
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    DIRTY TEXTING
THE COMPLETE SERIES 
 
    ALL THREE PARTS OF A TRANSGENDER ROMANCE STORY

BY 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    

  

 
   
    KEEPING UP WITH 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 
 
    Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 
 
    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
 
    Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: 
 
    http://eepurl.com/O3CKz 
 
    Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy! 
 
    Email me at:  
 
    nikkicrescent@gmail.com 
 
    

  

 
   
    COPYRIGHT INFORMATION 
 
    This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 
 
    Published by Honey Wagon Books Inc. 
 
    Copyright © 2022 by Nikki Crescent 
 
    Model License Holder: Honey Hunter (Shutterstock Inc.) 
 
    Background Image License: Whiskey Boone (Shutterstock Inc.) 
 
    Cover by Fleetwood Lebowski (Honey Hut Designs Inc.) 
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. 
 
    

  

 
   
    NAVIGATOR 
 
    Begin Reading 
 
    Table of Contents 
 
    Newsletter 
 
    Copyright 
 
    About the Author 
 
    

  

 
   
    TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 
    NAVIGATOR 
 
    - 
 
    DIRTY TEXTING WITH HER 
 
    DIRTY TEXTING WITH HIM 
 
    DIRTY TEXTING IN LOVE 
 
    - 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR

  

 
   
    FIND ME ON PATREON! 
 
    I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.  
 
    I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on FORCED and TWINS: novellas too hot for Amazon. Oh, and did I mention the Patreon-exclusive novel, THE GIRL TWIN? And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?  
 
    Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me: 
 
    https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent

  

 
   
    DEDICATION 
 
    To Everyone, 
 
    Thank you so much for your amazing support! 
 
    Love, 
 
    Nikki Crescent 
 
    

  

 
   
    DIRTY TEXTING WITH HER 
 
    Cal needs a new phone, but he can’t afford one, so he’s forced to turn to classifieds listings in hopes of finding something that will work until he can get his finances under control. Thankfully, he comes across an ad: someone looking to get rid of their phone, along with the remainder of their plan. The offer seems too good to be true. 
 
    So Cal buys the phone off of a guy he meets in a dark parking lot. The phone seems to be working fine, meeting all of Cal’s needs. Then, a few days later, he gets a text message: a spicy picture from a fit young woman. Cal is tempted to tell the girl she has the wrong number, but ultimately, he succumbs to the temptation of stringing her along in hopes of getting some more pictures. The next thing he knows, he’s texting the girl every day, completely oblivious to the reality of who she really is. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I was on my way to work when I dropped my phone. I’d dropped the thing a million times before, but for some reason, this was the time that it decides to explode into a thousand little pieces. And I would have gathered all those little pieces had half of them not fallen down onto the subway tracks.  
 
    “Shitty,” a young man said, without standing up from his comfortable seat on the bench. 
 
    I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. “I needed a new one anyway,” I said, trying to save as much face as possible. There were at least a dozen people staring at me, so I had to keep that forced smile on my face for a long time. I felt like an idiot. Sure, the phone was old, but I didn’t want to have to get a new one. I couldn’t afford a new one. I couldn’t even afford an old one. All of my files were on that phone: all of my photos and my notes and my contacts. I probably should have climbed down onto the tracks to grab the bigger part of the phone, which certainly had all of that vital information on it—but the thought of doing it in front of everyone was just too embarrassing. I just wanted to pretend like I didn’t care.  
 
    After work that afternoon, I went to the phone store to look at my options. I was relieved by the signs in the window: get your next phone absolutely FREE! It seemed too good to be true, and it was. After waiting for an hour to get a meeting with a salesman, I found out that the phone was only free when you signed up for a two-year plan, costing $150.00 per month. I didn’t have that kind of money. “Is there a cheaper option?” I asked. And there was a cheaper option: a $30.00 per month plan, but then the phone was full price, almost two thousand bucks. I didn’t have two thousand bucks or even one thousand bucks. I had one hundred dollars in my bank account.  
 
    “What about financing? Do you guys do financing?” I asked. 
 
    He gave me a form and I filled it out. He took it to the back and then I waited for what felt like another hour. Now, it was getting dark outside. Now, my whole day was being wasted on this ridiculous phone fiasco. Finally, the man came back. “We’re closing in ten minutes,” he said. 
 
    “What about the phone?” I said. 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” he said. “You weren’t approved for financing. Didn’t I tell you that already? We ran your information through the credit office, and they turned you down.” 
 
    “But—But I need a phone,” I said, forcing another smile, trying to look like I wasn’t that put off by the rejection. But really, I was horribly embarrassed. The minimum-wage phone salesman was looking at me with a pitiful look.  
 
    All of my old high school friends were now respectable men. They all had good careers, wives, children, homes, cars—and a few of them even had country club memberships and swimming pools. Not me. I had nothing. I was a temp at an office, being paid one dollar more than minimum wage (and paying 15% of my income to the temp agency). I took the bus to work with a fake bus pass that I made in Photoshop. I lived in a leaky apartment on the unsavory end of town. And my credit was apparently terrible.  
 
    “So what are my options here?” I asked. 
 
    “You can get our cheapest plan and find an old phone to use,” he said. “My deal—I mean—my friend gets used phones on Craigslist for like ten bucks.” He used his long, pointy fingers to push back his shaggy hair. 
 
    “I can do that?” I said. “I can just buy a used phone and you can activate it?” 
 
    “Yeah. We have a fifty-dollar activation fee though, and you have to pay two months upfront for our entry plan.” I did the math quickly in my head, then I forced another embarrassed smile.  
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about that,” I said, and then I went home. I felt defeated. An embarrassing nausea boiled in my gut. I couldn’t even afford their cheapest plan, which didn’t even come with a phone. I didn’t have one hundred and ten dollars to activate a phone and pay the first two months. I had one hundred dollars, and I needed it for rent, and to pay for my heat.  
 
    When I got home, I crashed on my couch. I buried my face into my pillow and exhaled deeply, expelling as much of that humiliation from my body as possible. After five minutes of staring into my pillow, I took a deep breath and surfaced. Maybe I didn’t need a phone. Maybe I could just use my laptop whenever I had internet access. It’s not like people need phones. I made it through the first sixteen years of my life without a cellphone. My parents didn’t have cellphones until they were in their fifties.  
 
    It wasn’t even an hour before I was missing my phone. I wanted to message my best friend, Jonesy, but he didn’t have a Facebook. I sent him an e-mail. “Want to grab a drink? I’ve had a long day,” I wrote, but he didn’t reply—probably because he only checked his email once each day, in the morning before work.  
 
    So I waited.  
 
    I felt strangely bored, like I had absolutely nothing to do. I was used to sitting and surfing the web on my phone. I tried to do the same thing with my computer, but somehow it wasn’t the same. I squirmed and groaned and realized that I probably had a phone addiction, like so many people my age. And I probably could have battled my way through my boredom, but my addiction got the better of me. I ended up on Craigslist, looking at cheap phones. I figured I could ask friends to borrow money. I would pay them back. I just needed a phone. I really needed a phone. 
 
    ‘MUST PAY CASH: take over my phone plan,’ said one posting. I clicked it. ‘Need money for an emergency bill. Carrier charges one-hundred to cancel plan—seems like a waste. Take my phone and take over my plan. Plan is $35.00 a month, 2 GB of data. $100.00 obo.’  
 
    I stared at the advertisement for a long time, trying to weigh the pros and cons. Was it some sort of scam, or was it a legit offer? I had a hundred bucks. I could afford the phone, and then I would have the man’s plan. Sure, I would have to make the payments, but that was something I could worry about later.  
 
    It was a newer phone, with three cameras, in seemingly perfect condition. Hell, it was a better phone than the one that came with the expensive plan at the phone store, and it was a lot nicer than the phone I accidentally smashed all over the subway station. “Is this still available?” I asked in an email. 
 
    And the fellow replied quickly. “Yes. Can you pick it up now? I’m only taking cash.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Would you take eighty for it?”  
 
    There was a short delay, and then he replied. “You can make the payments, right? I don’t want my credit getting fucked over.” 
 
    “Sure, no problem,” I said.  
 
    “We can transfer the payments to your card when we meet,” he said. “Do you know the Canadian Tire on 14th? There’s a big parking lot. We can meet there in thirty minutes.”  
 
    So I sprung to my feet. I put on my shoes and rushed out the door to catch the bus to 14th street. I was nervous. I didn’t like the idea of meeting a stranger. This person knew that I was coming with cash. What if this was a robbery? What if they were just easily luring me to a dark, empty place?  
 
    I felt like I had no other options. I wanted to have a phone. Being phoneless in 2021 was a terrible feeling, almost as if I wasn’t actually a part of society. I felt disconnected and lost. I felt like a part of me was missing. I hated that I felt that way. I would never admit it out loud to any of my friends—and definitely not to my parents—but it was the way that I felt, and I wanted to feel normal again. 
 
    I reached the Canadian Tire a few minutes before our meeting time, after stopping at a gas station ATM. The parking lot had two levels. The lower level was desolate, so I found the cold cement stairwell and I climbed up to the second level. Now, flickering white lights washed out the sky above me. There were a few cars parked in the large space, but they all appeared to be empty. I sauntered closer to the parked cars and peered into the windows, just to make sure there wasn’t a short fellow waiting inside of one. 
 
    I must have looked like a common thief, looking for loose change or phone charging cables. I stuffed my hands into my pockets and I wandered into the middle of the parking lot. Then I waited. With each passing minute, I felt more foolish—and more terrified. It was a truly desolate place: the perfect place to mug someone.  
 
    I clutched my cash in my pocket. It was all I had—almost every single dollar I had to my name.  
 
    Then, bright headlights struck my back, sending my long shadow streaking across the parking lot. I turned around and covered my eyes. An old sedan was creeping towards me. It was a rusty unit, squeaking as the worn tires struck every little bump on the relatively smooth pavement. I stepped aside, just in case it was someone who needed by. Then the sedan stopped, twenty feet away from me.  
 
    There were two people in the car, but I could only see their silhouettes. They were staring at me, sizing me up, assessing whether or not I was a risk. It was a long minute before the passenger door opened and one of the men stepped out. “Cal?” he called out. 
 
    “That’s me,” I said, looking back at the stairwell door, just in case I needed to make a run for it. My heart was pounding. Why couldn’t I just meet the guy at his house?  
 
    He stepped towards me, standing in front of his headlights now. Now, he was just a black figure, wearing a baseball cap, which was pushed down to almost cover his eyes. As he got closer, my heart rate increased. I took a series of deep breaths, clutching that money in my pocket. Now, I was ready to throw the money at him if it would mean him leaving me alone.  
 
    He reached into his pocket as if he was reached for a gun. I became tense all over, bending my knees slightly as if I was about to spring into the air like a cartoon kangaroo. I was ready to flee, ready to run for my life. Then he pulled out the phone. It was shining, in mint condition. “Here it is. You have the cash, right?” he said. 
 
    I stared at that phone for a long moment. “Does it work?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course it works,” he said, tapping the screen to make it light up. Then he reached into his other pocket and pulled out the charging cable, also in mint condition. “The cash.” 
 
    So I quickly pulled out the eighty dollars: four crisp bills, fresh from the ATM. I held my hand out and he took the money, putting his phone into my hand.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said, and then I turned around to leave. 
 
    “Wait,” he said.  
 
    I turned back around and looked at his face: a dark shadow before his own headlights. I blinked a few times and then his face started revealing itself through the darkness. He was a normal-looking guy: brown eyes, brown hair, thick eyebrows, small nose. He actually looked a bit familiar, but I couldn’t quite place him.  
 
    “We need to set up the payments,” he said.  
 
    “Right,” I said. My heart relaxed slightly. 
 
    “The page is open there,” he said. “All you have to do is put in your credit card info and press submit.” 
 
    “Cool. Thanks,” I said. 
 
    “Do it,” he said. “I want to see you do it before you take the phone.”  
 
    A cool shiver zapped through my body. “Oh. Okay,” I said. So I pulled out my credit card. He turned away. 
 
    “Tell me when you’ve put in your number. I just need to see the confirmation.”  
 
    I punched in my number. I was terrified it was going to be declined. I don’t think I could take another humiliating credit rejection. So I breathed deeply, filled out the info, and then I said, “I’m going to press submit now.” He turned around and looked at the screen as it loaded. A spinning circle appeared on the screen. We both leaned in as the new page loaded.  
 
    ‘Your payment info has been updated,’ the new page said, and then I let out a sigh of relief. 
 
    “Alright, man,” he said. “The phone’s all yours. Enjoy.” And then I noticed something familiar about his voice. Maybe he was just one of those people: an everyman face with an everyman voice. I didn’t think too much into it.  
 
    He walked back to his car and I turned around. Now, I was clutching that phone firmly. I didn’t want to drop it. It didn’t have a case and it seemed so fragile, with the entire frontside of the phone being a screen. I kept that phone clutched in my pocket until I was seated safely on the bus. Then, I started to make it my own, changing the background image, adding familiar apps, and so on. The seller had already deleted all of his messages and photos, so it felt like I was getting a brand-new phone for almost nothing. It was a small victory to end a rough day.  
 
    I still had twenty bucks left in my bank account, so the next day, I spent that money on a decent phone case, giving me a little bit more peace of mind. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It took a few days to get all of my old contacts logged in correctly. I had to message friends on Facebook and through email. Some friends were quicker to reply. Some didn’t reply right away; I knew that there were going to be some that would take weeks. It wasn’t a perfectly ideal situation, but I felt like I’d won in a small way. I could have left that phone store with a lousy plan and a cheap flip phone, and it would have cost me more than I spent on this big, shiny new device.  
 
    I was at work, sitting at my desk, when my phone buzzed. I assumed it was one of my friends confirming my new phone number. So without even looking down at the phone, I swiped it open and then I slowly turned my head down. 
 
    Then, I gasped and shoved the phone away before anyone saw the screen. My heart was suddenly rattling against my ribcage. On my phone’s screen was a picture of a pair of naked female legs, covered in what appeared to be cum.  
 
    I looked around the office to make sure nobody saw my screen. I didn’t even have a cubicle, just a desk that was ten feet from another desk. My office neighbor looked up at me and I forced a smile. “Almost lunchtime, eh?” I said with a nervous laugh. 
 
    She smiled and went back to work—at least I think she smiled. It was always hard to tell with those masks. Her mask was black and it covered her entire face from her cheekbones down. And maybe she couldn’t see my own smile through my mask—not that it made any difference.  
 
    I slipped my phone into my pocket and tried not to think of the image. I felt my phone buzz again. This time, I got up to use the bathroom, and I didn’t check the phone until I was in a stall. The new buzz was a message: ‘Remember this? Don’t you miss me?’ 
 
    I stared at the picture of the long, smooth legs, streaked with thick cum. Apparently, I bought the phone off of a player. Now, his girlfriend was texting me—or maybe she was just his booty call. I started typing out a reply. I wrote ‘Sorry, but you have the wrong number.’ But she didn’t really have the wrong number, she just didn’t realize that her boy no longer had his phone. So I tried writing out another message, which I also didn’t send. ‘I just bought this phone. New owner.’ I tried a few different variations, but they all seemed awkward. I didn’t want to embarrass the girl, and I didn’t want to throw the guy who sold me the phone under the bus. I didn’t want to send some angry chick after him. Maybe he didn’t want the girl to track him down. 
 
    But what was I supposed to say? How could I reply to this girl? How could I let her down properly without getting the phone seller in trouble?  
 
    I thought about it some more, and suddenly felt an easing. The girl had no idea who I was, so it’s not like I would have to feel embarrassed by messaging her back, however I decided to message her. And if she went after the guy who sold me the phone, that didn’t matter either, because he had no idea who I was. Sure, he knew my first name and he had my email, but that wasn’t enough to track me down and give me what for. Thankfully, we just met in a parking lot. 
 
    But the realization that I was free of consequences however I chose to reply introduced a new possibility: leading the girl on. Maybe I could just play along with the message and make her think that I was the original owner of the phone. Maybe I could get her to send me a picture of her tits or her pussy. My heart raced at the thought. I felt naughty thinking about it. It seemed so wrong—but I was bored. Maybe it could be fun. Maybe I could just string her along a little bit. 
 
    So I messaged her back. “Of course I remember,” I wrote. My hands were trembling when I pressed send. Then my heart raced faster than ever as I stared at my screen, awaiting a reply. 
 
    The reply didn’t come right away. I was back at my desk and digging through emails when my phone finally vibrated again. I sat upright and nearly gasped. I could feel beads of sweat tickling my forehead. I looked around with a fabricated smile on my face. Maybe this wasn’t something to be done at work. Maybe I was being reckless. I needed that job, and I would certainly be fired if I was caught looking at sexy photos on my phone while on the job. 
 
    I reached into my pocket and clutched my phone. I looked up, across the office at Jill, the beautiful blonde who was always wearing tiny dresses to work. I’d always fantasized about asking her on a date, but I’d never mustered up the courage. I was convinced that she was out of my league. Now, I was just making sure that she wasn’t looking at me as I reached for my phone. I pulled it out, then a man tapped on my shoulder. I nearly screamed as I spun around, quickly turning my phone over onto my lap. 
 
    “Hey,” the man said. He worked in the basement, sorting through office mail. I saw him once each week. He was a friendly guy, but a bit chatty for my liking. And for some reason, he always wanted to chat with me and nobody else. Maybe I seemed more inviting than my neighbors. Maybe he knew that I was new and he was newer as well.  
 
    “H—Hi,” I said, straightening myself and forcing a smile onto my face. 
 
    “Working hard?” he said with a small laugh. 
 
    “Always,” I said. 
 
    He handed me my mail: a single letter that wasn’t at all important. “Thanks,” I said. 
 
    “Get up to anything on the weekend?” he asked, leaning his elbow onto my desk. When I first met him, I assumed that he was gay. He always singled me out, and he never talked to any of the girls in the office. But the more and more I saw him, the more I realized that he was probably just looking for a friend. Now, I couldn’t remember his name. I knew it started with a B. Bobby? Brian? Bill? No—but it was something like that.  
 
    “Nothing interesting,” I said. “You know—with covid. Still just waiting for everything to open back up.”  
 
    “I hear that,” he said. He looked right into my eyes, and then I reconsidered that possibility: was he gay? Was he trying to hit on me? “Well, when the bars finally open again, we should grab a drink and watch a game.” Again, it was hard to know if he was hitting on me. Was he asking me on a date, or did he just think that I was a prime friend candidate? The day I met him I was wearing a Boston Bruins hat. I’d seen him with a Dallas Stars hat, so maybe he just picked me out because he assumed we had common interests.  
 
    “Sure,” I said with a hesitant smile. He walked away and I opened my letter. It was just the office monthly report. I skimmed it quickly and then I went back to work. I decided not to open my phone again—not until it was my break and I was sure that I was in a private area.  
 
    “Do you miss me?” the new message read. And now, the girl was sending me a mirror selfie. She was clad in pink lingerie, pushing her fingers between her legs as if she was rubbing her pussy while thinking about me—or I should say, about the guy who previously owned the phone.  
 
    My heart fluttered. The girl had a nice body: smooth curves, long legs, smooth skin. Her bust wasn’t very big, but I had always been into girls with smaller breasts for whatever reason. “You look hot,” I wrote back. Once again, my heart pounded into my chest. I felt like I was taking a big risk. What if the guy who sold me the phone found out that I was texting his girl? What if he tracked me down using my email?  
 
    My palms were sweaty now and even my jaw was trembling slightly. I had to put my phone down for a moment. I took a sip of cool water and then I took a deep breath. 
 
    My phone vibrated again. I looked at the screen. “How badly do you want to fuck me right now?” she asked. And now, she was sending a close up of her crotch, still with her hand pressed between her thighs, hiding the bulge of her pussy in her tight pink lacy outfit.  
 
    “If I was there now, I would fuck your brains out,” I wrote with trembling fingers. I took another deep breath, looking around the break room to ensure that I was alone. Now, my cock was beginning to throb. The excitement was starting to arouse me. I bit down on the edge of my tongue to calm myself down. Then I watched my phone’s screen as she typed out a new message.  
 
    “I can’t wait until I’m back in town,” she wrote. Then she sent a picture of a long dildo, which was the same shade of pink as her lingerie. “Until then, at least I have this.”  
 
    “That looks like fun,” I wrote. “Is it new?”  
 
    “You got it for me. Don’t you remember?” she wrote. It was a minute later when she sent a photo of her lips, with the tip of the dildo on her tongue. She still hadn’t sent a picture of her face. I had no idea what she looked like. But she was wearing dark red lipstick, and there were lipstick imprints on the dildo tip, telling me that the lipstick was put on freshly for that snap.  
 
    “Oh, it’s that one,” I said. My heart skipped a beat. “Of course I remember.” I looked around once more. I had to reach down to stuff my erection between my legs, so it wouldn’t create an embarrassing bulge. “I’m glad to see it’s still treating you well.” 
 
    “I always think of you whenever I’m stuffing myself with it,” she wrote. “Send a picture of your hard cock. I want to see it.”  
 
    My heart fluttered down into the pit of my stomach. I felt dizzy. I looked around the room with dark red cheeks. I cleared my throat and then I casually sauntered over to the bathroom at the far end of the hallway, so I could have more privacy.  
 
