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DIRTY TEXTING IN LOVE

Brayden is a scam artist, and he’s good at it. Using a complex texting scam, he tricks men into sending dirty pictures and then blackmails them for thousands of dollars. After his girlfriend, Kiera, leaves him, he’s in desperate need of a new partner. After all, men won’t send racy photos to him if they aren’t sure they’re texting with a girl.

So he employs his good friend, Dougie. Dougie has a feminine build and he fits all of Kiera’s old clothes. The plan moves forward just fine with Dougie getting dolled up—and then something happens. Brayden starts to feel things he’s never felt before. Suddenly, Dougie is starting to seem like more than just a close friend and a business partner.

DIRTY TEXTING IN LOVE is the conclusion to the three-part DIRTY TEXTING series. Pick up DIRTY TEXTING WITH HER to start the series!


CHAPTER I

I had a few jobs going at the same time, and they were all going seamlessly—except for one.

It was supposed to be the easiest gig: an in-and-out blackmail job. I’d done the same gig a dozen times, and I’d never run into any problems. The idea was simple: sell a guy a used phone, send the guy racy pictures, flirt with him a little bit, convince him to send embarrassing pictures back, and then blackmail him. You might be wondering why I had to sell a guy the used phone—well, it was actually a fairly genius plot. Sure, I could have just sent lewd pictures of my girlfriend to random phone numbers, hoping someone would take the bait (and believe me when I said that I tried that a few times), but by selling someone the phone, it gave me more control: a lot more control.

For instance, I could screen the people before picking a victim. Emails are associated with social media pages, and people spew their whole lives out on their social media pages. And being able to access someone’s social media page was a big part of the scheme: it was the only way to get the information of their friends and relatives. The blackmailing wouldn’t have worked without that vital information.

Also, it was easy enough to track a phone that I previously had in my possession. I could hack the phone easily, making it so I could always track its location as long as it was turned on. It’s easy to blackmail someone when you have all of their personal information; it’s not so easy when you just have their phone number.

Kiera, my girlfriend, made it easy. She had a killer body. She worked as a model by day. Well, an Instagram model—which, I suppose, isn’t technically a real model. She had eighty thousand followers and people were always sending her free stuff. Companies sent her a lot of lingerie, which was always useful when it came to seducing people.

Each scheme started off the same: a sexy photo and a message along the lines of, ‘remember the other night?’ Some people were more honest than others. But usually, guys played along, not wanting to miss out on the opportunity to flirt with a beautiful woman. I would have Kiera send increasingly sexy photos: starting with lingerie-clad selfies and ending with dildos in the pussy and fingers in the asshole. With each photo, Kiera (or me, messaging as Keira) would ask for a photo in return. It was always easy to get a dick pic. It was always a bit harder to get a dick pic featuring a full, uncovered face.

But everyone always fell in love with Kiera. It was hard not to fall in love with her. She had the body of a porn star and the face of a supermodel. Her breasts were unreal: perky and round, with big, erect nipples. Once the victim was in love with Kiera, they almost always came clean. “I have to admit something to you,” they would say. “I bought this phone the other day. I don’t know who you are. But you’re extremely beautiful.” And they came clean because they wanted to have a shot at her. They wanted to take her out on a date and they wanted to get her into their beds.

And then it was always easy to blackmail the guys. No guy wanted their friends or family members to see pictures of their erect cocks, and after a dozen jobs, I’d found that every guy was willing and capable of spending around four thousand dollars to ensure they never had to endure that humiliation. Hell, I would have spent four thousand dollars to stop my parents from seeing my erection. Most of them didn’t have the money, but they were all able to find it: borrowing, stealing, etc. I didn’t care how they came up with the money. I was just happy to get the big payout.

Now, my operation had grown. I was doing about two jobs per week, making close to twenty thousand bucks each month. Of course, it wasn’t a free operation. I had to buy a lot of phones and a lot of phone plans. Getting phone plans that weren’t tied to my name was tough and required fake IDs and a lengthy process of creating fake email addresses from internet cafes so I couldn’t be tracked down by the FBI. I had no idea if anyone had ever gone to the police or to the feds, but I didn’t want to give anyone any leads.

It was late summer when I decided to run three blackmail jobs at the same time. I knew that it was going to be a lot of work, but I wanted to help out my friend, Dougie. Dougie had been struggling. He wouldn’t admit it, but he was depressed. I’d known Dougie for years—over a decade—and I was one of the only people in the world who knew about a condition that he had: a rare condition that stopped his body from producing testosterone (or maybe it stopped his body from synthesizing it… he explained it to me once, but it was a lot of medical jargon). I always told him not to worry about it: that girls didn’t care about his small size, lack of muscle mass, higher voice, etc. But honestly, I was lying to him. I’d taken him to the bar before and, behind his back, begged girls to flirt with him. And sadly, I’d heard girls giggling about him behind his back. It was a rough condition to be stuck with. At a glance, Dougie looked like a girl.

And the pills his doctor prescribed him were expensive—like, a thousand bucks per month, or something crazy like that. He was broke and unemployed. He wanted to be a songwriter, but nobody took him seriously because of his dainty appearance. I just wanted to help him, and I was thrilled when he finally came to me, asking for help.

I didn’t make him do much. I just had him sit with me while I picked out a victim online. I made him come along with me to sell the phone to the guy (and it was a guy I knew from work, to make it even easier). I put Dougie in charge of sending Cal, the victim, all of the messages. I was, of course, going to tell him exactly what to say to make it easy. I didn’t want Dougie to think that I was just giving him a handout, even though that’s exactly what I was doing. I wanted him to think that he was earning the money, so he didn’t feel guilty when he was buying those pills.

The day came to send Cal the first picture, to start the blackmail process. I’d already dropped Kiera’s bag off at Dougie’s apartment. Everything was in place. I kept going up to Cal’s floor at work, making sure he was still perfectly oblivious. He looked at me a few times, with no idea that I was the one who sold him the phone. I told Dougie to send him a photo, and that’s when Dougie told me that Kiera wasn’t at his house, like she was supposed to be.

She was supposed to be at his house and in that lingerie. She was supposed to let Dougie take pictures of her. I would have never allowed it with any other guy, but I knew that Dougie would never have the balls to make a move on Kiera, and Kiera would never play along with any moves from Dougie—no offence to Dougie.

But Dougie sent me a message, telling me that Kiera never showed up. So I called Kiera. I rang her three times, but she didn’t answer. Kiera was supposed to go straight from her shift at the pub to Dougie’s apartment. I started pacing. I didn’t want to miss a golden opportunity, and I didn’t want to keep Dougie waiting. I wanted him to get that money so he could get those pills and get on with his life. And also, I needed some cash. I was running low after a bad losing streak on Poker Stars. Nobody knew that I gambled—it was my secret, and lately, it wasn’t doing much good for me.

Then, as I tried to call Kiera a fourth time, I had an idea. Dougie had everything he needed: lingerie, wigs, makeup, and a phone. He was about the same size as Kiera, so I knew everything would fit. And it’s not like he had to send a picture of his face. Really, all he had to do was shave and put on some lingerie. Cal wouldn’t know the difference.

So I told Dougie to get dolled up. “You’ll have to do it,” I said. And there was a lot of back-and-forth as I convinced him to do it. I told him to mix up some fake cum using flour and water, and to streak it on his legs. I told him to say ‘Remember this?’. Sure, I got a bit of a kick out of it. I laughed at the thought of Dougie doing it. But it was just business. I wasn’t going to judge him for passing as a girl. That’s the whole reason we were doing this, after all.

And he did it. I was up on Cal’s floor when Cal got the message. I laughed when I saw his face turn dark red. He stuffed the phone down under his desk and looked around like a terrified meerkat.

It was a priceless moment. I’d never actually seen my victims when they received the text messages.

I went up to Cal, just to make sure he didn’t recognize me from the parking lot, where I sold him the phone. I stared right into his eyes, and he was completely oblivious, so I backed off, not giving him any extra time to put two-and-two together. I snuck off back to work: my day job, which I just kept so that I had some income to report on my taxes, so the government wouldn’t be too suspicious of me. It was the perfect job, working down in the mailroom. It took thirty minutes to sort through a day’s worth of mail, and I was able to spend the other seven hours of my day working on my blackmail schemes, and I also was able to squeeze in a few rounds of poker.

