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PRETTY FEET


Stanley needs money.

He goes on a cheap Tinder date with a girl who can’t keep her attention away from her phone. It’s a habit that annoys Stanley, until he finds out what she’s doing: replying to comments on a website made for lovers of feet. Stanley’s date is a foot fetish model, posting shots of her feet for men to buy online.

Stanley checks out her photos and decides it seems easy enough. His feet are petite, and with a shave, they look feminine enough. He needs the money, after all. Though he has no idea what kind of rabbit hole he’s stepping into when he posts the first shot of his pretty feet.


CHAPTER 1
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The date wasn’t much to remember. She was cute in her profile picture, but the moment she walked into that cafe, I knew that her profile picture was five years old, touched up with Photoshop, and taken from a very specific angle to make her face as flattering as possible.

I still gave her a chance. I bought her a latte and took her for a walk around the park. She was present at first, but about thirty minutes into the date, her attention started drifting to her phone screen. At first she apologized each time she took out her phone to see why it was buzzing. Then the phone started coming out every three minutes, and each time our conversation would come to an abrupt end. “What were we talking about?” she would ask, without even looking away from her screen.

“Your brother. You said he’s in the military,” I said.

She typed the end of her message. “Sorry, what was that?” she said.

I forced a smile. “It’s okay. If you’re busy, we can maybe plan to meet up another time.” It was my polite way of telling her that I was over the phone.

She looked into my eyes with a glazed over look, as if she still wasn’t listening—waiting for my words to ping around in her brain enough to be recognized. “Sorry,” she said. “I just keep getting these messages and I don’t want people to think that I’m ignoring them.”

I tried not to scoff. She didn’t want people to think that she was ignoring them? “Well, it’s getting late and I’ve got plans for dinner,” I said.

“No, I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m not usually on my phone like this. I’ve just been getting a lot more messages than usual.”

“Is something wrong?” I asked, trying to be as polite as possible. I was tempted to be rude, but I wanted her to regret screwing the date up—and I knew she would regret nothing if she went home thinking that I was just another asshole.

“No, it’s not that. It’s really hard to explain,” she said.

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“It’s kind of embarrassing. I guess you could say that I’m working—and I know that that’s no excuse for being on my phone through a whole date.” Had she been a knockout in the looks department, I think I would have forgiven her. But she was painfully average; she didn’t have much of an ass or much of a rack. Her skin was a bit blotchy and her hair was a bit scruffy, as if she didn’t bother to do much more than brush it back before our little meetup.

“I thought you worked at a shoe store,” I said.

“I do. I mean—that’s part time, and this is part time too. But this actually makes me more money. But like I said, it’s kind of embarrassing and I didn’t want to tell you about it, because I don’t want you judging me, or whatever.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “What? Are you selling nudes or something?”

She laughed and her cheeks turned red. Was she selling nudes? Was I on a date with some OnlyFans model or something? “Seriously?” I said.

“No, no,” she said. “I would never do that. My dad would murder me. But I am selling pictures.”

“Okay…” I said, trying to wrap my head around whatever her little scheme was. She took out her phone and started dabbling on it again. Now, I was ready to turn around and leave. She couldn’t even commit the closest thing we’d had to a real conversation without pulling out her phone.

I looked back towards me car. “I should be—”

“—Look,” she said, interrupting my escape attempt. She turned her phone to me and showed me a picture of her bare feet. I stared for a moment.

“Why are you showing me your feet?” I asked.

“I found this website where you can—I know it sounds stupid—sell pictures of your feet to men.”

“What?” I said, scratching the back of my head. “Why would anyone pay money for that? No offence.”

“None taken,” she said. “Some guys are really into feet. To them, it’s like staring at naked breasts, or a pussy or something. They’ll pay a lot of money for feet pictures.”

“You’re kidding, right?” I said.

She tapped a few more buttons before turning her phone to me again. “That’s how much I’ve made this month.” The number was close to eight hundred dollars. It wasn’t quite enough to live off of, but it was enough to make me speechless for a moment. We took a seat on a park bench.

“How much are guys paying for a picture?” I asked.

“It varies. Usually about a dollar per person.”

“You’re telling me eight hundred guys have paid to see your feet?”

She smiled and then she opened up her phone’s camera. She slipped her shoes off and lifted her feet off the ground, pointing her toes forward. She had her toenails painted pink. She played around with the camera angle for a moment before snapping a few shots. Then she went into her profile on the strange website and posted a picture. “Watch. In a few minutes, I’ll have made another twenty bucks or so.”

We both watched her screen as the sales trickled in. It was only a minute before the first guy bought the photo for a dollar. Then a few more, then a few more.

I laughed. “I should have made you pay for the coffee,” I said.

And then she was distracted by her phone again, replying to the comments being posted on the picture of her feet. I sat for five long minutes, waiting for her attention to return, but now she was fully distracted, obsessed with the strange attention she was getting from men on her bizarre website.

The date ended a few minutes later. “I really have to get going,” I said. And she didn’t even look up from her phone to acknowledge me. “Maybe we’ll hang out again.” I stood up. “See you later.”

“Bye,” she said, without fully realizing the date was over. I think it was just an automatic response to hearing the words ‘See you later’. I walked away, leaving her on that bench, replying to her ‘clients’.

And when I got home, I found that weird website and perused around it, trying to figure out if it was legitimate or some sort of weird scam. There were hundreds of profiles, and some of them had thousands of followers. A few profiles had free pictures—probably free to lure in new customers. I scanned through the website and found myself chuckling.

I have to say: I was a bit disappointed in my fellow men. Why would anyone pay money for a picture of feet? It was impossible to even tell if any of them really belonged to a woman—especially a pretty woman. A simple Google search could turn up a million pictures of feet, so why pay money?

I grabbed a beer from the fridge and looked at the site again. The featured profiles blew my mind. If they had thousands of paying customers, all paying a buck at least for a picture of feet, then how much scratch were these girls taking home? Even if they were just selling a single picture each week, that was possible tens of thousands of dollars. Even girls like the one I met earlier that day: it was no work for a decent chunk of change.

I finished my beer and then I chuckled as a silly thought entered my head. I began to wonder if I could trick a few guys into spending a few bucks on my feet. I took off my socks and looked down. They would need a shave, and probably a touch of nail polish as well. There was an old thing of nail polish in the bathroom vanity. I think it was left behind by the previous renter of the suite—I never bothered to throw it out because I never used the vanity.

I bit my lip as I thought about it, trying not to laugh at how ridiculous the idea was. Even if I only sold the picture to one person, it would be worth a laugh if nothing else.

So I went to the bathroom with another beer and my face razor, which I only used once a month because my facial hair was almost non-existent. I shaved my feet and toes and ankles, and then I spent twenty minutes carefully applying that pink nail polish to each toenail. I felt stupid and silly, but that tingling curiosity kept me going.

It was forty minutes before my feet were ready for their closeup. I stretched out my legs and extended my phone, camera turned on. I pointed my toes until my feet looked especially girly, and then I snapped a photo. Now I was laughing out loud. The feet in the photo actually looked like they could have belonged to a woman. I knew I had small feet, but I never thought that they were feminine.

I sent the photo to my computer and then I made myself an account on the website. I uploaded the photo, setting the price to a mere fifty cents, which was the cheapest option. Then I sat and waited for my first sale to come in. My profile’s name was Fae, with a little heart emoji after it. I waited for an hour, but nothing happened. I looked down at my painted toes and suddenly felt like a complete idiot. Maybe it took more work than I thought. Maybe I was missing something—or maybe my feet were obviously not worth spending money on.

But how could anyone know? I didn’t have any free photos to entice men to buy my fifty cent photo. So I pulled my pants back up and I extended my toes again, snapping another photo—this time in my bathroom, just to change up the setting. The lighting was better in my bathroom anyway.

I posted the photo and made it free. Then I spent another hour refreshing the page and waiting for a sale. I don’t know why I cared so much. It was just supposed to be a dumb curiosity, not something I actually cared anything about.

After that hour, I was tired. I realized I was wasting my time on a dumb gag that wasn’t even enough to make me laugh out loud. So I closed the website, scrubbed the polish off of my toenails (which took a good amount of time), and I went to sleep.

It was a full week before I returned to that website. I went in for a job interview at an engraving shop at the mall. “You seem qualified,” said the interviewer. Of course I was qualified: the job had zero necessary qualifications. It was a minimum wage entry-level position. “I’m sure we can bring you on board, but first I’ll do a little background check to make sure you aren’t crazy. It’s just protocol.”

I smiled and nodded. “Sure. Sounds good.” On my way home, I remembered that website. I had a mini panic attack, suddenly worried that page would come up if my name was searched. Why didn’t I delete that stupid page that night? I started rushing home, walking as fast as I could without running.

I pulled out my phone and tried searching my own name. I scrolled through twenty pages of results, and then a car honked loudly. I looked up and saw that I was in the road: on a crosswalk with a red light. A car had slammed on its breaks to avoid killing me. “Sorry!” I yelled.

I got home and went straight to my computer. I was pretty sure that feet website wasn’t tied to my name in any way, but I wasn’t willing to take the risk. I needed to delete the profile, just to be safe. I opened the website up and logged into my account so I could locate the ‘delete account’ button—and that’s when I noticed the account balance.

I had twelve dollars, ready to be cashed out. Twenty four men had purchased my fifty cent picture, and three of them had added me to their ‘following’ list. I paused and stared at that green figure. Sure it wasn’t a lot, but twelve bucks was more than I was going to make in an hour at my new job.

I decided not to delete the account. I left it up after going through every single page of my settings, to make sure it wasn’t tied to my name or my e-mail address. Then I cashed out the twelve bucks, sending it directly to my bank account. I needed a few bucks for groceries after all.

As I was at the grocery store, buying a couple supplies, a weird tingle crept through me. I knew that my small haul was being funded by my feet. It was weird to think that I convinced enough men into thinking my feet belonged to a woman to pay for a couple dinners.

So when I got home, I took another picture of my feet after doing a fresh shave and a fresh coat of nail polish. This time the preparation only took twenty minutes. I posted the photo, and before I went to sleep, I had my first two sales with the new shot.


CHAPTER 2
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The days were long and boring at that engraving store. We only got a handful of customers each day, usually between the hours of 2:00 PM and 5:00 PM, so the first five hours of my day were spent sitting in silence, staring at a computer screen that had restricted internet access. My boss told me that I wasn’t allowed to have my phone on the floor during working hours, but by my third day on the job, I was being left alone to keep the shop by myself, so of course I took out my phone to help pass the time.

Every few hours, I checked my sales on LoversOfFeet.com. I had four pictures of my feet for sale now, and I was close to making my first hundred bucks. I still got a weird feeling inside of me every time someone purchased one of my pictures. I still couldn’t understand what they saw in my feet that they couldn’t find on Google—and I couldn’t help but wonder what they were doing with the photos. Were they jerking off?

It was an especially long and boring day. No customers were coming in and I had nothing to do; I felt like I’d already surfed the entire world wide web five times over, and I was sick of refreshing my social media pages. One of my managers came in to check on me. She was in a red dress and bright red heels, having just come from some conference brunch across town. She spent an hour in the office filing paperwork, and then she left after saying, “We don’t need to both be here. It’s pretty dead today.” I couldn’t think of a single day that more than one person needed to be there. Some days we got no business at all. I wasn’t entirely sure how that engraving store stayed in business.

Once she was gone, I got up and wandered around the shop, stretching my legs. I went over to the office and poked my head inside. I knew that I wasn’t supposed to go into the office, but I was bored and desperate for something to hold my attention for even just a few minutes. That’s when I saw my manager’s red heels by the door. She must have taken them off and forgotten them. I knew that she kept a pair of slippers under the desk, so maybe that’s what she left in.

I sauntered over to the heels. I put my foot next to them and wondered if they would fit my feet, just for a quick shot for my LoversOfFeet profile. I peeked out into the shop to make sure I was alone, then I put the shoes on. They fit remarkably well. Luckily, my feet were newly shaved from a photo I took the night before, so all I had to do was pull up my pants. But I needed some good light. I peeked back out into the brightly lit shop, making sure it was empty, then I stumbled out from the office. It was hard walking in those heels, but I didn’t need to go far. I went behind the counter and put my feet up. I angled my phone until I had the perfect shot, and then I snapped it. I took a minute to post it to my page, and then the door opened.

I quickly pulled my feet down. My heart leapt. An older man walked in and paused. He stared at me with narrowed eyes for a moment—possibly having seen me in those red heels, which was still wearing under the counter. “C—Can I help you?” I asked.

He stared at me for a moment longer before stepping up to order an engraving for his grandson’s graduation. I could feel that my face was almost as red as those shoes. I put in his order, and then I slipped my shoes off while he was turned and looking at the display wall.

Then I took his little plaque over to the engraving machine. He looked down at my bare, shaved feet, but he didn’t comment. He kept his distance, probably thinking I was a serial killer. I gave him his plaque, freshly engraved, and then he went on his way, looking back at me once with those narrowed eyes. Once he was gone, I took a deep breath and relaxed my shoulders. I felt so stupid—until I opened my online account up and saw that I already had twenty sales on my latest picture. It was a personal record: twenty sales in under twenty minutes. I was officially past one hundred dollars in total earnings, and I still didn’t even have my first paycheque from the engraving store yet.

So I kept posting pictures. I posted one each night, always of my bare feet in my apartment, and then the odd photo of my bare feet in that engraving shop, when nobody was around.

I started getting regular clients: men who were happy to buy each photo that I posted. The comments were always positive, and sometimes frighteningly dirty. “I want to fuck your feet so badly,” one man said. “I just want to cum on your toes and make you lick my load off.” But it was only a week before I started getting some less positive comments. “More of the same,” said one man. “Post something different,” said another. “Or I’m unsubbing.” My heart fluttered. Now I was close to having two hundred dollars in total earnings, in just a couple of weeks. But my new photos weren’t performing as well. I needed to step up my game. I needed to give my clients more, even though I had no idea what else they could possibly want. What else could I do with my feet to make the men happy?

I had a lot of spare time to think about it as I sat in that empty engraving shop, hoping a customer would come in just to obliterate my boredom. Nobody came in, so I was left with that dwelling thought in my head: how could I improve my feet photography game?

I decided to use a bit of the money I made selling feet photos to invest in some inspiration. I bought twenty top rated pictures from top users, a total cost of forty dollars, almost half of my earnings—but you have to spend money to make money, right?

The pictures were in a whole other league: high resolution, taken with impressive cameras, with perfect lighting (probably studio lights). The girls wore different shoes in the different photos, as well as stockings, leggings, pantyhose, and of course fishnets. Only one of the twenty photos I purchased had bare feet. Even the settings were often creative, with a bit of a theme to match whatever the style of the photo was. In one photo, the girl was kicking off her cowgirl boots, and in the background was an impressive old west town—maybe a set or maybe she drove a few hours just to get that picture.

I didn’t have the money for an expensive camera or fancy sets or studio lighting. But I knew I needed to do something, even if it was just a slight improvement.

I found a pair of fishnet stockings online for eight dollars. I ordered them, knowing I would make the money back. Then I ordered a single LED light for twenty dollars, and a new colour of nail polish, just to vary my look up a bit. I went with a glittery gold colour. And just like that, I was broke, having spent every dollar that I’d made. But you have to spend money to make money.

Three days later, all of my online purchases were at my door. I brought everything inside and set up for my newest and best photo yet: smooth feet in fishnet stockings, with a nice key light to the left, making the photo look a tiny bit more professional, nails sparkling with gold polish. I spent five minutes finding the right angle, and then I posted the photo for my small audience.

Within an hour, I sold the picture to forty different men. The new photo was on its way to paying itself off. I smiled, feeling proud of myself. The comments started coming in. I sat on my couch for the next hour answering all of them, making sure my fans remained fans. Another hour went by as I refreshed my sales and answered more comments, even getting a bit flirty with a few guys, hoping they would ‘tip’ me, which was an option on the site. I got one five dollar tip, so the effort paid off.

And then I realized it was getting dark, and I realized I was still wearing the fishnet stockings. In a weird way, I kind of liked the way they felt on my legs, hugging my skin. Though I felt kind of dumb with my legs only shaved up to the middle of my shins. I don’t know why I didn’t just shave all of my legs. I guess I figured I could still pull up my socks and appear manly while wearing shorts. But every time I went to take a photo, I was showing off a bit more leg.

Just before I went to bed, I received a new comment. “Do you have an OnlyFans I can sign up for?” the man asked.

My stomach churned at the thought of men jerking off to the pictures I was posting. I hated to think that I was getting men off, but I knew that men only used OnlyFans for one thing: getting off. “Not yet,” I said with a winking emoji.

“You should get one. I’d sign up,” he said.

The comment lingered in my gut for a while. I don’t know why it bothered me so much, but I didn’t like it. I didn’t want people asking for pictures above my shins. It was a website for feet, and that was what I was giving them. Why couldn’t they just be happy with my feet pictures?

When I woke up, that twenty dollars had doubled into forty. I wasn’t too far off of making more with the feet pictures than I was at my actual job.

My heart fluttered and my skin tingled. I knew that I was onto something. I knew that I had stumbled into the easiest side-hustle imaginable. Sure, there would be a bit of an initial investment, but I knew that each little investment would go a long way. I saw that my following was growing, and the numbers were on an upward trajectory. It was exactly the extra income I needed to get back onto my feet after my split with Fiona.


CHAPTER 3
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Fiona took everything when she left me—including my dog. I never found out why she decided to leave me—probably for another man, though she never posted any pictures of herself with another guy. One day I just woke up and she was gone. The note on the table said that she was moving on and couldn’t say it to my face. Her friends came by that afternoon to pick up her things. I was heartbroken. We’d been together for nearly three years and I was planning on proposing. I thought everything was going great, and then that day happened.

“I want this split to be easy and painless,” she wrote in her note. But the split was anything but painless.

It was only a week later when a couple of large men in matching uniforms came for my dog. They had some papers written up by a lawyer, apparently saying that the dog belonged to Fiona. I loved that dog. Sure, we got it together, but I was the one who had always taken care of it. I was the one who fed it and walked it and bought its treats.

I hired my own lawyer to fight for the dog. It was an expensive battle, which I lost simply because Fiona’s name was on the adoption paper and not mine. I couldn’t even remember signing adoption papers (and I guess that’s because I didn’t sign any).

And then it got worse. Fiona fought me for everything, including the television and the couch. I kept trying to meet up with her, to figure out why she was bleeding me dry, but she refused to meet and she refused to give me her address. I still think that she’d moved in with another man and was too afraid of me finding out.

The legal battle crushed my spirits and drained my bank account. I said some ugly things about women in a public Facebook post during a particularly low moment, and then my then-boss saw the post and fired me. I was broke and unemployed and heartbroken. I won’t lie: I thought about ending it. I even walked to a bridge one night and looked down at the water and tried to convince myself to close my eyes and jump; but I chickened out at the last second, as I had my foot over the railing.

Fiona destroyed me, and I never found out why. She didn’t need my money; she had a decent job at a pub. Some nights she would come home with four or five hundred dollars, just in tips. She wasn’t particularly brilliant or qualified, but she was pretty. She was the one that taught me that, as a girl, you’ll be fine as long as you’re pretty.

That split was two long years before I started dating again. I was alone and sexless for two excruciating years. I was unemployed for most of that time as well, unable to hold down a job because of my emotional instability. There were days that I would just break down. But I was better now, for the most part. Fiona’s face would come into my mind from time to time, and I would find myself in that old state of sad confusion. I hated that I had no idea why she left. In her note she claimed that it was her and not me—whatever that meant. But deep down, I knew that it was something to do with me.

It was a quiet Thursday afternoon and I had the day off of work. I was trying to get a decent picture of my feet in my apartment, but I couldn’t get a shot that was any different than any of the shots I’d already posted. I was afraid of making my audience upset. I didn’t want to make them pay money to get a photo that they already had. I hated the negative comments. I hated seeing the ‘followers’ number dip on my profile page. If this was going to be at all worth my time, I had to be careful.

And while I was trying to get that shot in a new and special light, I remembered Fiona. I remembered her pretty feet, and then I remembered that I had a pair of Fiona’s panties stuffed in the far back of my sock drawer.

I felt my cheeks turning red as I remembered the red lacy panties. I stole them from her after the first time we had sex. I woke up before her and those panties were on the floor of my bedroom. I knew that David, an old friend, wouldn’t believe me that I got laid, so I kept the panties to prove it. I hid them in my sock drawer, and then I ended up keeping them there, to remind me of how lucky I felt on that morning, when I woke up next to the girl of my dreams.

I never had the courage to throw the panties away—and to be honest, I forgot about them for many months. I never dug into the back of my sock drawer.

I retrieved them now. They had a dusty smell, but it wasn’t unpleasant. I felt the fabric with both of my hands, remembering feeling them for the first time when I slipped them off of Fiona’s tight, smooth body. I closed my eyes and tried to push back the swell of emotion inside of me. Then I bent over and slipped the panties around my ankles.

Now I had a better shot: something different, with red panties around my ankles. I got my little light in close and then I snapped a picture. I posted the shot and waited for the money to come in.

Once again, the photo broke my personal record, making sixty dollars before the end of the day. I caught myself grinning in the mirror. Between that photo and all of my other photos, I made eighty dollars. It was my day off and I ended up making more money than I would have made at work. For the first time in a long time, I felt excited, even though I knew that what I was doing was silly and stupid and probably wrong. I was essentially a catfish, tricking men into giving me money. But it’s not like I explicitly said anywhere on my profile that I was a girl. It’s not like there was a rule on the website that said that the users had to be women.

I received a message right before going to bed. I’d received similar messages before, but this was caught my interest for some weird reason. “I’ll tip you one hundred dollars if you send me a picture of your asshole.” Usually people wanted tit shots or pussy shots—but this was the first asshole shot. I didn’t have tits or a pussy, but I did have an asshole. And the message got me wondering: if my feet could pass as feminine, could my asshole pass as feminine?

I didn’t love the idea of sending a stranger a picture of my asshole, but I liked the thought of having a spare hundred bucks for almost no extra work. I walked over to my bathroom mirror and turned to look at my backside. First, I needed to shave. I grabbed my razor and carefully spent the next thirty minutes removing all the hair—even carefully gliding the razor up my crack. Then I looked at myself and laughed. Now, with my ass all shaved and my calves all shaved, I looked ridiculous, with a band of hair around my thighs. So I decided to do away with all of it. It was a small price to pay for a decent side hustle.

I had to figure out how to put my camera’s phone on a timer, because I couldn’t hold the phone and bend over at the same time—also while spreading my butt cheeks and holding the red panties away from my crack.

I paused for a moment to laugh while snapping the photo. It was definitely not a position I had ever seen myself in before. I never thought that I would be bending over and taking pictures of my butthole while wearing my ex-girlfriend’s panties. But there I was.

I didn’t have high hopes for the photo, but it seemed like a waste not to try. After taking a deep breath, I looked at my picture. I was shocked: the photo could have been a photo of a woman’s asshole. The bum cheeks were smooth and round. You could see some of my thighs, but they looked good, like they belonged to a model. And the lower back that could be seen also had a feminine quality to it—maybe just because of the way I was curving my spine.

I sent the man the picture in a private DM, and fifteen minutes later he sent me a $100.00 tip. I nearly shouted out with joy. $180.00 in a single day. It was more than I’d ever made in a single day at any job.
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Iwas quickly becoming a pro: motivated by big green dollar signs. I had my sights set on a camera, but it was fifteen hundred dollars and that didn’t even include the lenses—but I knew it was what I needed to push my sales into a whole new category: maybe even eliminating the need for a day job.

It was funny to think that I could end up making a living with pictures of my feet, but I knew I couldn’t just turn down a golden opportunity because I thought it was silly. I came from a long line of entrepreneurs: business men and women who were successful in the best and worst of times. I knew that I had success in my blood, and this was the card I was being dealt.

If I was going to save for that camera, I needed to be thrifty. I needed more settings and accessories to keep my game going strong.

And I was already learning lessons; I learned that it was silly to post two photos in the same day. I was starting to figure the website’s algorithm out; it was better to get one picture with lots of likes and comments and purchases than it was to get two photos with as many likes and comments and purchases spread across both. The trick was to get high in the rankings, and only photos with lots of activity rose high. Once a photo was high up in the rankings, it got more visibility, and more sales at an exponential rate. The first few pages of results on the website’s homepage were posts that went up within the past twenty-four hours. With some simple logic, I figured out that the results were sorted with a formula that went something like: likes plus comments plus purchases, all divided by days since posting.

So I couldn’t just be lazy and waste a day. Each day was important for growth. So I was nervous when I got to work and had no photo to post. I sat anxiously behind that counter in that empty engraving store. Each hour that went by was a wasted hour: an hour that someone else had my potential spot in those search results, taking my potential income away from me.

I surfed the website, buying a few of the top selling photos of the day for the sake of research. One of the top photos was of a pair of feet with streaks of glistening cum across the toes. ‘Met up with one of my fans today,’ the comment read. My heart galloped and my skin tingled. I had a feeling that the girl didn’t actually fool around with a fan—probably just her boyfriend, and she was now just putting ideas in the heads of her fans. But the photo gave me a naughty idea.

I went into the back room and pulled out my cock. I began to stroke it, knowing there was a very low chance that someone would come into the store. It had been a while since I’d had any action, so I knew it wouldn’t take long to get off. I felt stupid and exhilarated at the same time while I stroked myself in that little store.

I thought about pulling porn open on my phone, but I needed to have my camera ready to get the perfect shot before all the cum oozed off of my feet, so I kept the camera app open instead. It didn’t feel like I was just masturbating at work; I was doing business. I was imitating the pros, and they say that the best way to be successful is to imitate the pros.

I squeezed hard and tugged fast, trying to come up with sexy images in my mind. But instead of pornographic scenes, I started thinking about Fiona. It was a problem that I’d had for years, since she’d left me. I struggled to get off because her face always came into my head, making me depressed and lonely. I couldn’t allow those feelings to ruin a good business opportunity, so I opened my eyes and pushed the thought away.

I looked down at my feet. I wasn’t a foot fetish guy, but at least my feet looked feminine. I had my painted toes and my smooth hairless skin. I guess my feet did kind of look sexy. I could see why men would have believed them to be female. And my legs were pretty cute too. I pulled up my pant legs to expose my smooth skin, making the illusion a bit more convincing. Now it felt like I was staring at a woman’s legs as I jerked off, which was much better than depressing thoughts of my ex-girlfriend.

I bit down on my tongue as I moved my legs into various feminine poses. It was kind of fun, modelling for myself. I was coming up with lots of ideas of poses for future photos. And with each stroke of my cock, I was realizing more and more what some people saw in a good pair of feminine feet.

“Shit,” I moaned, grabbing my camera. Then I pushed my erection down and I pulled my feet in close. I shuddered all over and then I came on my feet. It was a big come shot. I recorded a video of the action, with my cock out of frame. I had my feet turned in a way that looked like the cum was actually coming from the side, and not from between my legs.

Then, I started snapping photos as the cum oozed down. I probably took thirty shots from different angles, making sure I got the moment covered. I felt relieved and naughty in a fun sort of way. Even as I scrolled through the shots, my heart continued to pound as if I was still fooling around when I should have been working.

I watched the video of my feet getting streaked with cum. I watched it again and again, making sure there were no reflection in the background, and making sure it really did look like someone else was coming on me. I must have watched that thirty second video fifteen times before I felt like it was acceptable to post on the website.

‘A client came into the shop and we had some fun,’ I wrote as the caption. I attached the video and two pictures, selling the action as a bundle. It seemed risky and awkward, but I knew I needed to imitate the pros if I was going to be successful.

But I still felt like I’d crossed a line. It was one thing to post public photos of my feet, but it was a whole other thing to post photos of cum.

That awkward anxiety soon fluttered away as the sales rolled in. Once again, I made more money selling pictures (and now a video) of my feet than I did while sitting around a shop for eight hours.
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Two days later came new trends. All of the top girls were posting top down shots of their lower halves: on their stomachs, legs bent, heels against their bums. They were showing off a lot more than just their feet: now they were showing everything below their waists. Some of them were nude, others were in lingerie, and some were just in cute dresses.

I spent my entire afternoon getting a similar shot. I had to create a special stand for my phone using two stacks of old books and magazines and a long board that floated six feet off of the ground, and three feet above my body on my bed. Then I spent some time setting up lights (I got my newest light in the mail that morning). Then I changed my old bed sheets; stuffing my torn blue plaid sheets into my closet and putting on the inexpensive pink sheets I bought on Amazon.

Then I had to do a fresh shave. I also bought a moisturizer that had a skin tone tint in it that was supposed to hide blemishes. It wasn’t a cheap product, but I saw online that many models were using the same thing for their legs before photoshoots.

I took a few naked shots, obviously with my cock and balls tucked under my body. Then I put on those red panties and took a few more. Then I put on my fishnets and took some. And then I put on a dress that I picked up from a thrift store for eight dollars. It was yellow with short sleeves, and shockingly cute for eight dollars.

While I was in each outfit, I also took a few shots in different poses around my apartment. They were all shots that I planned on saving for later. I only planned on posting one that day, and I hadn’t decided which one I liked best. But I’d spent some time going through the back catalogues of some of the more successful girls, and I saw that they all used photos from the same photoshoots, posting many months apart. Nobody seemed to notice that the settings and outfits were the same—as long as there was enough time between each post. And I knew that I was going to need material if I was going to keep my profile going strong. There would be days that I wouldn’t be able to take photos—maybe even entire weeks. And there would be a day that I would be too old, and my feet wouldn’t be sexy any more. Sure, that was decades away, but if I was going to turn this into a proper source of passive income, then I needed to think far ahead. I was even already trying to think of ways to automate the posting process, so that I could just let a computer take over once I had a few hundred—or a few thousand—photos. Maybe it could truly be a low-effort source of passive income.

I was averaging just over one hundred dollars per day. My follower count was growing by the day. 99% of the comments I was receiving were positive.

It was only two weeks later when my bank account had enough money in it to afford that camera and a used lens from the same store. “Great camera choice,” the man at the camera store said to me. “What kind of pictures do you plan on taking with it?”

I felt myself blushing as a smile crossed my face. It wasn’t a question I was expecting, but I wasn’t sure why. “Mountains and stuff,” I said.

“Are you sure this is the lens you want then?” he said. “This is more for closeups and portraits and stuff like that. Maybe you want to get a wide lens, like this prime fourteen millimetre lens from Rokinon.”

“No, that’s okay. I want to do all sorts of stuff,” I said, taking my new haul. “Thank you though.”

He looked at me strangely, probably wondering why I wanted a professional camera even though I didn’t even know what I wanted to shoot.

I was so excited about the new camera that I ended up spending the rest of the day taking pictures of my feet, and some pictures of my legs and bum. I put on all of my few outfits and did every pose I could think of, replacing all of my old photos with shots with my new, high-resolution camera.

The camera’s resolution was so high that I realized I needed to do a better job of shaving all of the tiny blonde hairs on the backs of my thighs and bum. I also had to learn how to colour grade photos. But it was a fun learning curve, playing around on my computer with all of my photos. It was also a great opportunity to spend some time with pictures of my feet and legs and bum, to see what looked good and what didn’t. I felt like I was learning a lot about my own body. I was definitely learning that my body was quite feminine.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if that was part of why Fiona left me. Maybe I wasn’t manly enough for her. Maybe she would have preferred a guy who couldn’t pass as a woman on the internet. Maybe that’s who she left me for: a guy with big, hairy feet, and strong, muscular legs. But that guy probably wasn’t on track to make an extra four grand in a month, with only a couple hours of extra work each day.

I posted a photo of my bare legs extended in a classic photo, lit evenly with my set of LED lights. The reception was amazing. At a dollar per image, I sold one hundred images in under an hour: another new record. “New background photo,” said one man. Another man sent me a private message of his computer screen, with my photo on his screen, and streaks of cum oozing down. He jerked himself off to my photo, and in a weird way it felt like a victory.

“Please get an OnlyFans,” another poster wrote. “I’d buy every picture you posted.”

It was a recurring comment that I was getting more and more with each passing day. And it was starting to feel more and more awkward, ignoring the comments.

“I’m sorry,” I wrote. “I don’t think I’m quite ready for that yet.”

He sent me a private message. “Send me a picture of yourself,” he wrote. “I’ll tell you if you’re ready or not. I bet you’re smoking hot and you don’t even realize it.”

I laughed and shook my head. I rolled my eyes as I replied to the flirtation. “You’re so cute. Thanks.”

“Seriously,” he replied. “Send a full body shot, with your face. I promise not to share it.”

“I think I’m too shy,” I wrote, trying to stay in my girly character, which was strangely easy and natural. “But you’re sweet.”

“I’ll tip you a hundred bucks,” he said. “And then I delete the photo right away. C’mon gorgeous, don’t be shy.”

I won’t lie: I thought about digging around on the internet for a picture of a random girl. I even did a tiny bit of searching before realizing it was too risky. It would have been too easy for him to reverse-search the photo and realize it wasn’t me. And it would involve Photoshopping my small birthmarks onto my legs.

I walked over to the mirror. It was hard to turn down a hundred bucks, especially because I was already eyeing up tripods and new lights and new lenses and tons of new outfits online. I needed a lot more money to get myself established and comfortable. One hundred bucks would have gone a long way.

I’d been meaning to buy a wig. I’d seen many pictures on that website of hair dangling down into the frame. It was one little thing that would sell me more as a woman. And I was pretty sure that I had a bunch of Fiona’s old makeup in a box in my storage locker, in the apartment building basement. I went down to look.

Sure enough, there was lots of old makeup, and there was even a couple outfits that she left behind: dresses that I bought for her that she only wore a few times. I picked up one piece of black lingerie from one of the boxes. “I forgot about this,” I said aloud to myself. I bought it for her for Valentine’s Day, and she looked amazing in it—but she never wore it again after that night. Also in the box was an old Halloween costume, with a pink bob wig; it was part of a go-go girl costume that Fiona wore one year to a Halloween party.

Also in the box was a pair of heels that she wore to a convention, and a pair of gladiator sandals that she begged for and then never wore after I got them for her for Christmas. She said that they weren’t comfortable, but I was sure now that they would be fine for a photoshoot. I took the whole box up to my apartment and started trying things on.

I put on my little yellow dress, and then I put on the gladiator sandals, strapping them all the way up my calves with the tiny leather straps. I got that wig snugged onto my head, and then I brought all of the old makeup into my bathroom, and that’s where I spent the next two hours: trying on various supplies, dolling myself up, and then washing my face so I could try again, until I felt like I actually had a look that seemed somewhat convincing.

My eyes looked huge surrounded by eyeliner. My lips looked plump and juicy with a touch of lip gloss. I had to pluck a few eyebrow hairs to get the shape of my eyebrows right, but with a bit of plucking, my face looked genuinely feminine. I felt strange staring at myself, like I was staring at completely different person, at a real woman, yet somehow I still looked like me.

“Whoa,” I said, leaning in to see how bright my eyes were. I never realized just how bright and captivating my eyes were before.

I stepped back and did a few poses in the mirror. My skin tingled. Maybe I could do an OnlyFans page if I was crafty enough. Maybe I could start a second source of passive income using this strange talent that I apparently had.

I set my camera up on top of my dresser and I snapped a full body shot. It was just too revealing for my comfort level. Maybe the guy wouldn’t be able to tell that I was really a man, but I could see that I was really me—so I needed to be more creative.

I put the camera down on the ground and I focussed it on my feet, which were stretched out towards it. You could see me in the photo, leaning back and looking into the lens, but I was out of focus and unrecognizable. But technically, it was a full body shot: you could see everything from my dress to my face to my pink hair.

I sent the man the photo. “You tease,” he said. “I’m only tipping half for this. But I can see that you’re beautiful—even though you’re out of focus.”

I caught myself blushing.

“Seriously,” he continued after seeing that I read his message. “You’re hot. I would pay five thousand dollars to spend one night with you. You don’t live near Sacramento, do you?”

I don’t know why I was blushing so much. The words shouldn’t have come across as complimentary. As a man, his flirtations should have come across as insults. But instead of feeling angry, I was smiling and biting down on my tongue like a teen girl talking to a cute boy in the school hallway.

He sent a fifty dollar tip, which still seemed worth the effort. “You’re so sweet,” I said. I was already navigating over to the camera store website to place an order for a tripod. Shots were going to be so much easier with a tripod.

The next day, I decided to post that same shot onto my profile, listed at $1.00. By the end of the day, I hit another new sales record. My audience grew and my picture made it onto the fourth page of the website’s search results: another new record. I deposited all of my account’s money into my bank and then I hit up the thrift store on my way home from work. For one hundred and fifty bucks, I got three pairs of shoes, five complete outfits (skirts, blouses, dresses, tank tops, and sweaters), and then I ordered a wig online after picking up my tripod from the camera store. I also grabbed another bigger LED light to be my key light; my other lights would become my fill light and my backlight.

My bedroom now looked like a studio, and I already had ideas on how to make it even better. I knew that the pictures would be better if I could make the room lighter, which meant painting the walls white. I needed to invest in some generic artwork for the walls and some knickknacks to put up on shelves, to make my bedroom background look more appealing. That night, I started looking into locations around the city that could serve as photoshoot locations. I had my eye on a cute boutique hotel room that would cost me $150.00 for a night, but I knew I could get tons of material there: easily enough for a week or two of posts. It seemed like a penny in the bucket, and a worthwhile penny at that, so I booked the room for the following night.

I packed a whole suitcase with my wigs, makeup, outfits, shoes, shaving stuff, moisturizers, and toiletries.
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It took three trips from my car to my room to load everything up, and then it took a good hour to set up all of my equipment: battery chargers, lighting, tripod, and so on. I turned that boutique hotel room into a legitimate photography studio.

Then it was time to do my makeup. There were many mirrors in that room, and where there weren’t mirrors, there were windows: reflections everywhere. I knew that my face would inevitably end up in the blurry background of at least one photo, so I had to make sure that I had all of my bases covered. I dolled myself for an hour, getting my eyeliner perfect, contouring my face just right, and making sure my new wig looked perfectly convincing and not at all like a wig. Then I spent a good amount of time picking out my first outfit for my long night of shooting.

I did a few standard shots, and then I started to mimic what the pro users were doing. I did shots in cute outfit after cute outfit. My personal favourite (especially with the yellow painted walls in the room) was my red gingham romper. I made a point of getting most of my body into my feet shots while I was in that romper. I did my best to pose sexy, curving my back and pouting at the camera like a bonafide model. I ended up turning myself on when I looked over at a mirror and saw myself bent flirtatiously over a bed, kicking back my feet with the camera behind me for a feet-and-bum shot. I could feel my shaft throbbing. I was getting hard and excited. I bit down on my lip and looked down. The new hardening bulge wasn’t going to help me with my photos; I knew it needed to be dealt with.

I looked to the television and turned it on. It had all of the classic hotel movie options. Normally, I would have skipped them to watch free television, but now that I had some expendable cash, I was curious. I flicked over to the adult section. I started looking through sexy posters of girls sucking cocks thicker than Coca Cola cans. Then I noticed a category: gay, bi, and transsexual. I paused for a moment before clicking on it curiously. I wasn’t gay or bi or transsexual, but I wanted to know how the trans girls looked compared to me. I was curious to see what they were doing to make themselves look convincingly feminine. I scrolled through a few posters until I found one with a truly hot girl, who was apparently biologically male. I stared at the poster for a moment. She had a similar brunette bob and glossy lips. The video was only two dollars to rent, so I rented it, and it suddenly started.

I found myself staring at her as she flirted with the film’s first male lead. He put his hands on her and started kissing her neck. I could see her Adam’s apple bulging slightly, but aside from that, she looked perfectly convincing. And some girls have Adam’s apples, so it wasn’t even something I could really judge her on. She had a black choker on—maybe that’s what I needed. Her breasts weren’t big at all. They were B-cups at best, and I could probably muster up some B-cups using some hormones—and then I could tell people in public that I just had a bit of a chip addiction; nobody would think that B-cups were true breasts unless they were inside of a dress or a bra. People would just assume I had man boobs—and I didn’t mind people thinking I had man boobs if I was secretly making big money on the side. It seemed like a small price to pay.

I shook my head, pushing away the strange thought. Why was I considering taking hormones? Why would altering my body even be a remote option? A chill crept through my body, then I looked back down at my big erection. It was harder than it had been in a long time—almost painfully hard, throbbing intensely. Why was I so horny? Was it the transgender pornography or the fun of being dolled up? Either way, it was concerning.

On the screen, a biological girl—fully naked—was bending the pretty trans girl over. She had a big dildo, which she slid down to the trans girl’s puckering asshole. I watched for a moment with intense curiosity. I bit down on the side of my tongue and took a deep breath as the girl pushed the toy into the trans porn star. She pushed it deep and began to plunge in and out. The trans chick moaned. Her cheeks turned a shade of dark red.

“Hold it,” the girl said. “I’ll be right back.”

Then the trans girl did something curious. Instead of using her hands to hold the toy (her hands were busy playing with her own breasts), she used the heels of her feet to hold the toy inside of her body. It gave me an idea.

I looked around and spotted a shoehorn in the closet. I zipped over and gave it a wash in the little sink before sitting down on the floor with my camera now off of its tripod. I faced the camera towards me, and then I spread my knees, showing my panties and erection off to the camera. The erection wasn’t important—I knew I could hide it with my hand. I pulled my panties to the side and then I went to push the shoehorn into my asshole.

I’d never penetrated myself before, so I had no idea what to expect. I figured there would be a bit of initial pain, but nothing unbearable. I knew the pain would be worth the clout online. I twisted and pushed, but the shoehorn wouldn’t go into me, even though it was blunt and shaped like an average sized cock.

I needed lubrication. I thought for a moment before deciding to use my own saliva. I spat on the shoehorn and then used my fingertips to spread the spit around, making the black phallic object glisten. Then I brought it back to my hole and began to push again. Still, it didn’t want to go in. “C’mon,” I said. I really wanted that picture. I knew it would perform well. I knew tons of men would pay as much as five bucks for it. I twisted and groaned. “Why won’t it go in?” I said aloud. Then I leaned back a little bit and tried again.

It suddenly penetrated me and went in three whole inches before I grabbed it and stopped myself. I gasped, feeling my insides stretching. “Fuck!” I said, waiting for the pain to set in. But there was no pain. Maybe the shoehorn wasn’t quite big enough to stretch me painfully.

My heart was pounding fast. I took a minute to catch my breath before looking down. I used my hand to press my ball sack down so I could see the shoehorn, half gone inside of my body. “Holy shit,” I said. Just like that, I’d taken my own anal virginity. And for what? For a picture? Was it really worth it? Was my innocence really worth money?

I tried pushing the shoehorn in a bit deeper. Then I suddenly hit something that made a warm shiver run through my body. I perked up and gasped again. It actually felt kind of interesting, so I pushed again, pressing that dull end against that same spot. I perked up again and felt my face turning red. I looked up at the screen and saw the biological female thrusting that dildo hard and fast into that trans girl’s asshole. It was a surprisingly calming sight, seeing just how much an asshole could take. Gently pushing in that shoehorn was nothing.

So I started to pump it slowly, pressing against the little spot that made me tingle. I let a small giggle slip, then I bit my lip. I knew that I was getting distracted, but now I was curious. I turned my gaze from the screen to the mirror. I could see everything, and I looked kind of hot. I stared into my own big, stunning eyes. Then that tingle grew stronger. A whimper escaped my lips. I started plunging harder and harder. Then I realized it would make for a good video for my page, as long as my feet were prominently featured. So I placed my feet down in front of my grounded camera. I focused manually on my feet, with myself blurry in the background, and then I pressed record. I leaned back. I hide my crotch using one hand and I pumped the dildo in and out using the other. I watched my little monitor carefully, making sure there were no ‘masculine slips’.

“Fuck,” I moaned as that tingling grew into a euphoria. It was a great feeling: so relaxing and pleasurable at the same time. I pumped harder and faster, biting down on my tongue.

My knees began to tremble. My head tilted back and another loud moan slipped out. I was pumping fast: sodomizing myself like I never thought that I would. That tingling consumed me and crept up to the tip of my cock. “Shit,” I squealed, and then I felt wetness gushing between my fingers. I looked down and saw that I was coming. My cock was pulsing out giant globs of white cream, and now that cream was streaming down my fingers, towards that shoehorn.

So I pulled the thing out from my ass and I leaned forward to stop the video. I took a few deep breaths, staring down at my crotch in a state of disbelief. Did I seriously just make myself cum by fucking myself in the ass?

After a shocked moment of complete silence, I got up and got myself cleaned up. My cock finally settled down and allowed me to finish my long night of shooting. I filled up two entire SD cards: thousands of pictures to skim through. I was tired but I stayed awake, on my laptop, going through all of the photos. I was so excited to go through the shots that I didn’t even change out of the last outfit that I’d been wearing, which was actually quite comfortable: a leopard print satin romper, and a pair of black thigh-high stockings. I even still had my wig and makeup on. I told myself that I was just being lazy, but really, I was enjoying the occasional glance over at the mirror; it was almost like a pretty girl was in the room with me, firing a flirtatious look over my way every so often.

I knew she wasn’t actually a pretty girl; I knew she was a biological male dressed up while acting as a catfish online—but I enjoyed the moments between the awkward dread and swirling confusion.

Then I told myself that I was just doing it for the money: because the money was good. I posted a slightly edited down version of my ass-plunging video, selling it for $2.00 to all interested buyers. And within an hour, I made nearly one hundred dollars.

And on top of the big money that was already streaming in, I now had about sixty polished photos (from the lot of thousands) that I could use over the coming weeks and months and years to keep the content flowing on my page.

Before I went to bed, my new video had found its way onto the first page of that website. I was getting sales unlike ever before. That boutique hotel rental had already paid itself off.
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Iwoke up to three hundred new followers and eight hundred sales across my whole platform. I wasn’t just matching my regular job now: I was blowing my regular job out of the water. I had momentum—and I had fans. I knew that my numbers would continue to grow with a little bit of effort, so I couldn’t slow down.

I called in sick for work. I spent the day promoting myself: creating accounts of various social media websites to push people towards my profile on that foot fetish website.

One of my fans quickly found my new Twitter page. He messaged me. “You would make so much money on OnlyFans. Why don’t you have a page?”

The comment made me pause. I had an awkward moment of nervous silence before typing that website into my browser. I’d never actually been on OnlyFans before. It wasn’t something I’d truly considered before. But what did I really have to lose? Maybe I could post a few careful photos and make a few extra bucks. If nothing else, I could send a few people from OnlyFans over to my page on the foot fetish website.

So I signed up for an account. I went through the whole process of verifying my age, and then I got the green light to start uploading content. I felt awkward. I wasn’t sure what to put up, so I started by putting up a few of my racier pictures and videos that I’d already posted on the foot website. I messaged that fan to let him know the page was up, and then I made it public on my new social media accounts. My number on OnlyFans started ticking up, from zero to ten before the end of the afternoon. I made a few sales and earned a few dollars.

But I knew I couldn’t get by on OnlyFans with just pictures and videos of my feet. I needed to provide the goods. I needed to do a face reveal, which meant getting myself all dolled up once again.

It was something I was getting pretty good at. I could do my makeup in just twenty minutes now. Even shaving my legs was turning into a quick process as I mastered all of the little techniques. I knew how to set my lights up for the most flattering look, and I’d been staying on top of keeping my room tidy because it was now also my studio.

I stared in the mirror at myself. I looked like a girl. I would convince total strangers, without a doubt. But I also looked like myself. I could see myself from every angle, inside of every feature of my face. What if a relative stumbled onto the account? What if a friend found it and shared it with my other friends? What if I posted a picture that became popular? Sure, I would make some extra money, but would I be able to sleep knowing it could be a matter of time before someone I knew saw it and recognized me? What if that very someone tipped off my fans?

It was a tense moment as I got ready to take a few pictures of myself on my bed. I took a deep breath, and then I turned my camera onto self-shooting mode. I leaned back, on my mattress, and started posing. I tried my best to look sexy, but I felt so vulnerable. Now I wasn’t just aiming that lens at my feet. Now I was shooting myself, with nothing to hide.

I didn’t have tits to flash or a pussy to show off, so as the shoot got more and more racy, I started showing off my ass more. I used my hand to hide my cock and balls while using the other hand to spread my butt cheeks. I felt strange, looking back at the camera, knowing that I was now in focus and not just a blurry face lingering in the background. But maybe this was the next step. Maybe this was the last thing I needed to feel like I could quite my tedious job engraving plaques and watches.

It took three hours to get that perfect shot, from setting up to getting the SD card into my laptop. It was more work than I’d ever put into a single outfit shoot: taking the same shot five hundred times until I got the angle absolutely perfect. But in the end, the shots were amazing. I looked sexy, feminine, convincing, and photogenic. The lighting was perfect. I spent another three hours touching up the shots: colour grading, editing out little cat hairs and flakes of dust from my outfit. Then, after a terrifying moment staring at my computer screen, I uploaded the shots onto my OnlyFans. I put a feet shot from the same photo set on my foot fetish profile, linking it over to my new OnlyFans. Then I waited for the numbers to come in.

I waited five long, tedious minutes before clicking on refresh. Then I stared in awe at the thirty dollars I’d already made on the foot website, and the forty dollars that came in suddenly on OnlyFans. “Holy shit,” I muttered. I waited another few minutes and then I refreshed again. Now I had dozens of comments, over one hundred likes, and another fifty dollars in sales between the two sites.

The numbers eventually slowed down, but not until the two sites had combined to earn me nearly three hundred dollars. I couldn’t believe it. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world. I felt like I stumbled onto the secret of life, but I had nobody I could share the news with. My future looked bright. I was going to be well off, and I wasn’t going to have to spend my life working.

I just couldn’t believe my luck. Everything seemed like it was going perfectly. I ended up spending the entire night on my new social media accounts, interacting with my fans, promoting myself, and finding myself being consumed by a community of other content creators, all of whom seemed perfectly happy to accept a newcomer like myself.

I sent an e-mail to my boss. “I won’t be coming in tomorrow. I’m afraid I have to quit. The job isn’t for me.”

I got a reply around 6:00 AM (I still hadn’t gone to sleep because I was so excited). “You useless piece of shit,” he wrote. “Thanks for wasting my time.” He was angry, but I didn’t care. I had something better. I had something that was going to make me a whole lot of money.

And then I went over to my new Instagram page, where I posted some censored teases with links to my OnlyFans. I noticed a new comment on one of the photos. My heart stopped as I read it. It was written by Fiona, my ex-girlfriend. “Stanley? Is that you?”

I sat in frozen terror for a long moment. How did she find the profile? Was it linked to my name or something? I suddenly began to look through my settings, and that’s where I saw a little box that was checked: ‘Let people with my phone number find my account.’

I was doomed. I quickly unchecked the box, but I had a feeling it was already too late—and not just with Fiona.


CHAPTER 8
[image: ]


Icould feel cold sweat forming on the back of my neck. I instantly deleted her comment, before any of my fans read it and started wondering if I was a male named Stanley. I spent the next three hours carefully going through the settings on all of my different social media pages, making sure that I wasn’t being linked to anyone that I knew in real life. But I knew that the damage had been done. I knew that Fiona had seen my pictures: me dressed up like a girl, flirting with the camera. Maybe she’d even seen some of the comments: me flirting with men online.

My stomach groaned. Fiona had my parents’ phone numbers. She knew most of my friends. It was just a matter of time before she told one of her own friends about what she saw, and then everyone would find out.

I thought about deleting everything: all of my accounts on all the sites. I could start fresh, with new profiles on all the different sites. It would only be a matter of time before my old fans found my new pages, and then Fiona wouldn’t know what to search to find me… but there was a chance she would figure it out.

I had to accept it: the damage was done. I needed to confront her about it before she made my situation worse. I felt sick. I stood up and looked towards my bathroom, wondering if I was going to throw up. Then I paused.

No—I had to just ignore Fiona’s comment, which was already deleted. I had to just pretend like it never happened. Maybe she would think that she’d made some sort of mistake. I saw that I had a new comment on my Instagram page. My heart sunk into my stomach and I closed my eyes as I clicked on the notification.

“When are we getting a new picture? I just got paid at work,” said one of my fans.

I let out a deep sigh of relief, but the terror wasn’t over. I knew that Fiona was at her house right now, trying to wrap her head around what she saw—or what she was seeing. I unlinked my phone number from my account, but she probably still had the page open. She still knew my handle.

I crawled into my bed and tried closing my eyes, hoping I would open them and find myself back in reality. A part of me was convinced that I was just having a long, strange nightmare. Maybe Fiona never found my pages. Maybe I never got wrapped up in dressing up like a girl to pose for photos on the internet. Maybe I was just a normal guy applying for jobs at the mall. Maybe I never even went on a date with Fae, the amateur foot fetish model.

But it wasn’t a nightmare. I opened my eyes and I was still in my bedroom, still wearing lingerie, still under pink sheets and surrounded by inactive LED lights on stands.

I didn’t sleep that night as I waited for Fiona to message again. I looked through her Instagram profile and tried to track down any comments she made on other posts, terrified that she was telling other people about my secret. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I thought that I was going to pass out from the swirling nausea in my stomach.

Then sunlight started coming through my window. My phone began to ping as my fans began to hunger for new content. ‘Any new photos for me this morning?’ one man asked. ‘Hoping for a sexy pic before I head off to work,’ said another.

“I’m working on a good one!” I wrote back. I ended up using one of the shots from the catalogue that was supposed to be for the future, when I wasn’t able to produce new content. I just didn’t have the stomach to set everything up, get myself dolled up, and pose for photos.

I made some sales, but nothing record breaking—nothing to get me onto the first page of any websites. At least it was something—something to keep the income coming and something to keep my momentum chugging along. But I knew that I couldn’t just phone it in every day. I knew that I needed to pick myself back up for a new shoot.

I just couldn’t bring myself to do the research. I needed ideas, but the only thing in my head was Fiona. She knew what I was doing. She was probably seeing every new post that I made, and every comment. I found myself being careful with what I was saying with my fans. I didn’t want Fiona thinking that I was a homosexual, even though I didn’t really have a good reason to care what she thought.

I thought about calling her, and telling her that it was just business. I thought about pleading with her, and I even considered sending her some money to keep her mouth shut. I had money now and I knew that she liked money. But I was terrified of reaching out to her, even just casually without mention of my little feminine scheme. There was a chance she dismissed my girly account and chalked it up to a case of mistaken identity; a sudden phone call would certainly set off alarm bells in her head. I had to leave her alone. I had to hope that she would forget about what she saw and keep her mouth shut around people that could destroy the whole operation.

It was a long week, constantly checking in on her various profiles. I had gone so long without thinking about her, and now I couldn’t go ten minutes without thinking about her. I was more nervous than ever at every moment of the day—even more nervous than when I stuck a shoehorn into my ass to get a video for a foot fetish website.

I needed something to take my mind off of the new stress. I needed a distraction. I was pacing around my apartment when I got a new message from one of my original fans.

“Your latest post—I think we live in the same city,” the man said.

My heart stuttered. I went back to my latest post: a shot of me next to my window. It was a cute shot, showing off my bum as I stood profile to the camera.

“That’s Victoria, right?” he wrote.

I bit down on my tongue before writing my reply. “It is!” I wrote. “Small world.”

“We should meet,” he said.

My heart fluttered again. “I’d love to,” I wrote before really thinking about it. “I’m just so busy right now.”

“Busy with what?” he asked.

I thought for a long moment. “Everything,” I said. “Photoshoots, networking stuff, and life in general. Plus my boss has me working every day this week.” None of my fans knew how much money I made, so I had them thinking that I still worked a crappy nine to five job—the pity helped rake in a few extra dollars.

“I’ll pay you,” he said. “We can spend an evening together.”

“That’s sweet,” I wrote. “But I really don’t know if I can get the work off.”

“Call in sick,” he said. He was persistent—almost annoyingly persistent, but it was kind of warming to think that he was this devoted to meeting with me.

“I only get so many sick days a year,” I said.

“Use one of them. It will be fun—I promise.”

Now I was trying to think of some excuse to brush him off without scaring him away. He was a good client. He bought all of my photos and always left a nice tip.

“A thousand dollars for an evening. Tonight. I’ll pay you in cash. And I hope you don’t think that I’m treating you like a prostitute. The cash can just be a tip, for all of the great work you do. I think you’re beautiful and I’d love to spend an evening with you.”

I felt sick. I knew I needed to turn him down, but I also wanted that thousand dollars. I could upgrade my equipment in a big way with a thousand dollars. I could get a fancy new lens for my camera. I could buy a whole month worth of lingerie for photoshoots—nice lingerie, not just crap that was made for a fraction of a penny in some Chinese sweatshop.

“I don’t know…” I wrote.

“Two thousand, and I’m not taking no for an answer. I’ll even book the room. The Historian Hotel, downtown. I’ll send you the room number once I know it. We’ll meet at nine tonight.”

“I’m not promising sex,” I said.

“I’ll leave that up to you,” he said. “But you might struggle to resist me. The money is yours either way.”

Two grand was more than I had in my bank account. I had no idea what I would do with that kind of money. I couldn’t turn it down. I was already drifting over to the fancy lingerie sites to peruse the new releases. I wanted all of it—and I was going to get all of it, assuming the man was real.

I got myself dolled up to take a shot for the day. I went with a cute cat-eye look, wearing my classic leopard print romper and a pair of black swede boots that touched just above my knees. I took a few dozen shots before finding myself in front of the mirror, closely examining my face. I cleared my throat and started practising some lines. “How are you today?” I asked in my best girly voice. After forty minutes, I took out my computer to record myself. Then I started tweaking my tone.

Then, after another hour, I started watching YouTube videos on how to do a perfect girl voice. I did some more practise. My throat was starting to hurt from talking so much, so I took a short break, and then I started again. My voice was already naturally higher than the average male’s voice. I often had people mistake me for a girl over the phone, so it was an easy feat, making myself sound like a chick. It wasn’t exactly a skill I was proud of, but it was about to make me two grand, so I wasn’t mad about it.

Before I knew it, it was almost nine. I had to get going or I was going to be late for my two thousand dollar date. I stared at myself in the mirror for a long moment, even though I’d spent the better part of the day staring at myself in the mirror. Was I really going to try to fool a man—in person—that I was a woman? Was this horrible stress really worth an extra two thousand dollars?

I looked down at my red dress, which I’d recently bought but hadn’t had a chance to wear until that moment. It had a long slit down one side, almost showing off my matching red panties. It had a low cut top, which nearly showed off the padded bra I bought online.

“You’re insane,” I said to myself, and then I turned to the door to go and meet my date.
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He was already at the hotel waiting for me, with a bottle of wine already open. He poured the wine into the glass as soon as I stepped into the room. “I’m so glad you made it tonight,” he said with a surprisingly charming smile. I had been expecting a total creep: the kind of man who can’t get laid unless he pays thousands of dollars. But he was shockingly normal—and even a bit handsome. He had a stubble beard and thick, muscular arms. He was wearing an expensive suit, so I could only assume that he was rich (the room was also an expensive penthouse suite, which was probably costing him a thousand bucks for the night).

“You look beautiful,” he said to me.

I smiled. I still hadn’t opened my mouth. A part of me wanted to try to get through the whole night without saying a word, but I knew that was likely impossible.

“Don’t be shy,” he said. “We’re going to have fun. Here. Have some wine. It will help you relax.”

I took the glass from him. I caught a whiff of his cologne, which was like a combination of expensive scotch and cedar wood. “You’re even more beautiful in person,” he said. I still hadn’t said anything. I forced another smile and sipped from my drink. Now my silence was starting to feel awkward. I apparently had him fooled with my looks. I didn’t want to spoil it with my voice. I had no idea whether or not my voice would pass his boy-or-girl test.

“Thank you,” I said softly.

He walked over to the window and looked out. “When I saw that you were in Victoria, I knew that it was a sign. You might not believe me, but you’re the only girl I follow on that website—on any of those websites. Your profile came across me by incident.” He looked over at me with that warm smile. “It’s actually a long story—for another time. But I was just shocked by your beauty. Even when I just saw your feet—I’m not even a foot guy; though I do like a nice pair of feet.”

I took another big sip from my wine before trying to look around the room for a clock. Exactly how long was I expected to stay before I could have that money?

“You have a beauty about you—something special that I just can’t put my finger on. Did you bring your camera?”

“My camera?” I asked.

He laughed. “Your profile makes it seem like you bring your camera everywhere. I thought maybe you wanted to get a shot with me—for your page.” And that’s when I remembered seeing one of the top girls on the foot fetish site posting a picture of an erect cock between her pretty feet. It wasn’t a bad idea—that picture was on the front page for four straight days, and it probably made her a few thousand dollars. Maybe I could do something like that. Maybe I could get a quick shot that would make this night even more profitable.

“It’s okay,” he said. “I brought my own camera. Don’t worry, I won’t share these photos. Only with you—if you want them.” He leaned over and picked up a very expensive camera. I saw it when I was doing my research—the body alone was nine thousand dollars. I didn’t recognize the lens, but it was big and shiny and probably worth about the same as the camera body.

“That’s a nice camera,” I said.

“Is it? I know nothing about cameras,” he said. “It takes the occasional nice photo though.” He chuckled. Then he walked over to me. “You don’t mind if I take a few photos of you, do you? If it creeps you out, please tell me.”

It did creep me out, but I didn’t want to turn him down. Besides, if he wanted to send me the photos, then I wasn’t going to be mad. I’d never had someone else taking my photos. I was always stuck using a tripod and a timer. Maybe this was a good opportunity to get shots that I could never get before.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked softly, praying that my voice sounded girly enough.

“Why don’t you go to the bed. Bend over and look back at me.” He raised his camera up. I paused for a moment before walking over to the bed. The room was silent—I hated that silence.

I heard his camera snap a shot. “Look right into the lens,” he said. I didn’t realize I was signing myself up for a photoshoot. But it was his money and his time—I suppose he could do what he pleased. “Pull your dress up a little bit. Tease me.” He let a small laugh slip. I grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled up very carefully, making sure not to reveal too much, because I had stuff down there that I didn’t need him seeing.

“Beautiful,” he said, snapping a few more shots.

“Now get on the bed. Crawl on all fours for me,” he said. I followed his directions. He snapped a few dozen photos from every angle. He had me roll on my back and then onto my stomach, and then onto my side.

He asked me to show him some skin. I gently pulled up the skirt of my dress to show him everything but my crotch; I used my hand to keep my bulge covered. And that’s when I noticed a bulge in his own pants. It was big and stiff and pointing upwards. I paused, staring at it. It was big—too big for his frame. Was it a joke? Had he slipped something into his pants to try to freak me out? It must have been nearly a foot long.

He looked down and laughed. “I’m sorry about that. You just turn me on in a way that I’ve never been turned on. I can’t put my finger on it.”

I could feel my face turning white. “It’s okay,” I said. I cleared my throat. “It’s hot.” I forced a smile. I needed to stay in character. Online, I was a flirty slut. I didn’t want him thinking that I was actually a shy shut-in.

He stared at me for a long moment before lowering his camera. He walked forward and brushed my hair off of my face. I had the wig clipped on with nearly a dozen bobby pins, so I was confident that it wasn’t going to budge.

“You’re so beautiful,” he said.

His compliments should have been insults, but for some reason they made my lips curl into a smile. I felt my cheeks becoming warm. “You’re sweet,” I whispered.

He reached down and unzipped his fly. “You can do what you want with it,” he said. “No pressure.” He reached into that opening and fished out a thick appendage: a meaty, foot-long cock. I gasped as it throbbed. I could see a vein pulsing right down the base. It was too big to be true.

He aimed his camera at me and snapped a photo before I even looked up at his face. “Is that real?” I asked with a lump growing in my throat. I’d never seen another man’s erect cock in person before. I didn’t like the weird feelings that were now swirling inside of me. I was too in character. I needed to take a step back, but I couldn’t seem to gather my thoughts in a coherent way.

“It’s real. You can hold it,” he said.

I wanted that money, and I didn’t want to disappoint my highest paying customer. So I reached out, bit hard on my tongue, and wrapped my fingers around that impossible girth. I gasped again. “You like it,” he said with a grin in his voice. It was warm. I could feel it throbbing intensely. He aimed his camera and snapped a few more shots.

Then I looked up at him. “Can I rub it with my feet?” I asked.

He laughed. “I would love that.”

So I leaned back and clasped both of my feet around that thick slab of hard meat. “Take a photo,” I said. He snapped a few shots as I jerked up and down, pulling back his foreskin to reveal a tip that was too big to exist on a white man.

“That feels good,” he said.

“Keep taking photos,” I said. I wanted to make sure a great photo came out of the set. I wasn’t willing to take any chances.

“Want me to come on your feet?” he asked.

“Maybe,” I said.

“Why don’t you suck me?” he said. He pushed my feet off of his cock and then he climbed up on the bed, on top of me, before I had a chance to tell him that I didn’t want to suck his cock. Now the lump in my throat was huge—blocking my words from escaping my mouth. He dangled that massive cock over my face. I really didn’t want a cock in my mouth. I was straight. I liked women. But for some reason I just couldn’t look away from that thick piece of cock. It was so big and so impressive. Why couldn’t I look away? Had I let myself becoming my online persona? Was I turning into the girly slut that I pretended to be online?

He grabbed his shaft and aimed it down. “Open your mouth,” he said. I hated being pinned under him. I couldn’t even reach for my own crotch. I had no way of pulling down my dress, which felt like it was riding up. “It’s okay. You’ll like it,” he said.

I closed my eyes and parted my lips. Then I felt that warm tip pressing against my mouth, forcing it to open wider. I groaned and tried to turn my head away, but now his cock was stopping me, pushing into my mouth.

“Suck it, beautiful,” he said. I pressed my lips around the cock and began to suck. It was a weird feeling: hard and warm, in my mouth. I no longer felt like the straight man that I knew I was. I hated the weird feelings inside of me: especially the feeling that I liked the way the cock felt as it slid along the length of my tongue and pressed into the back of the throat. I liked that it was throbbing so hard—for me. It was like a weird compliment. And now that he was groaning with pleasure, I felt even better about it.

I began to bob my head to the best of my ability, stuck underneath him. I could feel him getting even harder, which seemed impossible. I was determined now to get him off: partly because I knew that I could bring the night to a swift end if I got him off, and partly because I wanted to know if I could do it: I wanted to know if I could make a man so horny that he came in a matter of minutes.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” he said.

“Film me,” I said, muffled by his cock. He lifted up his camera and aimed it down at my face and started to film. I couldn’t believe I was asking a man to film me sucking his cock, but it seemed like a wasted opportunity not to have the footage to post online. I liked the feeling of that camera rolling. Maybe I kind of liked being a slut and an exhibitionist. Maybe I’d stumbled onto a little hidden passion.

“Don’t stop sucking,” he said with another deep groan.

I kept sucking. I bobbed hard and pressed my lips thin. That throbbing got harder and harder, and then I was just about to tell him how much I loved his cock when he groaned loud and came hard in my mouth. I gagged and used my tongue to block my throat. I tried to squirm but his cock was gagging me and pinning me in place. I could feel giant blasts of hot cum filling my mouth. He held that camera still the whole time.

He came so much that it started billowing out of my mouth, falling down my cheeks and ruining my makeup a bit. But it was okay—definitely worth the footage. That footage was going to make me more money than I’d made on any photo or video.

He finally stood up, letting me roll over to spit the giant load of cum out so I could take a breath of air.

“Fuck, that felt good,” he said.

I was still wiping cum off of my lips, and I could feel some trickling down my throat. I felt weird, like I’d been violated—like I’d violated myself. But at the same time, I felt strangely giddy, like I’d accomplished something.

I wanted to be upset with myself over what I’d done, but I couldn’t help but feel anything but a strange sense of pride. Sure, I knew I was going to make money with the footage he took, but there was something else: a strange sense of belonging, like I was finally being recognized.

We spent the next three hours taking photos and chatting casually. We had a few more glasses of wine, and then he sent me on my way with the money: two thousand dollars to spend on whatever I wanted to spend it on.

And before I went to bed, I perused that foot fetish website, which I was spending less and less time on now that my OnlyFans was where all of my fans seemed to be congregating. I scrolled through a couple dozen pages of new posts, until I found a familiar username.

It was Fae’s account. She was still posting pictures, but her photos were getting fewer and fewer likes—probably because she wasn’t being creative enough to keep up the momentum. She had links to an OnlyFans page of her own, but she only had a couple of followers there. I felt a bit bad for her, but it’s not like she was making no money. She was probably still making some decent side income—but seeing her profiles did make me realize something: this wasn’t just something that anyone could do. It wasn’t even something that any girl could do.

I had a special skill. Maybe I was prettier than I realized, or maybe I was just better at marketing, or maybe it was something else.

I hadn’t just stumbled into some easy money. I was earning my money with a skill that I was working hard to perfect. I had a talent, and I couldn’t just write my talent off as luck. I was fortunate and blessed. I went to sleep with a smile on my face after posting the video that my date sent me. It was weird watching myself sucking a cock, but it was also kind of hot. I watched the video a few times, and I even jerked myself off while watching it (still wearing my cute dress).

I slept with a smile, but I woke up in a nervous panic. I still hadn’t figured things out with Fiona, and now she had probably seen that video—or at least the teaser that I put up for free. She was probably shocked, seeing her ex-boyfriend sucking a cock while dressed like a girl.

And maybe I was thinking about her because she was thinking about me. Maybe there was some strange energy connecting us, because as I sat up, my buzzer went off. I went to the intercom with a pounding heart. “Hello?” I said, rubbing the sleep from my eyes, even though it was nearly noon.

“Stanley? It’s Fiona. I think we need to talk,” she said.

A sickness trembled inside of me. I was terrified of what she had to say, or of what she’d already said to other people. I had a terrible feeling that my easy ride was now coming to an end.


CHAPTER 10
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It was surreal seeing her in my apartment. I was as tense as a board, looking around every few seconds to make sure all of my gear was put away. I only had a minute before she reached my door to stuff all of my camera gear and my outfits into my bedroom. All of my makeup (a lot of it was her makeup) was crammed into a bathroom drawer, but I had a feeling that there was still a hint of perfume in the air.

“What brings you over this way?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes and smiled. “It’s been a long time,” she said.

“Yeah. Sorry—I haven’t had a chance to tidy up yet today. It’s a bit of a mess.”

“It’s not a mess. It’s cleaner in here than it ever was when we were together,” she said with that soft smile that I’d almost forgotten. I hated that she was back in my life now. I spent so much time trying to push her out of my head.

“I have to get ready for work,” I said. “Did you want to talk about something?”

“Where are you working now?” she asked.

“The engraving shop at the mall,” I said, biting my tongue.

She smiled. “Why are you lying?”

“What do you mean?”

“I could always tell when you were lying,” she said. “Your face gets so red so quickly. You would be a terrible poker player. Where do you actually work?”

My heart sunk down into my stomach. “Did you come here to ask me where I’m working, Fiona?” I said.