    I slipped into one of the stalls. I took a deep breath and wiped my forehead with my sleeve. I was getting too carried away with this girl. But what could I do? This girl was now expecting a picture of a cock. And the thought of sending her one made my body tremble with terror and exhilaration. A very naughty part of me wanted to send her the photos, maybe just to satisfy my boredom.  
 
    I unzipped my fly and slipped out my erection. I let out a sigh of relief as the air-conditioned breeze tickled my shaft. I took my camera and aimed it down, framing in the whole length of my throbbing cock. I used my hand to hold my cock firmly in place. I snapped the photo. Then I bit my tongue and held my breath. I had to close my eyes to press send, and then I instantly regretted it. Now, a stranger had a photo of my erect cock. And she wasn’t just a stranger: she was a stranger with my phone number. She was a stranger who knew the guy who sold me the phone, and that guy knew my email address. Surely, that was enough information to track me down.  
 
    Oh God—what had I done? Why was I allowing myself to play along with this? Why was I endangering my reputation over a bit of office excitement? I felt so stupid. I was such a tremendous fool. I bit hard on my tongue and shook my head.  
 
    Then, she started typing back a message. I waited with my pounding heart. My phone trembled in my hand. I gripped it hard so it wouldn’t slip out from my sweaty palm. Then she replied. “I forgot how big your cock was, baby,” she wrote. “Stroke it for me. Send me a video of you stroking it.” Then she sent me a picture of her body: once again cutting off her face as she clutched her left breast with her left hand. She was standing in front of the bathroom mirror, leaning her weight onto one leg, pronouncing her curves in the sexiest way.  
 
    “Use that dildo for me,” I wrote.  
 
    It was a minute later when she wrote. “It feels so good inside of me.” But there was no picture.  
 
    “I want to see,” I wrote.  
 
    And now there was a long silence. One minute went by, and then two minutes went by. I was really starting to sweat now, feeling increasingly stupid with my erection out in that bathroom stall. Why wasn’t she replying? What did I say? Was she catching on that I wasn’t the original owner of the phone? My stomach groaned. I was starting to feel sick. This excitement wasn’t worth the risk. I should have never replied to her. I should have just said, ‘Sorry, you have the wrong number.’ I needed to stop—I knew I needed to stop, yet I was still standing with my cock out in a bathroom stall.  
 
    Finally, my phone buzzed. It was a closeup of her bum with that big dildo pushing into her asshole: just the tip. I gasped at the photo. “In the ass, just like you like it,” she wrote with a winking emoji.  
 
    I covered my mouth with my hand. I couldn’t believe that I had convinced a girl to put a dildo into her own asshole.  
 
    “Now send that video of you stroking it,” she wrote.  
 
    Now I had to live up to my end of the bargain. I held my phone carefully, up high, and then I grabbed my cock and started to slowly pump myself. I filmed about twenty seconds before pressing send. Once again, that regret swirled into me. I was just sending her more evidence to use against me: more material to humiliate me with.  
 
    “I love your big dick,” she wrote. “I want to see it come. Come for me baby.”  
 
    “Push that toy deeper into your body,” I wrote, trying to get a little extra for my efforts. And then there was another long silence. Minutes ticked by and that nervous regret started seeping back in. Finally, the photo came: another closeup of her ass, this time with five inches of dildo pressed into it. “Now come for me,” she wrote.  
 
    I stared at the picture and pumped my cock. Once I felt the tingling, I turned on my phone’s camera and started recording. I’d never sent a girl a video of me coming before. I’d never even sent a girl a picture of my cock before. I felt so vulnerable. I was treading into uncharted territory. But I liked it; I liked the excitement. I was having so much fun, even though I was already dreading the consequences.  
 
    I groaned. I felt the euphoria surging through my cock. I tried not to let out a yelp, but a small one may have gotten through. Then, cum blasted against the stall door. My hand trembled, but I kept the phone still. I managed to capture the whole thing on camera: every single giant blast of thick goo. I even filmed it oozing down the stall door.  
 
    And then, once the euphoria had left my body, I stood motionless, watching the white cum dripping off the stall door, onto the bathroom floor. A surge of embarrassment blasted through me. I hadn’t hit send yet, and maybe it was best that I didn’t. Maybe I’d already sent enough humiliating content into the world for the day. 
 
    But she was waiting. I couldn’t just keep her waiting. She did, after all, stick a dildo five inches into her asshole for me. With a dark red face, I pressed send.  
 
    “Oh my God,” she wrote. “That was so hot.”  
 
    “Send another picture of you. I want to see your pretty face,” I wrote. I wanted to see the face of the girl I was flirting with. I wanted to get a glimpse of the beauty who stuck the plastic cock into her ass for me. 
 
    “Can’t now. Late for work!” she wrote. “Thanks for the fun.” 
 
    “My pleasure,” I replied. I felt strangely unsatisfied. I wanted to know what she looked like—but I had a feeling I would hear from her again. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I wanted to tell my friends about the girl, but I didn’t know how to do it. I wasn’t sure how to tell my buddies that I convinced a hot girl to anally penetrate herself without also telling them that I jerked myself off in the office bathroom. I had to keep the girl a secret, for more reasons than one. I also didn’t want to admit that I was deceiving a girl. It wasn’t exactly something to be proud of, even though it was something that I was proud of. 
 
    I let a couple of days go by. I wanted to text the girl back, but I didn’t want her thinking that I was desperate. I didn’t want to ruin what could have been a fun, ongoing thing.  
 
    It was three days later when she reached out to me. It was the evening. “Hey sexy,” she wrote. “What are you doing right now?”  
 
    I was on my way home from work, on the subway. I felt my face turning red, even though she hadn’t sent any pictures yet. I kept my phone tucked between my legs where nobody could see it, just in case she decided to send a sudden inappropriate photo. “Just heading home,” I said.  
 
    “Driving?” she asked. 
 
    “Train,” I said.  
 
    “Is it busy?” she asked. 
 
    “Normally busy for rush hour,” I replied.  
 
    “Can anyone see your screen?” she asked. And I knew that she was wanting to send me a photo. 
 
    “Lots of people—if they wanted to,” I wrote back. And I thought that would stop her from sending a photo, but I was wrong. She ended up sending a photo of her on her bed, wearing a white satin nightie with black lace embellishments. It was a sexy outfit, hardly covering her legs. I could see her red thong, and then bulge of her pussy. I quickly flipped my screen over and became tense as I noticed the people sitting next to me looking over curiously. Maybe they caught a glimpse of flesh tone, or maybe it was just in my head.  
 
    I smiled nervously. Then I felt my phone buzzing. I used one hand to cup the screen and the other to hold the phone. “Did I get you in trouble?” she asked, with the inclusion of an angel emoji.  
 
    I had to type carefully, as that image was still on the screen. “People are going to think I’m a pervert.”  
 
    “Or maybe they’ll just think you have a hot girlfriend,” she said with a winking emoji. I paused for a moment, feeling a wave of nervousness. Was she the guy’s girlfriend? I’d assumed she was just a horny one-night-stand, but now I wasn’t so sure. Maybe this was her way of asking to be upgraded to girlfriend-status. Maybe I needed to stop toying with this relationship. I didn’t want to be responsible for ruining them.  
 
    I had the sudden urge to come clean—but I wanted to get one last bit of fun out of it before I did. “I really want to see your beautiful face,” I wrote.  
 
    “Why?” she wrote a minute later. “You know what I look like. If you want to see a picture of my face, go to my Facebook page.”  
 
    I thought for a long moment. Then I tried searching her number on Facebook, hoping to find her page so I could see her face—and her name. But nothing came up. I searched her number on Google, but nothing came up. Of course, I couldn’t tell her that I didn’t have her on Facebook, because she certainly was under the assumption that I was her Facebook friend. And what did that say about the relationship that I was endangering? If the guy had her on Facebook, then she was probably a little bit more than a booty call.  
 
    “I just want to see your face now,” I said. “I miss your face. I’ve looked through those old photos a million times.” I thought that I was being pretty clever, even though I knew I was taking a big gamble.  
 
    “Why don’t you send me a photo of your face?” she said.  
 
    My heart rattled against my ribcage. I felt my skin turning white. Maybe I pushed too hard. Maybe this was the end of my flirting fun. “Maybe later,” I said, unable to think of any excuse. “Once I’m home.”  
 
    “Why not now?” she wrote.  
 
    “There’s so many people around,” I said. 
 
    “Who cares about them?” she said.  
 
    My heart was racing faster. “I’ll send you a picture of me if you send me a picture of you.”  
 
    “I’m heading out for my shift,” she said. 
 
    “So? I want to see your pretty eyes.”  
 
    There was a silence: a stalemate. She was probably starting to catch on. I couldn’t send her a photo and there was no way this whole scenario would continue without me sending one.  
 
    I waited five long minutes. Then I waited ten minutes. I arrived at my stop. I thought about texting her back to ask her if I’d offended her. But I didn’t want to seem desperate. I didn’t want to seem like a creep. So I just walked to my apartment. I got into my place, used the bathroom, and put on the tea. Then, my phone buzzed. I picked it up quickly. It was a photo. 
 
    She was wearing a mask, but it was a photo of her face. She was outside, next to a big blue building with white windowsills. Her eyelashes were thick and long. Her skin was smooth and perfect. Her hair looked so soft: blonde and thick, waving down to her shoulders. Her black mask covered her lips, but somehow, I could tell that she had thick, kissable lips.  
 
    “You look so beautiful,” I said. And she really did look surprisingly stunning. I didn’t know why I was expecting less. Maybe because she seemed so available. She was so open to sending lewd images, and that was usually something only desperate girls did. But why was this girl desperate? Why did this beautiful woman feel the need to send saucy pictures of herself for validation?  
 
    “Now it’s your turn,” she wrote.  
 
    I had to send her something. I squirmed and paced around my apartment, looking for some sort of solution to my problem. Then I saw my own face mask. I put it on, along with a baseball cap. I put on a pair of sunglasses. Was it too much? Was she going to call me out for being a sneaky loser? I went outside, to justify the mask, and then I snapped a selfie. My heart pounded with terror. This was an all-or-nothing moment, and I had a feeling I was about to lose it all. 
 
    I pressed send. Then I waited. 
 
    “Quit being cheeky,” she replied. “I want to see your handsome brown eyes.”  
 
    I felt a bit of relief, because I also had brown eyes. Maybe she wouldn’t recognize me. Maybe I looked a little bit like the guy who sold me the phone. So I took off my sunglasses. Now I was really risking everything. If this picture failed me, she could easily go and post it online, asking, ‘Does anyone know this scam artist?’ Maybe the police would get involved. Maybe I would be charged with identity theft.  
 
    “Cute,” she replied. “You look younger today.”  
 
    I let out the biggest sigh of relief. Maybe my rouse wasn’t over. Maybe I could get more out of her.  
 
    “Have a good night at work,” I wrote.  
 
    “Thanks, sweetie,” she wrote. “We’ll talk later.”  
 
    My heart fluttered back up into the top of my chest. I felt light—weightless. Maybe I had a bit of a crush on this girl. My mind was starting to come up with strategies to turn this texting game into something real. Maybe I could find a way to come clean without scaring her off. Maybe we could laugh about the mistaken identity together. Maybe this would end up being a real relationship. Maybe I was flirting with my future wife.  
 
    I looked at the photo of her face again. I zoomed in on her eyes and let out a small sigh. She was prettier than any of the girls that I’d dated before her. She had big, shining eyes. Her eyelashes seemed to flutter in that still image. She had a few cute freckles on her cheekbones.  
 
    I looked back at the older photos: pictures of her butthole, with that dildo inside of her. I looked at the photos of her smooth body, posing on the bed and in front of the mirror. I stared at her smooth skin and nearly salivated thinking about her.  
 
    And I thought about her until I was drifting off to sleep that night.  
 
    Then my phone buzzed. I sat up and rubbed my eyes, looking around my room as I awoke from my dream. I turned and saw my glowing phone on the nightstand, hooked into its charger. I reached for it and held it closer to my face. Now, I was waiting for my eyes to adjust. “Are you awake?” she asked. 
 
    It was another moment before I noticed the time: 2:15 AM. I had to be up in four hours for work.  
 
    “I am now,” I said, typing slowly as my groggy fingers came to life.  
 
    There was a long silence. I sat and stared at my screen, waiting for her to reply. Did I need to say something first? Was she waiting for me to jumpstart the conversation? Then, I suddenly received an image: a picture of her in a small black dress. Her hair was straightened and she was wearing strappy black heels. She looked like she was just coming home from a nightclub.  
 
    And a strange part of me suddenly became jealous. I didn’t like the idea of her being out at a club, surrounded by single men. I didn’t want her to ditch me for someone else, even though she wasn’t even with me, and she was in a different town.  
 
    “Looking good,” I said. 
 
    In the photo, she was using her hand to casually cover the bottom half of her face, showing only her eyes and forehead—but I could tell that she was smiling. “Do you like my dress?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s hot,” I said.  
 
    “Thanks,” she replied.  
 
    “It’s a hot dress, but I think you’d be hotter with it off.”  
 
    She sent another photo with the straps of her dress off of her shoulders. Now, the dress was nearly exposing her breasts, about to fall to the floor.  
 
    “I wish you were here right now,” she wrote. 
 
    “Same,” I said, staring at that photo with glowing eyes. I was quickly waking up. I had a feeling that I wasn’t going to be falling back asleep.  
 
    She sent another photo, taken from her face’s POV, looking down her body. Now she was in a bra and panties, with her fingers pressed between her thighs. “I’m thinking about you,” she wrote. “Are you thinking about me?” 
 
    “Hell yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Prove it,” she said. 
 
    It took my tired brain a moment to realize that she was asking for a picture of my cock—which was easy. I flicked on my lamp and I tugged down my boxers. I was already almost erect; I just needed a couple of firm tugs. I groaned and then I let go of my cock once it was throbbing and rock hard. I framed it up with my phone’s camera, and then I snapped a shot.  
 
    “How badly do you want me right now?” she asked, sending another photo, this time of her in the mirror again, laying on her stomach, with her hand in front of her lips again. She seemed to be a bit insecure about her mouth—or maybe her jaw or chin or something. She seemed to think that she was prettier with it covered. How bad could it be? The rest of her face was so hot. Her body was insanely beautiful. I found myself gripping my cock and stroking, just staring at her figure.  
 
    “I want you badly. I can’t wait until you’re back,” I said. Now, I wasn’t even thinking about the guy she thought she was messaging. I’d forgotten all about him. I was already in the process of fading him out, and fading myself in. I even thought about telling her now. “Grab that dildo.”  
 
    “You’re naughty,” she wrote. Then she sent a picture of the dildo.  
 
    “Suck it, like you would suck me,” I wrote. “Send a video.”  
 
    And I was shocked when I actually got the video: a ten second clip of her bobbing her head on that dildo, pressing it through her lips. Now I could see her jaw and chin and mouth. Everything looked normal. Her eyelashes fluttered near the end of the video, as she attempted to deep-throat the toy.  
 
    “You’re so hot,” I wrote back.  
 
    “I want you to come on yourself,” she wrote.  
 
    I paused for a long moment. I didn’t like the idea of spraying myself with my own substance, but I wanted to make her happy. I wanted to give her what she wanted—and she was giving me what I wanted. So maybe I could use it as a bargaining chip. Maybe I could make her do something naughty in return for me.  
 
    “I can do that for you,” I wrote. “If you get that whole cock inside of you. I want another video.” I sent a little devil emoji with the message. 
 
    She sent a blushing emoji back. Then two minutes later, I got the video: her phone was propped up and filming her backside. She had the dildo standing upright and her panties pulled to the side, exposing her asshole. She sat down slowly on it, letting out soft little whimpers as it pushed into her body. I watched her cute toes curling and I watched as her back curled. Once the whole toy was in her, she let out a louder sigh: a cute sound that made my cock flutter before hardening in a towering upright position.  
 
    “Shit,” I whispered. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. She was so hot, and so dirty. I wanted to have her so badly. I hated that I was pretending to be someone else. I hated that I would probably never have her in the same room with me—with my actual cock inside of her tight asshole.  
 
    I sent her a video back, of me stroking my long cock with a clenched fist. This time, I didn’t hesitate before pressing send, and I didn’t feel that nervous dread. Now, I was locked into the act. I was swept away with these new feelings of lust. I just wanted to see more of her.  
 
    “Bounce on that cock,” I wrote. And then I got the video of her bouncing up and down, with the phone still propped up behind her. She did an impressive job of getting the entire thing inside of her, and then rising up so high that the tip was just teasing her rim. I watched as she cupped her breasts and squeezed, bouncing faster and faster. Then the video ended.  
 
    “Now send me your cumshot—on your chest, or your face if you can come hard enough.”  
 
    I didn’t love the idea of coming on my own face, but I wanted to make her happy. I rolled onto my back and propped up my bum so that my cock was aiming down my body. I squeezed hard and pumped. I propped the phone up to take a video, cutting off at my chin. I was careful not to lower myself down, so my face would end up in the video. I pumped hard and fast. I groaned and squirmed, and then my cock unloaded, blasting my chest and face with hot streaks of white cum. I’d never blasted my own face before, so the sensation caught me off-guard. It was a lot warmer than I was expecting. It felt heavy, and it dribbled slowly down the sides of my face. The final few shots pooled on my stomach. I felt a bit embarrassed, but happy to be satisfying the beautiful girl who thought that I was someone else.  
 
    I sent the video, and she replied by saying, “You look good covered in cum.”  
 
    “You look better,” I said.  
 
    “When I’m back in town, you’ll have to cover me in your hot cum,” she said.  
 
    “My pleasure,” I replied. “Send another picture of your pretty face.”  
 
    And this time, I got a picture of the whole face: no fingers or masks blocking any part of her face. She looked happy, with rosy cheeks and cute freckles.  
 
    “Goodnight, beautiful,” I said. 
 
    “Goodnight,” she said.  
 
    I put my phone down, but I didn’t fall back asleep. How could I sleep, able to watch those videos over and over? She was so stunning. I was falling for her. I needed to be with her. I needed to find a way to convince her not to hate me for deceiving her.  
 
    And I knew that I needed to come cleaner sooner rather than later. I knew that my chances worsened with every passing day. So I promised myself that I would message her the next day, and tell her the truth: I would tell her that I wasn’t who she thought I was. It was a big risk, but it was my only chance of getting her. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I was surprised when she sent another photo of herself before noon. Her texting was becoming more frequent. Maybe she wasn’t used to her partner being so receptive. Maybe I was doing something right. Apparently, she was thinking about me—or maybe she was just thinking about the guy she thought she was texting. The latest picture was of her in a cute floral dress, with exposed shoulders and puffy sleeves. It was a short dress, covering the bare minimum amount of leg. She had her makeup done beautifully, as if she was going to some red-carpet event. “Rate me,” she said. 
 
    “Ten,” I replied. 
 
    She sent a kissy emoji back to me. I tried to build up the courage to come clean with her. I spent a good hour pacing and writing out different messages. I sent none of them. The message needed to be perfect. I didn’t want to lose her.  
 
    Then my phone buzzed. She’d sent a video. It was a closeup of her face and she was looking right into the camera. Her eyelashes fluttered like a dancing butterfly. “I wish you were here with me, baby,” she said softly. Her voice was cute, but peculiar. I listened to it over and over and imagined that I was in the room with her. I felt like I could smell her: a sweet and floral perfume. God, I wanted to be with her so badly. Now, writing the perfect coming-clean message was more important than ever. I simply could not lose her.  
 
    But I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t risk losing the good thing that I had going. It didn’t help that she sent a photo of her bare chest, with her forearm across her small breasts. “I want you inside of me,” she whispered in the next video message. I was dizzy with lust. I couldn’t get her out from my mind. “Tell me how I should fuck myself,” she said.  
 
    “I want you to finger your pussy for me,” I said in a text back. I loved the feeling of my racing heart: that excitement that just wouldn’t fade away. 
 
    “Give me something dirtier,” she replied a minute later.  
 
    “Fuck your pussy with that dildo,” I said back. 
 
    “Dirtier,” she said.  
 
    My heart raced faster. I grinned from ear-to-ear as my face turned dark red. And then, in the background of her last video, I noticed a golf bag next to the window. Also on the window were little figurines: a row of ten movie-themed figures. I thought for a long moment. “Fuck yourself with a golf club,” I said. 
 
    She sent a grinning emoji back. Then, ten minutes later, she sent the video: her on her back, using two hands to hold the golf club against her anus. She twisted and groaned as the handle of the club penetrated her asshole, while her panties kept her pussy covered carefully. She gasped when the club went in, then the video ended. “That’s all I get?” I asked. 
 
    “I can’t send more than thirty seconds,” she said.  
 
    Then I had an idea: a scary idea, but the reward seemed worth the risk. I took a deep breath, and then I called her on FaceTime with my curtains closed and my lights turned off. I had a baseball cap on my head as I sat in a dark corner. The phone range for a long time. My heart raced faster than ever, making me worried that I was going to have a heart attack.  
 
    Then, she answered. She held the phone away from her, tilted down at her body, not showing much of her face at all. “Hey,” she whispered. 
 
    “Hey,” I said in a soft, deeper voice. I tried hard to remember what the guy sounded like who sold me the phone. He had a normal voice from what I could remember.  
 
    “What’s up?” she said.  
 
