggest fear was sounding fake. “The problem with most trannies is they just try to make their voices higher. It’s a lot more complex than that,” she said. I shuddered at her comment, in which she insinuated that I was now a ‘tranny’.

As I stared at myself in the mirror (or rather, as I stared at the beautiful girl who was a complete stranger to me) I began to wonder how I got to where I was. Just that morning, I thought I was getting roped into pretending to be friends with Mikey. I had no idea I would end up in his mom’s dress and wig and makeup, and I had no idea I would come all over her face. I couldn’t even remember the events leading up to the point where she had my cock in her hand. It seemed like a dream, where you’re in one place in one moment and then another in the next, and you never really stop to wonder how you got there.

I stood up and checked out my profile.

“You look hot,” Mikey’s mom said to me, putting her hand on my shoulder. “You’ll look even better once I sew some cups into your dress.”

I did another half turn and then I ran my fingers through my hair. My heart was suddenly racing. I liked the way I looked, but I didn’t want to admit it. It seemed so embarrassing to admit, so humiliating to let anyone know I didn’t mind the feeling of the soft dress against my skin, the tight comforting hug of the panties against my cock. I didn’t even notice until I looked down that my cock had slipped out from my panties and I had a semi-erection. “Are you maybe enjoying this a little too much?” Mikey’s mom asked with a laugh, and my face turned dark red. I turned away from her to cover up my bulge. “Turn to me,” she said. “Don’t be shy.”

There was nothing I could do to hide my new erection. It refused to stay inside the tiny lace panties. I turned to Mikey’s mom.

“I feel like I still owe you from before,” she said, and then she sunk down to her knees, lifted up the skirt of my dress, and took my cock in her hand. She stroked it a few times slowly and then slipped it into her mouth. My heart rose up, nearly into my throat, beating ferociously. A warmth filled my body. Suddenly I didn’t feel so duped, so taken advantage of. I was really getting blown by Mikey’s smoking hot mother. She had her wet tongue all over my manhood as she slid my cock in and out of her warm mouth. It felt incredible. That trembling returned to my legs.

I looked at myself in the mirror. I thought it was a strange sight before, but now, with Mikey’s mom between my legs and my cock in her mouth, it was truly strange and somehow incredibly tantalizing. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of myself. I watched myself reach up and run my fingers through my hair, I watched as I grabbed my breast in my hand and squeezed. I reached down and nestled my fingers into Mikey’s mom’s soft, blonde hair.

Finally, I peeled my eyes off of myself and looked down. She was looking up at me with a grin. She liked having my cock in her mouth and she liked the way I looked—I could tell by that look in her eyes, full of lust. I bit down on my lip.

She leaned back, letting my cock slip out from her plump lips. “Okay, fuck it,” she said, and then she spun around and pulled down her leggings along with her panties. “Fuck me.” She bent over her bed, planting the palms of her hands down on her mattress.

My eyes became wide and I hesitated. I’d never seen a pussy before—not in real life, anyway. Suddenly, unexpectedly, I was facing one, plump and wet, nestled cutely between her smooth thighs. I stepped forward. I took my cock in my hand, which was trembling. I lined up the tip with her damp cunt. “Fuck me, beautiful,” she said. I pushed in.

Her pussy was tight and I could feel it contracting slightly in pulses. “Oh fuck, that feels good,” she moaned. I slid in until my cock was gone completely and my pelvis was pressed against her warm, soft butt cheeks. I fucked her.

As I rammed my dick in and out of her perfect milf body, I caught my reflection in the mirror again. I never once thought I would ever lose my virginity while trying to balance in a pair of tiny high heels, with a long brunette wig on my head. And never, in my whole life, did I think such a sight could be so arousing. I felt a little tickle against my shaft and then I looked down and noticed she had her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit with the tips of her fingers. Her juices were dripping down her thighs. “I’m coming,” she said, and then she moaned like I’d never heard before. Her pussy tightened around my cock.

I couldn’t hold on for very long. I sunk my nails into her sides and I came deep inside of her. And the moment the last drop of cum dribbled out from my cock, I realized I was locked in. I was going to prom with Mikey and I was going as a woman.


CHAPTER IV

I couldn’t help but feel bad for Mikey. What was worse: the fact he was unknowingly going to prom with a man dressed up like a girl, or the fact that his mother set up his prom date for him. I felt like an accomplice in his mother’s evil scheme. Couldn’t she just let Mikey figure his life out on his own terms? Couldn’t she just let him go to the prom dateless, like many of the rest of us?

Her intentions were good, I suppose. She was just trying to help, thinking it would elevate his social status if his classmates saw him with a pretty girl under his arm. Sure, I get it—but what difference did it really make? We were just a couple of weeks away from graduation. After that, everyone would part ways and that would be the end of high school dramatics. I couldn’t wrap my head around it—it seemed more risky than it was worth. What if Mikey found me out? What if he realized how pathetic it was to have your mother arrange your prom date for you? If anything, there was potential for the whole scheme to do more harm than good, which only made my situation even more sticky.

I had the responsibility of ensuring the plan didn’t fail. After Mikey’s mother told Mikey, “You’re going to be taking my friend’s daughter to the prom. She’ll meet you here at six and you can take my car,” it was out of her hands and into mine. I could hardly sleep for the whole week leading up to the prom. Every time I saw Mikey in the hallways, I turned away, worried he would get too acquainted with my face and then recognize me when the big day finally came. I couldn’t take that risk, even if I did look completely different as a woman, in that dress and wig.

Not to mention, if Mikey found me out, I would be toast. All he had to do was tell one other person that I dressed up like a woman and it wouldn’t be a whole day before the entire school found out about it.

So I practiced. I snuck into my older sister’s bedroom when she was out of the house and I stole a few outfits that I knew she wouldn’t notice were missing—including her old prom dress and an old makeup kit (she got a new one at Christmas from my parents). I locked myself in my room after I knew everyone in the house was asleep and then I got dressed up. I put on the wig, the dress, the makeup, and even a pair of heels (luckily my room had carpet, so I wasn’t clunking around and waking everyone up). I tried a few different makeup variations, experimenting with different styles, trying to find the most unrecognizable combination. I ended up getting somewhat carried away looking up makeup tutorials on the internet, and I discovered some styles that made me look ridiculously sexy. I considered wearing them for the prom, but I didn’t want to get too much attention on the day.

I got the hang of pushing my balls up into my body to hide my bulge. As long as the tight little panties stayed on, the balls stayed up and out of the way. Though I did face a familiar issue when I stepped back to check myself out in the mirror. I got an erection and my cock insisted on slipping out from my panties. I couldn’t keep the thing tamed—not without giving it what it wanted.

I watched myself jerk off in the mirror. I didn’t last long—it’s hard to last very long with an face like that staring back at you, staring at a beautiful woman stroking the long, throbbing cock between her legs. My legs trembled and then I came all over my mirror.

I was going to have jerk off a few times before meeting up with Mikey. Under no circumstances could I let my erection slip out in public. The dress Mikey’s mom had planned for me to wear was too tight. I’d be lucky if my cock didn’t break right through the soft, thin fabric.

After getting dressed up for the fourth night in a row, I started to feel more confident about the whole thing. I had my image down, I had my voice perfected, and I couldn’t imagine anyone would recognize me. I was ready for the prom.

When Friday evening finally came, I stuffed my wig and dress and heels into my school backpack and then took off early, giving myself a good two hours to get ready. Both my mom and my sister were home, so there was no chance in hell I was going to be able to get ready at home. I couldn’t get ready at Mikey’s place, because Mikey was there, waiting for me, and there were no public facilities within fifteen miles from my house, so I ended up in the woods, just a few blocks from Mikey’s house, with nothing but a little makeup mirror to get ready with. It wasn’t so easy, as you can imagine—especially getting the wig on properly, seeing as I needed both of my hands for that step, but somehow I managed.

It only took me an hour to get ready, so I spent my spare hour practicing my voice and getting it feeling natural. I also took a few minutes to take out my cock and jerk off to the thought of Mikey’s mom’s beautiful, plump lips hugging my cock, her wet tongue caressing my girth. After I came all over the side of a tree, I tucked my cock neatly into my panties and I straightened the skirt of my dress.