She shook her head and looked down at her feet. “No. I was just in the area and I thought I would swing by. I wanted to make sure that you were—um—okay. Are you okay?”

I shrugged my shoulders after a moment of silence. “I’m fine, I think,” I said, biting hard on my tongue to stop my face from turning red. “How are you?”

“I’m okay. I’m recently single actually. Living alone again. I’ve been thinking about you a lot. We had a good thing back in the day. I’ve always regretted leaving you the way I did.”

I nodded my head. I wanted to tell her that it was alright, but it wasn’t alright: almost committed suicide because of her. “That it?” I said.

She stared into my eyes again. “Stanley, I came across something a bit worrying online. I don’t want to embarrass you, but I worry about you. I worry about your mental health.”

“What?” I said. Now I could feel my fingers shaking. Cold beads of sweat dripped down my back.

“I found pictures of you,” she said. “Dressed like a girl.”

I nearly fainted on the spot. If I was near that bridge now, I would have definitely jumped. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“C’mon, Stanley. You’re wearing my old clothes in some of the shots. And I recognize the apartment. What’s going on? Do you need help?” She asked with a gentleness that sounded genuine, but somehow it felt like a horrible insult.

“I’m fine, Fiona. I—I just think you’re mistaken.”

“You think?” she said with a small laugh. “Do you need me to pull the pictures up?” She pulled out her phone.

“No—don’t do that. What I do here is none of your business, okay?”

“I worry about you, Stanley. I left you, but I never stopped loving you. I think you need help. I want to get you help.”

“I don’t need help. I’m doing better than ever.”

“You need to see a therapist,” she said. “Come with me. I’ll take you to a place.”

“Fiona, no,” I said, stepping back. “You need to leave. Please just forget about all of this. Delete that stuff off of your phone and leave me alone. I’m really fine.”

“I don’t want to have to tell your family. I’d hate to have to do an intervention.”

My stomach turned and that faint sensation came back. “Why can’t you just leave me alone?” I asked.

“Because you’re disturbed, Stanley. I was worried about you after we broke up. I’ve been watching you on your social media accounts. I’ve talked to your friends. They say they don’t hear from you much anymore.”

“Because I don’t talk to them because I know that you still talk to them!” I said, getting defensive.

“Let’s start by getting rid of all my old stuff. Let’s get the women’s clothes and makeup out of here.” She marched over to my bedroom.

“Don’t. You can’t do that,” I said, but she opened the door anyway, revealing my room with my pink sheets and all of my outfits and camera equipment.

“My God,” she said.

“It’s none of your business, Fiona,” I said. “Just drop it and go.”

She shook her head. “I think I need to call your parents. We need to get you help.”

I closed the door of the bedroom and stepped in front of her so she couldn’t attempt to touch any of my things. “You need to leave and you need to get out of my life. You ruined the last two years of my life by running away with another man, and now you’re just trying to ruin me again. Just admit it: you’re upset because your boyfriend left you and I’m over here thriving without you.”

Her eyes became wide and her lips parted. No words came out.

“That’s what I thought,” I said. “I’m sorry you don’t agree with what I’m doing, but this is who I am now. I’m happy doing this. It might not be something I talk about with my friends or with my family members, but I’m doing well and I’m happy and I’m not hurting anyone, and that’s all that matters. Now you made the decisions that you made; you’re responsible for your own life. Don’t try to ruin mine because you don’t like it. I suppose I can’t stop you from telling people about this, and maybe you already have told people. Maybe I should give you some money so you’ll keep your mouth shut, but something tells me it wouldn’t even make a difference. So just go do whatever it is you’re going to do and I’ll figure out a way to live with the consequences. Maybe my parents will disown me. Maybe I’ll lose all of my friends. But at least I’ll still be here feeling happy about myself, and not feeling like anyone controls me.”

She stared at me with big, frightened eyes. Her ego was being shattered for the first time, maybe ever. “But this isn’t right, Stanley. You can’t just dress up like a girl unless you are a girl.”

“Why not? And maybe I am a girl—inside—if that makes any sense. I don’t know. Maybe that sounds stupid, but I don’t care how it sounds. I like doing what I’m doing and you aren’t going to stop me no matter how hard to try to destroy all of my relationships.”

She looked at the floor and then she turned away from me. She started walking towards the door. “Fine,” she said. “I’ll just drop it and I’ll forget all about this.” She walked to the door, and then she paused. She looked back at me. “This is why I left you, by the way.”

“What do you mean?”

“I wanted to be with a man, but you were always just so… feminine,” she said. “The way you talk and the way you walk and the way—the way you do everything; you’ve always acted like a girl. It was awkward for me. I loved you, but I didn’t want people thinking that I was with some transgender or something.”

“Why didn’t you just tell me that?” I asked.

“I suppose I didn’t want to offend you. There wasn’t another man. I was alone for eighteen months after we split. I met a guy and lived with him for a few months, but we just broke up. It didn’t work out. I guess it’s good that you’re happy, though I’m still going to keep an eye on you, to make sure you aren’t having a complete mental breakdown.” She smiled.

I laughed. “Well then don’t look at my OnlyFans post from last night.”

“I already did,” she said. She took a deep breath. “I have to admit that you looked pretty cute. Just be careful you don’t get hurt.”

She turned around and walked to my door.

“Fiona, wait,” I said.

She looked back at me.

“I loved you. Maybe I still love you in a way,” I said. “I almost killed myself after you left me.”

Her smile disappeared.

“But we weren’t meant to be together. I always knew it and was too afraid to admit it. It’s better this way. You’ll find a guy—I’m sure of it.”

“Thanks, Stanley,” she said with a little smile. Then she turned to leave.

She never did tell anyone about my secret, and I was fairly certain that she was the only person who knew about it.

My accounts continued to grow. I woke up the morning after Fiona left with a strange sense of freedom. I was no longer worried about censoring myself. I no longer felt like I needed to be too careful about what I was posting. I felt like a giant weight had been lifted from my shoulders. And on top of that, I felt inspired. I spent the rest of the week doing shoot after shoot, populating my profile with great material that helped to grow my audience and my bank account.

I was on track to becoming one of the top users.

And it wasn’t too long after my encounter with Fiona that I decided to go out as a girl: not just in an Uber to a hotel, but out during the day, around people. I wore that yellow dress that I loved so much and I turned a few heads. A week later, I decided to announce on my OnlyFans account that I was a transgender. I lost a few followers but gained a few more shortly after. My fans were mostly supportive, which was better than I was expecting.

As the weeks went by, I started going out more and more as a girl. I started thinking about coming out as trans in my real life—though I couldn’t help but wonder how many people already knew. Fiona’s comments made me think that people already thought that I was a girl trapped in a boy’s body (although my body wasn’t all that manly). A part of me was nervous, but another part of me was excited for the reactions I would get.

I wasn’t just ready yet, but I was getting there. For the time being, I was just happy to share my feminine persona online with my thousands of fans. And to think that it all started with a picture of my pretty feet.

THE END
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SURVIVAL SITUATION


When Finn signs up for the show, Survival Situation, he thinks it’s nothing more than a chance to spend a few weeks with a beautiful woman. He’s seen so many episodes that he’s convinced surviving in the wilderness for three weeks with nothing—not even clothes—will be a breeze. So he lies on his application, saying he’s an expert fire builder and hunter. The next thing he knows, he’s being driven deep into a jungle in Panama.

The reality of his dire situation begins to set in, but there’s still hope: he hasn’t yet met his partner, the girl he’ll be spending three weeks alone and naked with. He’s got an image of her in his mind, but the reality might be a whole lot different than what he’s expecting.


CHAPTER 1
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My situation became very real on that first morning, when the camera crew picked me up from my comfy little hotel in Panama City where I’d spent the last three days suntanning and filling my stomach with some of the best and biggest meals I’d ever consumed—I knew that I was going to need the calories.

It was 2:00 AM when they came into my room to tell me it was time to go. “We have six hours of driving ahead of us,” the producer said. The producer was an older guy with a grey beard and a bald head. He was very thin—as thin as the other contestants usually ended up when they finished their twenty-one days in the wilderness. I wasn’t going to end up like that; I was going to thrive out there.

I caught some more sleep in the car, even though it was a terribly bumpy road. I’d always been able to sleep through anything. My mom used to come into my bedroom when I was a teenager and she would vacuum my room without waking me up. “Lack of sleep is what takes most people out,” one of the show’s producers told me—but I wasn’t worried.

But when I woke up, that reality hit me. I looked out the window and saw nothing but jungle in every direction. The air was damp and the terrain was questionable—probably too rugged for a car like the one we were in. “Are we almost there?” I asked, rubbing the sleep out from my eyes.

“Another hour,” the driver said in his thick Columbian accent. I stared out the window over the next hour, watching as the jungle became thicker and more real.

“We’re going to get you into the back of the pickup,” my producer said to me. The truck pulled over and they got me into the bed of the truck, sitting up on the edge like some country bumpkin. The cameraman set up in the bed with me, with his camera aimed right at me. “Okay,” the producer said. “We’ll start driving and you’ll start talking. Tell us about how you’re feeling right now. What’s going through your mind?”

The truck started up and nearly threw me over the edge. My heart suddenly started pounding, even though I’d been perfectly calm and confident up until that point. A tree branch slapped me in the face, filling my mouth with leaves. Then I shook my head and looked down, seeing the enormous spider that fell into the truck bed with us. I suddenly panicked, having never seen a spider so big. I recoiled and let out a small shriek. The producer casually kicked the spider away as if it was just a harmless ant.

Now I could feel my face turning dark red as my heart continued to pound relentlessly into my ribcage. That jungle was suddenly real. That competition was suddenly real. It wasn’t just a big joke—I was really going to be spending twenty-one days out in the wilderness with nothing but a machete and whatever my mystery partner brought with her.

I had no idea who my partner was. When I landed in Panama, I heard my producer mention that she was staying in the same hotel as me, so I spent some time wandering around, trying to spot her. There were a lot of Americans in that hotel, so it was impossible to tell who she was. Many of them were cute—so I had a pretty good feeling that I was going to be matched with a cutie: jungle love.

That was part of the show’s draw: the potential chemistry between the partners. Many of the contestants of Survival Situation went on to get married. Maybe I was going to meet my soul mate. Or maybe I would just end up with a hot girl who would put out every night as long as I brought her food and kept her warm with fire. Either way, I was excited. In fact, it was the main reason I signed up for the show.

Most of the time, the girls on the show were hot: smoke shows. Every now and then they got an old lady or some over-the-top lesbian, but usually it was some hot blonde with dreams of being on television. I was recently single and having no luck with online dating. When the opportunity to go on the show came up, I didn’t miss a beat. It didn’t even take very much effort to get on the show; I just had to create a fake resume, saying that I worked as a ‘survival instructor’, and then I made a few videos for my submission: creating fire, hunting with a spear, and some other usual activities that I saw on previous episodes of the show.

I wasn’t too worried. I’d seen the show so many times that I knew what I had to do to survive. I’d seen the contestants making snares and traps and I’d seen how they built shelters; it was all pretty straight forward—nothing I couldn’t figure out. I was a smart guy—I graduated top of my class in high school, and I would have been top of my class in college had I finished college.

“Are you going to talk or what?” the producer said to me. He wasn’t even a tiny bit put off by the spider incident.

“Did you see the size of that spider?” I said.

He shrugged his shoulders. Then he started to laugh. “You think that’s big?” He looked at the cameraman, and the two of them snickered together. “This will be fun.”

“Maybe we should have a backup lined up,” the cameraman said quietly, as if I couldn’t hear him.

“Oh God, I don’t want to do that again,” the producer said, shaking his head. “We did that in Brazil last month. It took a week to get the guy out. We had to restart the whole show.”

“Is that what happened in Brazil? I heard things went south.”

“Yeah, it was a nightmare,” the producer said.

Then the men looked back at me. “You aren’t going to tap out on day two, are you? Please let us know now so we can arrange to have a backup step in right away.”

“I’m not tapping out,” I said sternly. Maybe the challenge would be a bit tougher than I expected, but I wasn’t about to tap out. I couldn’t tap out. I made fun of every single contestant that had ever tapped out on Survival Situation. They always looked like such losers: crying on camera, unable to handle a bit of cold and a few bugs. And it never even got really cold. Where I was from, it dropped to 15 degrees in the winter. On the show, guys were shivering when it dropped below 60. I wasn’t going to be a pussy like that. I was going to make it the whole way: the whole twenty-one days.

“You really are a survival instructor, right?” the producer asked.

“Of course I am,” I said. It was a lie. But I’d certainly watched enough videos on YouTube to earn some sort of certification. “This is going to be a breeze.” I looked around. “Look at these trees. Half of them are fruit trees. And there’s wildlife everywhere. I’ll be eating like a king out here.”

“Did you get all of that?” the producer asked the cameraman. The cameraman nodded his head. Then the producer looked at me. “Anything else you want to add to your introduction?”

The truck hit another bump, nearly tossing me over. I yelped, which was a bit embarrassing, and then I straightened my body. “I’m going to make Panama my bitch,” I said. “I’m just excited to meet my partner. I want to find out who I’ll be spending the next twenty-one days with.”

I looked down the long road, hoping to spot a glimpse of my partner. She was behind us, in another pickup truck. I caught a quick glimpse of the truck every now and then, whenever it got too close. I couldn’t make out the people in the truck, but I knew the truck contained my partner and the rest of the filming crew.

“Alright, I think that’s a good enough sound bite,” said the producer. The cameraman put his camera down on his lap. “I think we’re almost there too.”

“So my partner,” I said. “Is she cute? Just tell me now.”

The men looked at me and then they looked at each other with big smirks. “I guess ‘cute’ is subjective,” said the cameraman. The producer laughed.

My stomach churned. “Is she really butch or something?” I asked. I didn’t want to be stuck with a dud. That show got so many babes—but it did get the occasional boar too.

“You’ll see her in a few minutes.”

The truck suddenly stopped, making me fall forward. The other men didn’t even flinch, as if the sudden movement didn’t affect them. I pulled myself up. Now the cameraman was on the ground, finding a place to get a good shot of me. The producer was behind him, inspecting the monitor. “Just wait right there, Finn,” the producer said without looking at me. “We’ll tell you when you can start getting undressed.”

“We’re doing that now?” I said.

“We’re here,” he said. “We don’t want to waste any more time.”

My heart skipped a beat. Everything was happening so quickly. Just a few hours before that moment, I was in a beautiful hotel room with an ocean view. The air was warm and gentle. There were white sand beaches all around me. But now I was in a dark, wet jungle. The air felt strangely cold. I looked around the jungle floor, and it looked like a swamp.

“Okay, Finn,” said the producer. “Let’s get undressed so we can go meet your partner.”

The camera was rolling and aiming at me. I felt vulnerable, like millions of people were watching me—and millions of people were going to be watching me. Sure, they were going to blur my cock, but I still didn’t want to be naked in front of a camera. I’d never been shy about nudity before, so why did I care now? Maybe it wasn’t the audience as much as the jungle. What if some big cat jumped out and swiped my cock right off? What if it got snagged on one of the many thorny branches? What if some disgusting bugs crawled up my pee hole?

“Any day now, Finn,” said the producer.

So I took a deep breath and I pulled my shirt over my head. I tossed it aside and then I went to take off my shorts. I was already feeling bumps growing on my arms. Why was it so cold? Why was the air so wet? A strange animal made an unnerving call from deep in the woods; it sounded like a warning, but nobody else seemed to notice.

“What was that?” I said.

The producer rolled his eyes and shook his head. “Maybe we should get that backup ready. I’ll call head office and see if they can get someone on standby.”

“Don’t,” I said. “I’m not going to tap out. You don’t need a replacement for me.”

I took a deep breath and I pulled down my pants, along with my boxer shorts; that was part of the game: going into the woods with nothing, not even clothes. I had my machete, which I picked up a week before flying out to Panama. It was a standard machete: good enough to chop down trees and butcher an animal.

I watched as the cameraman aimed the camera down at my crotch. I knew that they would blur everything, but I still didn’t feel great about the closeup. “Now what?” I said, covering my cock with both of my hands.

“Walk into the jungle—just down this way. You’ll meet up with your partner and then you will go over your strategy and whatnot.”

My heart fluttered again. I couldn’t wait to meet my partner: possibly my future wife, or maybe just a hot jungle fling.

“But you have to uncover yourself,” he said. “It doesn’t look good for TV. Don’t worry—everything gets blurred.”

“I know,” I said, but I had to still take a deep breath before being able to pull my hands away from my cock. It felt strange and uncomfortable at first, but then it started to feel slightly liberating in a way. I could feel the cool air touching parts of my body that had never felt cool air before. I took a few steps into the jungle, away from that road. With each step, I felt more and more comfortable with being naked, and then a dragonfly the size of my head flew directly into my crotch, making me scream. I turned away and tensed up, looking down to make sure it didn’t bite off the tip of my penis. I was untouched, but the bug was unsettling. I’ll admit: for a brief moment, I thought about tapping out.


CHAPTER 2
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They told me to stop in a small clearing. “Just wait here. Look around. Try to look like you decided to stop here for some reason,” the producer said to me, so I stood in the middle of that small clearing. A tiny bit of sun made it to the forest floor. I tried to stand in that ray of sunshine as it warmed up my cold skin. But it wasn’t making much of a difference. Every little breeze made my skin turn cold again, and I was standing on wet ground. There was a patch of dry ground about ten feet to my left, but it wasn’t in the sun.

“She’ll be here in a minute,” the producer said. Then he went to talk to the other producer on his walkie talkie. “She is coming, right? It’s past noon now. You know that right? We can’t wait around all day. I told my kids I would FaceTime with them before bedtime.” He turned back to me with a big, fake smile on his face. “She’s almost here.”

Ten long minutes went by. I was starting to shiver from standing still. The sun moved over to a small pond, which was too deep and cold to stand in. Something shuffled in the jungle behind me. I turned around and saw the branches moving. Was it a large cat? Was it just some sort of rodent? Or was it another one of those massive bugs that shouldn’t exist on this planet?

I reminded myself that it was a TV show, and it wasn’t actually a ‘survival situation’, even though that was the name of the show. It wasn’t really a survival situation. There would be a crew of five guys there with us—not to mention the medics that hung out in the medic tent, which was apparently not too far from where we would spend our three weeks. If you can tap out at any moment and go home to your comfortable bed, then it’s simply not a survival situation; it’s just television. But for television, it sure felt frightening. The jungle was still real, and so were the animals dwelling inside of it. And what if I ate some fruit that turned out to be poisonous and deadly? The nearest hospital was five hours away—or an hour by helicopter, but it would take an hour for a helicopter to get to me before that one hour journey could begin… The dangers were still very real, and seeming more and more real by the minute.

But I wasn’t afraid. No big cat was going to come at me as long as that big camera crew was around. The producers weren’t going to let me eat poisonous fruit—their insurance company wouldn’t allow it. So I had nothing to worry about. I just needed to relax and prepare to enjoy twenty-one days with a naked girl.

“Hey there,” a female voice said. I turned around suddenly. My heart fluttered and my body tensed up. It was the moment I’d been waiting for.

A bug flew at my face just as I spun around, so I wasn’t able to get a good look at her as I winced my face away and waved my hands in front of my eyes. I blinked a few times, making sure the bug didn’t get under my eyelid to lay its horrible eggs, and then I focussed in on the girl.

My heart jumped high in my chest. She was short, thin, and pretty: exactly what I wanted. She wasn’t blonde, but brunette, though I could live with that. Her eyes were stunning: big and green, and it looked like she was wearing makeup. I always found it funny when female contestants on Survival Situation wore makeup, as if that makeup was going to last three weeks.

“Hi,” I said. I was tempted to cover up my cock with my hands. She had her pussy covered by her little bag. We each had a bag, which was where they kept our microphone transmitter. We weren’t allowed to take it off. Mine wasn’t quite long enough to cover my cock, but she was a whole foot shorter than me, so her bag dangled much lower on her body.

But nothing was covering her perky breasts. They were on the smaller side, but they were still breasts. I quickly found myself staring at them, unable to look away. They were the perfect shape, like perky ski jumps, with big nipples that almost pointed up in the air.

Her forearm slid in front of them, and I was finally able to look up at her eyes. I felt my face turning red. I was tempted to apologise, but how was I supposed to stop myself from staring at a pair of perfect tits? Her cheeks were red too—maybe embarrassed about being naked, or maybe embarrassed that I was staring at her breasts for a good five seconds.

“I’m, uh, Finn,” I said. I stuck my hand out, but she was slow to take it. I could tell that she already hated me, even though she didn’t know me. I guess I didn’t set the best first impression by staring at her rack.

“Cassidy,” she said. She now had her arms crossed to cover her breasts, which didn’t seem very fair, seeing as I was told not to cover my cock. She had everything covered but nobody was saying anything. In fact, I was told that we would have to reshoot our meeting if I used my hands to cover myself. But now, nobody was calling ‘cut’.

There was suddenly an awkward silence between us. I cleared my throat, still tempted to look down at her smooth, petite body. “I’m from Colorado,” I said. “It gets a lot colder there than it does here, so I think we’re going to do just fine.” I smiled.

She didn’t return the smile. Instead, she looked at me with the same questionable face that the crew kept looking at me with, as if I said something stupid.

“I’m from New York,” she said.

“Cool.” And that silence returned. Cassidy seemed standoffish. She clearly didn’t like me and she clearly wasn’t very excited about getting into the jungle to start our episode of Survival Situation. I couldn’t help but wonder why she signed up for the show. She surely didn’t look like someone interested in survival. She seemed so small and meek.

“So what’s in your bag?” she asked.

I pulled out my knife. “A machete,” I said.

She stared at it for a long moment. “Is it going to be thick enough?”

“Why not?” I said.

“Well they make machetes for cutting weeds in the yard and then they make machetes for cutting down trees,” she said. “That one looks a bit… small.”

I looked at it. the guy at the store told me it was good for anything—but the guy at the store was also a teenager, likely working part time to pay for beer. Maybe he didn’t know what he was talking about. Maybe I brought a bad unit. But I didn’t want to admit it while the cameras were rolling. “It’s a good knife,” I said. “They, uh, made it with high tech metal. It’s super durable. What did you bring?”

She reached into her bag and pulled out a pot. “This pot,” she said.

I stared at the pot for a long moment. “A pot?” I said. “Why didn’t you bring a fire starter?” There was always a team member who brought a fire starter, on almost every single episode of Survival Situation.

“They told me that my partner was a fire expert,” she said, staring at me. And that’s when I remembered saying in my submission video that I was a fire building expert. In my video, I showed how I could make a fire with damp wood and a bow drill—but I actually had a little lighter in my hand, and the wood was damp with gasoline. It was a bit of a trick—but I knew they only accepted real ‘survivalists’ on the show, so I had to do what I had to do.

I forced a smile. I’d seen guys make fire using a bow drill a thousand times on the show. It really didn’t look too complicated. “We’ll be fine,” I said.

“I hope so,” she said. Then she reached into her bag and pulled out a map. “Here’s the map of the area.” She showed it to me. Then she pointed to a small lake. “We should try to walk there.”

“No problem,” I said. “Sounds good.”

“You sure you can do the walk?” she asked.

I laughed. “I can walk,” I said.

“It’s seven miles.”

“That’s nothing,” I said. “I used to run ten miles every week when I was a teenager.”

“Did you do it barefoot in a jungle?” she asked, looking at me as if I was a complete idiot.

I shrugged my shoulders. “What’s the difference? Let’s get a move on. It’ll be dark in like six hours.”

So we started walking. She didn’t say much. She didn’t want to walk in front of me, even though I was hoping to have a nice view of her ass for the walk. So I led the way, stepping over logs and trudging through swampy puddles. It was only ten minutes into our silent walk when I stepped on something sharp, making me jump into the air with a loud yelp. “I’ve been bit!” I yelled. It felt like a snake bite, or maybe a baby crocodile. The water was probably deep enough to hide a baby crocodile.

I grabbed my foot and fell onto my butt. Cassidy rushed over to me. I was surprised that the camera team kept their distance, hardly reacting to my situation, even though there were snakes in that jungle that had venom that could kill a man in a matter of minutes. Was I going to die?

“It’s just a little thorn,” she said, plucking a small thorn out from my foot. She laughed and tossed it aside. Then she looked at my feet. “Did you try to harden your feet at all before this?”

“Why?” I said.

“Your feet look so… soft.”

“I moisturise,” I said. “My feet are fine.” But they weren’t fine. An hour into that hike and my feet were aching with horrible pain. Every step hurt more than the one before it. I was already limping hardly able to support my body weight. It seemed like she was walking faster and faster; it was almost impossible to keep up once she decided to finally walk in front of me. Whenever I tried to move quicker, the pain in my feet got worse. “Ouch!” I said, hobbling over a series of fallen logs. I couldn’t even appreciate the view of her bouncy tush; I was too focussed on where I was going to place each step.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“How are you walking on this? These rocks are like razor blades!”

“I spent weeks hardening my feet,” she said.

“What does that even mean—hardening your feet?” I said.

“Walking on rocks, going for hikes without shoes. Your feet will toughen up over time. Unfortunately for you, it will probably be the end of the twenty-one days before your feet are tough enough.”

“Your feet don’t hurt because you don’t weigh anything. There’s no weight pushing down on your feet. I’m one-eighty—that’s a lot of weight for a couple of feet.”

“Sure,” she said, shaking her head. She didn’t slow down for me; she made me hobble after her for another hour before I couldn’t take anymore. I finally sat down and took a deep breath, raising my feet off of the ground. I looked back at the camera crew, which was now stopped and pointing their cameras at me. It seemed like a good time to tap out. Maybe I’d had enough. I was already fantasising about my bed back home—and shoes. Why did I sign up for this again? I wanted to meet a cute girl—and Cassidy was cute, but she was also a bit of a bitch. She didn’t seem very sympathetic and I was already getting the feeling that she wasn’t going to put out. My little fantasy was quickly falling apart and the reality was looking a lot grimmer. Maybe they could just call in a replacement for me. Maybe I could just slip away before things got too real. We still had three miles to walk and I was pretty sure my feet wouldn’t allow another fifty feet.

“What’s going on?” Cassidy called out once she realised that I’d stopped.

“I can’t go any further,” I said. “My feet hurt too bad.” I closed my eyes and tried to fend off the humiliation, knowing there would be millions of people laughing at me in a few months when the episode aired. But they didn’t know the pain. They probably just thought that I was being a baby—but the pain was real and it was intense.

“Well we’re only halfway,” she said.

“I just can’t do it,” I said. “My feet hurt too much.”

“You have to try,” she said. But she wasn’t even coming towards me to offer me a hand up.

“I don’t want to,” I said.

She rolled her eyes. “Oh God,” she said. “You’re killing me.”

“How was I supposed to know to harden my feet?” I said. “Who thinks of that?”

“Survivalists,” she said.

I was already starting to hate that word: ‘survivalist’. What did it even mean? I’d looked up the survivalists in my area, and most of them were just nerds who liked to watch Survival Situation on repeat. None of them had ever actually gone out to survive in the woods without shoes.

“Get up,” she said, walking up next to me. “And stop being a baby.” She reached under my arm and yanked me up to my feet. Her strength was impressive, taking me by surprise. That humiliation grew stronger as the cameras moved in closer. I knew it wasn’t going to look good on the show: a little woman pulling a big guy up to his feet. I knew they were going to cut in all of my little complaints, but none of her little complaints—and she did have her complaints. She made a point of complaining about the bugs a few times, and she’d mentioned that it was colder than she expected a few times too.

I don’t know how I did it, but I managed to walk another two miles, keeping up with Cassidy while my feet throbbed with intense pain. The final mile was actually the easiest. The pain in my feet had gone away completely and now they were completely numb. I was a bit worried that I stepped on something noxious, but I was just happy to be free from the pain.

We arrived at a small clearing. “This place looks good,” she said. But it didn’t look great. It was wet and shady and cold and there was a big spider on the tree that she was now proposing would be the support for our hut.

“Let’s find something sunnier,” I said.

“Sunnier?” she said. “Where would we find that?”

“I don’t know. Maybe up that hill there.”

“That hill?” she said. “That’s a mountain. You want to climb a jungle mountain to make a shelter? We don’t even know if there is a clearing up there. We still need to make fire so we can drink some water.”

I sighed and groaned. I hated that little spot. I hated everything about it—especially that spider. But I was thirsty—thirstier than I’d ever been. The pain in my feet was coming back now that we were stopped. The thought of being at the camp was enticing—and I was a bit tired of sounding like a pussy. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s build a camp here. But I think we should get a fire going first, so we can have some water.”

“Okay. You make the fire and I’ll start on finding some firewood.”

“Why don’t you make the fire and I’ll find the wood?” I said, having no idea how to make a fire.

She stared at me. “I don’t know how,” she said. “I’m not a fire expert like you. They told me not to pick a fire starter as my item because my partner was an expert fire starter.” Her eyes narrowed. She looked angry with me, as if she knew that I lied on my submission video. I didn’t want the whole world knowing that I was a liar, so I bit down on my tongue. “I can make a fire—jeez. Calm down.” She stared at me for a moment longer before walking out into the woods to find firewood.

I looked around. When I was a kid, we always tried to make fire by rubbing two sticks together. So I grabbed two sticks, sat down on the wet jungle floor, and I started rubbing them together. I rubbed them quickly for two minutes, and then one of the sticks broke. So I grabbed another one and tried again. But nothing was happening: no smoke, no embers—nothing. My stomach turned. I suddenly felt a swell of guilt, knowing I was letting Cassidy down. Or maybe it was karma for her—maybe this was the universe’s way at getting back at her for being so cold. She didn’t have to look at me like I was an idiot. She didn’t have to walk ahead while I struggled to walk.

She came out from the woods with a pile of wood. Then she looked down at my sticks. “Um, what are you doing?” she asked.

“Making fire,” I said.

“How?” she said.

“It’s an older method,” I said.

“Are you just rubbing two sticks together?”

“I said it’s an older method,” I said.

“Those sticks are wet. And you don’t even have any tinder to catch an ember. What’s your plan here?”

“Don’t worry about it, okay? Why are you such a bitch?” I said.

Her eyes became wide. “This is a survival situation,” she said. “Sorry if I’m being a ‘bitch’, but I’d like to survive.”

I rolled my eyes. “It’s not actually a survival situation. The show is rigged. Everybody knows that. But that’s besides the point. You’re just giving me a hard time for no reason, and it’s not exactly making me want to help you any more.”

“Are you high?” she said. “What do you think this is? Are you even a survivalist? Do you know how to make a fire? Why did they pair me with you?”

I rolled my eyes again. I dropped my sticks on the ground. “Fine,” I said. “If you’re going to treat me like an idiot, then I’m going on strike.”

“Strike?” she said.

“Yes,” I said. “I’ve known you for three hours and you’ve been nothing but mean to me. You want a fire so bad—you make it. You want a shelter so bad—you make one. I’ll think about helping when you decide to be nicer.”

She stared at me for a moment longer before shaking her head. She walked up to me, getting within an inch of my face. For some reason, that urge to look down at her breasts came back. She reached down into my bag and grabbed my machete. “I’m going to borrow your weed whacker. I hope you don’t mind.” She marched off to the edge of the clearing and started hacking away at a branch. I sat down on a log and waited for her apology.

But she didn’t apologise. Instead, she was determined to make a point. She went about her business while I sat—and with each passing minute, I became more determined to get that apology, so I remained still. The camera came in for a closeup of my face. I tried not to look too angry. But I was angry—and thirsty, and tired, and hungry, and sore. I watched as she made a small A-frame shelter, which wasn’t big enough for two people. Then she started to cover the roof with leaves instead of working on a fire. How was she not thirsty? How was she working on no water?

“Aren’t you going to make a fire?” I said.

“I’ll try to make one in the morning. I’m focussing on this shelter.” She didn’t even look at me as she said it.

It was getting dark and the temperature was dropping fast. But I was thirsty. I needed water, but I knew I couldn’t drink the water from the stream—it would certainly make me sick and that was the last thing I wanted. I’d seen many episodes of Survival Situation where the contestants drank the water.

“We’re packing up for the day,” the producer called out. I looked over and saw that the cameraman was stuffing his big camera into a bag.

“Packing up?” I said.

“We don’t stick around all night. The sun will be down soon. We still have to find our way to the road.”

“Where’s the road?” I asked.

“We can’t disclose that,” he said.

I stood up, suddenly very confused. “I don’t understand. How are you going to film us tonight?”

He pointed at a nearby tree. “We have cameras recording,” he said.

“And if something happens, how will you know? Are you watching those cameras?” I asked.

His eyes narrowed. “No,” he said. “We’ll be back around 10:00 AM tomorrow.”

“That’s fifteen hours away!” I said. “You can’t just leave us alone here for fifteen hours!”

He sighed and shook his head. “We really need to call in an alternate,” he said. “Did you think that this show was staged? Did you think that you were coming out here to act?” He looked angry. His face was turning red. “What did you think that this show was? How did you even get through the screening process?”

Was I mistaken? Was the show serious? Did some contestants actually end up injured and in hospitals? I always assumed that there was some reality to the show. But I figured the production came around and gave the contestants the odd water bottle and maybe the odd sandwich lunch. I assumed they gave contestants warm blankets on cold nights, and possibly hotel rooms on truly terrible nights. I’d read posts online claiming the show was fake: fans spotting structures in backgrounds and water bottles hidden in campsites. But maybe I should have done more research. Maybe I should have asked more questions. “If something goes wrong tonight, how do we get through to you?” I asked.

“You have a walkie that will reach the medic tent,” he said. “But if you use it, we consider that a tap out.”

My heart plunged into my stomach. Five minutes later, they were gone. Now Cassidy was back to work, reenforcing her structure as the temperature plunged. I was beginning to shiver. I thought about grabbing that walkie and tapping out. I didn’t want to be stuck in that jungle alone with Cassidy. I wanted to be in a bed. I wanted to have some water. Could I even survive until the morning without water? And then what? Would we magically produce a fire that could boil our water?

It got dark quickly. Cassidy retreated into her small shelter, which was only big enough for her. I wrapped my arms around my legs, feeling very stupid for my little protest, which got me nowhere. A creature howled in the woods behind me. I jumped to my feet. “There’s something there!” I said.

“It sounds like a bird,” she said.

“That was no bird! We’re going to die out here!”

She sighed. I looked around. My skin was cold and damp. Rain drops started falling from above. I looked up and opened my mouth, hoping to get some water into my system, but the drops managed to miss my mouth consistently. Then that creature howled again, making me spin around. “I don’t like this,” I said. I couldn’t believe I had to endure twenty one days of this.

I found a little nook against a tree. I pressed myself hard against it, wrapping my arms around my legs. I rocked back and forth, and then I felt the ants crawling down my shoulders; they were coming out from the tree. One bit me and I screamed, lunging forward as I swatted my body.

“Please let me in,” I said to Cassidy. “I’m sorry. Just let me in. I’ll be more helpful tomorrow.”

“There’s no room,” she said. “And that’s your problem.”

“Please,” I said, almost in tears. The creature howled again, this time sounding closer. “I don’t want to die.”

She sighed and groaned, and then she squished her body tight against her shelter wall. I crawled in next to her, feeling her body heat. It was a small upgrade, but still awful. Creatures explored around our camp, but we couldn’t see them. Bugs crawled onto our bodies while we tried to get some sleep. I kept waking Cassidy up whenever I went to swat the bugs away, which just made her angrier.

“Do you think we can die from the cold?” I asked, shivering.

She groaned and turned away from me.

“What if we die? I don’t want to die,” I said. I looked at the walkie and thought hard about calling the medic to arrange an emergency evacuation. Maybe I could pretend like I was having a heart attack, to ensure the urgency of the evacuation.

I tossed and turned and tried hard not to cry. Signing up for that show was a gigantic mistake

Somehow, I fell asleep late that night—or maybe it was early in the morning as the sun was beginning to rise. I slept for a good twenty minutes before the cold woke me up. My instinct was to roll over and wrap my arms around Cassidy. She didn’t mind, snuggling into my body. She was warm. I closed my eyes and started to drift away again. After I fell asleep, I had a dream with her in it. She was bending over a rock with her legs spread wide. “Fuck my pussy, Finn,” she said, reaching her fingers between her legs to spread her sticky, damp lips. In my dream, I walked up and pressed my erect cock deep into her body.

Then she woke up in real life and screamed. “Are you fucking kidding me!?” She jumped away from me, hitting the shelter wall, bringing the whole thing down. She didn’t seem to care as I crawled out from the pile of sticks.

“What?” I said. It was almost light outside now. She had her hand between her legs and she was swatting at her pussy, as if she was trying to get bugs off of it. It was the first time I saw her pussy, and it was a nice one: tight and shaved and the perfect shade of pink.

“You stuck your dick in me you pervert!” she said.

“I did?” I said, turning red.

“Yes. You fucking penetrated me,” she said. “You don’t have some STI, do you?”

“No,” I said.

“Ew. I’m so disgusted.” She stormed off towards the river.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m going to clean myself,” she yelled, and then she was gone. I was embarassed. I wondered if that was going to end up in the episode. I rolled over under that pile of logs. The morning sun was now on my bare back, and it felt kind of nice, so I ended up dozing off. I didn’t wake up again until I heard the yelling.

“I’m tapping out!” she said. “I can’t be around him. He’s a pig and he’s useless and he’s the worst partner ever!”

I opened my eyes slowly and saw the whole production standing in front of a steaming Cassidy. “Get me out of here.”

“Are you sure you want to tap out on day two?” the grey-bearded producer asked.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” she said. “Get me the hell out of here. He’s horrible. He ruined my shelter and he doesn’t know how to make a fire. He brought a fucking weed whacker instead of a machete. He’s an idiot. And he’s disgusting. He tried to have sex with me this morning.”

“No I didn’t!” I said, chiming in. “I was sleeping. I can’t help what I do in my sleep.”

Everyone stared at me in silence for a long moment. Then Cassidy turned to the producer. “Get me out of here right this second or I’m involving my lawyer.”

She didn’t say goodbye. The camera team followed her away and I never saw her again. It was ten minutes later when the second camera team came back to film me. I was still under that pile of fallen branches. I thought about closing my eyes to get more sleep, but it was hard to drift off with a camera five feet from my face.

“How are you feeling right now?” the producer asked.

“Confused,” I said. “She seemed like a strong girl, so I’m not really sure why she left.”

“She said she couldn’t handle your complaining. Do you have any comment on that?” he asked.

I sat up slowly and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t think I was complaining more than her, to be honest.” I yawned and stretched out my arms.

“How are you going to survive?” he asked. “Do you think you’ll be able to make a fire? Are you going to prioritise rebuilding your shelter?”

I stared at him for a moment before shrugging my shoulders.

“And you know that you’re alone now, right? Can you do twenty days alone?”

“I’m sure I’ll figure it out.”

I looked around at our little camp. My lips and tongue were dry—I needed water. I grabbed a couple of sticks and tried rubbing them together, hoping to figure out the whole fire making thing. I knew that the proper way was to build a bow drill, but I had no idea how to build a bow drill—and I didn’t even have a string to make a bow drill with. The sticks in my hands both broke at the same time, leaving me frustrated. It didn’t help that the camera man was leaning in close with his camera.

“Do you mind?” I said, feeling under pressure.

“Mind what?” he said.

“I need some space if I’m going to do this,” I said. I was so thirsty. I needed water, which meant I needed fire—otherwise this whole challenge was over. There was no way they would be able to cut an episode out of the material they had, unless they just wanted a compilation of me sitting and complaining for an hour.

I tried again, and then I failed again. I threw my broken sticks and groaned loudly. Not wanting to look like a fool, I turned to the camera and said, “The jungle is too damp. Fire is impossible. None of my techniques are working.”

Cassidy and the producers thought that I was an idiot, but I didn’t need the rest of the world agreeing with them. “I’m going to have to take my chances with the stream water.”

Two cameras followed me over to the stream, which wasn’t moving very fast. I stepped in, ankle-deep, and I bent over to scoop up some water. I stared at it for a long moment, noticing the little specs of what was probably bacteria clusters. But I had no choice. I had to drink. I drank the water and felt the cool wetness moving down my throat. Maybe I was making myself sick—but the other option was to die of dehydration, so I picked my poison.

I went back to my camp and looked around again. Now my stomach was churning and groaning with hunger. Sometimes contestants went entire weeks without eating. I always assumed that they were being given food on the side, to keep the show going, but now I wasn’t so sure.

I got to work rebuilding the fallen shelter. It took the better part of the day—way longer than it looked on TV. I used roots to tie up the branches and I did my best to make the walls as sealed as possible before covering the walls with large palm leaves.

The rain started in the afternoon. I slipped into my shelter and left my pot on the ground outside to collect rain water. The rain was too cold to endure naked, so I just waited and waited. The production left, leaving me alone. The sun went down and the jungle became dark. Now the sounds of creatures were starting again, making me tremble with fear. My shelter wasn’t perfect: water was dripping onto the top of my head. It was too cold to sleep, so I just rocked back and forth and tried not to slip into a state of hypothermia. And I tried not to cry.

The night was long and wet and horrible. I came to the decision that I would tap out in the morning, as soon as the production returned. At least I lasted longer than Cassidy. At least I didn’t tap out after my first day.


CHAPTER 3
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Exhausted, thirsty, and hungry, I paced around my camp waiting for the crew to show up so I could tap out. The decision was final: I wasn’t going to endure any more. I couldn’t even remember why I signed up to go on the show. The thought of enduring another nineteen days was horrifying and unreasonable. I needed out. I needed to go back home. Maybe they would let me hang out at that Panama City resort for a few days before shipping me back to the States—or if they wanted to put me right on a plane, that was fine too. Even the thought of sitting on a cramped plane for ten hours was strangely enticing right now.

I heard the footsteps coming. I knew it was the crew. It was time for me to tap out and leave that horrible jungle. I turned around and opened my mouth, ready to make my announcement. And that’s when I saw the beautiful young woman walking towards me.

At first I thought that I was dreaming. I thought that she was just in my head: maybe a hallucination from the little berry I ate the night before (I found berries on a bush near my camp and I decided to eat a single one to see if I would get sick). I stepped back and watched as she came closer. She had the perfect build: tiny, perky breasts, and not too thin—the perfect amount of curve. She smiled as she looked at me. Then she tossed her long brown hair to one side of her head and waved. “I’m Hannah,” she said.

“Really?” I said.

She giggled and nodded her head.

“Are you real?” I asked. I felt like I wanted to touch her to make sure she wasn’t part of my imagination. But she had the bag covering her crotch and she had the microphone necklace around her neck.

“I’m real,” she said. “I heard you got left alone after day one.”

I nodded my head.

“What’s your name?”

“My name?” I said. I was so tempted to look down at her breasts. They were perfect: round and perky. I bit down on my lip and then I cleared my throat. “I have a name.”

“Do you?” she said with a small giggle. Apparently my exhaustion was getting to me. I wasn’t thinking straight.

“It’s Finn,” I said, finally remembering my own name.

She reached into her bag and pulled out a metallic stick. “I brought a fire starter as my item,” she said.

“Thank God,” I said, letting out a sigh of relief. I pointed to my pile of wood chips and shavings that had built up over my time alone. She knelt down next to the pile. “Go and grab some dry wood—the driest you can find.” She picked up my knife and started to slice at her little metal block. I watched for a long moment before realising she asked me to do a task. So I went into the jungle and looked around. After five minutes, I managed to find a few small pieces of more-or-less dry wood. I brought them back to camp and then froze at the sight of fire.

In just a few minutes, she’d managed to make a fire. “Are you kidding me?” I said.

“I got lucky,” she said with a big smile. She stood up and shrugged her shoulders. “You did all the hard work though, making all of that tinder.” I made the tinder accidentally, after hours of rubbing different sticks together, and chipping away at branches to expose the dry bits of wood.

The fire felt amazing, even though it wasn’t cold. We put a pot of water down by the fire and then I took a seat while she collected firewood. She had tons of energy that I just didn’t have. Within her first hour at the camp, we had a pile of firewood (enough for at least twenty four hours) and a burning fire. She even started to make some improvements to my shelter.

Then I noticed the camera team standing out in the woods, filming everything. They had probably been there for a while and I just didn’t notice. They were good at being sneaky and staying out of the way, making me feel like I really was alone in that jungle.

I suddenly remembered my plan to tap out. I was so excited about the thought of going home, but now I wasn’t so sure. Now I felt like I remembered the reason why I went on that show in the first place: to meet a cute girl. And Hannah was definitely cute. She was spunky and she wasn’t nearly as much of a downer as Cassidy.

“I found these berries. They’re edible,” she said, handing me a handful of little red berries. “They’re really high in calories, which your body definitely needs right now.”

“Thanks,” I said. I ate them all in a matter of seconds. The food felt good in my stomach. The clean water felt great going into my system. I placed myself down by the fire and I fell asleep. When I woke up, our shelter had been improved and there was now a ring of rocks around our fire: stacked high to direct the heat towards our shelter. Hannah was a star. She was probably making me look bad, but in that moment I didn’t care. I was too distracted by her long brown hair and her tight tush. I wanted to squeeze that ass. I wanted to spread her legs and eat her out. Why was I so horny? Why couldn’t I stop looking at her?

“Are you okay?” she asked, looking back at me. I snapped my gaze up to her eyes. Now, her bag was once again covering her pussy, which I was sure was as perfect as the rest of her body.

“Me?” I said. “I’m fine. I’m great.” I sprung up to my feet, feeling that confidence that I entered the competition with. I hadn’t forgotten my original plan. I was there to impress. I was there to win over a beautiful woman, and now I felt like I had a chance to do it. “I’m going to go for a hunt. You can stick around here—maybe watch the fire for a while.”

She looked at me strangely before letting a small giggle slip. “Okay,” she said. “I believe in you.”

I felt like I just finished a line of cocaine. Maybe it was the sugar in the berries or maybe it was just my renewed confidence in myself (or my desire to impress a pretty girl), but I was certain that I would catch something.

I walked down to the river with my knife and I looked around. I had no idea how to hunt without a gun—and even with a gun, I probably wouldn’t know how to find an animal. In theory, it seemed so simple: walk until an animal appeared, and then kill it. But the reality wasn’t so simple. Animals hide. They can hear you coming—or smell you. And without a gun, how are you supposed to catch and kill something?

My stomach rumbled. The berries were nice but they weren’t filling and they certainly weren’t going to take me to the finish line of that competition. I looked down at the water and saw a fish go by. I pounced into the water with a loud splash as I tried to grab the fish, but now the fish was gone. Fish are fast. They’re hard to catch in an aquarium—never mind a moving river. I sat in the water and waited for another fish to go by. It was ten minutes before my next opportunity. I lunged again with a big splash, grazing the fish with the side of my hand. It seemed like a matter of time before I finally managed to grab one.

Then three hours went by. I had a dozen opportunities, but they all ended in nothing. That familiar frustration was setting in. Then I had the idea to make a spear. I spent twenty minutes carving a long stick into a fishing spear with a number of sharp points. Then I stood in that river and waited for another opportunity. A fish came by. I stabbed. I pulled the spear out of the water expecting a fish, but there was nothing. “Damn!” I said. So I waited and tried again—and again and again and again.

The sun was going down when I finally got one. I felt the spear go through more than water and I knew right away that I did it. I pulled that spear out to reveal the thrashing fish. I jumped out of the water before he had the chance to jump off my spear. “I did it!” I exclaimed. It was my first real victory out in that jungle—but it was a sweet victory.

I marched that fish proudly back to our camp. Hannah was sitting by the fire. She looked up at me with a smile.

“Look what I got,” I said. I held up the fish. She squinted and leaned forward.

“It’s a shrimp?” she said.

“No, it’s a fish.” I looked at it. Maybe it was a bit small—not quite three inches long… or maybe two inches. It definitely looked bigger when I caught it, but maybe that was the early starvation clouding my judgement.

“I mean it’s something,” she said with a polite smile. That beaming pride quickly fizzled away. It wasn’t a huge win, but she was right: it was something.

As I sat down, I noticed the pot filled with berries. “They aren’t ripe, so I’m cooking them. There’s probably two hundred calories in that pot.” She took my fish and threw it in. “Make that two hundred and twenty.”

So she was better at the show than me—I didn’t really mind. She was probably making me look bad and maybe she was even better off without me, but I still had time to make a big catch and prove to her that I was worthy of a hot jungle romp.

We ate the berries and then we ate the little fish. The raindrops started falling so we retreated into our shelter. Now the roof was secure and waterproof. The air was still cold, but the fire was directing heat perfectly in our direction. It was comfortable. Hannah’s body was pressed against mine as we sat and watched the dancing flames.

I tried to think of something to say, but I could only think of pickup lines that I would use in a bar. I was awkward as I sat pressed against her naked body, feeling like a young teenager. I remembered the first time I tried to talk to a girl, when I was in the seventh grade. I said hi to her, and then I completely blanked on continuing the conversation, so I just turned around and walked away. I’d forgotten about that awkward teen moment until that very moment.

“Think we’ll make it twenty-one days?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I’ve already done three. What’s eighteen more, really?”

She smiled and then looked out at the fire again. That silence returned. I hated that boredom, but I loved it at the same time. I knew what boredom led to, especially between a man and a woman. “Married?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No. Are you?”

“Nope,” I said. A little glimmer burned bright inside of me. “Maybe one day though.”

“Maybe,” she said. Then she reclined onto her back, still with her bag covering her crotch. I reclined with her. Now we were staring up at the ceiling of our structure. Our sides were still pressed together. The structure was bigger than before, but still hardly big enough for a pair of people. Hannah kept it intentionally small, to conserve as much body heat as possible. I didn’t push for it to be any bigger because I liked the idea of being squished up against a pretty girl.

“It’s getting cold,” I said, trying not to sound too excited. I was looking forward to the ‘cuddle’ portion of the night, even though the cold was quite brutal.

“Yeah,” she said. “Not too bad though. I grew up in Alaska, so this is like a warm summer night to me.”

That glimmer of hope fizzled slightly. But I knew it was still her first day. Surely she was just feeling over-confident. Surely she would waver and want a big, warm manly body to keep her comfortable in the night. Maybe she was used to cold nights but that didn’t mean that she wanted to be cold.

Another twenty minutes went by without much conversation. I still couldn’t think of anything but her body. She wasn’t trying to cover her breasts, which were out, wobbling on her chest every time she repositioned herself even slightly. She smelled a bit like perfume—maybe something she put on before they shipped her out, or maybe just the way that she smelled. She looked over at me with a smile, and for some reason I darted my gaze away like a terrified teen boy.

“The rain sounds nice,” I said.

“It does,” she said. “I’m going to try to get some sleep. Good night.” She rolled over, away from me. But now her bum was exposed and pressed against my body. I looked down at it, even though I’d taken many glances at it through the day. I bit down on my tongue to suppress the urge to spank it. And then I had to push away the urge to gently caress it. Why was I so horny? I’d only been in the woods for a few days.

Maybe I needed to relieve myself, away from the camp and away from the cameras. Maybe I needed to stroke myself off so that I wouldn’t be overwhelmed with sexual thoughts. Maybe I would be a better partner if I just dealt with my horniness out in the jungle.

But I had another thought on my mind: what if I stayed? What if the same thing happened with Hannah that happened with Cassidy? What if I slipped my cock into her, while I was asleep? What if I woke up having sex with a beautiful jungle girl? Maybe she would be into it. She seemed like she was possibly into me—certainly more than Cassidy was.

I rolled over to face her back, and then I inched closer. I carefully put my arm over her and then waited to see if she would react negatively. She seemed fine with the move, so that’s where I stayed, cuddled in. It wasn’t the jungle action that I hoped for when I signed up for the show, but it was something: pressed against the naked body of a beautiful young woman.

I closed my eyes and started to doze off. It wasn’t easy with all of the bugs around, and the odd plume of smoke that would make us both choke. Then the animals started howling in the distant jungle, putting us both on edge. There was a moment when what sounded like a large cat came through our camp. Hannah tensed up and recoiled into me, pressing her bum firmly into my crotch. It was only a minute later when I became erect from the feeling of her warm bum against my crotch. She didn’t seem to mind the erection, or maybe she was just being polite.

“I’ll keep you safe,” I whispered once the cat was gone. She didn’t reply, so I had no idea if I eased her mind or if I just creeped her out.

It was the kind of night that would make most contestants tap out, but for me, it was a great night. Sure I was exhausted and hungry and a bit terrified, but I had a naked girl against me: what else could a straight man really want?

It was late when she finally fell asleep. We were still pressed together. Her back was covered in sweat, and so was my chest. It was hot between us, but cold everywhere else. That sweat was on my erection, which came and went. Now, it was as stiff as a rock and cradled perfectly between her butt cheeks. I closed my eyes and tried to will myself to sleep, but with my eyes closed, my horniness only became worse. I found myself starting to thrust slowly, up and down, trying to be careful not to wake her up. Rubbing myself against her ass felt so nice. I couldn’t stop myself, even though I knew there was a camera pointed at me (attached to a nearby tree), and I knew it wasn’t appropriate. My horniness was what drove away my first partner. I needed to stop myself. I needed to control my urges.

Maybe I went on that show to find myself a girl, but I wasn’t going to end up with a girl behaving like this. Cassidy didn’t believe me when I said I penetrated her while I was asleep, and I had a feeling Hannah wouldn’t believe it either—especially because this time I wasn’t asleep.

But I couldn’t stop. I just kept thrusting, slowly, rubbing my erection all over her sweaty butt cheeks. I bit hard on my tongue. ‘What’s wrong with you?’ I thought to myself. But still, I kept going.

Then she suddenly reached back, between us, grabbing my dick with her hand. I froze. Was she stopping me? Was she mad? She pulled it down until my tip was pressed against her hole. I felt her puckering. I remained frozen, now in shock, taken completely by surprise. She wasn’t stopping me—she was doing the opposite. She was initiating the sex. She was about to press me into her hole—and I was fairly certain that it was her asshole and her not pussy at all.

I felt the hole open up as she puckered wide. Then she jammed my cock into her body. It slid in easily thanks to all the sweat acting as lubrication. I felt her anal walls tense around my shaft for a moment before relaxing to allow me to slide in deeper.

“Shit,” I mumbled. She let out a soft moan, and then I heard another sound, like a sleeping whimper. Was she asleep? Was she the one partaking in sleep sex?

I remained still for another moment, and then she pushed her bum back, making my cock sink deeper into her. I had to be careful not to make any sudden movements. I didn’t want to wake her up. I didn’t want her waking up and thinking I was the one who stuck my cock into her; she did it! She took my shaft in her hand and pushed it in. My best defence was to pretend like I was also asleep, just in case she woke up.

So I remained still and I allowed her to do all the work. She pushed further down until my whole cock was inside of her ass—which was quite impressive. Then she started bouncing slowly, massaging my length with her tight back door. It felt nice. I wanted to caress her body and I wanted to kiss her neck, but I knew that I needed to be still.

I loved the way her hole puckered along the length of my rod. She was so tight—and so naughty. I loved that we were doing anal and not just boring pussy sex. I liked girls that were sweet and cute on the surface, but dirty under the sheets—or in this case, under the sticks and palm leaves.

She started bouncing faster. She reached a hand down between her legs, probably to stroke her pussy. That hand started moving quickly, pleasuring herself. Her bum pressed hard against my pelvis with each penetration. I took a deep breath. I didn’t want the pleasure to end.

But I wasn’t prepared to last long. I was already on the verge of coming on her when I was grinding my erection between her butt cheeks; now, I stood no chance, inside her tight hole while she let out the cutest little moans.

I bit my lip hard and then I tensed up all of my muscles, but none of it was enough to stop my cock from unloading inside of her body. Thankfully it was in her ass where she wouldn’t end up pregnant. She let out a soft scream before her body went completely limp. There was a long silence while I waited for her to realise what she’d done. I thought she was going to turn around and snap at me. My cock was still in her, along with all that cum.

But she didn’t snap. Instead, she reached back and pulled my cock out with her hand. Then she pushed her bum back against my crotch and she went back to sleep. I remained still, even though I could feel the warm goo oozing out of her, now seeping into my pubic hair. I didn’t want my own used cum all over my body, but I wasn’t prepared to move—not yet—not until I was for sure in the clear and she was completely oblivious to what she’d done in her sleep.

My plan was to wait thirty minutes and then to get up to clean myself in the dark river. Instead, I ended up dozing off with my arm around her and her cum-oozing ass pressed against my body.


CHAPTER 4
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She woke up long before me. When I opened my eyes, she was dragging firewood into our camp, piling it up on a giant pile that was twice as big as the night before; she’d been working hard that morning.

She looked over at me with a small smile. “You’re awake,” she said.

I stretched out my arms. “How did you sleep?” I asked, immediately remembering our little romp. I could feel the dried cum tugging on my pubic hairs.

“I slept great,” she said with a tiny smirk that almost suggested she was referring to the anal sex we had. Maybe she wasn’t asleep; maybe she was just playing along.

“Good,” I said. I sat up slowly. My body was tense from sleeping on the ground. I turned from side to side, trying to work a crack out of my back.

“I found some food,” she said. I paused and looked at her. My heart soared up high. I was starving. I’d hardly eaten anything in days and I could feel my stomach begging for food: cramping and groaning as it processed the tiny nibbles I’d managed to consume over four long days.

“Where is it?” I said.

“It’s in a tree. I’ll need help getting it down. It might not be ripe, so we’ll have to cook it.”

“I don’t care—I’ll eat anything.” I jumped up to my feet and then wobbled slightly. That’s when I noticed the cameras on me. Suddenly, I felt that pressure to look like a man. “I mean—I’ll find us some protein today, but it would be nice to have a bit of food before I go out hunting.” So she led me ten minutes away to a tall banana tree. She pointed up at the small green bananas, still months away from being ripe; but she was right: we could cook them and get something out of them. But I knew from watching previous episodes of that show: if we didn’t find protein, it didn’t matter how much fruit we ate. The body needs protein in some form or another to survive.

“I can reach up there if you hoist me up,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. I walked around the tree to find the best angle to hoist up Hannah. Then I knelt down and put out my hands to offer her a step. She gently placed her bare foot on the palms of my hands. Then she stepped up. I stood up carefully, lifting her like a cheerleader. She was light—maybe 110 pounds butt naked—but she felt heavy. My muscles were weak and getting weaker by the second.

I looked down at my legs and watched them wobble. I was worried for a moment that they were going to buckle. Then I looked up to see how she was doing, and that’s when I noticed the cock and ball sack dangling between her legs. I paused for a moment, blinking a few times so my brain could process what I was seeing.

Then she looked down. “Think you could lift me higher?” she said.

I remained paused for a long moment. “Are you transgender?” I said.

She stared down at me, her eyes narrowing. “Um, yeah,” she said. “What gave it away?” She laughed as if it was a stupid question. And maybe it was a stupid question. How had I not noticed her cock before? It had been hidden by her bag most of the time—but I probably never noticed because I was so dizzy and weak. I couldn’t focus for very long and I couldn’t string a proper thought together in my head.

“Lift me higher, would you?” she said. So I strained to push her up. She managed to grab a bundle of bananas. “Lower me down. I got one.”

I took her to the ground. Now her bag was at her side, leaving her package exposed. I found myself staring at it, trying to figure out how it could be real. I’d met a few transgender girls before, but none were as convincing as Hannah. Trans girls often had broad shoulders, visible Adam’s apples, and deeper voices. But Hannah seemed like a normal girl. She was petite and curvy and soft and feminine.

“We can cook them in their peels, let them cool, and then eat them like regular bananas,” she said. “That’s probably our best bet. They might taste kind of gross, but it’s something.”

“Sure,” I said. We took the bananas back to the camp. I sat across from Hannah at the fire while she used a stick to hold the fruit over the fire. I was still staring between her legs. Her cock was large—maybe larger than mine. She had the hair around it shaved, giving it a cute, feminine sort of look. She was uncircumcised, but her foreskin was still pulled back slightly to reveal her tip.

“You okay?” she asked. I looked up at her face.

“Just tired,” I said. Now I understood why she put me in her asshole and not her pussy: because there was no pussy. And I also understood why she went ahead with the sex instead of storming off the show like Cassidy did before her: trans girls might be girls, but they still have that male sex drive. They still have testicles producing testosterone, and testosterone makes people want to fuck. I briefly dated a trans girl in college. Her name was Katie and she wasn’t nearly as convincing as Hannah. She wanted to fuck all the time, which was fun at first, but then it became exhausting. I was always on top, and sex always ended with me coming—but she usually wouldn’t come, so after I was finished, she would still want more. By the end of our three week relationship, my cock was sore—and I went a whole two weeks without having sex or touching myself, just so my cock could heal up.

Hannah was the first one to try a banana. She peeled it slowly and then she closed her eyes as she plunged the long fruit into her mouth, closing her lips around the girth. She groaned. “It’s still really hard,” she said. “But it tastes good.” She pushed the banana a bit deeper into her mouth, savoured it for a moment, and then bit down gently. I continued watching as she licked her lips clean.

I was strangely hypnotised—possibly in part because I was exhausted and struggling to set my mind straight. She stuck another five inches of banana into her mouth and she seemed to suck it for a moment before taking a bite. Then she looked at me. “Are you okay?” she asked with a giggle. She looked down at my lap.

“I’m fine. Why?” I said, still feeling like I was half-hypnotised.

She bit her lip and shrugged her shoulders. I looked down and saw that my cock was rock hard, standing straight up and throbbing. I quickly covered it with my bag. “Sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “I—I’m just tired. I’m not thinking straight. But I’m fine. I should eat something so I can go out and make a big catch.”

“If you’re tired, do you want me to go out and hunt something? I still have lots of energy,” she said.

I shook my head. “Hunting is my specialty,” I said. “And it’s a man’s job. I’ll do it.” I took a banana and ate it quickly. It felt good in my stomach, but it left something to be desired. I could feel my stomach groaning as it begged for meat—or even a tiny milligram of protein from a peanut. I had to catch something. I had to prove to Hannah and to every person that tuned into Survival Situation that I wasn’t just some bum who slipped into the show. I had to prove that I had some skills, so the world wouldn’t mock me into an early grave. I set out with my knife and my spear.

First, I spent two hours by the water, trying to spear fish. There weren’t many to stab at: a fish every forty minutes or so, and they were too fast. So I took off into the jungle to find something else. I hated snakes, but I knew I could try to catch one. People were always catching and eating snakes on that show, and it looked pretty easy.

I walked slowly, scanning the jungle. I could hear the cameraman and the producer behind me, about fifty feet, whispering as they discussed which angles to shoot me from. At one point I heard the cameraman whisper, “I can’t believe he hasn’t tapped yet. Is that alternate still on standby?”

“He is,” said the producer. “But if Finn makes it a few more days, we’ll probably send the alternate home.”

I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to feel proud that I was almost out of the ‘need an alternate’ stage of my challenge, or if I should be embarrassed that they still thought I was a loser who wouldn’t make it to the end. I was determined to prove them wrong, but I wouldn’t make it another three days without real food.

I walked and walked, looking around until my mind got carried away thinking about Hannah. I imagined myself bringing back a large snake. I imagined her throwing herself at me. “After we eat this snaked, you can fuck the hell out of me,” she said in my fantasy. But we didn’t end up waiting until we ate. Instead, I turned her around while the snake was on the fire and I pumped her until her cock was leaking cum all over her pretty feet.

Something rustled in the trees in front of me and I snapped out of my fantasy. I jumped back and nearly stumbled before realising how far away from camp I was. I walked for an hour and found nothing, and now I had to start walking back or I would be stuck in those woods in the dark.

The cameraman came close to me with his camera raised. The producer was lingering over his shoulder. “Want to comment on your hunt today?” he said.

I felt dumb. It was starting to seem obvious that I didn’t know what I was doing. I didn’t know how to find an animal and I definitely didn’t know how to catch it with just a spear. “Sometimes you don’t get anything,” I said, shrugging my shoulders. “That’s just survival.”

By the time I was back at the camp, my legs were weak. My stomach was once again groaning and cramping. My head was dizzier than ever before. I knew that I ended up burning more calories than I consumed with the banana. “Did you get anything?” Hannah asked as she sat before an improved shelter and a large pile of firewood, which was now covered by an impressive little shelter, so it wouldn’t get too wet from the next rainfall.

“Not today,” I said. I hated that humiliated feeling. I hated that she was making me look bad. I’d watched the show enough times to know how embarrassing it is when the man is outperformed by the woman. I sat down next to her. To make my humiliation worse, she had some food ready for me: another banana and some berries. It was just more fruit, but at least it was something.

“We’ll need protein soon,” she said. “Maybe I can take a stab at hunting tomorrow.”

But I just couldn’t let her worsen my humiliation. “I’ll be fine. I think I’ll get something tomorrow. You just keep the fire going.”

She stared into my eyes for a long moment. “Okay,” she said. “That’s fine.”

But I could tell that the hunger was getting to her too. She was already a small girl, without much meat on her bones. She was only on her second day but she was already starting to look thinner in the face. I had to find something for her to eat.

“We should probably try to conserve some energy then,” she said. “We should have enough firewood here to last us a few days. I think there’s a storm coming.”

We crawled into the little shelter to lay down, and it was only ten minutes later when the storm started. In that jungle, skies went from blue to black in seconds. It was scary to think that I could get caught out in a storm, an hour away from camp like I was earlier in that day.

Luckily, Hannah built an awesome shelter that kept us dry.

At first I was turned towards her, keeping my arm over her to keep her warm. If I couldn’t feed her, at least I could keep her warm. Then she snuggled against me, rubbing her bum into my penis, and that got my blood flowing. Sexual thoughts started to enter into my mind and my cock began to throb. I didn’t want to make her feel awkward by pressing an erection against her, so I turned away from her, letting her press her back against my back—but that didn’t last long. She flipped over and put her arm over me. Now my attempt at avoiding an awkward situation had backfired: I could feel her cock against my bum and I probably looked like a loser on that tree camera that was still blinking its little red light across the camp.

I bit my tongue and tried to will away the urge to flip back over. I still had that erection—I just needed to wait for it to go away, and then I could go back to looking like the dominant partner. But that erection wouldn’t go away—and now, I could feel her shaft throbbing against my rear end.

“Are you awake?” I whispered.

“Yeah. Why?” she said.

“Just wondering,” I said. My heart skipped a beat. Did she not know that I could feel her shaft hardening? Did she not care? It was getting hard fast: warm against my tush.

There was a long silence before she said, “Sorry, I can’t really help it. You know how it is.”

“I know,” I said. “It’s fine. It doesn’t bother me.”

I bit down on my tongue as beads of cold sweat began to form on my skin. She snuggled in closer, wrapping her arm around me even more. She pulled me close to keep that warmth captured between us, but now that stiff rod was more obvious than ever.

I laughed nervously. “It’s big. I think you’re bigger than me.”

She returned the nervous little laugh. “Is it bothering you? I’m sorry—I’m sure it will go away.”

“It’s really fine,” I said. “Maybe I can just reposition it so it’s not so awkward.” I reached back and slipped my fingers around the hot member. It was impressively thick, pulsing in my hand as I pushed it downwards, so it would be below me instead of against me—but it was so hard that it just sprung right back to where it was. “It’s stubborn,” I said.

“I can turn the other way if you’d prefer,” she said.

“It’s fine,” I said. I tried grabbing it again to move it, but it was too stiff to move.

“Oh, I almost forgot something,” she said, sitting up suddenly. My heart skipped a beat as I rolled over to see what she was doing in that small space. She reached down and pulled up a white stick.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“It’s heart of palm,” she said.

“What’s that?”

She stared at me with a strange gaze. “Seriously?” she said. “It’s from the inside of a palm tree. I got it today while you were out and I saved this piece for you. It’s got tons of calories.” She handed it to me. I was starving, so I devoured it—and it was amazingly filling, though I still had my craving for proper proteins.

“You’re making me look bad,” I said with rosy cheeks.

“Don’t worry about that,” she said. “You’ll make a big catch tomorrow and I’ll be the one looking bad.”

I looked down at her cock, which was still erect. She awkwardly covered it. “Sorry,” she said. “The body does weird things sometimes.”

I thought that I was going to be going to Panama to find a girl who would put out because I was such a great provider. Now, I was starting to feel the opposite—like I needed to give her something in return for everything she was doing for me. Otherwise I was just a mooch. She was better off without me. Maybe I could give her a little something. Maybe I could provide her with a little bit of pleasure.

I bent down and crawled forward, lifting her arm away from her erection with my hand. “What are you doing?” she asked with a nervous little laugh. Then I grabbed her cock and put her tip into my mouth. I began to suck.

I would have much preferred to be the one getting the blowjob, but I needed to be a provider in some way. If a blowjob was all I could give, then that’s what I was going to give.

I’d never given a blowjob before. Even when I had my college fling with Katie, Katie never let me near her cock. She wanted to be the girl, one hundred percent. She wanted to do the sucking and the bending over—and I was okay with that. I’d never been much for going down on girls—trans or otherwise.

It was a bit awkward having a cock in my mouth, but I didn’t mind the way it felt. It was actually kind of nice, the way it throbbed on my tongue as it slid back and forth. Once she relaxed and slipped her fingers into my hair, it was even better, knowing that she was into it. She let out a small feminine moan to remind me that she was cute—and indeed a girl.

I cupped her ball sack with my hand and massaged gently as I bobbed up and down. “I guess this is one way to deal with the boner,” she said before letting out a small whimper.

“It’s the least I could do,” I said, stroking her shaft as I gave my mouth a five second break before diving back in. I sucked hard.

“There’s protein in cum,” she said. “Almost half a gram. So be sure to swallow it.”

“Okay,” I said. I bobbed my head faster, pressing my lips tighter around her girth.

“Oh God,” she said. “That feels good.”

She let a small shot of pre-cum blast into the back of my throat. It was sweet. I kept sucking, planting my hands down on her thighs so I could bob faster. I was taking the whole shaft in my mouth, letting her press against the back of my throat with her tip as my nose pressed into her pelvic bone. I could feel that she was going to come soon. Her throbbing was intensifying.

“It’s coming,” she said, as if I didn’t already know. I grabbed the base of her shaft with a tight fist and I kept my lips pressed firmly around her tip. She squirmed and groaned, and then her warm goo began to blast into my mouth. I caught all of it, letting it pool on my tongue until she was completely drained. Then I let go of her dick and I sat up, looking her in the eyes. “If there’s protein in it, do you want to share it?” I asked—making a bit of sense as I spoke with a mouthful.

She paused for a moment. “Okay,” she said. She leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. I gently opened my mouth so she could suck up some of her own cum. We each swallowed our halves, and then we began to make out. Her lips were soft—and sweet like her load. She gently penetrated my mouth with her tongue as my hands explored her body. Her tits were perky and soft. Her bum was perfectly curvy. I used the tip of my finger to explore inside of her asshole for a moment.

“Want some more protein?” I asked, looking down at my cock.

She looked down and bit her lip. “I’m just not sure it would be worth burning the calories.”