    “I just wanted to, uh, watch you,” I said. Much of that texting confidence disappeared with a face-to-face call. Now, I felt vulnerable, and I could tell that she was feeling vulnerable too.  
 
    She grinned and bit her lip. It was quiet for a few moments. “What do you want to watch me do?” she asked. 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Fuck yourself,” I said.  
 
    “With what?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. The golf club,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and bit her lip harder. “I’m nervous,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t be,” I replied.  
 
    She set the phone down against something and then she crawled back to the wall. She looked at the camera with a shy face. She was beautiful—though her room was also dark, with the curtains closed. I watched her chest heave as she took a deep breath. Now, she was wearing a bra. She must have put it on before answering the phone. Maybe she was shy about her small breasts. I still hadn’t seen them—so it must have been a self-conscious issue. I figured I could find an appropriate moment to tell her that I liked small breasts. 
 
    She gripped the golf club and pulled her knees up to her chest. “Is this what you want?” she asked, using one hand to hide the bulge of her pussy. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “Put it in as deep as you can.”  
 
    She sucked the handle for a moment, getting it wet, and then she used that one hand to cram the club into her asshole. It took a moment to penetrate. She gasped and then she pushed it deeper, groaning louder and louder, until about ten inches of steel was inside of her body.  
 
    She pulled the club out. “That’s all I can do,” she said with a small, nervous laugh. 
 
    “That was amazing,” I said. “What about a ball?” 
 
    She turned a shade of red and then she froze, as if the suggestion was scary. I thought about taking it back, but I wanted to see if she would do it. She went to the golf bag and took out a ball. She used a nearby cloth to give it a good wipe, making sure it was clean. Then she came close to the camera and put the ball into her mouth. She opened her mouth to show it to me before rolling it around on her tongue, getting it lubricated.  
 
    Next, she placed the ball on the ground. She squatted over it and took a deep breath, still covering her pussy bulge with her hand. She lowered down. Her eyes were shut tight. She moaned and squirmed and then she sat down suddenly as the ball went into her asshole. 
 
    I grinned. She was such a slut: obsessed with anal and not even interested in her pussy. But I wanted to see her pussy. I’d always liked a nice pussy, but the anal play was fun too. I’d never been with a girl who liked to do anal. I’d asked a few girls before if they would partake in some anal fun, but I was always rejected.  
 
    She leaned back and puckered her anus, showing me a hint of white: the ball inside of her body. “Damn,” I said, biting down on my lip. “Think you can get another one in there?”  
 
    She grabbed another ball and groaned as she sat down on it. “Oh God,” she moaned as the ball penetrated her hole. Now she had two balls inside of her. 
 
    “Now push them out,” I said, buzzing with excitement. She leaned onto her back and took a deep breath. She pushed hard and her anus began to open. Suddenly, a ball fell out. Her anus puckered shut and tight for a moment before starting to open again.  
 
    My cock was rock-hard. I grabbed it and squeezed it tight. I was more aroused than I’d ever been in my life. My heart was pounding faster than any heart should pound. 
 
    She pushed and moaned. The ball started to push out. Then suddenly, something else fell out: not out of her asshole, but out of her panties. She didn’t notice; her eyes were closed and she was deeply focused on getting that golf ball out from her asshole. But hanging from the side of her panties was a semi-erect cock. 
 
    I froze, staring at it, trying to decide if it was real or if it was some sort of prank.  
 
    Then the ball came out and her anus closed firmly. She opened her eyes with a grin, and then she noticed her wardrobe malfunction. Maybe she noticed my white face first. It was hard to know. She stuffed herself back in, leaned forward, and ended the call with panic on her face.  
 
    I remained still, unsure of what to think or how to process what I saw. Did the girl I’d been texting have a cock? Was she actually a boy? Was she trans?  
 
    My stomach churned. I stared at my phone screen. I saw that she was writing a message, and then that glowing ellipses went away. “What the fuck?” I whispered to myself. I waited for a message from her, but none came. I got up and paced around my apartment, suddenly filled with fear and dread. I needed some sort of explanation. I wanted her to text me and tell me that it was just a gag. I would have believed her. There was no way that she was actually a man. Her body was too perfect. Her curves were too smooth and her face was too cute. How could she be a man—or even a transgender? It simply made no sense.  
 
    I felt sick. My head was spinning. I looked back through all of the videos and pictures and simply couldn’t understand how she could be a man.  
 
    It was an hour later when my phone buzzed. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I wasn’t sure how to reply to the message on my screen. “Why haven’t you messaged me?” she asked. 
 
    I didn’t know what to say, so I just stared for a long time at the message. Then she sent another. “Aren’t you going to send me a picture of you?”  
 
    Did she not know that he cock fell out while she was expelling those golf balls? I thought about deleting the conversation from my phone and blocking her number—but I didn’t want to make her mad. She had pictures of me, after all. She had photos and videos of me doing embarrassing things. I needed to think of something to say, to put an end to this ‘relationship’ without any feelings being hurt. “Sorry,” I replied. “Did I see what I thought I saw?” 
 
    “What?” she said.  
 
    Did she really not know? She stuffed it into her panties! Was she playing dumb? “You have a cock?” I wrote.  
 
    It was a long minute before she answered. “Of course I do. You knew that,” she said. My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t know that, of course, but maybe the original phone owner knew it. “Why are you being weird about it all of a sudden?”  
 
    I was shocked into silence for a long moment. “I guess I just forgot,” I replied, feeling confused and dumb at the same time. “You’re so feminine that I forgot about that.” It was a dumb excuse. And now, I had no idea how I was going to transition into dumping her. Or maybe I didn’t need to dump her—maybe this was my chance to come clean to her. Maybe coming clean was the perfect out. I could tell her I wasn’t her boyfriend, and then I wouldn’t be endangering her relationship.  
 
    “Are you going to send me a photo of you?” she asked. 
 
    “I have to tell you something,” I said. “I’m not who you think I am.” I pressed send and then I closed my eyes. I hated to think that the week of fun was now coming to an end. I hated to think of how optimistic I was about a possible relationship just an hour before—and now I was going back to my normal, lonely, single life.  
 
    “What do you mean?” she asked. 
 
    “I bought this phone off of a guy a few weeks ago,” I said. “I don’t actually know who you are. I’m sorry. But you’re very beautiful, so it was hard to tell you. I wanted to tell you multiple times, but it never felt right. I hope this doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable.”  
 
    There was a long silence. “So what’s your name?” she asked.  
 
    “It’s Cal,” I said. I thought about giving her a fake name, so she wouldn’t try to track me down. But it seemed pointless. I knew she could track down her boyfriend and her boyfriend would tell her that my name was Cal. I had to be honest with her if I wanted to keep her from unleashing whatever wrath she was capable of unleashing on me.  
 
    “My name is Heidi,” she said.  
 
    “I hope I didn’t ruin things with your boyfriend,” I said.  
 
    “He’s not my boyfriend. He was just a guy,” she replied. It seemed like a weird message, especially since she referred to herself at one point as a ‘girlfriend’. But maybe that was just her trying to elevate her own status, and now she was realizing that she was only whatever she was back when she first messaged me.  
 
    “So sorry about everything. I won’t bother you anymore,” I wrote. And she didn’t reply… not that day. 
 
    And she didn’t reply the next day. I thought about deleting all the old videos and pictures. I felt strangely good about coming clean, but I wasn’t ready to forget about how much fun I had with her. Our back-and-forth texting was exhilarating. For that whole week, it was the only thing I looked forward to. Now, I felt strangely empty. I felt like I was missing something, even though just a month earlier it wasn’t something I had at all.  
 
    I found myself on Tinder, trying to find a girl who could take her place. But it wasn’t so simple. I just couldn’t find that same sexual energy with any of the girls on Tinder. They all wanted to talk about mundane things. They all wanted pointless compliments. I didn’t mind giving out compliments, but with Heidi, I never felt like I had to force compliments. She was so easy to compliment. Her face was so pretty and her body was so perfect. It was still hard to believe that she was born a man, seeing as she was hotter than any of the girls I was matching with on Tinder.  
 
    My phone buzzed one night, and I assumed it was one of my Tinder matches. I wasn’t terribly excited about it, so it was a minute or two before I got around to picking up my phone to check the message. But it wasn’t a Tinder girl; it was Heidi. I almost gasped and lit up, perking upright. She was sending me a photo of an outfit: a tight satin jumper that perfectly framed her curves. “What do you think of my new jumper?” she asked. 
 
    It looked so good. Now, she wasn’t trying to hide that bulge with her hand. I almost didn’t even mind the bulge. It didn’t take away from the beauty of the image: she still had her cute face and her curves and she was still radiating with that sexual energy.  
 
    “You look cute,” I said after deliberating for a long while as to whether or not to reply.  
 
    “You think so?” she said.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. But why was she messaging me? Did she forget that I wasn’t her boyfriend—or her booty call, or whatever?  
 
    “What do you think about the choker? Yes or no?” she sent another photo with a black lace choker around her neck.  
 
    My heart fluttered. “It looks good,” I said. “Hot.”  
 
    She sent a picture of her face. “Do you like the way I did my makeup?” she asked. Her lips were a beautiful deep read: plump and glistening. Her eyes were big, surrounded by perfect flicks of eyeliner.  
 
    “You look really good,” I said. I was still nervous about saying too much to her. I didn’t know who she was or what her intentions were. She had those photos and videos of me, and with a bit of effort, she could find out who I was.  
 
    “I was thinking of wearing it to work, but it’s probably too racy,” she said.  
 
    We started chatting. She told me a bit about her work and then she asked me what I did. Suddenly, we were having a conversation. An hour went by, and we were still messaging each other by the minute. Another hour went by. Now we were talking about where we went to school. Then, I typed out a message and froze before sending it. A chill ran through my spine as I stared at the screen, terrified of pressing send. But I pressed send after a minute of gathering some courage. “Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” she said.  
 
    “And the guy who sold me this phone,” I said, “what’s his deal?” 
 
    “It’s complicated. I don’t really talk to him anymore,” she said.  
 
    Then there was a silent. It seemed like we’d reached an awkward point in our conversation. But she sent that awkwardness away by sending me another picture. In the photo, she was holding that dildo to her lips. “Should I have a bit of fun before work?” she asked. 
 
    “Only if I can watch,” I said. 
 
    Then she called me on FaceTime. I took a deep breath before answering. Then, I answered, with no mask to cover my face and no darkness to obscure my visage. She could see me and I could see her. I blushed and she blushed. “Just sit back and watch,” she said softly with her cute voice.  
 
    “Sounds good,” I said. And then I watched as she pushed that dildo into her butthole, with her panties and jumper pulled to the side. She pushed it deeper and deeper and moaned the cutest sound. Maybe I was falling for her. Maybe I had feelings for her that I’d never had for a girl before. I liked seeing her smile, and it hurt me deep inside when she looked sad or hurt. And I couldn’t think of anything better than watching her with that dildo, even if some other guy bought it for her.  
 
    I watched as she pumped herself, moaning louder and louder. Her eyes closed and her head tilted back. She reached her free hand back to hold herself up, uncovering her bulge, which was now erect. I found myself staring at it. She had a big cock, and it was now throbbing against the satin of her jumper. I was pretty sure that I could even see her pulsing veins through that thin fabric. 
 
    She pumped and pumped, moaning louder and louder, until she suddenly came. A big wet spot began to form at the tip of her erection. Without touching her cock, she’d managed to ejaculate. Her cheeks turned dark red and she quickly covered that spot with her hand. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t be. It was hot,” I said. 
 
    She smiled and pressed her lips into a thin smile. “So when will you be back in town?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said, looking away suddenly. Her face turned the darkest shade of red, and then she grabbed her phone. “I should get ready for work.” 
 
    “O—Okay. I’ll talk to you later then,” I said. 
 
    “Bye, Cal,” she said, and then she hung up.  
 
    My nerves were tingling. I felt great. I felt full and complete. I couldn’t get her out of my mind. I wanted to see her badly, but I had a feeling that she possibly just wanted to keep me as her little phone secret. Why else did she get so weird when I asked her when she would be back in town? 
 
    The thought of her was the only thought in my head. I couldn’t stop thinking about that dildo sliding in and out. God, it was so hot! Now, my cock was rock hard. I needed to deal with it, so I went to the bathroom with my phone. I opened up a picture of her and I started stroking myself. I swiped to one of the videos and kept stroking. Then, I was just about to unload when I stopped suddenly, noticing something in one of the early photos she sent me: the picture of her with the mask, standing in front of that blue building. 
 
    I knew that blue building, with the white windowsills. It wasn’t far from where I worked. And she’d sent that photo after telling me that she was out of town. So was she really out of town, or was she just telling me that because she didn’t want to meet me?  
 
    My heart raced.  
 
    Then I considered another possibility. Maybe she was lying to me about being out of town because she was afraid that I wouldn’t like her if I saw her face-to-face. Maybe she was trying to build up the confidence, or maybe she thought that I would try to hurt her emotionally somehow, because she was transgender.  
 
    I had to prove to her that I was better than that. I had to prove to her that she had nothing to be afraid of. I knew that I would still like her if I met her face-to-face. I knew that I wanted to be with her, whether or not she was trans. Maybe I could help to build up her confidence by showing her that she was beautiful and that I liked her as more than just a sexting partner. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    After work the next day (and after messaging with her again all night as she picked out her outfit for the next day), I went down to that blue building. I opened up that photo on my phone and then I looked up at the building. It was, without a doubt, the same exact building. The details were exactly the same. The little trees out front were in the same exact line, with the same pink ribbons tied around them. I used my phone to find the exact spot where she stood when she took that picture, and then I looked around. 
 
    A part of me felt like a total creep, tracking her down like a stalker, but I felt like I had something to tell her that I just couldn’t tell her with a text message.  
 
    So I kept looking around, looking for some sort of clue. I looked at my phone again, at that picture, and figured out which direction she was walking when she snapped the photo. I decided that her apartment must be in the opposite direction, since she was walking to work when she snapped the shot. Then I spotted a bench nearby. I figured I could wait and possibly catch her as she left for work. She usually left for work in the evenings, and now it was the beginning of the evening. So I waited. I waited for a long time. An hour went by. I was tempted to text her, to ask her to send me an update. Maybe I could ask her when she was going to head out to work.  
 
    But I didn’t want to come off too much like a stalker. I had to play it cool. I still had a lot to process in my head. I still had to make some tough decisions. What if she did appear before me? What if she was seriously open to the idea of a relationship? Was that something that I really wanted? Could we have a real relationship that would exist beyond the screens of our phones?  
 
    I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs. What if she didn’t look the way she looked in the videos and pictures? What if I didn’t have a full grasp on her character? What if she was a full-blown catfish? What if this whole thing was just a setup? What if this was a scam that started the moment the man handed me that phone in that Canadian Tire parking lot? 
 
    I looked down at my phone. I read through the old messages. I looked at the old pictures. If it was a scam, it was an intricate one. And what was the scam exactly? Were they going to use those photos that I sent as blackmail? Is that why she didn’t react negatively when I told her the truth of who I was? Is that why she didn’t notice that I was a different person when I first sent her a picture of my obscured face?  
 
    I looked up from my phone as a woman stepped out from the apartment building across the road. I knew immediately that it was her, even though I could only see a sliver of her between the parked cars. She looked left and then she looked right, lingering for a moment as if she had no idea where she was going. She looked nervous and tense, like someone about to rob a bank. I watched as her chest heaved when she took a deep breath of air into her lungs.  
 
    I stood up. She was beautiful—just as beautiful as the girl in the photos and the videos. She was even more beautiful: radiating a warm, amazing energy. She was beaming. Her eyes flashed, even from across the road. She gently pulled down on her skirt, making sure it wasn’t riding up, and then she started walking. 
 
    I stepped forward. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I couldn’t believe that she was real. I couldn’t believe she was so beautiful. “Heidi!” I called out. Then she stopped suddenly. She looked around for a moment, and then her gaze found me. Her face turned white as our eyes locked. 
 
    She looked afraid. Why was she afraid? Was I catching her in the act? In the act of what? What was she up to? Why did she look so frantic and nervous? Was she not excited to see me? Was I not supposed to be seeing her? Was she afraid that I’d tracked her down?  
 
    Suddenly, that nervous expression turned into a small smile. She reached up and covered her lips with the palm of her hand. I couldn’t help but return the smile. I jogged across the road to be closer to her: to feel the warmth of her amazing glow. Our eyes stayed connected. I felt connected to her in another way—maybe spiritually, like I was being pulled by some invisible grasp towards her.  
 
    “Cal,” she said softly, sounding as though she was in disbelief. “W—What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I looked at your photo and recognized this place,” I said. “I work nearby, so I just came by to see if it really was the same place.” I stared into her eyes. She was so pretty. She smelled so nice. “Are you off to work?” I asked. 
 
    She kept staring into my eyes. It was a long moment before she said, “No. I’m just—just going out for a walk. I have nothing tonight.”  
 
    “Can I walk with you?” I asked. My body was buzzing with electricity. I felt strangely high: overwhelmed with joy and excitement. I still hardly knew her. I knew I still had a lot to learn, but somehow, I knew that we were a match. I knew that I was meant to be with her. Sure, there was a lot that needed figured out, but we would get there together.  
 
    I took her hand. She curled her fingers around mine and blushed as she smiled. “You’re very beautiful,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said, looking away sheepishly. We walked in silence for a minute, and then she confessed. 
 
    “I was never out of town,” she said. “I was just—afraid to see you face-to-face.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. “I understand. What do you think now that I’m here?”  
 
    “I’m happy,” she said, and then her cheeks turned a darker shade of red. We kept walking, and we started talking. The conversation flowed so naturally. It wasn’t long before we were talking about movies and music, and it wasn’t long after that before we were talking about dreams and aspirations. She wanted to be a songwriter, and she wanted to live on a farm. “That sounds wonderful,” I said.  
 
    We stopped in a park and sat on a bench. I couldn’t help but notice that she kept tugging on her skirt, as if it was riding up on her. She seemed tense, and very worried about her outfit. She wouldn’t look at me for long without looking away, as if she was worried I was going to notice something on her face. But she looked beautiful.  
 
    Then, I put my hand on her shoulder and I smiled. “Just relax,” I said. “You look great.”  
 
    She looked into my eyes and smiled. She took a deep breath. “This is just really new for me,” she said.  
 
    “We can take it at your pace,” I said. “I’m here for you—whatever you need.” 
 
    “Really?” she said. “Even though I’m…” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said. “I’m locked in. I like you. I like you a lot, and I want to see where this goes. I’ve had more fun texting you than ever before. I dream about talking to you. I hope I’m not coming off as a creep—I’m not trying to be creepy. I’m just trying to tell you the truth. When I first started messaging you, it was just for the thrill of it. Now, you’re all I think about. I need to have you in my life and I’m willing to make sacrifices if I have to. I can wait if you’re not quite ready. We can go at your speed.” I smiled again and her body seemed to melt slightly into the bench. She gripped my hand firmly and then she looked around. Her gaze stopped at a nearby public bathroom. The sun was setting now and the park was quickly becoming desolate.  
 
    “Come with me,” she said softly, standing up. She pulled me gently towards that bathroom.  
 
    I laughed nervously. “Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
    “Just come,” she said. We went to that bathroom. She looked around before opening the door, and then she pulled me inside. She locked the door behind her and then she turned to me with a fire raging in her eyes. She smiled, still with that red nervousness on her cheeks. “Well?” she said. 
 
    “Well?” I said back, feeling suddenly vulnerable in a way I’d never been. 
 
    “If you want me, in real life, prove it,” she said. 
 
    She stared into my eyes. It was almost as if she was trying to call my bluff, to see what I would do to her if I could do anything. She wanted to know if our relationship would be the same as it was when we were behind our screens. 
 
    So I stepped forward. I placed my surprisingly calm hands on her hips and then I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. It didn’t matter that she was trans. I was happy to kiss her, happy to caress her soft body, happy to allow her to push herself up against my erection. She really pushed hard into it, mashing her body against it, moaning as if it was inside of her. She looked into my eyes, looking fragile and a bit afraid—but full of excitement at the same time.  
 
    I cupped her breasts with my hands and squeezed. There wasn’t much to squeeze, but I didn’t mind her flat chest. I pulled one hand down to the skirt of her dress. I pulled it up, and then I cupped her package. She was throbbing. She bit hard on her bottom lip and let out another soft moan.  
 
    “You want me to prove that I like you?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head slowly, still with those worried eyes and red cheeks. I smiled and sunk to my knees. I used my fingertip to pull her panties aside, letting her big piece of meat fall out. Then I took it, pulled back her foreskin, and I pushed her cock into my mouth. I sucked her in that public bathroom. I sucked her until she was rock-hard, and a squirt of pre-cum sprayed across my tongue. I swallowed it and looked up into her eyes. I didn’t even mind that she had a big cock. There was something special about it—something that made her so much more unique and exciting. I gave her a quick little tug with my clenched fist, and then I stood up.  
 
    “Believe me now?” I said. 
 
    She nodded her head. She went to her knees next and sucked me off, getting me wet. Then, she stood up and turned around. She placed her hands down on the counter and I moved up close. I ran my fingers over her tight asshole, making her moan again. I used one finger to press into her, getting her a little bit ready for the bigger penetration that was coming up. She moaned; God, how I loved the sound of that moan.  
 