CHAPTER V

My heart was pounding harder and faster than it ever had before as I pressed Mikey’s doorbell. A cold sweat trickled down the back of my neck and I took a few deep breaths in an attempt to control my erratic breathing. Mikey’s mom answered the door with a big grin on her face. “Well hello there,” she said, biting the corner of her lip. Her eyes flashed. “You must be Laura.”

“That’s me,” I said. I couldn’t stop fiddling with my fingers down at my waist.

“Mikey’s just finishing up getting ready. I’ll let him know you’re here. Come in and make yourself comfortable. You look fantastic, by the way.”

“Thanks,” I said, stepping into the house. I felt more vulnerable in that house, in front of Mikey’s mom, than I did walking down the street as cars full of strangers passed. My head was suddenly filled with regrets. Was it worth it? I enjoyed fucking Mikey’s mom, but was it really worth the impending humiliation I was now facing? I took another series of deep breaths and then I took a seat on the couch.

Mikey came down the stairs a few minutes later. I was surprised—he was very handsome, in a nice, fitted suit, with his hair neatly styled. His shoulders were slightly broader than I ever realized, and his arms were thicker, more muscular. At school, he always wore such baggy clothing, you would have never known he actually had a very athletic build.

“Mikey, this is Jane’s daughter, Laura,” his mother said as Mikey reached the bottom of the stairs. His eyes became wide as they came upon me and they flashed. “Laura, this is my son, Mikey.”

I extended my hand and he took it gently. “Hi,” he said softly with a rosy-cheeked smile.

“Have fun tonight, you two,” his mother said. She winked at me with that sly grin still on her face. Even with her son in the room, she couldn’t hide that grin. Mikey said nothing as he opened the front door for me and led me to the car. His mother watched from the front step as we got inside her car. “Drive safe!” she called out.

“Are you excited?” I asked, breaking the long silence as he fired up the engine.

“Yeah, are you?” he said.

“Yeah.”

We started towards the school. I tried to think of things to say to kill the time, seeing as it was a good twenty-five minute drive, but I couldn’t think of anything. My brain could only muster up anxiety, thinking about all the possible reactions on people’s faces when we would eventually walk into the decorated gymnasium. I was just happy Mikey was too shy to look at me for longer than a second or two at a time, worried that he would recognize me if he got too good of a look.

“I’m sorry about my mom,” he said. “I know she can be a bit… protective.”

“She seems really nice,” I said.

“I hope you don’t think it’s weird that she set this up. I asked her not to, but she insisted—I mean, not that I didn’t want to go to the prom with you, it’s just… you know,” his face went from pink to crimson in an instant as his tongue became twisted. I laughed. He was kind of cute when he was flustered. “What school do you go to?” he asked.

“St. Francis,” I said.

“Are you graduating this year?”

“Next year,” I said. I’d spent days planning out my backstory, assuming the questions would pop up. My fabricated backstory really wasn’t too different from my real life, with a few details changed to protect my identity. I still intended to talk about all of my real hobbies and interests. I thought about fabricating those as well, but then how could I speak confidently? If I said that I was interested in shopping or girly television shows, how could I hold a conversation? If I was going to come across as genuine, I needed to preserve as much of me as possible.

I asked him about his hobbies. He liked to draw in his spare time. He passed me his phone, which had tons of photos of his drawings on it. He was actually an incredible artist. “You should try to get these into a museum,” I said, and he blushed.

“Nah, you think so? I’m not that good yet,” he said. He was slowly—very slowly—getting more and more comfortable.

As he told me about his long-term artist aspirations, I realized I’d never even heard him speak before. I’d sat across the parking lot from him for years, and I’d never heard him utter a single word to me or anyone. It’s funny how when someone doesn’t say much, you assume they don’t have much to say—but Mikey had a lot to say. He was an interesting guy, who knew a lot about art and history. He had a lot of interesting stories from his childhood, and he had a lot of big dreams for the future. Once he started to open up, I found it difficult to speak myself, feeling my own stories and aspirations were dull in comparison.

The car’s gas gauge began to ding, so we turned off the main road in search of a gas station. After turning down a series of narrower and narrower side roads, we found one. We got out to fill up. “I’m just going to stretch my legs,” I said, and then I walked away from the car towards a parked car. I wanted to use the car’s mirrors to make sure my makeup still looked okay. As I bent over to check myself out, I noticed Mikey was staring at me. He didn’t know I could see him through the reflection.

I had some fun with him, bending over further, keeping my legs close together so my butt would perk up cutely. I watched his cheeks turn red as his lips parted. He thought I was a babe, I could hardly believe it. Sure, I thought I looked pretty good, but it was nice to see it from someone else—someone who didn’t know I was secretly a man. I pretended to adjust my tits in my top, and his face became even redder. His eyes were fixed on me as if he couldn’t look away, as if he couldn’t believe he was going to prom with such a beautiful woman.

When I finally turned around, he snapped his head back to the gas pump and awkwardly leaned against the car as if he had never looked over at me at all. “Ready to go?” he asked.

“Let’s go.”

We were so far off the grid that our phones weren’t getting any service. We drove around for a while hoping to find the main road, but the streets were just looking more and more unfamiliar. We were lost. Once the sun had set, nothing looked remotely familiar. We pulled over at another gas station to ask for directions back to the highway. Neither Mikey nor I could understand the gas clerk because of his thick, strange accent. We ended up buying a map and we sat in the car together for twenty minutes trying to figure out where on the map we were. We were both laughing like idiots the whole time.

“I’m so sorry,” he said.

“For what?”

“We’re missing the dance. By the time we get there it’s almost going to be over,” he said.

And then I kissed him. I don’t know why I did it—I had no reason to. It wasn’t part of the deal, and he was a man. I didn’t like men—or did I? I’d never been attracted to a man before, but suddenly, I couldn’t help it. It was as if my female persona had started to seep into my own personality, into my DNA. His hand gently cradled the side of my face and he slipped over the center console, on top of me. As we made out, he accidentally bumped the reclining lever, and I held onto him tightly as we dropped down into laying position. “Sorry,” he said.

“It’s okay,” I said, and then we continued to kiss.

“I like you a lot.”

“I like you, too,” I said. I explored his body with my hands, slipping them under his shirt. He was so firm, so muscular. I had to run my fingers along his thick abs a few times before I could believe they were real. I even ended up slipping my hand down the front of his pants, grabbing onto his raw flesh. He was hard, and he was big. I stroked his length, feeling it throbbing warmly in my firm grip.

He bit his lip. “We should probably get to the prom,” he said.

“Do you really want to go?” I tightened my grip on his cock and his body trembled.

“I guess we can skip it,” he said, and then he started to kiss my neck.

And then I felt it starting—my cock began to throb and grow and harden. I could feel it slipping out from my panties with every throb. But he was on top of me and there was nothing I could do to fix my situation. I couldn’t get my hand down to make any adjustments—not that there was any adjustments I could make. All I could do was hope that he didn’t notice, but then what? What if he somehow didn’t notice and then he wanted to go further than just kissing? I was doomed.

He slipped the straps of my dress over my shoulders—there was another part of me I couldn’t reveal. My breasts were non-existent, just pads sewed into my dress. What was I doing? The night was going so well—why did I have to go and sabotage it?

“What is that?” he asked as his abs rubbed up against my raging erection. He had a crooked smile on his face. I became completely frozen and my face flushed. He reached down and ran his hand along it. “What the heck is that?” he said again, trying to grab it, probably thinking some old car junk had accidentally slipped between us. Then his expression dropped as he realized it wasn’t any old car junk.

“I’m so sorry, I can explain,” I said, my heart breaking free from its frozen state, now pounding aggressively against my ribcage. For weeks I had been cripplingly anxious about the potential humiliation, but I never stopped to consider my own personal safety. What if he got enraged? What if he felt humiliated and wanted some sort of revenge?

What would I have done if it was the other way around, if I was in the car with a beautiful woman and I discovered a throbbing erection between her thighs? My brain couldn’t even fathom such an insane hypothetical.

“You aren’t really a girl?” he managed to say, keeping his lips parted.

“I’m so sorry, Mikey, I knew this was a big mistake.”

“Does my mom know?”

A cold shiver ran down my spine. “Yeah,” I said.

His face turned an even darker shade of crimson. His lips remained parted but no words came out.

“I still like you,” I said, as if it would make the situation any better. My heart continued to rage on in my ribcage. “I won’t tell anyone about this—about the date or the kiss or anything.”