“I’ll do the work,” I said, grabbing my own cock. I began to stroke myself. “It won’t take long.”

She stared into my eyes while I pumped. She had a gentle smile as her eyes glistened—and it really didn’t take long. “Okay. Open your mouth. Quick,” I said, stumbling up to my feet. I had to stay bent over in that small space. I pushed my cock into her mouth and unloaded on her tongue. “You drink it,” I said. She sucked hard, getting the last drop out from my tip. Then she tilted her head back and swallowed everything. She licked her lips and then looked into my eyes again.

“That deals with that,” she said. She cleared her throat. “You have to do what you have to do in a survival situation, right?”

“Totally,” I said. “Absolutely.”

“We should get some sleep before tomorrow.”

I nodded in agreement, and then we cuddled up as the temperature dropped a few more degrees. The water was beginning to drip down on our fire, making dark smoke rise up. I had a feeling the fire wasn’t going to last the night. I had a feeling we were in for a rough eight hours before sunrise… And I was right.


CHAPTER 5
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It was the longest night of my life: cold, shivering, and hungry. Hannah’s body wasn’t providing much warmth. She was shivering too after our fire went out and the water started to seep into our hut from the ground. Maybe building a shelter in a small valley wasn’t such a great idea. Maybe we should have built further up, where the rain wouldn’t pool.

It was hard to stand up in the morning once the sun finally found our campsite. Our bones and joints were locked from the cold. “We’re burning way more calories shivering like this,” Hannah said to me.

“I know,” I said.

“We need food,” she said.

“I know. I’m going to find food. Don’t worry about it.”

“I can go if you want to get the fire rebuilt—and maybe dig some sort of drainage system for the rain water, if it rains like that again.”

“No, no,” I said. “I’ll get the food. Trust me—I’ll bring home the bacon… Literally. I know that there are lots of animals here. I can get one.”

I started to walk away. “And that’s the spear you’re going to use?” she said.

“Why? What’s wrong with it?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “Nothing. I mean—you’re the hunting expert. I don’t really know much about hunting. I’ve done a bit of spear fishing and I’ve made a few snares, but compared to you, I don’t really have any experience.”

It took me a moment to realise the production probably told her the things that I said in my submission video. I told them that I was a fire building expert, and that I’d been hunting with primitive tools my whole life. Sure, it was a lie, but how hard could it be? Cavemen figured it out. I could figure it out. I understood the basics of killing something: stab it in the heart. I just had to get close to it.

So I started walking out. It wasn’t long before I started to feel embarrassed, hearing the cameraman’s footsteps behind me.

I walked for an hour before remembering that I didn’t want to get too far from the camp. I didn’t want to end up burning more calories than I would take in from whatever I ended up catching. I stopped for a breather. In that hour, I saw nothing but ants and a few quick birds. I thought about throwing my spear at one of the birds, but my spear was curved and definitely not designed to be thrown.

My stomach groaned. That familiar humiliation was starting to set in. Now, it was paired with a strange guilt. I was letting Hannah down. Maybe I should have just let her hunt. Maybe I should have just admitted that I was a liar and that I didn’t know how to catch anything. It sounded like she had a pretty good idea of how to catch food—and soon, she wouldn’t have the energy to do it. But if I couldn’t make a fire or build a decent shelter or catch food, then what could I do? Was I just leeching off of her skills? Was she sacrificing half of everything she foraged to keep my dumb ass alive?

Maybe I needed to tap out, for her sake.

I looked around for food, and that’s when I spotted a plant that I recognised from the small amount of research I did on Panama. It was a deadly plant, filled with poison that could paralyse a person. I knew that it took a few hours for the poison to set in, which was enough time to get back to the camp and call the medic. I knew that the medic would insist that I go to the hospital—so I wouldn’t be tapping out; technically, they would be forcing me out. It would be slightly less embarrassing than tapping out after failing to do anything over five days… or had I been there for six days? Maybe it was seven, or eight. I had no idea how long I’d been there, and no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t seem to put my memories into a coherent timeline.

I’d seen just about every episode of that show, and even the dimmest losers manage to find food. So what was wrong with me? Where was all the food hiding?

I spent the day looking everywhere, but I came up with nothing. When I told Hannah, she looked upset, but she still managed to put on a smile for me. “We’ll find something,” she said before giving me my daily dish of berries, cooked banana, and heart of palm. It was better than nothing, but that lack of protein was really starting to get to my brain. I couldn’t see straight or keep a consistent thought in my head for more than ten seconds. I felt like I was going to pass out—but I knew that I needed to pay her back.

It was late and I was tired and sore. She was laying behind me, arm over me as if to remind me that I was losing my position as man in that camp. I had to give back to her, so I spat into my hand, reached back and jerked her cock until it was hard, and then I pushed her tip into my ass. “What are you doing?” she asked with a groggy voice.

“Just enjoy it,” I said.

I used all of my energy to rock myself back and forth, using the inside of my anus to massage her cock. I didn’t love the idea of being fucked in the ass, but it actually felt kind of nice. It was easy to get swept away in the tingling euphoria that was swelling in my rear end. I could feel her cock throbbing as it went deeper and deeper. After a couple of minutes, she grabbed my hips and thrusted into me, sinking her whole shaft into my body—and not just the first few inches. I gasped and tensed up all over. She began to thrust: more than I was prepared for. I reached for something to grab onto. I nearly knocked over our shelter wall trying to hold on while she fucked me in the ass.

I got more than I bargained for. It hurt, but felt amazing at the same time. She kept thrusting, pushing her shaft deeper into my body than any outside object was supposed to go. I felt her tip somewhere in my empty gut, pushing up towards my lungs. I groaned as she snuggled in closer, pressing her breasts against my back. I could feel her perky nipples against my back while she fucked me from behind.

And with each pump, she was getting more powered up, gripping me tighter, pumping faster, and using up more of her calories. She ended up rolling on top of me, pinning me down on my stomach while she thrusted in and out of my tight asshole. “Oh God!” I moaned. I had a mouthful of jungle dirt, but I didn’t care.

“I’m going to come,” she moaned.

She pumped a few more times before pulling out. “Roll over!” she said through clenched teeth. She was holding back. I used the last of my energy to roll over and open my mouth. She pressed her tip against my tongue and unloaded a massive load of cum into my mouth. “Swallow all of it,” she said. “You need it.” I swallowed it; it was amazingly delicious and well-needed. I could feel it inside of me, giving me a tiny burst of energy—and I needed that energy more than anything.

But I didn’t feel right. I put out for her—to give her something for keeping me alive in that jungle. But in the end, she was the one giving me something in the form of her ejaculate. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“Sorry for what?” she asked, snuggling back in behind me. I could feel that hard shaft against my back, getting softer now that she had her orgasm.

“Sorry that I haven’t caught anything for us,” I said.

“It’s fine. You’ll make it happen. You’re an expert, after all.” She snuggled in closer and pressed her face against my damp back. Now the guilt was worse than ever. I knew that I needed to come clean if there was going to be any chance of her completing the challenge.

I was dragging her down in so many ways, and it wasn’t fair to keep it going.

I took a deep breath. I knew what needed to be done: I needed to tap out for her sake. I needed to face the humiliation so that she could have a chance, before she became too weak because she was splitting all of her food with me.

There was no sense in tapping at that moment. The crew was gone for the evening and I didn’t want to put any unnecessary stress on her shoulders. I snuggled up against her and felt the soft warmness of her plump tush for what I assumed would be the last night. Falling asleep was difficult, knowing that it meant speeding up our final moments together.


CHAPTER 6
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In the morning, I woke up before her. The crew hadn’t arrived yet. I thought about spending those final few moments alone with her, before the crew showed up to start filming—but I knew that I was going to tap out the moment they arrived. I didn’t want to miss my last opportunity to do something for Hannah.

So I snuck out of bed and I grabbed my long spear. I hiked into the jungle and looked around for something I could bring back for her: a parting gift of sorts—or maybe a peace offering. She was going to be spending the next two weeks alone, so I could at least start her off on the right foot.

I moved quietly, determined to find her something. I tried to be as silent as possible, but my stomach kept growling, and I was pretty sure that it was scaring away the animals. I walked for thirty minutes before I stumbled over a rock, stubbing my toe. “Ouch!” I cried as I fell to the ground, grasping my foot. I was glad the cameras weren’t there to see my embarrassing fall. Then I looked over and saw three grubs squirming where the rock was. Grubs were major sources of protein. They looked disgusting, but they were full of vital nutrients. Three grubs was about the equivalent of two chicken wings—I knew that from watching the show. So I scooped up the grubs and put them in my bag; it was something—maybe the only little bit of food that I’d managed to provide while I was there.

I started hiking back. As I crossed over the stream, I noticed a fluttering in the water. I looked down and saw a small fish, swimming in circles. It was caught in a ring of rocks, and it apparently wasn’t smart enough to escape through the opening that it must have entered through. I watched it for a moment before lowering myself down slowly. I readied my hands, and then I pounced without my spear. I grabbed the small fish with both hands and threw it out of the water, onto dry land. I watched it jump into the air for a moment before running over to it with my spear. I smacked it hard on the head, rendering it limp.

It wasn’t a huge fish, but it was something to give to her. My heart skipped a beat before beginning to pound against my ribcage. Maybe she wouldn’t hate me so much for tapping out after all. I put the fish into my bag and I continued back towards camp. On my way, I spotted a banana tree that we hadn’t noticed before. By some miracle, the bananas were actually ripe. I grabbed a bundle and put them into my bag.

I was exhausted and the sun wasn’t even all the way up yet. But I decided to use the last of my energy picking up some dry wood for our fire. I would have left the wood behind normally, but now I didn’t need the energy. I knew that the production would give me a protein bar and a warm blanket the moment I said that I was tapping, and the production would be showing up at any minute.

I brought my large haul back into the camp. I stacked the firewood, skewered the fish, and I put the little grubs onto a bark bowl, next to the bananas. Hannah was still asleep, but she was beginning to stir as the smell of cooking fish filled the air.

She sat up slowly. “What is that?” she said.

“Breakfast,” I said with a smile. She stretched out her arms, stood up, and walked over. Her bag was at her side, so I could see her morning half-chub, waving from side to side with her foreskin gently pulled back. She sat down next to me.

“It looks like you had some good luck this morning,” she said with a warm smile.

“I did great. This is just half of it,” I said, lying. “I already ate the other half while you were sleeping. I’ve been back for almost an hour already.”

“Seriously?” she said, narrowing her eyes.

I smiled with a nod. “So eat up,” I said.

I took the fish off of the fire to cool while she started with the less appetising grubs. I watched her eat, trying to stop my stomach from growling so she wouldn’t know that I was lying to her. Watching her eat was strangely satisfying—somehow more satisfying than having a bite to eat myself. But I did find myself fantasising about taking a big bite from that bony fish. I was salivating as I watched her bite into the tender meat. She looked at me. “Do you want a bite?” she said.

“No—I already ate. I’m good,” I said.

The production showed up minutes later. The producer looked at our campsite and paused. “Did Hannah go out hunting this morning?” he asked, scratching at his grey beard.

“No—Finn got all of this,” Hannah said, wiping her lips with her wrist. I looked up at the producer and smiled.

“You couldn’t have waited until we showed up?” he said, turning a slight shade of red. It was a big moment that would have been good to have on camera.

“It’s fine,” I said. “You have lots of time to get lots of footage—and you can edit it however you want.”

He stared at me with narrowed, suspicious eyes. “Just do us a favour and wait before you go off on a big hunt next time. The whole point of you being here is for us to film you surviving. It’s not a very good episode when we have to explain things that happen when we’re not filming. It’s bad TV, and it makes us look bad.”

And in that moment, I realised that I wasn’t just dragging Hannah down. I was dragging the production down as well. Most people tuned into Survival Situation to watch professional survivalists thriving in survival situations. There probably weren’t many losers like me, hoping to see drama as if it was the Real Housewives of the Great Outdoors. Only idiots like me wanted to see if the couples would fight or if they would get hot and heavy. Only morons like me wanted to laugh when contestants cried over having sore feet. The show wasn’t meant for people like me—audience or contestant.

“Can I talk to you for a minute?” I said to the producer.

Hannah gave me a concerned look, which I did my best to ignore. “What do you want to talk about?” she asked.

“I just want to ask him a question,” I said. I stood up and walked away from the camp, motioning the producer to follow me. I made sure we were far away—out of earshot of the camp—before I said, “I’m tapping out.”

“You’re doing what?” he said.

“Tapping. I’m done. I don’t want to be a nuisance anymore,” I said. I thought it would be a humiliating moment, but in a weird way, I felt like I was finally doing the right thing.

“Why?” he said. “I mean—why do you think you’re being a nuisance?”

“Let’s face it. I’m not supposed to be here,” I said. Then I looked over and saw Hannah standing and watching, looking pale and concerned—probably terrified of being alone. But she was better off alone and getting twice the nutrients. She was a strong girl. She could handle a bit of fear. Nothing was going to hurt her as long as she stayed alert and kept that fire going.

“You can’t tap,” she said. “I need you here.”

“I’m sorry, Hannah,” I said. “I don’t want to be dragging you down anymore.”

“You aren’t dragging me down. You just found all of that food this morning. That was a lot of food.”

“It wasn’t,” I said. “I lied to you. Everything you ate was everything I found—a few grubs, a small fish, and a few ripe bananas. It might be enough to get you through the day, but that’s probably it. Especially if the nights start getting colder. When you start shivering, you burn more calories. That entire meal probably wasn’t even two hundred calories.”

“But it was something. Please don’t go,” she said.

“Stay,” said the producer. “You’ve gone too far for us to replace you, so Hannah will be alone for two weeks. Don’t do that to her.”

I laughed and shook my head. “Trust me—she’s better off without me.”

“But I don’t really know how to hunt—and I just got lucky with that fire. I need an expert with me.”

“I’m not an expert. I’m a liar. I’ve never made a fire before and I’ve never hunted anything in my life. I lied on my submission tape and I lied in my interview and I lied to your face and… I’m just a big liar.” I looked over and saw that the camera was filming. Instead of feeling ashamed, I felt relieved. I was finally being honest. The world could go ahead and mock me—but at least I wasn’t a liar anymore. “I’m sorry,” I said. “So I think it’s best that I go home.”

Hannah said nothing. I could tell that she was upset with me—maybe because I lied or maybe because I was leaving her—or maybe a combination of both things. But it was for the best; I came clean and I was leaving her to thrive. It was the best thing for everyone.

The producer used his walkie to call the production tent, which was hidden somewhere within walkie range. “Finn is tapping. Let’s call for the truck, and let’s get a blanket over here so we can film his wrap-up interview.”

He put his walkie down and shook his head. He looked at me with an unimpressed face. “These episodes always get the worst ratings.”

“It’ll be fine,” I said. “People will love Hannah. The episode will do great.”

Now, Hannah was gone. She was probably embarrassed that I lied to her and she was gullible enough to believe me for so long. I thought about tracking her down to tell her that I was sorry, but I knew saying goodbye would be too hard. Maybe this was the easiest way to split up—to have no goodbyes or heart-breaking embraces. It was a clean split: I go home and and she goes straight to preparing herself for the next two weeks of her life.

“It’s going to be about ten minutes before we’re ready to shoot your exit interview,” the producer said.

“No problem,” I said. “I might just sit down for a minute. My legs are feeling pretty weak.” I was starting to wobble. Lack of nutrition was getting to me quickly. I took a seat on a mossy log and then I looked down. There was a large rock next to my foot. It looked just like the rock that I found the grubs under earlier, so I decided to flip it over to see if there were more grubs. And to my surprise, there were five large ones. I scooped them up.

“Look at this,” I said. “Five under a single rock. That’s a lot of protein.”

I stared at the little creatures. I didn’t want to see Hannah again, worried that the sight of my face would just make her angrier, but I had to deliver the nutrients. She needed every little bit she could get. So I got up and walked back over to the camp. She wasn’t there, so I just carefully put them down in one of the bowls she’d carved the day before. I covered the bowl with a piece of bark.

I felt another glimmer of redemption burn inside of me. I looked around and noticed that there were no cameras on me. It seemed like I was especially fortunate when there were no cameras around… Or maybe I was just better off when I was hunting and foraging for the well being of someone else, someone that I actually cared deeply for—and not just trying to show off for the sake of my own vanity.

I noticed a small gap in the wind-blocking wall of our shelter. I couldn’t just leave her with a big gap in the wall. It explained the cool breeze I was feeling the night before. It would be more than just a cool breeze if I didn’t put some effort into fixing it now. So I went into the woods and tried to find a number of branches to fill the gap. I found some scraggly roots to tie the branches up, and then I had the idea to reenforce the wall with a second layer; it was going to use up a lot of energy, but now that I was leaving, I could use my energy up without worrying. So I collected more branches and more roots, making a large pile while Hannah was still out. I spent some time tying the branches up, building up that second layer to further insulate that sleeping shelter. Then I remembered that I was supposed to be doing an exit interview. A whole hour had passed. I looked around and noticed the cameraman filming me. The producer was standing behind him.

“Are you ready for my interview?” I asked.

“Well are you tapping or not?” the producer said from behind the cameraman.

“I am,” I said. “It’s the best thing for everyone.” Then something tingled inside of me. I still had a bit of energy left. I could still leave Hannah with a bit more of an advantage. “Just let me grab a few more pieces of firewood.” I went into the woods to collect more firewood for Hannah, to make sure her first night alone was warm and comfortable. Then I saw a snake slither by, and I thought about all of the nutrients it would provide the beautiful trans survivalist. I ran after the snake. It was slow. I had no idea what kind of snake it was, but I knew how to kill it from watching many episodes of that show. I used a branch to pin it, and while it was thrashing, I chopped off its head. I knew not to touch that head—snakes can apparently still bite for a long time after decapitation.

My heart soared and my body filled with a sudden surge of energy. I held the snake up. “I got one!” I said to nobody. The cameraman moved in for a closeup.

I brought the snake back to the camp and I hung it up high where it was safe from rodents. “Where is Hannah?” I said.

“She went out for a walk,” my producer said.

“I’ll just wait until she gets back before I leave,” I said. “I just want to make sure an animal doesn’t get the snake.”

“Why don’t you cook it and eat some of it?” the producer asked.

“It’s for her—not for me. I’ll eat later, when we’re back in Panama City.”

“You don’t just want to stay here?” he said.

“No—I told you—I’m not supposed to be here. I lied. I’m not a survivalist. I don’t want to drag everyone down.”

He stared at me strangely, and I knew why. I was having a good day. I had a good string of luck and I’d provided a ton for my partner. In that moment, I probably looked like a perfectly fine survivalist. I probably seemed like someone who might thrive in a survival situation. But was it just luck? Was it an actual skill that I was developing? Or was it just the desire to provide for Hannah overwhelming my lack of ability?

“Why are you still here?” I heard her voice say. I turned around and saw her behind me. She was carrying a small stack of dry branches.

“I was waiting for you,” I said. “I caught you a snake and didn’t want an animal to grab it before you got back.” I stood up and nearly fell over. My lack of energy was finally catching up with me. I felt faint and lightheaded, so I reached out and grabbed onto a nearby tree. “Now that you’re back, I’ll get going.” I turned to face the producer. “Let’s do that exit interview now.” I didn’t want to look back at Hannah. I wanted to hold her so badly. I wanted to feel her soft, warm skin. I wanted to kiss her lips and I wanted to grab onto her long, thick cock. Leaving was going to be hard. I found myself wondering if she would ever talk to me again—probably not for the first few months, but maybe in time she would come to realise that my exit helped her to win the challenge.

The cameraman kept filming and the producer said nothing.

“Well?” I said. “Go get whatever you need for the interview. I’m ready to go.”

There was another long silence as they ignored me.

“This isn’t funny,” I said. “I want out. We’re wasting Hannah’s day now. She has a lot to do here.”

“Tell us again why you want to go,” the producer said.

“Because I’m a liar!” I said. “I’m not a survivalist. I don’t know how to build shelters or fires, and I don’t know how to hunt or fish. I’m not meant to be here. Hannah’s waited years to be on this show and I’m just here ruining it for her.”

“But you’re not,” she said behind me. I was still too ashamed to face her again. “I was feeling so weak this morning, and then you brought all of this. Look at all of this—between what I already ate and what’s here—it’s more than enough for both of us.”

I slowly turned to face her. I looked at the dangling snake, which now seemed bigger than before. I looked down at the fish skeleton, which I knew I could use to catch another small animal. “I just got lucky with that stuff,” I said.

“What about this shelter?” she said. “You fixed the wall. That’s going to make a huge difference. And look at all this firewood. What can a survivalist do that you haven’t done?”

“I—I don’t know. I just got lucky, I guess.”

“That’s half of it: luck. Sure, there are techniques that some people know that are a huge help, but you already know some of them. None of that really matters though. I don’t care if I have to find the food and split it with you. There’s more to surviving than just eating and being warm. People are meant to be together. Part of the challenge is mental, and you’ve helped me keep my sanity for the few days I’ve been here.”

It was true. Since she showed up, I felt far more stable than before. I felt comfortable—too comfortable, and not just because she was providing for me. Instead of dreading cold, rainy nights, I found myself looking forward to the opportunity to cuddle. I was hoping for a long rainy day so that I could have the excuse to sit in the shelter and talk with her all day.

Maybe I was providing more than I realised—and not just the food and firewood I managed to find that morning. “I guess I can probably stay for a little bit longer,” I said.

I watched a smile grow on her face. She really was excited that I was staying, and that filled my heart with a special kind of joy. “Sit down,” she said. “Let’s split this snake, and get a few grubs in you.”

I took a seat and she sat down next to me, pressing her body against mine. She handed me a grub, which I ate without chewing. It was pretty gross, but I felt the effects within minutes. I started feeling stronger and more awake. I ate another one, even though I caught them for her, and then I had another. She cooked up the snake, and then I ate half of that as well. I felt invigorated. I felt like I had a new opportunity to provide for a beautiful woman—and this time it wasn’t just because I thought it would get her to put out. This time, it was because I cared for her and I wanted her to succeed even more than I wanted to succeed. “I’m going to go and find some dinner,” I said after swallowing my last bite.

“No,” she said. “You stay here and rest and tend to the fire. I’ll go find some food.” Normally, the thought of letting my woman go out and provide for me would have killed me. But now, I was happy to share the load and let her take charge. I knew that I would get more opportunities to provide for her. Now, she had the energy and the motivation to make a big difference for the both of us.

I watched her cute butt bounce as she left our camp, and then I turned to see the camera pointed in my direction. “Are you glad you stayed?” the producer asked.

“Sure,” I said. “As long as I’m helping, I’m happy to stay.”

“So you’re not tapping, right?” he said.

“No. Not unless she taps—then I’ll go with her.”

He laughed. “What if she taps a day before the end of the challenge? Surely you’ll stay that extra day just to be able to say you won Survival Situation.”

“I would leave with her,” I said. “To be honest, I don’t care about this show. I don’t care how you make me look, or how I make myself look. I just care about her. I’m going to make sure that she makes it to the end—and if she doesn’t, I’m going to tag along with her wherever she ends up—if she’ll let me.” I smiled. “I hope she lets me.”

I looked around and saw things that could have been done. I saw a small fence that needed to be finished, to keep the critters out of our camp at night. It was a big project, but it could wait for another day. Hannah wanted me to rest, and I didn’t want to let her down. Part of surviving is taking care of yourself, after all.

So I conserved my energy and ate a decent dinner: another snake that Hannah managed to spear while out in the jungle. Hers was bigger than mine, but I didn’t mind. It was delicious and we both had full stomachs after the crew left for the night.

“You feeling energised?” she asked me.

“More than ever before,” I said.

She smiled. “Good. You’ll need it for tonight.” She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. Then she grabbed my hand, gently pulling me away from our camp where all of the cameras were set up. We weren’t supposed to leave the camp at night, so that the production could record everything. But we were off to do something that couldn’t be aired on television anyway.

We found a cozy little spot in the woods. She pushed down on my shoulders, making me drop to my knees. Her cock was already half erect—her foreskin pulled back and her veins throbbing. I let it into my mouth and pressed my lips firmly around her girth. She sunk her fingers into my hair and pulled my head into her crotch. I began to suck.

“Suck a few more milligrams of protein out of me,” she said with a small giggle. “Then you can do what you want to me. You earned it.”

I kept sucking, getting her hard quickly. I loved the feeling of her blunt, hard tip pressing against the roof of my mouth. I sucked and bobbed my head quickly, loving every second as she inched closer and closer to her climax. I tickled her tip with the tip of my tongue, and then I slipped a finger into her asshole, just to make it feel a little bit better for her. I knew she was about to come when her moaning turned into squirming and screaming.

I gripped her shaft tight and I opened my mouth wide, getting the biggest cumshot I’d ever seen, right on my tongue. I swallowed all of it, then I stood up and turned her around, pressing her against a palm tree. I kicked her legs apart so that they were nice and wide, and then I pushed my tip into her puckering asshole. She moaned loudly as I sunk deep. I reached around with both hands to squeeze her beautiful breasts. “Don’t try to leave me again,” she said, looking over her shoulder at me.

“I won’t,” I said.

“Even if this is all you provide for me—this is more than enough,” she said. We kissed and then I penetrated her with the rest of my cock. She screamed out: a euphoric noise. I began to pump, holding her petite body firmly with both of my hands. I pumped hard and fast, knowing I wasn’t going to last long. If I wasn’t going to last long, then I could at least give her a good, hard fucking.

Her bum rippled as I slammed my pelvis against it. Her legs began to wobble and her cock stood back up, pointing straight up at her perfect breasts. I reached down and squeezed it, feeling her pulsing veins. I gently slid my hand up and down, feeling every inch of her perfect penis, and that was enough to make me orgasm. I came deep in her ass with a euphoric orgasm, and then I pulled out, spread her cheeks using both hands, and I watched the cum pour out, down her beautiful thighs.

She reached down and scooped some of my cum using two fingers. She tasted it and giggled. “Can’t miss out of the nutrients,” she said.

I laughed with her. We made a good couple. I had a feeling that we were going to do just fine.

THE END


LIGHTS, LIPSTICK, ACTION!
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LIGHTS, LIPSTICK, ACTION!


It’s true that you can sleep your way to the top in the film and television industry. Dale didn’t believe it, until he tried it. After rolling around with a few old producer ladies, he’s found himself with a top agent and a major role on a new television series. His future is looking bright.

But he’s so excited to sign onto the show that he doesn’t bother to read the stack of scripts sent directly to his house, so he has no idea that he’s agreeing to playing a male-to-female transgender—and he’s completely oblivious to the few on-screen intimate scenes.


CHAPTER 1
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There’s an old saying in the film industry: you need to fuck your way to the top. In just a few months, I’d learned that old saying was very true—even for men.

I was standing in an expensive penthouse suite, at the top of a Vancouver skyscraper, staring at a sixty-year-old woman who was almost completely naked on a California-King bed. She only had a red thong covering her pussy, and she was slowly pulling that off now to reveal a surprisingly tight slit.

And I was frozen with a mixture of excitement, fear, and confusion. I couldn’t figure out why an older woman would want to fuck a twenty-year-old like myself. I was young enough to be her son—hell, I was young enough to be her grandson. And just an hour before, she’d been showing me pictures of her grandchildren.

She even smelled a bit like my grandma. I think they used the same perfume—or something very similar. Though my grandma didn’t have quite as much plastic surgery: facelifts, boob jobs, and so on. The old cougar in front of me had lots of work done, and I have to admit: she didn’t look bad. Her skin was still tight in most places, and she clearly kept good care of her body. I was still impressed by how tight her pussy appeared to be—and I was still confused as to why she wanted to sleep with me.

Maybe it was just because I made myself available. I flirted with her and subtly let her know that she could have me if she wanted me. And I was finding out quickly: that’s what most of these old film producer ladies wanted. They were just looking for young men to validate the hard work they were putting into their aging bodies. Apparently actors aren’t the only vane ones in the film industry. Apparently that low self-esteem permeates through the whole complex.

“What are you waiting for, darling?” she asked with her light British accent. “Are you going to eat me out or would you prefer to watch me play with myself?” She didn’t wait for an answer. She just reached down and started rubbing that tight pussy. She gently pulled her lips apart, revealing a warm glisten. She was wet and horny. I wondered how many other actors had plunged that hole for a role in a TV show. And then I wondered how badly I really wanted that role.

It was a good role—the best role I’d ever auditioned for. The show had already been picked up for a whole season. The pilot received amazing ratings, but the third-billed actor had dropped out, leaving a prime spot open for an eager actor like myself. I wanted that role—and if getting it meant eating out an old lady, that was fine. At least she was hot.

I stepped forward and I crawled up onto that large bed. I felt awkward being naked in front of her. It felt like being naked in front of a teacher. I felt like she would be judging me. She’d been fucking since long before I was born and she probably knew exactly what she liked. What if I couldn’t give it to her? I’d only ever had sex twice before, and both times were quick and under the influence of alcohol.

I was inches from her pussy now. She took both of her hands and used them to spread her lips wide, showing me that deep hole that held my destiny. I bent forward and ran the tip of my tongue around that gape. She moaned.

I remembered my audition. It wasn’t fantastic, but it was enough to get me a call back. I was thrilled when my agent told me I had a call back, but that excitement went away when I walked back into that studio the next day and saw that fifty other actors had also landed a call back. I sat in the waiting room for almost an hour before they called my name. I was so nervous that I ended up forgetting my lines during my first read. Thankfully, they gave me a second read. But it wasn’t great.

And I was just about to leave when I remembered what my friend told me: ‘If it is a woman in the room, just flirt with her. Film woman are all horny as hell.’ And I would have thought that he was kidding when he told me that, had I not already tested his theory a few weeks before.

I managed to land one of the best agents in town. How did I land one of the best agents in town? She was an older woman. It was the day my friend gave me that little bit of advice. The meeting with the agent didn’t go great, but I ended it by telling her that I loved her dress.

“Thank you,” she said with a little rosy-cheeked smile.

Then my heart bounced as I built up the courage to say, “I’d love to see under it.” I winked at her and then I watched as her eyes became wide. I thought that I’d ruined my chance of landing a decent agent. I thought that I’d ruined my chance of having an acting career. I was ready to call my friend and cuss him out. But then, the agent went to her door and turned the lock. She turned to me and said, “Let’s be quick.”

So I fucked the agent, who was now my agent. And now I was eating out a producer, who was about to be the producer of my television show. So it really was true: you can fuck your way to the top. I fucked my way into a top agency. That agency got me a top audition, and now I was fucking my way into a roll. What was next? Would I fuck my way onto the big screen? Could I fuck my way into a Bradley Cooper movie? How far could I fuck myself?

The producer’s slit was wet and dripping onto the bed. She moaned and squirmed as I plunged my tongue in and out. She clamped her thick thighs against my head and squeezed, reaching down and grabbing my hair with her recently painted fingernails. “Just like that,” she said. My nose was nestled into her thinning pubic hair. She was grinding her wet cunt against my face, loving every second of our time together. But it still felt a bit weird. She was still old enough to be my grandmother. “Don’t stop,” she said. So I didn’t stop. I just kept the image of myself standing on a big-budget set in my mind while she mashed her clit against my face, smearing her warm wetness all over my lips.

And I wondered: could I fuck my way to the very top? All of those actors who win Academy Awards—who are they fucking? This wasn’t so bad—I could do this with a new cougar every couple of weeks. In fact, it was kind of hot. I could see myself developing a thing for older women.

But what if I had to fuck a dude? What if there was some big gay Harvey Weinstein character at the next checkpoint in my career? I shuddered at the thought of having to go down on some large hairy man. I pushed that thought out from my head. I would see how far I could go fucking women, and I’m sure that would be enough.

“Are you going to fuck me or what?” the producer asked.

So I crawled up on top of her and I gently pinned her wrists at her sides as I slid my erection up the length of her wet slit. Her hands were clammy, as if she’d recently moisturized. I noticed a couple of rings on her ring finger, and I realized I was fucking some dude’s wife. Hopefully he wasn’t nearly as powerful as she was.

I didn’t have to use my hand to get my cock into her cunt. And I didn’t have to push very hard to penetrate her pussy. She looked tight—but she wasn’t very tight, especially on the inside. Though she was unbelievably wet, as if she’d just come down a waterslide. Every time I pumped her, her pussy made a squishing noise, and after just a few pumps I could feel moist spattering against my thighs. Her stiff tits were trying hard to bounce on her chest. It wasn’t until I was hovering over top of her that I noticed her nipples were pointed in slightly different directions, as if the plastic surgeon had made a little mistake when putting her back together. I didn’t mind. My cock was still rock hard.

My heart was still pounding with excitement. In just a few days, I would be on a real TV set, playing a real character on a real show—not just some walk-on character with one or two lines. I would actually get to chat with the director and I would have my own trailer. I would be living my dream. Though I still didn’t know what the show was about… My agent said it was something like a ‘modern day Game of Thrones’, whatever that means. Who cares what it means? It was a huge opportunity and a huge paycheque. And I just had to finish fucking this old lady to get there.

She groaned and threw her head back. Her chest heaved and her body convulsed. She was coming. She pressed her loose thighs against my hips and tried to push her hips up off the California-King mattress. I kept fucking, pounding down harder and harder, proving just how badly I wanted this part.

Then I felt the warm tingling. Colours flashed in my eyes as my legs trembled. Suddenly, I was filling her post-menopause cunt with a flood of hot cum. And she loved it. She groaned with the biggest smile on her face. After I pulled out, she stuck a finger into her stretched pussy and pulled out a fresh finger of my load. She brought it to her lips and tasted it. It was a strange sight, but I pretended like it turned me on.

I waited a moment before saying, “So I should be on set Monday morning, correct?”

She nodded her head. “The call sheet will go out tomorrow or the next day. A car will pick you up from the address you gave to the production.”

“Great!” I said, hopping to my feet. I went to grab my clothes so I could leave, but then she stopped me.

“Spend the night with me. You can hold me, and then maybe you can have your own sloppy seconds,” she said with a big grin. And I managed to force a big, fake smile. It was some of the best acting that I’d done in my entire career, and there wasn’t even a camera in the room. I put my clothes back down and I crawled back into the bed with her. And fifteen minutes later, I was sticking my cock back into her pussy. I could feel my old cum, squashing against my shaft—it was still warm in an off-putting way. But I still managed to fuck her senseless, and I still managed to come a second time.


CHAPTER 2
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Istill hadn’t read the script for the first episode. I’d hardly even read the e-mail from the assistant director, explaining the show’s shooting format. There was so much technical mumbo-jumbo. I just wanted to act. I didn’t want to think about technical details.

The production planned to shoot a new episode every week: five days per episode, shooting nine pages per day. I would have to memorize all of my next day’s lines each night, and according to that technically e-mail, there would be a few ten-hour turnarounds, which meant I had ten hours to get home, learn my lines, and sleep. But the production would provide three meals per day, and I had the option of sleeping in my trailer overnight, which was equipped with a twin bed.

They sent me the first twelve scripts in the mail: five hundred and forty pages of script. It was a heavy stack of paper, and my agent urged me to read all of it before agreeing to the show’s terms—but even the agreement contract was a heft twenty-page document, crammed with legal jargon. I just wanted to act. I just wanted to play Benny, the loveable best friend of the main character.

Ken Hurt was cast to play the main character—and yes, I do mean the Ken Hurt. I was so excited to meet him. I’d never met a famous person before. The man was friends with Tom Cruise for crying out loud! Maybe Tom would swing by the set one day and I would get to meet him too.

It was Sunday afternoon when I got that first call sheet, just fourteen hours before my call time. Along with the call sheet came my sides: an edited version of the script that only included my lines and the lines of the actors in my scenes. For my first day on set, I only had two short scenes, with only a few lines in each scene—still more than I’d ever had in my life. I spent the next couple of hours marching around my apartment memorizing the lines. Then I looked at that pile of scripts and wondered if I should at least read the script for the first episode, so I could understand the context of my first few lines.

But I was hungry, and I still had a few friends to call, to share the amazing news with. I didn’t end up getting around to that first script that evening. I didn’t read that script at all before I showed up on set that next morning.

The makeup girl that met me at the parking lot—called the ‘circus’—was a cutie. She was freshly out of cosmetic school—and it looked like she was also freshly out of high school. She had short black hair with straight bangs cut just over her eyes. She was tiny, child-sized, and she wore a tiny black dress, which only barely covered her young perky tush. She led me to her makeup trailer before I was even able to explore my own trailer, which was just two trailers down. She sat me down in front of a large mirror and then she started staring closely at my face, inspecting me, as if she was thinking very hard about which products to use on my face.

“I’m Dale, by the way,” I said.

She was slow to respond. “Katie,” she finally said. “I think I see what they’re going for here.”

“You see what they’re going for?”

She nodded her head. “The next few episodes should be interesting.” She nodded her head, as if she was agreeing with herself. “Luckily, today will be easy—just basic corrective. And your skin is pretty much clear, so we’re just going to brush on a bit of powder.”

“Okay—sounds good,” I said. I didn’t really know what she was talking about, but I didn’t bother asking. She seemed busy. Since we’d sat down, a few of the extras had streamed into her trailer, and they were all waiting patiently behind me to have powder brushed onto their faces. The assistant director kept appearing in the doorway every two minutes to ask for a time estimate, as if he couldn’t keep track of the time himself. And in case that wasn’t enough, Katie’s walkie-talkie kept crackling with various voices. “How’s makeup coming along?” “Is Hurt through makeup yet?” “Can we get Benny’s double on set.” “Benny—is he through makeup yet? B-Camera wants to get some inserts while we’re waiting. Is that possible?”

I was used to student film set: crews of three or four people, working slowly and meticulously. I wasn’t used to this fast-paced chaos. But I did my best to pretend like it was all good. I smiled and sauntered casually, making everyone think that I was a seasoned pro, and that I was meant to be on that set.

They got me in front of two cameras with a microphone dangling over my head. Crew members fluttered around me like moths for a minute, and then the king moth called out, “Let’s lock it down and go for picture!” and that sent all of the little moths scurrying away, behind the lights, leaving that set suddenly vacant.

Then, Ken Hurt stepped onto the set. He was tall in real life, and his body seemed to radiate a special aura. He was intimidating, with a big presence. His sudden existence seemed to make the whole set become quiet. I probably wasn’t the only one who grew up with him on my television screen. He was a famous child, appearing in some seriously big movies. He was the star of one of my favourite all-time childhood movies: Puck Boys. In that film, he led his hockey team to one of the greatest screen victories of all time, beating the young Russian team in overtime. And of course I know that the movie wasn’t real, and that they got a stunt double to do all of the skating scenes—which was about half of the movie—but that didn’t make me any less star struck when Ken Hurt stepped up in front of me and looked into my eyes.

“Okay, let’s skip rehearsal and go right to picture. I think everyone’s ready. Let’s roll sound.”

I suddenly forgot all of my lines. I could feel the gaze of every single crewmember staring at me—though I knew they were probably all looking at Ken. The pressure was intense. I was worried that I was about to vomit all over Ken’s chest. Would they fire me? If I couldn’t remember any of my lines, how long would it be before they brought in another actor to fill my role? Would it be done before the end of the day?

“And action!” the director yelled. Now the set was dead silent.

“So have you told your dad yet?” Ken said.

“My dad?” I said, confused.

Ken’s eyes narrowed. “You did talk to your dad—didn’t you?”

I stared at him, and then I looked around. Weren’t we supposed to be going for picture? Why was Ken asking me about my dad? Why did Ken even know anything about my dad?

“Benny—you’re acting funny. Is everything alright? You were going to talk to your dad. Did you talk to him yet, or what?”

“Cut!” the director shouted. “What the hell’s going on? Why isn’t Benny talking?”

And then I realized Ken was doing the scene. He was supposed to ask if I talked to my dad, then I was supposed to tell him that I hadn’t. Those were the lines. But Ken’s acting was so good that I thought he was just casually chatting with me at the worst possible time.

“I’m so sorry,” I said. “I just—I blanked. It won’t happen again.”

“Okay, let’s roll sound and try again.”

“Sound is speeding!”

“Camera’s rolling!”

“Scene twelve, take two!”

“Mark it!”

The slate clapped and we were alone on the set again. Ken looked into my eyes and said, “So have you told your dad yet?”

I shook my head. “Not yet,” I said. I still couldn’t believe that Ken Hurt was talking to me. Ken Hurt was looking into my eyes. We were working together. It was a dream come true! I could still picture that iconic scene: Ken gets the breakaway pass and darts down the middle of the ice. The crowd stands up and the place becomes silent. He nearly trips on his broken blade, but somehow he manages to stay up on his feet—

“Benny?” Ken said. “Earth to Benny—you in there?”

“Um, yeah—sorry—say that again,” I said.

He sighed. “I said: you’re going to have to tell your dad at some point. He’s going to be mad, but you have to do it.”

“Yeah, yeah, I’ll get around to it. I just—I need some more time,” I said.

“I ran into Marsha at the store the other day. She was asking about you.”

“What did you tell her?” I said.

“I told her to ask you. I still don’t know what I’m allowed to say.”

“I’ll reach out to her at some point.”

Ken scoffed. “At some point,” he said. “Just like with your dad?”

And that was the scene. I just finished doing a scene with one of my childhood heroes. I had to strain to fight away the smile. The director finally yelled cut and I was able to let that grin crack. We had to do the scene again because of my fuck up at the beginning—but the third take went smoothly, and then we were moving onto a new angle, and then a new scene.

Ken didn’t stick around to chat with me. Once they were setting up for a new scene, he was gone, off to his trailer to be by himself. So I did the same thing. I wanted to be just like him. I wanted to be on that same professional playing field that he was on… And technically, I was. We had identical trailers and we were acting in the same show. Of course, he had a bigger role than me and he was being paid much more—but still, we were there together, and surely that meant something.

My next scene was much smoother than my first. It was a simple scene, where I see my dad on the street. He walked over to me and asked, “What’s new?” I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Nothing at all.”

“You still with that girl?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No. We split up.”

“Why? Your mother loved her. C’mon, Benny—you can’t keep disappointing your mother like this.”

“Alright, dad. I’ll see you later. I have to get to a meeting.”

And that was my final scene for the day. One of the production assistants led me to a car and then I was en-route home while dozens of crewmembers buzzed around set, burning off the last of their coffee-energy.

The driver of the car was a Middle Eastern man with a thick accent. He didn’t say much, until we were just a few blocks from my apartment. Then he broke his silence and asked, “Are you one of the actors?”

“I sure am,” I said. “Are you one of the drivers?”

He laughed at my dumb joke. “I was just hired this morning. I’ll be your driver all week. My name is Mohammed.”

“Nice to meet you, Mohammed. I’m Dale.”

“So what’s this TV show about, Dale?” he asked as we pulled up to my apartment building.

I opened my mouth to reply, and then I remembered that I still had no idea what the show was about. I thought for a moment, stuttering slightly, and then I said, “It’s like a drama about friends.”

“So like the show, Friends, but not funny?” he asked.

“I guess kind of like that. And there are some companies that are fighting. I work for one of the companies, but my best friend works for another one. To be honest with you, Mohammed: I’m not too sure myself. I still have to read through the scripts.”

“Well I’m sure it will do very well,” he said.

I got out from the car and made my way up to my apartment. And as I was climbing the stairs, I found myself trying to figure out the answer to my driver’s question: what was the show about? I really didn’t have any clue. What was the deal with my character and his dad? What was it that my character was supposed to be telling him?

When I got up to my apartment, I had a new e-mail in my inbox: tomorrow’s call sheet. I looked at the scenes and then I grabbed the episode script. I flipped through to the scenes I had to memorize. And then I became cold and speechless as a lump formed in my throat. In the scene, I was dressed in lingerie and a wig. The scene opened with me putting on makeup, and then Ken walked in. He came up to me and kissed me, even though I wasn’t quite finished with my eyeliner.

So that was the secret I was keeping from my father: I was a cross-dressing homosexual—or possibly a transgender. Maybe I should have read the script before agreeing to the show. And now I was in a horribly awkward position.

I couldn’t just drop out of the production now. A thousand man-hours had already been spent on that first day—and probably close to a hundred thousand dollars of production money. If I dropped out, I would probably never find work again. I would be blacklisted. But I couldn’t let my friends and family watch me dolled up like a chick, making out with a dude! When I decided I wanted to be an actor, I wanted to be like Bruce Willis. I wanted to swing from buildings and I wanted to shoot guns and say cool one-liners. I didn’t want to play a closet homosexual!


CHAPTER 3
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Icalled my agent. “Do I really have to do this? Can’t they do re-writes or something?” I asked. “Please tell me they can get a double in for me—right? It’s not actually going to be me dressed up like a girl.”

“I told you to read the scripts before you signed the agreement,” my agent said.

“Well I didn’t, okay? So sue me.”

“Well if you drop out now, they’re going to sue you. So you’re going to show up on set for your call time tomorrow and you’re going to wear whatever the wardrobe department wants you to wear, and you’re going to let the makeup girl put whatever she wants on your face. And you aren’t going to complain, unless you want to throw your whole career into the gutter. Is that what you want?”

I groaned. Why did no one tell me about this before I signed those papers? They couldn’t seriously expect me to read all of those scripts between my callback and my meeting with the producers. No one could read that much in such a short period of time!

“I don’t want to kiss another man,” I said.

“It’s part of being an actor. You want to open doors to other roles, then you’ll kiss whoever they tell you to kiss.”

“But Ken is my childhood hero!” I said.

“So what? Get over it,” my agent said, and then she hung up the phone. And I was starting to think that she knew about the whole gay aspect of my character before she even sent me out for the audition.

I went to my bed and I threw myself down. I planted my face deep into my pillow and I groaned loudly. I was going to look so stupid. My friends would mock me endlessly. My parents were going to be so disappointed in me. They wanted me to go to business school, but I begged them to send me to acting school instead. That was already enough shame for them. Now they would have to deal with having all of their friends seeing their son making out with a man on camera, while dressed in what the script described as ‘sexy lingerie’. I groaned again.

And I didn’t sleep much that night. I paced around my apartment, trying to think of some sort of solution to this nightmare. Maybe I could go to the producer whose pussy I ate and fucked repeatedly, and I could beg her to get a double in my place. Then I could warm my parents, and make sure they knew they were about to see a double, and not me at all.

It was around midnight when I decided to take a peek at the other scripts. I went to that deep box and pulled them out. I flipped through the many pages, finding my scenes. I had lots of scenes in episode eight—and I was a chick in all of them. By episode ten, I didn’t have any male scenes left. My character was set to become a full-fledged woman. So I couldn’t tell my family that a double was doing my female scenes—then they would just assume that I was lying or unemployed!

But it was a scene in episode two that made my heart sink into my stomach. I had a sex scene with Ken, set in an office. The scriptwriter described us as naked, rubbing our crotches together. ‘We don’t see their penises, but we do see their hips grinding,’ the writer wrote. ‘Ken teases Benny’s nipples with the tip of his tongue,’ was another line. I felt sick. How were they going to film that scene? What kind of protection could they put on us so that our cocks wouldn’t actually be touching? We were on top of a desk—with no blankets or clothes. And the writer kept describing wide shots…

I ran to my computer and did some research. ‘How do they film sex scenes in movies,’ I asked Google.

I found a filmmaking website with the answer I was looking for—and the answer I was dreading. ‘Most films use special angles to hide the action. Usually, directors will have the actors covered by blankets. But in wide shots where there is nothing covering the talent, usually the actors are really pressed together and naked. They understand that it’s just for the shot, so there’s usually not any arousal. But sometimes actors do get aroused. Professionals understand that rubbing can cause arousal, so they know not to judge.’

So unless the production had some sort of special harness, I would be rubbing cocks with Ken Hurt, my childhood hero.

I didn’t get any sleep that night. I read through the many scripts. Episode two wasn’t the only episode with a sex scene. There was another scene, where I cheat on Ken with my boss. And again, the scene was described with wide shots. He takes me from behind and rams me while ‘Benny moans in ecstasy’. The writer even described my butt cheeks rippling from the impact of my boss’ pelvis. I nearly gagged.

So not only was my character a transitioning transgender—he was also a complete whore. It was 4:00 AM, two hours before my call time, when I found myself in front of my bathroom mirror, staring at my reflection, trying to figure out how stupid I was going to look. Maybe I would get lucky and the show would be cancelled before the second episode even aired. Or maybe something would happen with the production and none of these episodes would air. Wouldn’t that be perfect? Or maybe the show would get sold to another TV channel, in some other country, so none of my friends would ever see it. A man can hope, right?

Mohammed buzzed my apartment at 5:55 AM. I was exhausted as I crawled into his sleek black car. “How did you sleep, Mr. Dale?” he asked with his thick accent.

“Just fine,” I said with a hoarse voice.

“Are you ready for another day of filming?” He was chipper, as if he’d slept for twelve hours and subsequently consumed four cups of strong coffee.

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said. My body felt colder and colder as we became closer and closer to the set. My mind was spinning. We were only filming the kiss scene today, but I knew what was coming.

When we pulled onto the lot, I saw that little makeup girl waiting for me. She watched as the car pulled up and came to a stop, and then she waited by my back door—waiting for me to emerge. But I was too afraid. I wanted to stay in that car forever. I didn’t want to show my face. I didn’t want anyone to see how humiliated I already was.

“Do you need me to open your door, Mr. Dale?” Mohammed asked.

“No, Mohammed,” I said. “I can do it. I just need a second.”

“Okay. I think they’re waiting for you though.”

“I know, Mohammed,” I said. I slowly reached for that door handle. I wanted to throw up. I didn’t want to know what I would look like as a tranny slut. But I had to think of those doors that my agent was talking about: the opportunities that would be created for this little portion of humiliation. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe none of my friends would even tune into the show. I was pretty sure that none of my friends had watched any of the student movies that had been tossed up on YouTube—so why would they watch this? And as for my parents—I could just tell them not to watch… They would listen, right?

Katie tapped on the window. “You coming out? We’ve only got thirty minutes before they need you on set.”

I groaned one last time, and then I opened that door.
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Iclosed my eyes as soon as I was in the makeup chair. People kept filtering in and out of that makeup trailer, getting their faces touched up by the other artists—but Katie was assigned to me and only me for that morning. She worked quickly but carefully. I felt her many products gliding over my face. It was hard not to twitch when she was drawing on my eyelids. And she kept saying things like, “Oh, this is starting to come together,” and, “you’re looking so good.” But I didn’t believe her for a second. I didn’t want to open my eyes and see my embarrassing face.

By ‘good’, I assumed that she meant that I looked like a ridiculous tranny. Was that not the goal? Maybe this was a comedy and my ridiculous appearance was supposed to be the comic relief.

“How close are we with Benny?” a male voice asked behind me.

“She’s five minutes away,” Katie said. Then that same voice crackled through the walkie-talkies: “Benny is five away! Over!” Did I just hear Katie say ‘she’? Were they doing that for me—because they thought it would help me get into character? Or did they really think that I was suddenly a girl?

And I still hadn’t opened my eyes. I was too afraid. They were better off shut. Maybe I could keep them closed for the rest of the day. Maybe Katie could draw pupils on the backs of my eyelids.

“Okay. You need to get into wardrobe quickly,” Katie said.

“Hey, Benny. I’m here to take you to wardrobe,” said another female voice behind me. But I was still too afraid to open my eyes and face my fate. I wanted to stay blind. I didn’t want to know how embarrassing I looked.

But I knew the humiliation was inevitable, so I forced my eyes open. And then I found myself staring at my reflection. And shockingly, I kind of looked like a chick. My eyes appeared large and bright. My lips looked full and my cheekbones were prominent, thanks to a bit of contouring. I had to reach up and feel my skin, to make sure Katie hadn’t slipped a prosthetic mask onto my face. But that was really my face—though it wasn’t really my hair. It was a blonde wig with straight-cut bangs. It was cute, covering my forehead, making me look a little bit more like a girl.

“Benny—c’mon. We’re running behind,” said the costume girl, calling me by my character name. I stood up slowly, keeping my gaze glued to the mirror. I just couldn’t believe that I actually looked like a chick.

Did that old producer woman know that I would look like a chick? Is that why she cast me? And was it better that I looked like a legit woman? Or did that just make this whole thing even more embarrassing? No—I don’t think it made it more embarrassing, though it didn’t make it any less embarrassing. I’d already reached maximum embarrassment.

The costume trailer was three doors down from the makeup trailer: a short walk that took a lifetime. Buzzing crewmembers slowed down to look at me. Gazes from all directions fell upon me, making my skin crawl with coldness. One of the grips even stopped and stared right into my eyes. I had to look away quickly as my heart stuttered.

I felt relieved once I was inside the costume trailer, alone with that single girl. “Take off your clothes,” she said bluntly as she started searching through a long rack. I noticed my name printed on a tag on the end of that rack. Were all those outfits for me? There were a few male shirt and pairs of pants at one end, but the vast majority of the rack consisted of dresses, skirts, and lingerie. Now I knew why that original actor dropped out after the pilot got picked up for an actual series—he was probably hoping that it wouldn’t, or maybe this transgender thing was added once the series got the green light.

The girl pulled a tiny red dress off the rack. “Put this on,” she said, even though I was still wearing my clothes. Her eyes narrowed and she gasped. “What are you doing?” she snapped. “I told you to get undressed! Are you trying to get me fired? Because they’re going to fire me—not you. Please—take off your clothes!” Her face was turning red. So I quickly pulled my shirt off, and then I slipped down my pants. “Boxers too—c’mon. I’ll need to find you a pair of panties.” She started digging through little drawers frantically.

I awkwardly pulled down my boxers. I felt so exposed and vulnerable—and that feeling only got worse once I started wriggling into that tight red dress. It wasn’t even long enough to cover my dangling cock. I held a hand between my legs until the costume girl gave me a pair of red panties, which matched the dress. I slipped them up quickly, happy to have something holding my cock from dangling down in plain sight.

And now she was holding out a pair of heels. “Put these on. Quick. They’re coming for you.”

I really didn’t want to be dressed up like a chick. And I really didn’t want to wear a pair of high-heels. But more than anything, I didn’t want to get anyone in trouble—not even that costume girl who had a terribly annoying, high-strung personality.

The shoes fit surprisingly well, though I nearly fell over as soon as I tried to stand. I grabbed onto the edge of a nearby counter and gasped.

The costume girl sighed. “Please tell me you know how to walk in those.”

“Why the hell would I?” I said.

“Hmm, let me think…” she said, scratching her chin in a condescending way. “Oh right! Because you were cast to play a girl, maybe?”

I was liking her less and less. And I was almost tempted to take the shoes and the dress off, just to get her into trouble. But I bit down on my tongue and tried to remain professional. Ken Hurt would remain professional under the same circumstances, so that’s what I did.

I tried to stand upright, wobbling slightly as I extended my arms out to my sides for balance. I took a step and nearly twisted my ankle. I heard the costume girl scoff behind me, but I fought back the urge to look back and give her a dirty look. I took another step. This one wasn’t so bad. And then I took another. Maybe the heels weren’t so bad. Maybe I would get used to them after a few minutes.

I took a step towards the door and then the assistant direction appeared in the doorway. “Is Benny ready? Can we take her to set?” He looked into my eyes and then he looked down my body. “Is that hair? Didn’t you shave her legs? She can’t be on camera like this. And her armpits! You didn’t shave her at all!” The assistant director slipped into the trailer and slammed the door behind him. He grabbed his walkie-talkie and said, “We’re two minutes away—there’s been a delay in the costume department.”

“What? So that’s my job now?” the costume girl said with her hands on her hips.

“I don’t care—just do it!” the assistant director said. “Go grab a razor and some shaving cream. Get it done!” He buzzed for assistance, and then ten seconds later, I was being swarmed by girls with shaving cream and razors. They were all working on different parts of my body. One girl was on her knees with her hands under my skirt. She grabbed my package and lifted it up so that she could shave underneath it. I’d never felt more humiliated and violated in my life. I was starting to wonder if being an actor really was something that I wanted in life. Maybe accounting was more my speed.

“Okay, now let’s get her to set! Quickly!” the assistant director shouted. Everyone fluttered away, like a pack of seagulls being chased off. I looked down at my smooth legs. They were strangely shiny.

Someone grabbed my wrist and started pulling me towards set. My mind was racing too fast that I couldn’t even process who was pulling me—maybe the AD, or maybe the costume girl—or maybe just a PA looking for a raise.

I saw the crowd of crewmembers appearing in the distance. They were all standing, all waiting, and now they were all looking at me. My legs trembled and tried to collapse. I took a deep breath in and my whole body felt suddenly cold. I felt naked in that little dress. I kept reaching down to make sure it was covering my cock—and to make sure the little panties were still holding my cock in place.

The set light seemed brighter than ever before. I squinted as I stumbled onto the set. Then I saw Ken standing by the doorway, ready to do the scene. He looked at me with wide eyes, up and down my body—and then I realized I hadn’t quite reached the climax of my humiliation before—that was happening now. My childhood hero was seeing me in a wig and high heels. And if he was ever going to remember me, this was probably the image he would have in his mind. I felt so stupid, and I was starting to feel very ill as well.

“Okay people!” the director shouted. “We’re way behind schedule this morning, so we have to be efficient. I have a lot of shots I want to get. So we’re going to skip rehearsal and the actors are going to nail this scene. So let’s get quiet on set so we can get started.” That silence came quickly. Now, I swear I could hear my heart pounding into my ribcage. “Someone show Benny to her first position!” the director shouted. And there was that ‘her’ again; the more I heard it, the more my gut turned.

Someone guided me to a green X on the ground. Then the assistant camera hopped in with the slate. “Scene fourteen, take one!”

“Mark it!”

The slate clapped and the set cleared.

“Everyone quiet—and action!” the director shouted.

And I quickly tried to remember what I was supposed to do. I closed my eyes for a second and remembered that I was supposed to be getting ready. I turned and saw the mirror: my own dolled up reflection. There was a clean makeup brush sitting on the little desk, so I picked it up. Then I looked up at myself again. I brought that brush to my face, and then I gently started brushing my left cheek. I saw the camera in the mirror, moving in closer on its track. And then I saw Ken approaching from my right. I looked over.

“Are you finally going out?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No,” I said, putting on my best female voice. And then I tried desperately to remember the rest of my line. “I—uh—I’m doing this for you.”

“Why don’t you come out with me? No one will recognize you.”

“Why don’t you come to the bedroom with me?” I put my hands on his shoulders. My heart dropped into my stomach as I looked into his eyes. He was looking down at my chest. He gently moved his hands up and down my sides, sending chills through my body.

“What about Tony?” he said.

“Tony isn’t here, is he?” I leaned forward and closed my eyes. I puckered my lips and then I felt his lips press against mine.

I was kissing a man. I’d gone twenty years without letting a hint of gayness into my life—and now I was practically drowning in it. And the kiss wasn’t ending. He was really kissing, gently sucking my bottom lip while his nose nestled in comfortably against mine. His hands gently clutched my sides. The director wasn’t yelling cut. Why wasn’t he yelling cut? How much kissing could he take?

I had to keep acting. I couldn’t just stand still like a fool. I so started moving my hands up and down his body. He was rigid and muscular under his clothes. I could feel the subtle bumps of his ribs, and then I could feel the bulging of his shoulder muscles.

A bit of his tongue gently slipped into my mouth, rendering me frozen. Was he just method acting—or was he enjoying the kiss a little bit too much? The camera couldn’t see that tongue, so why push it forward? What was I supposed to do with it? I wanted to spit it out and wipe my face, but I didn’t want to ruin the scene. Why wasn’t this goddamn scene ending?

Finally, the director called cut. And he was happy with the shot. “Let’s move on!” he said with excitement. But that wasn’t the end of the kissing. He wanted to get four more shots of that same scene: different angles of that long kiss. And for the next shots, we weren’t so lucky to get it perfectly in the first take. “Let’s get a second take for the camera!” the director said. “Let’s get a third for sound. Apparently the lavs are muffled.” I lost track of how many times I kissed Ken Hurt that morning—at least fifteen times.

And that was my only scene for the day. I only had one other scene that week—just the four scenes in that first episode.

Mohammed drove me home after I was finished lunch—and after I’d cleaned off my makeup and changed into my male clothes. “How was shooting today, Mr. Dale?” he asked.

“Fine,” I said. But my voice was far from convincing.

“Did something bad happen?” he asked, apparently picking up on the dread in my voice.

“No. Everything went fine. They’re on schedule and they got exactly what they wanted.”

“That’s good, Mr. Dale. No?”

“I guess so,” I said, sinking into my seat.

“You have a few days off now, no?” he asked.

“One day off,” I said.

“Well, if you need me. Here’s my card. My number is on the back.” He handed me his card and I slipped it into my pocket.

I could still taste Ken on my lips. I could still feel the sensitivity on my chin from his rubbing stubble beard. I’d just spent my whole morning making out with a man while dressed like a chick. And now, I had one week to prepare myself for much worse. In one week, Ken and I would be rubbing our naked bodies together for a simulated sex scene.


CHAPTER 5
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Memories from that morning on set tormented me for the next twenty-four hours. I showed and brushed my teeth multiple times, but I could still taste Ken on my lips, and I could still smell his musk on my body. I was starting to think that it was just in head—lingering permanently in the front of my mind.

But it was the next night—the night before my final day on set for that first episode—when I remembered what my agent told me: a professional actor sometimes has to do things that he doesn’t want to do. Sure, this character made me uncomfortable, but it was creating opportunities. Now I had a credit on a TV show that would play on actual TV channels—channels that people around the country actually got, and not just obscure public television channels. I wasn’t the first straight actor to kiss a man on camera. Hell—some people won Oscars for playing homosexuals. Maybe I would win some awards for my portrayal of a transitioning trans chick.

If I was going to win any awards, I was going to have to learn to bite my tongue a little bit harder. I was going to have to get used to the idea of being a chick on a TV show, and I was going to have to learn to be comfortable with people seeing me in drag.

I found myself thinking about the actor who got me into acting: James Raco. He had multiple Academy Awards and he was always playing big characters. No two roles were ever the same for James Raco. He was apparently an intense actor. Actors who worked with him called him ‘strange’ and ‘quirky’, and he embraced that strangeness. And maybe it was time for me to take a page from James Raco’s book.

So I called up Mohammed and asked if he could take me to set. He was at my apartment ten minutes later. “Did they change the schedule, Mr. Dale?” he asked as I stepped into his car.

“No—I just wanted to spend a few hours on set,” I said. “To get ready for tomorrow and next week.”

“Sure thing, Mr. Dale.” He took me to set. They were in the process of shooting scenes that didn’t involve my character. Everyone was busy, as usual. I wondered if that set ever died down, or if it was crawling with caffeine-fuelled crewmembers twenty-four hours of the day. I was lucky to be an actor and not a grip or a PA. Some of those guys must have been working eighteen hours shifts!

No one noticed me sauntering through set towards the makeup trailer. The trailer was empty as a shot was underway. Katie was probably on standby for final touches. So I just let myself in and I sat down in my usual spot. The desk was covered in makeup supplies—far more than I knew what to do with. But I needed to learn, because every girl knows how to do her own makeup. So how could I play a convincing girl if I didn’t even know what ‘primer’ was for?

I spent the next two hours in that trailer while they nailed off shots on the nearby set. I read the directions on all of the products, and I experimented on my face, cleaning myself off constantly as I screwed up over and over. I was surprised when two of the makeup girls returned to the trailer with actors, and they didn’t even seem to notice me as the actors took different seats. I just kept practising.

And after two hours, my work wasn’t nearly as good as Katie’s, seeing as I didn’t go to school for cosmetics, but I was still impressed. I managed to get a similar dark look around my eyes. I even did a pretty good job at matching Katie’s contouring around my cheekbones.

I got into my wig and then I sauntered over to the costume trailer. I got a few looks from passing crewmembers, but I pretended not to notice—though my legs still trembled and my heart still ached. I needed to get used to that feeling. I needed to overcome my humiliation for the sake of my acting career. If I wanted to be one of the greats, I was going to have to learn to handle my vulnerability better.

The costume trailer was empty. I went over to my rack and I picked out a dress. It was a green cocktail dress. I had no idea which scene it was for, but it didn’t matter. It would do fine for my little practise session.

I got into the dress and then I found a pair of black strappy heels. I finished the outfit with a bit of costume jewellery, and then I stepped out of the trailer, back into the open where everyone could see me. And once again, I got a few looks. But instead of turning my gaze towards the ground, I forced myself to look into their eyes. I forced myself to smile back at the curious crewmembers, and then I forced myself to casually stroll over to the craft service table. A few male extras were grazing on snacks when I walked up. One of them looked over at me and smiled. “Hey there,” he said.

I smiled and nodded. “Hi,” I said, with my feminine voice. I was prepared for him to snicker, but I was surprised when he held himself together.

“Are you an extra or one of the actresses?” he asked.

I grabbed a bagel and popped it into the toaster. “I’m just visiting the set,” I said.

“A producer?” he asked.

I shook my head. “Just visiting.”

He nodded his head. “Well you’re pretty enough to be one of the actresses,” he said with a little wink. And still, he wasn’t snickering. Did he actually think that I was a chick? Could he not tell from my appearance or my voice that I was a dude in a dress? He stepped closer to me. “You know, before I became an extra, I would do the same thing. I would just walk onto sets and eat the food, and I would try to spot famous actors—just like you’re doing.”

I nodded my head, waiting for my bagel to finish.

“One time I saw Tom Cruise,” he said. “You know that they can’t actually kick you off the set when you’re on public property? They can kick you off if you’re on private property, of course. But if they’re filming on the street—there’s nothing they can do. But they’ll pretend like they own the place. They’ll tell you to leave, as if they’re allowed to. But they’re really not. I’m Walt, by the way.” He extended his hand out towards me. “You know who’s on this set? Ken Hurt. I saw him a couple of times. He only leaves his trailer when he’s going to set. But I bet he’d let a girl like you into his trailer.”

“Ken Hurt, huh?” I said.

“Yeah. The Ken Hurt. I heard he made out with some gay dude yesterday. I don’t think he’s gay though. He doesn’t come across as gay to me.”

And I realized in that moment that Walt really had no clue that he was talking to a man. My bagel popped. I quickly spread on some peanut butter, and then I excused myself from our conversation. I had nowhere to go, but I wanted to keep going. I wanted to continue my practise—with the heels and with my mannerisms. I found myself watching the actual actresses on the set. I studied the way they walked and the way they sat. Even the way they reached for door handles was different: careful and elegant. I tried to mimic they way they maneuvered the set.

Then I noticed the crowd forming across the street from where the crew was filming. People were coming to try and catch a glimpse of Ken Hurt. They had their phone cameras out and they were eagerly nudging one another for the best possible spot.

Suddenly, one of them pointed at me, and then everyone turned to look at me. More fingers pointed in my direction, and I suddenly became rigid. Did they recognize me? Or were they pointing at me because they thought I looked ridiculous?

“Hey,” a voice said behind me. I turned around and saw Ken walking towards me. “Do we have a scene together today?”

It took a moment to break free from my paralysis. The crowd wasn’t pointing and staring at me—they were pointing and staring at Ken, of course. “No,” I said. “I just came to, uh, try and get into character.”

He nodded his head. “Smart,” he said. “That’s rare these days. Most of the actors I work with just learn their lines ten minutes before filming and they spend the rest of their time playing video games in their trailers. It’s nice to see someone committed to their role.”

I smiled. “Thanks,” I said. Did I just receive a compliment from one of my childhood heroes? I wondered if the makeup was hiding my blushing cheeks.

He smiled and nodded and then he continued towards set. A warm sensation was left buzzing inside of my chest. I felt strangely proud and unnaturally confident. I walked over to a window to look at my reflection, and I saw that my face had turned a shade of dark red.

Then I noticed Walt standing nearby, leaning against one of the trailers. He was staring at me with a big grin. “So did he invite you back to his trailer or what?” he asked.

I laughed. “Nothing like that,” I said. And then I remembered why I was on set: to get into character. But there was more to my character than just looking like a chick.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


Iopened the door to my trailer and I let Walt in. He stepped in slowly and looked around carefully. “How did you know this trailer would be empty?” he asked.

“The actor I belongs to isn’t on set today,” I said.

He looked around with bright eyes while nodding his head. “It’s spacious. It’s bigger than the trailer they stuff all of us extras into.”

“So you’re just on set today, right?” I asked.

“Yeah. They only let you work as an extra once, sadly,” he said. “Tomorrow, I’ll be on that Marvel superhero movie they’re shooting on the other end of town. I’m going to be ‘Guy cowering from explosion’.”

I closed the door to my trailer and I flicked the lock. I went over to the mirror to check my makeup. My face was still a shade of dark red. My heart was pounding hard and fast. I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to figure out what the hell I was doing. Why did I just bring a stranger into my trailer?

And then I remembered: I was trying to get into my character, and my character was supposed to be a slut. She was supposed to approach sex casually and calmly—and there was no way that I was going to accurately portray that on film without a bit of practise.

But what did I plan on doing with Walt? Was I just trying to seduce him, and then once I had his interest, I would set him loose? It’s not like I actually planned to let him into my panties—did I? What would James Raco do? What would Ken Hurt do?

I looked away from the mirror and saw that Walk had already stripped off his shirt, and now he was getting out from his trousers. I paused as my heart skipped a beat. “What?” he said. “My scene is in fifteen minutes. We have to be quick.”

Did I tell him that we were coming to that trailer to fuck? Or did he just assume when I told him that I knew of an empty trailer?

“What’s wrong?” he asked. I was still standing still, consumed by frozen terror. I forced myself to take a deep breath in, and then I forced myself to smile.

“Nothing,” I said.

He shimmied his boxers down, revealing his short, thick cock. He was hairy, and his cock had more skin on it than it needed. I tried to swallow the thick lump in my throat, and then I tried to stop my mind from spinning in fast circles.

“Are you sure you want to do it?” I asked.

He laughed. “Of course I’m sure,” he said. “Look at you. You’re smoking hot. You’re probably the hottest girl I’ve ever been with.”

And I probably shouldn’t have taken it as a compliment, but I couldn’t help it. I ended up blushing. Then I looked down at his ugly cock. Could I do it? Could I force myself to touch it? Could I convincingly look interested in it? It was better that I get the nerves out of the way now, so that I wasn’t delaying the production again when it came to shooting my sex scene, which was just five days away now.

I stepped towards him and I looked up and down his hairy body. I tried not to gag at the thought of stroking his skin. I liked girls—not portly, hairy men. But would it make any difference once I was naked with Ken Hurt, in front of a whole crew? Would I be any more attracted to smooth muscles? What if Ken’s cock was just as fat and ugly? It was going to be rubbing against me, so I had to be ready for all the possibilities.

And maybe touching a cock wouldn’t be so bad. It’s just another part of the body, right? If anything, it’s cleaner than other parts of the body. It’s certainly cleaner than hands, and I let lots of people touch me with their hands. I slowly sunk down to my knees in front of Walk. I looked up at him and he looked down at me. I smiled and bit down on the edge of my tongue.

“Go ahead,” he said.