That day, I kept sneaking upstairs, to check on Cal. He went to the bathroom for an extended period of time: not the close by bathroom, but the one way down the hall. I knew that he was messaging Dougie back, and Dougie confirmed it for me.

He was just like all the other victims I’d ever had: gullible and horny. He was quick to pretend to be the intended recipient of the photos. He even told Dougie that he was ‘hot’. I’m sure Dougie didn’t appreciate it, but soon, Dougie would be reaping the benefits.

But Dougie told me that he didn’t send a picture of his cock—not yet. Guys usually sent dick pics on day one, but some guys waited a few days. Some guys took some time to build up the confidence. Cal was at work, so he had some extra pressure on his shoulders. I told Dougie to be patient, and to give Cal a few days. I figured it was just a matter of time before Cal reached back out, wanting another round of sexy photos. Guys always reached out first.

But Dougie told me that Cal wasn’t reaching out. I kept telling him to be patient, but I could tell that Dougie was getting nervous—and to be honest, I was getting nervous too. Why wasn’t Cal reaching out? Was he gay? Were Dougie’s photos not sexy enough for him?

I finally got through to Kiera. I called her from a burner phone, and she actually picked up, making me realize that she’d been screening my calls. She hung up on me as soon as I spoke and she realized who I was. So I spent the next three days tracking her down: using the same techniques that I used to track down my blackmail victims. I was able to hack into her phone remotely, and I found out that she was at an address: a familiar address. It was the address of a guy that I’d scammed before, with Kiera.

So I went to the house and I looked into the window, and I saw my girlfriend sucking his cock. I was furious, and I wanted to break the door down and strangle both of them, but I resisted the urge. It was too dangerous to even be near that house, after I convinced the man to send me five thousand dollars. By the looks of it, Kiera had moved in. Her suitcase was by his front door and her car was parked in his alleyway.

She’d left me for one of my victims. Apparently, she enjoyed texting dirty with him. Sure, he had a big cock: the biggest I’d seen in over a dozen jobs. But is that all Kiera wanted? Was she so easily wooed by a giant, thick cock?

I was so angry. I took all of Kiera’s stuff and stuffed it into a firepit. I lit it all on fire: her clothes, her makeup, her books, and even her laptop computer. I deleted her off of my phone and I blocked her on all of my social media accounts.

Without her, I didn’t have a real source of income. Without her, I just had my lousy day job, and I had that one gig with Dougie. Now, I needed Dougie to come through for me more than ever.

I didn’t have any close female friends that could fill Kiera’s spot. I only had her old photos, which I hated looking at. And I couldn’t run a proper operation only using her old photos. It probably wasn’t even safe to use those old photos. I’d heard a rumor that the FBI had started tracking specific photos that had been used in scams. Maybe some of those pictures were registered.

So I only had Dougie, and Dougie would soon be taking pills to make his body more masculine. And now, I wasn’t so sure that Dougie’s ‘feminine body’ was quite doing the trick. It had been days, and Cal still hadn’t reached back out to Dougie. Dougie never got that dick pic that we needed to execute the plan. Maybe it was time to find a new blackmail scheme—or start looking for girls who wouldn’t rat me out. But where could I find someone?

I started looking on Tinder. I singled out attractive girls who appeared to not have lots of money because they were spending it all on luxury items, like brand-name handbags and clothes. Finding a new partner took up a lot of my time. A few days went by, and I completely forgot about the gig with Dougie and Cal. Finding a new partner was simply too time consuming. I had a few good leads. One girl, Amanda, had been chatting with me for days. I’d asked her if she’d ever done anything illegal before, and she told me that she often shoplifted at the mall when she wanted outfits for dates. She was a perfect candidate, though I could see the greed getting the better of her. It would take months to bring her up to speed, and to build up a level of trust.

And sadly, she wasn’t my type. She was too blonde for me, too curvy, she wore too much makeup, and she was a bit too obsessed with partying. I didn’t need someone who was going to waste all of their money on partying. I needed someone who could handle the job delicately.

I needed some cash to pay my rent, which was due in a week. So I hopped onto a table on my poker app. I told myself I would only spend a hundred bucks—no more. I figured I could triple my money if I played smart. But then I lost it all within three hands. So put in another hundred, and then another. By the end of the afternoon, I was out two-thousand dollars.

Maybe I had a problem…

Now, I really needed money. I needed to be able to pay my rent, so I got myself cleaned up and I headed over to Dougie’s place. I figured I would help him message Cal, and maybe start another job while Dougie was still capable of looking like a woman.

I got to his building. The front door was propped open, so I just let myself in. I went up to his room and then I paused before knocking. I could smell her perfume: Kiera’s perfume. I looked around, expecting to see her, but she wasn’t there. My heart fluttered and my skin tingled. Someone in Dougie’s building had the exact perfume that Kiera used to wear: a perfume that I used to buy for her.

I felt that sadness creeping in. I’d been with Kiera for a long time. It killed me to think that she had no problem leaving me for another man, so easily. Did she ever think about me? Did she care about me?

That sadness quickly started turning into rage. I pictured the guy’s face. Maybe it was karma. I took five thousand dollars from him, after all. Maybe he didn’t deserve it then, but he certainly deserved it now.

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t think about her. I got too depressed thinking about her. I knocked on the door, hoping Dougie would answer quickly, so I could get my mind off of Kiera.

I heard his floorboards creaking as he approached the door. I watched his shadow fill that space underneath the door. But he wasn’t answering the door. Ten seconds went by. Did I catch him jerking off? Was he waiting for his erection to go away before answering? “Open up, Dougie!” I said. “It’s me! I know you’re standing at the door. I can see your shadow,” I said.

I heard him let out a small groan. His walls were thin. Did he not want to see me? Did I wrong him at some point?

The door finally opened, slowly. I pushed it and stepped in. “I’ve been on the phone all day with Kiera. I can’t believe she just left town…” I said. It was a lie. Dougie had no idea that Kiera cheated on me and left me for another man, and I didn’t want him to know that. I wanted him to think that she just disappeared. Somehow, that seemed much less humiliating.

But now, I couldn’t even finish my lie, because Dougie was standing in front of me in a dress, a wig, and a full face of makeup. I hardly recognized him—and for a moment, I thought that I was looking at a chick. In fact, the only reason I knew that I wasn’t looking at a chick was because she was too hot to be with Dougie—no offence to Dougie. She was out of Dougie’s league, even though she literally was Dougie.

“I was just getting another picture ready for Cal,” he said in a soft, weak voice.

I stared at him, looking him up and down. I couldn’t believe my eyes. His legs were freshly shaved, his makeup was perfect, and the wig on his head looked like real hair. And that smell: he was wearing Kiera’s perfume. It must have been in that bag that I gave him. “Holy crap, I hardly recognized you. You’re all… dressed up,” I said.

“I was going to send a picture,” he said again, as if I hadn’t heard him the first time.

I laughed and shook my head. I looked him up and down one more time. “So you’re still messaging Cal, huh?” I said.

“I was just going to… I think we’ve kept him waiting enough.”

I believed him. I believed that I’d just arrived at the worst possible moment: right when he was about to snap some photos for Cal. To be honest, until that afternoon, I’d forgotten about Cal. I was actually surprised that Dougie hadn’t just gone ahead and sent him photos already, but at least he was taking the initiative now. “He hasn’t reached out to you? Usually it’s the guys who do the reaching out. It’s always a good idea to wait until they reach out, because that means they’re feeling horny. And when guys are feeling horny… Well, you know. We do dumb shit when we’re horny.” It seemed like a red-flag that so much time had gone by without a message from Cal. Maybe Cal was going to be the first victim that didn’t get blackmailed. Maybe he wouldn’t be a victim at all. How could he be so resilient to Dougie’s initial photos?

“Right,” Dougie said.