“Anyone? Not even my mother?” he said.

“Of course not.”

He looked into my eyes and then there was a moment of silence. Then, he leaned forward and locked his lips with mine. The kissing resumed. As I went to wrap my arms around his body, I noticed I was completely stiff, shaking all over. I felt like I slipped into some anxiety induced fantasy to escape the horrible awkwardness of my outing, but it was real, his lips were really locked with mine and his tongue was really in my mouth.

After a minute, his hand found its way up my dress. He managed to shimmy my panties down to my knees and then he started to rub my cock. He seemed to like me regardless of my sex, of what I had between my legs. “You’re so beautiful,” he muttered as his fingers slid down further towards my butthole. Gently, he began to finger my anus. I’d never been penetrated before, but it felt amazing. Slowly, he sunk his fingers in deeper and deeper until his knuckle was pressed against my butt cheeks.

“Fuck me,” I said, spreading out my legs.

He got his dick out quickly and efficiently, lining it up with my tight hole. I pressed my hands against his ripped chest, and then he pushed in. Euphoria exploded inside of me. I became weak, docile, a limp sex toy. I was hardly able to hold onto his body using my digging fingernails. He was so big, stretching me so wide. It should have hurt, but it didn’t. It felt amazing. Warm pulses of energy filled my body and everything became bright. He started fucking me.

“Deeper,” I said.

He drilled down harder, slamming his pelvis into my soft ass. Within seconds I was a moaning mess, his to do as he wanted with, completely defenceless. Fucking his mom a week before was fun, but it was nothing compared to the feeling of being dominated, stuffed and hammered by a big, thick cock. “Come in my asshole,” I managed to say between deep breaths and moans.

He squeezed my tit firmly and then his hand slid up to my throat. He tightened his grip. I couldn’t breathe, but it felt so good and I was too far gone to protest. I didn’t want to protest, I didn’t want the pleasure to stop. It was so intense. I felt something warm and wet on my belly. I looked down and realized I was coming, without even touching my cock. Cum was oozing out the tip of my dick. “Oh God,” I muttered over and over.

“I’m coming,” he said and then I felt it, my ass filling up with his hot load. I screamed as the ecstasy reached its powerful climax.

Getting fucked by Mikey was one-thousand times better than going to the prom. Feeling his muscular, rigid body lay down on mine as he caught his breath was way better than awkwardly slow dancing with any girl. My night with Mikey was probably the most memorable night of my life. We ended up skipping the prom completely, despite finding the main road shortly after fucking.

We went out and got ice-cream together, and we caught a movie at the local theatre. We didn’t pay much attention to the movie, though. We were too busy making out in the back of the theatre, playing with each other’s cocks. I got him to come again, this time using only my mouth. His cum was sweet. I swallowed. When we got back to the parking lot, he went down on me. I sunk my fingers into his soft hair and once again found myself rendered a limp, moaning puddle. I came on his face without warning, just like I did with his mom.

We had a lot of fun. It was sad when we got back to his house and it was time to go home and put the night behind us. “Will I see you again?” he asked.

“Whenever you want,” I said.

“All the time,” he said, leaning forward and giving me a kiss. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see his mother watching from the window. I wonder how she felt, seeing her son kissing another man. She had no idea Mikey knew my real identity. She had no idea we’d spent the whole evening going at it like bunny rabbits. She probably thought we had just gone to the dance and then we came home. That was all she needed to know, and as far as she knew, that was the end of Mikey and me.

Because Mikey was ready to start a new life—his own life, with me, and all of his own decisions; no more mommy making the calls, setting up the dates, choosing the girlfriends. After that night, Mikey was his own man. He told his mom he was moving out and we ended up getting an apartment together. You should have seen his mom’s face when she came to visit for the first time, a few months later, after Mikey told her he was living with his girlfriend. “But—But—Do you know—I mean—Have you seen her, I mean his, I mean…” she couldn’t complete a sentence to save her life.

We both laughed. The irony was, it was her own doing. She set it all up. You might say, she learned to be careful what she wishes for from now on.

And thanks to her, we all learned the most valuable lessons of our lives. Mikey learned that it’s okay to make your own decisions in life, to be your own man. As for me, I learned who I was truly meant to be: Laura, the cute brunette with a little secret between her legs.

THE END


FEMINIZED FOR HER

Brennan’s got a thing for his step-sister’s new friend, Cassie. She’s funny and cute, but there’s one problem: she’s a lesbian. That doesn’t stop Brennan from fantasizing—a fantasy which gets so carried away, he finds himself in his step-sister’s bedroom, seeing if he could be a lady for Cassie.

After Brennan’s step-sister catches him in a wig and a full face of makeup, she realizes she might just be able to help him out, but it’s going to involve some serious feminization.


CHAPTER I

I had a hard time when my parents split up, when I was fourteen. I had an even harder time a few months later, when I found out my dad had been seeing another woman and they’d decided to get married. Putting on a happy face at the wedding was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done. Clearing out my mom’s old art studio to make room for my new step-sister was akin to torture. I was pretty sure life was over, that my happy childhood had come to an abrupt end and there would only be pain and suffering from then on. And then my new step-mom moved in, along with my new step-sister.

I hadn’t met my step-sister at the wedding. I knew nothing about her before she moved in. When my dad told me I would be getting a new step-sister, I expected an annoying toddler or some pre-teen diva. Instead, it was a girl from my school, from my grade. Her name was Vanessa.

We never talked much before at school, but we ended up becoming good friends, connecting over our mutual disdain for our parents. She was into a lot of the same music as me, she liked to play the same video games, and we liked the same movies. During the summers we would go hiking together, during the winters we would go skiing. We would stay up late almost every night, talking for hours about our goals in life.

We were out hiking, halfway up a mountain, when I had the sudden urge to kiss her. The kiss only lasted about five seconds, and then she looked at me with red cheeks and wide eyes. “There’s something I’ve never told you,” she said. I could tell by the glazed over look in her eyes that I wasn’t going to like it. I braced myself emotionally.

“What is it?”

“I’m a lesbian,” she said. “I like girls.” It was a devastating blow at first. We had so much fun together, I couldn’t imagine having nearly as much fun with any other girl in the world—so it only seemed right that we should spend our lives together. But instead, I got slapped into the friend-zone—or better yet, the step-brother zone. We never talked about the kiss. We both pretended like it never happened. For a long time it felt like the world’s biggest elephant in the room. She never quite looked at me the same, but after about a year, things got back to normal—as close to normal as they were going to get.

It was probably for the best. She was my step-sister, after all. We had a good thing going and it probably wasn’t worth risking over a passing lust. And I thought if she really was a lesbian, then I wasn’t going to be able to satisfy her anyway. I did my best to let it go.

By seventeen, we’d started going to a lot of parties together. Vanessa started coming out of her shell in a big way and became one of the more popular girls at school. And it was always a crowd-pleaser when she made out with another girl at a party. I couldn’t help but watch either. She grew up to be a sexy lady, with nice big tits, a thin but curvy in all the right places body. She let her blonde hair grow long and she started dressing down, showing off skin whenever she had the opportunity. She was hot.

I wasn’t so lucky. I watched her blossom over the years while I remained thin and short. Vanessa always tried to help me out, introducing me to her stunningly beautiful friends, most of whom were taller than me. I became instantly intimidated and would shy away. The best compliment I ever got was, “Aw, you’re so cute.” I’m still not sure it was better than nothing.

Even once I was eighteen, it was still pretty rare that I would approach girls. Once I had my sights on a girl I was interested in, it would take me weeks—sometimes months—to build up the confidence just to approach her, and then there was about a 50% chance I would chicken out before asking her out, and I was rejected more than 50% of the time. Second dates were even more rare, and third dates were still non-existent. I was a failure with the ladies. I was about ready to give up when Vanessa brought a new friend home: Cassie.

Cassie took my breath away. She was a cute, petite blonde, with big flashing eyes. She had the most adorable smile that always seemed to be on her face. She had small tits, and she had such a small stature that if you squinted, you might have thought you were staring at a child. But she was no child. She was a fox. Her face was awe-inspiring. The first time I saw her, she was wearing a black one-piece bikini. Her and Vanessa and a few others were going out to the swimming pool. They invited me, but I was too flustered to go along, already a babbling idiot the moment they were in the same room as me.

“What’s wrong with you?” Vanessa asked me later that night, after her friends had gone home.