I looked down at his cock, which looked a bit like a deflated tube sock. I reached up for it and saw that my hand was trembling hard. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop my hand from shaking. I slipped my fingers around his loose skin and then I squeezed gently. His cock was warm. I gently pulled back, revealing his fat tip.

I bit down hard on my tongue again. If I could touch this man’s cock, then I could definitely endure a couple of hours naked on an office desk with Ken Hurt. But I didn’t just want to endure my time with Ken—I wanted it to look like I was enjoying that time. I was supposed to be a slut after all, and sluts love sex. So when I looked back up at Walk, I forced my dirtiest smile. I kept rubbing his fat cock. “Do you like that?” I asked with my most sensual voice.

“It’s nice,” he said.

I could feel his cock throbbing now: getting harder and longer. That loose skin was starting to stretch out, looking more and more normal. But his cock was extending to the side slightly, as if he spent a lot of his time jerking off with the same hand, permanently bending his shaft to his left.

I closed my eyes as my mind started spinning again. Was this really worth it? Was this really going to help with my performance? Or was I just doing something that I would end up regretting for the rest of my life? I opened my eyes and saw that his cock was long now: a lot longer than I thought it was going to get. It was thick, too—too thick for my short fingers to wrap around completely. I could feel lots of bulges along the long, uneven surface. It certainly wasn’t the smoothest cock.

“Suck it,” he said.

My stomach growled, as if it was threatening me, saying, ‘Don’t you dare suck that cock!’ But what else was I going to do? I couldn’t just sit on my knees jerking him off. Of course he was going to want more. So I closed my eyes, opened my mouth, and I started to lean forward. Regret came in tall, powerful waves: smashing into me hard. And that regret was always followed by a very short period of relief, knowing that this was going to make my performance better. And then came the period of questioning: Was this really going to help? And then that regret would come back, continuing the endless cycle.

His fat cock pressed through my lips. Thankfully, it didn’t have any taste to it, though I could feel his veins throbbing against my tongue. It was a weird feeling, but also strangely satisfying, knowing that those veins were throbbing for me. I was making him aroused. He was staring down at me with lust. It was the same strange satisfaction I got when I saw the wet pussy of that older producer woman. Her pussy was wet for me—and in a way, that was very flattering.

I ran the tip of my tongue down the length of his shaft. He let out a long, satisfied groan. Then, he reached down and put his fingers into my hair. My heart stammered, worried he would accidentally nudge off my wig. I had to remain still, so that he wouldn’t screw up my disguise. I kept sucking—carefully now. As I bobbed my head, my nose pressed down into his dishevelled pubic hair. Thank God he was clean.

“That feels so good,” he said with a deep groan. “Don’t stop.”

I pressed my lips tight around his member and I bobbed my head quickly. I used the tip of my tongue to stimulate that sweet spot under the tip of his cock. Suddenly, I could taste a drop of saltiness. Was it pre-cum? Was he getting closer to his orgasm? He let out another long groan.

And then I turned my gaze to the side, without spitting out his cock, and I saw my reflection in my closet mirror. It was a strange sight: me on my knees in front of a chubby man. I still couldn’t get over how girly I really looked, with my long blonde hair rolling over my shoulders, and that dark makeup around my eyes. I especially liked the sight of my smooth legs, planted firmly on that trailer floor. My feet looked cute in those heels. The heels were open-toed, making me wish that I had my toenails painted. Maybe that’s what I would do once I was finished sucking this man’s cock. And maybe I would get my fingernails done as well. Would the production notice the change?

Walt’s legs started to tremble. I could feel his cock bloating thick and twitching hard. He was about to come. I clutched the base of his shaft with my hand and then I braced myself for the upcoming cumshot. I knew it would taste gross, but it was better in my mouth than on my face. I didn’t want to redo all of my makeup—and I certainly didn’t want any getting into my hair. I wasn’t sure if that wig could even be washes, so I had to be careful.

“Shit,” he grumbled. I closed my eyes and tried to prepare myself—but nothing could prepare me for the blast I was about to receive in my mouth.

It came suddenly and it came hard. His shots were fast: bang, bang, bang! Each shot seemed to go in a different direction: against my left cheek, then my right, then the back of my throat, then the roof of my mouth. He groaned throughout his whole climax: an uninterrupted sound to accompany his orchestra of jizz. It was a bad taste—much worse than the salty appetizer he gave me a minute earlier. I wanted to spit that cum out immediately, but I didn’t want to ruin my makeup or my dress. I had to wait until he was finished unloading.

And once that last drop had joined the pool on my tongue, I spat out his cock and I ran over to my little sink. I bent over and then I carefully let his sticky substance fall down the drain. I had to spit and rinse to get it all out while Walt got himself dressed by my door.

“Well that was fun. I never got your name. We should do this again sometime. Maybe you can swing around that superhero set tomorrow.”

“Maybe,” I said, forcing a smile. That wave of regret was hitting me hard now.

Was it worth it? Or did I just do something that I would spend the rest of my life wishing I didn’t do? Did I even care about this role? I hardly even knew what this TV show was about for crying out loud!

But that was one thing about being a professional: it didn’t matter if it was a stupid public television show or if it was some epic Showtime masterpiece: a professional actor treats every show with the same level of professionalism and expertise. So maybe sucking that man’s ugly cock wasn’t such a bad thing.

Technically speaking, it was just another step in my process of sleeping my way towards the top.
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Idid as much preparation as I could before my sex scene the next week. I even snuck onto the set and stole a few outfits from my wardrobe rack, brought them home, and practised sauntering around my apartment like a girl. I even spent an entire night in one of the pieces of lingerie, sleeping with that soft satin against my skin. It was actually kind of nice, seeing as the satin was much softer than my sheets, and it was nicely fitted so it didn’t get bunch up like when I usually tried to wear clothes to bed.

I even took a few of my outfits onto the street. I walked around and tried to numb myself to the embarrassment of being seen by the public. But strangely, no one seemed to care—or maybe they just couldn’t tell that I wasn’t actually a chick. I even got a few casual smiles from people passing by. After being out for a couple of hours, my heart finally stopped pounding and I started to think: maybe casting me was a good call by that producer. Maybe I didn’t just get the part because I slept with her. I wasn’t sure if that was something to be proud of, or something to me terrified of…

But despite all of my preparation, nothing could prepare me for that sex scene with Ken. I thought I was ready and I was excited to show the director and Ken all of my hard work—and then the day came and my heart was slamming and stuttering all over again. I pulled myself out of bed slowly and realized I had cold beads of sweat all up and down the back of my neck. I got ready slowly, and at times I became lightheaded because I would stop breathing when I stopped thinking about breathing.

Was I really going to rub bodies with Ken in front of the whole crew? What if I got an erection? What would people think of me? What would Ken think of me? What if a take went on for too long and I ended up coming on him? Oh God—that would be so humiliating! I knew that they were going to frame the shots so that the cameras wouldn’t see our cocks—but that didn’t mean that the crew wouldn’t be able to see. The boom operator would still be standing feet away, from whatever angle was most convenient for the sound department.

Mohammed buzzed my apartment. I was slow to answer. “Mr. Dale—you’re going to be late for set. Are you not ready yet?” he asked with his thick accent.

“I’m coming down,” I said. And then I found myself frozen at my apartment door, with all of the same anxieties that I had before. Maybe all of that preparation was for nothing. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, remembering what an old mentor once told me. ‘Nervousness is good. It means that you’re excited.’ And was that true now? Was I excited? I certainly didn’t feel excited to rub cocks with my childhood hero—so what exactly was I excited about?

Mohammed zipped off the moment I was in the car, before I even had a chance to buckle up my seatbelt. His eyes were wide as he ran a few stop signs and blew through a couple of red lights. I held on tightly, feeling a little bit guilty. I knew that the production would blame him for my being late, and that was unfortunate. It certainly wasn’t his fault. If it was anyone’s fault, it was whoever wrote the episode—whoever wrote that sex scene in that office. Why couldn’t it just be a normal sex scene in a bed, with blankets?

Mohammed’s forehead was sweaty as he pulled up to the set. “I’m so sorry, Mr. Dale. You’re a few minutes late.”

“It’s okay, Mohammed,” I said. “I’ll see you this afternoon.” I got out from that car and could already feel the gazes turning towards me. I wasn’t even through makeup yet—but everyone knew what we were shooting. I saw a couple of grips carrying a desk towards the set: the desk that I would soon be laying on, with Ken on top of me.

Katie rushed up and grabbed me by the wrist. “You’re late,” she said, in case it wasn’t already obvious. “Let’s get you ready.”

This time, I watched as Katie did my makeup. I made careful note of which products she used and in which order she used them. I was surprised by how little of everything she was using: just a little flick of eyeliner and a little brushing of eye shadow. She hardly even touched my face with the blush, and she was very careful with the eyebrow filler. Apparently I was too heavy-handed with my own attempt. I ended up asking her how she got her eyeliner on so smoothly.

“The trick is to use your wrist while keeping your fingers still,” she said. Then she demonstrated the technique in the air. I tried to mimic the technique with my own invisible eyeliner. She looked at me curiously—it was the look I expected to get from everyone when I was out on the street the weekend before, but I was only just getting it for the first time now.

The costume girl was behind me, tapping her foot, waiting to take me away so that she wouldn’t get into trouble again. I followed her to her trailer and then watched as she ruthlessly dug around for an outfit. “Where is it?” she said. “It was right here—right at the end.” And then I remembered that I’d left a few outfits at my house.

“What are you looking for?”

“A little red dress. It’s just a tiny thing,” she said.

My heart stuttered. I had a little red dress lying next to my bed in my apartment. Was that the one she was looking for now? I took it off that rack—so it must have been. I forced a smile and pointed to a white dress on the other end of the rack. “What about that dress? Can I just wear that one?”

She sighed and shook her head. “I guess so. What other option do we have?” She snatched the white dress off the rack and thrust it towards me. “Get dressed—quickly.”

So I slipped out from my clothes—boxer shorts and all—and then I shimmied the dress up my body. “Thanks for shaving yourself,” the costume girl said. And then I felt embarrassed, forgetting until that moment that I’d shaved my legs the day before, while I was playing dress-up and trying to get into character.

“No worries,” I said, already using my girly voice, trying to get into the right headspace for the upcoming scene—even though I only had a single line.

The white dress was tight, but comfortable. It had a cute lace strip at the skirt and a cute lace strip up the middle, connecting the bit between my non-existent boobs. For my feet, the costume girl gave me a pair of lace-up gladiator boots, which I really adored. They made my legs look so sexy, and it was nice to know that I would still get to wear something during my sex scene—even if it was only a pair of boots.

“Let’s get Benny to set!” the assistant director’s voice crackled through the radio. “Shooting in five minutes!”

“Do you want me to tie a string around your dick?” the costume girl asked as I moved towards the door. The question took me by surprise.

“What?” I said.

“A string—around your dick. So that you don’t get hard.”

I felt my face turning red. I should have said yes, but I was suddenly flustered and embarrassed. “No—that’s fine,” I said. I didn’t want her to think that I was worried about getting erect with Ken. I didn’t want her thinking that I was even a little bit gay. But I really didn’t want to get an erection. I should have swallowed my pride and said yes.
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Ken wasn’t on the set when the assistant director told everyone to quiet down. “We’re going to go for picture. We’ve got a few angles to get through, so we need to be efficient this morning!” he said. I looked around for my scene partner, but he was nowhere to be seen. I was too afraid to ask the AD. I was too afraid to speak at all—even worried that I wouldn’t be able to say my single line before the sex scene started.

“Let’s get final touches!” the AD yelled. Katie rushed onto set and started brushing powder onto my face. Then she rushed away and the set became dead silent. “Let’s lock it up and roll sound!”

“Sound is speeding!”

“Scene eighteen, take one!”

“Mark it!”

The slate clapped, and I suddenly felt alone, standing in the middle of that fake office, next to that desk where I would lose my screen-virginity.

I stood completely still, even after the director said, “Action, Benny!” I just stood there, not sure what I was supposed to do. Was I supposed to have sex by myself? Were they going to add Ken in postproduction? Where was he? “Benny, let’s get a bit of movement. Explore the office a bit. Do some pacing—anything!” I took a deep breath and managed to break free from my terrified paralysis. I walked over to the desk and I inspected a few little trinkets. Then I heard the director shout, “Action, Ken!”

The office door suddenly opened, and there he was. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. So I had to fight through it. “Parker sold his shares this morning. It’s going to be in the news tomorrow,” I said. And that was my only line.

“Never mind that,” Ken said with a low, hoarse voice. He walked over to me and put his hands on my hips. Then he suddenly lifted me up onto the desk with impressive strength. I gasped: a real gasp and not just a bit of acting. Ken looked into my eyes and then he looked down my body. The lust in his gaze looked real—or maybe he was just a very good actor; I got goose bumps.

He took the skirt of my dress and tugged it up, revealing my panties. Then he grabbed them and pulled them down. I closed my eyes, feeling the gazes of dozens of crewmembers. I kept reminding myself that they didn’t care. They knew we were acting and they were all probably just thinking about lunch. They didn’t care about me or my cock. They weren’t interested in the fake sex that was about to happen on set. They’d probably worked through dozens of sex scenes before. Right?

I opened my eyes and saw that my cock was out in the open. Ken was caressing my sides, getting his fingers awfully close to my shaft. My heart skipped a beat. Could the camera see my cock? Was that okay? What was this show rated? Did I agree to nudity in my contract?

I felt my cheeks turning dark red.

Ken stepped back and started taking off his clothes. I watched nervously as my heart pounded relentlessly. My cock was still out in the open. I wanted so badly to cover myself up, but I didn’t want to ruin the take. I wanted to have as few takes as possible, and I was going to do everything in my power to make sure that was the case.

Ken dropped his boxers to the ground, revealing his long, thick shaft. I swear I heard a slight gasp coming from behind the camera. And I nearly let a gasp slip myself. Had Ken ever done a nude scene before? Was this his first? Was I his first?

He walked towards me, and I couldn’t take my gaze off of his cock, as it swayed gently from side to side. He climbed up onto the desk, suddenly on top of me, and he looked down into my eyes. He bent forward and kissed me. I was familiar with those lips—but I wasn’t familiar with that warm appendage dragging along my thighs. It was heavy and impossible to ignore. When it touched my cock, I flinched and nearly threw him off of me in a moment of terror.

But I had to stay in character. I closed my eyes and tried to force some elated sounds out from my mouth. He lifted my knees up and spread my legs, so that our crotches were pressed firmly together. At least now our cocks were hidden from the view of the crew around us.

He reached down and pretended to stick his shaft into me. Then he started to thrust, even though his limp cock was just pressed against mine. We were still kissing, still pressing our foreheads together, and still occasionally looking into each other’s eyes. It was terribly awkward—especially because I couldn’t stop feeling his warm, heavy cock against mine. I bit down hard on my tongue. I wasn’t attracted to him, but the rubbing was starting to create a tingling between my legs. I took a deep breath and tried to will that tingling away, but it was just getting stronger. I felt a pulsing, and I knew that I was getting an erection.

Oh God—this was already humiliating enough. Why wasn’t the director yelling cut? The script didn’t show the end of the fuck. It just said, ‘They have sex.’ Wasn’t this enough? How much did they need? And was this take good enough?

I wanted to reach down and cover my cock, so that Ken wouldn’t feel it growing and throbbing. I didn’t want to disgust him. I didn’t want him thinking that I was some sort of gay pervert.

“I’m so sorry,” I finally whispered—quiet enough that the boom wouldn’t hear it. He didn’t respond. He was in character and nothing could take him out. Unlike me, he was a total professional.

“Okay—cut!” the director finally shouted, after a full minute or two of cock rubbing.

Ken stood up and grabbed his boxers from the ground. Before he pulled them up his legs, I noticed his cock was semi-erect, sticking outwards as if he also got a bit aroused from our scene.

“Let’s move the cameras and get some new angles,” the director said. “And let’s be quick. I want to shoot in two minutes!”

I got up with a hand between my legs. I quickly pulled those panties up and then I bit down on my tongue, trying to will away the bulge that was no obvious in that tight dress. That bulge was still there when the 1st AC came onto the set with his slate. I tried to push it between my legs, so that it wouldn’t ruin the shot. It was a bit uncomfortable, but at least it was gone.

They rolled the cameras the they slated the shot. Then I was alone again, this time with an erection tucked awkwardly between my thighs.

“Okay. Everyone ready? And action!” the director shouted. I wandered towards the desk, toyed with some of the trinkets, and then Ken came into the room. The scene played out the same, with him walking over to me and lifting me up onto the desk as if I didn’t weigh any more than a pillow. He flipped up my skirt and pulled down my panties—and then my erection flipped up in the most humiliating way ever—slapping against my abdomen and throbbing where everyone on the set could see it. I just closed my eyes and pretended like no one was looking—but it didn’t help.

But Ken was a professional. He didn’t even flinch. He just rubbed my body the same way he did before and then he started getting undressed. I forced my eyes open, so that I wouldn’t ruin the take. I couldn’t take much more of this, so I needed each take to be perfect. I watched as he dropped his boxers, revealing that semi-stiff cock. Then he climbed on top of me and we played out the sex once again.

But this time we weren’t just rubbing flaccid cocks together. This time, he was rubbing his long shaft along my throbbing erection. I could feel his hot tip cruising down the length of my stiff shaft. I could feel his foreskin pulling back as he pulled mine up, and then vice-versa. The worst part about it was that it felt good. He reached down and pretended to stick his cock in me. Then he started thrusting, grinding our cocks together fiercely. But the friction was starting to hurt a little bit, so I gently spat into my hand and reached down, to add a bit of lubrication between us. He didn’t protest—though maybe he wanted to. Maybe he was just so desperate not to break character that he forced himself to remain silent. But with the spit between us, there was no pain leaving our cocks dry and raw. Now it actually felt kind of nice. The tip of his shaft was rubbing against the perfect spot, making my legs tremble. Was rock-hard now, and he was too. He was looking into my eyes, biting down on his tongue, grunting slightly with each thrust. I put my hands on his bare sides and felt his muscles.

And then the director yelled cut. This time, when Ken pulled himself off of me, I felt strangely disappointed—sad that the pleasure was over. But I knew it was for the best. I knew that it wasn’t a pleasure I wanted to indulge—especially in front of all those people.

“One more angle!” the director said. “Let’s move the cameras and go quickly. C’mon people!”

I awkwardly pulled those panties up and tried to tuck my throbbing erection between my legs. This time it really hurt, as I was very stiff. But I managed to keep it tucked until we were rolling on the next scene. This time, when Ken lifted me on the desk and pulled down my panties, my cock slapped hard and loud against my abdomen. Ken reached out and wrapped his fingers around it, stroking it gently before stepping back to take off his clothes. I was frozen with terror. Why did he just do that? Did the director tell him to do that, or did he just add that himself? No man had ever touched my cock like that before.

He climbed on top of me and pressed his raging boner against mine. He went through that same motion of pretending to stick it in me, and then we were off again, thrusting our shafts together. I closed my eyes and let my head fall down on the desk. It was as if there was never a break. My cock was already throbbing and buzzing and bloating. The rubbing felt good—too good. I bit down on my tongue and tried to clench, but that pleasure was just too great.

Then I came. I blasted the underside of his shaft with cum, and then I started blasting the inside of my flipped-up dress. “Oh God,” I said. “It feels so fucking good.”

Ken made a big thrust, dragging his cock through my expelled load. Then he pulled back and pulled that cum down the length of my cock. It was warm and sticky and gooey. Using the lubrication from that cum, he pulled his cock down and pressed his tip against my asshole. Then he started to press in—and I didn’t stop him. I just stared into his eyes and took a deep breath as his rod pushed into my body. He went deeper and deeper and deeper, and then he started thrusting inside of me—fucking me for real. I let a whimper out from my lips.

His face was turning red. The crew was silent. Could they see that we were really fucking? Whoever had a view between our legs—they could certainly see. But was there anyone standing at that angle? Was there anyone who could see his thick cock stretching out my asshole?

I gasped and clenched, grabbing his thick muscles tightly with my fingers. “Oh God,” I groaned.

“Shit,” he muttered. He closed his eyes and I felt his cock bloating wide. Was he about to come inside of me? I bit down hard on my tongue, and then I felt it: a strange fluttering inside of me as his cock unloaded shot after shot of warm jizz. A man was coming in my asshole. I was losing my anal virginity to Ken Hurt, my childhood hero.

“Cut!” the director yelled.

Ken groaned and then he pulled out, leaving my asshole agape. I remained still for a moment. My head was spinning quickly and my thoughts were pinging in every direction. I could feel that hot load rushing towards my puckering hole. I took a deep breath and then I forced myself up to my feet. I looked around and saw the crewmembers staring at me. I felt so humiliated, but strangely excited at the same time.

The AD walked up to me and said, “You’re done for the day. See you tomorrow.”

The crew started to take down the set, and it took me a moment to process what had happened. I looked down and saw that my dress was wet and stained with come. There was white goo dribbling down my legs—escaped from my asshole. And Ken was gone, already back at his trailer, probably cleaning himself up.


CHAPTER 9
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No one said anything to me as I made my way to Mohammed’s car. I had no idea what people saw—if anything at all. And I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what people saw. But that cold, nervous tingling stayed with me until long after Mohammed dropped me off at my apartment. I found myself pacing around my flat, trying to convince myself that what happened wasn’t that big of a deal—regardless of whether or not people saw him penetrate me, or if anyone saw me coming all over his cock and myself. We were just acting, and sometimes actors do things for real to make the scene more real.

In fact, I’d heard of a few movies where the actors actually had sex to make the scene better. At the end of the day, that was the goal: to make the show as good as possible. And that’s all we did: we made the show more realistic by adding a couple of real orgasms that the editor could choose to use or not.

But still, that nervous tingling stayed with me. I needed to find a distraction, and I ended up finding one in that little red dress that was next to my bed. I put it on and then I spent the next hour playing with the makeup I stole from the set. I practised the techniques that Katie showed me, and then I found myself forgetting all about the humiliating sex scene that so many people had watched, as if it was some sort of circus sideshow.

I spent the whole evening dolled up. I even made myself dinner wearing that little dress, and then I went across the street to buy a case of beer, still in the dress. The cashier didn’t seem to notice that I wasn’t actually a chick. And one of the guys in the shop kept trying to check out my ass. It was actually kind of flattering.

I fell asleep in that dress, and then I ended up sleeping in until Mohammed was buzzing my suite. I sprung up and realized I was still in makeup as well as the dress, but I didn’t have time to get myself cleaned up. So I had to awkwardly crawl into Mohammed’s car in that dress and makeup, like a party girl after a one-night-stand.

Mohammed didn’t recognize me at first. He nearly kicked me out of his car until I opened my mouth. Then he was silent with dark red cheeks for the whole ride to set. Katie, on the other hand, was thrilled. She liked the way I had my makeup done—only touching up a few things here and there. And the costume girl was glad to see me in the red dress. “I think you can wear that dress for the scene,” she said. So for once, I wasn’t dragging everyone down with me—and it was a nice feeling.

My scene was simple: just a quick conversation with a character I hadn’t met before. The actress was kind and professional. We ended up getting each shot with just a couple of takes. Then I was on my way home before lunch.

It was a week later when I got a call from one of the show runners, who wanted to meet me for a reason he didn’t explain over the phone. I assumed it had something to do with my character. The first episode was due to premiere soon and the trailer had already dropped just a couple of days before. And to my surprise, my character was prominently featured in the ad. They even showed a brief moment of my sex scene in the commercial, framing out the nudity, of course.

I was surprised when the show runner asked me to come by the set ‘in character’. I felt a little bit silly leaving the house in a tube top and a skirt, but I was also starting to like the attention I would get from strangers—attention I wasn’t used to getting normally. I liked it when men smiled at me, and I was even starting to like the dagger stares I would get from girlfriends and wives when their boys looked my way. It was all boosting my ego up a little bit higher, and making me think that I got the role because the role was meant for me—and not just because I ate out some old lady’s pussy.

The show runner’s office was on a large film lot. I had to check in at two separate gates, and both gates gave me clearance cards that I needed to use to get into the show runner’s building. Everyone in the building was dressed up in expensive clothes. I even caught a glimpse of Brad Pitt on my way towards the elevator. He was eating a sandwich in a big, comfortable waiting area. Even he looked over at me, taking a glance down my body. I blushed and moved along, worried he would realize I was a man if he was given enough time to come to that conclusion.

I knocked at the door of the show runner, George Hummel. “Come on in!” he called out. So I let myself into his large, bright office. He had a great view of the whole lot. I could see different crews buzzing around at different warehouses: so much filmmaking happening at one time, in one place. And George was like the king who got to sit back and watch all of it. “I’m so glad you made it. Please close that door,” he said.

I closed the door and then I took a seat in the open chair in front of his desk. But George didn’t sit. Instead, he paced around the room with his hands clasped behind his back. He was a thicker man with a big bald head and strangely narrow legs. He held his chin up high as he walked. “We test screened the first two episodes of the show recently. Your character did very well with our test audiences,” he said. “In fact, of all the actors on the show, people said that they wanted to see more of you.”

“That’s great,” I said. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to be using my girly voice or not. I decided to use it, just because I was in the outfit, so it only seemed natural.

“It is great. And the trailer has had a positive reception as well. We’re expecting big numbers for this first season. I imagine we’ll get renewed for at least another season in just a few weeks.”

I smiled and nodded my head. “That’s all great news.”

“This is just one show that I’m in charge of,” he said. He turned and looked out the window. “Sometimes it’s hard to keep track of all of the shows. See all those sets out there? I’m responsible for all of them. They go to me to pick the producers and the directors—and sometimes even the actors. I always get whatever I want. Do you know why?”

I shook my head. “Why?” I asked. I was still excited about the positive reception from the test audiences. It was nice to know that people weren’t just seeing me on screen and laughing. They were actually taking my character seriously. I didn’t just look like a bumbling fool.

“I get what I want because I’m never wrong. If I want a certain director, it’s because I know that director will make something amazing. If I want a certain actor, it’s because I know that actor is going to be a big star.” He turned to me and smiled. “I think you’re going to be a big star.”

My heart pounded and I tried not to make a goofy smile—but I failed. “That’s very nice of you to say, Mr. Hummel.”

“Call me George.” He smiled. “Right now they have you third billed, correct? I think for the next season, we’ll bump you up to second billed. We’ll give your character more scenes, more lines, and more of an arc. But that’s not why I brought you here.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue to make sure that I wasn’t dreaming. That little pain was beyond welcomed. “Why did you bring me here, sir?”

“Call me George,” he said again. “I brought you here because there’s a movie that ended up on my desk yesterday. It’s a big movie with a big director. His name starts with a T and ends with ‘arantino’.” He made a big smile. “He needs a star, and I think that star could be you. We’re talking over four thousand theatres. He wants to shoot 70mm IMAX, and of course we’re going to let him. It’s his biggest movie yet. DiCaprio has already been attached. Brad Pitt might be playing the villain. But you would be the star. How does that sound?”

I nodded my head slowly. The information was still passing through my brain slowly. It was hard to believe. My mouth felt numb. Hell, my whole body felt numb. “O—Okay,” I said, probably sounding like an idiot.

“Of course, I would have to pull a few strings to make it happen. It’s a big role for someone with no big screen credits.”

“Of course,” I said, nodding my head quickly in agreement.

“So, before I can pull those strings for you, I need to know from you: how committed are you willing to be for this role?”

I nodded my head again. I was starting to feel dizzy from all the nodding. “Very committed, sir—I mean, George. I’m ready for this opportunity and I know I’m not going to let anyone down. I can do it.”

He stared at me. “I’m not so interested in words,” he said. “I need you to show me how committed you are.”

I hesitated. “Show you?” I said. “I’m not sure what you mean.”

“Let’s just say, what happens in this office stays in this office. You’re very pretty in that little outfit. And I loved your scene with Ken—the audience loved it as well, but I really loved it, if you know what I mean. I’ve, uh, always wanted to be with a girl of your persuasion.”

It took my terrified mind a minute before I understood what he was asking. He wanted to fuck me. Or maybe he just wanted me to suck his cock. I was shocked into silence, but I shouldn’t have been surprised—it seemed like this was inevitable around every corner of this industry. I’d gotten into that office by fucking my way through producers, agents, and actors—so a studio executive was the next obvious step.

I stood up slowly. “I see,” I said with a soft, broken voice. I walked towards him and he suddenly looked a lot taller than before. He was thick, with fat and muscle, built a bit like a bear in winter. He looked down at me with an intimidating gaze.

“Well?” he said.

I looked down at his crotch. Then I slowly sunk to my knees. I had to do it. It was either suck that cock, or plateau with my career. I was at a level that could only be surpassed by putting out—and I wanted to move onto that next level. I wanted to know how high I could climb. And I’d already sucked a cock once before—so what was one more?

I carefully unzipped his pants and then he said, “Afterwards, I want to suck you—until you come. And don’t think about telling anyone about this, or I’ll make sure your career is over.”

My heart stuttered. I tugged down his pants, revealing the big bulge in his underwear. I ran the tip of my finger over it. It was thick and warm and ready to be out—ready to be in my mouth. But something didn’t seem right. My heart wasn’t pounding with the same hope and excitement that was pounding when I was with Ken. When I was rubbing cocks with Ken, I knew we were making something together. But now, this just seemed cheap. I felt like a hooker. And did I really want to be thrown into new world filled with people who only got to where they were because they were willing to spread their legs and suck a few cocks? Was it not better to see how high I could get with just my talent?

I looked up at George and he was looking down at me. “What are you waiting for?” he asked.

“I—I can’t do this,” I said.

“Why not?” he said. “I saw that footage that they cut. I saw Hurt’s cock sliding into your little boy pussy. You can do it just fine.”

I shook my head. “I don’t want to do it,” I said. “I’m sorry.”

I stood up and I walked to the door, leaving George standing with a red face and wide eyes. “You’re going to regret this,” he said.

“Maybe,” I replied. And then I left. I hurried out of that building with my head down, and then I got on the first bus headed back to my apartment.

I had a feeling that my gig on my show was going to come to a swift end, despite the high ratings from the test audience. I had a feeling that I was going to be sent back down to the minors, to work on film school sets and cheap commercials for small businesses. But maybe that wasn’t so bad. Maybe I would eventually work my way back up—maybe not to big Hollywood productions, but at least to little indies. Maybe I would eventually land a leading role in a nice indie feature film. I would get to see my face on a big screen one day—maybe just not in a Cineplex theatre, but an independent art house instead. And maybe that wasn’t a bad thing.

And I was right: a few weeks later, I was written off of the show. They weaned me out and then my character was killed off, off-camera. They didn’t even bring me in to play out my own death. But I didn’t care. I still got my last paycheque, and then I went back to auditioning for small roles that I found on local classifieds.

A few months later, the show was cancelled due to suddenly poor ratings. I smiled, knowing that the ratings dropped because of my departure from the show. I even got a good deal of fan mail over the next few weeks.

And then I started landing roles in small short films. One of the directors even recognized my name and asked me to audition as a girl. Unlike the role on the TV show, I wasn’t going to play a transgender, but just a girl. Apparently I was so convincing that they didn’t need to explain anything away with any trans backstory. I got the part. The shoot lasted a week, and it was a lot of fun. The pace was nice and slow and everyone was friendly. I got to show up for set all dolled up, and they even let me keep all of the outfits they bought for my character.

After that show, I just started submitting myself for female auditions, and showing up dressed as a chick, with a wig and makeup. I was working on growing out my hair, so that I could eventually lose the wig. And suddenly, I was getting more roles than ever before. I was working every week on something different—sometimes for a few bucks, sometimes for nothing at all. But my resume was growing and I was meeting lots of good people. It was only a month before one of the crewmembers of one of the student films asked me if I wanted to star in the feature film he was producing. I told him I was interested. We ended up shooting four months later, over a month in the mountains. That film ended up going to Sundance, and it got picked up for a major distribution deal. Funny enough, it ended up beating Tarantino’s latest film for Best Picture at Sundance.

And George was there at the Sundance closing gala. He looked at me with a little scowl and then he left. He was a powerful man, but he wasn’t powerful enough to hold me back—especially when I was in a little dress and a bit of makeup.

THE END


GETTING THE PART
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GETTING THE PART


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


CHAPTER 1
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Iwasn’t even a quarter way through my audition when the casting director called out, “Okay, thanks so much for coming in, Luke.” She forced an awkward smile and then looked down at her notepad where she scribbled something or another. It was as if she was afraid to make eye-contact with me, knowing my heart had just been crushed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER 2
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“Slate for the camera,” the casting director said as I stepped onto the tape X that marked where I was to deliver my lines. My heart was beating ferociously. I hadn’t practiced my new voice outside of my apartment. There was still no confirmation that I sounded even remotely feminine. The panel stared at me wide-eyed while I built up the courage to speak. “Your name and agency, please, Miss,” she said, tapping her finger against her little table. The red light of the camera was teasing me, getting under my skin.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I stood up. “Yes?”

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

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

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

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

“Maybe—sure,” I said with a smile.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Lacy?” he said, raising his brow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come for me, baby,” I said.

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

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

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


CHAPTER 3
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It wasn’t the most extravagant topless scene—nothing crude or disrespectful. I was just supposed to slip out from my bed (in my panties) and slip on a shirt before answering a knock at the door in the middle of the night. Easy enough—for someone who actually had tits. I didn’t have tits because I was still just a flat-chested man. I stared at that page in the script for far too long, wondering what I could do. I could ask for a body double—that was an option. Of course, there was no guarantee I would get one. There was even a chance that they would say ‘screw that’ and just hire an actress willing to show her tits.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded again.

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

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

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

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

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

“Jack,” I said.

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

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

But no one said anything to me on the subject. Either Jack was keeping the news all to himself, or people were just good at playing dumb. The second assistant director handed me a call sheet for the next day and the sex scene was up first.
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Jack was late to set the next morning. No one knew why, except for me. He missed blocking, so we went ahead and blocked with his stand-in. Once the lighting guys were finished with their lighting setup, Jack was still MIA. The second and third assistant directors were endlessly on the phone, trying to reach Jack’s room at the hotel. He wasn’t picking up. There was a cold sensation in my chest—I’d fucked everything up. Forty-million dollars were put into this picture, and I was sinking it single-handedly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mark it!” the camera operator called out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where is everyone?” I asked.

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

THE END
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STARLET


Maggie is at the peak of her Hollywood career, acting in the biggest blockbusters, dating the hottest celebrities, attending the biggest events. Her twin brother, Devon, is just where he was ten years ago: unnoticed, unpopular, and unemployed.

So when Devon gets the opportunity to house sit for his super-famous twin sister while she’s out of the country on a secretive film shoot, he can’t help but wonder what it would be like to be her for a day.


CHAPTER 1
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Iwas honestly surprised when my twin sister agreed to meet with me at all. I hadn’t seen her in almost five years, since I called her a bitch for not giving me a hand-out after I asked so nicely. I wasn’t in the best place back then—drinking heavily, still envious of her popularity in high school, of her mega success since… At least that’s what my therapist convinced me: that I drank because of her.

But I’d come a long way in five years. I think the lack of communication with her helped me realize that I should take responsibility for my own life, and not try to blame others or compare my life to others, even when the other in question is my wildly successful biological twin.

Though I still think she should have at least helped me out—maybe not given me the money, but she could have recognized that I was going through a tough time and offered to help somehow—maybe pay off some of my debt, find me a better apartment, anything really. Instead, she just rolled her eyes the second I asked for money, and then she told me she would consider it once I had my life sorted out. Back then I could only think, how the hell can I get my life sorted out with all of this debt?

Well, somehow I managed, though the debt was mostly still there, and I still had the occasional drink. But I was sure that I was in a better place, and I was sure that she was going to see it once we met up for the first time in five years. And I was sure she was going to give me some money—just ten or twenty thousand dollars. To her, it was pennies.

She was late for our rendezvous. Her security was there on time, standing at the restaurant entrance, ready to pat me down. She had a whole security team that followed her around the world, ever since that crazed fan ran at her with a knife. His plan was to kill her and then himself, so he could spend eternity with her in the afterlife. He got fifteen years in prison.

The pat down seemed unnecessary. I was her twin brother for crying out loud. I should have been the one patting down those security guys. They brought me over to a little table in the back corner of the restaurant. Her security sat at the two nearest tables, with their black suits and dark sunglasses and their earpieces. I rolled my eyes. I’m sure it’s pretty scary to have your life threatened, but it also must be pretty flattering. No one ever tried to kill me so they could spend eternity with me. She could have been a little bit grateful.

Anyway…

She showed up about a half an hour late, after I’d already had four waters and two trips to the bathroom. I had to fight back the urge to roll my eyes at the sight of her. She was all dolled up: her hair professionally curled and styled, her makeup professionally done with dark eyes, her dress sparkling as if she was on her way to the Academy Awards, and maybe she was. Even her red shoes sparkled, like she was wearing props from The Wizard of Oz. She put her purse down on the chair between us and she smiled.

The whole restaurant was looking at us now. I felt like a complete dweeb, like it was high-school all over again. I was wearing my baggy grey hoodie and an old pair of jeans. It was all I had that was clean. “Devon, it’s been so long,” she said.

“Maggie,” I said. “You look… Larger than life. Let’s go with that.”

She laughed. “Thanks. I’m going to a gala tonight, but I need to make a few appearances first. You know how it goes.” I didn’t ‘know how it goes’ but I smiled and nodded anyway. “I was so happy when I got your message. You know I’ve been thinking of you a lot lately,” she continued.

“Oh yeah? Why’s that?” I couldn’t help but notice all of the diamonds shining in my eyes—on her ears, around her wrists, around her neck. The only place there was no diamond was around her ring finger. She’d recently gone through her third divorce. There was still a tan line where the ring should have been.

“I don’t know, maybe it’s just because we’re twins. They say that twins can read each other’s minds, even across the whole world,” she said.

“Do they say that?”

She laughed. Everyone in the place was staring at us, even her security guards. Between that and the sparkling of her diamonds and her dress and her shoes, I was having a hard time remembering what I wanted to ask her. I’d planned out the whole conversation, gone over it fifty times in my head, but now I couldn’t remember anything.

Oh right, I needed some money. I was going to ask for a loan, which I fully intended on paying back, but I secretly hoped she would insist that I don’t bother. I’d read online that she’d made twenty million dollars on her last film, and another fifteen million for a commercial she did for Nike. The Nike Commercial was fifteen seconds long—apparently a two day shoot. Can you imagine? Seven and a half million dollars per day of shooting?

The least she could do is help out her twin brother.

“I was going to call you, and then you called me. How funny is that?” she said. “It’s like we thought of each other at the same time.”

“Well, I tried to call you three weeks ago, but you changed your number. So I had to look up your agency, I called them, was told to call back in three days, when I called back, I got put through to your agent. I left a message with your agent, but after a week, I suspected you weren’t given the message, so I went online and found your manager, got in contact with your manager, put in a message with him, and then a week later, you called me back.”

“I’ve had to increase my security, after the attack,” she said.

“Right.”

“I was inches from death, Devon. You have no idea how scary that is.”

“I’m sure it was pretty scary,” I said. The waiter came by with my fifth water. He asked if I wanted to order anything else, but I wasn’t sure whether I was getting the bill or not. I’d asked earlier how much a Coca Cola cost and was told nine dollars—no way in hell was I paying nine dollars for a Coca Cola.

Maggie ordered herself a thirty-five dollar cocktail. I shuddered at the thought of getting the bill. “So you’re not drinking anymore?” she said to me once the waiter was fetching her drink. “I’m so proud of you.”

“Thanks,” I said. I didn’t bother telling her that I was still drinking, just in better moderation.

“Well that’s great. Devon.” She smiled. “Have you found a new job yet?”

I’d found dozens of new jobs since I’d last spoken to her. Now, I was flipping burgers at a fast food joint. I shrugged my shoulders. “Nothing fantastic.”

“Maybe you should cut your hair—it would probably look better for employers.”

I forced a smile, though I could feel my face turning red. My hair was getting long, but I couldn’t afford a haircut. Even a ten dollar cut at some lousy barber seemed like a waste of money when I could hardly afford rent.

Her drink came quickly. She had a few sips. She smiled at me, asked one of her security guys for the time, and then said, “Is that really the time? I have an appearance I need to get to. It was nice seeing you, Devon. I hope we can do it again some time—maybe in eight months, when I’m back from Brazil.”

“Wait—you’re leaving already?” I said.

“I wish I could stay longer.”

“Just wait—I need to ask you something.”

She paused, staring at me, waiting for me to get on with it. “Well?” she said.

“I was wondering if I could borrow some money—a loan—to pay off some of my debt. I hate to ask, but it would really help me out, help me get back on my feet.”

She continued to stare at me, that smile gone now. She shook her head in disappointment. “That’s what this is about? After five years, that’s all you wanted to talk to me about?”

“I know you’ve made over thirty-five million dollars already this year. The least you could do is help your twin brother out,” I said. “I owe the government a lot of money, Maggie. If I don’t pay up, they’re going to throw me in jail. I don’t want to go to jail. I promise I’ll pay it back eventually. Not that it would make a difference to you. You probably make fifty thousand bucks a day just in interest. Am I wrong?”

She shook her head again. “I’ll see you around, Devon,” she said, and then she was escorted away with her security posse. Once she was in her limo and gone, the whole restaurant turned to look at me, at the pathetic mess of a human, alone at that corner table, stuck with a thirty-five dollar bill for a single drink that was hardly touched. I didn’t have the thirty-five dollars to pay the bill. My credit cards were maxed out. I had a ten dollar bill in my wallet. How was I going to pay that bill? Was I going to have to run, like some lowlife criminal?

I noticed the purse on the chair next to me. I looked around to make sure no one was looking, and then I peeked inside. In her wallet was a giant wad of one-hundred dollar bills—at least a few thousand dollars. I left one of the bills on the table, and I left with the purse.

I wasn’t planning on stealing the money. Believe it or not, I planned on returning it, with all that money still inside. As much as I needed that money, and as much as she didn’t, I wasn’t about to stoop to that level.
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Igot a call from one of Maggie’s people the next day. “Do you have Maggie’s purse, by chance?” they asked.

“Why isn’t Maggie calling? Who is this?” I asked.

“I work for Maggie.”

“Well, yes, I have her purse. And she can come to my house to get it. She can come—not one of her people.” I looked over at the purse, which was sitting on my kitchen counter. Over the past twenty-four hours, I’d been tempted a few times to go into that purse and fish out some of that money. For dinner that night, I had a craving for Chinese food that I couldn’t afford. That money seemed far too convenient. She would never notice a single missing bill, and a single bill could have paid for a week’s worth of Chinese takeout. But I resisted the urge.

“I can have one of Maggie’s people come get the purse,” said the person.

“No, only Maggie. It’s her purse, she can come get it like a regular person.”

“You know she’s very busy.”

“I don’t care. No one is too busy to act like a regular human being.”

The person sighed and said, “I’ll talk to her about it and get back to you.” I waited for that call back, but it never came. Instead, a few hours later, my buzzer buzzed. “Who is it?” I asked.

“It’s Maggie. Let me up.” I buzzed her up.

She came into my apartment. For once, she was dressed like a regular person, in a hoodie and jeans, with her hair tied into a messy bun. She looked around my apartment and said, “This is where you live? It smells… weird. Why do you live here, of all places?”

I forced a smile. There’s something exceptionally infuriating about a person being so far removed from reality. She may as well have been asking, ‘Why are you poor? Why don’t you just go out and be successful?’ She was just lucky and she didn’t even realize it. She wasn’t even a very good actress—she was just cast in a series of successful movies. Had those movies flopped, or had she not gotten the roles at all, she would be in the same exact scenario I was in. She would know what it was like to live in a crappy apartment, above an aspiring DJ and below an aspiring tap dancer and next to an aspiring chef for an Indian prison. “Do you want your purse back or what?” I said.

“Sure. Thank you.”

I lead her into my kitchen and handed her the purse. She looked around the kitchen with that same apprehensive disgust. “I get it, my place sucks. It’s really not that bad when you get used to the sounds and the smells—and you get used to it quicker than you’d think. Really.”

“You know, if you want, you can stay at my place—just while I’m away for that shoot in Brazil. Maybe you can save some money or whatever.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Get out of this place for a bit. Maybe look for a better job. Oh, but please don’t tell anyone I’m going to Brazil. The director is very secretive and doesn’t like people knowing what he’s doing until his movies are out… You know how it is.”

I didn’t know how it was, but I forced another smile. I hated the pity, but how could I say no to the offer? I knew her house—I’d seen pictures of it online, on a ‘top ten celebrity houses’ list. She had two swimming pools, a home gym, a tennis court, a squash court, a basketball court, everything. It was like her own private resort, and it was going to be mine for eight months. I could tolerate a bit of pity under the circumstances.

“Just, no parties. Maybe no guests at all. It’s nothing personal, I just… I have a lot of expensive art, and I don’t know any of your friends, and—”

“—I get it, no friends. Just me. If you’re serious, I’d be happy to housesit for you while you’re gone. When do you leave?”

“In three hours,” she said. My heart throbbed. I was going to start my eight-month-long vacation in three hours? I had to fight to hide the smile from my face.

“Okay, sounds good. Thanks, sis.”

“No problem, bro.” She smiled. “I should be going. Take good care of that house for me. I’ll see you when I’m back.”

We hugged for the first time since I could remember—maybe since we were little kids. Maybe she wasn’t so bad after all. Or maybe I just liked the idea of free stuff so much that I’d forgotten how cold she’d been towards me since becoming a big success.

Regardless, I couldn’t wait to get to her place. As I packed my bag, I was suddenly hyper-aware of all the noise in my building, all of the off-putting smells. How had I lived here for so long? How had these sounds and smells not driven me to the brink of insanity? Maybe they had—maybe I was insane. Maybe, subconsciously, they were part of the reason I drank.

I didn’t have money for a cab, so I had to take the bus to Maggie’s house. To be more specific, I had to take four busses, and even after four busses, I still had to walk forty-five minutes, because there weren’t any busses that travelled into the gated community that Maggie lived in. I had to wait at the gate for a good fifteen minutes while the gate attendant phoned Maggie’s people, to see whether I was being serious. He was speechless when he came back to open the gate, probably wondering how a shmuck like me knew Maggie Harper, one of the biggest actresses in Hollywood. I was surprised he didn’t just see the resemblance in my face, like everyone else. Sometimes people would tell me that I looked like a male version of Maggie Harper. I never told anyone that she was my twin sister, though.

I was all sweaty when I finally arrived at her place. I had all of the codes written on my wrist—the code for the front gate, the code for the front door, the code for the mailbox (she asked me to bring her mail in for her). The code for the front door had almost rubbed off completely with sweat, but I was able to make out most of it. It took me a few tries to get into the house, as I couldn’t tell if the last number was a five, a six, or an eight. It was an eight. The first thing I did once inside was write the numbers down on a notepad. And then, I looked around the place.

I couldn’t believe she lived there. I couldn’t believe anyone lived there. It was an incredible place. Every room was massive, with thirty foot ceilings. The fridge in the kitchen was nearly the size of my apartment’s whole kitchenette. I started giving myself a tour of the house when the intercom started to ring. In each room was a little screen with views of all the cameras. Now, they were all turned to the gate. There was a delivery man at the gate. I pressed the ‘SPEAK’ button. “Can I help you?” I asked.

“I have a delivery for Ms. Harper,” the delivery man said, so I buzzed him through and met him at the front door. He looked at me strangely, and then he looked past me into the house. He handed me a large basket, filled with specialty cheeses and sausages. There was a card attached to the basket. It was from a production company based out of Turkey.

I figured I may as well help myself to the sausages and cheeses, seeing as they wouldn’t last the eight months until Maggie was back. I wrote a note, reminding me to let Maggie know about the delivery, so she could send her thanks or whatever it was that she did.

An hour later, the intercom went off again. Another delivery: another gift basket. This one filled with chocolates and other treats, from a talent agent in Russia. Another hour later, there was another basket, this one from the UK. I was starting to think this was going to be an every day occurrence. In just a few hours, there were more treats than I could eat in three weeks on that counter. Maggie had no idea how lucky she was. She probably thought everyone got gift baskets on a daily basis, that no one had to pay for their own snacks.

The cupboards were loaded with food—and I wouldn’t be surprised if it was all from gift basket deliveries. I wouldn’t have to spend a dime on food for the eight months I was there. It was all too perfect. I should have showed my crappy apartment to Maggie years ago. I could have used this pity back when I was really struggling, when I was getting fired from my job and when I was getting thrown out of bars for being too drunk and too poor.

Oh well, all of that was behind me—at least for the next eight months. Now, I had an opportunity to relax and to enjoy myself. I got comfortable by the pool, soaked up some sun, and I called my landlord, told him he could rent out my apartment. I would find a new one in eight months—hopefully with more money and a better-paying job.

I didn’t own a bathing suit, so I sat by that pool in my boxer shorts. After a while, I started to wonder if there might be a pair of swimming trunks kicking around the house, maybe from one of Maggie’s ex-husbands. I went up to her room and riffled through the multiple closets. There were no swimming trunks. But I did find her bikinis. I held up a black pair of her bikini bottoms and wondered if it could pass as a speedo. At least it was waterproof, unlike my boxer shorts.

And I figured, what difference does it make? It’s not like anyone’s watching me anyway. The closest neighbour was one hundred yards away, and unless someone had some crazy zoom lens up in the hills, no one could see me.

So I went swimming in her bikini bottoms. They held my cock and balls in place surprisingly well. It was a little bit weird at first, with my butt cheeks out, but after a few minutes, I relaxed. I was on vacation, after all. I may as well act like it.

After my swim, I lay on my stomach on one of the pool chairs, to even out the tan I’d been accumulating throughout the day. That may have been the first time my bare ass ever felt direct sunlight. It felt nice.

And her guest bed felt even better that night—memory foam mattress, bamboo sheets… It was probably worth more than everything I owned combined. Can you imagine? Owning a guest bed worth more than someone’s entire net worth? And she had twelve guest rooms, all with the same bed.

I’d never been so happy falling asleep in my life.

And I’d never been so embarrassed waking up. There was a message on my phone, from Maggie. It read: “Hahahahahaha, looking good!” and there was a link to a tabloid article with my picture: my backside as I stood by the pool in her bikini bottoms. “Maggie Harper swims topless!” was the headline.

“There are swim shorts in the guest room closets,” she said in her next message, and she was right. Each closet had a few bikinis and a few pairs of swim shorts, as well as housecoats, ironing tables, irons, and pyjamas.

I wasn’t sure whether I should be more embarrassed about the fact my twin sister saw a picture of me in her bikini bottoms, or about the fact a major tabloid mistook me for my sister.
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Igot over the embarrassment fairly quickly. I’d made more embarrassing mistakes in my past, like when I ended up on the front page of the newspaper after getting naked and running through a veteran’s museum. I was drunk. It wasn’t one of my proudest moments, to say the least.

So when I went for a swim that morning, after collecting a basket delivery, I made sure I was wearing the proper swim shorts. And I made sure not to walk over to the glass barrier that separated Maggie’s property from the hills where paparazzi apparently hid with long-lensed cameras. Though, unfortunately, that topless photo of me made it’s way around the internet. On one site, it had over two thousand comments, mostly men complimenting my ass, thinking they were complimenting Maggie’s ass. I had a good laugh at the comments.

I’d never really been complimented by strangers before, so I enjoyed them as much as I could, despite the fact that they were all compliments from people who thought I was a woman. When life gives you lemons, right?

One of the basket deliveries came with a letter, which I decided to open and read, in case it was important enough to pass along to Maggie. It was a role offer from a major production company. I went back to the mailbox and found the script that was delivered along with the basket. It was a thick script, almost two-hundred pages long, but I was bored, so I read it. It was pretty cool, reading a script for a major movie years before the film’s release. I felt like an insider, like I was somehow more important than everyone else who didn’t get to read the script.

I read it by the pool, out loud, doing voices for all of the parts. All of the lines for Maggie’s character—assuming she accepted the role—were highlighted, probably by some unpaid intern. They wanted her to play a badass cop who fights a gang of criminal strippers. It wasn’t supposed to be a comedy. When I wasn’t laughing out loud, I thought I was doing a pretty good acting job. I could do her voice perfectly—I always had been able to do Maggie’s voice spot-on, since we were little kids. In high-school, she would always give me her cellphone and ask me to pretend to be her when our parents called. I would sit up in my room, four rooms over from my parents, mimicking her voice so she wouldn’t get in trouble. She would have done the same for me, had I ever been invited out to a party—at least so she said.

I was reading that script aloud when the house phone rang. I went inside to answer it, and ended up answering it in her voice. “Hello?”

“Hey Maggie, it’s Dave. I was hoping we could talk.” It was her ex-husband, and he actually bought my voice.

Dave Thomas was a movie-star. He starred in a lot of big budget action movies. I’d never actually met him, but I liked all of his movies. So when I realized it was him, I tensed up. I was too embarrassed to admit that I was just playing around, that I wasn’t really Maggie, so I went along with the rouse. “Can we talk another time?” I said.

“I’ll be quick. I just wanted to tell you that… well… that I’m still in love with you. And I want you back.”

Now I was really tense. Answering the phone like Maggie was a big mistake, and I couldn’t back down now. He would be furious if I told him I was just screwing with him. So I said, “Maybe we can talk about this another time. I’m just getting ready to go to Brazil for a while.”

“I’ll come to Brazil to see you then. Where in Brazil are you going? Never mind that, I’ll find out from my manager. Just please, don’t see any other guys until I talk to you.”

“Please don’t come to Brazil,” I said.

“We’re meant to be together. I won’t let anything tear us apart.”

“I need to go,” I said, and I hung up the phone. My heart was pounding. Woops. I wondered if I should send Maggie a warning, or if I should just play dumb, and if she asks, I can tell her I never spoke to her ex-husband. I was going to need to be more careful from now on.

I spent the rest of that day by the pool, drinking the craft beer that came in one of that morning’s gift baskets. I spent the rest of that week drinking beer by the pool. I got so drunk one afternoon that I ended up in my twin sister’s bedroom, putting on her clothes. I put on a red dress that extended down to my feet, and a pair of white high heels. I even drunkenly smeared some makeup on my face, and I tried curling my hair with her curling rod. I went down to the pool and leaned over the glass wall and shouted at the paparazzi. “Take photos of me now!” I yelled. “Fuck you! And fuck racism!” I also yelled.

And then I passed out. I woke up next to that pool in that red dress and red lipstick. The high heels were in the pool, and my makeup was smeared all over my face. Thankfully, there were no tabloid articles, no photos circling around the web. I got undressed, took a shower, and I laid in bed until my hangover passed.

If I wasn’t careful, my eight month vacation was going to be cut short, and my relationship with my sister was going to be cut off completely.

I didn’t even get up to retrieve the gift basket deliveries that came that afternoon. My head was pounding too hard. I didn’t get out of bed until the next day, when I finally had an appetite. I made myself some eggs and bacon and I slowly got ready for another lazy day by the pool. I went to bring in the mail. There was a handful of letters, one with a familiar logo.

It was my high-school logo—our high-school logo. It was addressed to Maggie, but I opened it up anyway. It was a notification of our upcoming ten-year reunion—just two weeks away. Had it really been ten years? My God… I’d accomplished nothing in ten years. In fact, the job I had after graduating high-school, as a receptionist at an insurance company, was better than the job I had now, flipping burgers—a job that probably didn’t exist anymore, as I’d missed a few days in a row already.

In ten years, I’d regressed. And Maggie, who everyone thought was at her peek in high-school, the most popular girl in the whole damn place, the Prom Queen, was now the queen of the world. She went from being super popular in school to being massively popular on a global scale.

There was no way I could go to that reunion, surrounded by all of my old friends who were now doctors, lawyers, even school bus drivers, but school bus drivers were making more money than I was making. It would be high-school all over again, everyone looking at me like I was just some pathetic nobody—and they wouldn’t be wrong. They would all probably laugh at me, just like they did in high-school.

I threw the letter aside. Maggie would be praised if she showed up at that reunion, and still, there was no way she would step foot in that old high-school auditorium. Even if she was in town and not working, she wouldn’t bother. I wished I could feel that praise and popularity that she felt on a daily basis. Even just getting the gift baskets, which weren’t even addressed to me, made me feel like a superstar. I couldn’t even begin to imagine what it would feel like to actually have my name on those baskets, to be invited to parties all over the world, to have movie stars calling me on the phone, begging me to take them back.

Instead I just had a bag of old clothes and a drinking problem.

I looked at that letter again. Maybe I could feel that praise and popularity, just for one night. How hard would it be to pass off as my sister? I already fooled the paparazzi by mistake. I’d fooled Maggie’s ex-husband with my voice. I knew Maggie better than anyone.

I shook my head. Was I going insane? Was I actually considering dressing up like Maggie for a night to go to my own high-school reunion? The thought made me smile. My God, I really was considering it.
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It seemed like such a silly idea, but that didn’t stop me from wondering: how hard could it be? One night surrounded by people Maggie hadn’t seen in a decade. Sure, they’d seen her in movies, but they didn’t actually know her anymore. If I were to say something out of character, they would have no idea.

I knew I could do the voice, so all I really had to do was pull off the look, which couldn’t be too hard; we were twins, after all.

But why? What was the point? Why would I ever consider risking her reputation and my own? For a laugh? Out of boredom. I wasn’t bored, especially with all of Maggie’s amenities at my disposal. I was pretty sure I wouldn’t be laughing. If anything, I would probably be as nervous as hell the whole time, from the moment I put on the panties, to the moment I washed off the makeup. So what was the real reason?

I wanted to know what it was like. I wanted, for once in my life, to feel what it was like to be popular, to have people want to talk to me, to be the centre of attention. And was that really so wrong to want? And was impersonating my sister really such a crime? I could keep it low key, make an appearance, and then leave.

Or was it really a stupid idea? What if people took photos of me? What if those photos made it to the tabloids—‘Maggie Harper shows up at high-school reunion!’ And then what do I do if those tabloids make it to Maggie? How would I explain it to her? I couldn’t—but still, I couldn’t help but wonder if I could really do it.

I found myself in front of the mirror, with a picture of my twin sister open on my phone. I compared our faces. Upon closer inspection, we looked pretty much the same. As kids, people were always confusing us. We hadn’t grown up to look too different. She started wearing makeup and doing her hair all fancy. Maybe some of her features were a bit softer than mine, but that could have been some simple makeup tricks. The only way to know for sure was to do my own makeup.

So I dug through her bathroom cupboards and drawers until I found an assortment of makeup supplies. I stared closely at her photos, and tried my best to mimic her look. I didn’t realize how intricate makeup could be until then, as I looked very closely at each little detail. Her eye-shadow was done in three different, but very similar colours. Her eyeliner was thicker towards the temples and it thinned out towards her nose. She did a subtle double flick out. She was light with her mascara, which I discovered was not so easy to accomplish. It took me a good half a dozen tries before I thought I’d done a pretty good job.

I noticed some lightening down the centre of her nose and on her cheekbones. At first I thought it was lighting, and then I realized it was one of her makeup tricks, to give her face more definition. I imitated the technique. It looked ridiculous after my first attempt, but I tried again, feeling like I could do better, and it turned out I was right. It was a slow process, but in the end, I think I pulled the look off. I could have taken a photo and submitted it to a Maggie Harper lookalike contest and I probably would have won. I had her genetics on my side.

I tried curling my hair the way hers was in her photos, but the result was far from flattering. I looked like a Cabbage Patch Kid. I washed my hair and decided to straighten it instead. Straightening was much easier, and I thought it actually looked pretty sexy. I didn’t realize how long my hair was until I straightened it. It was touching my shoulders!

I ran my fingers through my hair and delivered a few lines to myself in the mirror. “Hey babe, how’s it going?” I said to myself. “I only work a few weeks every year but I’m still a multi-millionaire, and I still manage to complain about how hard my life is.” I made myself laugh.

She had more closets full of clothes than I had rooms in my apartment. I spent over an hour sifting through options, expensive dresses singlehandedly worth more than my entire wardrobe. I tried a few things on. They all looked silly with my hairy legs and my lack of breasts. I found a drawer full of bras. Stuffing a bra with toilet paper looked realistic enough, especially once I had a dress covering my lack of cleavage.

I tried on a black dress that extended from my neck to my toes. It had an open back and a long slit down the side that showed off my hips. It was a gorgeous dress, but probably a bit much for a high-school reunion. Next, I tried on a red dress, that had a short, poofy skirt. It looked cute hanging on the rack, but it was actually insanely slutty, showing off my whole bum and my upper chest. If I was going to pull that off, I would need real tits and a firmer tush.

While I was trying on dresses, I came upon a drawer full of lingerie: lace and satin and fishnets. I shuddered at the thought of my sister wearing the slutty outfits, but I couldn’t help but wonder how they would look on me. I pulled out a black lacy one-piece and wiggled my body into it. It fit surprisingly perfectly, and had a convenient dark mesh material to hide my cleavage. I put on a pair of black stilettos to complete the outfit. I did a little spin in front of the mirror. My tush looked amazing—way better than I originally gave it credit for. The only giveaway was my cock, the bulge of which was impossible to hide, no matter how I rearranged it.

And it wasn’t until I was doing a little pose to highlight my bum that I realized I really pulled it off: I really looked like a woman, like my celebrity twin sister. I felt awkward staring at myself in lingerie, as if I was staring at my sister, but at the same time I couldn’t help it. I looked so good. I’d never looked good before. Even when I wore suits, I managed to look like a bum. But now, I looked like a lingerie model.

I tried on another piece of lingerie: a red two-piece with black fishnet stockings. It was an outfit you might see on a prostitute, but again, I pulled it off. I looked hot. It was no wonder all those guys online were complimenting my ass. I had a great ass. I caught myself complimenting my own ass.

As I was digging through that lingerie drawer to see what else I could try on, I noticed the time. It was almost three in the morning. I’d been playing dress-up for hours. I really had lost my mind.
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Idon’t know why, but getting dressed up again was the first thing on my mind when I woke up the next morning. I wanted to go down to the pool, I wanted to soak up some sun, I wanted to read a book, but more than anything, I wanted to see what those other dresses would look like on me, what I would look like with a different makeup style, different hair style, and so on.

I ate breakfast quickly and I didn’t even bother with coffee before rushing up to the closet to pick out a series of new outfits to try on. But before I put anything on, I went to the bathroom to shave up—my face, my arms, my chest, my legs, everything. I even moisturized with one of Maggie’s fancy moisturizers, to give my skin that soft glow that women tend to have.

A part of me thought that I would put on a dress and I would immediately realize I’d been delusional the day before—maybe still under the influence of the booze from the day before that. But as soon as I was in one of those little dresses, staring at myself in the mirror, I realized I wasn’t wrong. I looked better in a dress than I’d ever looked before. Better as a woman, that is.

In Maggie’s jewellery drawer (one of many) I found some cute gold clip-on earrings and bracelets and necklaces. I tried on a combination of things. It didn’t seem to matter what I put on—it all looked great. I was starting to realize that Maggie had good taste.

And while I was all dolled up, the intercom rang. I looked at the little screen to see a man holding a big basket. And I decided, why not get the basket as Maggie? Maybe it could be a good first test, to see if I really could pull off the high-school reunion rouse. “Come on up to the front door,” I said, and then I turned to the mirror.

I took a deep breath and looked at myself. I can do this, I told myself. I straightened my dress, perked up my hair with my fingertips, and I went to answer the door. And as soon as that door was open, I realized I’d made a big mistake—maybe one of the biggest I’d ever made.

Standing at the door with a big basket full of flowers, was Dave Thomas, Maggie’s latest ex-husband. I should have looked closer at that intercom screen. I’d just assumed it was another basket delivery. I wanted to slap myself. I wanted to slam the door in his face, run up to the bathroom and wash off all the makeup. But instead, I just stood there, trying to will myself out of my paralysis.

“Darling, I’ve missed you so much,” he said, holding out the basket. I was waiting for him to realize he wasn’t looking at his ex-wife. Any second now… Any second… Why wasn’t he realizing it?

“Thanks,” I said, doing my best Maggie voice as I took the basket. Why was I playing along? Because I thought I could do some damage control. I thought if I could just get him out of there quickly without him realizing he was talking to his ex-wife’s twin brother, it wouldn’t be so bad. But then why did I accept the basket? Why did I say thank you? Why wasn’t I asking him to leave? I didn’t know anything about Dave and Maggie’s relationship. I didn’t know why it ended. I didn’t even know why it started. Did they meet on a movie set or something? Did he cheat on her? Did she cheat on him?

“You look just as beautiful as ever—more beautiful, even. God, I feel so stupid for ever letting you slip through my fingers.” He took a step inside. My body somehow became more tense.

“Thanks,” I said again.

“I want you back. I know you said not to come to your house again, but I couldn’t help myself. I tried calling you, but you’ve changed your number. I heard about the attack. My heart broke when I heard about it. I’m so glad you’re okay.” He put his hands on my hips and looked into my eyes. My God, how had he not realized it yet? Did my sister and I really look that much alike?

“I, um, think you should go,” I said.

“No, no. Let me stay. Let me explain everything. Let me apologize. Let’s make this better now.” He walked by me, into the house. A cold filled my nerves. I needed to figure this out. Every second that went by, I was further into the corner with a dwindling chance for escape.

“Another time,” I said, forcing a smile.

“Now is the only time. Before you leave for Brazil. God, I’m so happy I caught you before you left.” He went straight to the liquor cabinet and pulled out a bottle of wine. “I know it’s early, but let’s have a drink and relax. It will help us talk, you know?”

“Another time, Dave. I’m busy right now.”

He stopped and stared at me with narrowed eyes. “Why are you so tense? What’s going on? Do you have someone else here with you? Another guy?” He looked around, placed the bottle down, and started for the bedroom. I went after him, trying desperately to think of a way to stop him. But my brain couldn’t muster anything except complete surprise of the fact he still thought I was his ex-wife, the celebrity actress, Maggie Harper.

He stormed into the bedroom and looked around. My bag was there on the floor, my male clothes billowing out of it. He looked down at the bag and stared at it for a second before turning slowly to me. “What the hell is that? Whose clothes are those?”

“They’re my clothes,” I said, still doing my best Maggie voice, still hoping I could get him to leave without having to reveal myself to my own and my sister’s detriment.

“Your clothes? They look like guy’s clothes to me. And why are they in a bag?” He looked around the room. “Whoever’s in here, you’d better come out now!”

“Dave, you’re acting crazy. Those are my gym clothes and that’s my gym bag.”

“Those clothes are way too baggy for you.”

“Yeah, so I don’t get recognized. I’ve been going to a new gym down the street—which is where I’m going now. I’m late to meet with my trainer, so if you don’t mind…”

His cheeks became red. “Oh, I’m sorry. Well, I, uh, I guess maybe this can wait.”

My heart was pounding. It was a close call—close to what? I wasn’t entirely sure. But he didn’t recognize me, and that was all that mattered. I walked him to the door, said goodbye, and just before he walked out, he turned around and kissed me on the lips. He slipped a hand behind my head, and another behind my back. I would have pulled away had I not frozen completely, my muscles rigid and tense. “Just admit that you miss me,” he said gently, his forehead against mine. He pulled me close into his body. I could feel his big, hard muscles against me, the bulge of his big cock against my abdomen. For once, I was happy that my cock wasn’t huge, so he couldn’t feel my bulge.

He gave me another kiss on the lips—which I felt just as unprepared for, though I should have seen it coming—and then he left.
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Icould smell him for the rest of the day. His mix of cologne and musk lingered in my nostrils as I sat by the pool, trying to think of anything else. But I could only think of his lips against mine. I wasn’t happy about the fact I’d been kissed on the lips by a man, but a small part of me was giddy that I’d been kissed by Dave Thomas, the action-movie star. There were probably thousands of women in the world who would die to kiss Dave Thomas.

And I was also feeling giddy because I knew I could pull it off—pull off being Maggie.

If I could fool Dave, I could fool the class of 2007. My unexpected run-in with Dave was a small taste of what I was looking for: that stardom, that popularity. He was desperate to be with me, to be near me, to kiss me. Maggie was surrounded by that everywhere she went, even before she was a celebrity. In high-school, people fought over who got to sit with her at lunch, who got to stand around her between classes, who got to sit next to her in calculus. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if teachers fought over who got to teach her.

And now I had a chance, for one little night, to feel that popularity.

It was the night of the reunion, and I’d spent the better half of the day trying on different outfits. I’d thought I had my outfit all picked out, but when I woke up that morning, I panicked. What if it wasn’t the absolute best possible option? I only had one night to be a woman, so I had to make it count, and I had to make the most out of it. I couldn’t just settle on an outfit that was okay—I needed the best.

I must have tried on fifty different dresses. It was a black mermaid dress that I ended up going with, that fit my form so perfectly, it would have been a shame not to go with that dress. It was a velvety texture that went perfectly with the pair of long, black velvet gloves I found in the drawer just beneath the dress. I loved the way that dress felt as it hugged my skin. I didn’t know fabric could be so soft—it made me wonder what kind of burlap my male clothes were made from.

I decided not to mimic my twin sister’s makeup style. I wanted to try something different, something a bit more personal, something that I’d always admired on other women. I went really dark around the eyes, creating a smoky effect with the eye shadow. I didn’t use a myriad of colours, I just stuck to black and a hint of green on my eyelids, to bring out the colour of my eyes. In my opinion, I looked way hotter than my sister.

I wanted to curl my hair, but it wasn’t long enough, so I straightened it again. I even got risky and decided to cut bangs into my own hair, using a YouTube tutorial to guide me. The end result was super sexy, but it could have been a huge disaster. I was lucky.

For jewellery, I went with a simple gold necklace with a diamond pendant and a pair of diamond earrings. For shoes, I went with a pair of black stilettoes. They were hard to walk in (and they hurt my feet) but they made my ass look so damn good so how could I not?

And then, before leaving for the event, I admired myself in the mirror. I loved the way I looked. I wished I could have looked that good all the time. And it wasn’t like it was Maggie’s money making me look good. I could have pulled off a very similar look with a forty dollar trip to the thrift store and a cheap makeup kit. I was sexy because of me—because of my face and my body. And that thought made me smile.

But the smile was short-lived when I remembered that it was all fake—I was just roleplaying. I was actually a man, and men don’t get dolled up and put on dresses. As a man, I was still a nobody, I was still invisible in a sea of mediocrity. I had what it took to stand out as a woman, but sadly, I was not a woman.

At least for that night, I could thrive, and get a taste of what that feels like.

It took me twenty minutes to find the keys to all of Maggie’s cars. I must have checked every single drawer. It turned out, the keys were just kept in the cars’ ignitions. I guess it would be pretty hard for some petty criminal to steal with the locked garage and the series of locked gates. And if they were going through that much trouble already, chances are they would know how to hotwire a vehicle.

I went with a sleek black Mercedes Benz. I could have gone with the Ferrari or the Rolls Royce, but those were too flashy for me. Plus, the Benz went perfectly with my dress.