“So he hasn’t messaged you?” I asked.

He stared into my eyes. “No. Not yet,” he said. He seemed strangely afraid—and maybe he was just embarrassed because I caught him all dressed up.

“Weird,” I said. “Where did you get that dress? That wasn’t in the bag.” It wasn’t Kiera’s dress. It was actually nicer than any dress Kiera would wear.

“A—A girl left it here,” he said, tugging on the skirt as if he was worried it was riding up.

“Oh. Nice. Was she hot?” I asked.

He let a small red-cheeked grin slip. Then he looked down, embarrassed. I was proud of him. Even if the girl wasn’t hot, at least he was seeing a girl. He needed to feel some love. He needed to experience some romance. Though I couldn’t quite wrap my head around how any girl could want to be with a guy like Dougie—no offence to Dougie. I mean—look at him. He had a girl’s body. And hell, he had a girl’s face, at least when he was wearing makeup. Maybe his new girlfriend was a closet lesbian, and Dougie just seemed like a nice middle-ground to appease her conservative parents. Or maybe Dougie just had a really great personality. I mean—I liked him.

Now, it was hard not to look at him: especially at his legs, which were like model legs: long and smooth. He had cute, small feet. He could have made a career selling foot fetish photos to perverts. And his ass wasn’t so bad either, though I felt a bit weird looking at his tush.

“So, uh, if you don’t think we should message him, I should get myself cleaned up,” he said.

“No, don’t do that,” I said. “I only have a few minutes. Just wait until I’m gone.” I didn’t want him to get undressed. Strangely, I felt the same way around him that I felt when I was around a pretty girl. He was giving off the same energy as a real girl. He was standing in a fragile sort of way, with his hands clasped at his waist and his back curved upright and girly. I cleared my throat and forced myself to look away from his figure. “But we do need to think of a plan. If he’s not going to message us back, then we will have to message him. But we have to wait for the right moment to do it, and we have to send him the right thing.”

“Sure,” Dougie said.

I started walking around his apartment, trying to stop myself from thinking about Dougie in ways that were forbidden in my brain. I didn’t like the thoughts that were coming into my brain. I had to keep reminding myself that he was a male: and he was my friend. It wasn’t so easy to ignore his body though. It made no sense that he had that figure. I’d been out with him when people mistook him for a girl before—and now I really understood how such a mistake could happen.

And what if he got dressed up like this a lot? It was sort of hard to believe that this was his first or second time. His makeup was perfect. Kiera would have kissed to nail her makeup like that. And he had his hair done up all perfectly. And he was wearing perfume—why was he wearing perfume? The camera wasn’t going to smell him. Did I catch him crossdressing?

Was he attracted to men? If I made a move on him, would he let me fuck him? I pushed that thought out from my head. Why was I even thinking about having sex with him? I knew he was a man—I couldn’t let those ideas enter into my mind.

Maybe it was the perfume. Kiera wore that perfume when we went out, and our dates always ended in sex. That perfume was completely related to sex in my mind. I could perfectly picture Kiera’s perky breasts now as that perfume wafted up my nostrils. I could taste Kiera’s dripping wet pussy as that perfume swirled around me.

“Maybe we should get the pictures done now, since you’re all dolled up. You look nice, by the way,” I said, looking at him with a little grin. It was supposed to be a small joke, but I had a feeling that it came off as a genuine compliment. I knew he wasn’t going to take it as a compliment. “We have to turn him on. If he’s not going to feel horny enough to reach out to us, we need to make him horny.”

“I can pose in the mirror. I’ll change into lingerie,” said Dougie.

“We need more than lingerie,” I said. “With Kiera, I used to film her sucking my cock. Nothing turns a man on more than some plump lips on a cock. You know what I mean?”

My heart was racing now—racing faster than ever. I had bad ideas flooding into my head, and I had no idea why. I couldn’t stop myself. I felt like I was suddenly possessed by some other entity; I no longer had control. It felt like I was trapped inside my own body, watching as my body engaged in the most regrettable action of my entire life.


CHAPTER II

I convinced him to grab my cock for a photo. At least I told him it was just for a photo. I kept telling myself that he was going to like it, and that he was going to go along with it. I could see the fear on his face, but there was something else there too: an excitement. He was blushing; his cheeks were dark red and his eyes were flashing. Once his fingers were curled around my cock, I swear I heard a whimper slip out from his plump, girly lips.

He wasn’t stopping himself. He wasn’t declining. I knew that he wouldn’t, even if it was something he dreaded completely; he lacked the confidence to stand up for himself.

I was holding his phone, snapping photos of his fingers around my cock. My shaft was throbbing hard now. I wanted him to squeeze it harder. I wanted him to pump me. I wanted him to suck me off and swallow my load. I was tempted to push him down to the ground so I could stuff my cock deep into his asshole, and pump him like a cheap sex doll.

“Keep my face out of the shot,” he said in a soft, girly voice. How was he able to do that voice? Was he practicing?

“Fine. Whatever. Just grab it,” I said.

I took some shots. “Tighter,” I said. “Squeeze it tighter. It hardly looks like you’re even touching it. Tighter—tighter than that.” He actually squeezed me tight, and it felt so amazing. His fingers felt so feminine. His face looked so feminine—and so fragile. As far as my animal brain was concerned, he was a woman—and she was pretty. She was sexy. She wanted me to fuck her badly. “Okay, wait,” I said. My voice was a groan. “Let’s get a few extra, just while we have everything set up. Maybe we can get a small video.”

“A video?” she said softly.

I took another picture of her fingers curled around my cock. Then I went to check to make sure the picture was in focus. That’s when I noticed a few other photos in her camera: photos she had taken before I got there. There were dozens: her in lingerie, her in dresses, her in skirts and blouses and heels and some of her completely nude, yet somehow still looking like a genuine woman. I paused for a moment. My heart fluttered. So this wasn’t just something she was doing for a picture. This was a sort of hobby for her. Maybe she was trans and hadn’t come out of the closet yet.

Maybe she wanted to suck my cock more than I realized.

“Stroke it for a moment,” I said, turning the video back on. “Just for the video.” My heart raced faster. I hadn’t forgotten that she was actually a boy—and one of my best friends. I hadn’t forgotten that we were supposed to be doing a job. These pictures and videos could be used for the job. But I wanted more. I wanted to feel her fingers exploring my cock. I wanted to feel her plump lips around my girth.

“Just like that. Don’t stop,” I said as she began to stroke. It felt good. It felt too good. Why did it feel so good? She was squeezing me in the right spots and stroking at the perfect speed, pulling up my cock as if she was trying to wring cum out of it, twisting her twist slightly. It made no sense. Had she been practicing her handjobs too? Was I not her first handjob?

“Don’t stop,” I said again after letting an embarrassing groan slip. But I could tell that she was fascinated. She was staring at my cock. Her eyes were glowing and wide. She was almost drooling at the sight of my big dick. She liked it—or maybe I was just trying to justify what I was putting her through.

“I think that’s enough,” she said.

“We need to make sure we have enough to send him,” I said quickly, before she could take her hand off of my cock. “I hate to do this, but just put it in your mouth—just for one second. We’ll get a quick cock sucking photo—and maybe a quick video. Trust me—this will work. This will make him send us what we need.” I wanted her to suck me so badly. I wanted to feel the warm embrace of her mouth around my cock.

She paused for a moment, staring at my cock, falling in love with it. Her hand was still on it, still feeling me as I throbbed for her. How could she resist me? I couldn’t resist her. I still wanted to push her down and fuck her brains out—but I had to remain calm and pretend like this was just for business—just in case this all turned to shit.

She closed her eyes and leaned forward, opening her mouth. My cock went in. I felt the warm humidity of her mouth. She moaned slightly. “Close your lips around it,” I said.

She followed the command.

“Relax your face,” I said.

She followed that command too. I snapped a photo, and then I switched it to video mode. “Just one second. Suck—or make it look like you’re sucking. It’s just business, remember. This isn’t gay.” Was I telling her that it wasn’t gay, or was I telling myself? It wasn’t gay. She was a woman—at least, she looked like a woman. She felt like a woman. She stroked and sucked like a woman. Hell, she sucked better than a woman, because she knew what felt good. She knew which parts of the cock to focus her attention on. She was the perfect whore.