“Your friend—she’s so… Is she single?” My head was still spinning with the image of her stuck inside.

Vanessa laughed. “She’s unavailable,” she said, but it was a strange answer—was she single or not? I didn’t ask if she was ‘available’, whatever that meant.

“What are you talking about?”

“No offence, Brennan, but she wouldn’t be into you. You’re not her type.” I felt a stinging in my heart that was all too familiar. I wasn’t anyone’s type. No girl wants to date a small guy, a guy who can hardly lift the weight bar with no weight on either end. It wasn’t like I hadn’t tried to change and improve myself. For six months, I went to the gym everyday, pushing around weights but never improving. I even paid for a personal trainer who ended up scratching his head and saying, “Maybe you should see a doctor. You might have a thyroid problem.”

I went to the doctor, and they checked me out. “You’re totally healthy, you just have a very high metabolism.” Apparently that meant it was not only extremely hard for me to put on muscle, but I couldn’t put on any fat either. I was stuck being thin, at least until my metabolism slowed down. “When will that happen?” I asked. “For most men, in their thirties. I’ve seen it take longer, one of my patients didn’t start seeing a difference until he was fifty. Embrace it—a lot of people would kill to be in your position,” he said—and he was right, a lot of people would have killed to be in my position: a lot of women. No man wants to be doomed to skinniness for the prime of his life. “What about my height? Will I have another growth spurt?” I asked the doctor. “No, probably not. You’re just short.”

I stared at Vanessa, who was smirking as if it was funny. “So what’s her type then?” I asked.

“She prefers tits and a pussy,” Vanessa said.

“She’s a lesbian?”

“That’s right,” Vanessa said. She took a seat on the edge of my bed and leaned back, making her breasts perk out. She wasn’t wearing a bra and I could see the whole contour of her erect nipples. Sometimes I thought she did it just to tease me because she knew it drove me crazy. My increasing sexual frustration was like a game to her—or maybe that was just the hormones pinging around in my brain like some dysfunctional pinball machine. Maybe she didn’t even notice she was perking out her tits, and maybe she didn’t know her nipples were plainly visible through her lack of bra. It probably made me a freak for even noticing. “She might be a little bit bi-curious. She calls herself a lesbian but sometimes I wonder.”

“So are you going after her, then?”

“Going after Cassie? No way, she’s not my type,” said Vanessa smiling with her eyes narrowed as if it was the silliest suggestion I’d ever made.

“Not your type? What the hell is wrong with you?”

“She’s a bit too… promiscuous for me. She gets around with a lot of girls, if you know what I mean.”

“No, I don’t know what you mean. Please elaborate.”

“Well, as you clearly know, she’s a good-looking girl, and she’s a ‘make you question your own sexuality’ kind of good-looking. She gets a kick out of flipping coins.”

“Flipping coins?” I felt like my sexual inexperience was suddenly catching up with me and revealing itself in an embarrassing light.

“She likes to sleep with straight girls and make them into lesbos.”

“But you said she might not be fully lesbo, right? So I might still have a chance?” I said. It wasn’t until the words came off of my tongue that I realized how desperate I sounded. I couldn’t help it. The image of Vanessa’s friend was haunting my mind, refusing to leave, growing more and more prominent.

She just laughed at me. “I don’t think so, but I guess you’re welcome to ask her. Maybe your chances would be better if you grew your hair long and put on some makeup and a cute little dress.” She said it jokingly, but it wasn’t the worst idea ever. I already had people mistaking me for a woman. One time, at a breakfast place, the server came up to Vanessa and me and said, “Hey ladies, what can I get you this morning?” Even after she looked me right in the eye, she continued to call me “miss”. Vanessa found it hysterical, and then she assured me I didn’t look like a woman and the server must have had some vision issues. That very day I went and got a haircut.

I knew I could put on a girl voice. My own natural voice was already super-feminine. In public, I strained to make it sound more masculine. Even around Vanessa I did my best to deepen my voice, but occasionally, especially after a few drinks, I would let myself slip. I’m sure Vanessa had heard my real voice more than a few times before, but I still felt the need to try and be more ‘macho’, more manly around her.

I lay in bed that night, unable to sleep. That little idea was festering, growing, its roots burrowing deeper and deeper into my mind. I started to think of more than just Cassie, I started to think of my conundrum as a whole. Being a chick would be so much easier. Even the so-so girls at our school got one-thousand times more attention than I ever did. Now, just a few weeks away from college, a few weeks away from meeting a whole slew of new people who wouldn’t know I was really a man if I showed up as a woman, I couldn’t help but wonder if it maybe was the solution to my problems. I wasn’t interested in men, but maybe I could be a lesbian.

And if I ended up getting with Cassie, great. I’m sure I could think of a way to explain my cock to her—transgenders were all the rage, after all, especially on college campuses. And if she really was a little bit bi-curious, then all the better—I would have everything she could want.

At first, the idea was just a passing thought, just an invisible light bulb hovering over my head. But the more I thought about it, the more I really started considering it. I knew I was entering dangerous territory when my heart started racing and I started moving onto developing the plan—beyond simply suggesting. I started figuring out a course of action—starting with the plan to enter into Vanessa’s room when she’s out, nabbing a few items, and seeing if I could really pull it off.


CHAPTER II

I didn’t end up sleeping at all that night—I maybe dozed off for a few minutes here and there but I was immediately woken up by my beating heart, reminding me that I was considering doing something that was not only crazy, but very risky as well. It wouldn’t be easy to explain to Cassie why I dressed up like a girl, if she happened to call me out. And it sure as hell wouldn’t be easy to explain to my parents why I was wearing my step-sister’s makeup—luckily they were away on some big travel trip, travelling the world now that they were retired.

Vanessa would make fun of me for years—it would be hard to look her in the eyes. I thought about telling her about my potential scheme, to lessen the burden and maybe get some useful pointers as well. But I knew she would try and talk me out of it and continue telling me, “Just be happy with who you are. I like that you’re a small guy—it’s different.” That was what she always told me—though it was easy for her to say, she’d already rejected me once before.

Cassie showed up at our house around noon to pick Vanessa up. They were going to the mall. My heart beat faster and faster and faster as they lingered in the doorway, getting their shoes on, getting ready to go. I knew as soon as Cassie’s car was out of the driveway, it was show time—time to do something I’d never even imagined myself doing until the night before. Cross-dressing was what crazy people did, wasn’t it? In movies, the guy who gets caught wearing panties under his khakis is always the weirdo, always some pervert, always portrayed as a freak. Was I suddenly becoming a pervert? A freak?

No, of course not. Me and the movie guy were different. He actually liked dressing up, like a fetish, or maybe there’s some wrong-wiring in his brain. I was just doing it to get closer to women, to make my life easier. I wasn’t going to walk around in my regular hoodie and jeans, wearing a piece of lacy lingerie underneath all day. And I wasn’t going to be like those creepy guys who stood on street corners with beach balls stuffed into dresses that were a few sizes too small, with their stubble pushing out through their caked on makeup. If I was going to do this, I was going to do it right—or not at all.

I entered Vanessa’s bedroom, my heart slamming into my ribcage. I felt sick, but I kept reminding myself that I was alone, that I wasn’t actually committing to anything, it was just a trial run. No one was going to see me, and if it didn’t work out, I could easily forget it ever happened. I got undressed, even dropping my boxers to the ground. Boxers bunch up, even in my baggy jeans, never mind a tight pair of leggings or a dress. Again, I needed to go all the way or not at all.

I started at her closet, reaching up to the top shelf where she kept a few wigs that she hadn’t worn in years. A few years before, she got her hair cut short and less than a week later she decided she hated her new style, so she bought some wigs.

My hair was pretty shaggy, and if I did end up looking passable as a woman, I could easily grow it out in just a few months. But for now, I needed the wig. I took the long, blonde wig and put it on my head. I went with blonde because my hair was naturally dark brown, and I figured I should move as far away from my natural colour as possible to avoid any possible recognition. The wig fit nicely, and even looked pretty good on me. I stared in the mirror, covering my chest with my forearm and my cock with my hand, squinting slightly to see if I could imagine myself as a woman. Not a bad start…

I slipped on a pair of white cotton panties. Even though they were way tighter than I was used to, they actually felt kind of nice, way softer than my boxers, hugging my junk tightly. I put on one of Vanessa’s bras, but it looked very strange on my body: deflated and awkward. I needed something to stuff it with, to give it the illusion that I had real breasts—even small breasts would be fine.