My heart didn’t start racing until I pulled into my old high-school’s parking lot, and I saw the stream of my old classmates funnelling into the school. I recognized so many of them, and that was when I realized so many of them would probably recognize me—had I been there as myself. They all knew Maggie, and most of them likely remembered that she had a twin brother. And one little slip would be enough for this whole scheme to fall apart.

I got out from my car, straightened my dress, and I took a deep breath. I stared at that entrance, adorned with the banner: ‘Welcome Back Class of 2007!’

I could still turn around. I didn’t have to go through with this crazy nonsense. But how could I turn back now? How could I get this far and stop, knowing my goal was just twenty steps away? After another deep breath, I started towards the entrance.

There were very few people entering the building without a date by their side. It occurred to me, as I approached that door, that everyone probably knew about Maggie’s recent divorce. It was on the cover of every tabloid magazine, next to every grocery store checkout line. Would they think I’m free game? That I’m back on the market? And what would I do if anyone asks me out?

I never actually figured out what I would do if anyone took my picture, and if that picture leaked its way to the media. I stopped walking towards the door, my muscles filled now with a cold tension. Maybe this was a big mistake. I never thought it through. I’d been blinded by the excitement of being popular for once in my life. But that popularity obscured reality and consequence. I started to turn around when someone grabbed my arm. “Oh my God, Maggie! I was so hoping you would come, but I didn’t actually think you would. My God, Maggie, you look fantastic!” Holding my arm and staring into my eyes was Helen Smith, Maggie’s best friend from high-school. Helen used to spend every afternoon at our house. I would always hear the two of them up in Maggie’s bedroom, gossiping, dreaming about boys.

She looked good, though she hadn’t aged nearly as well as my sister, or as well as me for that matter. She had her hair dyed blonde and her big boobs pressed tight in a skimpy dress. She was only a little stumble away from a double nip slip. Her husband, a tall, slender man, was staring at me with wide eyes and parted lips. “Richard, this is Maggie, my BFF from high-school. Maggie, this is my husband, Richard,” Helen said.

Richard was slow to extend a hand. He stuttered something unintelligible as I shook his hand. Helen had a big smirk on her face, so proud of herself for finally proving she was best friends with a future celebrity.

“C’mon, let’s go inside and get a table before all of the good ones are taken.” She took me by the arm and led me inside. My head was spinning and my heart was beating. This reunion was suddenly the last place on the planet where I wanted to be. But what had I been expecting? Was I hoping no one would come up and chat with me? Was I hoping no one would stare at me? That’s exactly what I’d been hoping for—it’s exactly what I wanted. But I was so used to being invisible that maybe I didn’t really think it would happen.

As Helen sat me down at a table in the middle of the auditorium where I failed many basketball team try-outs, I couldn’t hold onto a single thought for longer than a few seconds. Everyone was looking at me, pointing me out to their spouses and friends, or just staring with amaze. Helen’s husband, sitting across from me, was staring at my chest, practically drooling on the table. Helen was going on and on about something unimportant, just trying to speak constantly so everyone knew she was friends with me.

And as I sat in my rigid paranoia, I saw him walk into the room: Daniel Derby, my closest friend from high-school, former computer geek, apparently now some sort of male model. He was tall, chiselled, surprisingly handsome. We used to eat lunch together under the stairs, where the bullies couldn’t find us. We used to talk about computer games and Magic Cards and weird foreign films that no one else had ever heard of.

I hadn’t seen him since high-school, since he went off to Yale to study computer science. He was the last person I expected to see all muscular and handsome.

I pulled my gaze away from him, not wanting to get his attention. He knew me (the real me) better than anyone in that room. If anyone was going to see through my guise, it was him. And as I looked away from him, I noticed all the women in the room staring at him. Even the married women looked at him with glowing eyes. I felt so jealous—Daniel was getting the same sort of attention as me, except he was getting it as himself. I was getting it while pretending to be someone else.
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So all of the men in the room were staring at me. All of the women in the room were staring at Daniel. Whenever I got up to get a drink or use the bathroom, I heard whispers of my recent divorce—Maggie’s recent divorce. The gossiping made me uncomfortable. People couldn’t seem to get it out of their systems. After a couple of hours at the event, I was still overhearing the same tired lines: “Does that mean she’s single?” “Do you think she would date someone who isn’t a celebrity?” “Do you know if she’s seeing anyone now? She’s here alone, right?”

I overheard a group of single ladies having a similar conversation about Daniel. “I heard he recently broke up with his fiancée.” “Do you remember him from high-school? I don’t. Are you sure he was even in our class?” “Yeah, he was friends with Maggie’s weird twin brother.” “Maggie had a twin brother? Why don’t I remember that? Where’s he now? Is he here somewhere?”

I couldn’t get very far without being stopped by one of my old classmates. “Remember me?” I heard about fifty times that night. No one ever had anything they really wanted to say—they all just wanted to be able to tell their friends that they spoke with the Maggie Harper. And wherever I looked, there were people staring at me, some with their camera phones raised and aimed in my direction. I thought it would be fun being showered with attention, but it was exhausting and nerve-wracking. Not just because those photos were inevitably going to end up online and possibly reach my sister, but because it was creepy—it was blatant disrespect for my personal space and privacy.

As people became more and more inebriated, it became more and more intolerable—suffocating, even. I had to get out of there. I couldn’t take any more. I excused myself for the bathroom and I slipped out the emergency exit. The cool night air on my skin was refreshing. The silence of the night air was peaceful. I took off my stilettoes and I walked across the field towards the football stands. I would sit down for a few minutes, gather myself, and then I would make a run for my car.

But as I took a seat, I didn’t notice the man sitting a few seats down—not until he took a drag from his cigarette and said, “Feeling overwhelmed, too?”

I jumped. “I’m sorry, I didn’t see you there,” I said. It was Daniel. He had his suit jacket draped over his shoulder and his tie loosened. He was staring up at the stars.

“It’s okay—I didn’t mean to startle you. They’re vultures in there. I’m impressed you showed up, to be honest.” He looked at me and smiled. I looked away quickly, worried he would be the one to see through my makeup. Because I wasn’t really wearing a disguise, unless you consider makeup a disguise. My hair was my own, my face was my own, my body was my own, save for the toilet paper stuffed into my bra.

“Why are you out here?” I asked.

“Same reason—I needed a break from everyone. When I was in high-school, I wanted to be popular so badly. Now, I’m glad I wasn’t.”

“Why’s that?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I wouldn’t be the person I am today if I was popular. I wouldn’t have tried so hard to compensate for that popularity and developed all the skills I have today. Do you remember the popular people? Did you see them in there, tonight?” I thought about it. The football jocks were all sitting at a corner table, wearing their old Leatherman jackets, making the same dumb jokes, their muscles slowly deteriorating into their pot bellies. The girls every guy wanted to date were all tight and hard with plastic and silicon implants that made them look twenty years older than they were. The only people who seemed normal and cool were people I didn’t recognize—probably people like Daniel and me, who spent lunchtimes in hiding, who never made appearances at the school dances or on ‘most likely to succeed’ pages in the yearbooks.

“I guess you’re right,” I said.

“By the way—how’s your brother doing?” Daniel asked. “I was hoping he would be here tonight.”

“He’s good. He’s, um, in-between jobs at the moment. Trying to get a few things together.”

“Ah,” he said, “I’ve been there. He’ll figure it out. He’s a smart guy—funny as hell, too. I miss him. I was his friend, by the way. I’m not sure if you remember me or not.”

“I remember you,” I said. “You’re Daniel Derby.”

He smiled, his cheeks rosy. “That’s right. And you’re Maggie Harper, the big-time Hollywood actress.”

I smiled. “I guess so,” I said.

“You know, me and your brother used to come out here after school and we would practice throwing the football around.” He laughed. “We always thought that we would get good enough to make the team. We thought that would be the solution to our lady problems. My God, we were terrible though.”

“Just awful,” I said, remembering those very afternoons.

“What’s that?” he said.

A jolt shot through my nerves. “I mean, I remember how bad my brother was at football. I can only imagine how terrible you guys must have been.”

“It’s funny to think how important we thought that was—as if that was the only way we would be popular and cool. Kids are funny, aren’t they?”

We both looked out at that field. As we sat there, a group of guys emerged from the school. They were stumbling, drunk. One of them had his phone out. “Man, none of these photos look anything like her. No one’s going to believe she was here.”

“Well, maybe if you had asked for a photo, rather than just taking one from across the gym!” said another.

We watched them stumble by, oblivious to our presence. My heart stuttered. I really hoped no one got a half-decent photo of me. As long as all the photos were crappy, I could easily deny that I’d come out if my sister asked.

Once the men were out of earshot, I said, “Man, there’s no way I’m going back in there.”

“That makes two of us.” He took one last drag from his smoke before tossing it aside. “Want to get out of here? I know a nice, shady pub where all the clients would be too drunk to recognize you,” he said with a big smile.

“That sounds perfect.”

We both got up and made our way around the football field towards the parking lot on the other side of the school. We decided not to cut through the school, to avoid all of our old classmates. It was a long walk, but worth the privacy. As we reached the end of the football field, the door opened and another group of friends poured out. Before they looked our way, Daniel grabbed me and pulled me into the shadow of a nearby bleacher.

“She’s got to be here somewhere! She couldn’t have just left. Are you sure it was even her?”

“I’m telling you, it was her! I talked to her.”

“I don’t believe you.”

“No one will believe me unless I at least get a picture. But I’m telling you, I talked to her. She’s fucking hot, too. I swear she wanted to sleep with me.”

Daniel was trying not to laugh, covering his mouth with his hand. I gave him a nudge. “What’s so funny?” I whispered, cracking a bit of a laugh myself. Maybe Maggie’s life wasn’t so much fun after all. There’s something to be desired about anonymity. I would take my privacy over the fanaticized obsession that everyone seemed to have over my twin sister—any day.

Before we emerged from that shadow, the door opened again, and another group of friends emerged—this group was female. “Don’t you think he would make a good father for my kids? When I spoke with him, I swear he seemed interested in me.”

“You wish,” her friend said.

“If you were there, you would believe me. He’s just so nice. I want to be with a nice guy for a change.”

“If by nice you mean drop-dead-sexy, then yeah, he’s the nicest guy in the world.”

Now I was the one laughing. He reached over and covered my mouth to stop me from breaking out into a fit of laughter. “Shh!” he said with his finger to his lips. He was smiling and shaking his head. And then I got caught looking into his eyes. He was staring into mine.

And we kissed. I don’t know who initiated it—maybe we both did, at the same time. My hands found their way around his body, onto his big, hard muscles. His arms wrapped around me, pulling me tight into him. I felt so warm, so safe, so strangely relaxed. I let myself go, not even wasting a second on the thought that I was kissing a man. In that moment, it didn’t seem to matter. It didn’t even seem to matter to me that I was a man—even once he started to squeeze my breasts.
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Our common sense was lost in the moment. My head was swirling and his must have been too. I was making out with a man, and I wasn’t bothered in the slightest. But why? I wasn’t gay. I didn’t like men. Was it my guise seeping into my consciousness? Maybe it’s not something that can be explained.

I reached down and ran my fingers over his big bulge. He got the straps of my dress off of my shoulders and my dress fell to the ground. But I didn’t react. I didn’t reach down to cover my lack of cleavage or the bulge of my dick. And I didn’t do anything when he reached down and started to rub my cock. I didn’t even freeze up with anxiety, worried he was about to realize. Because in that moment, we were just two people making love. Not a man and a woman, not a man and a man—just two people. And we both felt it.

He slipped my panties down and took my cock in his big, muscular fist. He held it firmly as he began to stroke it, his lips still locked with mine. I had my hand down the front of his slacks, down the front of his boxer shorts, on his big, bare flesh. I couldn’t stop myself from massaging him until he was rock hard and huge.

Somehow we’d made our way further under the bleachers, out of sight of anyone. Somehow, I’d gotten him undressed, and somehow, he’d gotten me undressed. It all seemed to happen so fast, yet it seemed to last forever. I loved running my hands up and down his hard chest, feeling the bulge of all his big muscles. I loved when he cupped my face with his hand, when he nestled his nose against mine, when his teeth playfully pulled on my bottom lip. I loved the way his cock felt as I pulled back his foreskin, the way it throbbed, the way it got warmer and warmer, and harder and harder until it felt like I was holding a hot slab of metal.

He put his hands on my arms and spun me around, pushed me forward against a beam. I held onto that beam tightly, bent over, on my tippy toes. I had my bare ass perked up towards a big guy with a big, hard cock—and for some reason, I wasn’t even a little bit nervous. I wasn’t trembling, my head wasn’t spinning anymore. It all seemed so clear, so natural, so right. Though I did get a bit nervous when he slapped his big cock between my butt cheeks, and I realized just how big he was.

I’d never taken a cock in the ass before—and his wasn’t just a cock. It was practically the size of my forearm. With his cock cradled between my butt cheeks, I could feel his tip against my lower back. How was he going to get it in?

He slid his rod down and pressed that bulging tip up to my puckering hole. “Ready?” he asked, speaking for the first time since we became lost in lust.

“Yeah,” I said, even though I definitely wasn’t.

He pushed in, penetrating me just a little, but enough to make me scream aloud. He reached forward and covered my mouth. “Shh,” he said. And he started to sink his thick rod even deeper—and deeper, and deeper, and deeper. It felt endless, his pulsing veins rubbing against the walls of my anus, pushing up towards my sternum—maybe even further. I could feel him in my belly, no doubt about that. It didn’t hurt, but it did feel very, very strange.

But for some reason, I was so happy. This was the real feeling that I’d wanted from the start. This was what I set out looking for when I first put on one of Maggie’s dresses. It wasn’t the popularity or the fame—it was the feeling of acceptance, of being happy in my own skin. For once I was happy with myself, and others could see it. Daniel could see it. He wasn’t making love to me because I was famous, or because I was popular in high-school. He just liked me for me, and even though the makeup on my face belonged to my twin sister, and so did my dress and my shoes and my panties—I was still myself.

He started to pump my ass. I gripped that cool metal beam as hard as I could. Balancing on my tippy toes wasn’t so easy, but it was worth it. He was pushing his rod right into the perfect spot, making my legs tremble. “Just like that,” I muttered more than once.

He came down hard, slipping his whole cock out before each deep penetration. I felt his bulbous tip teasing the rim of my anus before he came down, his pelvis slamming into my butt, making it jiggle red. I didn’t want it to end. It felt so damn good. It felt so good that I was coming within a minute, my cock oozing warm, white goo all over a long metal beam. “Oh fuck,” I moaned, wavering in my euphoria.

He held me in place with both of his arms, fucking me harder and harder, faster and faster with each plunge. I couldn’t stop coming. My eyes were practically in the back of my head. My whole body was limp. Had he let go of my sides, I would have fallen to the ground. “I’m going to come,” he said with a grunt.

“Come inside of me,” I said. “I want your cum inside of me.”

His fingers dug into my skin, but I didn’t mind. He grunted louder and louder, and then I felt it—his hot load filling me deep. I gasped, my body tense. I’d never felt anything like it, hot blasts way up in my belly as my anus puckered around a thick throbber.

And then he pulled out and stumbled back and it was all over. As we caught our breath, we looked at each other, in silence for a moment before breaking out into laughter. He knew it was me—his old friend, and he didn’t seem to mind. Because I was being me—maybe for the first time in my life.

So when I woke up in the morning and saw the message from my sister on my phone, with a photo of me at the high-school reunion, I didn’t faint with nervousness or regret. I just smiled. “It’s weird that they think that’s you,” I replied. “I’m way hotter than you.”

She wrote back. “No way, bitch. I’m the hot one.”

“Read the comments,” I wrote back.

I ended up finding a new job fairly easily, as my sister’s stand-in on movie sets. It was an easy job, it paid well, and I got to hang out with famous people all day. It was fun travelling the world with her, staying in fancy hotels, working with the world’s biggest directors. They usually even let me bring Daniel along with me.

There was never much questioning as to whether I was making the right decision. When I came out and told everyone that I liked wearing dresses and makeup more than jeans and hoodies, everyone just shrugged their shoulders and went on worrying about their own problems. I think it was an easier pill for them to swallow, seeing as I looked great as a woman, and anyone with eyes could see it. Or maybe they could just see that I was happier in a little plaid skirt than I was in a pair of cargo shorts. I could see it when I looked in the mirror—that smile that never seemed to vanish from my face—and that was all that really mattered at the end of the day.

THE END
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SISSY PHOTOS


After wild party, Jake wakes up with almost no memory of the night and a set of photos on his phone: photos of a beautiful woman posing in sexy lingerie. He doesn’t recognize the woman, but he’s determined to find her. He may have lost his virginity to her, after all.

But after some searching, he realizes that the woman in the photos may be someone he knows all too well…


CHAPTER 1
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It was the day after that wild party when I found those photos on my phone: photos of a hot young woman posing half naked.

There were probably fifty photos in total: five outfits with about ten photos each. My favourite was the final outfit, where she was wearing a lace one-piece, fishnet stockings, and tall stiletto heels. There was something about the way she stared into the camera—like she wanted to fuck the living hell out of it. I stared at those photos for far too long.

I couldn’t remember anything from that night—well, almost anything. I remember pre-drinking at Ryland’s house. We were playing a stupid drinking game, watching some show about aliens in ancient Egypt; we had to drink every time the host said the word “mystery”. I was already feeling tipsy by the end of the episode—and then the guys wanted to play beer pong.

I don’t really remember the cab to the party. I remember my buddy showing me photos of some chick on his phone. He kept insisting that he was going to sleep with her at that party we were headed to. But I remember thinking that she wasn’t terribly attractive, and I think I told him that as well.

My next and final memory from that night is when we were all in the kitchen doing tequila shots. I’d never handled tequila well, and that night was no exception. When I woke up the next morning, I felt like I’d been hit by a bus (and maybe I had—who knows?). I could hardly move without the nausea becoming too overwhelming. But I had to move, because my car was still parked on Ryland’s street, and parking was only free for the rest of that weekend.

So it was around 3:00 PM when I finally peeled myself out of bed and started my long journey to Ryland’s house to retrieve my car. I was on the bus when I discovered the photos. I was just bored, looking through my apps—checking the weather, checking my e-mails, and reading embarrassing drunken text messages in an attempt to figure out what happened the night before. As I was closing my apps so my battery would last longer, I noticed the photos.

I moved to a different seat on the bus, where no one could see over my shoulder. And then I started flipping through the photos. She was in a bedroom, though I didn’t recognize the bedroom. In the first set of photos, she was wearing a little black dress. Then she was in a schoolgirl uniform that was intentionally too small on her body. Then she got into the lingerie.

She was sexy, but looked shy. In most of photos she was covering at least part of her face—or she was looking away from the camera. But when she was looking at the camera—my God, was she hot. Her eyes were stunning and hypnotic. Her body had perfect curves. Who was this woman? And did I sleep with her?

I checked my phone contacts, to see if there were any new additions. But there were none. I checked my text messages to see if I’d been in contact with any unknown numbers—but again, there was nothing out of the ordinary. That pretty woman only existed in those photos.

So I looked at the photos again.

She had long brown hair that faded into blonde near her ends. She had full lips and small tits—but I’d always preferred chicks with smaller tits if I’m going to be honest. She was beautiful—my dream girl—but who the hell was she?

I sent one of the more conservative photos to a friend—one where she was still wearing that black dress. “Any idea who this is?” I asked.

My friend replied, “No idea. Why?”

“There are some sexy photos of her on my phone.”

“Send them,” he said.

I had to think about it. I didn’t know who the girl was, and it didn’t seem right to start spreading her half-naked photos to all of my friends. “I’ll just show you some time,” I said. No woman had ever let me snap dozens of sexy photos before, so I decided it was best to be respectful—at least until I knew who I was looking at.

But I did send that one photo to a few of my friends. It was Ryland who texted back, “I don’t know who she is, but she looks familiar. By the way, do you remember anything from last night?”

Apparently, Ryland also remembered next-to-nothing after pre-drinking at his house—though he did remember the tequila shots. Maybe that tequila knocked us all out.

It occurred to me that I might not have been the one who shot those photos. Someone could have stolen my phone while I was passed out on the floor, maybe as a joke. Maybe they wanted to send me on a mysterious scavenger hunt. Maybe those photos were just saved from the Internet, and I or anyone at that party didn’t take them.

The party was just people from our school—at least it was supposed to be. Though one of our buddies from another school came along with us, so I can only imagine there were a few others there as well from other schools.

I wanted to let it go. I’d never gotten lucky at a party before, so it was hard to believe that I’d gotten lucky while I was blackout drunk with the gorgeous chick from those photos. Surely they were just downloaded from the Internet, or taken by some girls as a prank while I was drooling on the hardwood. I put my phone away and I got off the bus. I decided to walk the last few blocks to Ryland’s house, hoping the fresh air would cure my hangover. It didn’t.

I thought about going into Ryland’s house to show him the rest of those photos. He did say that the girl looked familiar, after all—but I still didn’t want everyone seeing those photos in case they were supposed to be private. I figured I could solve the mystery on my own, if there was even a mystery to be solved.
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Idownloaded the sexy photos onto my computer as soon as I got home. The mystery was already starting to drive me insane. It was particularly frustrating seeing as I was a virgin, and there was a possibility that I’d had sex with the incredibly pretty woman from the photographs. I can’t think of anything more frustrating than the thought that I’d lost my virginity and couldn’t remember a single second of it.

But if I could track the babe from the photos down, I could possibly get some answers—though I must admit, she also looked quite tipsy in the photos.

I took a close look at the images, flicking through them slowly, trying to spot clues that could lead me in the right direction. But there weren’t any clues that I could spot straight away—just the constant reminder that I may have been with a beautiful woman and I couldn’t remember a second of it.

In her final outfit, she was wearing a black choker. She looked good in that choker. In one photo, she was down on the floor, legs spread, and knees up. She had a hand between her thighs, as if she was rubbing her cunt, and another hand on her face, fingers shyly in-between her teeth. There was only one more photo taken after that—the same pose, this time with her fingers down her panties.

The phone must have been put away after that—and for what? For sex? Did I put my phone away so that I could fuck her? Did she let me go down on her? Did I eat out her wet pussy? Did she go down on me? Did I get my first blowjob? If we fucked, did I make her come?

I closed my bedroom door and returned to my computer. I quietly unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. I was already hard. I jerked off to the thought of that vixen sucking my cock with her plump lips, her stunning eyes looking up at me. In my imagination, she playfully spat my cum out, letting it run down her cheek and onto her chest.

I cleaned up my computer desk and I went to sleep.

But the next morning, the mystery was greater than ever. It was the first thing in my mind when I woke up: who was that woman? Where can I find her? What if she liked me? If we fucked, what if she wanted to fuck again?

At school, I paid close attention to all of the faces in the hallway. I went to a popular school with over five thousand other students—surely there were people I’d never noticed before, maybe even a hot chick who looked great in a black choker. But that girl wasn’t at my school. It was after lunch when I started asking people if they were at the party. When they said yes, I asked what they remembered—if they remembered me talking to anyone. And then I showed them that one picture of the beauty in the black dress. It was the only semi-appropriate photo I could show.

But no one knew who she was. And I was starting to lose my mind. “Sorry, man,” one of my friends said. I was heartbroken. I spent a night with my dream girl, and I couldn’t even remember the night.

And then I ran into Cassie—a girl from my gym class. “What happened to you? You had the best night of your life the other night and now you look like you want to kill yourself,” she said.

I’d never talked much with Cassie before—only occasionally in passing, and by occasionally, I mean very occasionally. She was a pretty, young blonde who I’d had a crush on back in elementary school.

We went on a date together, if you can even call it that, back in the sixth grade. Our parents dropped us off at a movie, and then they picked us up when it was over. She was technically my first kiss, though it was an awkward kiss. It was near the end of the movie, and the characters on the screen went in for a kiss. I figured it was my cue to do the same, even though we hadn’t even held hands or talked at all during the date. I leaned over and puckered up with my eyes closed. And then she said, “Oh, you want to kiss?”

“I guess so,” I said. “Do you not want to?”

“No, uh, I guess we can,” she said.

I puckered up again, and then there was a long pause. She leaned in and kissed me. I didn’t really know what I was doing. It all happened in a second—maybe less. And the moment became a blur. I may have licked her lips by accident. We were completely silent afterwards, and we never talked about it again. There was never a second date.

And after a few years, that awkward memory still lingered—so I just kept my distance from her whenever possible.

“You were at the party?” I asked her.

“Um, yeah, you don’t remember?” she said with a strange grin.

“I don’t remember anything. Hey, maybe you can tell me—this girl. Who is she?” I pulled out my phone. The photo was already open, ready to be shown. She looked at it and then covered her mouth to muffle her laughter.

“What do you mean, who is she?” she said.

“Wait—you know her? Did me and her, like… you know?”

“Wait, are you seriously asking me this right now? You really don’t remember?” she said, still trying her best not to laugh—and failing.

“I don’t remember. Quit messing around. I need to know. Is she a friend of yours?”

“I guess you could say she’s a new friend. I met her at the party,” Cassie said.

My heart was suddenly racing. Finally, I had hope! I was finally going to find out what happened that night, and maybe even get set up with one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen in my life. “So who is she? Do you have her number? What school does she go to?” I asked.

Cassie was still giggling, as if it was all a big joke. Was she just pulling my leg? Did she actually know the girl from the photos or was she just trying to mess with me?

“Well?” I said.

“I don’t think you want to know,” she said. “You were pretty drunk—you and Ryland were both very, very drunk. Don’t get me wrong—I was drunk, too. Everyone at the party was. But you and Ryland were on a different level.”

“What are you talking about, Cassie? Just tell me who the girl is. Please.”

There was that grin again, teasing me, getting under my skin. “Her name is Andrea.”

“And her last name?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I think she just goes by Andrea. And I don’t have her phone number.”

“And where does she go to school?” I asked.

“Here.”

My heart skipped a beat. There was a good chance that Cassie was lying to me, but I wasn’t going to convince her to admit it any time soon. So I had to take the clues she’d given me—because if they were genuine, then they were amazing clues. I was looking for an Andrea who went to school with me. How hard could that be?
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Istarted my hunt on Facebook. I searched ‘Andrea’ and I must have looked through fifteen pages of results before Facebook started showing me people named Andrea with no mutual friends living in Guatemala. I guess she didn’t have a Facebook page. So I searched Twitter, and then Instagram, but I wasn’t able to find her.

I messaged Cassie, asking her to send me all the information she possibly could. She sent nothing. “Sorry, I already told you everything,” she messaged back.

I was starting to think that I was better off without the glimmer of hope that Cassie gave me. Now, I just felt like I was stuck on a wild goose chase, trying to find someone who never even existed. And maybe she didn’t exist. Maybe Cassie was the one who took my phone while I was blackout drunk, and she downloaded those photos to mess with me, to make me think that there was a beautiful woman somewhere in the city who was sexually interested in me.

But I wasn’t ready to give up. There was a way to prove whether the photos were actually taken with my phone or downloaded onto my phone from the Internet. I just needed to go to the party house and look in the bedrooms. The wallpaper in the photos was fairly basic: white and ran pinstripes. But it was unique enough to tell me whether that house was where the photos were taken or not.

The party took place at Mel’s house. Every year, Mel through a big party while his parents were away on their annual anniversary trip. They would leave for two weeks, and Mel would throw a party the day after they were gone, giving him the full two weeks to clean up the aftermath. He was sort of an only child, unless you count his older sister who was on the other side of the planet studying at some prestigious school.

Either Mel’s parents were completely oblivious to Mel’s shenanigans, or they just didn’t care. Every year, the house looked like the aftermath of a tsunami. One year five windows and three doors were broken. Somehow Mel ended up repairing everything before his parents’ return.

So I got on a late bus that night, destined for Mel’s house. It was on the other side of town—a whole hour on a quiet bus. I ended up looking through those pictures again, still unable to believe that they were real. How could a girl that hot go to our school, and how had I never seen her before? Surely I would notice a babe like her in the hallways…

I zoomed in on her eyes. She did have a familiarity to her—or maybe that was just from staring at the photos for so long.

Looking at those photos made me wish that I wasn’t such a lightweight. It wasn’t the first party that was a complete blank in my mind. It didn’t help that I only weighed one hundred and twenty pounds. Usually four or five drinks were enough to get me wasted. That night at the party, I probably had twice that many before blacking out.

When I got off the bus, I noticed a familiar face across the street: it was Mel, walking in the other direction. I thought about calling out to him, to ask if I could see the bedrooms of his house, but I froze up. I suddenly felt nervous, as if I didn’t want to be seen. I had a weird feeling buzzing inside of me, telling me to keep quiet. I’d already pestered half of the school asking if they knew the girl from my photos—I didn’t need them knowing that I was travelling across town to look at the wallpaper in Mel’s bedroom. If Andrea heard about my trip, she would probably think that I was a crazy person—or maybe she would think that I was determined. That’s an attractive quality, right? Regardless, I kept my mouth shut and I watched as he continued walking in the opposite direction.

I checked Facebook on my phone. I went to Mel’s page. One of his friends posted on his wall, asking him to come over to hang out. So presumably, that’s where he was going, which meant his house was empty.

I don’t know what my plan was. I stepped up to the door and rang the bell, just to make sure there no one was inside. Then, I crept around the house and started looking through windows. It was too dark to see anything. The lights were all off inside, and the sun was fully set. I had to squint to make out slight details, but I didn’t have the definitive answers that I needed.

I suppose I could have waited until Mel was home, and I could have asked him to show me around the house. I could have told him that I left a sweater behind or something—he didn’t have to know that I was there to see his wallpaper like some raving lunatic. But I couldn’t handle the suspense. A part of me wanted to see that Mel didn’t have that pinstripe wallpaper in his house, so that I could accept the whole thing was just a big prank, designed to get me confused and worked up.

I found an unlocked window near the back. I had to drag a lawn chair up to the side of the house to stand on to reach it. And it was a bit of a struggle pulling myself through. But I did manage to get inside. I didn’t turn on any lights, except for the flashlight of my phone.

The house was still a mess. There were red Solo cups all over the ground, empty bottles of liquor all over the counters, and I almost tripped in a puddle of what I hope was beer. I couldn’t remember the layout of the house, so I just started peeking into rooms. The first door I opened was a broom closet. The second door I opened was a pantry. Then I found a powder room, then a proper bathroom. The bathroom spelled like vomit, and the smell nearly made me sick. I closed the door swiftly.

Then I started making my way up the stairs. Even the stairs were covered in empty cans and bottles and spilled beer. There was a giant hole in one of the walls, with a chunk of wallpaper still hanging off as if it was about to fall at any moment. I did my best not to touch it. I was pretty sure Mel wouldn’t notice anything moved out of place, but I wasn’t about to take the risk. I was technically breaking and entering, after all.

I looked into the first bedroom. It was Mel’s room. The bed was a mess and the floor was covered in his clothes. But the walls were white, just like the walls in the hallway and the walls in the living room.

Next, I found Mel’s parents’ bedroom. It was also a big mess. There was a hole in the door—someone probably punched through to unlock the door so they could fuck some girl on Mel’s parents’ bed. The bed was rustled up and there was vomit on the carpet in the corner. But the walls were pink—not pinstripe.

I was starting to think that the girl in the photos was just a prank, put on my phone by Cassie as some sort of revenge for an awkward kiss that happened ten years before. And then I found Mel’s sister’s bedroom.

The walls had white and tan pinstripes, just like in the pictures on my phone. I quickly pulled my phone out, opening up those very photos. Even the dresser in the background was the same—there was no mistaking it: it was the site where the photos were taken, and possibly the site where I lost my virginity to a beautiful woman named Andrea.

The clothes that she’d worn were still in that room as well, on the floor. The black choker was right there on the dresser, next to a makeup kit. Even the pair of black lace bunny ears that was in one of the photos was on the bed. Suddenly, the mystery was closer to being solved. The photos were confirmed to be real. I had everything in those photos right in front of me—everything but the beautiful girl.
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So I knew the girl’s name, and I knew where the pictures were taken—I even know whose clothes were worn in the photo-shoot. I just needed to figure out who this Andrea chick was.

I went into the garage and dug out the last three years of yearbooks. And I started flipping through pages, looking for anyone named Andrea. There were a few Andreas—even a couple that could have been her, seeing as they missed photo day (so it said, ‘No photo available’ in a grey box). I tried searching those mystery Andreas online, but found nothing.

This girl was elusive, but I had a feeling that she was worth it. There was a warm buzzing in my heart, telling me to keep looking, keep digging. Maybe we had a truly amazing night together—and maybe my heart remembered what my brain couldn’t. Or maybe I was having some subconscious visions of the future, where we were together and happy. But I would never know if I never found her—so I kept looking.

The last fifteen pages in each yearbook had photos taken around the school—of friends hugging and classes posing for big group shots. I looked carefully through those group shots, trying to see if anyone looked remotely similar to the Andrea from my photos. There was one girl who had a vague similarity—though her nose was bigger and she didn’t have nearly as prominent of cheekbones. I had to look closely at her photo and Andrea’s photo to rule out the possibility that I was looking at Andrea in my yearbook.

But while I was looking closely at the photo from Mel’s bedroom, I noticed a face in a window reflection. It was the camera operator, but it wasn’t me—it was a petite blonde with dark eyeliner around her eyes. She was in a few more pictures, too, holding up my phone and snapping photos of Andrea. And her face was clear in one shot: it was Cassie. And in another shot, there were two people in the reflection: Cassie and the figure of a man, presumably myself.

So it was Cassie who took the sexy photos of Andrea, with my phone. But why with my phone? Was I just in the room during the sexy photo shoot?

The mystery only became more confusing. Cassie was the one who took those sexy photos, and for some reason I stood behind and watched—but why? Did we have some sort of three-way? Was that why Cassie was acting so weird when I asked her about the night?

It was hard to pay attention to my teachers at school the next day. I couldn’t get ‘Andrea’ off of my mind. I felt like I was so close to cracking the mystery, but still so, so far. It didn’t help that my classes were abnormally quiet, so I could practically hear my thoughts out loud. A bunch of students didn’t show up for school that day; apparently there was a bug going around. So for the first ten minutes of each class, the teachers set up the Home Feeds.

At our school, calling in sick got you out of the classroom, but it didn’t get you out of class. You had to watch every lecture through a laptop computer’s webcam. They called them Home Feeds. It was essentially just a Skype call, and I always thought it was a bit creepy: a line of sick digital faces along the wall. They almost got rid of them after one kid forgot to turn his off after class, and he ended up masturbating in front of the next class.

Thankfully, Cassie wasn’t one of the sick ones that day.

I found her during the lunch break, and I asked her to come chat with me outside. I made sure to lead her to a spot where no one would hear us talking. I was starting to get an awkward feeling in my gut that something wasn’t right. There was something that Cassie wasn’t telling me, and I was starting to worry that she was keeping her mouth shut for my own sake. Did I do something embarrassing with Andrea? Was I better off not knowing what happened that night?

I pulled out my phone and I showed her the picture. “This is that Andrea chick, right?” I said.

“Yeah, that’s her,” she said with a chuckle. It was still funny to her. I must have done something terribly embarrassing, and to her it was immensely entertaining.

I zoomed in on the photo, on the window, showing Cassie herself in the reflection. “Please explain,” I said.

I watched as Cassie’s cheeks turned red. “Well look at that. That’s me,” she said, biting her lip. Her whole face was quickly turning red, as if she’d been caught. So I showed her the other photo, the one in which I was standing next to her.

“And what am I doing watching like a creeper?” I asked. “It’s killing me, Cassie. Please just tell me what’s going on here.”

“That’s not you, Jake,” she said. “That’s Ryland.” And as soon as she said it, I saw the similarity. He was too tall to be me, and his shoulders were too broad.

“So I wasn’t in the room then? What were you guys doing with my phone?” I asked.

“Oh, you were in the room,” she said, that grin returning. “You really don’t remember anything—not even a few days later?”

“I remember nothing, and your little act is starting to piss me off if I’m going to be completely honest.” I could feel redness entering my own cheeks. That awkward feeling that was rumbling in my gut was starting to become stronger and stronger. There really was something embarrassing happening here, but I still couldn’t figure out what. Did Andrea reject me? Did I make some sort of cheesy proposal? Or did I do something horribly regrettable, like expose myself to her?

“Jake… Out of curiosity, how many people have you shown these pictures to?” she asked.

“These pictures? Just you.” I flipped to the picture of Andrea in the black dress. “This one, I’ve probably shown to two hundred people now. And no one knows who she is.”

“Yeah, that’s for the best. Stop showing people these photos. In fact, you should probably delete them and never bring them up again.”

“What? Are you nuts?”

“Jake, that’s you in the photos. You’re Andrea.”

My heart fluttered and plunged into my gut. What did she just say? Did she just say that I was Andrea? How could that be possible? I wasn’t a woman. I didn’t have long hair or tits or a pussy. Although, now that I was thinking about it, I couldn’t help but realize that there were no shots of actual cleavage. Her tits were too small in the photos. And she was always covering her crotch—unless she was wearing a skirt or a dress.

I looked at my phone and I zoomed in on her face. Her eyes were blue, like mine. But lots of people had blue eyes… Right? And her lips were plump and feminine—but they did kind of look like my lips.

A wave of light-headedness passed through me. Cassie was right—it was me in the pictures. Now that she’d said it, I could see it. I’d been obsessing over myself for days. I’d broken into a house in an attempt to get a little bit closer to getting my own phone number. I must have lost my mind.

Oh God—that meant that I posed as a girl for Cassie and Ryland during the party. They must have been laughing their asses off the whole time. “Tell me that you’re just screwing with me,” I said.

“I’m not. It was just a joke at first, but then you got really into it, and you actually looked good, so we just kept going with it. I don’t think Ryland remembers any of it, and no one else saw us. So just pretend like it never happened. I promise I won’t tell anyone.” But it was already too late. She already knew and that was bad enough. And what if Ryland’s memory eventually came back to him? What if he saved that photo that I sent at him, and it was just a matter of time before he looked at it and realized he was looking at me?

“Why did you tell me her name was Andrea? Your story keeps changing. I don’t believe you,” I said. I could feel the colour draining from my face as a lump grew in my throat.

“Because you kept telling us to call you Andrea. You could even do the voice. It was just harmless fun, Jake. Don’t let it get to you. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“Fun? This is fun to you?” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “It was fun for me, sure—but you were the one who was really having fun. Just try to forget about it. You were drunk. Drunken people do stupid things. I need to get to class now. See you later.” I watched as she walked away without looking back. And then I looked back at the photos—the shots of myself in Mel’s sister’s clothes and lingerie.
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Cassie’s advice to simply forget about the photos was silly advice. How could I forget about such a thing? Perhaps she was right about trying to keep me in the dark about the reality of the photos—but it was too late for that now. I couldn’t erase my memory and return to the blissful ignorance of the past few days. One moment I thought that I might have slept with a gorgeous woman, and the next I discovered that I got dolled up in front of Cassie and Ryland and I let them take photos of me.

Unless this was all part of Cassie’s big prank. Was it not possible that they found a chick who looked a bit like me, and then they took a bunch of photos of her with my phone, to make me think that I’d gotten up to some drunken cross-dressing shenanigans? There were tons of people at that party—when we were doing tequila shots in the kitchen, I remember feeling cramped and surrounded by people. So maybe someone else was in on the joke.

I mean—the girl in the photos was always covering part of her face—if not her eyes, then her mouth. Maybe the actress was trying to hide characteristics that would give her and the rest of the scheme away.

There was one way to find out: I could get dressed up again. I could try to mimic the makeup style from the photos, and see if I actually looked like the girl—because right now, there were only some vague similarities (and some awfully convincing similarities, but nothing absolute). I didn’t have any women’s clothes or makeup to try on, but I knew where I could get plenty: Mel’s house. I knew how to break in, and what better clothes to try on than the clothes used in the original shoot? Maybe they wouldn’t fit—surely the heels wouldn’t fit me. And if I couldn’t squeeze my body into the outfits, then surely that meant it wasn’t me in the photos—right?

That night, I got on the bus with an empty backpack. It was already dark out. I checked Mel’s Facebook before leaving, to see if he was home, but his feed gave no hints. Regardless, I was determined to get what I needed.

My gut was turning the whole way. For the first time in my life, I felt motion sick from the bus. Or maybe I was just sick from the thought that I’d jerked off to pictures of myself. The worst part of it all was that I still thought the woman in the photos was pretty. Knowing that she was most likely me should have made me disgusted by the sight of her, but I still couldn’t help but see a beautiful woman. I wanted her to be a woman so badly. There was still hope.

There was a light on in Mel’s house, up in his bedroom. It was flickering slightly, as if he was watching television or playing a video game. I carefully sidled around his house and found myself at his back window—the one that I knew was unlocked. I carefully pulled myself up and climbed inside.

My heart was racing. I was really doing this—I was really going to steal his sister’s clothing while he was in the other room. I had to take a deep breath before climbing the stairs. Once I was upstairs, there was only one exit: those very stairs. Downstairs, there was a front door and a back door and plenty of windows I could fit through. Upstairs, there was a leg-breaking fall and a guy who had the ability to tell the entire school that I was a panty thief.

I could hear the gunshots of his video game. He was talking, probably into a headset. The house was still a mess. I wondered if he’d even started cleaning up, and if he’d even seen the mess in his sister’s bedroom yet. And if he had, would he notice the missing mess when he went in there again?

If he did notice, he would never know that I was the one who robbed him. I slipped into his sister’s room and I started stuffing my bag. I stuffed every outfit that was featured on my phone into my bag, including the heels and the makeup kit that was still sitting on the dresser. I even took the choker and the lace bunny ears. If I was going to do this, I needed to be absolutely sure that every detail was perfect. I couldn’t live with any more uncertainty. Either it was me in the photos or it wasn’t; no more confusion.

I was zipping up my bag when I heard the footsteps in the hallway. It was Mel, out of his room, out to investigate a noise he’d heard. “Hello?” he called out casually, his voice nervous. His footsteps moved closer to the bedroom.

I hopped to my feet and ran over to the closet. I pushed myself between hanging dresses and I gently closed the closet door. My heart was racing. And then I had a strange flashback from that night at the party.

I remembered the feeling of that closet: the soft clothes rubbing against my skin. I remember being shocked by how soft everything was, and wondering why men’s clothes couldn’t be that soft. In my memory, I was already naked, save for a pair of black lace panties. I didn’t remember putting the panties on, but I remembered liking the way they felt, snug and secure, yet discreet and sexy. “Damn, nice ass,” I remember Ryland saying with a chuckle. And the panties did give me a nice ass. Those very panties were in my bag now.

I heard the bedroom door open. “Anyone here?” There was a long silence, and then I heard his creaking footsteps entering into the bedroom. They were coming closer and closer to the closet. He could probably hear my heart pounding and my stomach turning. I tried to cover my mouth so he wouldn’t be able to hear my breathing. Then the room became silent again.

I pulled my foot in slightly, so he wouldn’t see my toes at the bottom of the closet door. And then, as I pulled my foot back, I stepped on what I thought was a cat: it was soft and hairy and I nearly screamed. But I managed to cover my mouth and hold back my sudden outburst. I looked down. It was a wig: the brunette wig with the blonde ends from the photos. The sight of the wig was a disappointment: one more piece of evidence suggesting that I really was the model in those photos. But that was the least of my worries now. Now, I was about to be caught by Mel with a bagful of his sister’s clothing. I took a deep breath and held it. Maybe I could barge out of the closet and push past him before he could catch a glimpse of my face. He would be so scared; he would probably cower away before getting a decent visual. Right?

“I need to stop watching scary movies before bed,” he said to himself, and then he turned and left the room. I waited for a few minutes before I emerged from the closet and got the hell out of that house. I left through the same window I came in through, and I ran back to the bus stop. But my heart was still pounding, and my paranoia was still at an all-time high. I felt like the other people on the bus could tell that I’d just robbed a house. And I felt like they could see right through my bag at the lingerie and dresses and wig that was stuffed inside.
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If you don’t know me well, then this may be the hardest part of my story to believe…

I was sweating when I returned home—a cold sweat that soaked through the back of my t-shirt. I’d just committed a crime, and a serious one, even if it was just to get a few female outfits. But my heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I thought that I was on the verge of cardiac arrest. So I got undressed and I hopped into the shower. And instead of taking my usual three-minute shower, I stayed under that hot water for the next twenty-five minutes.

I needed to relax. I needed to calm my nerves. And it was working at first, until I noticed that my legs were shaved.

I know what you’re thinking: how could I not have noticed for three full days? But if there’s one thing you should know about me, it’s that I’m not the most observant person. I’m the kind of person who screams during movies because I never see the twists and jump scares coming. I’ve never liked complicated movies because I always end up getting lost, missing details that are probably supposed to be obvious. I always thought that I had ADHD, but my parents refused to get me tested. They always said that there’s no such thing as ADHD, just boys being boys.

Well, I went a full three (and almost four) days without noticing that my legs and pubic hair were shaved completely. My armpit hair was gone, too. And I had no recollection of shaving myself, so it must have happened during that party, probably before the photo-shoot.

I got out of the shower and went to the mirror to take a close look at my face. My eyebrows appeared smaller and more controlled, as if they’d been shaped with a pair of tweezers—yet another piece of evidence in the cross-dressing column. But I wasn’t ready to accept it just yet. I needed to see myself all dolled up before I made any decisions.

I took my mom’s makeup mirror to my bedroom. I pulled up the clearest shot of Andrea’s face on my computer, and then I started trying to match the makeup. I didn’t really know what I was doing, and it took a few attempts before I got it more-or-less right. Surely, if it was me in the photos, I’d gotten help from Cassie. I went thick with the eyeliner on the upper eyelid, and I used plenty of eye shadow. A wave of hope rushed through me when I realized Andrea’s eyebrows were much darker than mine, and then I noticed a product in the makeup bag called ‘Eyebrow Fill’. I rubbed some into my eyebrows, and sure enough, the match was spot-on.

For my lips, I used the only lip product that was in the bag: a pink gloss.

And every time I looked into the mirror, my heart sunk further and further into my gut. It was becoming harder and harder to deny: I was Andrea. There were a few differences, particularly with contouring. But the differences were all technical and probably could have been worked out with some makeup application practice.

There was still a final glimmer of hope: the outfits might not fit. But of course they did—every single satin and lacy piece fit perfectly. Even the black strappy heels were just my size, and surprisingly comfortable. I stepped back and looked into my full-length mirror. I was Andrea. I was the beautiful woman in the photos on my phone.

And what was I supposed to do about it now? What was my plan? I’d held so tightly to the hope that Andrea was a real woman—a student at the school. I never stopped to think ‘What if Andrea is me?’

A chill ran through my body. I had bigger problems than worrying about the fact that I had the body, and apparently the face, of a woman. I had a ticking time bomb with Ryland—any day his memory of the night could come back to him; even just a small glimpse of me getting dolled up. And that photo of me in makeup and a black dress was on the phone of about two hundred students. It would just take one especially observant person to look that that photo and realize they were looking at me. So what could I do about it?

What if I made them think the girl in those photos was real? If I could somehow be in two places at the same time, then I could make everyone think that Andrea was a completely different person—and I had to do it before anyone clued into the reality. So how could I be in two places at once?

I paced around my room and then I sat down at my computer. I looked up at the ceiling and I looked at my screen. I was about to literally search it into Google: ‘How to be in two places at once,’ when I noticed my computer’s webcam. And then I remembered the Home Feeds. Was it possible to be on a Home Feed and also at school?

Of course! I could film a couple hours of myself staring at a computer screen, and put that footage up on a television. Then I just needed to point my webcam at the television and pray that the teacher doesn’t ask me any questions.

The idea made me laugh out loud. It seemed so silly. I would need someone to actually connect the Home Feed from my house. And then what would I do if the teacher asked me a question? I would be screwed. And then the whole class would realize that I was just a recording. It was too risky.

But the next day at school, I ran into Ryland. “Hey Jake,” he said, stopping me in the hall. “The picture of that girl you sent me—do you have other pictures? I was looking at her last night. She looks so familiar. I feel like I might know who she is,” he said.

My heart trembled cold. “Who is she?” I asked, my voice suddenly weak.

“I don’t know, but I feel like I know. Do you have a picture where she isn’t covering her mouth? If I have a clear shot, I know I can figure it out. Just looking at that one picture—I swear it’s helped me remember bits from that night.” I wanted to snatch his phone from his hands so I could delete that photo, but I had a good feeling it was already on his computer at home.

“Sorry, that’s the only photo I have,” I said.

“I thought you said you had a whole bunch,” he said, his eyes narrowing slightly.

“I deleted them. It didn’t seem right having that girl’s photos on my phone. She was clearly drunk in the shots, and she even looks like she might be underage. Better safe than sorry,” I said, forcing a smile.

He stared at me curiously for a moment before shrugging his shoulders. “Maybe that was the best move,” he said. A warm relief washed over me. But I wasn’t in the clear—I was far from it. He was still trying to figure out who Andrea was, and by the sounds of it, he was getting closer and closer with each passing day.

So I called Cassie. “I need your help,” I said. “Call in sick tomorrow and bring your laptop to my house.”
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Ineeded Cassie’s help on more fronts than one. I needed her to control my video recording for me, which I spent half of the night recording, and I needed her to do my makeup. I couldn’t do it nearly as well as she could, and it was important that I look exactly like the girl in those photos. “What are you going to do?” she asked.

“I’m going to go to school,” I said.

She stared at me with a blank expression for a moment before saying, “Are you crazy?”

“I need to do it. I need Ryland to see me on that screen, and then to see that Andrea isn’t me. I’m just going to wander around, pretend to study in the study hall, pretend to browse the library, stand in line in the cafeteria—that kind of thing. I just need Ryland to see me.”

“Why?” she said.

“Because he’s on my trail, and I need to get him off. Keep up, Cassie.”

“But aren’t you worried that if he sees you as Andrea, he’ll remember that night?” she asked. And the question made my body suddenly rigid. She made a good point—what if the sight of me did bring back memories from that night? It was a risk that I was willing to take. Besides, if he saw me on the screen and then he saw Andrea minutes later, he would end up questioning his own drunken memories.

“Give me your phone and I’ll text you when I’m near Ryland. Then you can text him. So he’ll get messages from me while Andrea is in front of him eating lunch or something. It will work. Trust me.”

“Okay, fine,” she said.

I didn’t get much sleep that night. Cassie showed up at my house bright and early at 5:45 AM. She had a big box full of makeup and a bag filled with clothing options. It was supposed to be a warm day, so her clothing options weren’t quite as conservative as I would have liked. I ended up picking a skirt and tank top combination. It wasn’t until I was wearing the tank top that I realized how little it covered. The armholes were cut deep, hanging low and exposing the sides of my bra. Thankfully it covered enough that you couldn’t tell my bra was stuffed with wads of toilet paper.

She sat me down on my bed and she started doing up my makeup. It took a good thirty minutes before she was even done my eyes. “Hurry it up,” I said.

“You think this is taking long? If only you could remember how long it took at the party on Saturday,” she said. She moved slowly and meticulously. There was no mirror to look at from my seat, so I just had to trust that she was doing a good job. While she was fitting on my wig, she had me repeating phrases, to get my voice nailed down. She gave me tips on perfecting my inflections.

“You sounded better when you were drunk,” she said.

“Well I’m not going to get drunk before school,” I said.

“Then it’s probably best you keep your mouth shut while you’re there,” she said.

My heart hadn’t stopped pounding since I woke up that morning. I wasn’t able to eat breakfast. I wasn’t even able to hold down a cup of coffee. I just wanted that damn day to be over with, so everyone could see that Andrea and me were different people.

“Okay, look in the mirror,” she said, stepping back from me.

I stood up and walked over to the mirror. And I was looking at Andrea. I was looking at a beautiful woman, and I felt strangely relieved. I should have been angry. I should have been ashamed. But I wasn’t. In that moment, I felt only relief and a shred of excitement, knowing that I was about to save myself from a hell of a lot of embarrassment.

I had to wear the black strappy heels that I’d stolen from Mel’s sister’s bedroom. The shoes that Cassie brought over were too small for my feet. Once I put the shoes on and did a couple of lengths up and down the hallway, I received a flashback from that night of the party. I suddenly remembered standing in that room, in that black dress in those very heels. Cassie was holding up my camera, pointing it at me. And I felt amazing. I’d never felt sexier and happier in my life. It was like my body was filled with some foreign energy, like I was free for the first time in my life. I remember seeing myself in a nearby mirror, and it was struggle to look away. I remember Ryland staring at me with wide eyes. And I remember winking at him, making his cheeks turn red, and thinking it was so cute.

But I was drunk, and drunken people do silly, inexplicable things. Right? It’s not like I actually had secret desires to dress up like a woman and flirt with my best friend…

“Good luck,” Cassie said to me as I reached for the door handle. She would be staying back with my laptop and her own, playing sick herself while operating my pre-recorded sick video. “Oh, and what do I do if one of your teachers asks you a question?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Pray that doesn’t happen,” I said. It was 8:20 AM—ten minutes before my first class. I had to go. I had to go and face my whole school as a woman. My heart was somewhere in the pit of my gut as I stepped outside.

A warm breeze crept up my legs. It was strange, being completely exposed save for a strip of fabric hanging from my waist. I had to be careful—one wrong move and my cock would fall out from my panties. And that skirt was hardly long enough to hide any wardrobe malfunctions. I had to walk five blocks, and in that time I must have tugged my skirt down fifteen times. It felt like it was riding up. I’m pretty sure if there was anyone behind me, they could have seen my whole ass. I was too afraid to look back.

When I turned the corner and could see the school, my heart really started pounding. My mind started spinning. Was this the stupidest idea I’d ever had? Or did I need to do this to save myself from those sissy photos I took at that drunken party?
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Iwas late for school. When I walked in, the hallways were empty and classes were already underway. But it didn’t matter—I technically had no classes to be at anyway. So I casually wandered down the hallways. The occasional student heading to the bathroom passed me and looked at me. Their gazes made my joints stiff, but no one seemed to be able to tell that I wasn’t actually a woman. I made a terrifyingly convincing woman, after all.

The study hall was empty. No one had a first period study break, so for the first period I just wandered the halls and got used to my heels. They weren’t nearly as uncomfortable as women make them out to be. Though my ass was starting to get sore—it turns out walking in heels is a bit of a work out.

I would stop at every bathroom to check my makeup and my wig, and to instil some confidence in myself. Seeing myself was always a relief, but that relief would fade with every passing minute that I was away from a mirror. I would start to wonder: what if I don’t really look like a woman? What if the bell rings and all the students emerge from their classes and see me and they can tell that I’m actually Jake? Then I would see myself in the mirror and those anxieties would flutter away. I looked like a woman, and I looked almost nothing like myself—a cousin at best.

The first bell rang. My heart jumped up in my chest and started pounding. I was tempted to jump into the nearest bathroom stall and hide until class started. But I was there to convince everyone that Andrea was a real person, and for that to happen, everyone needed to see Andrea.

So I took a deep breath and I pretended to head to my locker. I walked down the hall, through streams of students. I got looks—lots of looks. A few from women, trying to figure out who the hell I was, and tons from men—with eyes that wondered why they’d never seen me before.

Across the hall from me was a group of five guys. They were all looking at me and clearly talking about me. I had to convince myself that they couldn’t tell who I really was. If they could tell, they would be saying something to me. I forced a smile and watched as their collective cheeks turned red. It was a great feeling, having that kind of power with a single smile. They all looked away, shy and overwhelmed. A pretty girl just smiled at them, after all.

And it happened again around the corner. Another group of men noticed me after their buddy gave them all a little nudge. I winked at them—but I didn’t mean to. It was just an impulse, which I probably should have held back on. But it was fun watching their faces redden, their power stripped away from them.

I tried to find Ryland, but I ended up getting distracted a number of times. I went to my second class and peeked in the doorway. We had our second class together. He wasn’t there, but I was. The teacher was just setting up my Home Feed. My image was on the screen. “Can you see okay?” the teacher asked my pre-recorded face. But I didn’t respond. “Jake, can you hear me okay?”

“Miss Dwyer?” I said from the doorway, stealing her attention away.

She looked at me with wide eyes for a moment, and then she said, “Can I help you?”

“Mr. Duncan asked me to tell you that he’s looking for you. He said he’s got some papers that belong to you or something.” It was the first time I used my voice—a voice that I never planned on using. But I had no choice. I had to do something. I needed to get her away from my pre-recorded Home Feed.

“Oh, okay, I’ll look into that,” she said. She walked by me, heading down the hall to Mr. Duncan’s class. And I walked away before she returned confused as hell. All I could do was hope that she would forget that I never replied to her on my Home Feed. Or maybe she wouldn’t have the time once she was back to sort it out.

I was almost sad when the bell rang and the hallways emptied out again. I had nowhere to go. I tried to remember which class Ryland had for his third period. I was fairly certain he had gym, which was right next to the study hall. So I went to the study hall and I set myself up at a table. I put down a textbook and I pretended to read. A few other students showed up and set up around me.

Tanner Kramer sat at the table across from me. He was a football jock with a big jaw and big shoulders. He looked overwhelmed, with three textbooks sprawled out before him, and a binder that was terribly unorganized. He read his textbook aloud to himself, quietly and slowly. He sighed and shook his head a number of times. It was obvious that he wasn’t understanding the course material.

So I went over. “Can I help?” I asked.

He looked at me and his eyes lit up. His lips parted and he took a moment to respond. “You know math?” he asked.

I laughed. “Yeah,” I said.

He stared at me for a moment longer before pushing out a chair for me. Even his cheeks turned red—and he was the biggest heartthrob in the school. I could feel the gazes of the other girls around me as they looked upon me with jealousy. They’d waited years for an opportunity to sit next to Tanner—and there I was, a few hours into my first day. But as far as they were concerned, I’d been there the whole time.

“Are you new?” Tanner asked, after I showed him how to figure out the missing side of a triangle.

“No,” I said.

“I’ve never seen you here before,” he said.

“Well I’ve been here,” I said with a little wink. Again, I don’t know why I winked. I don’t even know why I volunteered to help him with his homework. I was taking unnecessary risks. I wanted people to notice me, but I didn’t want to become the centre of attention. Andrea was going to disappear after that day, so I had to be careful not to pique anyone’s interest. I wanted my disappearance to be just as discreet as my arrival.

The second period bell rang and the students flowed out from their classes. I sat anxiously and watched for Ryland. And the hardest part of the wait was the fact that I had to use the bathroom—but I didn’t want to miss my opportunity to see him right after he saw me on the Home Feed. We had no other classes together that day, and if a large gap of time passed before he saw me as Andrea, he could easily believe that I’d gotten dolled up and ran to school. It had to be now or never.

But damn, did I have to go pee.

I waited, squirming slightly in my seat. I watched the crowds of students as they passed, but Ryland wasn’t there. Did he not show up for school that day? Did I put in all of this effort for nothing?

The bell rang again and the halls started to thin out. I didn’t see Ryland. So I decided I would go use the bathroom and then I would spend the rest of the day in the library, being casually spotted by my fellow classmates.

I wanted to run to the bathroom, but running isn’t easy in a pair of tall heels. I did my best, and I managed to make it before my bladder exploded. And while I was flushing the toilet, I heard someone enter. And it wasn’t until I stepped out from the stall that I realized I’d ran into the men’s bathroom by accident.
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Standing in the bathroom, staring at me with a confused look on his face was Ryland. “I’m sorry, did I step into the wrong bathroom?” he said, looking around. But the line of urinals answered his question for him.

I wanted to say something, but I was suddenly at a loss for words, a thick lump clogging up my throat. I tried to swallow the lump but it wouldn’t go down.

“Wait—you,” he said. “You’re the girl from—uh—I mean… You were at the party this weekend, weren’t you?” His cheeks were a shade of red as he almost let it slip that he knew about the sexy photos.

“Yeah, I was there,” I managed to say. My skin felt cold. My hands were trembling. This was the encounter I wanted, but it was a bit too close and personal for my liking. Not to mention, he was going to wonder what I was doing in the men’s bathroom at any moment.

“My friend has been looking for you. You’ve been driving him nuts, even,” he said with a chuckle.

“Oh really?” I said. I started creeping towards the door.

“Yeah. His name is Jake. He was really drunk, and, uh, he thinks that you guys might have clicked or something.” He stared into my eyes and became silent. A thought was occurring to him, but I had no idea what was in his head. Was he recognizing me? Could he see me through my wig and my makeup? It was just makeup—not a mask. He was still looking into my eyes, on either side of my nose. It was still me, just with some highlights and shading. I wanted to run, but my legs were suddenly stiff.

And then, in that moment of silence, a memory came back to me—from that night. We’d just finished taking photos. Cassie put my phone down and then she climbed up onto the bed with me. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Shh,” she said, pressing her finger to my lips. She removed the finger and then she kissed me. Ryland was standing in the room with us, watching. Cassie and I kissed for a while, and then she sunk down and pulled off my lace bra. She started sucking my nipples. It felt good. Ryland was still watching. And for some reason, I couldn’t look away from him. There was something hypnotizing about him, or maybe it was just the liquor.

“I’m going to eat our your pussy,” Cassie said.

“Do it, slut,” I said back with a laugh. She sunk low and pulled aside my panties. She stuck her face in and started to eat out my asshole. She got her tongue in deep. And my God, did it feel good. I rested my head on a pillow and found myself staring into Ryland’s eyes again, just like I was now. And then I waved him over with a single finger. He came up next to me and I undid his best. And the next thing I remember is his cock being slipped through my lips while Cassie ate me out.

We had a three-way that night.

While Cassie was still eating me out, Ryland climbed on top of me, upside-down. He lowered his cock back into my mouth, and then he slipped my cock into his mouth. We were sixty-nineing while Cassie got her tongue in deep.

The memory is still hazy and largely unreliable. But the next thing I remember is being bent over, Ryland’s long, slick cock pushing into my wet asshole. And in front of me, Cassie had her legs spread wide. I was licking her cunt while she rubbed her clit. She had a big smile on her face and her cheeks were dark red—almost purple.

And I had a good feeling that Ryland was remembering the same moment now, as we stood silently in that bathroom. And suddenly I felt like a huge idiot. My whole plan was useless. Ryland was smarter than I gave him credit. “So the Home Feed—how’d you set that up?” he asked, finally breaking the silence.

“It’s just a recording,” I said. I still couldn’t move. I wasn’t even sure if my heart was beating.

“Does Cassie remember?” he asked.

“I think so,” I said.

And the silence returned. It was a long, painful silence. I felt so humiliated, like I would never be able to show my face at that school again, even though I knew Ryland would never tell anyone. But that didn’t quell the shame. “You looked good,” he said finally, taking me by surprise. “I mean—you look good. You looked good on Saturday and you look good now.”

“Really?” I asked.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Yeah.”

And the silence returned, but this time it was accompanied by a warm buzzing in my heart. I felt strangely relieved, and even excited, but I wasn’t completely sure why. “Why did I do it?” I asked. “I remember doing tequila shots, and the next thing I remember is being like this.”

“You wanted to do it. We found that girl’s room and you said you wanted Cassie to do your makeup.”

“But why?” I said.

“You didn’t say why. You just wanted it. And I thought it would be funny, so I stayed to watch. And then you actually looked good. And you sounded good. And… you felt pretty good, too.”

I couldn’t understand why I did it—what kind of alien force planted that urge in me that night. But I didn’t regret it. That memory wasn’t a giant embarrassment like it probably should have been. I wished that I could remember more of it. I technically lost my virginity that night, after all. But what I could remember was so much fun, and it felt so good. And I remembered feeling so comfortable, and I remembered Ryland and Cassie thinking that I was so sexy.

And now, Ryland was looking at me with those same eyes, filling me with that same warm energy. He still thought I was sexy, even sober. “So why are you here like this now?” he asked.

“I don’t even know anymore,” I said.

“I wish I could remember more from that night.”

“Me too,” I said.

“Maybe you could refresh my memory,” he said, and he stared into my eyes. I knew what he wanted. And in that moment, I wanted it too. I didn’t know why I wanted it, but I knew I wanted it. It didn’t matter why. Why does everything have to have a reason? Why can’t people just do what they want, as long as no one is getting hurt?

I kissed Ryland in that bathroom.
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Iwondered if he’d ever really forgotten the night, or if he was just pretending to hide from the potential humiliation. Getting drunk and fucking your best friend in the ass would probably be a humiliating memory for most people—and it probably was for Ryland, until he saw me once again in makeup and a cute little outfit.

More and more of that night came back to me as we made out in that bathroom. I slipped my hands under his shirt and ran my fingers down his muscles, and I remembered doing the same in Mel’s sister’s bedroom.

I sunk down to my knees and I got Ryland’s cock out. He was already rock hard. The sight of his throbbing erection brought back a whole new set of memories. At one point, Cassie and I took turns sucking him off. When Cassie was sucking him, I was sucking her nipples. When I was sucking him, she was between my legs, sucking my cock.

I could even remember the feeling of Ryland’s cock throbbing on my tongue—if felt the same now, as I stood up on my knees in that bathroom. Ryland reached over and flipped the lock on the door. We still had forty minutes before the lunch bell rang, but we both had a feeling that time was going to fly in that school bathroom.

He picked me up and placed me down on the sink counter. He quickly flipped up my skirt and fetched my cock from my panties. He let out a long sigh of relief as he stroked my length. I wasn’t nearly as big as him, but he seemed to like my little sissy cock. He bent over and sucked it. He had no problems fitting my whole erection in his mouth. I pulled off his shirt so that I could see his sweat-tinged muscles.

He looked up at me with a big grin. “You’re so hot,” he said.

I bit my bottom lip in an attempt to hold back my excitement. I’d never felt so good after a compliment before. Maybe it was true—maybe I had been subconsciously suppressing these urges for a long time now. Maybe the liquor just made them surface. I could remember a few dreams in which I was a woman. I’d always ignored them, and I’d always ignored the fact that I often went to bed looking forward to those very dreams. I always told myself that they were just stupid dreams—nothing to take seriously.

But it felt so good, being complimented, feeling sex, being dominated by a much larger man. I couldn’t wait to feel his cock inside of my ass. I couldn’t wait to hear him grunting as his erection throbbed deep inside of me. I couldn’t wait to feel his warm load oozing out from my stretched-out hole.

“Fuck me,” I said. I couldn’t stand the anticipation any longer. I wanted to be fucked and I wanted it now. I lifted up my legs and spread them, exposing my puckering hole. He ran his thumb over it before stepping forward with his cock. He pressed it against my hole. It looked like it was too big for me, but he’d gotten it in before—somehow. I took a deep breath and I bit my lip. He started to press in, holding my legs firmly with his hands.

It hurt a little bit, but that was to be expected. His cock was a whole inch in diameter, and my anus wasn’t even a full centimeter. But he managed to stretch it, and he managed to sink himself in deep. “Shit,” I moaned as I looked down. His long member had disappeared into my body. I really had a cock inside of me!

“How does it feel?” he asked, his face red and his eyes glowing.

“Good,” I said. The pain was started to subside, replaced by a buzzing euphoria. I remembered that euphoria from the weekend party—and I remembered just how strong it was able to become. I took a deep breath and he started to thrust.

I held on tight to his sweaty hard body. He came down hard, his pelvis slapping loudly against my butt. And with each penetration, my own cock became harder and harder, bouncing on my tummy. He didn’t mind that it was out in the open, my panties stretched off to the side. He even liked it—staring at it with eyes full of lust. He even grabbed it at one point and gently stroked it. He was a bit heavy-handed, but I didn’t mind.

“I’m going to come inside of you,” he said.

“Do it. I want it so badly. Please come in my ass. Don’t hold back,” I begged. I sunk my fingernails into his sides, pulling myself as tight into him as I could. Fuck, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. Why did it have to end? But it wouldn’t be the end. I still had all of those clothes and that makeup kit from Mel’s sister’s bedroom, and there were plenty of free weekends ahead of us. It wasn’t the end at all—just the beginning of a new hobby, a new relationship, and a new life.

I would take it slow. I wouldn’t simply show up for school as Andrea and expect everyone to shrug their shoulders and accept me. I would start with Ryland and Cassie, eventually introduce Andrea to my other friends, maybe my family, then the rest of the world—but I was in no rush. For now, I was just happy to have one person to share myself with. And best of all, that one person was happy to have me, as Andrea, all dolled up and sexy.

He grunted and came down hard. I felt his hot load bursting inside of me. I bit down on my tongue, but that didn’t stop me from moaning louder than ever. My whole body went numb and I nearly fell off of that bathroom counter. Luckily he was there to hold me up. And he would always be there to hold me up.

It felt amazing, and there would be plenty more where that came from.

And to think that my whole new life would have never started had it not been for a few dozen sissy photos.

THE END


ADULT FILM STAR
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ADULT FILM STAR


Luke needs money and he needs it fast. He goes through every job listing, but nobody is hiring. He’s so desperate that he ends up replying to an ad looking for men for an adult film. It’s an easy two hundred bucks, and they even let Luke wear a mask.

But Luke was so desperate for quick cash that he didn’t notice the part of the ad that mentioned he would be performing with a beautiful woman with an extra appendage.


CHAPTER 1
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It’s amazing what people will do for money. Luke always knew that there was a price for everything—he knew that people were lying when they said things like, “I wouldn’t do that for any amount of money!” Everyone has his or her price. Luke just thought that his price would be more than it was.

And maybe it would have been if he weren’t so desperate. In the span of a week, he managed to lose his job, total his car, and drop his wallet somewhere on the street on his way home from the bank, after taking out half of his account so he could pay his rent. To call that week lousy would have been a grave understatement.

“What do you mean, you dropped the money?” asked Luke’s landlord. “I don’t care if you dropped it or if a unicorn stole it from you while you were hanging upside down off of an airplane. I need that money by tonight or you’re out. Simple as that.” Luke went up and down the streets trying to find that wallet, but it was gone. Who wouldn’t grab a wallet packed tight with cash?

So Luke went back to the bank and he took out the last of his bank account. At least he would be getting his final paycheque in a few days—that would be enough to cover the cost of a few bills and some groceries. Until then, he was going to have to live off of whatever he had in his pantry: a bag of noodles, some soy sauce, a packet of hollandaise sauce (which was probably expired), and about a cup of rice. His stomach gurgled as he stared at the mostly empty pantry. “It could be worse,” he told himself. But he wasn’t sure how exactly it could be worse. Soon, he would be living on the street, begging for change. At least the winter was over. At least he wouldn’t die from the cold out on the streets, unless he failed to find a new job before the next winter started back up again.

He fired off about thirty resumes that night, expecting to have at least one job interview lined up by the morning. But he woke up to an empty e-mail inbox. No one was hiring. He stared at that empty e-mail inbox for ten minutes before migrating over to his couch so he could plant his face into a pillow. He screamed and then he felt tears forming in his eyes. He held those tears back. “You’re stronger than this,” he told himself. It was just a bad week—and every bad week comes to an end eventually. He forced a smile—maybe this was the start of an opportunity. He was being given the chance at a fresh start. He could pick a new career, move to a new city, maybe even start that business he always dreamed of starting… But all of those things need at least a bit of start-up cash. How could he start a new career if he couldn’t afford a new education? How could he move to a new city if he couldn’t even afford a suitcase, never mind a bus ticket? How could he start a company if he couldn’t even afford to incorporate?