She bobbed her head, and I felt her warm tongue sliding up and down. And she wouldn’t be working the tongue if she didn’t like it. Obviously, the camera couldn’t see inside of her mouth, and she knew that. She was licking me because she liked my dick. “Suck it, baby,” I said.

She was so good at sucking cock. I didn’t want her to stop, but it felt so good. My whole body was tingling now. My knees were starting to buckle. I took a deep breath and bit down on the edge of my tongue. I groaned and squirmed. I was getting close to finishing. “Pump it with your fist,” I said. “Stroke me and suck me at the same time.”

Once again, she followed the command without much hesitation, because she liked it. She liked sucking my cock and she liked the way my dick felt as it throbbed in her clenched fist. She squeezed hard and bobbed deep. She worked that tongue all around my shaft.

She bobbed faster and faster as her body relaxed more and more. She really did like it. I heard her whimper, and then I heard her moan. I could see her own erection now, pushing up between her legs. It made me feel weird: a reminder that she wasn’t actually a woman. But now, there was a new strange urge buzzing inside of me. I wanted to push her down onto her back and I wanted to suck her cock. I wanted to pump her dick and I wanted to watch her cum spraying all over her beautiful chest. I wanted her to make a mess of her own slutty outfit.

“Don’t stop,” I said. I didn’t like where my mind was going. I’d never even considered the possibility of engaging in any sexual activity with a man an hour before that moment, and now, I was thinking about sucking a cock. What was wrong with me? Was I starting to snap? Did Kiera leaving me set off something in my brain?

The tingling was strong now. She was sucking me like a true professional: full bobbing with throat penetration, and tight stroking, with intent. She wanted me to come, and now she was going to get it.

I groaned, and then I came. I filled her mouth with cum. Then she leaned back suddenly, gasping and letting go of my cock, ruining the latter half of the orgasm. I groaned again as my cum made a mess of her pretty face.

I came on her face. I came on her body. I came in her hair. I came in her mouth and on her thighs and even on her cock, which had slipped out from her dress.

“That’s enough!” she said suddenly. And in that moment, with her erection standing out in the open, I remembered that she wasn’t a she at all: she was Dougie, my friend, and now he was furious. “You asshole!” he said.

“Don’t ever tell anyone about that!” I said suddenly. I kept reminding myself that it wasn’t gay; he looked just like a girl.

“Apologize to me,” he said, taking me by surprise. I’d never heard him stand up for himself before. He’d always been so meek and so soft. I’d gone out for lunch with him before, and when the waitress brought him the wrong meal, he said nothing, even though he didn’t want what was accidentally given to him. He had no confidence—until now.

“For what?” I said. My stomach churned. “You’re the one who got carried away! You were the one who sucked me off when you were supposed to be posing for a photo!”

“Are you insane?” he said.

“Don’t you dare ever tell anyone about that. After you send Cal those pictures, delete them from your phone. We’re never talking about this again.” I pointed at him and scowled, making sure he knew that I was serious. Those pictures would end me if they ever got out. If anyone ever found out that I let a man suck my dick, my life would be over.

I turned around to leave. Then, I felt like I needed to reiterate. “I’m serious. That wasn’t gay. It was just—just business.”

“I know,” he said softly. I looked at him for a moment, all messy with cum. It was a strange sight. Even now, with his cock still half erect, he looked like a girl.

I went home and I took a long, hard look in the mirror. I was afraid, and it showed. My skin was pale and my eyes were sunken. I looked like a drug addict who hadn’t slept in a week. My heart was still pounding, and the memory of what I’d just done was overwhelming, taking over my brain and stopping me from conjuring up any other thoughts.


CHAPTER III

I couldn’t stop thinking about Dougie, dolled up and beautiful. I felt like my brain was melting inside of my skull. I didn’t want to think about him—not the thoughts that I was having. But the thoughts wouldn’t go away, and with them came new thoughts: unwelcomed and increasingly terrifying.

What if Dougie really was trans? What if he really did want to be a woman? Maybe instead of testosterone pills, he was actually out buying estrogen pills. Maybe that’s why he seemed to be more feminine than ever, even though I’d given him cash a few times to go and fill his prescription.

I never actually saw his prescription. He just told me about it; but maybe it was a lie. Maybe he was seeing a doctor about transitioning, and he didn’t want to admit it until he was confidence in his femininity. And if he really did become a woman—would she consider me as a partner? Would she let me fuck her? Would she let me court her? She sucked my cock until I came, and she seemed to like it until it was all over and the fear set in. And maybe that was partly my fault. Maybe my reaction was a bit strong and maybe I got a bit too defensive. If she really was trying to become a woman, I probably should have handled her the way I would have handled a woman. Maybe I should have kissed her. Maybe I should have caressed her body and made her feel like a real girl.

But why was I having these thoughts? Why was I attracted to Dougie?

I went onto Tinder, to get my brain away from Dougie. I figured I could cure my brain by looking at some pictures of some whores: hungry girls with a fierce appetite for one-night-stands. I chatted with a few and I flicked through thousands of photos. But Dougie just kept coming back to my mind. She was tormenting me without even realizing it.

I wanted to see her again: all dolled up and beautiful. I wanted to feel her again: the inside of her mouth embracing my cock. And maybe I could be with her again. Maybe it could be a regular thing. I used to fuck Kiera all the time for jobs, taking pictures with burner phones to trick men into sending us blackmail material. Maybe Dougie could take Kiera’s place. Dougie needed money, and she liked dressing up. I could give her the best of both worlds.

I dug a phone out from my closet: still in the box. I went through the process of activating it (a lengthy process which involved making fake email addresses and photoshopping a fake ID). Once it was active and ready to go, I posted an ad online.

I was going to start a new gig with a new victim. Dougie was going to be my new Kiera. It was a win-win for everyone. We got paid and we got sexual satisfaction. What else could I want? What else could Dougie want?

I watched as the emails came in: gullible people thinking they really were about to get a brand new thousand-dollar phone for less than one hundred dollars. I sifted through the emails, looking people up, deleting the girls and the people with no online presence. Within an hour, I had a few good candidates: young, single men. One man was a particularly prime candidate. He had many public posts on his Facebook feed about being single, complaining about women. “It’s not fair that men are expected to ask women out. It should be equal.” He was somewhere below average in the looks department, so I figured I would message him back.

Then, a new email came in. It was from a person named Riley. I wasn’t sure if Riley was a boy or a girl, so I had to search the email address. And I got both results: old male posts and new female posts. At first, I was confused. She was either a pretty girl, or he was a feminine boy. Then, after a few minutes of trying to decide who was messaging me, I realized they were both messaging me, because they were the same person.

Riley was a male-to-female transgender. She was essentially what Dougie wanted to be (or, at least, she was what I thought Dougie wanted to be). She was cute: short, thing, freckled, with reddish brown hair. Her eyes were big and she had pretty good tits considering she was biologically male. I flicked through her pictures, thinking about Dougie.

I found her Instagram account. She was single: it said so in her description. Now my mind was wandering away from the task at hand. I wasn’t thinking about conning her. I was trying to think of a way to get with her.

I had a new craving that needed satisfied. I needed to get this new trans lust out of my system, before it consumed me. I didn’t want to sacrifice my friendship with Dougie over this new, strange lust. So maybe I could take it out on this new girl. I sent her a message. “The phone is still available, if you still want it.”

“I’d love to take it,” she said. “Any way I could get it today?”

“Meet me at the parking lot at the Canadian Tire on 14th,” I said. “I’ll be there in an hour.”

I was there in fifteen minutes, buzzing with a strange excitement. It was the first time I’d ever been so early to ditch a phone. And was I really just going to give it to her for one-hundred bucks, expecting nothing else in return? I paid a thousand dollars for that phone.

But it seemed like a rare opportunity: a chance to get with a trans girl. I wanted to fuck her, and I wanted to try sucking her cock. I don’t know why that’s what I wanted, but that’s what I wanted. And in the moment, it seemed worth the nine-hundred-dollar loss.