I dug through her closet and found a few pairs of push-up bras that had thick pads already in them. I swapped out my bra. Already it looked a lot better. I just stuffed a sock down each one to give it some more definition, and suddenly it looked good—too good, considering I’d used socks. I stood profile to the mirror. Thanks to my new bust, I had some nice curves. For once in my life, I wasn’t just a twig, though I didn’t have much of a butt. Oh well.

The question was, what outfit do I wear to test to see if I really could pass the test? I dug around but nothing stood out to me. All of Vanessa’s clothes seemed so complicated, with so many little straps and ties, and I had no idea how to piece together an outfit. I tried on one of her dresses, a little red dress, but it showed off too much cleavage and looked silly. I needed something that wasn’t too low-cut, at least until I figured out a better solution to my chest problem than sock tits.

Then I saw it, hanging over her bedframe: Cassie’s black one-piece. She must have taken it off to dry and left it behind. Staring at it, I figured Cassie and I were probably about the same size, similar build (I was maybe an inch taller if I was lucky). And all I could think was how sexy she was in the bathing suit—I was curious if I could be even a little bit as sexy as her.

I put the one-piece on and it fit perfectly. It actually made my ass stand out quite nicely. It was a weird feeling, wearing an outfit that leaves your butt cheeks hanging out, hardly covering your butt crack. But the way it shaped my figure was astonishing. I couldn’t believe my own body, how good I looked. I’d always thought my body was shaped like a two-by-four, straight up and down without a single curve. But apparently I had a smoking hot body—if only the tits were real…

I did a little bounce, watching my fake tits rise and fall slightly, my hair floating and shaking in the air. I really was kind of sexy.

I took a seat at Vanessa’s makeup desk and got to work. I filled in my eyebrows and I darkened my lashes. There were so many different supplies, and with every single one, I looked drastically better. I was transforming before my own eyes. Once I rolled the red lipstick over my lips, I didn’t even recognize myself. I wasn’t staring at a man. I was staring at a little blonde bombshell. I stood up and stepped back, seeing the full picture.

A shiver ran down my spine and my heart sunk into my gut. I proved exactly what I’d set out to prove—that I could pull off being a lady. But it didn’t seem right. Maybe I didn’t set out to prove that I could be a lady, but instead the opposite. All along I’d been hoping I was wrong, that I would look ridiculous in women’s clothing and makeup and a wig, and I could put all of this gender bending nonsense behind me. But no, I looked great. I could have anyone fooled.

The bedroom door opened and Vanessa stepped in. My heart stopped beating for a moment and my lips parted. I needed to say something but I couldn’t think of anything to say. I was caught—at the worst time possible. There was nothing to say.

“Who the hell are you?” she said. Even she didn’t recognize me. She looked terrified, as if she really was staring at a stranger who had broken into our house.

“I can explain,” I said, and then I watched her pupils dilate. She recognized my voice instantly.

“Oh my God—Brennan?” she said softly, as if she couldn’t bring volume into her voice, like a marathon runner who just crossed the finish line.

“Hey Vanessa, is everything alright?” Cassie called out from downstairs. I could hear her jogging up the stairs.

Vanessa’s face turned red and she smiled, covering her mouth quickly so she wouldn’t laugh. My heart had broken free from its state of paralysis and was now exploding rapidly in my chest. My head was spinning. I was on the verge of passing out. “Get in the closet, you idiot!” she said. She bit the edge of her hand to stop herself from laughing.

I hopped into the closet and closed the door. A few seconds later, I heard Cassie enter the room.


CHAPTER III

I couldn’t hear much of what Vanessa and Cassie were saying over the dull thudding of my heart against my ribcage, though I could see their shadows passing by the small slit of light under the door. “Did you find my swimsuit?” Cassie asked, walking right up to the closet door.

“Um, no, I don’t think you left it here. I looked for it last night,” Vanessa replied.

Cassie stepped even closer. “Do you have any cute clothes I can borrow?” She grabbed the doorknob and began to turn it. The closet door opened slightly and then Vanessa said, “I actually have something you’d really like downstairs.” The door stopped opening. I was seconds away from vomiting all over Vanessa’s clothing. “I was actually looking at it and thinking about you just this morning. Here, I’ll show you.”

The two girls left the room and I listened for them to descend the whole staircase before hopping out from the closet, running out from Vanessa’s room, across the hallway, and into my parents’ room. I locked the door behind me, heart still pounding. I was lucky that Cassie didn’t see me, but I’d been caught by Vanessa, and that was bad enough.

Oh God, I couldn’t even begin to think what she was thinking about me. She must have thought I was a pervert, or that I was gay. I wanted to explain myself to her, but I couldn’t gather my thoughts. I couldn’t even think of an excuse that I would believe. Even my actual reason was sounding hard to believe.

I was in my parents’ room for a long, silent twenty minutes before there was a knock at my door. I was still in the outfit, still in full makeup, still wearing the wig. “It’s me,” Vanessa called out. “Cassie went home. Let me in.”

I walked up to the door and then hesitated. I didn’t want her to see me dressed like a girl again. But what other option did I have? There was no sink to wash my makeup off and there were no clothes I could change into. Besides, I’d already faced the humiliation, it’s not like it could get any worse. So I let Vanessa in. She looked at me with flashing eyes. “I can’t wait to hear your excuse,” she said with a big grin.

“Shut up. It’s not what it looks like.” My cheeks became warm.

“It looks like you’re wearing my wig and makeup and Cassie’s swimsuit. Are you not?”

I bit down on my tongue, thinking it would somehow help with the crippling humiliation of standing in front of my step-sister dressed like a woman. It actually did help a bit, but I still wanted to curl up and die. “I thought that if I dressed up like a lady… Oh God, this is going to sound so stupid…”

Before I could figure out how to explain myself, Vanessa interjected. “So you can get with Cassie?”

My whole face became hot. After a silence, I said, “Yeah. How did you know?”

She started to laugh. “Oh man, that’s so funny,” she said. She looked up at me. “And say you managed to get with Cassie, what would you do when she finds out about your… you know—your big ol’ dick.”

My face flushed. “I don’t know, okay? I figured I would find a good time to tell her and… I don’t know, okay? It made sense in my head!” Before I snuck into Vanessa’s bedroom, it really did make a lot of sense. It seemed like I had the whole operation thought out flawlessly, like there was almost no room for failure. Once I saw myself in the mirror, I thought bagging Cassie would be a cinch. Now, hearing my plan out loud, I couldn’t even begin to believe what I was thinking. Had I lost my mind completely?

Vanessa was staring at me with a curious smirk.

“What?” I said.

“You know, you don’t look half bad… Though you do look like a bit of a hoe,” she said, and then she laughed.

“Whatever—Just, please don’t tell anyone about this.”

“Hold on now, hold on,” she said, stepping further into the room, her flashing eyes scanning my body slowly, taking all of me in. “Let me hear your best girl voice.”

“Vanessa…” My heart stuttered and my cheeks turned red. She wasn’t letting it go. She was determined to make me suffer.

“No, I’m serious. If you don’t want me to tell anyone—mom and dad included—show me your best girl voice.” She smiled.

I caught my reflection in a nearby mirror. If it wasn’t for my now ivory face, I would have thought for a moment there was someone else in the room with us. I looked down at me feet. “What do you want me to say?” I said in my best girl voice. I couldn’t bear to look at her, it was too embarrassing, too emasculating.

“I don’t know, tell me about your favourite pair of shoes,” she said.

“My favourite pair of shoes?”

“Every girl has a favourite pair of shoes. If you’re going to pass as a lady, you need to have a favourite pair of shoes.” I looked up at her. Her eyes were glowing. She had something on her mind. “C’mon,” she said.

“Okay, well…” I said, thinking. I’d creeped Cassie’s Facebook page just the night before, and there was a photo of her wearing the cutest pair of black open-toed heels. They had adorable little straps that went halfway up her calves. I started to describe them to Vanessa, in my best girl voice, hoping it would be enough for her to keep her mouth shut. The more I spoke, the bigger her grin became.

When I was finished describing the cute heels, she bit her lip. “You know, this might actually work,” she said.

“Might actually work? What are you talking about?”