    I used both of my hands to pull her butt cheeks apart, and then I mashed my hard cock deep into her butthole. Luckily, she was still gaping a bit from the last time she played with a dildo (or maybe something else). I slid in and she groaned deeply. I felt her anal walls clutching my shaft, and then I started pumping her fiercely. I rocked her body, making her soft curves jiggle all over. She moaned and then she screamed, and then I pumped her full of my cum. I pumped her so full that cum was squishing out of her hole before I even pulled out.  
 
    But that wasn’t the end of our fun. She spun me around. “Now you bend over,” she said with a devilish grin. I took a deep breath. It was new territory for me, but I wanted to make her happy. I wanted to satisfy her however she wanted to be satisfied. I was ready to make sacrifices, and I was open to the possibility of enjoying it. 
 
    I felt her hard, warm tip press against my hole. I took a deep breath. Her fingernails gently dug into my hips. Then she began to push. I clenched for a moment, then I managed to force my anus to relax. She penetrated me suddenly, making me gasp. I gripped the counter firmly. She gently rubbed my butt with her hands, as if to console me. I laughed nervously, then she laughed. We were having fun. This was more than just sex. 
 
    She pushed deeper, making me gasp again. I felt her throbbing inside of me. I felt her thick tip pushing deep into my body. I closed my eyes for a moment and then I opened my eyes to look into the mirror, so I could see her, so I could remember why I was doing this. And now, I had no doubts and no reservations. I let her push deep into me, and then I allowed her to hump me, penetrating me over and over, stretching my anus wide. My legs wobbled and trembled and I basked in the cute sounds that escaped her mouth: moans and grunts and whimpers. Then I noticed that she was trembling. I saw her legs beginning to buckle. I watched as her eyes nearly rolled up into her head. Then I felt the swelling and the pulsing. 
 
    She came inside of me, filling my deep cavity with hot, gooey semen. It felt good. I moaned and collapsed on the counter, submitting to the euphoria.  
 
    I didn’t just like Heidi. I loved her. And I could tell by the way that she was looking at me that she loved me too. It didn’t need to be said aloud, even though I desperately wanted to say it.  
 
    I bit my tongue and smiled. She smiled back. Then she pulled out and I felt her gooey cream rushing out of me. I gasped before it splattered on the floor. 
 
    She gave me a hand to help me upright. “That was fun,” she said, blushing. 
 
    “It was amazing,” I said. “So if you don’t work tonight, then should we go back to your place?”  
 
    She looked down at her feet suddenly. “We can go back to my place,” she said. “That sounds really nice. We can make some hot chocolate and we can watch a movie or two, with a blanket on the couch. Then—if you’re able—you can stay the night.”  
 
    We started walking to her place. It was a beautiful, calm walk. And then she suddenly turned quiet. She took a deep breath and looked up into my eyes. “You don’t know everything about me.” 
 
    “And you don’t know everything about me,” I said. “We’ll figure it out together.” 
 
    She nodded slowly and looked back at her feet. “There’s something you need to know about me before we go ahead with this.” 
 
    “What is it?” I asked.  
 
    And deep down, I knew that it didn’t really matter, as long as she was healthy. My mind didn’t even turn to anxiety. I didn’t even find myself worrying and going through all of the terrible possibilities. I just knew that, whatever it was, we would make it work—and that’s all that mattered. 
 
    TO BE CONTINUED  
 
    

  

 
   
    DIRTY TEXTING WITH HIM 
 
    Dougie needs money. Brayden, Dougie’s scam-artist friend, is happy to let Dougie in on his next scheme, as long as Dougie doesn’t mind getting his hands a bit dirty. It’s a blackmail scheme that involves selling a used phone to an oblivious buyer, dressing up like a girl and flirting with the guy, and then using any exchanged photos to extort money from him. Brayden’s done it dozens of times before with his ex-girlfriend as a partner, and Dougie is about the right size for the lingerie that Kiera left behind.  
 
    It’s supposed to be a simple operation, but things get complicated when Dougie finds himself getting a bit carried away with his end of the deal. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    ‘MUST PAY CASH: take over my phone plan,’ Brayden wrote as the headline of his ad. We both stared at the screen. Then he looked at me. “That seems legit, right?” he said.  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. You’re the one who has done this before,” I said. I didn’t like this plan at all. It seemed too extravagant. It seemed too unrealistic. Brayden was so convinced that someone would take the bait, and that we wouldn’t be out a five-hundred-dollar phone for nothing. “What did you write for the headline of your last one?” I asked. 
 
    “I can’t remember, Dougie,” Brayden said, rolling his eyes. He had a smirk on his face, as if this was funny—as if committing fraud was something to be taken lightly.  
 
    “Why don’t we just sell the phone. We got a good deal on it. We can sell it and split the profits,” I said, starting to regret this whole scheme. 
 
    “Don’t be a chicken,” he said, shaking his head, still with that big smirk on his face. “Just trust me. Someone will take the bait and we’ll each make an easy thousand bucks or two.”  
 
    I wanted that money. I needed that money, and I needed it fast.  
 
    Now, Brayden was staring into my eyes. “Why are you so afraid? This was all your idea,” he said. 
 
    “No, it wasn’t,” I said.  
 
    “Yes, it was,” he said, rolling his eyes again. “You told me that you wanted help coming up with some cash.” 
 
    “I didn’t suggest ripping off a stranger!” I said. 
 
    “But you didn’t oppose the idea, and now here you are. So are we doing this or not? Because if you don’t want to do it, I’ll just sell the phone and keep the profit.”  
 
    “No, no,” I said, and then I took a deep breath. “I’ll do it. I want to do it.” So we wrote the rest of the classified ad out. ‘Need money for an emergency bill. Carrier charges one-hundred to cancel plan—seems like a waste. Take my phone and take over my plan. Plan is $35.00 a month, 2 GB of data. $100.00 obo.’ 
 
    “A hundred bucks?” I said to Brayden. “Maybe do, like, two-hundred.” 
 
    “We’ll make the money later. This first payment is unsubstantial, really.”  
 
    My stomach groaned. That dread was quickly setting in. I didn’t want to be a criminal. I didn’t want to rob a man—but I really did need that money.  
 
    “Look in the mirror, Dougie,” said Brayden. “Take a long look in the mirror. Think about what that doctor told you. Now take a deep breath. Do you wish that the government would pay for those pills for you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “Well, you know if the government pays for the pills, that actually means the taxpayer pays for the pills. They collect tax money against the will of the people. So if you think of it, this isn’t really much different—it’s just skipping a few steps.” 
 
    “In that case, robbing a bank is morally right,” I said. 
 
    Brayden rolled his eyes one last time. “We doing this or not?”  
 
    I looked into the mirror again. I was six inches shorter than the average man, and about fifty pounds lighter. I still didn’t have a single whisker on my face—and not a single hair on my chest. I always assumed that I was just a late bloomer, but then that doctor told me otherwise. I was cursed with a lousy pair of balls—not producing enough testosterone to properly facilitate puberty… or something like that. I could hardly hear the doctor when he was talking, when he was telling me that I needed to spent five hundred bucks a month on hormone pills so that I could be a proper man. And I desperately wanted those pills. I was so tired of being mistaken for a girl. Even when I cut my hair short: as short as I could cut it, waitresses would still say ‘Hey ma’am,’ when approaching me from behind.  
 
    “Just publish the ad,” I said, biting down on the edge of my tongue.  
 
    I watched him press ‘publish’. My stomach churned with horror, but I wasn’t stopping him. I was apparently fine with the scam.  
 
    “Relax, buddy,” said Brayden, putting a hand on my shoulder. “It’s a small price to pay for your masculinity.” The comment put my mind at ease, strangely.  
 
    “Now what?” I said, forcing a smile.  
 
    “Any minute, someone will message us for the phone,” he said.  
 
    And he wasn’t wrong. Within minutes, there were emails coming in. “Can I please have the phone?” the first girl asked. “I’ll take it!” said an older man. “Would you consider twenty dollars?” said a very old man. But Brayden was just deleting the messages.  
 
    “What’s wrong with those ones?” I asked. 
 
    “None of those guys will take the bait,” he said. “Definitely not the girl. We need the right guy.” Brayden was like a fed behind his computer screen, quickly searching the email addresses as they came in, finding the people on Facebook and Instagram: learning details about them that they certainly had no idea someone could learn from a simple email search. “We just need the right guy…” he said. 
 
    We got fifteen emails before the golden one came in. Brayden punched the email address into his search bar and then he pulled up the Facebook page. Then he gasped. “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “I know this guy,” he said. “He works at my office.”  
 
    “He does?” I said.  
 
    “He works upstairs. I think he’s a temp,” he said. “He’s perfect! He’s not at all confident—doesn’t even make eye-contact for more than two seconds. He’s in an entry-level position, even though he’s got to be close to thirty. He sits across from this smoking hot girl, and I’ve seen him looking at her, but I’m positive he’s never talked to her. He’s too soft.”  
 
    “But you work with him,” I said. “Don’t you think it’s a bad idea to use him? I mean—once we start… you know—blackmailing him—he’ll know who you are.”  
 
    “No he won’t,” Brayden said with a strange amount of confidence. “Like I said, he’s hardly ever looked into my eyes before. I see him once a week—maybe twice. Besides, he won’t know that the original phone owner is behind the scam. He’ll be way too overwhelmed to figure any of that out. Just trust me. This is our guy. Betting on him is better than betting on Tom Brady to win the Superbowl.”  
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. And then I watched as Brayden messaged him. 
 
    ‘Yes. Can you pick it up now? I’m only taking cash,’ Brayden wrote 
 
    ‘Would you take eighty for it?’ Cal, the potential buyer replied. 
 
    ‘You can make the payments, right? I don’t want my credit getting fucked over.’ Brayden looked at me with a smile before pressing send.  
 
    ‘Sure, no problem,’ Cal replied.  
 
    ‘We can transfer the payments to your card when we meet,’ Brayden said. ‘Do you know the Canadian Tire on 14th? There’s a big parking lot. We can meet there in thirty minutes.’  
 
    ‘Sounds good,’ said Cal.  
 
    “Alright,” Brayden said looking at me, with a big grin on his face. “And just like that, the wheels are in motion.”  
 
    “And you’re sure we won’t go to jail for this or anything?” I said, feeling smaller and weaker than ever before. We got into Brayden’s car. It took a moment to start up; he had to turn the key a few times before the engine finally engaged and there was a loud thump, making me jump. But Brayden was used to the crappy car’s frightening noises. “Let’s go meet this guy.”  
 
    We stopped a block away from the Canadian Tire and sat. We were ten minutes early. I looked down at my hands and noticed that they were physically trembling. “Relax,” Brayden said without even looking at me. “I’ve done this before. You don’t have to worry about a thing.”  
 
    So we waited. The minutes passed by like hours. My heart fell deeper and deeper into the pit of my stomach. I felt regret for something I hadn’t even done yet, yet I wasn’t stopping myself from doing it.  
 
    “Is that him?” Brayden said, suddenly in a hushed voice. I was surprised to see him sink low into his seat, as if he was afraid of getting caught. I followed cue, sinking low, so I could barely see over the dash. There was a man walking across the street, nervously looking around. He went to the lower level of the parking lot before darting towards the stairs with his hands buried in his pockets. “It’s him. Let’s go.”  
 
    I took a deep breath. I felt hot. I tried to control myself by taking deep breaths. “It’s going to be fine,” I whispered to myself. 
 
    “I need you to relax, Dougie. You’re getting me all stressed out,” said Brayden. We drove through the lower parking lot to the ramp. It was a steep ramp, making Brayden’s car groan loudly, as if it was about to fall apart. Then we came around the top bend and saw him standing with his back to us. “You’ll go and do the exchange,” said Brayden, suddenly white in the face. 
 
    “What?” I said sharply. “No—You said you would do it. I don’t want to do it.” 
 
    Brayden turned and looked at me with big, frightened eyes. Maybe this wasn’t as safe as he originally made me think. “He might recognize me,” he said. 
 
    “You said he wouldn’t. Why are you changing your mind all of a sudden?” I said.  
 
    He stared into my eyes for a long moment. “What exactly are you doing then? I bought the phone and the plan, I did the emailing, I’m doing the exchange… So what exactly are you contributing to this? What’s stopping me from just keeping the whole payout for myself?”  
 
    “You didn’t tell me I had to do anything,” I said softly. 
 
    “Are you serious? You thought you could just sit next to me for a night and cash in? Bullshit. Whatever, Dougie. You just sit here. I’ll do everything and you can just sit here. You’ll get your half and I guess we’ll just—I don’t know—call it a birthday present for you.” He was frustrated and turning red now. But when we first started talking about this plan, he said with his own words: “You won’t have to do a thing.”  
 
    I knew he was just worked up. I knew he would calm himself down once the deal was done. I could find a way to help out. There was still more to be done. 
 
    “Okay, he’s looking at us,” Brayden said. “Here goes nothing. God, I hope this works.” Brayden grabbed a baseball cap from the back seat and pressed it onto his head. Then he stepped out of the car, closing the door behind him. 
 
    I couldn’t hear them. I could only see them. Cal, the buyer, was glowing white in our headlights, trying to cover his eyes while Brayden made the deal. That bright light was probably saving Brayden more than he realized. Every time Cal turned to me, I turned my face away, looking out the window, terrified he would be able to identify me to the police.  
 
    What was taking so long? Why were they still talking? What were they doing now on the phone? Why wasn’t he making the deal quick? Why was Brayden giving Cal’s eyes an opportunity to adjust to the bright light? I was tempted to honk. I was tempted to lean out the window and yell at Brayden to abort the mission. This seemed so outrageous—and so terribly illegal. I didn’t want to go to jail. People thought I had the body of a teenaged girl—I would never survive in jail.  
 
    Finally, Brayden turned around. He walked towards the car, carrying a wad of cash. My heart fluttered up into my chest. I perked up and smiled. It wasn’t even a quarter of what Brayden spent on the phone that he’d just given away, but it was still cash: a pretty reminder of why I was part of this devious scheme.  
 
    Brayden got into the car. “Let’s get the hell out of here,” he said under his breath. His hands were trembling.  
 
    “Everything’s good?” I asked. 
 
    “Everything’s fine. I just don’t want to stay here for another minute,” he said. He put the car into drive and did a slow turn, heading back to the ramp so we could leave.  
 
    “Now what?” I said. 
 
    “Now we wait a few days. Here,” he said, handing me the cash. “You can have that. Go buy your first bottle of pills.”  
 
    My heart swelled. I still had the doctor’s prescription in my pocket. Now I actually had the cash to get the first batch filled. I could start taking those hormone pills, so my body could start to produce a proper amount of testosterone.  
 
    So the next day, I went to the pharmacy and handed the pharmacist the prescription. He stared at it for a long time before looking at me. “Okay. It will be about an hour,” he said. So I went for a walk around the neighborhood. I used the cash to buy myself a coffee. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d bought myself a coffee—or anything. I’d been living month-to-month, two months behind on rent, hardly able to afford ramen noodles for dinner. I was one more late rent payment away from having to move back in with my parents—and I definitely did not want to move back in with my parents.  
 
    My dad would make me sell my guitar and the rest of my music gear. He would scorn me for having bought the music gear in the first place. He would make me work for his company. My dreams of becoming a songwriter would be flushed out the window. 
 
    During my walk, I came upon a music store. I went inside and stared for a long time at a small recording device. It was exactly what I needed, and it was on sale for seventy-four dollars. I wanted it badly. It had an XLR input and a ¼-inch input, so I could record guitar and vocals.  
 
    “That’s the best deal you’ll ever see for that particular unit,” the salesman said to me. “Sale ends tonight. Arcade Fire used the same module to record their last single.” 
 
    “I know,” I said, staring at it with glowing eyes.  
 
    “It does an amazing job at capturing vocals—especially female vocals. There’s just something about the way that it processes high tones—” He turned to look at me and then he suddenly realized that he wasn’t talking to a girl. “Uh,” he said awkwardly. “But it’s great for male vocals too.” His cheeks turned red. 
 
    I was used to being mistaken from behind, so I wasn’t too embarrassed. I was thin and short. My neck was especially thin, and I’d learned over the years that the trick to looking masculine is broadening the neck. The testosterone was supposed to help with that.  
 
    But now, I had to decide: did I want the pills or did I want the recording device. I really wanted to record some singles to put out into the world. I had so many songs already written and ready to be recorded. And now, the device was perfectly in my budget: I had exactly enough after buying that coffee. But then what about the hormone pills? Could I pick up the pills another day? Would they be there waiting for me?  
 
    “I’ll take it,” I said with a nervous buzzing that went all the way down to my fingertips. 
 
    The man took it to the counter and I paid with cash. “Final sale, by the way,” he said to me. “All on-sale items are final sale. That’s not a problem, right?”  
 
    “That’s fine,” I said. I took my device and then I skipped the pharmacy on my way back to my little apartment. I felt like I was taking a big risk, but I knew that we were going to be making a lot of money off of that Cal guy soon, even though it didn’t seem like he had much money. 
 
    But Brayden was positive that it didn’t matter if he had money or not; Brayden even said that it didn’t matter if Cal had absolutely no money at all. “He’ll find the money, one way or another. They always do.”  
 
    And I felt bad, of course, for Cal. It wasn’t right to rip a guy off—especially if he was broke and just trying to get his life together. But it was hard to see the negatives now that I had a fancy new recording device. I spent the entire next day in my living room, recording little riffs onto my computer and then cutting them into little songs. I felt in my element. I was happy—until it came time to record my vocals. I always sang when I was by myself, and I’d always assumed that I was pretty good. But now, as I listened to my own recordings, I was quickly realizing that I maybe wasn’t so good. Maybe I sounded a bit too feminine. I needed to deepen my voice, or people would assume that I was a female vocalist; that’s not what I wanted. 
 
    So I knew that I needed those pills, more than ever. The pharmacist had left a few messages on my phone, telling me the pills were ready. But I didn’t have any cash to pay for them. I sent Brayden a text message. “Are we ready to move onto the next step yet with Cal?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t text message about it!” he wrote back. “Delete the message on your phone now, and I’ll head over to your place.”  
 
    And he was at my apartment within ten minutes. He knocked at my door. When I opened the door, he looked into my eyes with a scornful look. “What?” I said. 
 
    “You should know better than to text me like that,” he said. He had a black backpack on his back.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t think about it. It’s not like I said anything incriminating.” 
 
    “You said his name. From now on, if you want to send me a message about him, we’ll call him the mockingbird.”  
 
    I felt a bit dumb referring to Cal as ‘the mockingbird’, as if we were in some sort of spy thriller, but if it made Brayden more comfortable, then I was game. “So, uh, when do we move onto the next stage in the plan?” 
 
    “Tomorrow. Kiera is going to come over here while I’m at work, and you’re going to work with her.” 
 
    “Just me and Kiera?” I said. Kiera was Brayden’s girlfriend. She was a pretty girl: blonde, thin, big, fake lips. She had that basic ‘slutty’ look—or maybe she just dressed like a slut, often wearing fishnets as if they were proper leggings.  
 
    “Is that a problem?” Brayden asked? 
 
    I shook my head. “Why don’t we do it when you’re here?” I asked. 
 
    “Because I know where he will be tomorrow: at work. If he’s at work, then I can watch him. I can see his reactions. This gives us a big advantage. You and me can communicate through text.” Brayden reached into his pocket and pulled out another nice phone. “This is for communicating with Cal,” he said. “It’s a burner phone. We can sell it in a couple of weeks to the next guy, and do it all over again.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said, taking the phone.  
 
    “So tomorrow, Kiera will come over here, put on some lingerie, and then you’ll take some pictures of her. Send the best one to Cal—without showing her face or any of her tattoos—and then we’ll play it from there.”  
 
    My heart was already racing and we were still twenty-four hours away from showtime. “And Kiera’s okay with all of this?” I said. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t she be? She’s going to take a cut too.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    Then Brayden’s eyes narrowed. A grin grew on his face. “You afraid of being around my girlfriend while she’s in lingerie?”  
 
    He put his backpack down on the table. Then he let out a sigh, as if the bag had been extremely heavy. “This is the ‘kit’,” he said. 
 
    “The kit?” I said. 
 
    “Everything Kiera will need to get ready. She’s going to be coming here right after she’s done work. The timing lines up perfectly.” He unzipped the bag and showed me the contents. There was lingerie, makeup, and sex toys.  
 
    “And you’re sure this will work?” I asked. 
 
    He sighed and rolled his eyes. “You need to trust me for once in your life, Dougie.” There was a little chirp. Brayden reached into his pocket and pulled out his personal phone. He stared at the screen. “I have to make a call,” he said with a groan. He walked over to my kitchenette with his phone to his ear. “Hey,” he said to the person on the other end. “What’s going on?” There was a silence. “Well why the fuck do you think I told you not to do that? What were you thinking? Of course I’m mad. It’s almost like you are incapable of listening… Our anniversary? You want to make this about our anniversary? That was three months ago, Kiera. You can’t keep holding that over my head! Oh my God, one fucking time. It was one time, and it meant nothing. You know it. You’re not so perfect… Yes, I’m talking about Todd.”  
 