I stepped out from my car and I paced around. I tried to control my breathing. I was turning red with a combination of terror and excitement. I wasn’t used to these feelings. Why was I so charged up?

I sat back in my car and listened to a few songs on the radio. I opened up her Facebook page again and swiped through her photos. She was pretty cute. She had a bit of a masculine jawline, but it didn’t bother me. I was far too swept away with the idea of being with her sexually. The memory of that strange encounter with Dougie kept coming into my head. It was almost like I could still feel Dougie’s warm mouth sliding up and down the length of my cock. I could still feel her clenched fingers around my shaft. I could still smell that perfume—which no longer made me think of Kiera. Now, it just made me think of Dougie in that little dress.

There was a knock on my window, making me jump. I nearly yelled at the person. Rage boiled up to my ears, and then I looked at them and realized they were there to buy the phone. It was the trans girl. So I stepped out from my car. I looked down her body. Now, she was wearing tight leggings and a knit sweater. Her hair was cut into bangs, and her freckles were more overt than in her pictures. “You’re not here to sell a phone by chance, are you?” she said, looking around the empty parking lot.

I realized in that moment that I’d done no preparing. I’d spent the past hour fantasizing, and now I had no plan. I couldn’t just hand her the phone and never see her again. I had to get more out of this than that.

“The phone?” I said. “Yes—the phone.” I was feeling robotic, like I was in a trance. I kept looking down at her, in disbelief that she was once a male. I’d never seen a transgender before—at least that’s what I thought until that moment. Now, after seeing Dougie in a dress and this girl in her skin-tight pants, I wasn’t so sure. Maybe they were everywhere. Maybe I’d even taken a trans girl out on a date before… I cleared my throat and forced a smile. I was feeling shy, like I was a teenager all over again.

But I liked the feeling. I felt strangely alive. That taboo excitement was warm and fuzzy—and for the first time in weeks, I realized that I wasn’t thinking at all about Kiera. Now, she seemed like a distant memory, even though we’d been together for years. For the first time in weeks, I didn’t feel like going over to her lover’s house and strangling him to death. Maybe this is exactly what I needed. Maybe this was the perfect distraction from my problems.

She was staring into my eyes now. She had a curious look on her face. “You have the phone, right?” she said.

I nodded my head slowly, taking a moment to process her words. “Huh? Yeah, of course,” I said. “I’m sorry, you’re just… you’re quite beautiful.”

She smiled and her cheeks turned a shade of red. “Thank you,” she said. Then there was a silent. I was hoping that a conversation would suddenly erupt, but nothing was happening. Now, we were just staring at each other in an awkward silence.

“I have the cash for the phone,” she said.

“Good,” I said. “I mean—sure. Sounds good. I have the phone.” I didn’t want to hand it to her yet, even though she was now holding out the cash: five crisp twenty-dollar bills.

I reached out slowly, now passing her the phone. “I’ll, uh, have to put you on the plan—like it said in the ad.”

“That’s fine. Do you need my credit card info?” she asked.

“I’ll have you put it in. I have the, uh, page open there.” I swiped the phone open and showed her the page to update the payment info.

“It’s just one more month, right?” she said. “Then I can get my own plan?”

“Yeah,” I said. She put in her info. I watched her face as she stared at the screen. She looked happy—probably because she was practically getting a free iPhone. She had a warm glow about her. She held herself in a delicate sort of way, leaning herself onto one leg, keeping her back straight and her booty popped. She had a great ass.

“You’re very beautiful,” I said.

She looked at me with a big grin. “You mentioned that. Thank you,” she said. And now I could tell that I was venturing into awkward territory. I needed to pull myself together. I was going to lose out on the opportunity and be out a new phone on top of it. So I straightened myself up and took a deep breath.

“We should go grab a coffee,” I said.

She laughed. “I actually have to get to my yoga class,” she said.

“After yoga, let’s grab a coffee.” I looked into her eyes and smiled.

She returned the smile. “I’m trans,” she said. “Just so you know.”

“I know,” I said, and then I watched as her face turned a slight shade of white. It probably came off as an insult, and I don’t know why I said it. Now, I sounded like some fetishist, and I was basically telling her that she was obviously a man. But that’s not what I meant. “I mean—I, uh, saw your picture on your email.” I was grasping at the closest lie I could reach.

“Picture on my email?” she said.

“Yeah. Your profile picture. It came up when I got your email. You know your profile picture, right?” I said.

“No. What is it?” she said.

“It’s just a transgender flag. You know—the pink and blue one. So I just figured. I mean—you look beautiful, like I said. You don’t look like a transgender at all… not that there’s anything wrong with looking like a transgender. You look like a girl. I mean—you are a girl. You’re very feminine. You’re very pretty.” I was tripping myself up again, sounding like a total loser.

But she was smiling. “I’ll be done yoga at three. There’s a café across the road: The Steaming Mug. Meet me there.”

“I will,” I said, nodding my head quickly. She smiled at me again, and then she walked away.

“Thanks for the phone,” she said.

“My pleasure!” I called out.

Once she was out of sight, I jumped up like a teenaged girl seeing her favorite boy band in person. Now, I was really starting to think that there was something wrong with me. I was really starting to think that I’d snapped.


CHAPTER IV

The Steaming Mug was a small joint with only a few tables. The place smelled like burnt coffee and old leather: a questionable combination, especially since it was just down the road from the recycling depot.

But it was made better by the face of my date. She already had a coffee and she was sitting at one of the little tables, smiling and glowing. “How was yoga?” I asked.

“It was good. We did full body today,” she said.

“How does your body feel?” I asked.

“Good,” she said.

“Well it looks great,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. I was probably laying it on too thick. As I sat down, she leaned forward, narrowing her eyes as her grin grew larger. “You’re not one of those weirdos who’s got a thing for trans girls, are you?” she asked quietly, looking mischievous.

“What? No. I don’t care about that,” I said. But I wasn’t so sure. I was pretty sure that I was just substituting her in Dougie’s place: trying to emulate what I had for that brief moment when I was with Dougie, in that apartment. “What’s your name?”

“Alena,” she said.

“That’s a lovely name,” I said.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Roger,” I said, instinctually giving her a fake name. I wanted to instantly correct myself and be honest and open with her, but now it seemed too late. And with each passing second, it seemed weirder and weirder to take the lie back. I was locked in. Now, I was Roger. I’d never met a Roger in my life.

“Roger, huh?” she said. “So, Roger. What do you like to do?”

I had to think about it. What did I like to do? What could I tell her? I liked to gamble using money I amassed illegally. “I like golfing,” I said, picking the first legal and morally valid activity that came to mind. I didn’t really like golfing, but I didn’t really have any hobbies or interests. Even my past relationships, like the one with Kiera, were built around my questionable life. Kiera was my business partner when it came to conning people. Even Dougie, my best friend (and maybe my only friend) was now just a part of my illegal scheming. And when I wasn’t running my amoral operation, I was gambling, or I was watching porn, or I was researching ways to screw over more people to make more money.

And now, as I sat in front of a morally pure girl, who had only good intentions as far as I could tell, I felt like nothing. I felt like nobody—like I had no reason to exist, other than to pull other people down. I wanted her to like me, but I was quickly realizing there was nothing to like. I wanted Dougie to like me too—but what could I offer her, aside from money (which was dwindling)? I had no interests to share and no hobbies to experience with her.

“What’s the matter?” she asked, narrowing her eyes even more.

“Nothing,” I said. “I’m fine.” I forced a smile, but even the smile felt horribly fake. I was blowing this date, and I had a lot invested in it. This was my chance to make an impression, and it felt like it was an important impression to make. She was a normal girl, with a normal life—aside from her transgenderism, which honestly seemed perfectly normal as the seconds went by. Maybe that’s what I was looking for. Maybe I just wanted a normal life.

Maybe what I felt with Dougie was a real lust: something I’d never felt before, and now it was something I was craving. Maybe it had nothing to do with Dougie’s gender or her identity. Maybe that was just an assumption I made because it was the most convenient connection between Dougie and Alena. “What was the question?” I said.