“Come to my room. I’m going to give you a few pointers.”

My heart skipped a beat. She was already out the door and on her way to her bedroom before I was able to protest. I had to run to catch up to her. I could feel my bum bouncing freely in the tight, little bathing suit. “Wait!” I called out. “There’s no way I’m actually doing this. It was just a big mistake,” I said.

“No way—you’re doing it. Do you want to get with Cassie or not?” A cool wave ran through my body. I did want to get with Cassie, but I suddenly felt like I wasn’t being given the choice.


CHAPTER IV

Before I was able to say anything through the giant lump in my throat, Vanessa already had three outfits laid out on her bed. “We’ll try this one on first,” she said, motioning towards a pair of tight leggings and a tank top. “Notice I didn’t pair these leggings with that top.” She pointed to another top at the other end of the bed. “It’s important not to mix patterns like that—those are the kinds of things every girl needs to know. Now get undressed.”

I picked up the outfits and started towards my bedroom.

“Where are you going?” she said.

“I’m going to change.”

“Just change in here. I’ll look away.”

My heart fluttered. I didn’t want to strip down in front of my step-sister, whether she was staring at me or not. I had a hard enough time changing in locker rooms (I always went into the bathroom stall to change), never mind in front of a girl.

“Girls aren’t afraid to change in front of one another,” she said.

“But I’m not a girl.”

“Hey! If you want to get with Cassie, you’re going to have to get into character and stay in character. What’s your girl name?”

I felt so awkward, standing in the middle of her bedroom in her friend’s swimsuit, my bare butt exposed to the cool draft coming in through her window. “I don’t know,” I said.

“Then I’m going to give you one. Hmm…” She started at me while she thought of a good name. “How’s about Tory?”

I looked in her mirror and stared at myself for a moment. I kind of liked the way the name sounded—it suited me. It had a petite, cute ring to it. “Now get naked, Tory,” Vanessa said with her big smirk.

After a deep breath, I slipped the straps of the swimsuit over my shoulders, and I began to pull the tight number down, over my padded bra, down past my abdomen. I paused as the outfit reached my crotch. I didn’t have any panties on. I turned away from Vanessa, but now I was facing the mirror, which was facing her. There was no direction I could turn to keep myself covered. All I could do was bite my tongue and get changed as quickly as possible and hope she didn’t look over while my cock was hanging out.

I slipped the outfit down to the ground and then I tried to step out. One of the shoulder straps got caught around my ankle, and I struggled to get it free, awkwardly bending over, trying to balance on one foot. So much for my plan to get changed quickly.

I looked up and noticed she was staring at me, through the mirror. “Do you need help?” she said.

“I’m fine.” My cheeks became hot and red. I finally got the little outfit off. I wasn’t used to wearing such tight clothing.

On top of the leggings was a black, lacy thong. I picked it up. I wanted to protest the decision, but I also didn’t want to draw any unnecessary attention to myself as I stood butt-naked in my step-sister’s bedroom. I slipped the thong on. My dick wasn’t very interested in staying inside the small piece of tight fabric; it kept slipping out. After a few attempts at getting it to stay, I decided it probably wasn’t going to happen, so I grabbed the tight leggings and started to fight them onto my body.

Vanessa started to laugh. “That’s not a very ladylike way to put on tights,” she said. “Think about it like a condom—keep the leg holes rolled up to the waist and then slip your feet through. Once both of your feet are in, then you can pull them up your legs.” I was more used to stuffing my legs into my pants the way a butcher fills a sausage. Vanessa walked up to me and gave me a hand, crouching down in front of me and getting the tights lined up with my feet. “Now step in,” she said. I followed the command. “And now you can pull them up.” My heart was racing. My cock was out of my thong and hanging just inches from her face. I tried to cover it with my hands, but I needed both of my hands to pull up the tights. I waited a moment for her to go back to her closet, so I could uncover myself, but she just remained on the ground, staring up at me with an expectant look on her face. “Any day now,” she said.

After a moment of hesitation, I uncovered my cock and bent down to grab the tights. As I was pulling them up, I couldn’t help but notice Vanessa was staring at my cock. “Hold on,” she said, shaking her head. “Why is your dick out?”

“It won’t stay in the thong.”

“What do you mean it won’t stay in? Why not?”

“It just won’t. The thong is too small.”

“Have you tried tucking it between your legs?”

“I can’t squash my balls and my dick between my legs.”

She shook her head again. “Push your balls up, loser,” she said. “Here, I’ll show you.” She inched herself forward and then, without warning, she grabbed my package, taking my balls and pushing them up gently into my body. It was a strange feeling, my balls entering back where they once came from. Vanessa took my cock and slipped it between my legs, cradled perfectly in the small strip of lacy fabric. It would have held if her fondling my cock hadn’t gotten me aroused. My cock slipped back out, throbbing and growing.

“I’m so sorry,” I said.

She tried to tuck it between my legs again, but it was impossible now that I was getting a stiffy. Her soft, warm fingers around my dick just felt so good—I couldn’t help it. “You need to deal with that, dude,” she said. She pointed to a box of tissues on her dresser. “Just rub one out quickly so we can get back to work.”

“In here?”

“Yeah, just do it quickly, and try not to make a mess.”

I don’t know why I was listening to her—it was like she was some authority figure. Maybe it was the fact she now had a secret about me that I would do anything to keep from getting out. Suddenly, I was like her little bitch, her petite slave girl. Feeling tense all over, I took my cock in my hand and I began to stroke it. My heart was racing. I felt so silly, so humiliated, but still, I stood in her bedroom, beating my cock, a handful of tissues ready for when I came.

I had to close my eyes to keep the humiliation at bay. It felt so good, my fingers sliding up and down the length of my cock. And strangely, there was something about knowing Vanessa was in the room with me, able to see me, that made it so much more exciting. The taboo humiliation had me so hard—my cock was throbbing noticeably, the tip of my dick was red from my firm grip.

I opened my eyes and stared at myself in the mirror. Shit, I was hot. My thick eyeliner made my eyes shine and pop, and my lips looked so full and soft. I loved the way my long hair cascaded over my shoulders. I bit my lip. Then, I noticed Vanessa behind me, staring at me with a crooked smile. She knew she was in control and she liked it. She loved making me her slave, bossing me around, telling me to do whatever she wanted.

Our eyes met. She was staring into my soul and I couldn’t look away. She was so beautiful, and she had the cutest smile. God, I wish she hadn’t rejected me after I’d kissed her years before. I wish she wasn’t a lesbian. You would never know she was a lesbian—not judging by the way she was looking at me now, with glowing eyes full of lust. My legs trembled and I came. I was so lost in the moment, lost in her hypnotising gaze, that didn’t even think to cover my cock with my handful of tissues. I blasted her dresser with two shots before I covered up. I watched my warm cum dribble down the face of her dresser. “What did I say about not making a mess?” she said before I even finished coming. She was staring at my dick.

My face became a dark crimson and a cold shiver ran down my spine. My step-sister just watched me beat off—in case that wasn’t bad enough, she watched me beat off while in a full face of makeup, a bra, a lacy thong, and a wig.

“Now that you’ve gotten that our of your system, let’s get back to work,” said Vanessa. There were a few more outfits sprawled out on the bed, waiting for me to try them on.

I felt stupid at first, but after each outfit, that feeling began to subside. Maybe I was getting used to the humiliation, or maybe I was finally starting to get into character thanks to all of her tips: her posture tips, her speaking and inflection tips, her styling and makeup tips. I got so comfortable, I even started cracking jokes and we would laugh together. By the end of the night, we were painting each other’s toe-nails. “It’s too bad you aren’t really a woman,” she said. It was that comment that brought me back down to reality—I wasn’t a woman, but I’d spent the last few hours pretending to be one. What was I doing? What was I thinking?

“Cassie’s going to love you. We just need to think of a way to tell her about your cock,” Vanessa said. The Cassie reminder helped soothe some of my anxieties. I believed Vanessa. I didn’t feel like she would lie to me—if I didn’t actually look and sound like a convincing woman, she wouldn’t have said so. “You might just be her type, you know that.” A warmth entered my chest. It was a glimmer of hope—for the first time all night, I felt like my utter humiliation wasn’t for nothing. I maybe had a chance with Cassie after all.