He found himself back on his computer, searching through job postings. But there was nothing new—nothing he hadn’t already applied for. So he tried looking elsewhere. There was a whole section of gigs—temporary employment, but at least it was something. Maybe he could help someone build a fence. Maybe he could paint some old lady’s house. He scrolled through the listings and started replying. But people were quick to reply: “Sorry, the position’s already been filled.” Luke even found some posts looking for actors. He’d never acted before, but how hard could it be? “Sorry, we’ve already got our guy. Thanks for applying though,” was a reply he was becoming painfully used to seeing.

And then, after an hour of desperate searching, he found an ad that made his stomach turn. “$200.00. Adult film actor. Must be comfortable naked. Must be clean. Must be comfortable with sex.” Luke hated the fact that he wasn’t closing that window. He hated that his cursor was now hovering over the reply button. Just how badly did he need two hundred bucks?

He replied to the posting, half-hoping he would be told the position was already filled. But instead, he got a quick reply from the poster. “Can you send me a scan of your latest swab report from your doctor? We just need you for a simple bukkake scene: you and nine other guys will come on this chick. She might suck you, she might let you fuck her—we’ll see how’s she’s feeling on the day. Oh, and if you want, you can have your face covered. No one will be looking at your face anyway. Get me that swab report and I’ll give you the time and address.”

Luke’s stomach rumbled as he re-read the message. He wasn’t sure he would even be able to come on camera, never mind get hard. But what if he could? If his face was covered, it’s not like anyone would recognize him, right? He did really need that two hundred bucks…

So he went down to the nearby walk-in clinic. “What are you here for?” the woman at the front desk asked.

He cleared his throat and forced a smile. “Just want to get checked for… you know—STIs, or whatever.” He felt his cheeks turning red.

“Do you believe you have an STI?” the woman asked, raising a brow. Her voice was louder than Luke would have liked.

“No, of course not. I just want to make sure. Better safe than sorry, you know?” He forced a little laugh as a cold sweat began to tickle the back of his neck.

They got him into a room. The doctor was thankfully a female. She asked him to drop his pants, and then she went ahead with her inspection. She gently lifted up his cock and inspected his shaft. Then she ran her fingers over his testicles before taking a Q-tip to swab the tip of his penis. She spent a little bit too much time holding up his shaft. He was worried he was about to get an erection from the gentle stimulation of the Q-tip. He was relieved when she finally let his cock rest and said, “That’s all.” He put his cock away before it got noticeably bigger.

“Great,” he said, springing to his feet. “When will we get the results?”

“No later than tomorrow morning,” she said. But it was only a few hours later when Luke got a call from a woman at the clinic saying, “There was nothing wrong with your swab.”

“Can I get a copy of that report?” Luke asked.

There was a silence on the other end. “For what?” the woman asked.

“Just for my own peace of mind,” Luke said.

Then there was another long silence. “I’ll have that sent over,” she said. Luke felt like a complete idiot. He could never go to that clinic again. Everyone there probably thought he was some gay prostitute or something—or some guy who barebacked a gay prostitute. Though the reality wasn’t much better. He needed the report so he could star in an adult film. He needed the report so that he could get hard on camera and then come on some poor stranger.

His stomach turned again as he opened up his e-mail, so he could send the swab report to the adult film producer.

“You’re just in time. Shoot starts in an hour. Address is 22 Hazel Street, in the South. Money will be handed out after the shoot. Got it?”

Luke looked up the address. It was about an hour away, so Luke had to get moving. He sprayed himself with a little bit of cologne before slipping out his front door. And then his heart didn’t stop pounding until he was standing outside of the house with the ‘22’ on its front door. It was just a quaint bungalow in a quiet neighbourhood. There were kids playing down the street and a man mowing his grass just two houses down. The man looked over at Luke, and Luke looked away quickly, worried he was standing in front of a house with a bad reputation.

He knew he could still turn back. He wasn’t locked into anything. It’s not like the porn producer had his social insurance number. It’s not like Luke would be ruining any future job prospects by running away. But he just couldn’t say no to the money.

What if it had been one hundred dollars? Would he have done it then? Probably not. What about one-fifty? Probably not. But two hundred seemed like a lot of money. It was one third of his rent for the next month. It was about a month’s worth of groceries. It was his phone bill, Internet bill, and heating bill combined. It was enough money for two nice dates with a woman—not that he had a woman to take out on a date. Luke’s price was two hundred dollars.

So he stepped up to the door and he rang the bell. His heart suddenly fell into his stomach and his joints became stiff. He bit down on his tongue and whispered to himself, “What the hell went wrong?” Just one week before, his life had been looking so bright. He actually thought that his boss was calling him into his office to give him a raise. And now, he was waiting to be let into a house so that he could jerk off on some poor girl so that he could buy groceries for a month.


CHAPTER 2
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The blinds were closed and bright LED lights had been set up around the room. The air in the house was damp and warm. There was at least ten men standing in that living room, but no one was talking to one another. A table of food had been set up in the corner, but no one was touching it. Everyone was too nervous to eat.

The man who let Luke in was holding a clipboard. He didn’t say hello; he just said, “Name?”

“Luke.” He didn’t want to give his full name, though he had no reason to withhold it. It’s not like there was going to be a credit scroll at the end of the naughty film.

Luke noticed the pile of black bandanas on the food table. At first he thought they were napkins, then he noticed the men were wearing them over their mouths. So Luke meandered over to the table and he picked one up. He put down his glasses and then he tied the bandana around his mouth and hoped that it was enough to hide his identity. He couldn’t see very well without his glasses, but at least his friends wouldn’t recognize him without glasses on. But now he was regretting the tattoo he got on his arm three years ago: a bird wearing an army helmet. His friends would surely recognize the tattoo—but would his friends even see the video? Luke wanted to ask the producer what kind of audience would see this film, but he was too afraid to speak. So he just backed up against the wall like all of the other guys in the room.

Luke wasn’t the last to arrive. Two more guys showed up after him. They gave their names and then they became silent, covering their faces and hiding against the wall, behind the row of lights. The producer left the room for a minute and then he came back, still holding his clipboard. “Okay, everyone. Let’s get undressed. You can put your clothes against this back wall. We want lots of moaning and grunting. If she touches your dick, pretend to like it. Ham it up for the cameras. Don’t just stand there like a post while she diddles you. Same goes for if she sucks you. Same goes for if she lets you fuck her. If you come right away, don’t just stop. Keep stroking your dick until you’re hard again. I know that it might be uncomfortable, but we want it to look like the room’s full.” He checked his watch, as if he was on a tight schedule. But none of the guys in the room appeared to be in any sort of rush. Was the actress in a rush? Did she have other porno shoots to get to?

“Okay, here she comes. Let’s get that camera rolling, please!” Luke didn’t even notice the cameraman standing in the corner. He lifted up his camera rig and then pressed a button, making a red light turn on. Luke looked around and realized he was the only one who wasn’t naked. The other guys had taken off their clothes quickly and without hesitation. Maybe this wasn’t their first time. Maybe they’d bukkaked lots of girls before.

Luke quickly undressed. As he was fumbling out of his pants, he noticed the blonde beauty out of the corner of his eye. She was wearing nothing but a black lacy teddy and a tall pair of black heels. She walked into the middle of the room with a big, confident smile on her face. The crowd of naked men quickly surrounded her. Everyone who could reach her was suddenly touching her, feeling her skin, squeezing her tits. One man even went right for her pussy, running his fingers up and down her slit. One guy went in for a kiss and he got it. Certainly these weren’t all first-timers like Luke. If they could walk up and feel a girl up without any hesitation—then this wasn’t their first rodeo.

Luke’s legs began to tremble. He looked down and realized he was much paler than the other guys. He also wasn’t quite as buff—though there were a few skinny dudes in the crowd.

“C’mon, buddy. Get in there. We aren’t paying you to watch,” said the producer as he gave Luke a shove. Luke stumbled towards the naked men. He nearly touched a man on the ass by accident, but he managed to pull his hand away. He was uncomfortably close to many cocks—some of which were already starting to look hard. He’d never seen another man’s erect penis before—not in real life. His heart was pounding. At least his face was covered. At least this would all be over in no more than an hour. “Get in there!” the producer hushed from behind Luke’s back. But there was no opening. So Luke had to awkwardly pry himself between two buff naked men.

And then he found himself staring into the eyes of the blonde. She was beautiful—overwhelmingly beautiful. She had plump, juicy lips, and big, stunning eyes, complete with dark mascara and thick eyeliner. She grinned. Luke let a whimper slip out from his lips. He was suddenly frozen, too afraid to do anything. He knew he was expected to reach out and touch her, but that went against everything he’d ever been taught: don’t touch girls inappropriately.

But he could already feel the frustration of the producer standing a few paces behind him. So he awkwardly reached out for the woman’s arm. But she turned suddenly, and Luke’s hand landed on her breast. He froze for a moment and tried not to tremble on camera. Her hand came up and pressed against his, making him squeeze her tit. She had stiff tits—definitely implants—but they were still warm and her skin was soft. She looked into his eyes again with another grin, making his heart stutter. Luke was touching a naked woman and he didn’t even know her name.

Then, her hand slipped off of his and moved downwards. He watched her fingers as they slipped around his flaccid cock and began to massage him. He gasped again. She knew how to massage a dick, centering her attention on his tip, gently rubbing as he got harder and harder. He bit down on his bottom lip. He was happy that he was getting hard, but humiliated that he was getting hard in a room full of strangers, with a camera pointed in his direction. He looked for that camera now, and saw it across from him, pointed right down at his cock. It was only a few seconds before the woman let go of his cock and grabbed another from her selection. Luke’s heart stuttered again.

Luke felt humiliated. Every time he noticed that camera, he tried to cover his tattoo. But he knew it was already too late. That tattoo had certainly already made it into many shots. Was this worth two hundred bucks? And what about when guys started coming? What if some guy accidentally got cum on Luke? He tried not to think about it. The act was already well underway, and it would all be over soon.

One of the men dropped down to his knees. He buried his face between the woman’s thighs and started licking her through her lingerie. She grabbed his head and pulled him in tight. Another man got down on his knees behind the woman and buried his face between her ass cheeks.

“Jerk your fucking cock!” the producer hushed in Luke’s direction. Luke looked around and saw that the other guys were all jerking themselves off, getting themselves closer to orgasm. Luke had to bite down hard on his tongue to gather the will to reach down and stroke himself. He tried to think if he’d ever done anything this humiliating before. But nothing came close to masturbating on camera with a group of strangers.

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He’d already come this far. He could tough out the next thirty minutes or so. He really did need the money, after all. So he kept jerking. And somehow, he managed to get himself hard. Maybe it was just the stimulation. Maybe it was the sight of the beautiful blonde. But it definitely wasn’t the thought of coming with a group of horny strangers.

When Luke opened his eyes, he saw something that made his heart stop for a moment. The man on his knees in front of the actress was now licking a long, curved cock, and that cock belonged to the blonde beauty. She was a man—a tranny, a shemale, a trap—whatever you want to call her. Luke froze, stopping his hand from pumping. He felt a cold shiver jolting down his legs and he nearly stumbled over.

“Okay, let’s keep things moving, everyone!” the producer shouted. “People want to see cum—let’s give them cum!”

So the blonde got down onto her back. Two men sunk down and hovered their erect penises next to the tranny’s mouth. She grabbed both and mashed the tips together before sticking out her tongue to get the shafts nice and wet. Another man got down between her legs. He lifted up her knees and then he spread her cheeks, exposing her tight asshole beneath her ball sack. No one seemed to be put off by the fact the blonde was really a man. Maybe they’d all gotten the memo. Maybe it was written in the ad and Luke just didn’t notice it.

“C’mon, man. I’m not going to tell you again,” hushed the producer. He walked up and gave Luke a shove, making him stumble forward, towards the action, towards the ten erect cocks. Luke wasn’t sure what to do. He kept going through the motion of jerking off, but he could feel that he was losing his erection. He’d definitely lost his arousal. But he couldn’t lose that two hundred bucks—not after coming this far. He’d touched her breasts, and she’d massaged his cock—a tranny had massaged his cock. He shuddered and tried to catch his breath.

“Do something, man. Go and fuck her tits or something,” the producer said, while all of the other guys took turns getting their dicks sucked. The man between her legs hadn’t moved. He was still carefully trying to mash his erection up into her asshole with one hand while playing with her cock with the other.

Luke moved in. He carefully stepped over the blonde shemale and sunk down, so his ass was on her abdomen. He felt so filthy and so depraved. He closed his eyes and wished that he had a time machine, so he could go back and avoid this terrible situation. Then he opened his eyes and looked down at the trap’s tits. He slapped his cock down between them and then he pushed them together. He started pulling them back and forth, making them massage the length of his rod. And now, she was staring into his eyes with that grin on her face.

He tried to take another deep breath. His mind was spinning with confusion. He knew she was a biological male—he knew she had a cock, even though he couldn’t see it now. But that face really did look feminine. And those tits might have felt fake, but they looked shockingly real. And even though they were fake, they still felt nice as they stimulated the length of his cock. He was getting hard again, but now he wasn’t sure that’s what he wanted.

It dawned on him that he was in a room with ten other guys, and no women. He was having an orgy with a bunch of dudes. This definitely wasn’t worth two hundred bucks. So why wasn’t he leaving? Why was he still there? Why was his cock so hard?

“Okay guys, switch it up. Don’t let it get boring for the audience,” said the producer. So everyone stood up. Luke found himself back on his feet, with his cock in his hand, like the other guys. Everyone moved in to a new spot. Luke purposely delayed, so that all of the openings would be taken before he could get one. He was happy standing on the sidelines, jerking himself off, even though it was the most humiliating thing he’d ever done. He watched as the blonde sucked cock after cock, and he watched as men took turns plugging her hole.

Then he watched as one man stuck his cock inside of her and started pumping. His face was starting to turn red. He groaned and then the blonde gasped. The man pulled out just as his cock was releasing a blast of cum onto her abdomen. “Fuck, I’m sorry,” he groaned. Luke didn’t know why the man was saying sorry. Wasn’t the whole point to come on her? Then he noticed the cum billowing out of her asshole. He didn’t just come on her—he came in her, too.

And then Luke got another shove. “Get in there, man. You want to get paid, right?”

Luke’s body was cold and tense. There was only one opening: between her legs. And that cum was still there, oozing out from her asshole. Was he expected to put his cock in there? Was he expected to have his cock covered in some stranger’s warm load?

He sunk down slowly. His stomach was sick as he thought about sticking his cock in, but the thought of leaving empty handed was worse at this point. So he aimed his tip at that hole, closed his eyes, and pushed in. There wasn’t much resistance: she was stretched out and now she was well lubricated with another man’s semen. It felt weird: sticky and slick and warm. Luke tried to pretend like he was pushing his cock into a vagina, and the slime was just her pussy juice (though it was so much thicker). He reached down and grabbed her hips—at least those felt feminine—and then he started to pump.

Luke hated how good it felt. He hated how a strong euphoria started to swell inside of him. He hated how badly he wanted to look at the blonde’s tits as they bounced up and down. This should have been nothing but repulsive, so why was he enjoying it all of a sudden?

He watched as two men simultaneously came on her face. Then, ten seconds later, another man came on her chest. His first blast nearly got Luke, reaching as far down as her pelvis. He was surprised when she reached down and slicked the cumshot up her shaft and started to pump herself.

“Fuck,” Luke said. “I’m going to come.” He wasn’t sure why he said it—no one else announced themselves.

“Me too,” said the blonde, looking down at Luke. “Let’s come together. Press your cock against mine.”

“Yes—great idea!” shouted the producer. “Get your dicks together. C’mon now.”

And Luke felt like he had no choice. He pulled his cum-slicked cock out from the blonde’s asshole and then he moved up and pressed it against her cum-slicked cock. She took both of the cocks and started to pump them together. Luke closed his eyes and tried to push back his humiliation. Everything about the moment was horrible: his cock was pressed against another cock, and both cocks were covered in the cum of two other men. He was surely going to need to undergo another STI test after this…

“Oh fuck!” the blonde groaned. She tilted her head back and then Luke watched as cum shot out of her cock and straight into the air. It landed back Luke’s tip. It was warm and gooey, and it melted down his shaft and then between her fingers. The sight was all Luke could handle. He groaned and then he began to unload, firing blast after blast onto the beauty’s already cum covered body.

“Are you getting this? Look at all that cum!” the producer said to the camera operator. The camera operator swooped in and made sure to get Luke’s seemingly never-ending cumshot on film. And now he felt even more humiliated than ever. It was embarrassing that he actually participated in such a perverted event—but to actually come as well? Did that mean that he liked it? Did that mean that he was just as depraved as the other participants?


CHAPTER 3
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The set became dead silent when the filming was finished. No one said anything to anyone else, and the blonde tranny went off into another room to get cleaned up—probably to the bathroom to take a shower. She was covered from head to toe in cum: the cum of ten guys, and some guys even came twice, which Luke thought was strangely impressive.

“Great shoot everyone,” the producer said as he went to retrieve a little metal box. In the box were little bundles of twenty-dollar bills. Everyone lined up quickly as if they’d been through the routine many times before. Luke got in the line as well. When Luke got to the front, the producer handed him his wad. “You’ve got my e-mail if you want to do this again,” he said. “We have a shoot like this every week. And there are other shoots too, if you’re interested. If you can come like that consistently, you can probably make quite a bit of money.”

Luke opened his mouth to reply, but the humiliation clogged his throat. He was about to turn away when he noticed a wad of cash inside of the box. The paper strip holding it together had ‘Elle’ written on it. It was a thick wad of fifty-dollar-bills. Was Elle the blonde tranny?

“What are you staring at?” the producer asked.

“Nothing,” Luke said, looking away quickly. That wad probably had two thousand dollars in it—maybe more. And maybe she deserved it after the gross hour she’d just endured.

Luke took off, excited to get home to take a shower of his own. He could feel the cum drying on his cock: his own cum, the tranny’s cum, and the cum of two other men. He was just praying that he hadn’t contracted some sort of disease. He got to the bus stop and then he tried to read the sign with the bus times on it. But even straining, he couldn’t read the sign without his glasses. He reached into his pocket and realized his glasses weren’t there.

“Shit,” he muttered, realizing he’d left his glasses in the house. So he turned around and went back to retrieve them. But he stopped a block short of that suburban set. He didn’t want to go inside. He didn’t want to see those faces again. He didn’t want to look into that man’s eyes—the man who watched him fuck a tranny before coming all over her cock. He didn’t want the reminder. But those glasses were worth nearly two hundred bucks, so he couldn’t just leave them behind unless he wanted to make this embarrassing experience a complete waste of time. So he walked up to the door and reluctantly pressed the doorbell.

It was a minute before the door opened. Luke was expecting the producer, but instead he got the blonde, who was now clad in a pink housecoat and matching pink slippers. She looked right into Luke’s eyes and smiled. “Hey again,” she said. And Luke was rendered frozen. She hadn’t seen his whole face until that moment, yet she still managed to recognize him.

Luke stuttered before saying, “Hi.” But he’d suddenly forgotten what he came back for. He found himself looking at the blonde tranny, wondering how it was possible that she was a tranny at all. She didn’t look like a tranny, especially with her cock hidden behind that pink housecoat. But even with her makeup washed off and her hair wet and un-styled, she still looked like a lady. And in a way, that was relieving. At least she looked like a real girl. At least Luke could rest easy knowing that he fucked a convincing trap and not some broad-shouldered drag queen.

“Can I help you with something?” she said.

Luke thought for a moment, snapping himself out from his daze. “My glasses—I left my glasses here,” he said. And he could see them, still sitting on that back table with the food spread that no one touched.

The blonde opened the door wide. “Sure. Come on in,” she said with a cute smile. She watched as Luke walked through the house. He grabbed the glasses and headed straight back for the door. “Today was fun,” she said, bringing him to a frozen stop.

“What?” he said.

“I said, today was fun,” she said. But he’d heard her the first time.

“Oh. Yeah, it was,” Luke said, forcing a smile. Now he wasn’t sure what to do. He wanted to leave, but he felt like that would be rude—or was it rude to stand in the middle of that living room. Whose living room was it? Was it her living room? Was it the producer’s living room? Where was that producer now?

Luke felt like he needed to say something so that the silence would become too overwhelming. So he said the first thing that came to his mind. “They paid you well for that?” he asked. And he immediately realized how rude the question was.

She laughed. “Pretty well. I got three grand for this shoot, which is a bit less than what I usually make. But I like working for these guys. They do good work, and the sets are always professional.”

Luke found himself nodding his head slowly. All he heard was ‘three grand’. He couldn’t believe that number. Three thousand dollars for less than an hour of work? Luke couldn’t even imagine making three grand. That was enough to live for almost three whole months, as far as he was concerned.

“Well you deserve it,” he said, forcing a smile as he slipped his glasses into his pocket. He thought about putting his glasses on, but he didn’t want her to see him as he usually was.

“Thanks. You’re so sweet,” she said, leaning forward and kissing him on the cheek. He became tense, like a teenager getting his first kiss, even though he’d already had his cock inside of her asshole—and much more than that. “We should do a shoot together sometime—just me and you. What’s your name?”

Luke hesitated. He thought about giving her a fake name, so that the embarrassment would be lessened. But he didn’t want to be rude. He knew that if he gave her a fake name, she might go to the producer and then find out the name was fake, and then she might be offended. So he gave her his real name, and then he said, “I need to get going.” He turned around and got out of that house. Once he was around the corner, he started running, so he could get as far away as possible—even though he knew it made no difference how quickly he got away from the house. It was already too late. He’d already gone through with the shooting of the film, and soon that film would be online for everyone in the world to see. His own friends could find that video with a few clicks, and then they could watch as Luke rubbed his cock against a transgender woman’s cock.

He pulled that small wad of money out from his pocket and stared at it. Was it worth it? Did he really need that money? And if it were worth it, would it be worth it to do it again? That producer did say they did a shoot every week…

He stuffed the money back into his pocket and he shook off the tingling idea. It wasn’t worth the money. Now, he would be stuck with that depraved memory for the rest of his life, just so he could pay a few bills.


CHAPTER 4
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The next few days were long. He kept looking for employment, but found nothing. And then, once he’d gone through every single job posting, he found himself scouring the Internet for that video. He had no idea how long it took to process a pornographic movie, but he couldn’t imagine it took long. The camera never cut while filming—it was just a single, long take, which would require no editing. He couldn’t help but think that it was already out there, already being watched by his friends, and he had no idea how to find it himself.

And worse, his friends would never tell his that they watched it, because by telling him, they would be admitting to watching trap porn. So now, every time Luke saw his buddies, he would be overwhelmed by the paranoia that they secretly knew that he’d gone and done a porn film.

But he kept looking, because he had nothing else to do. He didn’t have enough money to go to the movies or even to play a bit of pool at the billiards hall. He didn’t even have enough money to rent a movie on his Apple TV, so all he could do was search the Internet for that video. He wouldn’t have been able to focus on a movie or a game of pool anyway, knowing that video could be circulating around the depraved corners of the web.

He didn’t find the video, but he did stumble upon a video staring that blonde beauty. In the video, she was with a biological woman. First, she ate out the woman’s pussy, and then the woman sucked her cock. Luke fast-forwarded through the video, to the part where the woman put on a big strap-on and fucked the blonde beauty in the ass. The video ended with the blonde coming on the camera lens.

Then Luke noticed a line under the video window. “See more videos with Elle!” That was the name on the wad of money. It really was her! Luke clicked the link and saw a dozen different videos: some with men, some with women, some with other traps, and some by herself. Luke recognized the living room in a few of the videos. Then he saw a video labelled, “Elle does bukkake!” He clicked it and then his heart stopped. The video opened with the camera over his own shoulder. His tattoo was right there, in the frame, next to Elle’s lingerie-clad body. The sound for the first half of the movie had been replaced with music, probably because the director was shouting at Luke for the whole first half.

Luke watched the whole video in a state of frozen terror. Even with his face covered, it was always obvious when he was on screen—even when that tattoo couldn’t be seen. But would it be obvious to other people? He looked down and saw that the video already had 400,000 views. It had only been up for twenty hours. How many views would it have by the end of the day? How many views would it have by the end of the month? Surely it was just a matter of time before someone Luke knew saw that video…

Luke read the comments. He didn’t have to scroll far before someone commented on his massive cumshot. “Did you see how much cum sprayed out of that dude’s dick?” The comment had nine hundred likes. Luke’s stomach turned. Half a million people had now watched a video of Luke rubbing his erection against a trans woman’s erection. This horrible anxiety that was now swirling inside of his stomach was certainly not worth two hundred dollars.

It was that night when Luke received an e-mail from the producer. “Hi Luke. That was your name? Just to confirm—you were the guy who came half a gallon of cum on my actress, right? Well she’s requested that I reach out to you for a possible shoot. Is that something you’re interested? I could give you a thousand bucks. Shoot shouldn’t take more than an hour or two. Let me know. If you can come like that again, I’ll make it $1,500.”

And now Luke’s heart was pounding. He didn’t delete the e-mail, but he didn’t reply right away. He had to take an hour to think about it. Was $1,000 his price now? He knew that he had a price, even knowing how humiliating it would be. He knew that by doing another video, he was doubling down on the number of people who might recognize him. But he still needed money. He still had no job prospects. And a thousand bucks is a lot of money—more than high-class escorts get paid.

So he messaged the producer back. “When and where?”

“Same place. You free tomorrow? She’s free tomorrow. Let’s do it tomorrow. Say around 11:00 AM. Go get yourself checked tonight and bring the paperwork with you tomorrow.”

Luke went to his bathroom and he tried to throw up. He couldn’t believe what he was doing, but he just couldn’t resist the money. It was enough money to pay off his credit card. It was enough money to pay for his bills and his rent. It was enough money to survive for another month while he hopelessly replied to every job posting on every job board.

He looked up nearby clinics, but the only one that was open was the one down by his apartment building—the same one he went to just a few days before. He groaned and then he made his way down. The same people were working. “Hello again,” the woman behind the desk said. “What can we do for you today.”

Luke’s face was already red before he said, “I need to be tested.”

“For what this time?” the woman asked.

He cleared his throat. “The same thing—everything. Just test for everything.” He felt the blood rushing into his cheeks.

It only took fifteen minutes, but that fifteen minutes seemed to last a lifetime. The same woman doctor inspected his cock and swabbed his tip. Then she looked him in the eyes as if to say, ‘What the hell are you doing with your life?’ And Luke looked down at his feet, as if to say, ‘Throwing it down the toilet.’

He went home and then he woke up the next morning to a phone call, letting him know that he was clean and good to star in another porno shoot. “Should we e-mail you the results again?” the woman on the phone asked.

“Yes, please,” Luke said with a defeated voice. But he knew he would feel better as soon as he got his thousand dollars—maybe even fifteen hundred dollars. He printed off his clean swab report, and then he got himself showered up and ready for his tranny sex date, which would be filmed and posted on the Internet for everyone to see.

The address was the same as before. He got another awkward look from one of the neighbours as he walked up to the door and reached for the doorbell. It took two minutes for the producer to answer the door this time, leaving Luke standing on the doorstep feeling even more exposed and vulnerable than he felt when he was naked and jerking himself off in front of the camera. “Hey, Luke. Come on in,” said the producer. Luke wasn’t sure whether or not he was happy to see that the living room was empty. At least when there were nine other guys, he didn’t feel so alone. Now, all of the pressure was on him. He couldn’t step back and let the other guys take over. He had to be the star of the show now, and he knew that the director wasn’t a fan of cutting.

“You can start undressed,” the director said. And then he stared at Luke, as if he was waiting for him to get undressed. So Luke carefully pulled off his shirt and started to take off his pants. He noticed the cameraman in the corner, looking his way, and then a woman he didn’t recognize in the other corner, holding a makeup pallet—she must have been the makeup artist.

Luke had the urge to cover his cock as he slipped his pants down, but he knew there was no point. Everyone in that room was about to see much more than just his cock.

He looked around the room and saw that there was a table covered in sex toys: vibrators and dildos and Fleshlights. And were those there for Luke to use on her, or were they there for her to use on Luke? Now that the spotlight would be on him, what was expected of him? He thought about asking the producer, but he was too afraid of sounding like an amateur. He didn’t want to give the producer any reason to cancel the shoot, even though that may have been for the best.

The producer looked down at Luke’s cock. “You need a fluffer?” he asked. “Marina! Come over here. Help Luke get it up so we can start shooting. Elle is ready, right? Almost ready? I don’t want my film opening with a limp dick.”

The makeup artist put down her pallet of makeup and she walked over. She said nothing as she sunk down to her knees before Luke and grabbed his cock. She started massaging it in the most amazing way, using both of her hands and rolling it as if she was rolling some dough into a long rope. “Is he getting hard yet?” the producer called out from across the room.

“Yes. He’s almost hard,” she replied in a strangely monotonous voice, as if it was just another part of the job—and it was.

She had Luke hard in less than thirty seconds, throbbing, and nearly on the verge of coming. He had to ask her to stop. “Sorry. It just—it feels too good.” He felt his whole face turning a dark shade of red.

She sighed and shook her head. “We may have to shoot the cumshot first!” she called out.

The producer man sighed. “Too bad. He can hold it. I’m not cutting.” He looked at Luke. “If you come before her, I’m putting her on top. Got it?”

Luke’s stomach turned. “Got it,” he said.

“Okay, let’s shoot. Roll the camera. Elle, baby! We’re ready for you!”

And Luke just stood there in the middle of the room, his heart racing and his head spinning. He couldn’t believe how quickly they pumped these things out. They didn’t screw around and they didn’t waste time. He wondered how many of these they shot in a day. How many other girls were in those other rooms, waiting for men to show up so they could shoot their scenes?

Elle stepped out in tall heels. She had an intimidating strut, walking with long strides. Today, she was wearing a white dress instead of lingerie. It had no straps—being held up only by her perky fake tits. The skirt of the dress was short, hardly covering her crotch at all. If her cock slipped out from her panties, then it would certainly be hanging down in plain sight—and maybe that’s what the producer was hoping for.

She didn’t say anything as she put her hands on Luke’s shoulders. She looked into his eyes with a grin, and then she leaned forward and kissed him. He hesitated and then forced himself to kiss back. Her lips were soft, like a woman’s—even though they didn’t technically belong to a woman. Her tongue was wet and warm, and she wasn’t shy sticking it in his mouth, though he was shy allowing it into his mouth.

Her hands were moving all over him, down his chest, up his arms, around to his ass, and then one hand slipped around his cock. She began to gently stroke. “You’re so hard,” she said.

Luke cleared his throat. “Just for you,” he said, forcing a grin. He felt so stupid, pretending to be a porn star—even though he now technically was a porn star. He put his hands on her body and started to feel her up and down, eventually moving his hands onto her stiff tits. He squeezed and she let a big, dramatic moan out from her lips. Luke tried not to laugh. Instead, he said, “Oh yeah, baby,” with an overly masculine voice. And now it looked like she was trying not to laugh.

Were they having fun? Was this just a game to her, and he was only just catching on now?

“I love your big, hard cock,” she said. “It’s so big.”

“But whose is bigger,” Luke said with that same fake voice. He reached down, under her skirt, and he fished her cock out from her panties. His heart fluttered and his legs trembled, but he managed to stay in character. Her cock wasn’t hard, so comparing them was useless. Though now he felt the obligation to get her hard, so her wrapped his fingers around her warm girth and he started to pump. She moaned, so he moaned as well, as if he was enjoying it.

He wasn’t excited to be touching a cock, but he was relieved that she seemed to be having fun in a strangely non-sexual sort of way, as if they were playing a game together. He suddenly felt like there was less pressure to impress her and the cameras. No one was shouting at him, so he must have been doing something right.

He could feel her cock throbbing as he pulled his hand up and down. He could feel her stiffening and growing. It was a weird feeling, but it wasn’t quite as gross as he’d anticipated. Finally, when she was hard, he pressed her cock against his, for the second time that week. They were about the same size, though hers looked bigger because her body was slightly smaller. “Looks like I win,” she said with a grin. “I guess you have to suck it now.” Before Luke could process what she’d said, she had her hands on his shoulders and she was pushing him down to the ground. He took a deep breath. His lips were now a mere inch away from her towering shaft. He took it carefully and pointed it down. Her foreskin pulled back naturally as she reached her maximum size. Then he froze, afraid to go any further but also afraid to disappoint the eyes that were watching him: the eyes of the producer, the eyes of Elle, the eyes of the camera guy and the makeup artist fluffer—and the eyes of the potential millions that would be watching later on their computers.

He took another deep breath. He had to do something. He couldn’t just sit there like an idiot!

Elle helped him out. She took her cock with one hand and then she took his head with the other. She pulled them together, and Luke had no choice but to open his mouth. The cock went in, sliding along his tongue. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine something else—anything else. But the only image in his mind was the image of that throbbing cock. She began to thrust her hips forward, fucking his face as if it belonged to a blow-up sex doll. “Oh, that feels so good. Your mouth is so fucking warm,” she said.

He could feel her cock throbbing on his tongue. He could even taste the sweet tinge of what he was pretty sure was pre-cum. But it wasn’t as horrible and disgusting as he expected. At least she smelled and looked like a woman. It didn’t seem much different than sucking on her finger or her neck—it was just another part of her body. So he began to suck. She moaned and nestled her fingers into his hair.

“Now it’s my turn, baby,” she said, using one of her heeled feel to push him onto his back. She looked stunning from down on the floor: standing tall and confident in her heels—even with her dripping erection. The studio lights seemed to be hitting her from behind, making her into a silhouette from Luke’s position on the floor. She almost looked like Wonder Woman, with her toned physique and perky tits.

She sunk down, onto her hands and knees, and she plunged his cock into her mouth. She sucked with elegance, bobbing her head slowly and wrapping her tongue around his shaft expertly. It felt good. It felt so right and so wrong at the same time—so wrong for so many different reasons. Luke had his eyes closed. He was faking orgasmic sounds, as if he was on the verge of coming, but in reality he wasn’t too far away. He opened his eyes momentarily and saw the lens of the camera, looking right at him, getting that very important reaction shot. His heart stuttered. He knew he was just looking at a piece of glass, but he knew that piece of glass represented potential millions, including his own friends.

Elle stood back up, putting her hands on Luke’s shoulders and looking into his eyes. She kissed him, giving him a taste of his own cock, and then she spun around and bent over, showing him the perfect curve of her soft ass. He reached down and grabbed her cheeks with both of his hands. He stretched her apart, revealing that puckering hole. He’d been in that hole before, but his heart still pounded ferociously as he stared at it. He wasn’t wearing a mask on his face. There was nothing hiding his identity. It was only a matter of time before someone found that video—once it hit the net, it would be online forever, being watched every single day, every single hour—maybe even every single minute. Some of those porn videos had hundreds of millions of views. And God knows how many sites the video would end up on…

Luke closed his eyes again. He could still back out. He hadn’t signed any paperwork. Could they even legally post the video without his written consent? Surely if he told them to take it down, they would have no choice—right? But if he backed out, where was he going to get money? He already had dollar signs glowing in his mind—and they were big dollar signs.

He pressed the tip of his erection up to that puckering hole. Elle moaned; it was a fake moan, but it was still cute. He circled his tip along her rim as the cameraman got in close, getting that camera right up into the action. Luke could feel Elle puckering against his tip, as if she was inviting him in. And he knew that the sooner he did it, the sooner it would all be over with. The camera was hardly ever on him anyway. No one watches the man in the video—especially not in a video where the fetish is dangling between the girl’s legs.

Luke pressed in. Elle gasped. She was tight. Her anal walls clenched his cock hard for a few seconds before releasing him and allowing him to sink deeper. He wanted to take his time, but he knew the audience didn’t want to watch a man slowly penetrating a tranny. They wanted to watch her getting fucked. They wanted to hear her scream and wonder: ‘how the hell does she do that?’ So he pushed hard, penetrating her completely, making her body tense up with another sharp gasp. “Do you like that?” he asked through clenched teeth.

“Oh God, it feels so good. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me!”

So he started to fuck her, thrusting hard and deep. She pushed herself back, pressing her soft bum into his hard pelvis. It was mesmerizing, watching her soft bum squash up against his hard pelvis. She stood up carefully, wobbling slightly in her heels. Luke took his hands and ran them up her naked torso, cupping her firm breasts tightly. She turned her head and looked into his eyes. Then they kissed.

And Luke couldn’t tell if that kiss was for the camera or if it was for him. If felt real. It felt much different than the squirming tongue kiss they shared just a few minutes earlier. She gently bit his bottom lip, and then she tickled his lip with the tip of her tongue. He pressed his whole cock into her body and held it there for a moment, revelling in that amazing feeling: her anal walls tensing along the length of his shaft. Luke groaned in an attempt to fight away the euphoria. He didn’t want to come yet—he knew what would happen if he came. He knew the producer was looking for a certain runtime, and he knew the producer didn’t care how he got that runtime—whether Luke was inside of Elle or Elle was inside of Luke.

But Luke couldn’t hold on any longer. He bit down on his tongue and he groaned, and then he pulled out reluctantly. He wanted to come inside of her so badly, but he knew they wanted that cumshot on camera. He grabbed his cock firmly and used his free hand to bend Elle over. “I’m going to come on you,” he said, so the cameraman would know to get in close. But Elle didn’t want to take it on the ass, so she spun around and dropped to her knees, holding up her perky tits.

The cameraman swooped in and then Luke shuddered as his cock began to unload hot cum all over those fake breasts. He groaned and squirmed and squeezed his shaft tight. He almost didn’t notice Elle opening her mouth and ducking her head to catch a few blasts on her tongue. Though he didn’t notice the cum on her lips when she finally stood back up and kissed him again. He’d never tasted his own cum before. It was slightly off-putting, but not enough to take him out of the moment—and not even enough to stop him from kissing Elle deeply with his tongue.

She pressed her chest against his while they made out. He felt his own warm cum spreading across his skin. And he could also feel her hard shaft pressing against his abdomen. He knew that shaft only had one destination in mind: his asshole.

Elle put her hands on his sides and started turning him. She was surprisingly strong—or maybe that wasn’t such a surprise. Luke ended up with his back to Elle. She pressed against his back with the palm of her hand, pushing him into a bent over position. His heart stuttered. He’d never been penetrated before. He knew it would hurt, but he knew it wouldn’t kill him. It probably wouldn’t even leave any sort of permanent damage—but he was still afraid. He was still about to be penetrated by a tranny for many thousands of people to watch.

He felt her warm tip press up against his hole. He felt her hands pulling his cheeks apart to show the camera. “Look at that little virgin hole,” she said with a grin in her voice. And Luke’s heart stuttered as he wondered how she could tell it was a virgin hole. Would it never look the same after she was finished fucking it? Or was she just saying that for dramatic effect?

Luke took a deep breath and bit down on his tongue, just in time. She pushed deep inside of him, not even giving him a chance to clench to hold her back. He could feel every inch of her inside of his body, throbbing intensely. She dug her nails gently into the skin of his ass and started to thrust. Luke wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do. He’d never even watched a video of a man being penetrated before. Was he supposed to moan like a girl? Was he supposed to grunt as if he was thrusting? Or was he supposed to squirm and groan as if it hurt, as if her cock was so big it was stretching him beyond his comfort zone?

He was being stretched, but it didn’t hurt. It didn’t quite feel like anything, aside from a strange internal massage—at least at first. But after a few thrusts in and out, he started to feel something swelling inside of him. A warm buzzing started to tickle his whole genital region, from his asshole to the tip of his cock. “Shit,” he muttered. He clenched hard, but it didn’t stop Elle from thrusting. He could feel every little detail, right down to her throbbing veins. “Oh, fucking shit,” he groaned. He reached out and grabbed firmly onto the edge of the nearby couch. That buzzing was getting stronger and stronger. His legs were starting to tremble as his heart pounded harder.

It felt so good. He had to bite down hard on his tongue to stop himself from screaming out in pleasure. Being fucked on camera was humiliating enough—actually enjoying it was unacceptable. But the fact was: he was enjoying it. He’d never felt anything like it. How had he gone so long without knowing how amazing being penetrated could feel? How had he never stuck anything up there, just to experiment?

He could feel Elle’s cock swelling now, getting thicker and harder, getting ready to burst. Her nails dug deeper into his skin and her moaning became louder. “Fuck,” she muttered under her breath. “I’m going to come. I’m going to fucking come.”

“In his mouth!” hushed the producer—his voice was almost a whisper.

Elle slammed down hard a few more times, and then she couldn’t take any more. She pulled out, leaving Luke with a lingering elation. His head was spinning and he couldn’t process what was happening.

“Spin around!” hushed the producer, but the sentence made no sense to him in his state of euphoric confusion. So Elle and the cameraman quickly ran around him and Elle pushed him to the ground. And then she started to come. The first blast hit his closed lips. His winced away, and then he heard, “Open your fucking mouth!” So he hesitantly opened his mouth, and then the warm cum started to fill him up, splashing against his tongue and coating the back of his throat. He gagged but managed to take the rest of her load. “Don’t swallow it! Hold it there!” the producer yelled.

Elle stepped aside and the cameraman moved in, getting that lens right up to Luke’s face. He held his mouth open, showing the pool of warm whiteness. Then Elle stepped back in, dropped to her knees, and pressed her lips against his. She kissed and managed to suck her own cum into her mouth. She turned and showed it to the camera before spitting it back into Luke’s mouth. “Swallow it, baby,” she said. So he did. “Good boy.” She gave him a little slap on the cheek and then stood up, her semi-erect cock swaying from side to side with a drop of cum dangling off of her tip.

“And cut! We got it!” the producer called out. He had a big smile on his face. Everyone immediately started wrapping the set up. But Luke just remained on his knees, his mind still swirling with confusion. Did that really just happen? Did he really just enjoy having sex with a tranny?

Elle walked up and helped him to his feet. “Are you okay?” she asked.

“Huh?” he said, looking at her slowly, still trapped in his daze. “Me? Um, yeah, I’m fine.” He managed to force a smile.

“First time, huh? Well you did great,” she said. “I really enjoyed that.”

“Me too,” he said, and he hated that it was true.

She looked down at her chest, which was coated with cum. “And look at all of that cum! You’ve got a real gift.” She wiped some of it up with the tip of her finger and then she wiped it on the tip of his nose with a little giggle. “You can shower with me if you want. There’s only the one working shower in the house.”

Luke followed her to the bathroom, still in his frazzled state. She ran the shower hot and then she got in. “Come on in before the water gets cold.” And then he found himself standing in the shower with her. He couldn’t quite figure out how he’d ended up there. He looked down and watched as the hot water ran off the tip of her long cock. She noticed him staring, so she shook her hips, making her cock slap from thigh to thigh. “Earth to Luke!” she said with another cute giggle.

He shook his head. “Sorry,” he said, looking away quickly. “I’m just—trying to wrap my head around everything.”

“It seems weird at first, but it’s really not that weird. It’s just sex,” she said. “You did good—I promise. I’ve done a lot of God-awful scenes that don’t even end up online. This wasn’t one of them.” She passed him the bar of soap. He took it and stared at it. It took him a moment to figure out what he was supposed to do with it. “You know, you’ve got a good body for CD scenes. They would pay you a lot more.”

“CD scenes?” he asked.

“Cross-dresser scenes. They would doll you up like a girl. There’s a big market for that kind of thing. Back when I was doing CD scenes, they were paying me four grand per shoot. I make more than that now that I went through the transition—but I bet the going rate’s gone up since then.”

Luke had to strain to process the information Elle was feeding him. Was she telling him that he could make at least four thousand dollars for doing the same thing but dressed as a woman? And was that level of humiliation worth four grand? At least if he was dressed as a woman, no one would recognize him… Or would they?


CHAPTER 5
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Luke now had a couple thousand dollars, which was more than he knew what to do with. He spent most of the next day simply staring at the wad of cash. Whenever the dreadful thought of a friend finding that video came into his head, he just looked at that wad of cash, and the anxiety washed away. He couldn’t help but wonder: maybe money can buy peace and happiness.

He ordered himself some new bed sheets and then he ordered himself some new dishes for his kitchen. He called an appliance repair company and had a man come out to fix his dishwasher, which hadn’t been running for almost three years. Then he went down to the store and bought groceries: two hundred dollars of groceries, which was more than quadruple what he usually spent. Once he was back in his apartment, he called his cable provider and subscribed to the sports package, so that he could spend the rest of the day watching football.

He felt spoiled, and he still had well over a thousand dollars in his bank account, which was more than enough to survive another month. He had a big smile on his face that just wouldn’t go away. And he thought it would never go away, but then he remembered that video would soon be online—or maybe it was already online.

He pulled out his computer and navigated over to Elle’s porn page. There was the video. ‘Elle fucks and gets fucked’ was the title of the movie. It was only thirteen minutes long, and once again, there were no cuts. Luke watched the clip reluctantly. His heart dropped into his stomach every time his face was on the screen. But thankfully, his face only made it on the screen a handful of times, and only for a few seconds at a time. Though his tattoo was often on camera. It wouldn’t take more than a minute for a friend to recognize Luke.

He could feel his face turning white. He closed down the video and prayed that no one would ever see it. The video already had thousands of views. But maybe the half-life of a porn movie is short. Maybe it would get buried in a matter of days, before any of Luke’s friends could find it. Or maybe Luke didn’t know anyone who was interested in tranny porn. Maybe he had nothing to worry about regardless of whether the video took off or not…

Every time his phone buzzed, his heart skipped a beat. He was always reluctant to look at the screen and read the messages. Luckily, none of the messages were regarding that video. Though he did get one message from the porn producer. “Elle tells me you might be interested in a CD scene. We could do $5,000, but only if you can do another one of those cumshots. You free tomorrow?” Luke’s whole body shuddered. He suddenly felt cold.

He tried to think of a response—but first, he had to decide if it was worth it. Five thousand dollars was a lot of money. With a quick glance around his apartment, he could see many things that needed replacing: the old TV that sometimes worked and sometimes didn’t, the old microwave that would blow its breaker if left on for more than forty-two seconds, the rug that had a two year old tomato sauce stain on it… Hell, if Luke got five grand, he could look into moving into a new apartment—one with walls that actually stopped the sounds of the neighbours from getting through—maybe an apartment that didn’t have a break-in every month. The possibilities were endless. And, of course, if they dolled him up, he would be unrecognizable—right?

He slowly typed a message back to the producer. “I’m free tomorrow,” he wrote.

“And you can do the voice, right?” the producer asked.

“Yep,” Luke said. Though he had no idea if he could do a female voice. He tried his best attempt right there in his apartment living room, but he had no idea how he sounded. So he got his computer out, smacked the microphone a few times so that it would turn on, and then he tried recording a few lines. He tried not to cringe as he listened to his recording. It didn’t sound fantastic, but it wasn’t terrible. It needed work, so the rest of that night was spent practising: watching tutorials online and then recording more lines of random dialogue. It was around midnight when Luke was able to listen to a recording of himself without feeling awkward and idiotic. It didn’t sound too bad—or maybe he was just getting used to the sound of his own lousy female voice. Hopefully it would be enough for the porno producer.

He got up early and took a long shower. It occurred to him while he was washing his hair that he had no idea what he’d actually signed himself up for. He knew that it was Elle who suggested the idea to the producer, but that didn’t mean that Elle would be in the video with him. Maybe there would be no trannies or even any girls—maybe Luke had signed himself up to be fucked by some muscular man. Or maybe he was going to be bukkaked: fucked and sprayed by many men. The possibilities were endless, and they all terrified Luke. But the thought of that five grand still lured him back to that same house in that same quaint little neighbourhood. He approached the door slowly and then rang the bell with his eyes shut tight.

He heard the footsteps approaching the door. He knew he could turn back, but he knew he wasn’t going to. He wanted the money. He loved leaving that house with money in his pocket, and he wasn’t sure if it mattered if he ended up humiliated or with a permanently gaping asshole. Surely five thousand dollars was more than enough to pay a doctor to fix a stretched hole…

The door opened. The makeup girl, who was also the set fluffer, stepped aside, letting Luke into the house. The blinds were all closed and there was a bare mattress in the middle of the floor. “You’re late,” she said.

“I thought he said eleven,” said Luke.

“We film at eleven. You need to get into makeup and wardrobe—that will probably take an hour. Come on—quickly now. We need to pick out a costume.” She brought Luke to a room he’d never seen before. It appeared to be someone’s bedroom, but the bed was buried in lingerie. The makeup girl rushed over to the bed and started digging around until she found a red lacy one piece. Luke’s gut turned at the thought of putting it on his body. “This should be perfect,” she said. She turned it around and looked at the bottom. “It’s even got a hole. That should make things easier.” She tossed it at Luke and then she said, “Go on—get changed.”

Luke was slow to take off his shirt and pants. As his underwear hit the floor, the makeup girl sighed loudly. “What is it?” Luke asked. His voice was quiet and shaken.

“You didn’t shave. You can’t go on camera like that. C’mon—go to the bathroom. We need to get you shaved up.”

Luke found the idea of shaving to be uncomfortable, but the reality turned out to be far more uncomfortable than he thought, because it was the makeup girl who went ahead and did the shaving for him. “Don’t move,” she said as she held up his ball sack. “I don’t want to nick you.” She ran the razor over his ball sack while he looked up at the ceiling and tried to imagine that five thousand dollar payout.

It only took ten minutes to remove all of Luke’s body hair, but it felt like much longer. Getting dressed took another ten minutes. The lace teddy was easy to get on, but the stockings weren’t quite as simple. They had lots of little straps that connected to the lingerie, and the little clips were tedious to connect. Then came the makeup. The makeup girl worked quickly, brushing on different products while checking the time constantly. “Shit,” she kept muttering, every time her gaze went down to her wristwatch.

“Sorry for being late,” Luke said a number of times, but she never seemed to accept his apology.

“Wait here,” she said before zipping off to another room. She came back with a long blonde wig. She quickly slapped it onto Luke’s head and then she started to style it. Luke had no mirror to look at. He could just hope that the transformation was dramatic enough that no one would recognize him.

“Is she ready yet or what?” Luke heard the producer yell from the other room.

“Two seconds!” the makeup artist yelled back. And that’s when Luke realized that he was ‘she’ in this scenario. For the next hour, Luke was going to be a woman, just like Elle, minus the fake tits. He was going to be expected to play the role of ‘female’, no matter what the porn producer threw his way.

She made a few quick adjustments to Luke’s wig, and then she brushed a few more quick products onto Luke’s face. “That will have to do,” she said with another sigh, and Luke couldn’t help but think that he looked ridiculous. He probably looked like an ugly man in drag. The producer would take one look at him and then tell him to get out, without a dime in his pocket. And Luke wondered if that would be more or less humiliating than the alternative: staring in a cross-dressing porno.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


When Luke walked out, he was happy to see the familiar face of Elle. She was standing next to the mattress, and her face lit up when she saw Luke stepping into the room, wobbling dangerously on tall heels. “Oh my God, look at you!” she said with cheeks that were suddenly red.

Standing next to Elle was an unfamiliar woman with thick eyeliner and dark hair. She was dressed up in tight black lingerie. She didn’t smile at the sight of Luke, but she didn’t seem to be put-off.

“Okay, we’re behind schedule so we need to get moving. You—what are we calling you?” the producer said, pointing at Luke.

“Me?” he said.

The producer shook his head and sighed. “Please tell me you can do a female voice,” he said.

Luke cleared his throat. “I’m sorry,” he said, using the voice he spent the whole night practising.

“What are we calling you? What’s your sissy name? C’mon, we don’t have all day here. I’ve got another shoot starting in two hours and I still have to flip the set.”

Luke picked the first name that came to his mind. “Tiffany,” he said, though he had no idea where the name came from.

“Okay—Tiffany, you’re going to start right where you are. When I say action, you walk into the room and ask the girls why there’s a mattress on the floor. Then they’ll tell you that they were playing truth and dare, and now it’s your turn. You pick dare, and you can figure out the rest, I’m sure. Okay, are we ready? Lights are hot—can we get the cameras rolling?”

Luke’s heart was pounding. He still hadn’t seen himself in the mirror. He still had no idea if he looked like a girl or like a goblin. He felt stupid but relieved that Elle was in the scene with him. And the girl next to Elle—was she a real girl or was she a tranny too? Or maybe she was another cross-dresser—though her tits looked real. She had a pretty face, though her lack of smile was somewhat intimidating.

“Action!” the producer yelled as he stepped back against the wall. Luke took a deep breath and he stepped forward.

“Hey. What’s going on? What’s with the mattress?” he asked in his feminine voice.

“Hey Tiffany. We were just playing a game of truth or dare,” Elle said. “Do you want to play with us?” She was using a cheesy porno voice, which brought a slight smile to Luke’s face. She knew how to relieve the tension. Her presence alone was enough to relieve the tension.

“I’d love to play,” Luke said. He felt a cool draft teasing up his bare legs as he took another step forward. “Whose turn is it?”

“It’s your turn,” said the girl with the black hair. Her voice was sexy, with a bit of a rasp to it.

“What’s it going to be, Tiff? Truth or dare?” Elle asked. Elle was wearing a familiar outfit: the tiny white dress that made her small body look so cute.

“How’s about… Dare?” Luke said. His legs were trembling slightly—but even a slight amount of trembling made balancing in those heels a difficult task. He looked over and saw a picture frame on the wall. In the frame’s glass, he could slightly make out his own reflection. He could see his long hair and the dark eyeliner around his eyes—but he wasn’t able to look for long enough to get a good mental image before Elle said, “I dare you to eat out Jodie’s pussy.”

Jodie, the girl with the dark hair, made a fake gasp and covered her mouth with her hand. “Elle—are you serious?” she said.

“I’m waiting,” Elle said, putting her hands on her hips.

Luke was happy to get down on his knees, taking his weight off of those wobbly heels. Jodie stepped forward in her little black outfit—close enough that Luke was able to reach forward and slip a finger under her black panties. He gently pulled the panties aside to reveal Jodie’s pussy—but instead of a pussy, Luke got a big, long cock. It flopped out in front of him.

“Oh my God, Jodie! That’s not a pussy! You didn’t tell me you were a trap!” Elle said.

Luke didn’t need to fake a reaction. His shocked reaction was real. He couldn’t believe how convincing Jodie was—even though Elle was just as convincing, so there should have been no surprise.

“Well, Tiff? Are you going to eat me out or what?” asked Jodie.

Luke’s heart skipped a beat. He closed his eyes for a moment and reminded himself that he’d already sucked a cock before, and it wasn’t scary the first time. He could do it again—especially for five grand. So he gently lifted up the cock and brought it to his lips. It was big—bigger than his own and bigger than Elle’s. He opened his mouth carefully and allowed the dick inside. Then he started to suck. And it really wasn’t so bad. Jodie was wearing a nice perfume that was a bit sweet and a bit oaky. Her skin was soft and warm, just like a woman’s. And she nestled her fingers into Luke’s wig in a comforting sort of way. It wasn’t long before Luke could feel that cock in his mouth growing.

“Okay, it’s my turn,” Elle said. “I pick dare.”

“I dare you to stick your big cock in Tiffany’s mouth with me,” Jodie said.

“Oh, Jodie. You’re so naughty.” Elle stepped forward, pressing her body tight against Jodie’s. Then she hiked up her skirt and fished her cock out from her white panties. She held it up and brought it up to Luke’s already-full lips. Luke opened his mouth as wide as he could, and Elle quickly shoved her length inside. Now, Luke had two cocks in his mouth, and both of them were growing fast, stretching out his lips the way his asshole had been stretched out just a couple of days before.

“Wow, she’s really good at sucking cock, isn’t she?” Elle said.

“I bet these aren’t the first cocks she’s ever sucked. I always knew she was a whore,” said Jodie.

“Should we treat her like a little whore?” Elle asked.

“I get the pussy first,” Jodie said, pulling her cock out from Luke’s mouth, finally allowing Luke to have a breath of air, even though it was a breath of air with another cock still on his tongue. She ran around him with a little skip, and then she plopped down behind him, making the mattress shake. Luke kept sucking Elle’s cock.

Luke felt Jodie’s feminine fingers toying at the backside of his lingerie. “Oh my God, Elle—she’s a boy! Look at this cock!” She grabbed Luke’s cock with a firm fist. “She’s even hard already. Can you believe that?” Luke’s heart fluttered into his gut. He hadn’t realized until that moment that he was hard. And what made him hard? Was it the sight of the two trannies in their lingerie? Or was it the feeling of two thick cocks sliding in and out of his mouth? Either way, it wasn’t looking good for his masculinity.

“I guess I’ll just fuck her little asshole then,” Jodie said, slapping her hard cock first against Luke’s left butt cheek and then his right, and then right between the two. He felt a strange wet sensation dripping down his butt crack. He couldn’t look back to see what was happening. For a moment, he thought she was peeing on him. Then, Jodie said, “I’m going to use this whole bottle of lube, because she’s so tight.” A slight wave of relief washed over Luke, though the cold sweat was still tickling the back of his neck.

Elle pulled out from Luke’s mouth, letting him breathe properly. She walked around to join Jodie around back. Jodie now had her tip pressed against Luke’s butthole. “I think she’s too tight. I don’t think I can get in. What do you think?” asked Jodie.

“You just need to push. Here, let me show you.” She reached and grabbed Jodie’s cock with a firm grip. She started to mash that cock against Luke’s hole. And then a moment later, he felt the penetration. He nearly screamed as his asshole stretched wide to accommodate her thick girth. He looked forward and saw the camera in front of him, looking at his face to get his reaction. He tried not to look too uncomfortable, but he couldn’t stop squirming and groaning. Assholes weren’t meant to accommodate rods as big as Jodie’s.

“Oh my God, she’s so tight!” Jodie said as she pushed in deeper and deeper.

It hurt a little bit, but it wasn’t the pain that was making Luke squirm—it was the pleasure. It was almost too intense to handle. He tried biting his tongue, but that didn’t make it go away. He tried digging his nails into the mattress, but that didn’t make the euphoria stop. He even tried biting the mattress, even though he had no idea how many girls and boys had been fucked on the thing. But still, that intense buzzing wouldn’t leave his genital region. “Fuck!” he groaned as Jodie’s pelvis finally reached his butt. She was completely inside of him. Her tip was nearly touching his sternum. He tried clenching but her cock was too hard. There may as well have been a metal pipe inside of his rectum.

He felt a hand rubbing his back, as if trying to console him. He looked back and saw Elle looking into his eyes with a bright smile. There was a peaceful moment of silence, but it came to a swift end when Jodie suddenly pulled back and then rammed her cock in hard and deep. Now she was fucking him. “Oh fuck, it feels so good!” she said, holding his hips firmly. Elle turned back towards the action. She got down low, with her face hovering over Luke’s ass. Then she stuck out her tongue and started licking Jodie’s shaft every time it was exposed.

And now, Luke was harder than ever before. His cock was bobbing stiff between his legs. That euphoria kept growing, getting stronger and stronger, making his whole body tremble as he pushed back the urge to scream. But he couldn’t hold that urge back forever. Finally, he belted out a loud war cry.

“She’s coming! Get the camera down there!” yelled the producer.

Luke was confused. Who was coming? He could feel Jodie’s cock inside of him and he could tell that she wasn’t coming. Elle was just watching, not even touching her cock, so she couldn’t have been coming. But that only left him…

He looked down and saw that his cock was erupting, spraying that mattress with blast after blast of his hot load. As soon as Elle noticed, she stuck a hand under his body to catch the fresh load. She got enough to fill the palm of her hand. Then she brought it up to Luke’s lips and said, “I dare you to suck it all up, you little slut.” She was grinning.

And Luke’s mind was spinning too quickly to decline the dare. He leaned forward and slurped his own cum into his mouth.

“Swallow all of it,” she said. So Luke swallowed it. The camera was once again pointed right at his face. Unlike the last two shoots he did, this time, he was the star of the show. The camera was almost always on him, and the many thousands of viewers would be watching him when they tuned in to watch the video. And still, he had no idea if he was properly disguised or if he just looked like himself with a bit of lipstick and eyeliner.

“Shit,” Jodie groaned, her voice slipping just a little bit. She pulled out and then she came around, taking Elle’s place next to Luke’s face. She pointed her swollen tip right at his lips and then she said, “Open wide.” He opened his mouth just in time for a series of warm, gooey blasts. Some of it trickled out the side of his mouth, but Jodie made sure to wipe the escaping cum back into his mouth. She even pushed his jaw closed and said, “Swallow it, slut.” So Luke swallowed her load as well.

And then he felt his empty backside filling up. He looked back and saw that Elle was now inside of him, pumping his ass, getting her own cock ready to fill his slutty mouth with warm tranny cum. She fucked him hard and fast, and it still felt good, though a bit sore from being stretched and pounded for what felt like an hour. Elle didn’t take long. It was only a minute before she pulled out and rushed over to Luke’s face. She opened his mouth with her beautiful fingers and then she rested the tip of her cock on his bottom lip and began to unload. She produced more cum than Jodie—and he swallowed every last drop.

The two trannies stood up. “That was a fun game,” said Elle, a moment before the producer yelled, “Cut!”

Jodie left quickly to get herself changed and showered. Elle stayed in the living room to help Luke to his feet. “How was that? You okay?” she asked with her gentle smile. It was hard to believe that a precious girl with a smile like hers could end up in pornography. Then again, it was hard to believe that Luke could end up being fucked by trannies in popular pornography videos. Sometimes life is unexpected.

“I’m good,” Luke said, carefully standing up as he wobbled in his heels.

“You’ll get used to the heels,” she said, as if she knew Luke was going to be doing more shoots like this one.

Luke managed to force a smile.

“Want to shower with me again?” she asked.

“Okay.”

As soon as Jodie was out of the shower, Luke and Elle hopped in. He felt much more comfortable next to her as her cock swayed gently in the warm water. He really was getting used to this strange new lifestyle, though he didn’t want it to become his lifestyle. Sure: the money was good and the work was easy, but at some point, Luke was going to have to value his dignity. He couldn’t keep doing these videos. With each video that he did, he was increasing the risk of being seen by friends and (God forbid) family members. Luke knew there was a price for everything, but was there really a price for all of his dignity?

“You should come with me some time to Lovers’ Lane. It’s this lingerie store downtown. It’s where I get all of my outfits. They just got these adorable leopard print one-pieces in. We should do a shoot with them. Maybe we can get a guy to take turns fucking us while we’re on all fours.”

Luke’s stomach turned. His heart was pounding slowly, but powerfully, making him lightheaded. “Maybe,” he said.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“Nothing. It’s just—this can’t be what you wanted to do with your life.”

She stared at him with wide eyes that quickly became offended. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, didn’t you want to be a doctor or a fire-fighter when you were a kid? Surely you didn’t want to be doing weird fetish porn shoots. Right?” He felt like an asshole, but he question was genuine. He couldn’t understand why she was doing this to herself. He couldn’t help but wonder if the only reason she transitioned was to make more money. And by now, she probably had nearly half a million dollars. She was making so much money for each shoot, and it seemed like she was doing new shoots every day.

She rolled her eyes. “People are so obsessed with careers. How many people in the world are actually working their dream careers? Maybe one percent? And I think that’s being generous.” She stepped out from the shower and snapped a towel off the rack. She quickly wrapped it around her body. “And if you hate it so much, no one’s making you do it.” She picked up her clothes off the floor. “I thought I was doing you a favour.”

She left the bathroom, leaving Luke alone in the shower. He knew that he hadn’t picked the best words to verbalize his point, but he didn’t think he’d said anything terribly offensive. He still thought he made a good point: why did she not seem at all disturbed by the fact that she’d sold her dignity? Did she not care about her dignity the way Luke cared about his?

And did Luke even really care that much about his dignity? He’d already sold most of his, if not all of it, and he was only making a fraction of what Elle was making.


CHAPTER 7
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Luke kept telling himself that he wasn’t going to track the movie down. He didn’t want to see himself in such a humiliating scenario. At least if he didn’t see himself, he could keep himself convinced that he was unrecognizable and he had nothing to worry about.

But it was only two days later when the urge to take a quick peek became overwhelming. He still had no idea if he even looked at all like a woman. He never saw himself in the mirror. Even when he went to the bathroom after the shoot was finished, the mirror was all fogged up from Jodie’s shower.

But Luke knew that video was out there. He knew that he could see how he looked with just a few clicks of the mouse—so how could he resist? He didn’t have to watch the whole video—just a few seconds, to put his mind at ease, to assure himself that he was unrecognizable with nothing to worry about.

He found the video quickly, linked to Elle’s porn page. It was called, ‘Sissy CD gets fucked by two well-hung shemales.’ Luke took a deep, long breath before clicking on the little thumbnail. His heart stuttered as the image of Elle and Jodie came on his screen. The video took a few seconds to buffer. Then, he walked into the frame, in that little lingerie one-piece and that blonde wig.

Now, Luke’s heart seemed to stop momentarily. His lips parted and then his heart finally kicked back into life, pounding viciously as if he was just finishing a marathon in a full sprint. Luke didn’t recognize himself, but he wasn’t slapped with the relief he was looking for. The blonde on the screen was convincing—just as convincing as Elle and Jodie. She wasn’t just convincing, but she was beautiful. Her eyes were stunning and her face was cute. Her body was spectacular—but they didn’t do anything to Luke’s body, aside from stuffing it into a tiny piece of lingerie.

Luke leaned close, to make sure they hadn’t replaced him with an actress or something. But when he strained up close, he could make out his defining features. That was definitely him under that wig and makeup. “Holy shit,” he muttered. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing: he actually looked like a hot chick. Maybe Elle wasn’t insane when she suggested he do cross-dressing scenes. Maybe the producer wasn’t crazy to give him five-grand.

Luke skimmed through the video in complete awe of himself. He watched himself getting fucked in the ass. And had it not been for the cock spraying cum between his thighs, he would have been convinced he was watching a girl taking it in the ass.

He got up and walked over to his mirror. He stared at himself for at least ten minutes, leaning closer and closer, taking a good look at his own face. Now, he could see that girl in the reflection. He could see those cute features and that soft appearance. It was always there, but he was just noticing it now.

And he knew that he could take his feminine appearance to the next level if he really wanted to. He could practise the voice even more, master the high heels, and grow his own hair out for a more realistic look… He could even start taking hormone pills to make his skin softer, and so he could have a bit of a bust. He could spend time in the gym working on his butt, so his curves were more feminine. It would take a few months, but he could get to Elle’s level, and he could make the kind of money Elle was making.

He pictured himself as a woman, with breasts and wide hips. He smiled, and then his heart stuttered down into his stomach. Why was he smiling? Why was the thought of becoming a woman exciting? The thought of becoming a woman should have been devastating and terrifying. No man should want to become a woman. No man should be happy about the fact they passed as a lady in a porno shoot.

But those five thousand dollars—surely that meant something. They don’t just go around giving five grand to every guy who puts on a dress and some makeup. Luke went back to the video on his computer. He rubbed his eyes and then he watched it again, this time from start to finish. He was trying his best to watch the video objectively. He really did look like a woman—and it just seemed so crazy!

It was the next day when he got a message from the porn producer, whose name was still a mystery to Luke. “You up for a shoot later this afternoon? The girl we had lined up just dropped out. Need a replacement ASAP. Let me know quickly.”

Luke replied quickly. “I’ll be there,” he said. And instead of being nervous about the fact he was going to be on camera for potentially millions of people to see, he was excited to have another chance to become feminized. He couldn’t wait to see which outfit they would put him in, or how they would do his hair. He couldn’t wait to be sexy again. He’d spent the whole previous night reading the comments of his sissy video. ‘I wish I could find a babe like her,’ said one commenter. ‘Oh my God, she’s so beautiful. I want to fuck her so badly,’ said another. Each comment put a bigger smile on Luke’s face.

Being sexy was fun. It was a nice change from being a nobody. It was a nice change from waking up every morning for a job that was hell and didn’t pay more than enough to cover basic bills. For once in Luke’s life, he found a place where he felt like he fit in, even though that place still filled his gut with butterflies.

He arrived at the porno house early. His usual makeup artist let him in and brought him to the wardrobe room. She ran her fingers up his freshly shaved legs as he took off his pants. “You shaved this time. Nice,” she said. “You’ve got great legs.” Luke bit down on his tongue in an attempt to hide his smile.

“Thanks,” he said.

She searched through the rack and then pulled out a little white dress. It wasn’t until that dress was on Luke’s body that he realized it was the same dress Elle often wore in her videos. “Isn’t this Elle’s dress?” Luke asked, using his female voice to get that little bit of extra practise in before the cameras started rolling.

“She’s not in today. You’re filling her spot,” the makeup girl said.

“Oh, I see,” Luke said. He looked down at his body. He looked cute in the dress, though it made him wish that he had an actual bust, and not just some pads stuffed against his chest. As soon as the camera was pointing down his bent over body, the illusion would be ruined. Maybe the audience didn’t care, but he cared.

He got his makeup done relatively quickly. This time, she gave him a sexy smoky eye look, which made his eyes look sharp and spellbinding. She even put some temporary fake eyelashes on, which enhanced the look, making his eyes appear larger—and he already had fairly large eyes.

He loved the boots she picked out for him: knee-high shiny leather heeled boots. They were tight to his skin, making his legs sweat a little bit, but the look was worth it. They made his legs look even longer and sexier than they already were.

“Is she almost ready?” called the familiar voice of the porn producer.

“Just one more minute,” replied the makeup girl as she went to retrieve that same blonde wig. She got it fit snug on Luke’s head and then she made a few small adjustments. Luke was hoping she would attempt a different style—maybe a braid or something curlier—but he understood that they were on a time limit. He was just happy to have the blonde locks rolling down his shoulders one more time.

“Okay, we’re all ready,” called out the makeup artist.

Luke followed her out into the living room. Today, there was only a black couch in the room, and nothing else. The producer looked at Luke for a single second before looking down at his clipboard. “Here’s the plot. You’re sitting here watching TV and then the plumber comes in to tell you he’s done fixing your pipes. You say something like, ‘Now it’s my turn to fix your pipe’, and then you fuck for a bit. Your boyfriend will come home while the plumber’s got his cock in your ass. Then they’ll fuck you together. Sound good?”

Luke felt the colour draining from his face. In all of the feminine excitement, he hadn’t stopped to consider the fact he would be doing a scene with men—men with muscles and body hair. Luke had never been with a man before and the thought of a naked man made his gut turn. He was straight—not gay or even bisexual. But what could he do? There was a whole crew of people now staring at him, expecting him to play along so that they could all make their living. If Luke had a problem with being fucked by a man, he should have said something before agreeing to the shoot, so that he wasn’t wasting everyone’s time. He had to bite his tongue and go through with it.