“I asked if you had any hobbies,” she said with a small laugh. “It’s okay if you’re tired. I’m not offended if you want to take off.”

I shook my head quickly. “No,” I said. “I’m really fine. I don’t have hobbies.”

She looked at me strangely. “No hobbies?” she said.

“None,” I said. “Well—It depends on what you call a hobby. I gamble online.”

“Like poker?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “And I’ll bet on sports games—but I don’t actually watch the sports. I just gamble. I’m not even good at poker. I don’t like playing it. But I like the chance of winning money.”

“Okay,” she said. “I guess that’s a hobby.”

“It’s not,” I said. “It’s just an addiction. It’s a way to spend the money that I shouldn’t have. I think that’s why I gamble—because deep down, I know I shouldn’t have the money. I feel dirty with the money. I want to get rid of it as soon as I have it. I’m pretty sure that I sometimes lose on purpose.”

Now, her eyes were wide. She was looking at me as if she was staring at a serial killer. “You have a weird sense of humor, Roger,” she said.

I laughed. “I don’t have a sense of humor,” I said. “And my name isn’t actually Roger. I don’t know why I told you that. My name is Brayden. I work in a mailing room, but that’s really just a cover for a scam operation that I run. I don’t go to the gym and I don’t play any sports. I’m not creative or artistic. I just scam people and then I gamble the money away.”

She kept staring at me with those big, nervous eyes. “I’m not going to lie… I don’t get the joke.”

“It’s not a joke,” I said. “I scam people. I sell them phones and then I extort them through blackmail. I put software on the phone that lets me access it remotely. You’d be shocked by how many people take naked pictures of themselves—sometimes not even to send to anyone.”

Now, her face was turning pale.

“Don’t worry. I’m not scamming you. I don’t even know why I’m telling you all of this. I guess I’m just sick of lying all the time. Every word that comes out of my mouth is a lie—except for all of this; all of this is the truth. That software is on your phone, by the way. I put it on your phone before you even emailed me. I can delete it for you though. Pass me the phone, I’ll take it off.”

“Y—You can just have the phone back,” she said.

“No, take it. It’s a brand-new iPhone. Why wouldn’t you take it? Watch—you can watch me delete the software. See? It’s just this app, right here. This app that says ‘Home’. It’s not actually the home app. I delete that off the phones and then I put this here. It’s really that simple. Look, I delete it and now I can’t access your phone. I promise.”

“I should get going,” she said.

“Why? I’m being honest with you.” I laughed, feeling a little bit crazier. “I’ve never been this honest with anyone. I don’t know why I’m telling you all of this—but for some reason I feel like I can trust you. Not that I can trust that you won’t tell the police—but I trust that you won’t judge my character. Does that even make sense?”

“I think you should see a shrink or something,” she said, taking a slow sip from her drink. She pushed her chair back to stand up.

“Stay and have coffee. Here.” I put her money back on the table: the five crisp bills she gave to me for the phone. “Take your money back.”

She stared at the money for a moment before looking up at me.

“If you’re really worried about the phone, go to the Apple Store and have them do a factory reset for you. Have them inspect it. It’s a fine phone.”

“And my credit card info?” she said.

I laughed and rolled my eyes. “I don’t steal that,” I said. “That would be amateur. It’s too easy to track stolen credit card info. I knew a guy, and now he’s in prison.”

“You’re a strange person, Roger,” she said.

“It’s Brayden,” I said.

“You’re a strange person, Brayden. I don’t know why you’re telling me all of this, and I’m not sure if I should believe you or not.”

“I’m telling you because I like you. And to be honest, I’m not entirely sure why I like you. You’re beautiful, but I see beautiful women all the time. Maybe it has something to do with you being trans. Maybe that just seems exciting to me. Oh—and I knew you were trans because I looked up your Facebook page before we met.”

Her eyes were glowing. She was worried, but also fascinated. And I felt good: I’d never felt better. I’d never been truly open and honest with anyone. Even Kiera didn’t know that I gambled heavily.

“So, you’re like a bad boy?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I guess so,” I said. “Not that it’s anything to be proud of.”

“It’s definitely not,” she said. “But it’s kind of hot.” Her lips curled into a small grin.

We talked for a bit longer, and then we slipped into the bathroom when the barista went into the back to fetch some supplies. I pushed Alena up against the wall and then I pushed my hands up her sweater to cup her breasts. They were fake and a bit stiff, but she still liked it when I squeezed them. I squeezed them hard, pushing my body up against her. My cock was already erect, and her hand was down, pressing against it, rubbing it through my jeans. “I want you inside of me,” she said.

“Good,” I said. We kissed. Her lips felt a bit stiff too—possibly filled with filler, but I didn’t mind. I sucked her bottom lip before pushing her harder against the wall. She moaned gently as I massaged her nipples. She pushed her hand down the front of my jeans and she rubbed my bare cock. It felt good, but it’s not what I wanted.

Now, I wanted to satisfy another curiosity. I dropped to my knees and I peeled down her black yoga pants, exposing her bulging panties. I used my fingertip to pull down her panties, letting her erection spring out. “How’s about I do the sucking?” she said.

“Just let me have it,” I said, gripping it with my fist. I could feel her becoming tense. She liked men and was probably looking for a guy who could fuck her. I could be that guy, but I had curiosities that needed to be satisfied. I put her cock in my mouth and I sucked. I sucked hard, with my eyes closed. I imagined Dougie was standing before me. I used my fist to pull her foreskin back. I sucked on her tip. It was warm and throbbing, but she still felt tense and awkward.

“That’s enough,” she said. I could tell that I was turning her off. She wasn’t looking to be the dominant one. But I just couldn’t get enough. I couldn’t pull myself away from her cock. Finally, she pushed my head back. “That’s enough,” she said again.

I forced myself to stand up. My legs were trembling. My hands were trembling. I felt like I’d crossed a boundary that wasn’t meant to be crossed. I could feel regret, but I just wanted to do it again. Maybe I really had gone insane.

She pulled her panties and yoga pants back up, and then she went down on me, grasping my cock firmly in that bathroom and then plunging it into her mouth. She moaned softly as she began to bob her head back and forth. Her tongue felt amazing. Her lips felt amazing. She was almost able to get the entire length of my shaft into her mouth. And the things she was doing to my ball sack with her hand—I was in heaven.

But I couldn’t stop looking down, between her legs, at that stiff erection, pushing against the thin fabric of her black yoga pants. The fabric was being stretched thin enough that I could make out some flesh tone. I could see the bulging tip of her penis. There was a tiny wet spot right at the tip, as if she let a drop of pre-cum slip out. I wanted to drop down and feel it. I wanted to squeeze it and stroke it until her yoga pants were soaked with her cum.

My heart skipped a beat. My head was spinning. I didn’t feel right. I couldn’t focus on her feminine features—I could only focus on that big cock. And what did that say about me? Was I realizing that I was gay? Was I what she said: some sort of fetishist? I didn’t want to be a pervert. I didn’t want to be a weirdo. I wanted to be normal—but I also wanted her to penetrate me anally, even though I’d never been penetrated before.

She stood up and licked her lips in front of me. She kissed me, giving me a small taste of my own cock. Then she turned around gently and bent over the small sink, pushing out her bum. She used both of her hands to shimmy her pants down, just to her knees. I reached around and grasped her erection. “Stop,” she said, brushing my hand away.

“I like it,” I said with a groan.

“If you want me, you can have me as a woman,” she said. I had to think about what she was saying. She wanted to be treated like a girl. She wanted me to pretend like there was no cock. But how could I do such a thing? Her cock was so enticing. Her shaft was all I wanted. But I had to act like a normal man. I had to give her what she wanted if I would ever have a chance at seeing her again.