    Brayden was often fighting with Kiera. I knew that he didn’t like me listening, but it didn’t help that my apartment was smaller than three-hundred square feet. I had nowhere to go, so I pretended to busy myself with my own phone, flicking mindlessly through Instagram pictures while Brayden bickered with his girlfriend.  
 
    “Let’s talk about this later. I don’t want to talk about this… Oh good, she hung up on me. What a fucking…” He turned to me and took a deep breath. “Sorry about that. Trouble in paradise.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said. 
 
    “So, where was I? Right—Kiera will come by, get dolled up, and you’ll take a few pictures of her. I’m hoping Cal replies right away so we can get a lot done in a short period of time. Sometimes guys take days to reply. I have a feeling Cal will be quick to respond.”  
 
    “And what if he just says ‘wrong number’?” I asked. 
 
    Brayden stared at me for a few moments. “Nobody’s ever said that before,” he said. “But I guess if he does, we’ll figure something out.” He looked into my eyes and laughed. “Dougie—if you’re this nervous, why don’t you go play nine holes—on me.” He motioned towards my golf bag, which was propped up next to the window. He reached into his pocket and pulled out thirty dollars, which was the exact amount needed to book nine holes at the crappy course down the street.  
 
    “Maybe,” I said, taking the money.  
 
    “Do it. You need to relax. You’re no good to me if you’re this stressed out.”  
 
    Brayden took off a few minutes later, leaving me with that bag of lingerie and makeup and sex toys. I stared at it for a long moment. My skin crawled, and then I looked around my apartment. What if this operation went sideways? What if the police were able to look at the photos and determine that it was my apartment? Did I need to put some sheets up on the walls? Did I need to take down my movie posters?  
 
    I looked over at my golf bag. I was tempted to keep that thirty bucks for other things, but I really did need to focus my mind elsewhere for at least a couple of hours. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    Brayden came by my apartment right before he took off for work. He was just checking in on me, to make sure that I was awake and ready for the day. It was a big day: the day we conned Cal. The plan was simple, but also somehow very complicated, with lots of room for error (though Brayden didn’t seem to think so). I would take photos of Kiera to seduce Cal into sending a picture of his cock and his face. They had to be together in one shot. Then, we would threaten to send the picture to his work and family, unless he was willing to send us at least five thousand dollars. It was a scheme that Brayden claimed to have done many times before, though it was hard to believe, seeing as Brayden was almost as broke as me… Though he threw his money around like it was worthless, so maybe that had something to do with it. 
 
    My heart was pounding. Brayden was going to text me when he got to work, to let me know that he had eyes on Cal. Kiera would be over at any minute, to get herself dolled up. She was just coming off her night shift at work, so Brayden warned me that there was a good chance she would be grumpy.  
 
    I was ready. I had the house all tidied up, with my personal things stashed away, to ensure they wouldn’t end up in any photo backgrounds.  
 
    I paced around my apartment, waiting for Kiera to arrive. I tried to count down the seconds in my head, thinking it would distract me from the awkward nothingness that came before the big scheme. But I must have been counting fast, because it seemed like hours were passing, but nobody was showing up.  
 
    “Is she ready? Cal’s here. It’ll be lunch in one hour,” Brayden said in a text message. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I rushed to the window and looked out at the street. Kiera wasn’t there. “She hasn’t showed up yet,” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean, she hasn’t showed up yet?” Brayden said. I felt like I could feel the anger radiating off of his text message. “You didn’t think to mention that to me?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I replied, unsure of what else to say.  
 
    “Fuck,” he said simply, and then there was a silence. It was a long silence, lasting ten, fifteen, twenty minutes. I kept pacing around my apartment with my pounding heart. Why wasn’t he answering? What was I supposed to do?  
 
    Then, he finally replied. “You’ll have to do it,” he said. 
 
    “Do what?” I asked. 
 
    “Take the picture. Just do it.” 
 
    “But she’s not here,” I said.  
 
    “Not of her! Take the picture of yourself.” 
 
    “Is Cal gay?” I said, scratching at the side of my face. What was he on about? Why was he telling me to do it? What was going on with Kiera?  
 
    “No, you moron,” he said. “Put on the lingerie, go shave your legs, and snap a picture. Just send him a picture of your lower half. He won’t know the difference.”  
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “And mix some water and flour together. Make it look like cum. Put it on your legs,” he said. “Say something like, ‘Remember this?’”  
 
    “You’re kidding with me, right?” I said. 
 
    “Do it, Dougie! Kiera’s out. It’s just me and you now. We’ll split the five thousand between us. Please don’t let me down now. I’ve got a lot invested in this already.” And I really didn’t want to disappoint Brayden. He scared me sometimes, but he was my best friend. He’d been there for me when I needed help. He was in the hospital every day after my car accident. Even my own parents only came to visit me once. Brayden paid for my rent on the month that I was facing eviction. He never charged me interest when he gave me a loan, and he never gave me any deadlines. Maybe he wasn’t perfect, but I wasn’t perfect either. And I owed him. Thanks to Brayden, I had that recording device. Thanks to Brayden, I played nine holes just the day before. Hell, Brayden even bought me the clubs after mine were stolen out of the trunk of my old car.  
 
    So I went into that bag and I pulled out a pink lace one-piece. It looked tight, and it smelled like the perfume of the last girl that wore it. I felt awkward and uncomfortable holding it. I could think of so many ways this could go wrong. What if the tables turned around on me? What if Cal ended up blackmailing me? I didn’t want pictures of me in drag getting out!  
 
    And I definitely didn’t want to shave my legs. I already struggled enough with looking like a chick. I already had a female figure. My leg hair was one of few masculine traits that I could tout. But now, I was taking off my pants, desperate not to disappoint Cal. I put my pants down on the bathroom floor and then I grabbed my razor. The only reason I owned the razor was because I read online that if you shave your face enough, facial hair will start growing. So for almost six months, I would run that razor on my cheeks, trying to stimulate hair growth. Nothing ever grew, except for maybe a few microscopic blonde hairs. I really needed those testosterone pills.  
 
    I ran a hot bath and then I dipped my legs in. With careful strokes, I stripped away my leg hair, leaving my hairs smooth and soft. I groaned at the sight of them. I wanted to believe that they weren’t feminine, but it was obvious that they were.  
 
    I groaned. I felt so stupid, wriggling into that tight pink outfit. Now, I was starting to worry about showing these photos to Brayden once he was done work. He was going to want to see the pictures that I was sending Cal. He was going to want to know what I was saying. It all seemed so embarrassing—but I really wanted that money, so I forced myself to awkwardly carry on.  
 
    I pushed my cock firmly between my legs, but there was still an obvious bulge. I tried to reposition myself a few different ways, to keep that bulge down—but it was hard. I had a big cock, and no makeup was going to help me with that.  
 
    I went to my kitchen and poured some flour into a cup. I mixed in some water, until I had a cum-like goop. Then, I used a spoon to streak the fake cum on my legs. I got onto my bed and stretched my legs out. I snapped about fifteen photos before I got one that looked convincing. I stared at that photo for a long time before typing in that phone number: the number of Cal’s new phone.  
 
    My fingers were trembling. Was this really worth a few thousand bucks? Did I really want to steal someone’s money? I looked up. In front of me was a mirror. Now, I was looking at myself, and it was an awkward sight: my shaved legs, my petite body fitting perfectly into that pink lingerie. God, I really looked like a girl. Sure, my face was at least more-or-less masculine, but that’s all I had left. Even my scruffy hair was looking a bit like a girl’s pixie cut.  
 
    I needed those pills. I needed some help if I was ever going to be able to find myself a girlfriend. I hated the way girls looked at me now: with pity. Occasionally, a girl would call me ‘cute’, as if I was a hamster or a puppy dog. I didn’t want to be cute. I wanted to be handsome. I wanted to be hot and muscular. I wanted girls to notice me for the right reasons.  
 
    So I pressed send on the photo, along with the message, ‘Remember this? Don’t you miss me?’ I watched as the little blue bar filled out, and then my phone dinged once the message was sent. Now, there was no turning back.  
 
    It was only a minute later when my phone buzzed. It was a message from Brayden. “He got the message. His reaction was priceless. He almost peed his pants. I’m going to go and talk to him, just to make sure he doesn’t recognize me. I’ll keep you posted.”  
 
    So I sat and waited, looking again at the picture that I sent to Cal: a shot of my bare legs, smeared with fake cum. Now, that cum was starting to harden to my legs, so I went to the bathroom and washed it off.  
 
    “Of course I remember,” Cal said in a reply. 
 
    I was about to take off the lingerie, then Brayden phoned. “I’m dying to see the picture you sent him,” he said. 
 
    “It was just a picture of my legs, with the flour, like you said,” I said. I still felt dumb, but I felt like I was closer to having money in my bank account, so I couldn’t be too upset.  
 
    “Well, he’s sweating. His face is dark red. Has he messaged you back? I just talked to him. He has no idea it was me in the parking lot.”  
 
    “Nothing yet,” I said. I don’t know why I didn’t tell Brayden that Cal actually did reply. For some reason, the thought of admitting that Cal replied was too embarrassing. I wanted to wait until I had what we needed from Cal, and then I could tell Brayden; then we could celebrate. I didn’t want to get Brayden’s hopes up—not yet.  
 
    “As soon as he replies, send another picture,” Brayden said. “Keep him going. Don’t kill the momentum. He’s all hot and excited now. Let’s not lose the window.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said. I took a deep breath. Then, Brayden went back to work. Now, it was time to take another shot. I went to the mirror and readjusted my pink lingerie. With my legs cleaned up, I straightened the camera, aiming it down so my face wasn’t in the shot. I posed a few different ways. Then I caught myself laughing nervously. My legs actually looked pretty good: better than just ordinary feminine legs. They had a model quality to them. They were so long and smooth, like they belonged on some magazine cover. I turned around to look at my backside. My butt was probably my most feminine asset—which I’d never realized before. It was perky and round and a little bit bouncy. I let another small nervous laugh slip before turning around to get back to business. I couldn’t get distracted. I had to stay on task. If I played my cards right, there was a chance that I could get that dick picture before the end of the day.  
 
    I got a good picture, cutting off above my collarbone. I had no tits in the shot, but I decided that my ‘character’ could just be a flat-chested girl. I knew lots of girls without tits, so I wasn’t about to stuff socks down my top. It was easier to simply be flat-chested.  
 
    I sent the photo and waited nervously. I spent a good minute staring at that photo, making sure there weren’t any little clues in the shot as to who I was. Cal didn’t know me, but I wanted to keep it that way.  
 
    “You look hot,” he replied. And strangely, I caught myself smirking. I wiped that smile off of my face and remembered that I was doing business. I didn’t like being confused for a girl, but this was different. Now, getting a few thousand bucks relied on looking like a girl. And it seemed like the scheme was working.  
 
    “How badly do you want to fuck me right now?” I wrote, and then I took a closeup shot of my crotch, with my hands between my legs, as if I was rubbing my pussy with my fingertips. It was a good picture. I knew that I had feminine hands because a number of women had told me as much in the past.  
 
    “If I was there now, I would fuck your brains out,” he wrote back moments later. I grinned. The plan was actually working. I couldn’t believe it. I thought Brayden was insane when he told me that every guy replies obliviously. How could men be so gullible? Would I do the same thing if I received a message from a strange woman?  
 
    “I can’t wait until I’m back in town,” I said, setting the stage for some on-going long-distance photo sharing. 
 
    I took the biggest dildo out from that bag and placed it down on my bed. I framed it up with my phone’s camera, and I snapped a photo. I laughed as I pressed send. “Until then, at least I have this.”  
 
    “That looks like fun,” he wrote. “Is it new?”  
 
    I decided to mess with him a bit—to get him a bit flustered, and to get his defenses down. I was useless when it came to flirting with women, but I felt like I knew what men wanted—probably because I was a man. I knew how to tease men because I knew how I wanted to be teased. I knew how to making a man’s heart race, because I knew what I wanted with a woman. “You got it for me. Don’t you remember?” I wrote.  
 
    Then I had a peculiar idea. A tube of red lipstick had rolled out from the bag, and now it was sitting by my foot, begging to be used. And it seemed like a good opportunity for another photo. I grabbed it and carefully smeared some red onto my lips. I pressed my lips together, and then I brought that dildo to the edge of my bottom lip, holding the phone out to perfectly frame the lower part of my face. It was a sexy photo—sure to get his heart pounding. I made sure to get a few lipstick marks down the dildo, to make sure it looked like I’d been sucking it.  
 
    “Oh, it’s that one. Of course I remember,” he said. And then I giggled to myself. It was kind of fun, messing with him. It was fun having power over someone. I wasn’t used to having power. I wasn’t used to anyone caring about what I had to say or how I looked. It’s not like I was enjoying his compliments—but I was enjoying the process of making him sweat.  
 
    Now, I was waiting to hear from Brayden, but Brayden wasn’t saying anything. Was he still watching him, or did he have to go back to work?  
 
    “I’m glad to see it’s still treating you well,” he said in another message. Now I was straining to think of what to send next. How could I move the process along? I really wanted to get that photo. I wanted to be able to message Brayden with good news. I wanted Brayden to celebrate. I wanted him to think that I was the best business partner he’d ever had. I didn’t want to let him down. 
 
    “I always think of you whenever I’m stuffing myself with it. Send a picture of your hard cock. I want to see it,” I wrote. Now, my heart was pounding. Was I moving too quickly? Should I have buttered him up a little bit more first?  
 
    My stomach churned. What if I’d ruined everything? I held my phone tightly. My palms were sweaty now. I thought about writing him back, to take back the request. But it was too late—I didn’t want to come off as crazy or weird. I just had to wait. Now, there was nothing to do but wait.  
 
    There was a long silence. Five minutes went by—then ten minutes. I thought about texting Brayden, to get an update, but I didn’t want Brayden thinking that I’d messed up. I really had messed up. I shouldn’t have pushed too hard. I should have waited. I should have spent at least an hour buttering him up before asking for the picture.  
 
    Then, my phone buzzed. I looked down, expecting a message along the lines of, ‘No way!’ But instead, there was a photo of a big, erect cock on my screen. I gasped and then I covered my mouth with the palm of my hand. His cock was big and veiny. His tip was swollen and dense, like a clenched fist. I don’t know why I stared at it for so long. I couldn’t believe he’d actually sent it. 
 
    And it was especially insane to think that he was erect for me. The pictures that I sent him made him hard. I had successfully aroused a man. And how was I supposed to feel about that? What was I supposed to think about myself now? Was this the final confirmation that I really did look like a girl? Was this the final confirmation that I really did need those testosterone pills?  
 
    “I forgot how big your cock was, baby. Stroke it for me. Send me a video of you stroking it,” I wrote with a pounding heart. What was the jail sentence for fraud? Blackmail?  
 
    I sent him another photo of myself, in front of that mirror. This time, I reached up and squeezed my right pec as if it was my tit. I squeezed hard and did a cute girly pose, still in that tight lingerie.  
 
    I thought I had him. Then, he took me by surprise. “Use that dildo for me,” he wrote. 
 
    My heart stopped for a moment. I felt my face turning white. How could I navigate this issue? I couldn’t use the dildo because I didn’t have a pussy. I stared at the toy for a moment. How could I get him to keep sending me what I wanted without giving him what he wanted? Maybe I should have never introduced the dildo. Maybe that was just setting myself up for failure.  
 
    “It feels so good inside of me,” I wrote, without sending a photo. 
 
    “I want to see,” he said. Now, it was starting to feel like he was in control. I suddenly was afraid of disappointing him, as if the whole scheme would be ruined if he felt taking advantage of… and that was probably the truth. I had to be careful. I had to figure out a way to give him what he wanted.  
 
    I had to think, and I had to think fast. How quickly could I find a photo of a pink dildo inside of a pussy? But it had to match the other photos: lighting, framing, pink lingerie… It was too difficult. It couldn’t be done. 
 
    But there was one other option… I never said anything about a pussy.  
 
    I looked down at the dildo, regretting my choice of grabbing the biggest one in the bag. I groaned. But I couldn’t let Brayden down. I needed to give Cal what he wanted so we could get what we needed. I flipped myself onto my back and I pulled my knees to my chest. I used my fingertip to pry my lingerie out from my butt crack.  
 
    I pressed that dildo into my butthole, groaning as it stretching my hole. I only stuffed a single inch in; that was more than enough. With a straining groan, I reached out my phone and snapped a photo. In the photo, the dildo looked a bit deeper than it actually was. It was impossible to tell that I had a cock and balls instead of a pussy, so I sent the photo, along with the message: “In the ass, just like you like it.” I Even added a winking emoji. “Now send that video of you stroking it.”  
 
    And he actually sent it: a video of his clenched fist stroking up and down his long, veiny shaft. I still couldn’t believe how hard he was for me. I still couldn’t believe that I was able to make a man so aroused. It seemed impossible. That erection made me so insecure about myself, but at the same time, I couldn’t help but smirk slightly, as if it was a sort of accomplishment.  
 
    “I love your big dick,” I wrote. “I want to see it come. Come for me baby.”  
 
    “Push that toy deeper into your body,” he wrote. 
 
    I groaned. I took a deep breath. I’d never been penetrated before, and it was never something that I wanted. But now, I was so close to getting exactly what I needed. Now, Brayden was going to love me. So I took the dildo with two hands and I began to push it into my asshole. I strained and groaned and rolled my head from side to side, feeling the thick plastic stretching out my anus. I clenched hard, and then I managed to relax, pushing it even deeper. It didn’t hurt, but it felt weird and unnatural. I tried to adjust my hips, trying to find a more comfortable angle. Then I turned my head and looked into the mirror.  
 
    It was a strange sight: my body clad in lingerie, red lipstick on my lips, and an extra-long dildo halfway into my asshole. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I couldn’t believe what I was currently doing for money. But I needed that money.  
 
    So I took my phone and I snapped a photo. “Now come for me,” I wrote.  
 
    It was a long minute before my phone buzzed again, this time with a video. I watched that video with parted lips and wide eyes. It was a bit shaky, and I could hear him moaning softly as he pumped his cock. His cock was so big—I still couldn’t get over it. He squeezed it firmly with his fist and pumped fast. Then, he suddenly paused, groaned, and then his cock sprayed the wall in front of him with thick goo. I gasped and covered my mouth, letting a small giggle slip. 
 
    Now, I hadn’t just made a man hard—I’d made a man come. And I had it on video.  
 
    I must have been quite irresistible, if he was willing to make himself so vulnerable just to make me happy. Maybe I was hotter than I realized. Maybe I made a better woman than I ever thought before. “Oh my God. That was so hot,” I wrote.  
 
    “Send another picture of you. I want to see your pretty face,” he said.  
 
    “Can’t now. Late for work. Thanks for the fun,” I said quickly with a racing heart. It was a panic message. But I knew that there was no way I could send a shot of my face. There was no way I could make that risk. 
 
    “My pleasure,” he replied.  
 
    And now, I almost had everything I needed. I just needed to get a photo of his face, and then I could stop messaging him.  
 
    For now, I just wanted to get out of that lingerie and that lipstick.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    Brayden came over after work, wanting to see what I’d accomplished. I felt awkward showing him the phone, even though I’d gone through and deleted all of the photos of myself using the dildo, and the messages of him asking for the dildo.  
 
    Brayden shielded his eyes as he watched the video of Cal ejaculating onto the wall. “Gross,” he said. And I tried not to blush, remembering that the cumshot was with me in mind. “I can’t believe he just sent that to you on day one. It usually takes a week to get to this point. Good job.” Brayden gave me a pat on the back. 
 
    And I felt bad for Cal. I felt like I was breaching some sort of privacy agreement, by showing Brayden his pictures and his video. Cal didn’t do anything to deserve what we were doing to him. But it’s a tough world, and you can’t have any sympathy for the weak.  
 
    “Wait to see if he reaches out to you over the next few days. If you haven’t heard anything by Friday, send him a message. We just need that face picture to move forward.” 
 
    “Alright,” I said. 
 
    And I have to admit that I was surprised when Cal didn’t reach out over the next few days. It was hard to believe that he could have been so aroused by me, but for some reason he wasn’t motivated to hit me up again after our initial cyber fling.  
 
    On Friday, I sent Brayden a message. “Should we message him today?” I asked. 
 
    “Nah,” Brayden said. “Keep him waiting. Let the anticipation grow.” And the anticipation was growing—for me. I hated waiting. I felt like we were wasting out on a good opportunity. I felt like we needed to pounce while I was still fresh in Cal’s mind. I found myself squirming and biting down on my tongue. Maybe I could just secretly reach out to Cal. Maybe I could get that face picture without Brayden knowing, and then I could emerge as a sort of hero.  
 
    I grabbed that backpack and searched around through my options. I found an adorable white satin nightie, with black lace embellishments. I went to the bathroom to give my legs a quick shave, and then I slipped into that white slip. It was a perfect fit. I ran my fingers down my satin body and looked into the mirror. My cock was making an obvious bulge, so I grabbed a pair of red panties from the bag: something to hold my cock in place without ruining the outfit. I felt awkward, getting all dressed up in my apartment. But it was for a good cause (at least for me).  
 
    I spent a good fifteen minutes posing in the mirror. Then I decided to put on a touch of lipstick, just in case my lips entered into a shot. I smeared a bit of red onto my lips, and then I noticed the other makeup supplies. Maybe—just to be safe—I could put on a bit more makeup. So I grabbed the concealer, which was exactly the right tone for my skin, and I grabbed the brow filler. I worked for the next hour, dolling myself up, making myself pretty, making every little detail on my face and body feminine. I worked on my posture a little bit. I tried out different poses. I tried a few different smiles.  
 