CHAPTER V

It was a few days later that Vanessa introduced me to Cassie, “This is Tory, my friend from work,” Vanessa said. The three of us went to the mall together, and I managed to slip in a few conversations with Cassie. She recommended a few different items for me to try on, which actually ended up looking really great on me. I bought them. While Vanessa was in the change room trying on a few different pairs of jeans, I got a bit more personal with Cassie, asking her about her college and her courses and what she wanted to do after she graduated.

She was hoping to become a marine biologist, and she seemed to know quite a bit on the subject (naturally). Once I got her onto the subject of aquatic life, I couldn’t get her to stop talking. It was interesting, but unfortunately not interesting enough to keep my attention away from her beauty. She was so pretty—it was all I could think about it. She was near perfection with her long, smooth legs and her plump lips. She was a vixen, an angel—she could have been a movie star. “What about you?” she said finally, pulling me out of my daze. “What are you going to school for?”

I made up some generic facts about taking general studies, not knowing what I wanted to be after college or what I wanted to eventually major in. I probably sounded like the most dull person on the planet—I realized quickly that I probably should have taken some time to build up a convincing backstory to go with my personality. But I’d been so obsessed with getting my look and my voice right, trying to be as attractive as possible.

Yet even though I must have sounded as interesting as a piece of wood, she was still staring at me with big eyes, smiling as if the nonsense coming out of my mouth was somehow fascinating. “Do you have a boyfriend?” she asked.

For some reason, the question made me blush. I became suddenly super-conscious of my body, worried my tits weren’t sitting properly, worried my wig had become messed up at some point. I don’t know where the anxieties came from—it wasn’t like she was staring at me in any peculiar way.  “No boyfriend,” I said.

“Are there any guys you like?” she said.

“Um—Not really at the moment. I was seeing this one guy for a while, but he was kind of a jerk,” I said.

“Men are total jerks. I like to think we’re better off without ‘em,” she said. For a split second, a grin swept across her face. My heart jumped. It could have meant one of two things: she knew I was really a man and she was trying to tease it out of me, or my plan was working faster than anticipated, and she was interested in me. Vanessa had told me that she had a thing for turning straight girls into lesbians—maybe she suddenly saw me as a challenge. Maybe hamming up the ‘fact’ that I liked boys would make her pursue me even harder.

I caught my reflection in a nearby store window. My hair was fine and my tits looked good—and it was a nice reminder that I looked great in a skirt and a tank top. I looked great as a woman. There was no way she knew I was really a man, unless Vanessa had told her in secret, and they were in on this little game together. It was a possibility, but I was fairly certain neither of them were tremendous actresses. Letting the anxiety get to my head would do no good, regardless of whether it was justified or not. I needed to remain calm and remain in character.

“Did you have to take organic chemistry?” I asked, changing the subject while furthering my cause. I was actually taking organic chemistry in college, and I knew for a fact they made all the marine biology majors take the course. I figured I could convince her to come over and help me with my homework, even though I had a fine handle on the subject matter. Maybe my plan was rushing it, but I couldn’t help it. I still had a male side, after all—my brain was still driven by sex.

“I took it last semester—I got an A. Why do you ask?”

I asked if she could help me “wrap my head around some of the concepts.” She accepted my invitation. “I can’t do tonight, but you can come over tomorrow around eight,” she said. She smiled while twirling her hair with her pointer finger. My heart was sent aflutter. Maybe she was teasing me—if she was, she was damn good at it. And if not, she was into me. It didn’t take a master of body language to see that she wanted to get under the covers with me, suck my nipples, eat out my pussy.

After we were finished at the mall, Cassie took off, and Vanessa and I ended back up in Vanessa’s bedroom. “You did what?” Vanessa said after I told her about our study date. “It’s too soon, Tory. I thought we agreed to take this slow.” She wasn’t smiling or laughing anymore. For some reason, my unplanned move seemed to upset her. “We haven’t even thought of a way to break your little situation to her. You’re going to end up ruining all of our hard work. Whatever you do, don’t make a move on her tomorrow. We still have some planning to do.” She was right, if I got carried away, I could easily end up scaring Cassie off.

I needed to think of a way to wean Cassie into the idea that I was actually a man, that I actually had a cock. Maybe she would be into it even—who knows? Either way, I couldn’t just whip it out and expect her to be cool with it. I needed to find the perfect time to tell her, before we did anything she could potentially regret. No one wants to be the chef who accidentally slaps a meat patty on the vegetarian burger.

Vanessa made me wear a more conservative outfit for my study date with Cassie—a pair of jeans and a sweater. She even gave me a tinier pair of socks to stuff my bra with. “Don’t get any ideas, and don’t give her any ideas,” she said to me. “Just call me if you need anything.”

Our study session started out tame enough. She sat at her desk and I sat on the edge of her bed. She had my textbook in her lap as she did her best to explain the concepts that I was ‘struggling with’ to me. She was wearing the tiniest pair of booty shorts and a low-cut black tank top. Whenever she read from the textbook, she would lean over and show off her cleavage. I think she was doing it on purpose.

Whenever our eyes met, she smiled. Her eyes would flash and it was difficult for me to look away. I got lost in her beautiful gaze a few times, and it was probably becoming fairly obvious that I had a thing for her. I couldn’t help it; she was just too stunning.

“I think the textbook over-explains things a bit too much,” she said, putting the textbook down. With the textbook off of her lap, I could see right up her tiny shorts. She wasn’t wearing any panties. I caught a glimmer of her flesh—and then she hopped up to her feet.

She took a seat next to me. “Mind if I take a look at your notes?” she asked, leaning against me and looking down at my lap where my notebook was. “Your definition of bond energy isn’t technically right,” she said, pointing to my notebook. After pointing out my error, instead of returning her hand to her side, she placed it down on my thigh. A warm shiver ran through my body. Her fingers were just a few inches away from my crotch.

I took a deep breath. She smelled nice. “You’re right, I’ll fix it.” I turned my pencil over and began to erase the error. She took the pencil out from my hand.

“Why don’t we take a break for a minute? They say you’re only supposed to study in twenty minute blocks.” She took my notebook, shut it, and tossed it aside. Then, as I looked over at her, she kissed me. I started to kiss back. I slipped one hand up against the side of her face and the other around her back. Her hand found my thigh again and was inching up towards my cock.

I pulled away suddenly in a brief moment of clarity. “We shouldn’t do this,” I said.

“Why not? C’mon, it’ll be fun. No one needs to know.”

My heart was racing and my cock was growing fast. Soon enough, even my denim jeans wouldn’t be enough to hide my boner. I sprung to my feet. “I—I’ll be right back, okay?” I said, and then I took off for the bathroom.

With the door closed and locked behind me, I stood motionless for a moment, trying to gather my thoughts. Things were moving too fast—I couldn’t let her find out about my cock this way. Besides, I knew she would only crave me more if I resisted. Girls who play hard to get are irresistible.

I looked in the mirror. I nearly splashed some cold water on my face before I realized I would wash away my makeup. So instead, I just took a minute to let my heart calm down. It eventually did, but my there was still a throbbing erection between my legs that I needed to deal with. I shimmied my jeans down to my mid-thighs and then I started to beat myself off, using my own reflection to draw me towards my climax. It was a strangely sensual sight, seeing a beautiful woman beating off her big, hard dick. It didn’t take me more than a minute before I was coming all over the bathroom vanity.

When I returned to Cassie’s bedroom, she had stripped down to nothing but her lacy bra and panties. Her body was mouth-watering, totally awe-inspiring. I was stopped in my tracks for a moment, my brain fog returning in a single instant. But I had to resist, I had no other option—I wasn’t ready to reveal myself to her. “I’m sorry, Cassie, but I should be going. It’s late.”

“Where do you need to be? Just stay with me for a bit. I know you want to. I can see it in your eyes, Tory. You can hardly keep your eyes off of my body.” She unclipped her bra and let if fall down to her lap. She was right, I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her body—who could? She was a masterpiece, on a league with the Greek goddesses.

My cock was beginning to grow again, despite the fact I’d just come in the bathroom. “I’ll see you later.” I grabbed my bag and got out of there as quickly as I could. My heart was pounding mercilessly into my ribcage. I felt so weak, so controlled by lust. As badly as I wanted her, Vanessa was right, it wouldn’t end the way I wanted it to the moment she saw my cock. She would feel taken advantage of, duped. I couldn’t let that happen.