So I spread her bum cheeks open and then I pressed my tip against her puckering hole. She masterfully relaxed her anus so I could easily penetrate her. Her hole was tight, but smooth like silk. Once I had three inches in, she clenched hard, embracing my tip with her tight anal walls. I groaned and she moaned. I felt her moving slightly, positioning my cock so that I could hit her prostate dead-on. And when I finally hit it, five inches into her anus, she gasped and her fingers curled against the counter. She moaned loudly and a jealousy swirled inside of me. It was the pleasure I wanted to be feeling, with her inside of me, with her feminine hands grasping my hips and her shaved pelvis pressed against my ass.

I started pumping, sliding back and forth, massaging her anal walls with my throbbing, veiny shaft. She liked it, moaning gently—louder and louder. She caught me again, reaching around to grab her cock. When she brushed my hand away, I sighed like toddler getting caught stealing a cookie from a jar. I just wanted to feel that cock so badly.

But I kept pumping. I kept giving her what she wanted. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back. Then, I noticed a glimpse of that erection in the mirror. She had a hand on it, fingers curled around it. She was gently stroking herself. I leaned to the side and got a better view of it in the mirror. I kept pumping as she stroked. Now, I could feel my cock getting harder inside of her body. I knew I wasn’t going to last long, but I knew I had to last longer than her. I had to last long enough to see her come. I needed to see her come.

I adjusted myself slightly with each penetration, until she tensed up and gave me the perfect whimper, and I knew I was hitting her sweet spot. Then, I focused hard on pumping her in that exact spot.

I watched her hand as she clenched her cock with a firmer grip. I wanted her tip as it reddened. I saw a small drop of thick, clear fluid ooze out onto her finger. I knew she was close—but I was close too.

Then, a terror swept through my mind. This was my second sexual encounter with a biological male in a week. It had been almost a month since I’d been with a woman, and it had been weeks now since I’d even fantasized about being with a woman. What did Dougie do to me? What had that effeminate young man done to my brain? Was I gay? Was I turning gay? Had I developed a fetish? Did I actually feel anything for Alena, or was I just trying to satisfy a sexual attraction that I had for Dougie?

I was thinking about Dougie. I was imagining Dougie, with a pair of tight yoga pants around her knees, bent over a bathroom sink. Maybe I really was just trying to substitute Alena in for Dougie.

Suddenly, she gasped. Her body tensed up. She clenched hard on my cock. I leaned over and stared at her cock with big, bright eyes. Her body flexed in a sensual, peculiar way. Then, a stream shot from her cock. It sprayed high—higher than she was expecting. She gasped as it connected with the mirror. I watched as her cheeks turned dark red with embarrassment. The next shot reached the mirror as well. Then she pushed her cock down, below the sink. Now, she was making a mess underneath the sink of the coffee shop bathroom. Now, I couldn’t see, and I was devastated. So I reached around and grabbed her cock, cupping her tip with my hand. She tried to push it away, but I was determined to feel it—and I felt it. Blasts of cum poured into the palm of my hand and dripped down my fingers.

“Let go,” she said.

“No,” I said.

“I don’t want you touching it. Let go—please,” she said.

I didn’t let go until she was finished coming. Then she pulled herself away from me, expelling my cock from her asshole. She turned to me with a narrow-eyed look and said, “I’m not going to be your little fetish. I’m a woman.”

“I—I know,” I said.

“Do you know?” she said.

I stared into her eyes for a moment before nodding my head slowly.

She shook her head, looking disgusted and violated. “I need to get going,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

But she didn’t reply. She wiped her cock with a piece of toilet paper and then she pulled up her pants and took off, leaving me along with an embarrassing mess to clean up—and a lot of confusion swirling in my mind.


CHAPTER V

I was still thinking about Dougie the next day. I wanted to see her again, dolled up and pretty. Then, I remembered that I took those pictures and videos on her phone. If she had indeed sent them to Cal, then they would be on Cal’s phone, which meant that I could access them remotely using the hacking software that I had installed on his phone.

So I went to my computer and accessed the database of remote entries. I found Cal’s phone and I loaded it up. It was a sluggish process, and a bit risky. It was usually something I only did in the middle of the night, because it would actually unlock his phone. If he had his phone out in front of him, he would be able to see what I was doing as I went through his phone.

I knew I had to be careful. So I started by simply accessing his screen, to see if he was using the phone. And he was using it—with Dougie.

I froze and gasped. Dougie was working—and she was working hard. She was dolled up in a cute jumper and on a FaceTime call with Cal. She was on her back, holding a dildo with two hands, pumping it in and out of her asshole. She was moaning, and her cock was erect. I had no idea what to do. I could see Cal’s little video feed in the corner. He was watching with glowing eyes. He didn’t seem to care that her erection was a visible bulge in her jumper.

How long had this been going on for? Was this their first video call? Was this Dougie’s way of getting what we needed to complete the blackmail scheme?

Dougie groaned suddenly, and a cute whimper escaped her lips. She looked down as a big wet spot was forming at her cock. She was coming in her jumper.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. I’d tuned in just as they were having phone-sex. I had no idea what to think, but I just assumed that Dougie was just doing her job to get what we needed. Kiera had done a few video calls with the more stubborn victims. Then again, she left me for one of those victims…

“I’m sorry,” Dougie said to Cal.

“Don’t be. It was hot,” Cal said. “So when will you be back in town?”

“I don’t know. I should get ready for work,” Dougie said.

“O—Okay,” said Cal. “I’ll talk to you later then.”

“Bye, Cal,” Dougie said. The call ended. I was looking at Cal’s red-cheeked face now. He was frozen for a moment, and then he locked his phone and the screen went black.

A wave of relief washed over me. Dougie had Cal believing that she was out of town, which meant she was playing him. And she was doing a damn good job. She was probably recording that call, getting everything we needed and more. It was going to be so easy to blackmail Cal…

But now, I was wondering if I really wanted to blackmail Cal. Something about it felt wrong, even though I’d done it at least a dozen times before. I needed the money, but did he really deserve it? In a way, he was just like me. He couldn’t help himself. Dougie was beautiful, and there was something so seductive about that cock. I knew it and Cal knew it. Could I really punish Cal for feeling the same way I was feeling?

I wanted to see more of Dougie. I wanted to see more shots of her in her little dresses and her jumpers and her skirts and her lingerie. I wanted to see her pretty eyes, clad in makeup. I had an idea. I sent her a message. “Have we gotten what we need yet?” I asked.

“Working on it. I’m close,” she said.

“Send me what you have,” I said. “Send me screenshots of all the messages.” And I really wanted to see them all. I wanted to see her hot body. I wanted to see pictures of her with dildos pressed into her tight butthole. “Surely, we have something we can use.”

“There’s nothing,” she said.

I paused. How could there be nothing? I just witnessed her in a call with him. Was she not recording? Or was she lying to me? Why would she lie to me? “Send it to me,” I said. My hands were trembling now.

“No,” she said.

I was shocked and speechless. Why was she denying me? What had I done to her? I’d given her so much: money and opportunities. She would have been homeless had it not been for me. And had I ever asked for anything in return? Very little…

I wanted to be with her. I wanted her to be happy. I wanted to be the one to make her happy. And it was time to admit it to her. I had to come clean to her, the way I came clean to Alena. It felt so good telling Alena the whole truth, and maybe I only told Alena everything because I knew deep down that I would never see her again. But I wanted to see Dougie again. I needed to tell her everything, even if it meant her ditching me. It was worth the risk. “I’m coming over,” I said.

“Don’t,” she said. “I’m not even home.”

“Where are you?” I asked. I knew she was lying because I had just seen her in her apartment.

“I’m out. I won’t be home until late,” she said. And once again, she was lying to me. Why was she lying to me?

“I’ll see you later then,” I said. And I was planning on giving her the space she seemed to want. Maybe she just wanted time to get herself cleaned up. Maybe she just needed time to get her dildo washed up and put away, along with her clothes and wig and makeup. But that’s how I wanted to see her. I didn’t want to give her time to clean herself up. I needed to see her.

I just couldn’t help myself. I couldn’t wait. I had to see her. So I grabbed my car keys and I took off for her apartment. I was there in less than five minutes.