His mind was racing so quickly, he didn’t even notice the lights being turned on, and he didn’t hear the producer yelling for the cameraman to roll. He didn’t even hear action. The first thing he heard after being told the plot was a tall man saying, “I’m all done with your pipes, miss. You had a little leak, but that’s fixed now.”

Luke looked over at the man and immediately felt intimidated. He was almost a foot taller than Luke, with arms as thick as Luke’s legs, and stubble that could strip paint off of furniture.

Luke’s lips parted, but he struggled to push words out. He couldn’t even remember the words he was told to say. He bit down on his tongue and felt his legs beginning to tremble. And then he remembered. “Now it’s my turn to fix your pipe,” he said in his practised girly voice. He took a step towards the man and caught a whiff of his cologne, which smelled like a mix of sawdust and rye. Luke hesitated, and then reached for the man’s belt. He accidentally brushed the man’s abs, which were pressing through his tight white t-shirt. The abs were hard, like a sheet of metal, but Luke tried not to let that throw him off.

He tugged the belt away and then he reached for the man’s fly. The man just stood there staring down at Luke’s face, making him feel increasingly intimidated. Luke closed his eyes and took a deep breath before tugging down the man’s pants. And that’s when Luke opened his eyes to see why the man had a career in pornography: his cock was nearly ten inches long, and almost two inches thick. He’d recently shaved away his pubic hair, but there was already an even layer of stubble across his pelvis, just like the harsh stubble on his face.

Luke didn’t know what to do, so he just stared at it with parted lips. Was it already erect or was it going to get longer and thicker? Was he really expected to take the beast in his ass?

The man slipped two fingers under Luke’s chin and tilted his head up. Then, he went in for the kiss, rubbing his stubble against Luke’s face. Luke had to strain to kiss back. He tried not to gag as the man gently pressed his tongue through his lips. In that moment, Luke realized he never even asked about pay. He had no idea if he was making two hundred bucks or ten thousand bucks. Hopefully it would be closer to the latter…

Luke reached down reluctantly. He slipped his fingers around the man’s warm shaft and began to stroke it. He squeezed tight and kept his focus around the man’s tip, knowing that would tease him closer to an orgasm—and this experience wouldn’t end until the man had an orgasm.

The man pushed Luke back, onto the couch. Then he stepped forward and grabbed Luke’s head with both hands, pulling it in towards his crotch. Luke could see the throbbing veins. The man’s tip was slowly exposing itself as his foreskin pulled back. He was getting bigger. The man pulled Luke’s head even closer. That bulbous tip pressed against Luke’s lips and then ricocheted to the side. Luke couldn’t keep his lips pressed closed forever. There was a camera pointed right at him, and the people watching on the other side of that lens were expecting a blowjob.

So Luke opened his mouth, and then cock went in. With his eyes closed, he tried to imagine Elle standing in front of him, with her cock in his mouth. He pictured her sweet face and her stunning eyes. He imagined her fingers running through his hair. And with this mental image, he was able to suck the man until he was rock hard. His cock was nearly a foot in length, and now it was destined for Luke’s asshole.

The man used his impressive strength to lift Luke up and reposition him on the couch so that he was bent over with his asshole at the perfect height. He flipped up the skirt of Luke’s dress and then he ripped Luke’s panties off, tearing them at the hip. Luke’s heart fluttered. The man reached between Luke’s legs and grabbed Luke’s cock. His cock seemed so small in the man’s enormous, muscular hand. He massaged it and then he pulled it back through Luke’s thighs and sucked the tip for a moment. Luke just tried to imagine Elle sucking his tip from behind.

And then it was game time. The man got his throbbing erection pressed against Luke’s tiny hole. He slapped Luke on the ass and then said, “I hope you don’t spring a leak.” Luke wasn’t sure what it meant, if it even meant anything at all. He just closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then he felt that thick rod pressing into his backside. The muscular man grunted and groaned. Luke could feel that huge cock pressing up against his sternum. It seemed impossible, but somehow the man was managing.

“Oh yeah,” the man groaned. “You’re so fucking tight.”

“Hey!” said another man. “What are you doing with my girlfriend?”

Luke looked over and saw an equally ripped man standing near the doorway. The camera turned on him as Luke’s heart fluttered down to where the man’s cock was. He’d forgotten about the second man. “Shit,” he muttered under his breath, hoping the camera wouldn’t catch it.

“Hey man, I’m just doing what she asked me to do. There’s enough room for both of us here,” said the plumber. The dialogue was painfully cheesy, but that was the last thing on Luke’s mind. He didn’t even hear the rest of their stupid conversation as his ears began to ring.

It was only a moment later when the new man was in front of him, with his cock out, expecting a blowjob. So Luke opened wide and another massive cock went into his mouth. The plumber started thrusting, stretching Luke out, massaging his anal walls. The man up front started thrusting, pushing his cock down Luke’s throat. He was little more than a sex doll with a heartbeat. And then the man up front said something that made a glimmer of warmth glow in Luke’s chest. “My God, you’re fucking sexy.”

Maybe it was just a stupid porno one-liner, but it made Luke remember why he was there. It made him remember why he was being paid tons of money. He was sexy. Thousands—and maybe even millions of people would watch this video and jerk themselves off to the sight of Luke being stuffed. Lots of them would probably even fantasize later about the thought of Luke, wishing they could have him, wishing he was their girlfriend. And it felt good in a strange way. It was nice to be wanted by men—and not just men, but producers, too. Luke was being paid hefty sums of money because he was wanted. And is it so wrong to feel wanted?

The man behind Luke groaned and then pulled his massive cock out. He slapped it down on Luke’s tailbone and then he began to unload all over Luke’s back. The other man was quick to fill Luke’s tight hole. He started thrusting quickly, pumping Luke as if he was on a mission. Luke strained and groaned and kept the image of Elle in his mind. And it was only a minute later when the cameraman was down on the ground, filming Luke’s incredible cumshot. One of the men picked Luke’s cum off the couch and then wiped it all over his body and face. Luke didn’t mind. He knew that impressive cumshot was part of his draw. At least he had a draw. He wasn’t just another slave clone, mindlessly filling out tedious paperwork day after day.

The second man came inside of Luke, filling him up deeply. It was a strange feeling, especially once the man stumbled back and the cum started pouring out. The cameraman got up close, documenting the dribbling cum.

Luke looked back to smile for the camera, and then he noticed a familiar face standing against the wall: Elle had come to watch. She smiled at Luke, and then the producer called out, “Cut!” The two men gave Luke a nice pat on the back. One of them helped Luke up to his feet. “Good work today,” he said with a smile, before heading off to get changed.

Elle stepped up. “Look at you,” she said. “What is this, your third shoot this week?”

“I think so,” Luke said. His legs were still wobbling, and his asshole was sore. He stared into Elle’s beautiful eyes, and he suddenly felt terrible about chewing her out in the shower the other day. “Look—the other day—I didn’t mean—”

She laughed and put a finger against his lips. “I know,” she said. “I knew it was just a matter of time before you got it. And maybe you still don’t fully get it, but you will—I promise.”

The producer came up and handed Luke a wad of cash. It was thick and heavy. “How much is this?” he asked.

“Twelve grand. Isn’t that what we agreed on?”

“Um, yeah, I guess so,” Luke said. He stared at the amazing wad of money, and then he heard Elle laughing.

“It’s not all about the money, you know,” she said.

“I know,” Luke said. “Believe me—I know.” And then he felt that smile overtaking his face. He felt so silly, but he really was starting to get it. It wasn’t about the money and it wasn’t about the sex. It was about feeling sexy and wanted—finally fitting in.

“I have to say,” Elle said, “I was a bit jealous watching that scene.”

“Don’t be jealous. My ass is going to be sore for a week,” said Luke.

“No, not jealous about that—jealous that I wasn’t the one who got to be with you today.”

“Well maybe you’d like to join me in the shower. You can have me there, as long as you’re gentle. I want to be able to walk tomorrow.”

“Deal,” she said before cracking a big smile. She reached down and took Luke by the hand.

THE END


BEAUTY QUEEN
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BEAUTY QUEEN


Todd has had a crush on Jenna since he was a pre-teen boy, but he’s never had the courage to talk to her until one night at a party. Their chemistry is undeniable and Todd is excited when he gets Jenna alone in a bedroom. And then he’s shocked when she takes off her dress and undies and asks him to put them on. It’s what she’s into, and it’s the only way he’s going to get any so he plays along. He even lets her take a few pictures after she puts a bit of makeup on his face.

It’s a few months later when Todd turns on his TV and sees one of those pictures of him all dolled up and pretty. He hasn’t just been submitted to the town’s Miss Beautiful contest—he’s won it. And now he’s expected to make an appearance on live TV, and a few other appearances around town as well.


CHAPTER 1
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It was a cold February night and I was closer than ever before to getting with Jenna Marvel, the girl I’d been obsessed with since I realized I liked girls when I was twelve years old.

And the timing was perfect. She had recently split up with her boyfriend of eight months and she hadn’t started dating the next guy yet—and she never went very long without a boyfriend. I should have asked her out back when I was twelve, because it wasn’t long after I took notice that the other guys in town took notice as well. Shortly after she turned thirteen, Johnny Brooks asked her to be his girlfriend, and she accepted. They dated for three months, and then they split up during French class. Then she was only single for a week before Jeremy Trout asked her out on a date—and that relationship went on for over a year. Then Jenna found out that Jeremy had been seeing Vanessa Ferris on the side, so they split up, and then it was only three days before she was seen out at the movies with Brett Erskine.

Sadly, I was keeping track: Jenna Marvel had only been single for a combined total of thirteen weeks in eight years, and she’d gone through lots of guys. But she wasn’t that kind of girl. She wasn’t ‘getting around’. In fact, none of her boyfriends ever got lucky. There was Kyle McDonough who claimed he got a blowjob, but Jenna denied it, and it was later revealed that Kyle was at his sister’s Bat Mitzvah the night he claimed it happened.

And none of Jenna’s boyfriends were ever happy with the split. It was Brett Erskine who cried for months after Jenna told him it wasn’t going to work. He tried for years to get her back. He was still trying now, eyeing her up at that party on that cold February night. He was always eyeing her up while keeping his distance, always plotting but never making his move as if he truly believed he could win her back by acting like a creepy pervert. Twice he was caught by Jenna’s neighbours, creeping around her house in the middle of the night. He was lucky he didn’t have a restraining order.

In the eight years that I’d been obsessed with Jenna Marvel, I’d only talked to her a total of three times. Once when I was fourteen, during English class—I asked her if I could borrow a pencil. She handed me one and said, “Keep it.” My face was red for the next three days. The second time I talked to her was when I was sixteen. We were partnered together for a science experiment, cutting open a frog on a lab table. I was so shocked with elation that I’d been paired with her that I only ended up saying a total of ten words at most. Our gloved hands accidentally brushed near the end of class, and then my cheeks were red for the next week. The third time I talked to her was at graduation. I bumped into her while leaving the auditorium and said, “Sorry.” She looked and me and smiled and said, “Are you going to the after party tonight?” I was too shy to respond, so I just shook my head awkwardly. I went to the party but I was too terrified to approach her.

She was just too beautiful—far too beautiful for our little small town. She had long blonde hair and amazing curves and the shiniest blue eyes you’ve ever seen in your entire life. Her teeth weren’t perfect: a bit crooked in spots, but that only made her cuter. And my God, that mole next to her nose—I bet I could have drawn that beautiful face from memory if I had to.

When my friend, Stan, asked me to go out to a party with him that cold February night, I almost said no. I wasn’t big into drinking or smoking pot or staying up late or talking to strangers. “It’s not going to be all strangers. A few people you went to high school with are going.” I still almost said no, but the other option was to stay at home and play video games all night, which I was getting very sick of doing night after night after night. So I dragged my feet into that loud, booming house, and then I saw her from across the living room, standing with a drink in her hand and a big, gorgeous smile on her face.

I hadn’t seen her in over a year, since we went to different colleges across town from each other. I still crept her Facebook page from time to time—and her Instagram page, and her Twitter page, and occasionally even her Tumblr page—but I hadn’t seen her in person. She looked like the same girl I’d spent years fawning over, but now she looked a little bit more mature. She had her hair tied back into a neat bun, and her makeup was clean and crisp. There was something elegant about the way she carried herself, and there was something majestic about the way she shifted her weight from one leg to the other while she chatted with her friends from across town.

And I wasn’t even at that party for five minutes before I overheard two guys talking. “You know Jenna is single again, right? She’s probably even looking for a rebound.”

I went straight to the kitchen and poured myself a stiff drink. I drank it fast and felt the alcohol burning my tongue and throat. I knew I was going to need the liquor if I was going to have even the slightest chance at getting with Jenna Marvel.

For years, I’d been telling myself: ‘If you don’t man up and talk to her, you will spend the rest of your life wondering what could have been.’ I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life wondering what could have been. I had a fantasy in my head that wasn’t so unrealistic: living in a modest house, maybe out in the suburbs, with a kid or two and maybe a dog, and Jenna Marvel by my side, her hand in mine. Why couldn’t that fantasy be real? Maybe because I still didn’t have the balls to talk to her after eight years…

But that night was different. I hadn’t seen her in a year and I knew it would probably be a long time before I saw her again—and by then, she might not be single. In fact, chances were good that she wouldn’t be single, so I had to act now, despite my crippling anxiety.

I went to the bathroom and I stared at myself for a few minutes, repeating, “You can do this,” over and over. I slapped myself on the face and then I took a series of deep breaths. “You can do this,” I said again before turning around and throwing myself back out into the party.

And I didn’t make it far—literally. I was two steps out from the bathroom when my body slammed into Jenna Marvel. Her drink flew out from her hand and splashed against her dress. And sadly, her drink was red wine, and her dress was white. “I’m so sorry,” I said, speaking to her for the fourth time in eight years.

She looked down at her dress and then she looked up at me. “It’s okay,” she said. “It’s a cheap dress.”

“I’ll replace it anyway,” I said.

“It’s really okay.”

“In fact, we can fix it. I know a trick. Give me the dress and I’ll get the stain out in ten minutes.” My aunt worked at a dry-cleaners and she lived in our basement for six months after her husband left her. Sometimes she would bring her work home with her, and she would dry-clean clothes upstairs on our kitchen table because she said she didn’t get enough light down in the basement—so I really did know a few tricks.

Jenna laughed. “It’s really okay.”

“I’m serious. Give me the dress while it’s wet and I’ll get the stain out.”

She laughed again and then her brow lowered. “Wait—I know you. You’re Todd. We went to school together.” My legs trembled as my name fluttered out from her beautiful lips. She knew my name—even a year after graduation, she still knew my name.

I nodded my head quickly and stupidly. “Yeah, I’m Todd,” I said. “And you’re Jenna Marvel.”

“That’s correct. It’s been so long. How have you been? You look good.” I felt my face turning dark red. Did she just compliment me? Did the girl of my dreams just tell me that I looked good?

I stuttered and then managed to say, “Thanks. I’ve been good. How have you been? I’m so sorry about that dress. Please let me take it and get that stain out.”

She didn’t let me take the dress, but we did get to talking. And it wasn’t a short, passing conversation. It turned into the real deal. She asked me about college, I asked her about college. Then we got to talking about family, and somehow that conversation turned to politics. And somehow that turned into talking about movies. And then we were in the kitchen together, pouring a new set of drinks, clinking our glasses together and looking into each other’s eyes while drinking. An hour went by and then it occurred to me that I was probably dreaming. I reached down and pinched my arm hard, eliciting an “ouch” from my own lips.

Jenna laughed. “What are you doing?” She was looking down at my arm, which now had a red spot from where I’d just pinched.

“Uh, nothing. I just had an itch,” I said. This conversation was really happening. I was really talking to Jenna Marvel, and she was really listening and smiling and glowing.

“So what made you want to pursue an art degree?” I asked. “Are you really good at drawing?” It seemed like a stupid question, but not until I’d said it out loud.

She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “I can’t really draw at all. I’m not into new art,” she said.

“New art? Like modern art? Like, those paintings that are just splattered paint, or whatever?” And then I shut up as I realized I was probably sounded condescending.

She laughed. “No—more like social art.” She tried to vaguely explain ‘social art’ to me, but I was a little bit too distracted to listen. There was a slight breeze coming into the room and it was making her golden hair dance just a little bit, making her look like a model you might see on the cover of a magazine.

Even with a big red stain on the middle of her chest, she was beautiful—more beautiful than any other girl in that town. I could feel the gazes of jealous men tingling my back as they waited for me to slip up so they could swoop in and claim the next chapter of Jenna’s life.

But now I had confidence—from our talk and from the booze. We had way more in common than I could have predicted. She was funny and sweet and we liked all the same movies and all the same shows and we must have talked for an hour about Gogol Bordello after we found out that we both had tickets to their upcoming concert. I had to pee but I didn’t want to go because I didn’t want our conversation to end.

And then finally, around midnight, Jenna said, “Why don’t you show me how to get the stain out of this dress.” She didn’t wait for an answer before turning around and heading up the stairs, towards the bedrooms. I was frozen for a moment before I realized she was asking me to join her in a bedroom—maybe to make out, maybe to fuck, or maybe just to get that stain out. And I knew that I would be happy with any of the options.


CHAPTER 2
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So there I was, standing in a bedroom with Jenna Marvel. She was staring at me with big, glowing eyes, and I was tempted to pinch my arm again. Just a couple of hours before, I thought my night would be spent playing video games, wondering how different life would have been had I ever had the courage to ask Jenna out on a date. Maybe God was listening to my internal dialogue. Maybe he was now giving me that chance that I’d missed in high school. Or maybe this was just fate, coming full circle.

“Well?” she said.

And I thought she was waiting for me to kiss her. So I took a deep breath and I stepped forward, ready to slip my arms around her and ready to press her lips against mine.

And then she said, “Don’t you need soap or water or anything? How are you going to get the stain out?”

My heart fluttered and then a chill crept down my spine. She really did just want her dress cleaned—and that was fine. I could still ask her out when it was all done. I was still being given a second chance, if you can even call it a second chance after eight years—maybe more like a seven-hundredth chance. But I wasn’t going to miss my opportunity this time. Even if she said no and laughed in my face, I still had to try. I couldn’t live with any ‘what ifs’.

“Water—right. I’ll go grab what I need. You just wait here and, uh, take off your dress. Maybe you can wrap that blanket around yourself in the meantime. It will only take me ten minutes.”

She smiled at me, melting my heart, and then I scurried away to grab what I needed. I got a few things from the kitchen and a few things from the laundry room in the basement. I probably looked crazy as I zipped through the party with a large armful of cleaning supplies and soda water. But I didn’t care if I looked like some Charles Manson lunatic. I was being given a shot at the most beautiful girl in the city and I wasn’t going to blow it.

When I got back to the room, Jenna was on the bed with a white duvet wrapped around her naked body. Her dress was hanging on the bedframe. My heart skipped a beat and I tried to force my eyes not to look at her. That blanket was hardly teetering an inch above her nipples. One little slip and I would be able to see everything. One little slip and I would find out how close my fantasies were to reality.

I grabbed the dress and pulled it over to the dresser. “This will be easy because it’s white,” I said. My face was red hot.

“Take your time,” she said.

“It will be a bit wet when it’s done—I hope you don’t mind.”

“Oh, that’s fine. I don’t plan on putting it back on until it’s dry anyway,” she said. And I didn’t look back. My legs trembled and my whole body suddenly felt hot. Was she suggesting that we were going to spend the night in that room? Or was I just being stupidly optimistic?

I got the right mixture into a little bowl and then I started to scrub it gently into the dress. I used a handful of tissues to absorb the wine that was being lifted out from the white fabric. It was coming out easily, which was a relief because I wasn’t one hundred percent sure the dress could really be saved—that was also just some stupid optimism.

I found myself too afraid to look back at her. She was suddenly silent, as if she was no longer in the room, though I didn’t hear her leave. But I didn’t want to look back and see that she was gone. I didn’t want this moment to end, even though the moment was technically just me cleaning a girl’s dress. Jenna was within my grasp and I had to make sure that every word that came out from my mouth was the right word, and every action was the right action. But I also knew I had to say something, or our chemistry would drop dead in an instant. “So do you like dresses?” I said. I quickly regretted asking such a stupid question.

I heard her cute laugh. “I like them on special occasions, like tonight.”

“Is tonight special?” I asked.

“It could be,” she said. It was another comment that sunk deep into my gut and swirled around in my stomach. The girl of my dreams just told me that the night could be special, while sitting on a bed with no more than a blanket around her naked body. Surely there couldn’t be too many ways to read into such an innuendo.

“I think I’m almost done,” I said. “Just one more last wipe and… Yep! It’s all done.” I spun around to show her the dress, which was now just wet and no longer stained. “It’s good that we got to it before that wine got too dry.”

She was still sitting on the edge of that bed, staring up at me with that adorable smile and those glowing eyes. “It looks good,” she said without moving. And I figured it was my chance to make a move. I put the dress down and I took a careful step towards her. My plan was to sit next to her, wrap my arm around her, and then kiss her. Then I would get into that blanket wrap of hers and we could rub our naked bodies together. My heart was pounding. I was about to lose my virginity, and what a girl to lose it to!

“Wait,” she said before I could take a second step. So I stopped. “Aren’t you going to try it on?”

And the question took me by surprise. I looked around. “Try what on?” I asked.

“The dress.”

I stared at her for a moment before letting a laugh slip. “Funny,” I said.

“What’s funny?” she asked with a straight face.

And I paused, looking back at the dress. “It’s a dress,” I said.

“Yeah. I want you to try it on.”

“W—Why?”

“Because it would look good on you, don’t you think?”

She stood up, letting her blanket fall down onto the mattress. And there were her bare tits—just as perfect as they were in my imagination, complete with perky nipples. She didn’t even bother covering herself as she walked past me and grabbed the dress. She held it up. “I think it would be so hot if you put it on,” she said. “Don’t you?” And she was looking at me with a serious face, as if she wasn’t suggesting something that was completely crazy.

“Hot?” I said, my heart stuttering. “You want me to put it on?” I was staring at her tits now. I couldn’t look away, no matter how hard I tried. They were too perfect. Her whole body was too perfect. It wasn’t fair. How could I say no to such a perfect specimen?

She was wearing nothing but red lacy panties—or maybe it was a thong. It did nothing to cover her perfect tush, and it hardly did anything to cover her plump pussy. I could feel drool tickling the corners of my lips. My head was spinning.

Was she drunk? Had she taken some sort of drug? Why did she want me to put on a dress?

I didn’t think too much into it. I was desperate to make her like me. Though as I pulled that white dress over my body, I couldn’t help but wonder if this was why all of her many relationships ended. Was this her kink? Did she like dressing her boys up like girls? No, no—she was always the one doing the breaking up, not the other way around. Unless she was breaking up with guys because they wouldn’t put on the dresses… No—even that sounded crazy in my head. Jenna was a beautiful, funny, and intelligent woman. She wasn’t a crazed lunatic. There must have been some sort of explanation.

I was shocked when the dress actually fit. I wasn’t a big guy, but I assumed that I wasn’t a women’s medium. Apparently I’d assumed wrong.

“Now do a spin,” she said.

So I did a spin.

“Keep your back straight. And smile. It’s a dress—you’re supposed to look cute in it.” I felt like an idiot, but I was prepared to do anything the beautiful naked woman told me to do. She stared down at my crotch, which was covered by the little skirt of the dress. “Take off your boxers. They’re ruining the illusion,” she said.

Again, I didn’t protest or resist. I reached under my skirt and took off my boxers. I figured she was just trying to get me bare down there, so that there wouldn’t be anything in the way when we went to have sex. So I was surprised when she reached down, pulled down her panties, and then handed them to me. “I’ve been wearing them since this morning. I hope you don’t mind,” she said.

And then I stared at them for a moment before looking back at her. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d blinked.

“Well?” she said. “Put them on. Don’t mind that they’re a bit moist.”

I slowly stepped into them and slipped them up. And they were a bit moist, as if she was turned on by watching me put on her dress. I looked down at her bare slit now and it was glistening. She really was horny. I laughed nervously. “How do I look?” I asked, playing along with her strange fetish. I still wasn’t sure if this was serious or if she was just mocking me. She had no reason to mock me, unless she was secretly angry about the dress. She never struck me as the vindictive and mocking type. She never hung out with the mean girls and she had a reputation for being nothing but kind to everyone.

“You look okay. But you sound terrible. If you insist on talking, use a nice girly voice,” she said. She brushed past me, walking like a model on a catwalk. She bent over slightly at the dresser and fished a makeup box out from the top drawer. “Well?” she said. “Come on over and let’s make you pretty.”

And for some reason I found myself standing in front of that dresser and the makeup mirror that sat on top of it. The beautiful and naked Jenna stood behind me. She squirted some globs of flesh-toned cream onto her fingertips and then she gently rubbed the cream into my skin. “This is foundation. We always start with foundation she said.” And then she grabbed a black marker and told me to hold still. She stepped around me and then carefully drew on my eyes. It felt weird, but I didn’t resist. She’d never been so close to me before. I could smell her tantalizing perfume, and I could feel the heat radiating off of her amazing body.

Then she grabbed a few more products and rubbed, brushed, and drew them onto my face. I wasn’t paying much attention to the mirror. My attention was on her. Even though I felt very strange and uncomfortable, I didn’t want to forget this moment. I wanted to savour it. I wanted this moment to last forever. I wanted that smell to linger in my nostrils until the day I died. And my God, I wanted to reach out and squeeze those perky tits. But I managed to bite down on my tongue and stop myself from doing so, worried that would be crossing a line. Though she didn’t seem to mind my staring, even when I was staring at her pussy. A little dribble of fluid was running down her leg. Was she really that aroused?

She went into the en-suite bathroom and came out with a creamy product already squirted into the palm of her hand. I was surprised when she reached up and rubbed it into my hair, and then she started styling my hair, brushing it to the side like a French pixie cut from the sixties. I opened my mouth to ask her why she was doing this, and then I paused as I remembered her rule about speaking in a girly voice. So I made sure to use my best girly voice, which probably wasn’t very good (though it sounded okay to me). “So what’s this all about?” I asked.

“Don’t you think you’re so cute?” she asked, taking a step back and admiring me. She didn’t even seem to notice that she was completely naked, but she wasn’t stumbling around as if she was drunk or high.

I looked at myself in the mirror. And sadly, I had to agree with her. She’d made me look like a real girl. A cold sensation swelled in my gut as I took a step closer to inspect my face. My eyes looked bigger—and I’m sure that was intended. They looked somehow brighter, though maybe that was just a contrast trick. I bent forward even closer to the mirror to take a close look at the pink blush on my cheeks. It was blended nicely. I hardly recognized myself, and in a way that was a relief. Now I was less worries someone would come into the bedroom and see me all dolled up. There was no way anyone would recognize me—not unless they got up close and really inspected my features. But even my features weren’t terribly telling. She’d done some makeup tricks to my nose and cheekbones to make them look different.

Suddenly, she was behind me, her nude pelvis pressed against my bum. She pulled up the skirt of my dress gently and rubbed my ass with both of her hands. She let a little sigh slip out from her lips. I could feel the stubble of her little patch of pubic hair rubbing against my backside. I could see her face in the mirror. Her eyes were closed and her cheeks were dark red. I stood up straight and felt her tits against my back, and I could feel her heart pounding. I turned my head to give her a kiss, but she stepped back just in time.

I watched as she took a deep breath, as if trying to get control over herself. “I want to take your picture,” she said.

“You won’t show anyone, right?” I asked awkwardly, still using my girly voice.

She smiled. “Let’s face it. You probably want me to show everyone. Look in the mirror.” I looked in the mirror and she stepped up behind me, putting her chin on my shoulder. “You’re so pretty,” she said.

And then she stepped back again, this time with her phone in her hand. “Pose for me,” she said. I couldn’t say no—especially now that her tits were being pressed together by her arms as she held the camera out directly in front of her. So I smiled and started posing, feeling terribly awkward and stupid. I wondered how many guys had done this for her before. I wondered if these photos really would stay on her phone, or if I was making a giant mistake in my lousy attempt to get laid.

“Turn your back to me and look over your shoulder,” she said. So I turned my back and looked over my shoulder. “Look right into the lens. Good. Now look up at the ceiling and show me the whites of your eyes. Good—beautiful. You’re so cute.”

When I spun back around to continue posing, I noticed that she now only had one hand on the camera. Her other hand was between her thighs, rubbing her pussy. “Don’t stop,” she said. So I kept posing, pushing out my hips, moving my hands onto different parts of my body. I even held the skirt of my dress up slightly for one shot, teasing my red panties, which were still a bit wet from her damp pussy. Now Jenna was rubbing her snatch harder, pressing two fingers in deep. She was moaning slightly, so I didn’t stop. I cupped my non-existent breasts and squeezed, and Jenna moaned loudly. She was still taking pictures with her free hand, which was now trembling.

I blew a kiss at the camera, and that was it for her. A gush of warm fluid rushed out from her pussy and splashed on the floor. She bent over and shuddered and muttered the words, “Oh my fucking God.” And then I went over and took the phone from her hand. I placed it on the nightstand next to the bed and then I reached down between her legs to feel her dripping slit. She took my hand and pressed it hand against her pussy. “Fucking rub,” she said through clenched teeth. So I rubbed, and thirty seconds later, another warm gush of fluid was trickling through my fingers.

With my free hand I pulled my cock out. She grabbed it before I could get it close. She started to rub and stroke it while staring into my eyes. No girl had ever touched my cock before—and I’d never touched a pussy before for that matter. Though in the moment, it didn’t seem strange that I was achieving so many firsts while dolled up like a girl. Though I would wake up in the morning feeling rather strange about it.

I wanted to stick my cock in her, but I was too much of a virgin to make it. She pulled me closer by the cock and she spread her legs slightly so that I could penetrate her. But her hand just felt too good clenched around the tip of my dick. I ended up coming before I got it into her. I sprayed her pussy and her thighs with my hot load. “Oh my God,” I’m so sorry,” I said.

She was good enough to stroke me until she’d squeezed out the final drop of cum. And then she giggled, as if it was funny—and it probably was to her. “It’s okay,” she said. “I came twice anyway.” And then she looked up into my eyes with a grin. “I’m just glad you liked it.” I had a weird feeling that she wasn’t referring to her handjob. Did she think I liked wearing that dress? Did she think that I was happy in that makeup, with my hair styled like a little slut?

I smiled awkwardly and then she climbed into the bed, still covered in my cum. “Want to sleep with me tonight?” she asked.

I nodded my head, and then I started to pull down my panties.

“No, no. I want you to sleep in my dress,” she said. “Panties too—and the makeup.” So I climbed into the bed, all dolled up, and I got snuggled up behind her. We didn’t have sex—we just cuddled until we fell asleep. And then when I woke up, I was alone in that bedroom.

“Jenna?” I called out, the morning sun blinding my slightly as it poured in from outside.

There was no response. I got out of the bed. “Jenna? You still here?” I called out.

And then the bedroom door opened and a man walked in. “Oh, hey,” he said. “You need to get out of here. My parents are going to be home any minute. I have to get this place cleaned up. Oh man, I don’t know what I’m going to do. The living room is such a mess, and someone chipped up the countertop in the kitchen. What am I going to tell my parents?” He looked right at me, but he didn’t seem to notice that he was looking at a man in women’s clothes. I smiled and nodded and I brushed by him. There were still a few partiers with hangovers lingering around the house. The bathrooms were all closed and locked and I could hear people throwing up inside. I had nowhere to clean myself up, so I had to walk home dressed like a girl.

And I was ten minutes from the house when I realized I’d left my clothes behind. I didn’t go back. I didn’t want to risk facing my friends. So I went straight home. I snuck in the backdoor and I crept up the stairs towards the bathroom quietly. Once I was inside, I made sure that door was locked, and then I had the longest shower of my life, making sure every little bit of makeup was off of my face before I got out to hide Jenna’s dress and panties.


CHAPTER 3
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Iwas too afraid to reach out to Jenna after that night. I looked her up on Facebook the very next day, and I considered sending her a friend request. But I didn’t end up sending anything. As soon as I saw a picture of her face I remembered how embarrassing it was walking home in that dress. If that’s what Jenna needed to get off, I wasn’t sure that was something I could do. For the first time, I could understand why Jenna wasn’t able to hold down a relationship. But now I really couldn’t understand why so many guys wanted her back so badly.

I found myself checking all of Jenna’s social media pages, making sure she wasn’t posting those photos anywhere. I was tempted to send her a private message, asking her to delete the photos. But still, I was too afraid to reach out to her, and a little bit confused as to why she wasn’t reaching out to me—and why she left without saying goodbye. Did she regret our strange little romp? Did I ruin everything by coming so quickly before I even got it inside of her? Or maybe I ruined everything by actually going along with Jenna’s dress up game. Maybe she actually thought I was into it and that was a turn off—but how could it have been a turn off if she was literally squirting down her legs?

I closed down my Internet and tried not to think about what had happened between us. I stuffed that dress and that pair of panties into the back of my closet and I tried to erase my memory of it entirely. And after two weeks, I started to forget about it. The image of Jenna’s naked body would cruise into my mind occasionally, but I somehow ended up convinced that it had just been a strange dream and not a real encounter at all. And maybe that’s all it was. As long as I didn’t look in the back of my closet, that’s probably all it was—a weird dream.

Another month went by and I felt a strange peace and relief that I hadn’t felt in ages. I was no longer obsessed with Jenna. Something had changed in my brain’s chemistry, and now I only thought of her as a cute girl, and not the woman I needed to be with for the rest of my life. I finally didn’t feel like I was holding onto any regrets, and I finally felt like I could go out and meet a girl and not be constantly comparing her to what could have been. I found myself looking around during my classes, admiring different girls, considering real futures with them.

And then I started feeling excited. In just a week, our town would announce the new Miss Beautiful. Every year, our town crowned a different girl as ‘Miss Beautiful’. It was kind of like a pageant, though they had stopped doing the actual pageant a few years back for budget reasons. Now, they just had girls submit themselves online, and then they announced a winner on public television. The winner would get a bunch of free stuff, and then the winner and all of the runner-ups would go from bar to bar for a week, meeting the locals—which I think was just an excuse for guys to hit on pretty girls. It was our town’s only big party, and everyone looked forward to it—especially the guys.

I’d already made sure my schedule was clear for the week of partying. I made sure I had no meetings or appointments. I wasn’t going to miss any big parties. I was going to go to all of them and I was going to mingle with the Miss Beautiful contestants, and I was finally going to lose my virginity. I was sure of it, until I turned on my TV to see who won the contest.

I became paralyzed with fear as a picture of me graced the television screen, and every other television screen in town. There I was, standing in that white dress, with my hair neatly slicked to the side. Either I was just having a terrible nightmare now, or that night with Jenna had really happened, and someone had gotten a hold of that picture and submitted it to the Miss Beautiful contest.

I had to rewind my television to see that it was real—and it was. That picture had really come up on the screen with the word ‘Winner!’ underneath it. The whole town had really just seen a picture of me in a dress.

I ran up to my room and locked myself in. I was even too afraid to turn on the light, so I just sat in the darkness with my knees pulled up to my chest. My phone was on the nightstand, about to start ringing at any second. I knew my friends would call as soon as they stopped laughing. I knew my father would call as soon as he stopped having a heart attack. Oh God, the whole town had seen me wearing a dress and makeup! They were going to think that I was some kind of pervert or something. I didn’t want people to think that I was a cross-dresser. I only put the stupid dress on because Jenna wanted me to—so that she could get off.

My laptop screen was glowing at me from across the room. I had a Facebook tab open, and I could see that there was a red circle in the corner, letting me know I had notifications. It was surely my friends, pouring into my page to leave their humiliating comments publically for everyone to see. My heart was pounding. I was going to be sick. I’m not sure how I wasn’t throwing up. I pinched my arm hard, hoping it would wake me up. But I didn’t wake up. I was trapped in a nightmare that was too real.

I got up carefully and tiptoed over to my computer. I clicked on the notification bell and saw that I only had a single notification, from my aunt. She liked a photo I’d posted a week before. There was nothing from my friends, as if they hadn’t been watching the TV when my picture came on. But surely they had been—and it wasn’t just on the TV. I went over to our town’s official Twitter page and saw my picture there. It had been liked dozens of times. And it was already finding its way onto news pages—being shared by towns that were one hundred and fifty miles away.

I looked into my mirror and saw that my face was bone white, and starting to turn green. I really was going to be sick. I really was going to throw up. Why weren’t my friends reaching out to me? Why weren’t they posting on my social media pages? Were they saving their humiliation for my face, so they could watch my reaction when they started rolling on the floor with laughter?

Finally, my phone buzzed. I rushed over to it and lifted it up with my trembling hands. It was a number that wasn’t saved to my phone. “Congratulations,” the message read.

“Who is this?” I asked quickly.

“It’s Jenna,” read the next message. “I hope you don’t mind that I submitted you.” She ended her message with a little blushing faced emoji.

“I do mind. Are you insane? You think this is funny? Call the contest and tell them to take my picture down.”

“They’re expecting you to make an appearance tomorrow,” she said, as if she didn’t hear me or my frustration. “I’d be happy to help doll you up to get ready.”

“I’m not doing it. This is insanity. Are you crazy? I’m seriously asking.”

“If you do it, I’ll suck your dick until you come.”

I opened my mouth to continue shouting at her, but I was suddenly at a loss for words. A warm tingle crawled down my back and then I found myself with an awkward smirk on my face.

“Your place or mine?” she asked.

“I want you to give me your address, but not because I want to go through with this. I just want to talk to you face to face, so I can try to understand what the hell is going on in your head. That picture could ruin my career—do you understand that? I’ll be the laughing stock of this town, and it will probably haunt me for the rest of my life.”

“382 Willow Street. I’ll see you there in the morning—let’s say at seven. Bye, Todd! See you tomorrow!” And then she hung up the phone. My head was spinning. I couldn’t believe what was happening—and I couldn’t believe that the girl I thought was the love of my life was actually a complete lunatic.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwent to her house on Willow Street, with her dress and her pair of panties, but not because I had any plans of getting dolled up. I just wanted to return her things and then dig into her. I wanted to make sure she understood how crazy she was, and how horrible she was, and I wanted to see her face once that reality sunk in.

Though as I sat on the bus with her dress and panties in a white plastic bag, I started to consider the other option: going through with the nonsense and getting that blowjob. I could try to convince my friends that I was just doing it as a joke. I could even reveal myself on live local television, and then the town would be laughing with me instead of laughing at me. Maybe they would even think that I was just trying to make some sort of social criticism—as long as they didn’t think that I was some cross-dressing weirdo.

Jenna’s house was nice: three stories, recently updated, professionally landscaped front lawn, big windows, and so on. I approached the large red door slowly, still unsure of what my plan was. Maybe she would give up the blowjob right away, and then I could chicken out as soon as I came. Sure, she would probably be mad, but that was her own problem—and she couldn’t possibly be as mad as I currently was at her.

A cool breeze tickled the back of my sweaty neck as I reached for the doorbell. My mind was suddenly blank. I couldn’t remember why I was standing there, why I didn’t just chew her out over the phone. If she wanted her dress back, she could have come to my house to get it.

I didn’t have to ring the bell. Before I could press it, the door opened and there stood Jenna, leaning against the doorframe with a big smile on her face. “Ready to have some fun?” she said. And I immediately remembered why I was obsessed with her for so many years. She was beautiful—even in her pyjamas, without makeup. I loved the way that she smiled—it was a mousy kind of smile. And I loved the way her messy hair cascaded down her shoulders.

I had to clear my throat before I could speak. My heart was pounding all of a sudden. “I’m not getting dressed up for you. I just came to, uh, tell you that I think, uh…” I couldn’t remember my lines, which I’d gone through over and over on the bus ride over. My mind was suddenly blank, which shouldn’t have surprised me. It was going blank a lot over the past twenty-four hours.

“You just came to tell me what? That you don’t want me to suck the cum out of your big cock?” Her grin grew a little bit bigger, and my mind went a little bit blanker.

And then I decided to go off of my mental script. “Why are you doing this to me?” I asked. “Do you get a kick out of this or something?”

“The Miss Beautiful winners are always so ho-hum. I thought it was time for a real cutie to take the first prize. So I made it happen.”

“I don’t understand. What do you mean, you made it happen? Did you cheat somehow? Do you know someone on the pageant committee?”

She let one of her trademark cute giggles slip, and my heart melted a little bit in my chest. “I don’t know anyone on the committee. I just knew that you would win. How could you not win with a beautiful face like that?”

And now I felt my face turning red. Was she mocking me, or was she serious? It was impossible to tell with that grin on her face. I would have guessed mocking had it not been for the fact that none of my friends had reached out to me. My Facebook page was still desolate, as if no one could tell that I was the girl in that winning photograph. And I had to admit, I did look surprisingly convincing in that picture. It helped that I had a short and relatively scrawny figure.

“Look,” I said. “I just want to give you your dress back. That’s all I came for.”

“Just come inside for a few minutes. You’ll love the outfit I have picked out for you.” She reached out and grabbed my wrist, and there was something about the warmth of her fingers that made my body freeze. My heart shot up into my throat. I could suddenly smell that amazing perfume she wore, and I could feel the warmth radiating off of her beautiful body. I was suddenly reminded of every single heart-pounding moment over the past eight years: every time I passed her in the hallways at school, every time she looked at me with her adorable smile, every time I caught a glimpse of her panties under her gym shorts…

“I’ll come in for a minute, but I’m not going on TV,” I said.

The main floor of her house was one large, impressive open space. The ceilings must have been twenty feet high, being held up by thick marble pillars. It could have been the lobby of a very expensive hotel. “What do your parents do for a living?” I asked.

“I don’t know—boring stuff in other countries,” she said. “They’re both in Sweden now for some conference. So make yourself comfortable.” She grabbed a remote off of a side table and then she pressed a button. A fire erupted in the large fireplace in the middle of the room. “It sure is cold out, don’t you think?” She meandered through the amazing space towards the large kitchen area, where she already had her changing station set up. The kitchen island was covered in dresses, and each barstool had a different pair of heels on it. And next to the sink was a mound of hair, which I thought was a severed head for a split second before I realized it was a wig on a foam head. “I say we start with your makeup,” she said.

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

“Then why are you here?”

“Because,” I started, but I couldn’t figure out an answer. Why was I there? Why wasn’t I just turning around and leaving? “Maybe I should just go.” But I couldn’t bring myself to turn around. I couldn’t just turn down a blowjob so easily.

She smiled. Then she tossed a pair of white panties at me. “The white won’t show through your dress,” she said. “Strip down and put them on.”

And then I took a deep breath and I bit down on my tongue. “I thought you said you were going to suck my cock,” I said.

She nodded her head with big glowing eyes. “I will—as soon as you’re all dolled up.”

I stood still for a moment, not fully trusting her. She couldn’t be trusted—I knew that much for sure. She’d already screwed me over once. “If you take out your phone and snap a picture, I’m done with this,” I said. “And I mean it.”

So I took the panties over to the bathroom on the far end of the large room and then I went inside to get undressed. I realized how silly it was to seek privacy while I got into the panties. It’s not like the panties did anything to cover me up. They were so tight that they became translucent when stretched over my cock, so Jenna could see everything regardless.

She took one look at me and then sent me back into the bathroom to shave. “I want you to be hairless. And run some moisturizer on your skin, so that you don’t get razor burn. We want smooth, perfect legs under your little skirt.” I was halfway through shaving my second leg when I started to think that maybe I was the crazy one. She wasn’t forcing me to do any of this—I was doing it all voluntarily, all because I wanted her to suck my cock. Surely that level of desperation made me crazier than her fulfilling some silly little fetish.

I came out and she did a full inspection, walking around me and running her fingertips up and down my smooth legs. “You did good,” she said. She ran her fingers all the way up to my panties, and then she slipped a finger under the lacy undergarment to feel my ball sack. I perked up and let a gasp slip through my lips. “You even shaved your lady bits. Good job,” she said. I didn’t like that she called my ball sack ‘lady bits’, but I kept my mouth shut. I was a little bit closer to having the cum sucked out from my cock. I still didn’t have to go through with any live television appearances or any party circuits.

We spent the next hour and a half perfecting my makeup. She did all the work, but she made me watch. “You’ll be doing this yourself for the rest of the week,” she kept saying. And I paid attention to appease her, even though I had no intentions of doing my makeup again, unless she sweetened her end of the bargain with some pussy or maybe even anal.

She went a lot dark with my makeup: darker eye shadow, thicker eyeliner, more mascara. She brushed on plenty of blush and then she spent a good thirty minutes working on contouring. I lost count of how many times she said, “Quit moving or I’ll screw up and we’ll have to restart.” I only had a tiny makeup mirror to watch in, but I still did my best, strangely hypnotized by how effortlessly the whole process was for her. And it was actually really interesting to watch my face change so drastically after the application of each little product.

“Ta-da,” she said, stepping away as soon as she was finished the final few details. I picked up that mirror and looked at my face from multiple angles. I looked good and I looked convincing—but most importantly, I looked unrecognizable. I smiled and watched as my eyes sparkled, but that moment of elation was short lived as reality crept into my gut. I didn’t want to look like a convincing woman, and I especially didn’t want to look like a pretty girl. I was a man, and men should look like men. Men should be rugged and tough and they shouldn’t even be able to fit into pairs of panties or dresses or little heels.

But everything fit me perfectly. The dress she had picked out for me was red and short and it looked incredibly tiny as Jenna held it up, but it looked perfectly fine on my body. It even made my hips appear wider and my waist appear smaller. She passed me two pads from one of her bras, which fit perfectly in the dress’ chest, giving me a little bit of a bust. “You’ve got small tits, but they’re super cute,” she said with a lip-biting smile.

And in case I wasn’t already unrecognizable enough, she got that long brunette wig onto my head, and suddenly I was a completely different person. It’s amazing how a hairstyle can completely transform a face.

“You’re all done,” she said. And it took a minute for me to remember what that meant: I earned my blowjob. My heart skipped and stuttered and I stood up straight.

“I guess it’s not your turn to put up your end of the bargain,” I said, smiling awkwardly. My cock was already pulsing in my panties.

“Not if that’s the voice you’re going to use. If you sound like that on live television, then you’re screwed. And I have to admit, it’s not very sexy.”

My cheeks turned red as the thought of going on television crossed my mind. But I shook the thought away. I didn’t actually plan on going on TV. As soon as my load was in Jenna’s mouth, that dress was coming off and that wig was hitting the floor. I was just there for the blowjob, and nothing else.

So I cleared my throat and in my best female voice I said, “Is this better?”

She smiled. “Better, but not perfect. Keep talking. Don’t stop until I tell you to.”

“What should I talk about?” I asked, still using that voice, trying to make small adjustments based on her facial reactions.

“Just talk,” she said.

So I just talked. I started by talking about my college classes, and then I started talking about my college professors, and then Jenna sunk down to her knees and slipped her head underneath the skirt of my dress. I took a deep breath in and perked up as I felt her fingers gently toying with my panties. I felt a plume of her warm breath tickling the bare skin of my recently shaved cock and balls. And I kept talking, rambling on and on in my female voice. My mind started to go blank and I paused for a moment. “Keep talking,” she said, pausing until I resumed. So I quickly tried to think of something to say—I ended up telling her the plots of my favourite horror movies.

She gently slipped my cock through her lips and started to suck. Warm pulses of euphoria surged through my body. I reached my hands down and grabbed her head. I pulled it in tight, pushing my cock down the back of her throat. Impressively, she didn’t gag. She just kept sucking. She even let a little giggle slip.

I was still rambling on, now talking about her. “You’re hair is so soft and your face is so beautiful. I really love the way that you smell. I’ve had the biggest crush on you for almost ten years—since I first saw you, basically.” I wasn’t even in control of what I was saying. It was like my mouth was falling down an endless flight of stairs and there was no one there to stop it.

She looked up at me with warm glowing eyes. I paused. “Go on,” she said, before sinking back under my skirt to continue licking my throbbing erection. It felt so good, so that’s what I said. “You’re so good at that. Oh my God, it feels so fucking good. I love the way you eat me out. I love the way you suck my big, hard pussy. You’re going to make me come, you filthy slut. Oh God, you’re going to make me come.” I was still using my female voice, but I was hardly having to think about it. It was starting to feel more and more natural, with every word that slipped out from my lips.

I heard her moan, and that’s when I noticed that she had a hand underneath her skirt, pressed firmly between her thighs. Her body shuddered and then I heard a subtle splashing noise. She was squirting onto the marble floor.

And now I could feel my orgasm approaching—how could I not come after watching that? I grabbed her head firmly with both hands and I started to thrust, using her head like a glorified sex toy. Drool was running down her cheeks and dripping off of her chin. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I said. And she smiled with my big cock in her mouth.

Instead of coming in her mouth, I pulled her head back by her hair and I came all over her face. Maybe it was a little bit of revenge, or maybe it was just a spur of the moment decision with no thought process behind it whatsoever. She flinched and shut her eyes, but she wasn’t able to look away as I held her head in place by her hair. I made a real mess of her makeup, and I even landed a blast in her left eye.

And once I was finished, a guilt filled my stomach. She stood up slowly, wiping the cum from her face. “You asshole,” she said.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, still with that female voice.

“It’s fine,” she said with a sigh. “But now I have to redo my makeup. It took me an hour to do this, you know.”

“I said I’m sorry.”

She shook her head and went off to the bathroom to wash her face, leaving me with a powerful guilt swirling in my gut. And now I felt guilty about my original plan. I couldn’t just take off my outfit and my wig and leave. I couldn’t just make her think that I only came to come all over her face.

I looked in the mirror. I looked convincing and more importantly, I looked unrecognizable. Maybe I could go through with this live appearance. Maybe I could just get it over with and then feel less guilty about this whole thing.

So I kept practising my voice. I walked around Jenna’s kitchen in a pair of tall heels while repeating random sentences that had nothing to do with anything. If I was going to do this, then I had to pull it off. I couldn’t let anyone realize they were seeing a man on their TV screens, because it wouldn’t long before they realized they were seeing me once they realized they were seeing a man.
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Jenna went with me to the TV station, which wasn’t too far from her house. Before we walked into the building she smacked me on the ass and said, “I hope you’re not planning on doing anything stupid.”

I looked at her and saw that there was legitimate concern on her face. And I realized that I was the one in control now. I could easily go in front of the camera and reveal my true self, pretend the whole thing was a joke, and ruin the fun for Jenna. Or I could tell the whole town that Jenna set me up, and that she was trying to blackmail me and bribe me with sex—though that would probably be just as embarrassing for me as it would be for her. Jenna probably didn’t want the world knowing that she could only get off with boys in dresses and makeup. But I didn’t want the world knowing that I was so desperate for a blowjob that I was getting dolled up and going on live television.

There were three older men in the lobby of the station waiting for me. They started clapping as soon as they saw me coming towards them, as if they recognized me from that picture that Jenna submitted, even though my makeup, outfit, and hair were all different in that picture. “Miss Beautiful,” one of the men said with a big smile. “And isn’t that title so fitting?” I wondered if he made that same stupid comment with every Miss Beautiful winner. “And I see you brought a friend for moral support. Going on TV can be nerve-racking, but I think you’ll do just fine.”

“Thank you for choosing me,” I said quietly. My voice was suddenly lost, as if I’d spent the whole morning screaming at the top of my lings. Or maybe it was just the large lump swelling in my throat.

“How could we not?” the man said. And I was shocked that my voice hadn’t given me away. Did it really sound that convincing? And was my look really that convincing? My heart skipped a beat and then I followed the men through a series of doors, to a studio where a whole team was waiting for me.

A man rushed over to me and attached a microphone transmitter to the back of my dress. He ran a long wire around, and clipped a microphone to the top of my dress, just a few inches below my chin. “Can you just slip that wire underneath your dress when you get a chance?” the man said. And even after walking around me and clipping things to me, he couldn’t seem to tell that I wasn’t really a woman. I was really pulling this off. Jenna and I weren’t the only ones who thought that I was truly convincing. A cold shudder ran through my whole body. So it was true: I really did look like a woman. I really did have the body of a woman—and I would have probably been better off had I been born a woman. I mean—I wasn’t exactly winning any Mister Handsome contests as my regular self. I never even got compliments when I was my regular self.

One of the older men came up to me and gave me a firm pat on the back. “You look stunning. You’re going to do great.”

“What exactly do I have to do?” I asked, my voice regaining a bit of volume and a bit of confidence.

He put his arm around me—a little bit too far around me, with the tips of his fingers on the side of my breast pads. He held me close. “All you have to do is look pretty and answer a few questions—it couldn’t be easier.” His fingers moved slightly, as if he was trying to feel my tits. I felt another cold shockwave run down my spine.

I was rushed over to a makeup girl who didn’t warn me before brushing powder onto my face. I coughed as some of that powder got into my lungs, and she didn’t apologize. Though she did say, “I love the way you did your eyeliner. You’ve got such pretty eyes.” And that comment took me by surprise. It was one thing to get a compliment from a man—but from a woman? That meant something. If I was convincing women that I was a chick, then I must have really looked like a chick.

The older man came back for me. He took me by the hand, holding a bit too tight for my comfort level, and then he brought me onto a little stage. Suddenly a bunch of lights came on and someone called out, “Going live in ten! Nine! Eight!” My heart stuttered and I felt goose bumps rising up on my arms. It was all happening so fast. I couldn’t process it all quickly enough. In a matter of seconds, everyone in the town would be staring at my face, all dolled up. And my parents were probably watching—would they recognize me? Would my best friends recognize me?

“And here she is!” the old man said to the camera. He no longer had his arm around me, as if he knew that would look bad on TV, as if he knew he was being a creep before. “I want to welcome this year’s Miss Beautiful to our studio.” He kept talking, but I zoned out. The lights were so bright and the thought of my parents watching on TV made me feel sick. I could feel butterflies fluttering in my stomach. And then suddenly there was a microphone being held in front of my face. “Well, Tanya?”

“Well?” I repeated, hardly muttering.

“Do you have anyone you want to thank?”

I looked around at the crew. They were all staring at me, wide-eyed, waiting for my response. I felt cold. I could feel a breeze tickling my exposed skin—and I had a lot of exposed skin. That little dress hardly covered my torso and a few inches of my legs, and that was it. I opened my mouth but it took a few seconds for words to come out. “I want to thank my parents and my friend, Jenna,” I said.

And then he pulled that mic away and he kept talking. He started listing off all of the venues I would be appearing at over the next week. And I did my best to force a smile. Maybe I could lie and say that I wasn’t feeling well. Maybe I could just disappear, make my female persona vanish—my female persona who was apparently named Tanya.

That microphone was in my face again. “Well?” the man said. And again, I hadn’t heard the question.

“Sorry, could you repeat that?” I asked.

“How do you want to make this town a better place?”

I cleared my throat and took a deep breath. “I want to make the town a better place by, uh, making it more accessible to everyone. I think we could do without that bike lane on 5th Street. I’ve only seen like two people use it since they put it in. An extra driving lane would help during rush hour traffic. And, uh, more garbage cans. I always have garbage but nowhere to put it. It’s no wonder there’s garbage all over the streets.”

My answer took the old man by surprise. He stood silently for a moment and then he said, “Well that’s very specific. But I’m sure the city is listening, so who knows what will happen. But for now, that wraps up our big introduction. I hope that everyone can make it out over the next week to meet the new and very gorgeous Miss Beautiful.”

I watched as the camera swung by on its tracks, and then I watched as the long microphone boom pole swung up into the air, away from the set. The crew suddenly dispersed and then Jenna was standing next to me. “You did great,” she said with a big smile. “And you looked so cute. I’m really proud of you.” She gave me a kiss on the cheek. I felt my face turning red. That was it? That was the whole TV appearance? It hadn’t been over for thirty seconds and I already couldn’t remember anything the man said or anything I said for that matter.

Jenna led me away from the set, towards an empty room, which surprisingly had a piece of paper with my name on the door. “What’s this?” I asked.

“It’s your change room.”

I had no idea I had a change room. Apparently Jenna had been paying more attention than me. And it was no surprise—this was her big experiment, not mine. I was just a pawn in her little game, going along with her crazy plan in hopes that it would get me some more action.
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She went straight to the makeup desk in the back corner of the room. She bent over and placed her hands down on the wooden surface, and then she looked back at me and said, “Fuck my little asshole.”

“W—What did you just say?” I said. And surprisingly, the words came out in my female voice.

“I said fuck my little asshole. I couldn’t stop touching myself when you were up there. I had to stand behind everyone, so no one would see that my hand was down the front of my skirt. My panties are soaking wet. I need you to fuck my asshole.” She swayed her bum in the air. Her legs and arms were trembling—she really wanted it. She really couldn’t help herself, as if the sight of me made her convulse with horny impulses.

I approached her cautiously, looking around to make sure there were no cameras hidden in the room. I still felt like she had some sort of master plan, and this wasn’t all just some way to fulfil her strange fetish. But more and more, it was starting to seem like the latter—it was starting to seem like this was all just so she could get off. I placed my hands on her hips and carefully pulled up her skirt, revealing her truly soaking wet panties. They were dark with moisture, and there was even a dribble running down her left leg, having escaped from its satin prison.

I tugged down her panties, revealing that plump and juicy pussy. But it wasn’t the pussy I was getting—she wanted it in the ass. I spread her cheeks and saw that her tight hole was puckering and practically begging for me to stick my cock inside. I reached down and pressed my fingers against her wet snatch—touching a pussy for the first time in my life. It was warm and squishy. I pulled some of the slick moisture back, between her butt cheeks, using it to lubricate her tight hole. She moaned and her legs trembled even harder. I took a deep breath.

And then I had the urge to taste that tight hole. I sunk to my knees, spread her cheeks, and I got my tongue in deep, swirling it in circles, tasting the moisture from her pussy—and I even got a few good licks of her pussy while I was down there. It dawned on me that I was about to lose my virginity in a very strange way. The big mirror on the wall next to us didn’t help the strangeness of it all. I kept looking over and seeing myself on my knees, and it really looked like a scene straight out of a lesbian porno. Though I enjoyed the sight of my pretty face buried deep in her ass. I had my tongue in as deep as I could push it, exploring her anal walls while making her squirm. Warm juice was trickling down both of her legs now—some of it was saliva and some of it was natural lubricant from her pussy.

I used my hand to wipe some of it upwards, between her butt cheeks, so there would be no resistance once I was ready to put it in her. And I was rock hard and throbbing now—I’d never been more ready in my life. So I carefully stood up and slipped my cock out from my tight little panties. I pushed my tip between her cheeks and revelled in the beautiful moan that slipped off of Jenna’s lips. I was about to lose my virginity to Jenna Marvel, the girl of my dreams, the love of my life, and the psychotic girl with the strangest fetish.

I pushed my tip into her. It was tight but there wasn’t much resistance. I could feel her puckering along my shaft. I kept pushing in, deeper and deeper, feeling the warm walls of her tight anus. She didn’t stop me from sinking in as deep as my seven-inch cock could go. Once my pelvis was pressed against her perky tush, she started to sway, moaning and dripping. It felt nice—too nice. I knew I wouldn’t last long—a few pumps at most. But I had a feeling she only needed a few pumps. She was already on the verge of an orgasm. I reached around and started to rub her clit with my fingers, giving her a little bit extra for her efforts. She responded with some louder moaning. Now I was starting to worry that someone would hear us from the hallway. I didn’t need someone peeking in to see that Miss Beautiful had a big long cock that she was using to fuck a tight little woman.

I started to thrust. I watched as her anus hugged my cock. I watched as more fluid poured down her legs, as if a faucet had been left on inside of her. I rubbed her clit hard and fast, and it was only a few seconds later when that fluid started to spray forward, soaking that makeup desk. “Oh God,” she groaned as she continued to squirm. I held her in place by holding her hips—and I kept thrusting, harder and harder. I could already feel the tingle growing at the tip of my cock. I bit down on my tongue and clenched hard. I wanted to last longer than a minute—I couldn’t come already. Had it even been twenty seconds?

“Don’t stop!” Jenna screamed. I had to reach my wet hand over her lips, to muffle her screaming. She started to suck the pussy juice off of my fingers. Now that wetness was starting to run down my legs as it squirted and squished in every direction. “Oh God, don’t stop!”

But stopping was inevitable. I couldn’t hold on any longer, no matter how hard I tried. I sunk my fingernails into her skin and then I pushed my cock in deep on final time, spraying my hot cum deep inside of her asshole. She yelled and let her tits fall against the desk’s surface. I stumbled back and watched her tight hole puckering. It was red and stretched out, and a moment later there was a heavy glob of white pouring out of it. She looked back at me and smiled, and then she said, “We should start getting ready for the bar. You need to change—you can’t wear the same thing you wore on TV. C’mon, I’ve got a few options for you.” She pulled her wet panties up before my whole load had even dribbled out of her. Apparently she wanted to keep my load inside of her, or at least in her panties. She was a filthy whore, and I liked it that way.
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We showed up intentionally late for my first bar appearance. It was Jenna’s idea to show up late, once the crowd already had a few drinks in them, so the volume would be a bit louder and people would be less likely to recognize me or notice that my voice wasn’t quite perfect. I checked my Facebook notifications and text messages before stepping into the bar, to make sure none of my friends had messaged to let me know they were onto me. I had no notifications—my identity was still safe.

The bar became quiet as soon as the initial crowd noticed my entrance. Someone shouted, “Here she is!” and then there was a roar of applause, as if I’d actually accomplished something. But being Miss Beautiful was no accomplishment, at least not for Miss Beautiful. Maybe it was an accomplishment for God—he put in the work to make Miss Beautiful pretty, but what did I do? I just put on a dress and some makeup and had my picture taken. The fact that I was beautiful was just a coincidence, and I still wasn’t sure if it was a happy coincidence or a sad one.

I waved to the crowd and found myself shocked by the smiling excitement. Was that excitement real? Was it for me? Or was it just the town playing along with Jenna’s joke. No, it had to be real. Jenna wasn’t some genius mastermind—she was just a horny girl who liked her boys in dresses. The excitement had to be real. The town must have been excited for me.

I was only in that bar for ten seconds before a reported lunged a microphone into my face. “How does it feel to be this year’s Miss Beautiful?” he asked, his voice booming over the crowd.

“It’s nice. I’m very happy to be representing my town,” I said. And the crowd cheered, as if my response was more than just a stock answer.

“Were you happy when you saw Mayor Robinson’s tweets about possibly changing the bike lane into a car lane?”

“I haven’t had a chance to look at any tweets,” I said. “But it sounds like good news.” The crowd cheered for me again, filling my heart with a strange and warm confidence. “While they’re at it, they should bring the monkey bars back to all the playgrounds. When I was a kid, I loved playing on the monkey bars. I was shocked when I heard they were taking them all out—apparently because some kids got hurt? Kids are going to get hurt on whatever you put out, so why not give them monkey bars?” Strangely, my rant received another loud cheer from the crowd. “And quit sinking money into those old ski jumps on the edge of town. What are those costing us? Two millions dollars a year or something crazy? Get rid of them. Use the money for something everyone can use—not just five or six people. If they really want their ski jumps so badly, they can do some fundraising.” And again I received some more cheering.

Then I was led into the bar. Someone handed me a drink and a small crowd quickly formed around me. People started introducing themselves, but the bar was so loud, all I could do was smile and nod and pretend like I could hear everything they said. I wasn’t even half finished my drink when another one ended up in my hand.

It was a strange sensation, feeling all of the gazes staring in my direction: hundreds of people looking over at me, watching my every move. And not one of them could tell that I wasn’t really a woman. I recognized a few faces in that crowd. I recognized the face of my cousin, and I recognized the faces of a few of my friends from high school.

And the volume kept rising as the lights dimmed more and more. My confidence was getting stronger and stronger with each passing minute, and with each passing drink. No empty drink was ever in my hand and I didn’t have to spend a dime. I was asked to dance by multiple men, and I awkwardly had to refuse all of them. The only relief I got was when Jenna grabbed me by the wrist and pulled me into the bathroom. We went into a stall and she lifted me up onto the toilet seat. “So no one sees your legs,” she whispered. And then she said nothing else as she reached under my skirt and pulled out my cock. She sucked it while standing upright. It took me a minute to find my balance on my tall heels while teetering on that tall toilet seat, bent over slightly so no one would see the top of my head.

Jenna had me rock hard in a matter of seconds. She sucked hard and bobbed her head fast. A couple of girls came into the bathroom, but Jenna didn’t stop. I overheard them talking. “They really did pick a pretty girl this year,” one of the girls said.

“Yeah, she’s pretty, but who is she? I’ve never heard of any Tanya.”

“Maybe she’s new to town.”

“Or maybe she’s not even from here. It’s not like they ask for proof of citizenship when you apply.”

“So you think she’s from another town?”

The girls took their conversation back outside. They sounded frustrated, but I didn’t care. I only cared that they both agreed that I was pretty—because I was pretty. I was gorgeous. I had the body of a super model and the face of a Hollywood actress. It was starting to seem like I was born to be a woman. And not to mention, as a woman, Jenna Marvel, the girl of my dreams, couldn’t keep her hands off of me. She wanted to suck my cock constantly. The sight of me made her panties dripping wet. How could I possibly believe that I wasn’t meant to be a woman?

Once Jenna got me off and swallowed my cum, we went back out and had a few more drinks with the locals. Then we went back to Jenna’s place and we slept together on her bed, cuddled together, with Jenna playing the role of the big spoon. It was nice, until I woke up in the morning and realized I had things to do as myself, as Todd. I was dreading putting on my male clothes and returning to my dull life, where I was hardly more than a ghost meandering the streets alone. I didn’t want to stop being Tanya. I didn’t want to take off my panties or my makeup or my wig.

But I knew it was inevitable. And I knew it would have to end as soon as this week was over.
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The next few bar appearances went just as well as the first. Crowds instantly formed around me and drinks magically appeared in my hands. I didn’t have to spend a dime, and I was being given cheap liquor either. I was having fun. I was starting to look forward to each appearance. I even started going out with Jenna during the days, to the malls and parks, getting a little bit more exposure. While we were at the park one afternoon, Jenna reached out and held my hand. She slipped her fingers between mine, and it was nice.

We slipped into a wooded area at the park and then we started to kiss. She sunk her tongue into my mouth and her hands began to explore my body. And then I heard a nearby rustling. I stopped and told Jenna to stop as well. I leaned over and saw the swaying branch where the rustling originated. I saw a glimmer of a face behind one of the trees, and then that face turned and started running away.

“Hey!” I called out, but the man didn’t stop. Jenna turned around and caught a glimpse of the spy. Would he tell the town what he saw? Would the town feel different about me if they thought that I was a lesbian? Maybe they would even like me more—men love lesbians, don’t they?

“Fucking Brett,” Jenna said. And it took me a second to realize who she was talking about.

“Wait—Brett?” I said. “Brett Erskine?”

“He’s always following me around, everywhere I go,” she said. “Fuck—this isn’t good.” Jenna started pacing back and forth. She put her hands on her head, as if she was serious.

“What’s not good?”

“He knows,” she said.

“He knows what?”

“He knows you aren’t actually a girl.”

“How does he know that? Are you sure? Maybe you’re wrong.” My heart was suddenly pounding. Was Brett about to out me to the town? Was he going to ruin my whole reputation and turn me into a laughing stock?

“I used to dress him up, back when we dated. He loved it. He used to make me fuck him with a strap-on until he came in his panties. But then I found out that he was getting dressed up without me, and prostituting himself out on some tranny escort website. So I left him. He’s a pervert—a real sex addict. Though I shouldn’t judge too hard. I’m a bit of a sex addict myself.”

“So what? Do you think he’s going to rat me out?”

“I don’t know what he’s going to do,” she said. I walked up to her and put my hands on her hips. I looked into her eyes and smiled. My heart was pounding, but I didn’t like seeing her all stressed out. “It’s going to be fine,” I said. I kissed her on the lips, but that passion was gone, replaced by trembling anxiety.

And it was only five minutes later when she got a text message from Brett. “Take me back or I rat him out,” he said. She showed me the message and then let a deep sigh out. “What a nightmare.” Though it wasn’t a nightmare for her—she had nothing to worry about. She could just say no, and then nothing bad would happen to her. Either way, something bad happened to me: either I lost Jenna, or my identity was revealed to my whole town—my friends and parents included. A nausea filled my gut and I suddenly felt lightheaded.

Jenna looked into my eyes and then she looked at the ground. “I’m so sorry,” she said. “I guess I’ll go over to Brett’s and give him what he wants. I’ll run some outfits over to your house later, so you have options for tomorrow and the next day.”

“So what, are you just going to go and suddenly be his partner again?” I asked.

She shrugged her shoulders. “What other option do I have?” she asked.

“Just stay with me. Tell him to knock it off. Maybe we can give him some money. I have all of that prize money—does he want that?” My skin felt cold, even on the back of my neck where beads of sweat were starting to form.

“He doesn’t want money. He wants me. He’s wanted me for years.”

And then a cold tingle buzzed into my gut. Jenna was holding her phone, about to tell Brett that she was on her way over. I snatched the phone out from her hands. “Give that back!” she said. But I held it away from her. “You can’t just make yourself a martyr like this. What’s your plan—to stay with him forever, just to protect me?”

“I got you into this mess. I kind of owe you. And it won’t be forever—a few months at most. In a few months, he’ll have forgotten all about you. He’ll find another way to try to blackmail me. You’ll be off the hook, I promise.” She tried again to snatch the phone, but I held it out of her reach.

“Too bad,” I said. I quickly typed out a message and sent it off to Brett.

“What did you say? Are you crazy?”

“I told him to go ahead and rat me out. So you made a mistake—you shouldn’t be punished for making a mistake.”

“But you should be?” she asked.

And that nausea came back with a vengeance. My legs trembled and my head was suddenly light. I’d just told Brett Erskine to go ahead and tell the whole town who I really was. I had a bar appearance in two hours, and I knew for a fact that some of my friends would be there.

It was a long two hours, waiting for the news to break. Brett never replied to that text message that I sent him from Jenna’s phone. As far as we knew, he could have already told everyone, or he could have just given up in frustration. Maybe it was all a bluff. Maybe he didn’t actually know who I was. Or maybe he went to the press and told them that I was actually a man, and no one believed him.

For my appearance that night, I wore a short blue skirt with a white horizontal stripe, and a white blouse with blue stripes on the sleeves. It was cute in a Japanese schoolgirl kind of way.

I put on a pair of thigh-high black stockings, which went well with my black flats, and I tied my hair into pigtails.

“Ready?” Jenna asked we both looked at me in the mirror. I looked good—it was my cutest look yet, and my makeup was on-point (and I’d done most of it myself).

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I said. I took a deep breath and then we started towards the bus stop. Jenna gently reached down and held my hand. She squeezed tight, probably trying to comfort me, knowing that my entire reputation was on the line.

But was it really? Could the town really turn around and laugh at me after celebrating and adoring me all weeklong? Could any of the men really scoff at me? So many of them had bought me drinks and asked for my phone number, and almost all of them had checked me out. And the girls—they all thought that I was legit. Would they really try to get away with saying ‘I knew it all along’?