CHAPTER VI

It was a few nights later that Cassie invited both Vanessa and me to a new club that had just opened. We both accepted the invite, but I still hadn’t seen Cassie since our study date, and I still hadn’t thought of a way to break my secret to her. As Vanessa and I sat together in Vanessa’s bedroom, getting our makeup just right and our outfits picked out, it occurred to me that I just needed to tell Cassie straight up, as soon as I had a private moment with her. There was going to be no perfect moment, no perfect transition. She was going to have to find out sooner or later, and if the response was ‘no way in hell’ then it was better to find out sooner rather than later—before I got my hopes up too high.

The club was busy, dark, and loud. I kept getting bumped into as we made our way through the big space, looking for Cassie, who told us she was somewhere inside. I ended up holding Vanessa’s hand so we wouldn’t get separated. The club was huge, and it must have been designed by a maze-builder. It took nearly fifteen minutes to find Cassie, who was sitting alone at a small booth in the far back corner. There were already three drinks on the table. “There you ladies are, I was starting to worry you weren’t coming,” said Cassie. She looked into my eyes and smiled, melting my heart just a little bit.

We sat down and started to drink. When Cassie wasn’t scanning the club, she had her eyes on me, with that increasingly-familiar smirk on her face. I felt strangely intimidated in her presence. I had a good feeling that if she made a move on me again, I wouldn’t be strong enough to resist, like I was before—even knowing it would end badly, I don’t think I could resist her.

We ordered another rounds of drinks. Thankfully, the alcohol was slowly helping to soothe my anxieties. After the third drink, I felt like I was ready to tell Cassie about my true identity. But waiting for a moment alone with her was torturous. The clock seemed to be ticking away so slowly. It was a long enough wait that I went through multiple stages of reluctant hesitation, convincing myself to keep my mouth shut, and then the clarity would come back—I just had to do it, I had to get it over with.

When Cassie excused herself to use the bathroom, and Vanessa got up to order another round of drinks, I knew I wasn’t going to get a better chance. I hopped up to my feet and chased Cassie down. Before she entered the bathroom, I took her by the arm. “Can I talk to you for a minute?” I said, guiding her away from the bathrooms, further down the hallway towards the club’s cleaning closet where it was more quiet and more private.

“What is it?” Cassie asked.

“I need to tell you something.”

She stared into my eyes with a mix of expectancy and a peculiar lust, like she just wanted me to hurry up and speak so we could make out. It certainly made coming out to her a lot harder—knowing that if I just keep my mouth shut about it, we could make out (which would be heaven), and if I spill my guts, I may never get to even see those lips again, never mind kiss them. “I like you a lot,” I said. I meant to segue into telling her about my cock, but I couldn’t muster the words fast enough.

“I like you, too,” she said, and then she stepped forward and kissed me. My heart melted and I kissed back. Her hands began to explore my body. “You’re all tense, just relax,” she said.

“I can’t. I need to tell you something.”

“You have a boyfriend?” she said with a half-smirk. “It’s okay, he doesn’t need to find out about this.”

“No, it’s not that.” I bit my lip. Her hands slipped down, onto my ass. She gave my butt a firm squeeze, eliciting a warm pulse through my body. Then, she slipped her hand up my skirt, and I knew I was too late. Her fingers slipped onto my cock and she paused.

I opened my mouth to speak, but my tongue was twisted. All I could do was stutter gibberish. “What’s this?” she said.

“I tried to tell you—I’m so sorry, I didn’t know how to tell you—I wanted to, really, but…” I couldn’t finish my sentence. I couldn’t even remember my own excuse.

The lust was gone from her eyes, replaced by a look of disgust. “You’re crazy,” she said, and then she turned around and left, headed straight for the coat-check. I never saw her again.

I went into the bathroom, my eyes welling up with tears. I grabbed a handful of tissue paper and dabbed my tears away, making sure they wouldn’t ruin my makeup. I don’t know why it mattered, though. My plan had failed and there was no longer a point in being a woman. What difference did it make if my makeup was ruined? After that night I would be a man again and Tory would be gone, nothing.

“There you are,” Vanessa said from behind me. I was reluctant to turn around—I didn’t want her to see me even more vulnerable that I was when I was standing naked in her bedroom.

“Hey,” I said, dabbing my eyes, turning around slowly.

“What’s wrong? What happened?” She walked up to me and put her hands on my sides.

I told her what happened, sparing no details. “I knew this was all a stupid idea,” I said.

“It wasn’t stupid. Even if you didn’t get the girl, you can’t tell me you didn’t learn a little bit about yourself through all of this.”

“Learn what?” I said. I couldn’t look her in the eyes. It was yet another reminder that I was doomed to be rejected for the rest of my life. Vanessa’s rejection years before wasn’t nearly as blunt as Cassie’s, but it was still rejection, still sad and miserable.

“For the last week, you’ve been happier than I’ve ever seen you since I’ve known you,” she said with a warm smile. She reached up and wiped a falling tear from my face.

She was trying to be nice, but she was actually revealing yet another depressing fact—I had been way happier over the past week, happier as a woman. Now that I was done pursuing Cassie, it was back to being a man, back to facing constant rejection, back to getting no attention aside from the occasional pity, like I was getting now. I looked her in the eyes. I wanted to tell her that her comment was the opposite of comforting, but I was too afraid to admit that I enjoyed being a woman, that I was sad to see that side of me go.

“Why did I think I could get a girl by becoming a girl?” I said.

“Because you could,” she said.

“What? What are you talking about?” She leaned forward and kissed me. It took a few seconds before it registered, and then it was like fireworks went off inside of my head. I’d spent the last week chasing second place and I’d accidentally stumbled onto the first prize. I’d always wanted Vanessa to be mine, but I’d given up hope after she rejected me.

We stumbled back into one of the bathroom stalls. They were nice and big and spacious—lots of room for both of us to really explore each other’s bodies. I slipped Vanessa’s shirt over her head, and I unclipped her bra, letting her perfect tits hang out. I stared at them in awe for a moment before cupping them with my hands and sucking on her nipples. I’d spent years fantasizing about what she looked like naked, and now there I was, holding her perky breasts in my hands as she reached down under my skirt and fondled my cock. “I’ve never been with a man before,” she said.

“Then just imagine you’re with a woman,” I said. A big smile came upon her face and I sunk down, taking her leggings and panties with me. I sunk my nose into her nicely-trimmed pubic hair and I began to lick her damp slit. Her fingers nestled into my hair and she started to moan. I don’t know if there was anyone else in the bathroom, and I didn’t care too much either. I just wanted to get her off, I wanted to make her scream and come on my face. I sunk my tongue deeper into her warm, wet hole, penetrating her over and over. I got a couple of fingers into her snatch, and then I used the tip of my tongue to tickle her clit. She screamed and she came hard, letting a bout of fluid dribble down my face.

“Turn around,” I said, standing up. She turned around, pressing the palms of her hands against the bathroom stall wall. I quickly shimmied my thong down to my ankles, letting my raging erection spring free. I lined it up with her soaking-wet hole. “Ready?” I said.

“Fuck me.”

I pushed my big, hard cock into her body and she gasped sharply. I could feel her warm juice trickling down my balls and my legs. I started to pump myself in and out of her. I watched her tits bounce and jiggle as my pelvis slapped her ass hard, leaving her cheeks a shade of dark rose. “I’m going to come,” I said.

“Me too,” she said.

And with one last, hard thrust, I came deep in her snatch. Her fingers curled against the wall as I filled her up with my big, hot load. “Oh fuck!” she cried, her body swaying gently in an attempt to control the pulsing euphoria that we were both overwhelmed with. I had to hold her up so she wouldn’t collapse to the ground. It was hard enough for me to stand up straight with my legs trembling in my little black heels.

“Hey Tory?” she said after she’d caught her breath.

“Yeah?”

“Want to be my girlfriend? I have a strap-on at home that I think you might like.”

A warmth filled my heart. I couldn’t even begin to contain my excitement, thinking of all the fun we were going to have now that we were not just best-friends, but lovers too.

It was in that moment that I realized that it wasn’t Cassie that I went through all of this for. I was feminized for her—for Vanessa, for the love of my life, the woman I’d been obsessed with for years. Now I had her and everything had paid off. “Let’s go home,” I said, and she took me by the hand.

“Let’s go.”

THE END
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Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over sixty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.
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