I parked across the street and looked up at her window. Beads of sweat were forming on the back of my neck. Was I really going to tell her that I wanted her romantically? Was I absolutely sure that I wanted her? Had I properly considered the consequences of her saying yes to me? Could I really be with a trans girl? Could I really introduce her to my parents? Was I prepared to never have any biological children in my life? I spent a few minutes thinking of everything. My mind raced quickly, but I just kept picturing her pretty face, and I knew that I wanted her. I knew there were going to be challenges and I knew that it wasn’t going to be easy at times, but I wanted her.

So I went up to her building. The front door was open, propped open by an orange Home Depot bucket. I went inside and I went up to her room. I knocked on the door and waited a moment. “Hey Dougie, it’s me,” I said. “Open up.” I waited and then I knocked again, and again. I knew she was home because I’d seen her on Cal’s screen. There was no way she’d washed off her makeup and left that quickly. She was hiding from me. But why? Why was she afraid of me? I knocked once more, and then I tried the handle.

It was unlocked. I went inside. “Hey Dougie, we need to talk. It’s important,” I said. I walked into the small apartment, but it really was empty. “Are you hiding from me?” I said.

I looked under the bed and I looked in the closet. Her vanity was covered in makeup supplies. There were feminine outfits sprawled out on the bed. It looked like she left the apartment in a hurry. Did she see me coming? Was she trying to get away from me?

I was so confused. I needed answers. I needed to know that she was safe.

So I waited. I waited for a long time: an hour, and then two hours. Where had she gone? Had she left the house as a woman? Was it safe for her to be out in a wig and makeup?

Suddenly, I heard footsteps. It was getting dark out now and I’d completely lost track of time. I heard voices, and one of them belonged to Dougie. The other belonged to Cal. I felt my face turning white. I felt a lot of familiar emotions: the same ones I felt when I caught Kiera with that guy. It seemed like it was happening all over again. But Dougie had never been mine, unlike Kiera. Dougie was her own girl. Hell, I didn’t even know what her name was anymore. But I had a good feeling that she wasn’t going by Dougie as a chick.

They approached the door. “So tell me about this Brayden guy,” Cal said from the other side of the door.

“Where should I start?” Dougie said with a small, nervous laugh.

“Where should you start?” I said, looking at both of them. They both froze. Dougie’s face turned white. Cal’s face turned whiter as he recognized me from work.

“Y—You?” he said.

“What are you doing here?” Dougie said softly, looking like she was about to turn around and run. And I felt betrayed. I was angry. Why was she seeing him behind my back? Why had she wasted so much of my time, and my money? Why did she string my feelings along? Or had I strung myself along? She never told me that she was interested in me—that was just something that I’d assumed based on our sexual encounter. But even that encounter was pushed by me. Dougie said she didn’t want to do it, but I just assumed she was lying to protect herself.

“I told you I was coming by,” I said.

“How did you get in?” Dougie asked. Cal was still staring at me with a terrified look on his face.

“The door was open downstairs, and your door was unlocked,” I said. “I let myself in. I’ve let myself in before. Don’t act so shocked.”

“You’re trying to scam me?” said Cal, looking suddenly defensive. He stepped in front of Dougie, as if he was about to protect her from me. What did he think I was going to do? What did Dougie tell him?

“Yes,” I said.

My honesty took them both by surprise. They stood still for a moment, looking at each other, then they both looked back at me.

“How can you do that?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I actually haven’t done it in a while. I’m pretty broke now.”

“I know who you are,” he said. “If you try to blackmail me, I’ll go to the police. I can get all your personal information from HR if I have to.”

“I know,” I said.

And now he looked more confused than ever. He looked to be confused that I wasn’t trying to attack him, or to run away. He wasn’t expecting me to simply stand there, staring at him.

He was close to Dougie, and Dougie was keeping herself close to him. “So you guys are dating then?” I said.

They looked at each other, as if they wanted the other one to say yes. They clearly weren’t official yet, but they were clearly an item. Cal looked at me. His face flushed red. “I want to see where it goes.”

I looked at Dougie. “Is that what you want?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said softly. She cleared her throat and stood upright. “But I’ll pay you back—for the phone, and for the handouts. I’m looking for a job. As soon as I find out, I’ll pay you.”

“Don’t bother,” I said. I felt defeated. I couldn’t help but notice their hands as their fingers clasped together. It almost didn’t even seem like they noticed that they had started holding hands. That’s what I wanted, but it clearly wasn’t what I was going to get. Sure, I could think of ways to pry them apart. I could easily blackmail them both with the content that I had. But I didn’t want to. I was sick of being the bad guy. Now, I knew that I wanted more than just money. I didn’t even feel like I needed money, even though I was broke. There were other things I wanted, like love.

Maybe Dougie wasn’t the one for me. Maybe she was taken. But had it not been for Dougie, I would have never realized that I was even capable of loving someone. I never loved Kiera. I loved that she was beautiful and I loved that she elevated my status—but I never loved her, and that’s why I was able to move on so easily. And I knew that I didn’t love her, even when I was with her. I knew that she was just a nice accessory, and a good, convenient business partner. But with Dougie, I felt something more. Maybe it wasn’t love, but it was certainly the potential for love. I felt a bit of that potential with Alena too.

So I owed Dougie. I didn’t want to take her money. In fact, I felt like I needed to give her money. Though now, I didn’t have any money left to give her. But at least I could give her a break—and I could give her the truth. I could give them both the truth.

“I came here to tell you that I love you,” I said, staring into her eyes.

She suddenly looked worried.

“But I don’t know if I actually love you. Maybe it’s not love. You look happy with Cal—and I guess that makes me happy, to see you happy. I’m sure I’ll find someone for me.”

“You—You don’t love me, Brayden,” Dougie said softly.

“I think I do,” I said. “But it’s really fine. I love you enough that I just want to see you happy. And maybe that’s all I came here to tell you. I had to tell you in person.”

I smiled. I felt a big wave of relief.

“So what about the scams?” Dougie asked.

“I think I’m done with that. I only ever did it for the adrenaline rush, to be honest. And now that’s gone. I’ve grown up. I’m sick of ripping people off. I’m sick of feeling like the scum of the earth every night. Sure, having cash is fun, I’m fine without it. I’ve never liked having it. I just gamble it away whenever I have it.”

Dougie stared at me with disbelief in her eyes. “So that’s it?” she said.

I nodded my head.

“What are you going to do?”

I shrugged my shoulders. Then, Cal cleared his throat. “You can work in our department. A guy just quit,” he said. “I mean—I’m just a temp, but I bet if you talk to our manager, they can squeeze you in. I heard them talking about how they don’t want to run interviews.”

I smiled. “Maybe I’ll do that,” I said. “Or maybe I’ll find something else. Something outside. I don’t know.” I felt like I had every opportunity in the world. I had nothing tying me down. I felt like I had interests for the first time in my life. I had the potential to come up with new interests. Photography seemed cool. Painting seemed like fun.

“I’ll leave you two alone,” I said with a small nod. Then I turned to leave. They watched me go in silence. It hurt to leave Dougie, knowing that she was with another man. But when I looked back and saw that she was looking into Cal’s eyes with a small smile on her face—that made it better. She was happy, and that’s all I wanted.

Now, she was herself—who she’d always wanted to be. Cal seemed happier than ever before. And I felt the most immense relief, no longer spending every minute worried that the police were going to break down my door. Maybe I would get around to paying all of those people back. Maybe I would find a way to reverse my karma.

I stopped at my car and looked back at her apartment. I stood still for a moment before turning to my door. And then I noticed the reflection of a woman in my window. She was standing on the sidewalk, adjusting her skirt, using my rear window as a mirror.

I looked over at her. She had a shy look on her face. Her makeup was a bit messy, and I was pretty sure that her hair was a wig. I stared at her for a long moment, trying to pick out what was so peculiar about her. And then a possibility occurred to me: maybe she was trans. She held herself in a similar way to Dougie. She looked uncertain about herself: about her appearance.

She looked at me and smiled with a nervous smile. “You look good,” I said.

Her cheeks turned a dark shade of red. “Thanks,” she said.

I nodded my head with a small smile.

THE END
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