    It was so surreal, seeing myself as a woman. I still looked like myself—perfectly recognizable—but I was also a perfectly convincing woman. It made no sense at all. And it should have been a huge blow to my ego, yet for some reason, I just found myself smiling and blushing as if I didn’t care. I was starting to worry about my sanity. I didn’t like the places my brain was going.  
 
    I had to remind myself that I was just conning a guy out of a few thousand dollars. This wasn’t some sort of new hobby. This wasn’t a new lifestyle choice. I grabbed my phone and navigated over to my chat with Cal. “Hey sexy, what are you doing right now?” I asked. 
 
    I saw that he read the message. There was a minute of pause, then he replied. “Just heading home.” 
 
    “Driving?” I asked. 
 
    “Train.” 
 
    “Is it busy?” 
 
    “Normally busy for rush hour,” he said. And he was chatting with me: a good sign. He hadn’t forgotten about me. He hadn’t come to his senses and blocked my number from his phone.  
 
    “Can anyone see your screen?” I asked. 
 
    “Lots of people—if they wanted to,” he said. 
 
    I had a cheeky smile on my face now. I wanted to make him sweat. I wanted to make him tingle all over. I knew if I could get him blushing, I could get him thinking about me. I just needed to give him a little push: a little bit of excitement, just enough that he would want to send me a photo. 
 
    So I sent him a picture, striking the sexiest pose I could muster: legs spread open as I lay on my side in that cute lingerie. I tried not to cover my cock this time, pushing it between my legs to make it look like a pussy bulge. I inspected the photo for a long moment before sending it, ensuring that there were no unfortunate slips.  
 
    I waited with eager anticipation for him to reply. “People are going to think I’m a pervert,” he said finally. 
 
    I found myself giggling and blushing. I could just somehow tell that I had his heart racing—and maybe I was even going to give him a hard-on on the subway. “Or maybe they’ll just think you have a hot girlfriend,” I said, teasing him. My strategy was simply to make him think that we were already on boyfriend-girlfriend relations in our fictional relationship.  
 
    I waited for a reply. Now, it was taking forever. Did I offend him? Did I scare him away? Maybe the girlfriend line was a bit too much—maybe it flicked on his moral compass, and now he was worried that he was ruining some relationship. My heart was racing fast. I looked over at the mirror, at myself. I took a moment to adjust my nightie.  
 
    “I really want to see your beautiful face,” he finally wrote.  
 
    And once again, my heart plunged into my stomach. It was starting to seem obvious that he wasn’t going to send me a photo of his face—not without a sacrifice. And was I ready to make that sacrifice?  
 
    I walked over to the mirror. I had makeup on my face now, but was it enough? Did I look enough like a woman to pass? Did I look recognizable? Would a photo of my makeup-clad face be enough for the police to identify me? “Why?” I wrote back a minute later. “You know what I look like. If you want to see a picture of my face, go to my Facebook page.” My fingers were trembling as I typed it out. I was so close to getting what I needed: so close to getting thousands of dollars from the shmuck.  
 
    But was he really a shmuck? He seemed nice enough. He wasn’t too pushy. He was really just a normal guy. And, for some reason, the fact that he found me so attractive only made me feel worse. He was smitten by me, and I was just taking advantage of him. But I couldn’t stop now. I had to get what I needed from him.  
 
    “I just want to see your face now,” he said. “I miss your face. I’ve looked through those old photos a million times.” 
 
    I groaned loudly and rolled my head in a big circle. He wasn’t going to let it go. I needed to give him what he wanted, so I could get what I wanted.  
 
    But how was I going to get him to send me a photo of his face? He couldn’t send one without compromising his identity—and he wasn’t going to do that. Somehow, I needed to make him know that I knew he wasn’t my ‘boyfriend’. I had to get him to come clean, and maybe the only way to do that was to make him ‘fall’ for me. Could I make a man fall for me? Could I catfish him into revealing his true self to me? I had to try. I’d come so far already.  
 
    I probably should have done more planning before embarking on this journey. I probably should have thought my actions through before diving into texting him. A plan would have gone a long way. But I didn’t feel hopeless yet.  
 
    “Why don’t you send me a photo of your face?” I asked, trying one last time to make him slip for me. Maybe he would come clean with a photo.  
 
    “Maybe later,” he said. “Once I’m home.”  
 
    I rolled my eyes. I knew he wasn’t going to send it, so I needed to figure out a way to make him fall for me. I needed him to want me so badly that he was willing to out himself for a real chance at me. Could I do it? Could I woo a man to that extent?  
 
    “Why not now?” I asked, biting down on the edge of my tongue. 
 
    “There’s so many people around,” he said. 
 
    “Who cares about them?” 
 
    “I’ll send you a picture of me if you send me a picture of you,” he said. My skin tingled all over. Was he bluffing? Was he really willing to send me what I needed? And was it worth the gamble? What if he was onto me? What if he was now trying to get a photo of me to send to the cops?  
 
    A full-blown panic set in. My hands trembled and my skin turned cold as I considered the frightening possibility. He was pushing hard for a photo of my face. He was onto me. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t let my life go to waste over the chance at a few thousand dollars. 
 
    “I’m heading out for my shift,” I said, bailing on the trade offer. 
 
    “So? I want to see your pretty eyes,” he said.  
 
    I put my phone down. This was too much for me. Brayden was foolish to do this regularly. It was only a matter of time before he was caught. And to make the matter worse, I was using my own phone! Surely my phone number was enough to track me down—at least as far as the police are concerned.  
 
    But I hadn’t done anything illegal yet. I hadn’t blackmailed him yet. Even if he tracked me down, he would just think that I was some crossdresser who liked to tease men. There’s nothing illegal about crossdressing or teasing men.  
 
    I walked over to the mirror and looked at myself. Then, I thought about that money. I couldn’t just toss away the opportunity entirely. Maybe I could make myself a little more unrecognizable. Maybe I could make myself look a little more convincing. And maybe—just maybe—I could make myself look somewhat irresistible. Maybe I could make myself look pretty enough that he would want to have me in his life. If he wanted to have me, he would have to come clean. He would have to admit that he wasn’t my ‘boyfriend’. It was a good idea, at least in my head. 
 
    So I grabbed the makeup. I started working. I made my eyeliner a little bit longer and thicker. I curled my eyelashes and made them a bit fuller. I filled out my brows, and then I made my lips a bit glossier. Then, I went to use a bit of contouring, making the shape of my face just a bit different: enough that I wouldn’t be recognized at a glance, at the very least. I spent fifteen minutes in front of that mirror, touching myself up. Then I remembered that there was a wig in that backpack, so I fetched it.  
 
    It was blonde, and a bit longer than shoulder-length. I put it on my head and spent a few minutes primping it and tossing it with my fingers, until it looked natural. It was a nice wig: likely made with real human hair.  
 
    Finally, I felt good about the way I looked. I looked pretty. Hell—I looked sexy. I caught myself posing like a model, feeling strangely high. Was I having fun? Was I proud of myself? Or was I just excited about the idea of earing a few thousand bucks?  
 
    I went to snap a photo, and then I felt a cold tingle rushing through me. Maybe this was a bad idea. Maybe my original hesitation was warranted. I grabbed my face mask and put it on. It seemed like a shame to cover my plump, glossy lips, but it was probably safer to keep my face covered somewhat, to make myself less identifiable. Plus, with covid, I had a good excuse. 
 
    I put on a tank top and a pair of shorts, and then I went outside of my apartment to take the photo. The bright sunlight helped to expose my good features.  
 
    And it wasn’t until I holding out the phone and snapping the photo that I realized I’d gone out into public dressed as a woman.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I paused. My bones were suddenly frozen. I looked around and saw that there were other people on the street, going about their business. A man turned and looked at me. My heart nearly exploded in my chest.  
 
    He smiled, and I just remained frozen. Why the hell did I leave my apartment like this? What if one of my neighbors saw me? I looked around slowly, feeling a crushing pressure. My legs began to wobble and beads of sweat began to tickle the back of my neck. I needed to get back into my apartment before someone saw me. This was crazy. This was absolutely absurd. 
 
    I snapped a photo and then I darted back to my apartment. And in my state of panic, I sent the photo without reviewing it much. I couldn’t focus. My only priority was getting back into the safety of my apartment.  
 
    I felt so humiliated. People saw me. People looked at me while I was dolled up. But strangely, nobody laughed or pointed at me. Nobody even seemed to be able to tell that I wasn’t actually a girl. And maybe that made the experience even more embarrassing. I really did pass as a woman. I really could go out into public without anyone realizing I was actually a man. Would testosterone pills even help me? Was I doomed to look like a woman for the rest of my life?  
 
    “You look so beautiful,” Cal said in a text message. And strangely, the message caught me completely off-guard. Beautiful? I looked back at the picture. I stared at my own face. Was I beautiful? I certainly had never been ‘beautiful’ as a man. Nobody ever called me handsome or sexy. A couple girls in high school told me that I looked cute… But that was more of a jab than a compliment. Now, I was ‘beautiful’ as a woman. Why did that one little word make me blush all over? Why did I feel so warm and flustered? Why was I covered my smile with the palm of my hand?  
 
    “Now it’s your turn,” I said, trying to swallow the strange feelings that were swelling inside of me. I didn’t want these feelings. I didn’t want to enjoy this moment. I was in this for the money, and nothing else.  
 
    It was five minutes later when he sent a photo: wearing a baseball cap, sunglasses, and a face mask. It was essentially a picture of his nose. 
 
    “Quit being cheeky,” I wrote. “I want to see your handsome brown eyes.” I knew that he had brown eyes from when we looked at his Facebook profile. I figured if I made him think my ‘boyfriend’ had brown eyes, that he could get away with showing me his eyes.  
 
    I was shocked when the photo came in: a picture of his face. Sure, he was wearing a mask, but his eyes were out. My heart flew up and rattled against my ribcage. Finally, I had what I needed: a picture of his face. I nearly screamed out with joy. Finally, I would be able to get the money I needed for those pills. 
 
    “Cute. You look younger today,” I wrote, knowing I had to say something.  
 
    “Have a good night at work,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks, sweetie. We’ll talk later,” I said, and then I tossed my phone onto my counter and fell back onto my couch. It was a major victory. Now, I had pictures and videos of him jerking off, and I had a photo of his face, all sent from the same phone number. We had everything we needed. 
 
    I thought about calling Brayden, to let him know the good news. But then I hesitated. Maybe Brayden could wait. Maybe I needed to give myself another day or two to really think about this. Maybe that picture of Cal’s eyes wasn’t quite enough to blackmail him with. Maybe I needed to get more. Or maybe I needed to give myself another day to realize I didn’t want to threaten to ruin a man’s life so I could make a few thousand bucks.  
 
    I had a hard time relaxing that evening. I sat up and thought about everything. I was all cleaned up now, and sitting in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. I felt weird and uncomfortable—maybe about the whole scheme, or maybe about something else.  
 
    I got up and walked around, unable to focus on my television, which was playing some home renovation show. I felt so strange; was I sick? I didn’t feel sick. But I did feel empty. Something was missing. 
 
    I stopped in front of the mirror and looked at myself. I felt like I didn’t recognize myself. I looked so… boring. I seemed so lifeless and plain. I ran my fingers through my hair. I tried to force a smile onto my face. Were those pills really going to help me? Was that really what I needed?  
 
    I turned around to look at my profile. The problem wasn’t that I was thin, it was that I was lacking in confidence. Mick Jagger was thin in his prime. So was Robert Plant. Those guys had no problems with women. I had the same body as many famous male models—and they weren’t taking testosterone pills to compensate for anything.  
 
    Maybe there was another problem. Maybe I needed to figure myself out in another way. 
 
    I looked to the side and saw that bag sitting there. Then, I curiously approached it, to see what else was inside of it. I looked at the clock. It was 1:15 AM. I should have been asleep, but I was overwhelmed with a peculiar curiosity.  
 
    I pulled out a small black dress. It was a cute little dress. Would I ever get a chance to wear it? Now that I had everything I needed from Cal, I no longer needed to put on the clothes. Brayden would probably be picking up that bag soon, unless he wanted me to get dolled up for another blackmail scheme with another poor shmuck.  
 
    I took off my jeans and my t-shirt, and then I slipped into the dress. Instantly, I felt a rush. It wasn’t a rush I was expecting, or one that I can really explain. It was hot and fast, tingling and energetic. I suddenly felt like I just finished pounding back a Redbull, but there was a strange warmth as well, even though my apartment was cool and draughty. I took a deep breath in. I walked over to the mirror and posed. There was a smile on my face. 
 
    Did I like wearing the little outfits? Did I get a kick out of this?  
 
    I grabbed the makeup and worked on dolling my face up. I brushed on some blush, penned on some eyeliner, curled on some mascara. I spent forty minutes in front of that mirror, making myself beautiful. I liked being beautiful. It was a nice change from what I was used to: being bland and boring.  
 
    I grabbed a straightening iron (which I originally thought was a sex toy). I used it to flatten my hair, giving me more of a ‘clubbing’ look. I turned my head from side to side, letting the soft hair brush my exposed shoulders. The satin of the dress felt so nice and cute. I put on some strappy heels. I took my razor to freshen my shave—and this time, I got rid of the hair around my crotch. Now, I was smooth all over, just like a young woman.  
 
    A strange whimper escaped my lips. I touched myself, rubbing my hands up and down. I closed my eyes and got lost in the moment. I felt right. Everything felt good. I liked the way the soft fabrics hugged my skin. I liked the feeling of the soft hair on my shoulders. I even liked my bare legs rubbing together, smooth and hairless.  
 
    I grabbed my phone and aimed it at the mirror. I snapped a photo and stared at the photo for a long moment. Then, I messaged Cal. “Are you awake?” I asked. 
 
    It was a minute later when he said, “I am now.”  
 
    I sent him the photo. I wanted him to see it. I wanted him to call me beautiful again, though I had no idea what that’s what I wanted. I bit hard on my tongue and waited for his reply. “Looking good,” he finally said. But it wasn’t enough. I wanted to look better than ‘good’.  
 
    “Do you like my dress?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s hot,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said.  
 
    “It’s a hot dress, but I think you’d be hotter with it off.”  
 
    I grinned and bit down gently on my bottom lip. I pushed the straps off of my dress and looked in the mirror again. I liked the way I looked. Maybe I would have been better off being born as a woman. I sent another photo. “I wish you were here right now,” I said. I don’t know why I said it.  
 
    “Same,” he said.  
 
    I spent a minute admiring myself in the mirror, feeling like I was truly losing my mind. Then I wriggled the dress off and got onto my bed. I took my phone and put it under my chin to take a photo of my body, from my own perspective: clad only in a bra and panties. “I’m thinking about you. Are you thinking about me?” I just wanted him to compliment me. I wanted to be told that I looked good. I wanted someone to verify what I was seeing in the mirror, and what I was starting to believe was true.  
 
    “Hell yeah,” he said. 
 
    “Prove it,” I said, desperate for that validation. 
 
    He suddenly sent a photo of his erect cock. I gasped. It wasn’t what I was expecting, but strangely, it felt good. Anyone can come up with words—but he was erect. He couldn’t just force himself to get an erection in ten seconds. That erection was for me, and it was exactly the validation I was looking for. It was a still image, but I swear I could see it throbbing.  
 
    “How badly do you want me?” I asked. I snapped a photo: a full-frame photo, from head to toe, using the mirror. I used my hand to cover my mouth.  
 
    “I want you badly. I can’t wait until you’re back,” he said. “Grab that dildo.” 
 
    I felt my cheeks turning red. I felt that hot rush intensifying. I felt tingling all over. “You’re naughty,” I wrote. I sent him a picture of the pink dildo.  
 
    “Suck it like you would suck me. Send a video,” he said. 
 
    I don’t know why I did it, but I did it. I wasn’t even expecting anything in return. I just wanted to turn him on. I loved that powerful feeling of keeping him aroused and thinking about me. It was nice to know someone was thinking about me, even if those thoughts were sexual. I sucked that big dildo, holding the phone out to show my face. I couldn’t believe I was sending him a video of my face. Was I compromising our plan? Was this a big mistake? Why couldn’t I help myself?  
 
    “You’re so hot,” he said. 
 
    I tried to recompose myself. I couldn’t let myself get carried away, threatening our operation. I still planned on blackmailing him. I took a deep breath. 
 
    “I want you to come on yourself,” I said.  
 
    “I can do that for you,” he said. “If you get that whole cock inside of you. I want another video.”  
 
    I replied with a blushing emoji. Then I took the dildo. My blood was pumping fast. I knew I was playing a dangerous game, but I liked it. I set up the camera. I pulled my panties to the side and then I crammed the head of that dildo into my asshole. “Shit,” I moaned. I paused for a moment, taking a deep breath. It was a big toy. But I wanted to make him come. I wanted to please him.  
 
    I pushed the toy into myself using two hands. I groaned and watched as the toy disappeared into my body, one inch at a time. I squirmed and groaned, and then finally, my fists were pressed into my butt cheeks. The whole toy was inside of me: ten inches of pink dildo, pushed deep into my body.  
 
    I sent the video with blushing cheeks, and he replied with a video of his own: him stroking his long cock. There was a brief moment in the video that I could see the bottom of his face. He probably didn’t even realize it before pressing send. I smiled—it was more that I could use against him. 
 
    “Bounce on that cock,” he wrote.  
 
    So I propped up the phone and I stood the dildo up, with it still in my ass. I bounced up and down, slowly, letting the thick ribs on the long shaft massage my anal cavity. I grabbed my tits and squeezed. I moaned. I started bouncing faster and faster. Then my phone chirped, letting me know I’d reached the maximum file size.  
 
    “Now send me your cumshot,” I said. “On your chest, or your face if you can come hard enough.”  
 
    It was two minutes later when I received the video of him jerking himself with a firm fist. He jerked faster and faster until cum was spraying his torso and chin. I giggled, and then I blushed. That cum was for me—and there was a lot of it. He really did like me. He really did think that I was sexy. It felt good. I wanted to stay in that moment, and resonate in that vindicated feeling.  
 
    “You look good covered in cum,” I said. 
 
    “You look better.”  
 
    “When I’m back in town, you’ll have to cover me in your hot cum.” Now, I had an erection of my own. My cock was throbbing, but I had no idea why. I was tingling all over with excitement. Was I gay? Did I like flirting with men? Did I kind of like looking at Cal’s big, throbbing cock?  
 
    “My pleasure,” he said. “Send another picture of your pretty face.”  
 
    I sent him a photo, covering nothing. I don’t know why I did it; maybe I just wanted him to see how pretty I was.  
 
    “Goodnight, beautiful,” he said. I loved it when he called me beautiful.  
 
    “Goodnight,” I said.  
 
    I fell onto my bed and let out a loud moan. I felt so satisfied, but I had no clue why. Something inside of me had changed—or maybe it was just something that had always been there, and now it was emerging. I didn’t like it, even though I couldn’t get enough of it.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    The next morning I woke up to the sound of banging. I sat up slowly, rubbing my eyes. It was loud and right against my bedroom wall. I went out into the hallway and walked to my neighbor’s door, which was open. “What are you doing in there?” I called. Then the banging stopped. My landlord emerged. 
 
    “Replacing the drywall,” he said. “There was a leak. The tenant is out of town.” Then he looked me up and down with a strange look. Was I still in my makeup? Had I gone to sleep in my nightie? I looked down and then I felt my face turning white. 
 
    “Are you Dougie’s girlfriend?” he asked.  
 
    I nodded my head slowly and then I took a few steps back. I felt my face turning dark red. I paused for a moment before turning around and retreating back into my room. I felt so insane and humiliated. My landlord saw me dolled up. Did he really think that I was a girl, or was he just trying to be polite? I buried my face into my pillow and suffered through the loud banging for the next hour. 
 
    Then it suddenly stopped. I went to my window and looked out. My landlord was sitting in his car now, eating a sandwich.  
 
    All cleaned up and in proper clothes, I went out of my apartment, planning on going out for a walk, to walk off some of the embarrassment from being seen as a girl. Then, I noticed that the door was left open in the apartment next to mine. The tenant that was out of town was a girl: a college-aged chick who was always wearing cute dresses. I’d always wanted to ask her out on a date, but I always assumed that she was out of my league. Now, I knew that her apartment was empty and I couldn’t help myself. I went inside, peeking around nervously. I went to her bedroom and opened her closet door. My heart was racing. She must have had a thousand dresses in that closet. 
 
    I quickly grabbed about ten, pressing them firmly to my body. Then, as quickly as I could, I retreated back to my room. I locked my door and then I spread the dresses out on my bed so I could inspect them. I wasn’t proud to be a thief, but I was thrilled to have new outfits to wear.  
 
    I picked out a floral dress with puffy sleeves. It was a short dress, but it felt just right on my body. I rushed over to my makeup and got myself dolled up. It was only noon when I was ready to snap a picture—so that’s what I did, and I sent it to Cal. “Rate me,” I said. 
 
    “Ten,” he replied. I blushed, and sent him a kissy emoji. 
 
    I felt so good and so proud of myself. I spent the next twenty minutes back in front of the mirror, staring at myself, trying to figure out how I could take my look even further.  
 
    Then, I found myself speaking aloud, subconsciously practicing my voice. I tried a number of different inflections, and then I started recording myself, to hear how good I sounded. I tried one take where I said, “I wish you were here with me, baby.” I listened back and thought it sounded pretty good. And I knew I had Cal to let me know just how hot I sounded, so I sent him the video.  
 
    As I was about to try on another dress, I had a sexy little thought cross my brain. I found myself posing topless, wearing only panties. I put my arm across my chest and tried to determine if I looked feminine, even without clothes. I snapped a picture and sent it to Cal, to see what he would think, even though I hadn’t heard back from the last video. For some weird reason, I wasn’t feeling nervous about what I was sending him. I was getting more and more comfortable, sending him pictures and videos. And I felt like he was helping me get more and more comfortable with this new little hobby of mine. Maybe it wasn’t a hobby. Maybe ‘fetish’ was a better word to use.  
 
    I saw the dildo on the ground. I remembered using it on myself the day before, for Cal. I remembered the tingling euphoria as it stretched out my asshole, massaging the inside of my bum. Maybe I wanted to do that again. Maybe I wanted to see how good that could feel.  
 
    “Tell me how I should fuck myself?” I said.  
 
    “I want you to finger your pussy for me,” he said. And just like that, I remembered that I didn’t have a pussy. I remembered that I had to be careful with what I said and with what I sent to him. I still needed to blackmail him. I couldn’t forget the whole purpose of this operation.  
 
    “Give me something dirtier,” I said. 
 
    “Fuck your pussy with that dildo,” he said. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Dirtier,” I said. 
 
    There was a moment of silence. Then, he said, “Fuck yourself with a golf club.” 
 
    My heart stopped. I looked back and saw my golf clubs. Had those been in all the pictures? Had I shown too much of my apartment? I really had to be more careful with what I was sending him.  
 
    But the excitement of the idea overpowered the terror of being caught. I went and picked out a club. I tingled all over before settling down onto the ground. I set up my phone’s camera and then I worked to get the handle of the club into my asshole. 
 
    I twisted and groaned, then I spat on the handle and tried again. It was starting to push in, but it was thicker than what I was used to. It hurt a little bit, but I had a feeling it would feel good once it was inside of me, so I kept pushing. 
 
    Then I heard my phone chirp, letting me know the recording was over. “That’s all I get?” he asked. 
 
    “I can’t send more than thirty seconds,” I said, feeling a bit frustrated. I wanted to put on a show for him, but I had to be careful.  
 
    I thought for a moment. Then I grabbed the golf club again and started pressing it into myself. Maybe I could send another video once the action was underway. Suddenly, my phone started to ring. It was. FaceTime call, from Cal. I gasped. I sprung to my feet, feeling nervous. I rushed through my apartment, turning off lights and closing curtains. I put on a bra. I checked my makeup. Then, for some insane reason, I answered the call.  
 
    I felt a lump growing in my throat. I could see his face now, obscured mostly in shadows. He was wearing a baseball cap, but I could make out the major details of his face. Was this him coming out? Was this my chance to say something like, ‘Hey, you’re not my boyfriend!’ I just stared at him for what felt like forty minutes of pure terror. Then finally, he said, “Hey.”  
 
    “What’s up?” I was using that female voice that I’d practiced.  
 
    “I just wanted to, uh, watch you,” he said. He was also using a soft voice. He was keeping the volume of his voice low so that it wasn’t recognizable. But sure, if I had been expecting someone else, I would be able to tell that I wasn’t talking to that person. Maybe he was crazier than I realized.  
 
    I grinned and bit down on my lip. “What do you want to watch me do?” I said, trying to fight back the lump in my throat. I felt more vulnerable now than ever. The entire operation was in jeopardy. If I gave him ammunition to use against me, there was no way I could blackmail him.  
 
    “Fuck yourself,” he said. His voice was almost a whisper.  
 
    “With what?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. The golf club,” he said with a big, nervous grin. 
 
    “I’m nervous,” I said with a little laugh. 
 
    “Don’t be,” he said.  
 
    I put the phone down gently. I felt like my body was weightless. My head was spinning. I felt hot: fifteen degrees hotter than I actually was. I gently wiped my forehead with my wrist, and then I grabbed that golf club. I sat down and used the tip of my finger to pull my panties aside. I wanted to make him happy. I wanted to feel that club inside of me. So I kept going.  
 
    I went onto my back, with my knees to my chest. “Is this what you want?” I asked softly. 
 
    “Yeah. Put it in as deep as you can,” he said. 
 
    First, I sucked on the handle of the club, getting it wet. I was going to need as much wetness as possible. My asshole could only take so much.  
 
    I began to cram the blunt handle of the club into my body. I squirmed and groaned. It felt good in a weird way. I bit hard on my tongue and rolled my head from side to side. “Oh my…” I said, and then the lump became too big to push words past.  
 
    Once the club was inside of me, I whimpered. I pulled my knees closer to my chest. I pulled the club deeper and deeper into my body, until it felt like it was pressing into my lungs. My body convulsed suddenly and unexpectedly. Another uncontrollable whimper escaped my lips. Then I pulled the club out of my body suddenly. “That’s all I can do,” I said, laughing nervously. 
 
    “That was amazing,” he said. “What about a ball?” 
 
    I could feel myself turning red. He wanted me to put a golf ball in my ass? I looked back at my golf bag. My heart buzzed and my stomach groaned, but I wanted to make him happy. So I retrieved a ball from my bag. I wiped it with a cloth. Then I put it into my mouth, getting it wet, even though my gaping asshole was still wet from the saliva on the golf club.  
 
    I showed him the ball in my mouth, then I put it on the ground. I squatted over it and took a deep breath, opening up my hips by parting my knees. I couldn’t believe I was going to do this. I closed my eyes. I sat down on the ball. I felt it parting my rectum, but I kept sitting. Then I felt it push inside of me suddenly, and I gasped.  
 
    I leaned onto my back and spread my legs wide. I puckered for him—for the camera—trying to show him the ball inside of my asshole. I had no idea if he could see it, so I reached down and felt my hole with my fingertip, and I could feel the hard surface of the ball poking out.  
 
    “Damn. Think you can get another one in there?” he asked. 
 
    My heart fluttered. I wanted to do it. I felt so naughty and so sexy. I was having fun. He wanted to see me, and I wanted to make him happy. Why did I like this so much? Why was I allowing myself to partake in this humiliation? I grabbed another ball and went through the same process, wiping it, sucking it, and then sitting down on it.  
 
    “Now push them out,” he said with a big grin.  
 
    I looked at the screen and saw that he was clutching his cock, stroking it gently. He was horny. He liked watching me, and I liked putting on the show. So I kept going. I rolled onto my back and started pushing, expelling that first ball from my body. I closed my eyes. My body was overwhelmed with a sudden tingling: a pleasant, dirty feeling. I moaned and then I giggled.  
 
    I pushed hard and one of the balls fell out of me. My butthole puckered. I gave my body a moment before trying again. I pushed and pushed, groaning until the next ball fell out. Then I giggled and sat up, looking down to see the balls that were previously inside of my body.  
 
    He was staring at the screen with a petrified look, as if he had seen something that wasn’t right. Did the showing offend him? Was it not exactly what he wanted? I looked down at the balls again, and that’s when I noticed that my cock was out, half erect and pointing straight out. I gasped and became frozen with terror. I reached forward and grabbed the phone, ending the call.  
 
    I sat in my dark apartment for a long moment: many minutes without moving. Dread consumed me. I had ruined everything by letting my cock fall out. I should have never taken his call. I should have left him alone after I got that picture of his eyes. Why did I let myself get carried away? How was I going to explain this whole thing to Brayden?  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
     I spent a good thirty minutes trying to look up how to delete photos off of someone else’s phone. I figured there must be some way to ‘undo’ the photos that I sent to Cal—but, of course, there was no way. The photos and videos were on his phone. I had his photos and videos too, so I was able to relax slightly, knowing he wouldn’t dare to release my videos and pictures. 
 
    But he didn’t know who I was. I had to keep reminding myself that—even though I was worried that he could figure it out somehow, using my phone number. I tried to search my own phone number online, but found nothing linking it to me. But I’m sure the police could easily take my phone number and track me down.  
 
    Now, Cal wasn’t messaging me. He wasn’t mentioning anything about the wardrobe malfunction. Was he disgusted? Was he going through and deleting all of the pictures and videos? Was he blocking my number from his phone? Was the scheme over? 
 
    I had to text him. I had to try to undo the damage I’d done… somehow. I had no idea what I was going to do, but I needed to keep that line of communication open, so that we could carry out our blackmail scheme. “Why haven’t you messaged me?” I wrote. My fingers were trembling. I had a horrible dread churning in my stomach. I didn’t feel right. I felt hopeless and stupid. I wasn’t expecting a reply. My phone told me that he read the message, but he wasn’t answering. Was he going to answer?  
 
    My panic was growing. I had to fix this—but I didn’t know how to do it. “Aren’t you going to send me a picture of you?” I asked, trying my hardest to pretend like the slip never happened. Maybe he didn’t see it. Maybe he thought he saw something, but he didn’t actually see it. Maybe I could pretend like it was a prank—like it was something I did all the time, as a joke.  
 
    “Sorry. Did I see what I thought I saw?” he wrote. 
 
    No, he definitely saw it. But maybe I could make him think it was a joke. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “You have a cock?” he said. 
 
    And then I had another idea. What if I made him think that I was transgender? What if I made him think that I’d already been open about it with my ‘boyfriend’? I had what I needed from him, but maybe this was an opportunity to get more. Maybe, now that he no longer desired me, he would come clean and send me a real picture of his face. A proper face photo would be so much more useful than the masked picture that I was planning on using. “Of course I do,” I said. “You knew that. Why are you being weird about it all of a sudden?”  
 
    “I guess I just forgot,” he said. It was a silly reply. But I was just happy he was still messaging. He hadn’t blocked my number just yet. “You’re so feminine that I forgot about that.”  
 
    The message resonated strangely with me. I hated reading it. My whole life, people had been calling me ‘feminine’. But now, it somehow felt like a compliment. I found myself smiling and blushing, as if I’d accomplished something. It was nice to know that my hard work had paid off, and it was nice to know that my feminine features were finally finding some use.  
 
    “Are you going to send me a photo of you?” I asked. I wanted that photo. I wanted to go to Brayden with everything we could possibly need.  
 
    “I have to tell you something. I’m not who you think I am,” he said. I nearly gasped aloud. I stood up and stared at my phone with shining eyes. I had him where I wanted him. I nearly squealed like a piglet. “What do you mean?” I wrote, playing dumb. 
 
    “I bought this phone off of a guy a few weeks ago,” he said. “I don’t actually know who you are. I’m sorry. But you’re very beautiful, so it was hard to tell you. I wanted to tell you multiple times, but it never felt right. I hope this doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable.”  
 
    “So what’s your name?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s Cal,” he said.  
 
    “My name is Heidi,” I said, giving him a fake name in an attempt to calm his nerves. I just needed him to relax. If he could relax, he would certainly send me that photo.  
 
    “I hope I didn’t ruin things with your boyfriend,” he said. 
 
    “He’s not my boyfriend,” I replied. “He was just a guy.”  
 
    “So sorry about everything. I won’t bother you anymore.” I stared at his message, trying to think of a way to reply. I went back through the old photos, trying to decide whether or not I needed anything else from him. Did I really need a full-face photo? Would he really see the masked photo that we had and think that he didn’t need to play along with our extortion game?  
 
    There was a knock at my door, making me jump. I had a feeling I knew who it was: my landlord. Did someone spot me stealing my neighbor’s clothes? Was he coming to chew me out? I crept up to the door and put my eye against the peephole, just as the person knocked again. This time, I let out a small squeal.  
 
    Brayden was standing on the other side of the door. He hadn’t texted, or buzzed to be let in. The landlord must have had the front door open, so Brayden just walked in. “Open up, Dougie! It’s me! I know you’re standing at the door. I can see your shadow.” He was looking down at the floor. The door was about an inch from the floor, so he was probably not lying to me.  
 
    I groaned. I was all dolled up, but it would take me fifteen minutes to get cleaned up, and I knew he wasn’t going to wait. So I reluctantly opened the door and he stormed in. It was a moment before he turned to look at me.  
 
    “I’ve been on the phone all day with Kiera. I can’t believe she just left town…” Finally, he noticed me and paused. He nearly jumped at the sight of me. “Dougie?” 
 
    “I was just getting another picture ready to send Cal,” I said. 
 
    Brayden stared at me for a long time. His eyes moved up and down my body. Then he blinked a few times. “Holy crap, I hardly recognized you. You’re all… dressed up.”  
 
    “I was going to send a picture.” 
 
    He kept staring at me. Then he let out a laugh. “So you’re still messaging Cal, huh?” 
 
    “I was just going to,” I said. “I think we’ve kept him waiting enough.”  
 
    “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.”  
 
    “Right,” I said.  
 
    “So he hasn’t messaged you?” Brayden asked.  
 
    I paused for a moment. I didn’t want him looking at my phone. I didn’t want him to see everything I’d already sent to Cal. “No. Not yet,” I said. 
 
    “Weird,” Brayden said, looking at me suspiciously. Then his gaze drifted down my body. “Where did you get that dress? That wasn’t in the bag.” 
 
    “A—A girl left it here,” I said. 
 
    Then he grinned. “Oh. Nice,” he said. “Was she hot?” 
 
    I forced a smile onto my face and I shrugged my shoulders.  
 
    Then, Brayden’s eyes narrowed slightly, as if he suspected something. My heart rate was rising by the second. I kept that forced smile on my face. “So, uh, if you don’t think we should message him, I should get myself cleaned up.” 
 
    “No, don’t do that,” he said. “I only have a few minutes. Just wait until I’m gone.” He kept staring at me, and then he suddenly turned away and started meandering through my apartment. “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,” I said, following Brayden from a distance, worried he was going to find things in my apartment that I hadn’t put away. I was almost certain that the pink dildo was on my bed, or maybe on my bedside table.  
 
    Brayden looked back at me with a small smirk. “Maybe we should get the pictures done now, since you’re all dolled up. You look nice, by the way.” 
 
    I could tell that it was a jab and not a compliment, but I smiled to be safe.  
 
    “We have to turn him on,” Brayden said. “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 said. “I’ll change into lingerie.” 
 
    “We need more than lingerie,” he 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?”  
 
    I felt a stutter in my heart. I cleared my throat.  
 
    “I’m not suggesting!” he said suddenly, looking red in the cheeks. “I’m just saying, we have to turn this guy on.”  
 
    I cleared my throat again. “How do we do that?” I said.  
 
    He thought for a moment, meandering again. He scratched at his chin. “See—the problem is that you’re not a girl, so we can’t just send him your tits or your pussy. We could send him a shot of your butthole—but maybe he’s not into that. And I just don’t know if buttholes have the same seductive charm as a nice, wet pussy. Know what I mean?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said awkwardly.  
 
    “I have an idea, but—you might not like it. It’s not gay, it’s just business,” he said.  
 
    “Business?” I said. 
 
    He nodded his head, looking at me now with a serious look. “It’s a sacrifice for both of us, but I bet you it would work.” 
 
    “W—What is it?” I said.  
 
    “Your hand around my cock,” he said. “I would be hard, of course—so I would have to watch some porn or something first. You would just have to curl your fingers around it for a second—long enough to get the photo. Look—I can see your face turning white. Like I said, it’s not a gay thing. It’s just business. Think of the money, Dougie. I think we could get, like, ten thousand out of this guy. I just have a feeling that he’s got some rich parents or something.”  
 
    “M—My hand on your…” I said. My throat felt like it was swelling up. The taste of copper was annoying my tongue. I tried to take a deep breath in.  
 
    “It’s just for a picture. I would hold the phone out enough to see your body and your hand and my cock. Like, maybe a POV type of shot. You would be on your knees, as if you were about to suck me. If we send the guy the picture, he’ll surely want more.”  
 
    “Can’t you just send him a picture of you and Kiera?” I said. 
 
    Brayden rolled his eyes and scoffed as if it was a ridiculous idea. “You already sent him a photo of you in lingerie. He knows what you look like, Dougie. Don’t be an idiot. We can do it really fast. I’ll even go scrub my cock in your bathroom, so you don’t get any cooties. Maybe you can go clean your hands too. And look—your makeup is all done and I don’t even recognize you, so we can get your face in the shot.” He laughed suddenly and perked up. “And when we tell him that he’s been jerking off to pictures of a guy! We’ll be able to get twice as much from him. Maybe twenty grand. Think about it, Dougie: twenty-thousand dollars, in your bank account. That’s all the pills you will ever need. That’s a new guitar. That’s a new computer to do your recording on. Think about it.”   
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. And maybe it wasn’t a terrible idea. Brayden was, after all, the expert. He’d done this before. I just wanted to make him happy. And he was right: I only had to touch his cock for a few seconds: enough to get the picture. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s do it, and then we’ll never talk about it again. We’re doing this for money—don’t forget that, Dougie.” He went over to my bathroom. “Go wash your hands. This will be clean and harmless for everyone.”  
 
    I heard him running my shower. I walked over to my sink. My vision was blurred slightly as my heart raced faster and faster. I was starting to feel sick. I didn’t want to pass out—not now—not in a dress. I didn’t want paramedics dragging my dolled-up body out of that apartment building; I wouldn’t be able to survive that humiliation.  
 
    I watched the water run over my hands. It seemed like a long moment, but somehow so short. Suddenly, he was behind me, tapping on my shoulder. “I think your hands are clean enough,” he said. 
 
    I looked back at him with parted lips and wide eyes.  
 
    “Let’s do this fast. Get down on your knees,” he said. So I sunk down to my knees, following his orders without even thinking about what he was telling me to do. Then he reached into his pants. His fly was already open. With a tug, he pulled out his erect cock. It stood tall, streaked with red veins.  
 
    I gasped. He was big. Now, his swollen tip was hovering inches from my face.  
 
    “Pass me your phone,” he said.  
 
    I was frozen for a moment, staring at that cock. I couldn’t believe he wanted me to touch it. I couldn’t believe that I was actually going to touch it.  
 
    I opened up the camera app on my phone and then I passed it to him. My trembling finger accidentally pressed the record button. “I think it’s recording,” he said. “It is. How do I stop it? How do I flip the camera? There it is. We need to get you a new phone.” He laughed nervously. His cheeks were dark red. “Okay, grab it and I’ll snap a photo.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. Then I raised up my hand. I brought it next to his throbbing cock. He was so hard. How did he get so hard so fast? How long was he in the bathroom for? How long was I zoned out at the sink for?  
 
    “Grab it, Dougie. It’s not going to hurt you. Just pretend you’re grabbing my arm.”  
 
    “Keep my face out of the shot,” I said. 
 
    “Fine. Whatever. Just grab it.”  
 
    I bit hard on my tongue and then I grabbed it, curling my fingers around it. It was so warm and so hard, like grabbing a piece of pipe that had been left in an oven. I gasped. 
 
    “Okay good,” he said with a small groan. “Now I’ll take the shot. Squeeze it tighter. It hardly looks like you’re even touching it. Tighter—tighter than that.” I squeezed him hard, making the tip of his cock a shade of red. I heard him snap the photo. “Okay, wait. Let’s get a few extra, just while we have everything set up. Maybe we can get a small video.” 
 
    “A video?” I said. My voice was hardly a whisper now. I was touching a man’s cock. I was touching Brayden’s cock. I could feel it throbbing into the palm of my hand. It was still so hard. How was he so hard? Was he aroused by me? Even if he had been watching porn in my bathroom—surely, he would be softening by now, right?  
 
    “Stroke it for a moment. Just for the video,” he said. 
 
    So I started pulling up and down, watching as his foreskin tugged over and off of his big tip. He let out another groan. “Just like that,” he said. “Don’t stop.” He was throbbing hard now, and I swear he was getting harder. Was I making him harder? I looked up into his eyes and saw that his cheeks were so red that they were almost purple. His eyes flashed and I looked away suddenly.  
 
    He let out a loud groan. “Don’t stop,” he said. 
 
    “I think that’s enough,” I said.  
 
    “We need to make sure we have enough to send him,” he said. “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.” 
 
    And in all the pandemonium, I’d forgotten that we already had what we needed. I was just doing what he said because I was afraid of him. I was afraid of what he was capable of. I didn’t want to get on his backside, and I didn’t want to disappoint him.  
 
    So I closed my eyes and leaned in, opening my mouth. I groaned and then I felt his warm tip pushing onto my tongue. I tried not to make a sound. I tried not to cringe. I was expecting a flavor, or a gag reflex. But strangely, there was none.  
 
    “Close your lips around it,” he said with a deep voice. 
 
    I did it. I closed my lips around his cock. 
 
    “Relax your face,” he said. I could tell that my face was tense. I took a deep breath in through my nose, then I let out the tension with my exhale. I heard him snap a photo. “Just one second. Suck—or make it look like you’re sucking. It’s just business, remember. This isn’t gay.”  
 
    I gently pushed my face forward and then I drew it back. I felt his pumping veins against my tongue and then I felt his tip press into the inside of my cheek. I took another deep breath in and out from my nose. I relaxed a bit more.  
 
    “Suck it, baby,” he said.  
 
    Why was he calling me baby? Was he recording a video? Was he in character? I tried not to think too much into it.  
 
    “Pump it with your fist,” he said. “Stroke me and suck me at the same time.”  
 
    I was pretty sure he was recording a video. We’d come this far. He was still getting harder somehow. I could feel his shaft swelling up. Was he going to come? Was I going to make him come? That tingling sensation crept into my whole body. I tried not to smirk. I felt wrong, but I also felt strangely vindicated. I really must have been hot. He wouldn’t be so hard if I wasn’t hot. So I must have been hot. I must have been sexy. My mouth must have felt good: like the mouth of a proper, hot slut.  
 
    I tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue and made him groan. I closed my eyes and tried to relax. Then, the image of Cal came into my head. 
 
    I imagined Cal was before me, pushing his cock into my mouth. I imagined Cal above me, groaning as his cock throbbed. I sucked harder and pumped faster. 
 
    “Don’t stop,” he said. 
 
    I bobbed my head deep, getting him far down my throat. I squeezed him hard with my fist, and I explored his whole shaft with my tongue—and then he suddenly burst. 
 
    A shot of cum splattered against the roof of my mouth. I paused and I gasped. Another shot got the inside of my cheek, then I pulled my head back—which turned out to be a mistake. Now, he was coming on my face, recording the whole thing.  
 
    I leaned back, and that’s when the incident got even more embarrassing. Apparently, sucking his cock had made me hard. My erection had slipped out from my little dress, and now, his cum shot down and landed right on my cock. I was too petrified to move as he sprayed my face and body. It was just supposed to be a quick photo session—and now Brayden was ejaculating all over me.  
 
    I looked at his hand. He was still recording everything. I felt so vulnerable so suddenly. I reached out and snatched the phone and stopped the recording. “That’s enough,” I said. I stood up and I spat out his cum. “You asshole!” I said.  
 
    His face was white. “Don’t ever tell anyone about that!” he snapped. 
 
    “Apologize to me,” I said. 
 
    “For what? 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?” I said.  
 
    He came closer to me and stuck his finger into my face. “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.” His face was dark red now. Steam was practically billowing out from his ears. 
 
    He pushed his big cock back into his pants and then he marched over to my door. “I’m serious. That wasn’t gay. It was just—just business.”  
 
    “I know,” I said. My skin tingled cold. He left, and then I turned to the mirror, seeing my face and dress covered in dripping cum. I lifted up my dress and looked at my cock, which was now slumping. A big glob of cum was running down it, about to drip onto the floor. 
 
    A terrible humiliation filled my body, but there was something else: a strange sense of excitement.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    Three days later, after receiving my cheque from the government, I was walking down the street when I spotted a cute jumper in the window of a store. It had been a few days since I’d gotten myself dolled up. I was convinced that if I just stopped doing it, the urges to put on women’s clothing and makeup would go away. And they had gone away somewhat—until that moment.  
 
    Now, I couldn’t stop looking at that jumper. I had to own it. I had to feel it on my skin, hugging my curves. And I had to see it on me along with some makeup, and my wig.  
 
    So I bought it, telling the cashier that it was for my ‘girlfriend’. I took it home and put it on. I put on some makeup and my wig and that pair of strappy heels. I felt great. I felt renewed and inspired. I couldn’t get the smile off of my face. I wanted to go outside so everyone could see how good I looked—but I knew that was a terrible idea. 
 
    So I just hung around in my apartment for the day, lounging in my jumper. I watched some TV, but I was more focused on my reflection in the screen whenever the screen was dark.  
 
    I felt so natural, and so feminine. Why did I like this so much? Why did I enjoy being a girl?  
 
    That night, I decided that I needed to show someone how cute I was, so I sent a photo to Cal. “What do you think of my new jumper?” I asked. I knew he would reply, and I knew that he would like it.  
 
    “You look cute,” he said only seconds later. 
 
    “You think so?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said.  
 
    It wasn’t the only thing I bought that day. I also picked up a lace choker, which I now had around my throat. “What do you think about the choker?” I asked. “Yes or no?” 
 
    “It looks good. Hot,” he said.  
 
    I sent him another photo of my face. “Do you like the way I did my makeup?” 
 
    “You look really good,” he said. I was beaming now. I was reveling in his compliments. Was I fishing for compliments? Maybe—but it didn’t matter much. I knew that they were genuine. I knew that he meant what he was saying. If he didn’t think I was hot, he would have deleted my number from his phone, and he would have ghosted me or blocked me.  
 
    “I was thinking of wearing it to work, but it’s probably too racy,” I said. 
 
    “I think it would be fine, as long as you don’t mind men ogling you all day,” he said.  
 
    “I like it when you ogle me,” I said, biting down on the corner of my lip. 
 
    “I’m definitely ogling you now.”  
 
    “You probably say that to all the girls,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t,” he said. “Believe me.”  
 
    “You strike me as a player. I bet you’re a player,” I said. 
 
    He sent a laughing emoji. “I’m not a player—far from it. I’m just a guy who’s struggling to get by. At least I can look forward to getting pictures of you from time to time.”  
 
    My heart swelled, and then my stomach filled with a guilt. I didn’t want to blackmail him. I didn’t want to ruin his life. But I knew it was a matter of days now before Brayden wanted to execute the blackmail portion of the plan. He was already texting me, asking how the process was going. He was under the impression that I’d sent Cal the pictures and videos of the cock sucking, but I never sent them. I couldn’t stand the idea of sending them to Cal, breaking his heart. I already had what Brayden wanted. But now, I wasn’t sure I could give Brayden what he wanted.  
 
    I kept chatting with Cal. We started talking about everything from high school to hobbies to family. Then, he took me by surprise by asking, “Do you have a boyfriend?”  
 
    “No,” I said.  
 
    “And the guy who sold me this phone—what’s his deal?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s complicated. I don’t really talk to him anymore,” I lied.  
 
    There was a small silence—but it was longer than any silence we’d had in over an hour. I felt awkward, but I wanted to bring the life back to our little relationship. I reached and grabbed the dildo. I put it to my lips and licked it gently, taking a picture. “Should I have a bit of fun before work?” 
 
    “Only if I can watch,” he said.  
 
    My skin buzzed. I took a deep breath in, and then I checked myself in the mirror. I called him on FaceTime. Now, he wasn’t covering his face. I could have easily taken a screenshot or two, but I didn’t. Instead, I said, “Just sit back and watch.”  
 
    “Sounds good,” he said. I rolled onto my back and I pushed the dildo deep into my butthole.  
 
    I pumped myself, slowly at first, but then I got more and more excited. I grabbed the dildo with two hands and pumped fast, pushing deep. The tip of the dildo was pressing perfectly against my sweet spot, making me moan. I bit down on my tongue and let out a soft whimper. I pushed the dildo in deeper.  
 
    I could feel myself getting erect, but now I didn’t care—and he didn’t seem to care either. He kept watching me, even though there was a giant bulge growing against the satin of my jumper. It was pulsing hard, for him. I loved that he was watching me. I loved that he desired me. I liked being sexy. I didn’t want to go back to being a man. I didn’t want to take those testosterone pills.  
 
    I pumped faster and faster and faster. There was an amazing tingling between my legs. It was growing stronger and stronger. I screamed out, and then I felt a gushing between my legs. It was wet and warm. I looked down and saw the big wet spot on my new jumper. I made myself come. I gasped. “I’m sorry,” I said, embarrassed. 
 
    “Don’t be. It was hot,” he said. “So when will you be back in town?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “I should get ready for work.” A peculiar guilt was consuming me. I couldn’t blackmail Cal. I couldn’t ruin his life and steal his family’s money. I just couldn’t do it. But what would I tell Brayden? I couldn’t pay him back for the phone. I couldn’t just tell him there was no more plan, even though we’d already taken the lewd photos of me sucking his cock.  
 
    “O—Okay. I’ll talk to you later then,” he said. 
 
    “Bye, Cal,” I said, and I hung up the phone. Then, I cried.  
 
    I felt terrible. I hated what I was doing to him. He texted me later that day, and I thought about blocking his number and deleting everything I’d sent him, and everything he’d sent me. I thought about dumping the phone into the trash and moving to another city, just to try to escape my guilt.  
 
    “Have we gotten what we need yet?” Brayden asked me in a text message. 
 
    “Working on it. I’m close,” I said. The guilt was truly overwhelming. 
 
    I kept stringing Brayden along, making him think I was getting closer and closer. But I could tell that he was getting impatient by the way he kept messaging me—every day, and then every few hours. He was getting fed up. He was going broke and he needed the payout.  
 
    “Send me what you have,” he said to me. “Send me screenshots of all the messages. Surely, we have something we can use.”  
 
    “There’s nothing,” I said. 
 
    “Send it to me,” he said. 
 
    “No,” I said. I felt my eyes swelling with tears. I thought about deleting everything—wiping my phone completely. But I knew that wouldn’t go over well. I needed to think of a way to make everyone happy: Brayden, Cal, and myself. I just had to think. 
 
    “I’m coming over,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t,” I said. “I’m not even home.” 
 
    “Where are you?” he said. 
 
    “I’m out. I won’t be home until late.”  
 
    “I’ll see you later then.”   
 
    I had to leave my apartment, even though I had nowhere to go. I needed fresh air. I needed to get away, just for an hour. I was dolled up. I thought about getting changed, but I hated the idea of putting on jeans and a t-shirt, and taking off my wig. I felt like me in that outfit: that little skirt and that black crop top. That’s how I wanted to be, and maybe it was now time to be myself in public. 
 
    So I went out, in that skirt, in that makeup, and in that wig. I stepped out of my building and felt the fresh air against my shaved skin. I left my phone behind. I didn’t want anything to do with it. I needed some space from it: from all of the text messaging. I was nervous—almost trembling with fear—but I felt right. I knew I was doing the right thing. I knew I was taking a step in the right direction.  
 
    I looked around, feeling vulnerable and alone. I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs, and then I started walking. That’s when I heard his voice: “Heidi!” 
 
    I froze and turned. I saw him standing across the road: Cal, with wide, bright eyes and parted lips, as if he couldn’t believe he was seeing me. I couldn’t believe I was seeing him. How had he found me? Why did he track me down? Or was this just a coincidence?  
 
    He came towards me. I thought about running back to my apartment. I thought about packing a bag and leaving town. Now, he was close to me. My lips parted wider, and then I said, “Cal. W—What are you doing here?”  
 
    “I looked at your photo and recognized this place,” he said. “I work nearby, so I just came by to see if it really was the same place. Are you off to work?”  
 
    “No,” I said, in a state of complete disbelief. “I’m just—just going out for a walk. I have nothing tonight.”  
 
    “Can I walk with you?” he asked.  
 
    I nodded my head slowly. We started walking. He reached down and took my hand, making my body freeze for a moment. Then, I suddenly relaxed. I no longer felt alone. Sure, I felt afraid and vulnerable and confused, but I wasn’t alone.  
 
    “You’re very beautiful,” he said. His compliment made my heart melt.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said.  
 
    We walked further. Everything seemed brighter. Everything was quickly starting to feel just right. This was the way things were supposed to be. “I was never out of town,” I admitted. “I was just…” I nearly admitted to him that I was conning him. “I was afraid to see you face-to-face.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” he said. “I understand. What do you think now that I’m here?”  
 
    “I’m happy,” I said with a smile. I felt myself blushing, so I looked away quickly. We kept walking. He squeezed my hand tighter, and then I found myself telling him true stories about me: stories from my childhood, about my family, about where I went to school. If I really was going to con him, then I was giving him way too much information to use against me. But I couldn’t help it. I felt comfortable with him. I felt safe with him. Somehow, I knew that he would never try to hurt me. I knew that he was going to take care of me if I would let him. But what about the con? What about the blackmail scheme? What was I going to tell Brayden?  
 
    Cal kept staring into my eyes. I was terrified that he was getting too good of a look at me. He was getting too much information to take to the police. 
 
    I didn’t want to blackmail him anymore. Now, I was trying to think of a way out of this whole scheme. But Brayden wasn’t going to back down so easily. I needed to come up with something to say to Brayden—some way for him to spare Cal.  
 
    “Just relax,” Cal said, putting his hand on my shoulder. “You look great.”  
 
    I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. It was hard, looking into his eyes, knowing that Brayden was going to try to ruin his life, with or without me. “This is just really new for me,” I said. 
 
    “We can take it at your pace. I’m here for you. Whatever you need.” 
 
    “Really?” I said. Could I believe him? Did he actually like me, even though I wasn’t actually a woman? Did he think that I was a legitimate trans woman? Did he think that I was always in girl-mode?  
 
    Was I a legitimate trans woman? Was this how I wanted to be for the rest of my life? I felt so natural and so comfortable. Maybe this was for the best. Maybe this was how I wanted to live, and maybe his support was exactly what I needed to take the plunge. “Even though I’m…” 
 
    “Yeah,” He said, cutting me off. “I’m locked in. I like you. I like you a lot, and I want to see where this goes. I’ve had more fun texting you than ever before. I dream about talking to you. I hope I’m not coming off as a creep—I’m not trying to be creepy. I’m just trying to tell you the truth. When I first started messaging you, it was just for the thrill of it. Now, you’re all I think about. I need to have you in my life and I’m willing to make sacrifices if I have to. I can wait if you’re not quite ready. We can go at your speed.” 
 
    My heart swelled. I had the urge to kiss him. I had the urge to throw my arms around him. But I stayed still. I stared into his eyes, trying to decide if he was being truly honest with me.  
 
    But I had to have him. I had to reward him for being so kind to me. “Come with me,” I said. I stood up and grabbed his arm. 
 
    “Where are we going?” he asked. 
 
    “Just come,” I said. I took him over to the public bathroom that was nearby. The park was quiet and there were no people around, so I knew we could have some fun without getting caught. My heart was racing. I was entering new territory, but strangely, I wasn’t afraid. Cal was essentially a stranger, but he didn’t feel like one at all. I felt like I’d known him for years. I felt like I knew more about him than I knew about most of my friends—Brayden included.  
 
    “If you want me, in real life, prove it,” I said to him, with the door locked.  
 
    He put his hands on my hips and he kissed me. A surge of hot energy rushed through me. I couldn’t stop myself from smiling. I couldn’t believe I was kissing a man—and enjoying it! It made no sense, but somehow it felt so natural. How could I be attracted to women as a man, and then attracted to men when I was a woman?  
 
    He pushed himself against me. I felt his erection in his pants, and that stiff rod made me realize that he wasn’t lying: he really liked me. 
 
    He cupped my breasts and squeezed. I moaned. He reached down and squeezed my cock and balls together in one firm grip. I moaned again. I looked into his eyes and then I whimpered. “You want me to prove that I like you?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. I was afraid, but excited. I wanted to feel him dominating me—and I wanted to feel his lust for me.  
 
    He dropped down to his knees. I became tense for a moment as he pulled down my panties, letting my semi-erect cock flip out. He gripped it firmly, making me squirm with elation. Then he leaned forward and sucked me in that public bathroom. He bobbed his head back and forth until I was rock hard, and then he kept sucking until the tingling in the tip of my cock was intense.  
 
    I nearly came in his mouth. He stood up. “Believe me now?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. So I returned the favor, dropping down to my knees and sucking him off. I got his entire erection into my mouth, and I must have been on my knees for ten minutes, bobbing my head and reveling in the blissful moment. I loved sucking his cock. I loved feeling his veins throbbing against my tongue. I loved his big tip pressing against the inside of my cheek. I didn’t want to stop sucking him, but I also didn’t want to make him come—not yet. I wanted to feel him inside of me. 
 
    So I stood up and turned around, bending over for him. He used his hands to spread my butt cheeks open. He grazed my asshole with his fingertips. He pushed a finger into me, nearly making me squeal. I whimpered instead, biting down on my bottom lip.  
 
    He penetrated me. I gasped. I felt every inch of him sliding into my body. I clenched hard, but that didn’t stop him. He kept pushing deeper and deeper, stretching out my insides. He was so warm—so much warmer than the dildo that I’d been playing with. I’d never felt anything like it. Another whimper escaped my lips. I groaned. “That feels so good,” I whispered.  
 
    He caressed my ass and pushed in deeper, until his pelvis was against my tush and I could feel his tip somewhere near my lungs. Then he pulled back and started thrusting, fucking me like an animal, pumping me until my body was numb and my legs were trembling and on the verge of buckling.  
 
    The pleasure was intense, unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I loved the sound of his pelvis slapping against my ass. I loved the way my whole soft body jiggled whenever he struck me. An intense euphoria was growing between my legs. I kept looking down to make sure I wasn’t coming. 
 
    Then, I heard him groan. I tensed up when I felt his cock swelling. I knew what was coming, but I had no idea what it would feel like. 
 
    He came. I felt the wet gushing inside of me, filling me deeply. My legs trembled violently, but he held me up. Then he pulled out of me, sending that thick cum rushing down towards my rectum.  
 
    I turned and looked into his eyes. His eyes were glowing. I wanted him to feel the amazing pleasure that I just felt. I wanted to share the experience with him. So I turned him around. “Now you bend over,” I said.  
 
    He bent over with a bit of reluctance. I reached back and used my fingers to grab some of the cum leaking out from my ass. I used that cum as lubricant, spreading it up and down my cock before pressing my tip against his hole.  
 
    I pushed into him and his body perked up. I held him as tightly as I could with both of my hands, pushing deep into his body. I pushed deeper and deeper, and then I began pumping him the way he pumped me. And I think he liked it. He was moaning and puckering along the length of my shaft. I came inside of his ass (I didn’t last quite as long as he lasted inside of me).  
 
    After I pulled out, he turned around and looked into my eyes. I could tell that he loved me by the way his bright eyes were looking into mine. I smiled and he smiled. “That was fun,” I said. 
 
    “It was amazing,” he said.  
 
    We agreed to go back to my place, to watch some movies and drink some hot chocolate. I was so swept up in the moment that I didn’t even stop to ask for the time, and I’d completely forgotten that Brayden was coming over to carry out the evil plan of extorting Cal out of thousands of dollars.  
 
    It wasn’t until we were halfway back to my apartment that it dawned on me. I felt a cold tension enter my body. I looked over at Cal. He was smiling, oblivious. “You don’t know everything about me,” I said. 
 
    “And you don’t know everything about me,” he said. “We’ll figure it out together.” 
 
    “There’s something you need to know about me before we go ahead with this.” 
 
    “What is it?” he asked.  
 
    I looked away from him. I didn’t want to lose him, but I had to tell him. I couldn’t start this bond off with lies. I needed to come clean. I needed to risk everything for the chance at a long-lasting, honest engagement. “I’m not trans,” I said. “I mean—maybe I am now, but I wasn’t. A week ago—I was just a guy, and not a good guy. I was a bad guy, and maybe I’m still a bad guy—or a bad girl.” 
 
    He laughed and shook his head, still oblivious to what I was about to tell him. “It’s fine. Nobody is perfect,” he said to me. 
 
    “No—I was cheating you. Me and my friend—we were tricking you. We were blackmailing you. And now… He’s…” 
 
    “He’s what?” he said, suddenly looking a bit pale. The reality was finally hitting him. He was suddenly realizing that the truth wasn’t so peachy after all.  
 
    “He still wants to blackmail you, using the pictures you sent me,” I said. “That was the plan. We sold you that phone. Brayden—he does this to lots of people. It’s how he makes his money.” 
 
    Now, I was watching as his face turned from a shade of white to a shade of green.  
 
    “But I don’t want to do it,” I said. “I never really wanted to do it. He convinced me to do it. I’m not going to let him walk all over me anymore. I owe him money. I’ll pay him for the phone and I’ll pay him back for everything he gave me. I’ll be in debt to him. But I promise I won’t let him destroy you. I’ll make this right. I don’t know how I’ll do it—but I’ll make it right.” 
 
    Now, my apartment building was a block away. There was a chance that Brayden was inside. I was terrified of facing him, but I was happy to have Cal with me. Somehow, I knew that Cal would help; his presence alone was enough to give me strength I didn’t know I had. 
 
    As we approached the building, I looked around for Brayden. I couldn’t see him anywhere. He wasn’t waiting outside, which meant we had some time to go over everything. Cal hadn’t left me yet. He was still by my side. He looked a bit shocked and his skin was a bit pale—but he was still there. He hadn’t run away on me yet.  
 
    I wanted to tell him that Brayden would be coming over, but I was afraid of his reaction. I was afraid he would run away. I just needed to get into the apartment so I could delete everything off of my phone. If those photos and videos stopped existing, then there was nothing Brayden could do. Cal would be free, and then I would just have to deal with Brayden. The thought of being on Brayden’s bad side horrified me. I had no idea what he was capable of. I’d seen him angry before, with others, and I didn’t like it. 
 
    But maybe Brayden would understand. Maybe I could figure out a way to pay him back, and we could part ways on neutral terms.  
 
    “So tell me about this Brayden guy,” Cal said as we walked into my apartment building. We went up to my apartment. I opened the door and moved aside so Cal could go in first.  
 
    “Where should I start?” I said. 
 
    “Where should you start?” another voice said. I looked up and gasped, seeing Brayden in my apartment. In his hand was my phone. He had a blank look on his face, making my skin tingle all over.  
 
    TO BE CONTINUED 
 
    

  

 
   
    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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