The truth had to come out sooner or later. If I wanted to stay with Jenna and make her happy, then there were going to be many, many days out with makeup and skirts and heels and that wig. Sooner or later, someone was going to notice.

We approached the bar, which was already booming and bustling. Jenna tried to let go of my hand, but I held it tight. It was the only thing giving me a little bit of peace—the only thing keeping my heart from bursting through my ribcage. “It’s probably not too late to tell Brett to keep his mouth shut. I really don’t mind appeasing him for a few months,” Jenna said, looking into my eyes.

“I have a feeling it’s too late,” I said.

We started walking up to that door. I took a deep breath and then pushed it open. We took one step inside and then the bar became silent. Even the music seemed to die down as our presence took over that small establishment. Gazes found me and stuck to me and sunk deep into my soul. And then I saw the reporter approaching me slowly. He held up a microphone and said, “Is it true?” And I didn’t have to ask for clarification. I knew exactly what he was talking about. And I knew the truth would turn those wide-eyed gazes in the crowd into frowns, and maybe something worse. Maybe they would be angry. Maybe they would turn on me and chase me out of that bar. Maybe they would chase me out of town, or maybe they would beat me into a bloody pulp for deceiving them.

“Yes,” I said. My voice was hardly a whisper.

And the reporter was silent for a moment. He cleared his throat. There was an audible gasping in the crowd. “So I suppose that makes you the first ever transgender winner of the Miss Beautiful contest.”

That silence persisted for a few seconds, and then someone in the crowd started to clap. And then another person started clapping. And suddenly that whole bar was clapping and cheering and hollering. The smiles were back, on every face except for one at the back of the room: the shocked and confused face of Brett Erskine. His lips were parted at his eyes were sunken as he tried to wrap his head around what was happening. I was being embraced and celebrated, more than before. No one seemed to care that I’d lied to them. Instead, they were now treating me like I was courageous for coming clean. It was only a few seconds before an expensive drink ended up in my hand and a small crowd formed around me. Everyone wanted to know how I found the courage to come out as a woman.

“I’m still a guy,” I said. “I just like being a woman sometimes—maybe most of the time. I don’t really know yet. Right now, I want to be a woman. But who knows? Maybe tomorrow morning I’ll feel like being a guy.”

And the crowd nodded as if they understood. I was telling the truth, but even I didn’t understand. Maybe they knew something I didn’t, or maybe it was just hard to deny anything I said because I was so convincing. I was a convincing man when I wanted to be and I was a convincing woman when I wanted to be—so what difference did it really make at the end of the day if I went out in a wig and a dress or in a t-shirt and jeans?

Jenna stayed at my side all night. Technically she came out that night, too. Now the town knew her as the girl who loved a trap—and she was receiving almost as much praise as me.

There was a nice moment where we kissed in front of everyone. And there was a funny moment later that night when I went into the bathroom and found Brett, all dolled up in girls’ clothing, getting fucked in the ass by a big, ripped guy. He looked at me with an embarrassed look, and then I slipped out and went to use the other bathroom instead. Jenna and I made sure to lock the bathroom door before we went ahead and took turns fucking each other. Jenna let me stick my cock into her pussy, which was warm and wet and perfect. I let her stick a dildo she snuck into the bar into my butt. It actually felt nice—no pain at all, like I was anticipating.

And it was later that night when a friend of mine stood up on a barstool and made a big announcement. “I want to be a woman too!” he shouted. “I’ve always wanted to be a woman, and tomorrow, I’m going to the mall to buy a dress.” And everyone cheered. I’d started a ripple effect. Another young woman announced that she was a lesbian, and then an older man announced that he was gay. That lone reported was frantically scribbling notes, trying to keep up with all of the developments that were happening.

His article the next morning read: “Transgender hero transforms town overnight.” And that headline got picked up by news outlets all over the country. So it was no longer a secret: the whole country now knew my true identity. Millions of people knew my names: my female name and my male name.

Millions of people now knew that I was a beauty queen, 2019’s Miss Beautiful. And no one seemed to disagree.

THE END
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GAME SHOW


Sam has made a big mistake, landing him in a Japanese prison: a strict ten-year sentence. The worst part about it is, he didn’t even know he was breaking the law.

But Sam is given a special opportunity: participate in a special Japanese game show for adults. Apparently, the audience loves Americans—Americans in cute dresses and plenty of makeup.
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Japan never struck me as the kind of place where the government would care too much about some stupid drug charges. Since arriving, I couldn’t go anywhere without finding people doing drugs and hiring prostitutes. The whole country seemed like a constant party. You couldn’t leave one club without being pulled into another. And the Japanese women sure seemed to love partying with a white guy for whatever reason. I wasn’t complaining.

I found that Japanese women were easier than American women—probably because their men were so timid. I tried explaining to a Japanese friend that I made, “If you want to fuck her, go and hit on her. Make sure she knows you want to fuck her.” His face became dark red and he shook his head, repeating, “No, no, no,” over and over again with a big, embarrassed smile on his face. The men were shy around the women—and I guess I can’t blame them, seeing as they have some of the most beautiful women on the planet.

But all those women wanted was a man who could handle a woman. The secret is confidence. And once you get a few drinks into those girls, it’s party time. I was out with a group of young women. We were just finishing up our third drink together when one of them pulled out a giant bag of cocaine. I did a few lines, but some of those girls were snorting whole handfuls for crying out loud. Japanese women know how to cut loose.

And it was the same thing everywhere I went. They started off shy and timid, and then a few drinks later it was party time. Until the cops showed up.

I saw the red and blue flashing lights in the window but I didn’t think much of them. You can’t go twenty feet in Tokyo without tripping over a mountain of cocaine, so I figured it wasn’t a big deal. It wasn’t even mine, anyway. But the cops seemed to think it was a big deal.

I was thrown into the back of a cruiser and hauled off. I should have gotten up and ran with the girls—I just assumed that they were overreacting. Nope—they knew what they were doing. They left about six hundred bucks worth of cocaine behind—that’s how serious they were being.

And I found myself behind bars, waiting for sentencing. They asked me if I had a lawyer. I didn’t. Then they just left me in a cell for three days, feeding me some crappy food on no particular schedule. Finally, a cop came to get me and he hauled me straight to a little boardroom where a number of Japanese people were speaking in Japanese. There was a translator, but I had a good feeling that I wasn’t getting half of the translation. I was being sentenced with up to ten years in prison. “The judge wants to know if you understand the charges,” my translator said.

It was all happening so fast. Was I going to get a trial? Was this the trial? How did the legal system even work in Japan? My heart was pounding. I nearly threw up. “I don’t understand,” I said, and then I waited for a response.

“How else can I put this?” the translator said, scratching his chin. “Because you were caught with so much cocaine, you now face ten years in prison. Do you understand?” It didn’t help that my translator hardly spoke English. I felt faint. I still didn’t understand what was happening.

“Do I get a trial?” I asked.

He asked the judge. “You can bid for a trial after two years,” he said. I didn’t understand it. I had a feeling that I was being pranked—maybe Ashton Kutcher was about to come around the corner with a camera and a big, stupid grin. But no one came around the corner—except for two officers with a pair of handcuffs. Long story short: they take their drug charges very seriously in Japan.

“But it wasn’t mine!” I said as they made me stand up. I had nothing. The hotel I’d been staying at had probably already tossed out my things. I’d already missed my flight home. No one was helping me figure out how to contact the embassy. I was screwed. And I still wasn’t entirely sure what I’d done wrong. How can someone be sent to prison without a trial? Or was I supposed to believe that the little meeting in that cold room was the trial?

It was snowing when they pulled me out to the cruiser that would take me to the prison. The cityscape was quite pretty, and it would be the last pretty sight I would see for six months—

I spent six months in a Japanese prison. It wouldn’t have been so bad had anyone spoken a word of English. There was one guard who had been learning online, and he liked to practice with me. His English was terrible, but I never corrected him—I made the mistake of correcting him when I first met him, and he got very angry. After that, I just smiled and nodded my head and said, “Great. You’re getting very good.”

The other inmates seemed to be enjoying themselves. They had their little cliques and they played weird Japanese card games and laughed a lot. I tried to play with them once, but they just got frustrated with the language barrier and eventually told me to scram. So my six months in prison turned into six months in what was essentially isolation.

And it was exactly six months into my stay that I was approached by a government official who had perfect English. “Mark Fischer? Can you come with me, please?” he said. He had the guards unlock the visiting room, even though visiting hours were over.

He sat me down and sat across from me. He was tall and slender and he never cracked even the slightest smile. “We have an offer to make you, and you are strictly forbidden to mention this offer to anyone if you choose to decline it. Do you understand?” Finally, for the first time in six months, I understood something clearly.

“I understand,” I said.

“If you mention this meeting to anyone, you will be sentenced to death. Do you understand?”

My gut turned. Now I wasn’t so sure I understood. Where was this going? Why was it so serious? I was almost tempted to tell him I wasn’t interested in hearing the offer. I wasn’t sure it was worth risking my life. But I wanted out of that prison so badly. I wanted to see my friends and family again. I hadn’t heard from anyone. I didn’t even know if they knew I was locked up. “What’s the offer?” I asked.
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Ihad to ask him to repeat the offer. I wasn’t sure I heard it properly—I thought I might have slipped into some isolation-induced delusion for a moment, but the offer was the same when he repeated it. My first instinct was that I was dreaming, but even my dreams weren’t this strange. I pinched my arm and it hurt, so I really wasn’t dreaming. “A game show?” I asked.

“One day on a game show, and we drop all the charges and send you home.”

“A game show…” I said again. “Like a Japanese game show? Like, will you make me eat bugs and stuff?”

“You won’t be a contestant on the show. You will be a prop.”

“A prop?” I said. My head was spinning. I took a deep breath. “Can I have a water?”

He shook his head. “Not until you’ve given me an answer,” he said. He hardly even had an accent. I wondered if he was American, working for the Japanese government.

My hands were shaking. I was getting my out: I wouldn’t have to spend the next nine and a half years locked up in a foreign country. I would get to see my parents again, and all of my friends. And if they wanted me to keep my mouth shut about the silly game show, then sure—no one would ever find out about it. “I’ll do it,” I said.

“Not so fast. You understand that you will have to do everything the show asks of you, right?” he asked me.

“Yeah, that’s fine,” I said. Nothing could be worse than nine more years behind bars. If I had to eat bugs or even chop off a few fingers, I would take my freedom.

“It’s a special kind of game show, for adults,” he said.

And my stomach turned. My head filled with horrible possibilities. But how bad could it really be? If it was something they planned on broadcasting, or even posting on the Internet, it had to be legal. They couldn’t make me fuck a pig or anything like that—could they? I pushed the thoughts away. As bad as it could be, nothing they could come up with could possibly be worse than nine years in prison. “I’m in. Let’s do it. When do we start?” I asked.

“You’ll be picked up tomorrow. But I want you to understand: don’t follow the show’s commands, and you’ll be back here. Tell anyone about this offer, and it’s the death penalty. Do you understand?”

I nodded my head. “Loud and clear,” I said.

Like he said, I wasn’t even going to be a contestant. So how bad could this government-sponsored game show really be? It’s not like anyone I knew was ever going to see it. I hardly had any friends at all back home—never mind friend who regularly watched Japanese game shows.

I was taken back to my cell. That night was the longest night, knowing I would get to see the world once again. The prison walls were so tall that I could only see the sky when we were outside. I hadn’t even seen a tree in six months, since I was hauled away in that cruiser. That night, I stared up at the ceiling of my cell, staring at the same crack I’d stared at for six straight months. And I thought about my friends and my family and how happy I was going to be when I finally got off of that plane in America.

I finally fell asleep around 3:00 AM. I was woken up at 5:00 AM by a guard. He pulled me up and said something in Japanese. He pulled me by the arm down the hallway. Inmates woke up and went to their doors to watch. I tried not to make eye contact, in case I found myself back in there. I had a big smirk on my face, and I didn’t want them to see it. I wondered if they would get a similar offer, or if I was special because I was white, and the Japanese seemed to have a strange obsession with white people.

I almost cried when they led me through the main gates, outside of the prison walls. I could see a nearby forest, and the grass was green. It was so beautiful, even though it was foggy and overcast. There was a cruiser parked on the street, but that’s not where they were taking me. Instead, they brought me to a long black town car with tinted windows. The guard took off my cuffs and walked away, leaving me with the driver of the car, who was tapping on his watch quickly. “We’re late. Come on. Let’s go. Now. Get in.” So I got in and we started towards the studio that hosted the game show I was about to be on.

It was a long drive down a quiet, winding road. We had to be let through a large gate by armed guards. Then we drove further down until we reached a big warehouse that looked like it stored military planes. We parked right next to the door. A crew of Japanese men and women dressed in black turtlenecks came out and rushed me inside. It all happened so fast, just like when I was arrested and thrown in prison.

They were all speaking in Japanese. I asked if there was a translator, but no one responded—so I assumed that meant ‘no’.
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They powdered my face, spun me around in my chair, pulled me up, sat me down, and pulled off my clothes, leaving me in just my underwear. They yelled some more things in Japanese and then a woman came with a razor and shaving cream. She tilted my head back and she started shaving my face and neck. Someone else was shaving my legs. I didn’t put up a fight. I wanted to go home and I didn’t want to give them an excuse not to send me home.

A bell rang and then they pulled me to my feet. They brought me out onto a brightly lit stage. It took a moment for my eyes to adjust as they pushed me into a line-up with five other people: three women and two men. We were all standing in just our underwear. “No speaking,” one of my handlers said sharply—it was the first English I’d heard since the driver that morning.

I looked over. The others in the line were white, so I assumed they spoke English, but I wasn’t about to break the rules to find out. We were all looking at each other with the same confusion on our faces. One of the men spoke: “Any idea what’s happening?”

“No speaking!” one of the set workers yelled. He looked serious. I wasn’t planning on opening my mouth unless one of the show hosts told me to.

More lights were turned on. A series of cameras on rolling tripods were pushed onto the stage. Two sound guys lowered large boom microphones over our heads. And then the set became quiet. The lights dimmed for a moment and then someone started speaking in Japanese through a PA system that was all around us.

There was clapping and cheering, but I don’t know from where. A Japanese man in a suit walked out. He threw his arms in the air. The clapping and cheering became more intense. I think it was coming from a soundboard. The man was almost certainly the host of the show. He stopped in the middle of the stage, ignoring us completely, and he started talking into the cameras. A little Japanese woman skipped out onto the stage to stand next to him—maybe a co-host. She occasionally spoke, but the man did most of the talking. She was wearing a tight black dress and tall heels.

I looked around. The men and women next to me were also looking around. There was concern on their faces. Should I have been concerned? I wondered if any of them spoke Japanese—at least enough to understand what the host was saying.

The host motioned towards us, and there was another flurry of cheering and clapping.

And then, three Japanese men walked out. They waved to the cameras and then they waved at the walls that were apparently supposed to be crowds. One of the men made a peace sign with his fingers. Another gave a thumbs-up. They looked happy, but nervous. The host began talking again, and then a number started flashing on the wall behind us. It said ’10,000,000 ¥’, which was about $100,000 USD. I assumed that was the prize, or possible prize. The contestants seemed excited by the number. They could have the money. I just wanted my freedom.

The girl host took the three men to the end of our scantily clad line-up. She said some things in Japanese and then one of the men stepped forward and squeezed the girl at the end of the line’s breasts. He had a big smile on his face. The woman, on the other hand, looked mortified. Her face became pale, but she didn’t move. She was probably playing along for her freedom as well. Another man stepped forward to squeeze her breasts. The third man reached down and felt her pussy. He nodded and gave a thumbs-up.

Then they went down the line, to the next woman. They did the same thing. One of the men stepped up behind her and grabbed two handfuls of her butt. He squeezed, making her hop. The woman stood with a pale face and wide eyes. I was getting a bad feeling about this.

I was next. The three men stopped in front of me and looked at me. They started talking and then they started laughing. One of the men put his hands on my arms, which made me go completely tense. The co-host pointed at my cock. The men all shook their hands, as if they weren’t interested. Then, she reached down and grabbed my cock through my boxers. She gave it a firm squeeze and then said, “Ooh.” She started to laugh, and then they continued down the line. The men were straight. They liked touching the women, and they had no interest in touching the men. I still had no idea what the hell was going on.

The host made another little speech and then the lights went down. The crew took to the set and rushed us all away. A woman took me by the hand and led me to my own room. “Take off your underwear. We’re going to shave you,” she said. I hesitated, my heart pounding. I didn’t want anyone shaving me. But the thought of that grungy prison entered into my mind. If I didn’t go through with this, I would almost be forty years old when they finally released me. The prime of my life would be over with.

So I took off my underwear. A couple women came in and sat me down. They started shaving my crotch and ass. They looked unfazed, as if it was just another day in the office for them—and it probably was.

I could hear the host talking in the studio. They were still filming a segment of the show. “What’s going on? What is this show?” I asked.

“It’s a game show,” she said.

“What kind of game show?” I asked, but I got no response.

They stood me up and said, “You’re on next.” I waited for fifteen minutes, completely naked, for my turn to take the stage by myself. And I had no idea what I was supposed to expect.
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Again, it all happened so fast. The lights came up, the host started speaking rapid-fire Japanese, and I was whisked out onto the stage. I reached down to cover up my cock. The recorded audience laughed and then they clapped and then some more flights flashed and giant Japanese letters appeared on a screen behind me.

A crew of them surrounded me. They spun me around and sat me in a chair. I only understood, “Close your eyes,” whispered to me by one of the crewmembers. So I closed my eyes. And I felt them working away—there must have been ten people buzzing around me like I was a racecar and they were my pit crew. They slid some soft undies up my legs as two of them drew on my face with what I assumed was makeup of some sort. I had a feeling I was undergoing some sort of transformation, but I had no idea what kind of transformation I was undergoing.

“Keep your eyes closed,” one of them whispered in my ear, even though I hadn’t even tried opening my eyes. They stood me up, pulled some soft piece of clothing over my head, spun me around, and fitted some sort of wig on my head. They sat me back down, shoved shoes on my feet and powdered my face with more makeup. It was becoming harder to keep my eyes closed. I wanted to see what the hell was going on—but I wanted to go home more than anything. So I kept my eyes shut tight.

The whole thing lasted maybe two minutes. It was the quickest transformation in the history of transformations. I heard the host as he continued his speech. “Open your eyes,” someone whispered to me, and as I opened my eyes I saw my pit crew scurrying off the stage like a pack of mice being found by a housecat.

And I looked down at my body. I was wearing a short pink frilly dress. I had long blonde hair that extended down to my sternum. I had white fishnet gloves on, pink high heels, and a bra stuffed with fake tits. They made me into a woman.

A small Japanese man ran onto the stage with a mirror. He turned it towards me so I could see myself. And my God, I actually looked like a woman. There was dark eyeliner around my eyes, a hint of blue eye shadow, pink lipstick, a bit of blush, and my skin was perfectly smooth. I stared at myself in awe for a second before the sound of the audience laughing filled the small studio space.

A woman, off-camera, was holding up a sign that said. “Smile for the cameras.” So I turned and looked into the dark lens of the camera and I smiled. Someone behind the camera waved, which I assumed was a cue for me to wave, so I did that, too. I hammed it up for the camera, getting into the part. I wanted to give the show no reason to send me back to prison. I grabbed the skirt of my dress and did a little curtsy. The fake audience clapped.

The host continued talking. The audience clapped some more. One of the show contestants walked out on the stage.

He was a tall man with an athletic build and a bit of facial hair. He looked at me with a big grin and then he scratched his cheek. The host walked up to him and threw his arm over his shoulder. He pointed at me and then he asked the man something in Japanese. The Japanese man answered after a moment of hesitation. Then the Japanese man stepped back and said something else. I looked at the man, who was now taking a step towards me. His cheeks were pink. A woman behind him, off-camera, was holding up a sign that read, ‘Kiss him’. My heart stuttered.

They wanted me to kiss the guy? I don’t know why they wanted me to kiss him, and I wasn’t exactly into kissing men, but I wanted my freedom. So I closed my eyes and I puckered up. I felt his lips press against mine. He wasn’t a terrible kisser. As our lips were pressed together, I could only think: I really hope no one back home ever sees this. I had no idea what the hell kind of game show I was on, where men are dressed up like women and forced to kiss other men. It was strange, but there must have been an audience for it.

He stepped back, his face completely red. He looked to the host. The host asked him something, which I assumed was, ‘How was the kiss?’ The man nodded his head with a big smile, and then the host turned to the screen and shouted something. A Japanese word appeared on the screen in blue letters. The man slapped his hand against his mouth and gasped loudly. ‘-10,000’ appeared on the screen. Apparently he’d lost points.

The crew came back onto the stage and they whisked me away again. Once in the back room, I asked, “Is that it? Am I done?”

The woman stared at me with wide eyes. “Not quite,” she said, but the way she said it concerned me, as if she meant to say, ‘They haven’t even gotten started yet.’

“Can I get out of this dress?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No. You will stay in that dress until we change you.” She left the room, leaving me alone. I could hear the echo of the host’s voice as he played the same game with another contestant. I wasn’t sure what had just happened, but I had a good guess: we’d just played some sort of ‘guess the gender’ game. Presumably, based on his reaction, the man who kissed me guessed wrong.

So why did they want to keep me in the dress? Were they going to play more ‘guess the gender games’? Were more men going to kiss me? And did I really look like a girl—enough that one of the contestants legitimately believed me to be a girl?

There was a small bathroom attached to my room. I went inside and looked into the mirror. I really did look like a woman. The wig was a bit over the top, but I’d seen Japanese girls on the streets with similar hairdos, so it wasn’t totally unbelievable.

My eyes were my most striking feature—because even surrounded by makeup, they were still my eyes. I’d never really realized how big they were before.

A woman came into my room. “You’re back on in five minutes. Do you need water?”

“Sure,” I said. She pulled a water out from her backpack and tossed it to me.

“Remember—no talking out there. Or you’ll be disqualified.” She left the room. I took a long sip from that water, and then I looked back at myself in that bathroom mirror. I had to fight away my smile.
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As I stared at myself in that mirror, I wondered: why me? Why this show? What did they know that they weren’t telling me—or was it just a big coincidence?

There was no way they could have known, right? No, no, of course not—it must have just been a big coincidence. If they knew, that meant they somehow accessed my computer history, which was impossible because I always used my browser’s private browsing feature. Unless the Japanese government had a way to bypass all of that…

The reason I went to Japan was to get away from my life. Things hadn’t been going so well back in America. I’d started getting into some things that I had no business getting into.

It didn’t start out so bad. A year before I left for Japan, I was single. I’d been single my whole life. I’d never found a girl I liked enough to date. I lived with my parents, didn’t have a job, and I didn’t go to school. I was what they called a ‘NEET’—‘No Employment, Education, or Travel.’ I embarrassed my parents. They were both career politicians, conservatives, and having a slacker adult son living in your basement doesn’t look great when you’re a politician.

My dad got a big opportunity to run for governor. He held a big family meeting, which was more like an intervention than anything, and he told me that I needed to shape up. There was no ultimatum. He arranged a job for me at a big insurance firm. He went out and found me a small apartment, which he paid for, and he even found me a girlfriend. “Appearances are everything, Sam,” he would tell me every day.

The girl was cute, but not my type. She was a little redhead named Sandy, and she was in a similar position as me: her father was running for office and wanted her to shape up to improve the family appearance. The whole thing felt painfully arranged, especially on our second date, when Sandy said, “My dad said I have to move in with you.” It turned out, my dad and her dad split the cost of the apartment. She moved in later that week.

Sandy and I didn’t talk a lot. We fucked a lot, though. She was usually horny and I wasn’t going to say no. But she was messy. She would leave dishes everywhere and she never made the bed, and she never rinsed out the tub after shaving her legs. Sometimes she wouldn’t even go clean herself up after we fucked; she would just roll over and go to sleep with a creampie oozing out of her pussy. I actually thought that was kind of hot, though. She was on birth control.

But she was a girly girl. She liked to wear lingerie around the house, and she would always wear tiny dresses and skirts out of the house. She always wore heels, even when she was just going to the grocery store to pick up some lettuce. I’d never lived with a girl before—I had no sisters, and my mom was hardly a ‘girl’; she wore pantsuits and she kept her hair cut shot and she never did her makeup.

Sandy would leave her clothes all over the house, wherever they landed when I pulled them off of her so I could fuck her. And one afternoon, while she was away at work, I decided to try her clothes on.

It was a piece of pink lingerie that was left on the hallway floor. I don’t know why I decided to try it on—I was bored and it was there. It was something to do, something that I’d never had the opportunity to do before. It was a simple curiosity, but I ended up liking it. I liked the way it felt and I liked the way it made my body look.

And every day after that, when Sandy went off to work, I would find a piece of her clothing to try on. It became a bit of a fetish, fuelled by the excitement of knowing I was doing something naughty.

While looking for something cute to wear one evening while she was out with friends, I ended up finding a big pink dildo with a suction cup backing. My heart started pounding as I held it up. It was thick and covered in fake veins. In the same drawer was a bottle of sex lubricant. I ended up putting on one of her sluttiest dresses, and I took the dildo to the bathroom and stuck it to the bathtub. It took a few minutes to get into my butthole—I’d never been penetrated before—but once it was inside, it felt strangely nice. I must have spent an hour in that bathroom, fucking myself with that suction cup dildo. I made myself come without even touching my cock.

And I was so exhausted after an hour of ramming my asshole that I forgot to put the thing away. I left it by the sink after cleaning it, next to the dress I borrowed, but I didn’t put it back in its drawer. I felt so stupid when I woke up the next morning and Sandy was standing over me, holding the thing and looking down at me with a big grin. “So you had some fun last night?” she asked.

I tried to bullshit my way out of it, but she wasn’t buying it. She could see right through my lies. She started laughing. As a punishment, she made me put on the dress. She went to her secret little drawer and pulled out a strap-on dildo. She fastened it around her waist and said, “Bad girls get punished.” She made me bend over the bed, and then she fucked me in the ass. I tried to pretend like I hated it, but I secretly loved it. I didn’t want it to end. She made me come all over the bed sheets. And I was so lost in euphoria while she was ramming me that I didn’t even notice her taking pictures of me.

After that, I started having a hard time getting off any other way. I couldn’t just masturbate anymore—I needed that dildo, and I needed to be wearing something soft and slutty. I knew it wasn’t right, but I never missed an opportunity. If I had the house to myself, I was in her closet looking for something slutty to wear. I even found myself online, looking to order a special bra with fake tits built in—especially for cross-dressers. I hated that word: cross-dresser. I hated that I’d become one.

I hated myself so much that I decided to quit—cold turkey. I made a point of putting away all of her clothes that she left lying around, and I fought the temptation to get dressed up whenever she was out of the house. In fact, when she left, I would usually leave as well—sometimes just to wander around the streets, just so I could be away from those triggers and temptations. I went two months without getting dressed up.

I made a big mistake one night. I found myself at a bar. A cute brunette was hitting on me all night. “Do you have a girlfriend?” she asked.

“Not really. It’s complicated.” After living with Sandy for six months, I still wasn’t sure what our relationship was. I had a good feeling that she was seeing other men, and when we weren’t having sex or sleeping, we weren’t together. So I took the little brunette home and I fucked her on our bed. She spent the night. I figured Sandy wouldn’t care when she came home.

But I was wrong. Sandy was furious. She screamed like a banshee and she though all of my clothes out the window. She told me to get out and never to come back. So I left. I was actually relieved more than anything—until I got a call from my dad.

“Is it true?” he asked.

“That Sandy and I split up? Yeah,” I said.

“No, not that. Is it true that Sandy has photos that could end my political career?” My heart stopped beating for a moment. The pictures—she was threatening to release the pictures. I felt sick. I wanted to find Sandy and strangle her to death. I wanted to run into the mountains and never come back. If those photos got out, my dad’s career would be ruined and my life would be ruined. Why did I let her take those damned photos?

Sandy wanted money, and a lot of it. My dad actually paid up. He had no idea what the photos were, thank God. $150,000—about half of his life savings. I found myself living at home again, now with very angry parents. It was torture, waking up every morning and getting the silent treatment from the people who raised me. I needed to get away. I needed to give them time to forget about the whole thing. So I used the little money I had to book a flight to Tokyo. It was the only destination I could afford where no one knew who I was.
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“Thirty seconds,” one of the Japanese crewmembers shouted. Two of them came in and hustled me back towards the studio stage. The others were already standing out in a line; all of them dressed and dolled up in different coloured dresses and heels. Even the women were put into wigs, though I couldn’t tell which ones were women and which were men. The makeup styles were consistent and high quality. The production crew knew what they were doing—apparently they knew how to turn men into women.

We all looked at one another. I tried to remember what they looked like before, but none of them looked like what I remembered, which made me question my own memory. There was one girl that I was almost certain was a woman. She had tiny feet and her legs were unquestionably feminine—but even still, I couldn’t be sure.

The host started talking, lights started flashing, the fake audience started cheering, and the contestants were brought out. They stopped them across the stage from us. They looked at us. One of the contestants nudged another one while pointing at me with a big smile. He said something, but I couldn’t understand it.

The host announced the game in his native tongue. And the woman standing next to me opened her mouth to speak: “Don’t get hard?” she said. And her voice was unmistakably female.

The set became quiet. Everyone looked at the woman. The host looked at the crew and said something. Within seconds, the woman who spoke was taken by two men and pulled away. She screamed, “I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to speak. Really! I’m sorry!” as she was pulled away.

The silence lingered for another ten seconds before the host laughed and continued. Now there were just five of us: three men and two women.

The contestants stepped forward. The host made a command, and then the men started to undo their belts. They dropped their pants, exposing their cocks. One of the men—the one I’d kissed earlier—had a big cock. Behind the men, off-camera was a woman holding up a sign that read, “On your knees”. So we all dropped to our knees. My stomach turned and my heart pounded. I knew what was about to happen. I wanted to protest. I even considered another nine years in prison in my mind. But I had to go through with it—I’d already come this far.

The host spoke and then a sort of Jeopardy music started playing as the bottomless men walked up to us and inspected us. There were four of us and three of them. One of us wouldn’t have to suck a cock.

I had a feeling I knew what the game was, and if I was right, it was messed up: the goal was to pick a woman to suck you off. If you picked a man, you lost points. It was the more intense version of the kissing game.

The big guy I’d kissed earlier looked at me. He smiled and shook his head. He already knew I was a man. He went straight to the next person in line and stopped at her. I didn’t get paired up. I was so happy I wanted to scream. The men stepped forward and the host shouted a command. The woman behind the contestants held up a sign that read, ‘Suck’. There was some hesitation, but my fellow prisoners must have wanted their freedom just as badly as me. They closed their eyes and opened their mouths, allowing the men to stick in their cocks. And I was left in-between them, immensely relieved.

I looked back. On the screen was a timer that was counting down. Apparently the game was called ‘Don’t get hard,’ according to the escorted prisoner. So I suppose they had that long to stay flaccid—I still didn’t fully understand it.

The female co-host stepped up to one of the men. She held a microphone to his lips and asked him a question. The man answered. The fake audience cheered and laughed. Then she moved onto the next contestant. She asked him a question, and the audience laughed at his answer. And finally, she went to the final contestant.

The timer ran out and the host shouted a command. All of the men stepped to their left. Now there was a bottomless man standing in front of me. His cock was semi-erect and dripping with saliva. The other men were still flaccid. The co-host walked up to the man and she lifted up his semi-erect penis. She asked the host a question. There was a delay, and then he shouted something. Green lights started flashing. I’m guessing he passed.

The men all stepped forward. The host shouted a command and the off-camera woman held that sign up again: ‘Suck’. I looked at the cock. It wouldn’t be so bad, right? It wasn’t like anyone was ever going to see this. Sucking a cock was better than nine years in prison—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. So I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and I opened my mouth.

A few seconds of dreadful silence passed, and then I felt it: his warm, wet cock sliding onto my tongue. I cringed while trying not to scream in protest. I just had to do it—I wanted to go home. I closed my lips around his girth and I started to bob my head, sucking. I kept my eyes closed. I tried to imagine I was sucking Sandy’s dildo; I’d sucked it a few times before for fun. But this was different. I could feel his foreskin sliding on his rod. I could feel his veins throbbing. I could feel his cock getting harder. He was moaning. He said, “No, no, no, no,” over and over while laughing. The co-host asked him a question and he answered it. The fake audience laughed.

And then the timer ran out. I opened my mouth and he slid his throbbing erection out. He was fully erect. I looked over. One of the other men was also fully erect. First, they went to the other man. They asked him a question, and then they told his date to stand up. She stood up. The co-host pulled up her dress, revealing her cock. She was a he—like me. Red lights flashed and the man lost a bunch of points. He covered his face and shook his head.

Then, the co-host went to me. They told me to stand up and then they lifted up my dress. I felt the co-host pulling my panties aside. I closed my eyes as my genitals were shown to however many people watched that strange game show. Red lights flashed and the man’s reaction was the same as the one before him. The man without an erection was declared the winner of that game. Green lights flashed as the cameras zoomed in on him. He was cheering and pumping his fist.

So I guess the goal of the game was to only let a woman give you an erection—but you don’t know who is a woman and who is a man. I suppose it would be somewhat entertaining to watch—but as a participant, it was nauseating.

We were all whisked back into our rooms. “Time to change. Be quick,” one of the crewmembers said to me. There was a little outfit laid out for me on a chair. I lifted the little outfit up: it was a piece of pink lingerie, startling similar to Sandy’s lingerie. My heart sunk into the pit of my gut.
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My heart pounded as I lifted the tiny outfit up. It was almost identical to Sandy’s pink teddy. Except this one had a little special feature: a hole cut out at the asshole. It was made for anal sex.

Feelings I’d spent months pushing away started rushing back to me. Back when I would get dressed up in Sandy’s clothes, I had a little fantasy that stayed in my head where it belonged. While I was dolled up, I would imagine a man coming into the apartment—a complete stranger, maybe a pizza delivery guy or a mailman—and I would seduce him and let him fuck me in the ass. I even imagined cutting a hole in the butt, just like with the lingerie I was holding up now—that way my cock wouldn’t slip out and be seen.

And I couldn’t help but wonder if these Japanese producers got into my head somehow and took that fantasy from me, or if this really was just a big coincidence.

It was just a fantasy, though; it wasn’t something I actually wanted to live out. The idea of being fucked in the ass by a complete stranger was quite terrifying—especially since I would be doing it on television, in front of God knows how many viewers.

Once I was in the tight little number, a few crewmembers came into the room. They wanted to change up my makeup and restyle my hair. I was plopped down into a chair as they all worked away. I was actually kind of excited to see the new look once they were finished. Back when I would dress up in Sandy’s clothes, I would stop at clothes. Near the end of my stay with Sandy, I was tempted to try out her makeup, but I was afraid she would notice the missing makeup. I always wanted to shave my legs and my crotch to complete the look, but I knew she would notice. But now, I was getting the full transformation, and I looked even better than I thought I would.

And once again, I caught myself smiling in the mirror. But that smile wasn’t welcomed. I’d spent months condemning that smile. That smile was what got me into this whole mess to begin with. Had I never put on Sandy’s lingerie, I would have never ended up in Japan, and I would have never ended up in prison, and I would have never ended up as a somewhat-willing participant on some adult game show.

I looked good in the lingerie—there was no doubt about it. I wished it wasn’t true. If I didn’t look so good, it probably would have been a one-off thing. I would have put the lingerie on, had a good laugh, and then I would have moved on with my day. That’s what should have happened regardless. But for once, I felt sexy—and I was suddenly addicted.

And now that I was wearing that lingerie again, I realized that all of my efforts to push the temptations away were for nothing. That feeling was just as strong as ever. Now, I was more convinced than ever that I looked like a babe in women’s clothing. Shit.

The crew came into my room. “Come now. You’re on in thirty seconds,” they said. I was so exposed—my torso clad in semi-transparent pink lace. They left me in my pink heels and my white fishnet gloves, which I actually quite liked.

On the stage was a wall with a row of waist-high holes cut into it. On the backside of that wall were little benches, and I knew right away what those benches were for: bending over. They even had little foam pads for our elbows.

I saw the other prisoners, all dolled up and pretty, as they looked at the set up. They looked terrified, and I tried my best to look terrified myself. But in reality, I was excited. I hated how excited I was, but no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t fight back the excitement. Maybe I was mentally deranged. Maybe I had lost my mind while living with Sandy—and maybe this was all some side effect of my insanity. I was about to be fucked by a stranger in a strange country, and I was actually excited.

They told us to walk the stage, one at a time, and pose for the cameras before taking our spots behind the holed wall. I was up last. I walked to the middle of the stage and I blew a kiss at the camera. I figured I would play it up as much as possible—make them satisfied with my performance so there was no question as to whether I should be set free or not. I even did my best model walk, placing one foot in front of the other while shifting my hips from side to side—I had a bit of practice while living with Sandy. The fake audience loved me—they cheered and whistled. I couldn’t help but wonder if there was an actual audience on the other side of that studio wall, watching the camera feed. Or maybe it was just a really good soundboard.

Regardless, many, many people were about to watch me getting stuffed by Japanese strangers.


CHAPTER 8
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We were told to press our butts against the wall. The female co-host helped us get everything lined up. There was a long silence before a set of flashing coloured lights and more talking from the host. Even looking over my shoulder, I couldn’t see anything.

The girl next to me—or maybe it was a man; it was hard to tell—was as nervous as hell. She had her eyes shut tight and she was trying to control her breathing. She knew what was coming, too. I wanted to tell her that it would be okay, that it only hurts for a second during penetration, but I wasn’t about to risk losing my chance of going back home to America.

But there was no rule against touching, so I reached out my hand and I grabbed her hand. She looked at me with wide, scared eyes, and I smiled. I can’t say for sure, but to me she looked somewhat relieved. She forced a smile back and then went back to her controlled breathing exercises.

The host shouted out a sentence, and there was one word in the sentence that sounded familiar. I’d heard the word before and I was pretty sure I knew what it meant: live, as in, live on air. I’d heard the word numerous times on Japanese television, while watching the news. Many of the popular bars and cafes kept English subtitles on their televisions. It sounded something like ‘Raibu’. And if I was right, then that meant there really was a live audience watching my exposed asshole as it waited to be filled; maybe they weren’t there in the studio with us, but they were watching—maybe from their computers and maybe from their television sets.

And that shouldn’t have gotten me nearly as excited as it did. I caught myself smiling. I really think I did lose my mind while living with Sandy. I think something snapped in my brain; I hadn’t been quite right ever since. The pictures she took with her phone, of me getting pegged while wearing her clothes—I had a chance to delete them. She left her phone at home one afternoon and I knew her password. I opened up those photos and had my chance to press delete. It was an Apple phone, which meant the photos couldn’t be retrieved once they were deleted. But I didn’t delete them. I liked them too much to delete them. I looked so good—like a real woman, from behind.

I sent the photos to myself. I even uploaded the ones that didn’t show my face onto a website, so that other people could get off to them. I got tons of views and tons of comments. “I wish I could eat out that pretty asshole,” one man said. The comment got my heart racing. And maybe that was the proof I needed to know that I was officially deranged, but to me it was just harmless fun. Had I known those photos would be the catalyst that put me in prison for six months—and maybe ten years—of course I would have deleted them.

But now I was filled with that same excitement I felt as I read the comments online. Sandy fucking me in the ass was the catalyst that got me put into prison, and now getting fucked in the ass was about to get me out of prison. Funny how that works, isn’t it?

I heard the men stepping up behind us. I heard the host asking them questions—probably asking them which asses they thought belonged to women and which they thought belonged to men. I remembered that there were only three men, and there were four of us. There was a chance that one of us might not get pumped—and I was praying that I wouldn’t be the one to miss out.

The stage became silent for a moment. I could almost hear my heart pounding. I took a deep breath, and then the host commended the contestants to step forward, and then complied. Then, there was another moment of silence before I felt it: a warm, dull pressuring pushing against my asshole. The cock was wet, probably with some sex lubricant. My body tensed up and I bit down on my tongue. This is what I wanted, but it was still terrifying. I had to take a deep breath and will my muscles to relax so my man could slide in further.

He wasn’t interested in foreplay, or taking it slow. In fact, he was so eager to get in deep so he could start thrusting that I thought the object of the game might be to come before any of the other contestants. I did my best to let him all the way inside of me—and he was big, not like your Japanese stereotype. I had a feeling I knew who was pumping my ass: the big guy I kissed at the start of the game. He was so thick; I could feel his throbbing veins pressing against my anal walls. And damn, did it feel good.

I held my neighbour’s hand tightly. She let out a sharp gasp as her man penetrated her. Her fingers clenched my hand hard. And her man was possibly more ruthless than mine. Almost instantly, her body started rocking as her man pounded her from behind. I could hear his pelvis slapping against her tush. I looked over. Her eyes were still closed and she was biting down on my lip. Her cheeks were red. She looked embarrassed, but she looked like she was loving it. And I was jealous—I wanted my man to pound me like that. I wanted to be stuffed mercilessly like—

My man grunted and came down hard. It was like he saw his neighbour massacring his date and he suddenly wanted to do the same. He started stuffing me at a mile-a-minute, getting his while dick deep in my ass, making me rock and shake and tremble all over. I had to hold my shoulder rest firmly so I wouldn’t go flying forward. I pushed my butt back as firmly as I could. If my man started pounding any harder, the whole wall would come down.

I suddenly had the urge to moan, but I held back. I noticed one of the girls next to me was using a hard to cover her mouth. If I moaned, would I be disqualified? Was moaning considered speaking? I had to let go of my neighbour’s hand so I could also cover my mouth. I even bit down on my fingers. But the urges didn’t go away—they only became stronger.

My cock was getting hard, trying to grow out from my tiny piece of lingerie. I knew what was happening—my man had found my sweet spot and he was about to make me come. I tried mimicking my neighbour’s breathing exercises, but that didn’t help. My urge to moan was now an urge to scream. If I screamed, I would surely be disqualified.

I pressed my hand to my lips as hard as I could. But once I felt my cock bloating up, I knew it was hopeless. I started to moan aloud. I looked down and watched as a wet spot grew on my lingerie around my cock. I was coming, and I couldn’t stop coming. I let my head hang down and I pushing my butt back hard, to make sure I was getting all of my man inside of me. I closed my eyes in a final attempt to gather control of myself, but it was a failed attempt.

And then I heard him groaning, and then I felt him coming: hot blasts deep inside of my body. It felt amazing—almost better than my own orgasm.

When I opened my eyes, there was a camera right in front of me, pointing right at my face. They were filming my extended orgasm. The camera tilted down and zoomed right in on my crotch. Cum was leaking out the sides of my lingerie. And all I could do was hope that I wouldn’t be disqualified for moaning like a kid at fat camp on cake day.

I felt the man’s long, thick cock slide out of me, and then I felt his load rushing to my anus. The cameraman in front of me jumped up and ran around to catch the aftermath on camera.

I’d just been fucked in the ass on live television. And now, cum was oozing out of my asshole on live television. But I felt strangely careless. It was fun. It never hurt. And now I was possibly getting my freedom. No one was coming up to me and dragging me off the stage, like the other prisoner.

But one of the crewmembers was helping me to my feet. She asked me if I was okay, and then she led me to the other side of the wall. Two men were still fucking their chosen holes and the third man, my man, was standing with his semi-erect penis still exposed, awaiting his fate. As soon as he saw me, he knew—it was the man I’d kissed. He grabbed his head with both of his hands and he yelled—though he had a smile on his face, as if he wasn’t too broken up about it. Red lights flashed and he lost a bunch of money on the board. But then some green lights flashed and he won some money, too. I guess there was more than one challenge—perhaps he won some consolation prize for being the first to come.

It wasn’t long before the others came and discovered their fates, and then we were all swept off of the stage, back to our rooms. It took me a moment to realize my clothes were sitting in a pile in my room: my real clothes—the clothes I hadn’t seen in six months. And on top of the pile was my passport. My bag was in the corner by the door. One of the crewmembers came in. She bowed in the doorway and said, “Thank you for participating. A taxi will take you to the airport now.”

It was really happening—I was really being set free. I nearly squealed in excitement. I wouldn’t have to spend the next ten years in a foreign prison. I would get to sleep in my own bed and eat whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted. Hell, I could do whatever I wanted whenever I wanted.

And in a weird way, I felt freer than ever before—even before I was arrested and thrown in prison. I felt like I had nothing to hide anymore. If I wanted to leave the house in a little dress and heels, what was stopping me? Before, it would have been the fear of being recognized—but there was already a video of me getting stuffed on an apparently popular game show. I felt like I had nothing to lose and everything to gain.

“Just leave the outfit and wig on the chair before you leave,” the crewmember said to me.

I smiled and watched her leave. The lingerie and wig didn’t go on that chair—they went straight into my bag. I was keeping them as my own consolation prize. I planned on wearing them a lot because I’d never felt more comfortable in anything in my life. Besides, a parting gift was the least they could give me.

Though they’d given me something far more valuable than a wig and lingerie: they’d made me realize that you can’t run from your problems. If you want to be happy, you need to embrace your problems. Instead of running away to Japan, I should have just told my parents everything. I should have told the media everything before my dad paid Sandy the money. Because it wasn’t that big of a deal—so the candidate’s son looks really good as a woman… Who cares? So he likes taking it from behind… Big deal. When you make something into a big deal, by paying blackmailers and creating lies—that’s when you create problems.

I asked my cab driver to stop at a little clothing store on the way to the airport. I got out of the cab and ran in to buy myself a little dress and a cute pair of white heels. I changed at the airport and wore the outfit on the plane. Sure, I got a few weird looks from the people who checked my passport before boarding—but looks are just looks; they can’t hurt you. Once those people got their looks in, they stopped caring and carried on with their jobs.

“We will be landing in New York City in thirty minutes,” they announced on the plane. I perked up and a big smile swept across my face. In thirty minutes I would be back home. In thirty minutes, my new life would officially begin.

THE END
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THE YOUTUBER


Pete has nothing to do during his time in quarantine, so he decides to start a little YouTube channel. It’s just an innocent little movie reviewing platform. But Pete’s microphone is broken, so he pays five bucks to have someone online record his script for him. He doesn’t expect to get a female recording. But he doesn’t think much of it and uses the voice recording anyway.

His video takes off. People want more videos. So Pete makes a few more videos. After a few weeks, he finds himself actually making some money with his new gig. It’s going great, until the website demonetizes his content because he isn’t using footage he owns. To make matters worse, his female voice artist is no longer in business.

Now, if he wants to keep making money, he’ll have to figure out how to do the voice, and he’ll have to film himself talking so that he’ll have something to show his growing fanbase.


CHAPTER 1
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It was just supposed to be one little movie review video. I was never planning on turning making videos into a career—or even a pastime. I just woke up one day and decided to put a video up on YouTube. I’m not even sure what motivated me to do it, to be honest… Maybe it was the boredom of the lockdown. I’d spent the past six months playing video games and watching movies and I felt like it was time to spend a few hours doing something different.

I wrote a short five-minute script. I edited together a video, which took a few hours. Then I went to record myself reading the script so I could put the whole thing together. But when I listened back to my recording, I realized my computer’s internal microphone was broken. The sound quality was horrible, and I knew nobody would be able to endure even a minute of the crackling voice.

It seemed like a waste to just scrap the whole project over the one little technical difficulty. I could have ordered a new microphone online, but I knew I would lose interest in the review video by the time the mic arrived. I could have called up friends and asked to borrow their gaming microphones, but I didn’t want to have to explain what I was doing to my friends. I wasn’t planning on sharing my review video with all of my buddies. I didn’t want them to think that I was trying to be some famous ‘YouTuber’. I was just making a video because I had nothing better to do, and I hadn’t seen a decent review of one of my favorite horror movies: a flick called The Black Order, which I believed was tragically unknown and underrated.

I looked around my house for an old microphone. I thought about snagging my sister’s laptop from her bedroom, so I could record the audio on that, but I didn’t know her password and I didn’t want to text her and try to explain why I needed into her personal laptop.

I was almost ready to quit when I saw an ad for Fiverr, a website for paying for simple services from normal people. Maybe Google had been paying close attention when I searched multiple variations of ‘how to fix a broken microphone’ and ‘how to properly record voice’. Now, the Fiverr ad was showing me a girl in front of a microphone. I clicked the ad and looked through some of the listings. ‘Five minutes of audio recording for five dollars,’ was one of the results. It was a picture of a fox holding a microphone.

I didn’t look much further than the ad. I had my dad’s credit card info on my computer, so I used it to buy a five-minute recording. I attached the script when it asked me to attach it, and then I loaded up League of Legends and played a few games. I thought it would take a few days for the guy to finish the recording, so I was surprised when my phone dinged and I saw the e-mail: ‘Your recording is ready for download’. I smiled and quickly downloaded it and put it into my video editing software. I pressed play to hear how it naturally synced up with my recording, and then I was taken aback slightly when I heard the female voice.

It was a gentle, sexy kind of voice: smooth and jazzy, but recorded perfectly. The audio was so clear and crisp, free of pops and hums. The girl obviously owned a very nice microphone.

I sat for a moment, wondering whether or not to use the recording. I paid for it (well, my dad paid for it). It was good quality. It’s not like I was trying to become a famous YouTuber… I just wanted to put out a review for a movie I liked. It’s not like anyone knew who I was, and it’s not like anyone was going to think that I was trying to be a girl because I was using a female voice. So I decided to use it. I exported the video and uploaded it to a new YouTube channel. I refreshed it a few times, expecting the views to start counting upwards. But they remained at 1 and stayed there for the rest of the night.

I did a bit of searching online, looking up articles on how to promote new videos, but the tips weren’t terrible useful. All the articles suggested sharing the video with my friends, but I didn’t really want my friends thinking I wanted to be a movie reviewer, because I didn’t. I didn’t want to pay for an ad because I didn’t care that much.

So I decided to simply leave it. I chalked it up as a flopped experiment. It was fun making the video: something different during a boring time of nothingness. I went back to playing games and after a few days, I forgot about the video and the channel entirely.

It was eight months later when I rediscovered my own video.

The country was going back into quarantine as the second wave of the virus flared up. “Here we go again,” I said, rolling my eyes as I looked at the news article about the lousy virus. I’d started a part-time job at a restaurant, but now that restaurant was closing its doors until further notice. And the university that I’d been accepted to was now telling me that classes were being cancelled until further notice. My dad was going out of town for six weeks for work, and my mom was working at the hospital—now working fourteen-hour shifts, seven days a week. My sister decided to move in with her older boyfriend, who lived in an apartment across town. It was something my parents wouldn’t have approved of, but they were too busy to even notice her gone.

It would have been a dream had I been thirteen. But now, having the whole house to myself for at least six weeks, was a nightmare. I had nothing to do. I didn’t want to play more video games. I didn’t want to sit around watching hours and hours of movies. I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do—but I knew it didn’t involve letting my brain rot while I consumed mindless entertainment for weeks.

But that was my reality, so I decided to go with it. I went to start my second round of quarantine with a viewing of my favorite film: The Black Order. I put the disc into the DVD player and then my screen fizzled. I tried wiping the disk and turning it on again, but the film just skipped. The disc was scratched and worn. I’d watched the film too many times.

“Damn,” I said. I didn’t have the heart to toss it into the trash, even though it was useless. It was my favorite movie and I’d held that disc many, many times.

But it was the year 2021. I was sure that I could just find the film online. So I searched for the film on Google. The top result was a link to buy the digital version of the film. I was about to click it when I noticed the second result: a YouTube review of the film. It wasn’t just any YouTube review; it was my YouTube review—and it had 120,000 views and 1,315 comments.

I paused for a moment and stared at the screen. I looked down at the channel name and saw that I had 918 subscribers. The comments were all positive. People were so happy with my review. “This is the review that made me discover the best movie ever made,” said one poster. I caught myself smiling. Maybe that little video wasn’t such a giant waste of time after all.

I re-watched my own review, and found myself once again taken aback by the female narration. I forgot how smooth and jazzy and sexy it was. And then I read through some of the comments that were low on the list. ‘You sound hot,’ was written by a few different people. ‘Show your boobs in your next review,’ was surprisingly written twice.

But mostly, the reviews were positive and people were thanking me for turning them onto the film. ‘When is your next review coming out?’ asked one poster, and his question was upvoted over one-hundred times.

I felt a tingling in my body. It seemed like the universe was giving me a handout: something to do during the terribly boring lockdown. My mind was quickly buzzing with different ideas: movies I could review. Or maybe I could even review some games—or books, or just share some of my esoteric ideas in a sort of rant.

But I still had that broken microphone.

To start, I decided to do another simple five-minute review of a lesser-known horror movie. It seemed like the most appropriate follow-up, and the best way to determine if there really was a point in pursuing this YouTube opportunity as anything more than a one-off.

I wrote the script, slapped together a video using clips from the movie and some behind the scenes footage I found online. Then I faced a familiar conundrum: how was I going to record my voice? I thought for a while. My dad’s laptop was downstairs, and he didn’t have a password. It was a newer computer, but the microphone wasn’t going to be as amazing as the one the girl used for my last video. And would people be weirded out if I was suddenly a male voice?

I wasn’t looking to go around pretending to be a woman, but I decided to be consistent. That same girl was still selling her services for five bucks on Fiverr, so I went there and ordered another script-reading, and she did the work in less than an hour. By that night, I had my second video online. And this time, that view count really was ticking up every time I refreshed the video. My new subscribers were watching the video. And when I checked my channel in the morning, I had ten new subscribers, fifteen new comments, and over a thousand new views on both of my videos.

I felt strangely proud of myself, even though I still felt like I hadn’t done much. Maybe my take on the lesser-known films had some real merit. Maybe my ideas had value. Maybe there was more to my life than just sitting around watching movies and playing video games.

A friend sent me a text message, asking if I wanted to play a round of League of Legends with him. I decided to hop on. We got schooled within the first few minutes, and it was completely my fault. I wasn’t able to focus. My mind was just swirling with ideas for my next video.

“What the hell is wrong with you? How did you miss all those kills?” my friend asked.

“I don’t know. I guess I’m just off my game,” I said.

“You know what your problem is?” he said.

“What’s that?”

“You need a mic,” he said. “It’s impossible to play with you when you type everything out. If you just had a mic, we could coordinate our moves better. Come pick up my old mic. I just got a new one.”

“I’m fine, thanks,” I said. “I’m going to get my laptop mic fixed one of these days.”

“Just come get mine. It’s way better than your laptop mic.”

“Maybe,” I said. “Later this week, or something.”

He didn’t want to play with me again. He was worried I was going to drag his score down. So he told me he was signing off and then I saw him join another game in his profile status. I wasn’t offended. In fact, I was happy for the opportunity to go and make another video: another review of another indie horror film.

I put a lot of work into this one, even tracking down footage of shooting locations and some rare behind-the-scenes pictures. I edited it all together with fancier graphics and titles, and then I paid the same girl to record my script.

The video did great. In twenty-four hours, it got three-thousand views. I hardly slept, I was so intrigued by the view counter, ticking up, along with my subscriber count. I was eagerly waiting for my subscriber count to reach 1,000. It meant nothing, but for some reason I had to see it happen. I sat there until 3:45 AM, when the number finally changed from 999 to 1,000. I bit down on my lip and smiled. I felt like I’d accomplished something, even though it seemed like something very small.

I went to sleep with a smile on my face, and then I woke up to my phone dinging. I had an e-mail from YouTube. “Congratulations on 1,000 subscribers,” it said. I remembered the thrill of watching the milestone happen in real-time. “Now that you have 1,000 subscribers, you are eligible to monetize your content.”

I paused for a moment and stared at the screen. Monetize? As in, money? My lips parted and my eyes glazed over. The opportunity seemed so great. I spent the next three hours looking up articles about how much money YouTubers make, and I was astonished to find out that many make a lot of money. Sure, with 1,000 subscribers I was only going to make five or ten bucks per video, but I knew my channel would grow. I knew that I was going to get more and more views with each upload. I knew that ten bucks per video would quickly become twenty bucks per video—and soon, I would be making a few hundred bucks per video.

And making videos seemed like the coolest job ever. It was so much better than cleaning toilets at a restaurant. And it even seemed so much better than working in a hospital, like my mom, or inspecting oil rigs in the ocean, like my dad. This was a job I could do anywhere in the world. I could travel and still make money. And, in a way, I had complete control over how much I earned. If I wanted to earn a lot, I could work harder. If I was okay with a smaller income, I could relax and live life to the fullest.

I felt like I’d stumbled upon the greatest opportunity ever.

But I was still getting those comments: ‘You sound like a babe,” said one poster. ‘Show yourself in your next video.’ ‘Are you single?’ ‘Start an OnlyFans and I’ll subscribe.’ I couldn’t help but wonder if people were just subscribing because they assumed I was a hot girl. I found myself wondering what would happen if I uploaded a video with my real voice—or a view showing my face. Would all of my subscribers drop me? Would everyone come down on me for pretending to be a girl?

It didn’t matter; what I was doing was working for me—and that’s all that mattered. I knew that I could grow by doing the same exact thing that I was doing. So I went ahead and provided YouTube with my personal information, monetizing my account. Then I started work on another video: another review with carefully edited clips from another indie horror film.

The day flew by quickly. I was in front of the computer screen for sixteen hours before I uploaded the video to YouTube. It was starting to turn into hard work, but I knew the work would pay off. I knew that I was going to be making good money in no time. I woke up the next morning to my first $5.00. And then the next morning, my account had a balance of $15.00. I was up to 1,220 subscribers. All of my videos were being viewed and discovered. My reviews were being shared on various websites, and the growth seemed inevitable.

By the end of that week, I had $45.00 waiting to be deposited into my bank account. I was getting about eighty new subscribers each day and about four hundred new views. My numbers were trending up quickly. And then my scheme came to a crashing stop.

The girl who did my recordings removed her account from Fiverr. She was no longer in business.


CHAPTER 2
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Idon’t know where she went. I was devastated to see her gone. I tried emailing the address that sent me my recording files, but I never received a response. I already had a script ready to be recorded, but I couldn’t just get a new person to record it for me without raising a few eyebrows.

I tried to find her, but she was gone. Maybe she wasn’t making good enough money, spending so much time recording scripts for five bucks. Maybe she moved onto bigger and better things. Hopefully she was okay. But now I was stuck. I had thirteen-hundred subscribers waiting for a new video and I had nothing to give to them. The comments were already starting to come in: ‘When’s the next video?’ ‘I need to know what to watch tonight!’ ‘Where did my sexy movie princess go?’

I bit down on my tongue. I looked at the money in my account: fifty bucks, which was so close to being thousands of dollars. I had so much momentum. I had been doing so, so well. But now I was stuck. I didn’t know what to do. I found another female voice-over artist to record my script. She wasn’t as cheap: fifteen dollars, and her mic quality wasn’t quite as good. Her voice was also a bit squeaky. I put her recording onto my video file, but it just wasn’t right. I couldn’t even listen through the five minutes without feeling a dozen mixed emotions.

So I didn’t use the recording. I didn’t upload that video. I laughed and shook my head as I tried to listen to it again. ‘I could do a better job than this,” I said to myself. And then I paused. Could I do a better job? Could I do a reasonable female impersonation? I laughed nervously as I thought about it, but maybe it wasn’t such an unrealistic idea. There was money on the table, after all. And the thought of saving five or fifteen bucks with each video was enticing. I knew I couldn’t keep using my dad’s credit card—it was a matter of time before he noticed the charges.

And whenever I slapped together my older videos, I would find myself doing quiet impersonations of my usual girl, jokingly mimicking her voice as she read my script in a sexy tone.

I messaged my friend. “Do you still have that mic?” I asked.

“If you want it, come get it,” he replied. I went to his house to pick up the gaming microphone. It wasn’t quite as clear and crisp as the mic that the girl was using, but it was a billion-times better than my laptop mic. “Want to play a few games?” he asked me as he handed me the microphone.

“Maybe tomorrow,” I said. “I have to do some chores for my parents tonight.”

“Well now that you have a decent mic, you better not suck,” he said. I could see his computer screen behind him. He was in the middle of the game. “Alright, well I’ll talk to you tomorrow them.” He closed the door on me, and I probably should have been offended, but instead I was filled with a tingling hope. The whole walk home, I practiced my feminine voice, preparing to record the voiceover for my next video, so I could keep that momentum going.

And it took a while—it took all night—to record that five-minute script. Getting that sexy, feminine inflection just right was difficult. Getting that feminine tone was hard, and keeping it consistent for five minutes was insanely difficult. I could do the voice in pieces, but my voice kept cracking from the strain. I was almost whispering as I spoke, but at least it sounded girly when I played it back. I gave myself a tiny bit of help by changing the pitch of my voice a tiny bit in the voice recording software. I sounded way more girly with the tone pitched up half a semi-tone. I knew I would get better with practice, but at least I had something I could use now—something that was much better than what I paid fifteen bucks for on Fiverr.

I put the recording onto the video and I quickly uploaded it to YouTube. I sat nervously as I watched the views tick up, a handful at a time. I was trembling slightly, rocking back and forth. I could feel a lump in my throat as I awaited the first comment. All of the muscles in my arms and legs were tense. I had no idea how people were going to react. I must have watched my own video thirty times, trying to decide if I really sounded like a girl.

I was starting to feel nervous. The comments weren’t coming in. Were people put off so badly by my voice that they weren’t even sticking around to finish the video? Was I about to see my subscriber count fall drastically? Was my run as a career YouTuber over almost as quickly as it had begun?

Then the first comment dropped. ‘Great review, as always,’ it said.

The next comment was similar. ‘Can’t wait to check this movie out. Thanks for the recommendation!’

And it was a whole hour before someone mentioned my voice. ‘New mic? Great video. Looking forward to the next one.’

I took a deep breath and let out a long sigh of relief. My little YouTuber aspirations could carry on. I sat for another couple of hours, reading the comments as they came in. And then I began to wonder if I should have just recorded myself with my normal male voice. Maybe I should I switched to being a man online before my brand got too big. Maybe I would alienate some of my founding base, but at least I could move forward more honestly.

But I quickly pushed those thoughts away. I was doing something that was working. My subscriber count was quickly ticking up, now at 1,688. I was getting more views, more likes, and more comments—and, of course, more money. And now I had no overhead—I didn’t have to pay anyone one Fiverr to record my scripts for me.

So the next morning, I started on a new video. I had it out by the end of the day. One again, it took a few hours to get the five-minute recording done perfectly and convincingly, but I made it happen, and the views came in quickly. Now I was closing in on two-thousand subscribers. I was making about $20.00 per day. Doing some quick math, I figured that I could have a decent income with YouTube by the time the second wave of the pandemic was over.

I was giddy. I wanted to tell my friends about my success, but I couldn’t because of that female narration. My success and my new career would have to remain a secret until I could figure out a way to transition into just being myself in my videos.

Maybe I should have taken the opportunity to be myself before my brand got too big. Maybe a few awkward comments and a few dozen unsubscribes were better than a few thousand later on.

But that was a problem for another time. For now, I was enjoying my success and working hard to build my brand. I even decided to use some of my new money to advertise my account. I made a few Google ads and I started a Twitter account and a Facebook page. It wasn’t long before I started to build a small following on the various social media websites.

I got a message from a subscriber the next day. “Hey! I’m a big fan of your channel. I make logos for a living and I was wondering if I could make a logo for you, for free. Let me know. Here’s my website.” He linked me to his site, and he was very talented. It seemed like the perfect next step for my brand and my channel.

“What kind of logo were you thinking?” I asked.

He replied an hour later. “Maybe a girl in front of a film reel,” he said. “What do you think?” He sent over a draft of his design idea. It was really well done. It looked like a professional logo that you would see on a profile with 1,000,000 subscribers. But it was a logo of a girl, with blonde hair. Accepting the logo seemed like doubling down on impersonating a girl. But maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe part of my success was the fact that I was pretending to be a girl. It seemed like most of my fans were men—and maybe they all had a mental image of a sexy blonde chick, reviewing movies that were mostly popular with men. Maybe I was providing a sort of male fantasy to my subscribers. Maybe it was wise to continue the façade.

So I continued the façade. My brand grew bigger over the next two weeks. I was now three weeks into taking YouTube seriously as a profession. I was making about $60.00 per day, which was close to what I was making cleaning restaurant bathrooms. I could still feel the warm tingle of that pristine, golden opportunity—and then YouTube took it all away without any warning.

‘Your videos have been demonetized,’ said an e-mail from the automated servers of the biggest video platform on the internet. I was shocked into silence. I stared at the screen and felt my skin tingling all over—now cold, with fear. What happened? Why did YouTube cut me off?
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My channel stayed up and my videos remained online, still collecting views. My channel was still gaining a couple of subscribers every hour. But now, someone else was making money off of my videos. Someone had filed a complaint against my channel, and YouTube decided that I had been profiting off of the work of others: the creators of the movies I was reviewing. Apparently, you can’t legally use clips from movies in a review. Apparently, I didn’t know the first thing about copyright laws.

I scrambled and tried to figure out a way to get my videos monetized again, but apparently all I could do was make a counter-complaint, and if I was going to make a counter-complaint, then I had to provide evidence proving that I owned all the material in all of my videos. Of course I didn’t. Of course I didn’t own those clips from The Black Order, or the Siberian Purge. I didn’t own the music that I’d been using in the background and I didn’t own the behind-the-scenes pictures that I used to break up the videos. The only thing I did own was my own voice recordings.

So what could I do? I still had my subscribers. I still had a few dozen videos bringing in new subscribers every hour. But what was the point in making new videos if they weren’t going to make any money? It was a lot of work making videos. I was putting in more than fifty hours each week, crafting videos for that website. And I couldn’t put that much time into a hobby that had no real benefit to me. It was pointless.

I paced around my house, feeling dumb, feeling like I wasted my time. I had almost a thousand dollars to show for the little scheme, so it wasn’t a complete waste. But it seemed like such a great opportunity flushed down the toilet.

My friend messaged me. “Want to play some League?” he asked. “I know you’re probably going to say no like you always do, but I’m bored and have no one else to play with.”

And I had nothing else to do, so I played with him. My first few games were rough. I kept thinking about that dead YouTube experiment. It was hard not to think about it, but I knew I had to move on. After a couple of hours, I started to relax a bit. I convinced myself to pretend like it never happened. It wasn’t income that existed a month earlier, after all.

The game had a new character available to buy. There were also some fancy skins that could be purchased for a separate price. And normally, I would avoid spending real money in the game—but now I had some spare cash. I didn’t think twice before spending the cash on the character and the skins. “Whoa,” my friend said. “Aren’t you worried your dad is going to get pissed at you for using his credit card?”

I laughed. “I’m not using his credit card,” I said.

“I thought you were out of work,” he said.

“I am,” I said. “But I have some money.”

“From what?” he said.

I bit down on my tongue. “I got a cheque from my last week of work. They forgot to give it to me before I guess.”

We started playing another game. Now, I was doing a bit better. I had my focus back and I felt like that YouTube fad was starting to fade into the distance. I got a bit of money out of it—it wasn’t a complete loss.

Midway through the game, my friend started telling me about a sale that was happening on a computer parts website. They were selling new graphics cards for a quarter of the usual price. “I wish I had some money. I would buy one of those cards so fast.”

I looked at the site. It was a great deal. “Maybe I’ll buy one,” I said with a grin. It was nice having some expendable cash.

“With what money?” he said.

“I have a bit of money,” I said. So I ordered a new graphics card.

“Okay, loser,” he said. “Fess up. Are you selling drugs or something? I won’t tell anyone.”

“I’m not selling drugs,” I said. I bit down on the edge of my tongue.

“So what? Where are you getting this money from?”

I took a deep breath. I really wanted to tell him. I hadn’t told anyone, and it seemed like such a great story. I hated not being able to share my accomplishment with anyone. I hated having a secret achievement, even though it was already over and behind me. “So I started a YouTube channel a few months ago…” And I told him. I told him everything. I even told him about the girly voice. He was beside himself, laughing so hard, after I proved to him that I had mastered the feminine voice.

“You can’t be serious!” he said. Then he laughed some more. “You’ve been pretending to be a chick on YouTube? And they’re paying you for it?”

“Well, they were. Now they’ve stopped. I broke some rules, I guess. I can’t make videos anymore.”

“They won’t let you?” he asked. I could hear my own videos now playing in the background. He was watching my reviews. I felt myself turning red with embarrassment. But I didn’t feel too embarrassed. I had some good money to show for it, after all.

“They’ll let me. They just won’t let me monetize them,” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m showing clips from the movies. I guess you can’t do that.”

“So what are you supposed to show?” he asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I guess just me talking to the camera. That’s what the other reviewers do.”

“So do that,” he said, as if it was so obvious and simple.

“I’d love to,” I said. “But everyone thinks I’m a girl. So there isn’t much I can do.”

My friend was silent for a long moment. I felt embarrassed, knowing that he now knew about my little female façade. But I could tell that he was secretly a bit jealous. He liked money and seemed to understand that I just did it for the money. “Should we play a new game?” I asked.

“Wait,” he said. “So you can do the voice, right?”

“What voice?” I said.

“The girl voice. You said you did the girl voice in your last few videos. It sounds legit to me.”

“Yeah. I guess so,” I said.

“Do it now,” he said.

I rolled my eyes and felt my cheeks turning red. “I don’t want to do it now,” I said.

“Just do it, loser,” he said.

I bit down on my tongue. A part of me wanted to prove to him that it was really me in the videos, but another part of me wanted to just put the whole thing behind me. I took a deep breath. “This is me doing a girl voice. It’s actually not that hard to do once you figure out how to soften your pallet and relax your vocal cords.”

He started laughing, as expected. I shook my head and looked at the time. “Are we going to play another game or not?” I said.

“So wait,” he said, still laughing as if I’d just told the funniest joke he’d ever heard. “So if you can do the voice, then all you really need is to pull off the look. Then we can just film you talking about the movies and you won’t be breaking any rules—right? Then we can monetize your videos again.”

I was silent for a moment while I thought about what he was suggesting. “I’m not dressing up like a chick,” I said. “And then you send the videos to everyone at school—no way.”

He started laughing again. “Well I wouldn’t do that, because I would be getting half.”

“Half?” I said sharply. “Why the hell would I give you half?”

“Because I would be the producer,” he said. “I’ll help you get dressed up and I’ll make sure you look convincing for your fans.”

“That’s not worth half,” I said.

“Forty percent,” he said.

“Maybe twenty-five,” I said.

“Deal,” he said suddenly. “I’ll go and grab my dad’s camera and I’ll head over to your place. You have a wig over there?”

“A wig?” I said. “We’re not actually doing this.”

“Yes, we are,” he said. “I want to buy all the new League skins too—so we’re doing it. We’re going to be rich. Do you have any idea how much money people on YouTube make? Well, of course you know—you’re one of them. Look—even since we started talking, you’ve gained two subscribers. We’re going to be rich. Do you have a wig or not?”

“I don’t have a wig. Why would I have a wig?” I said.

“It’s fine,” he said. “My sisters have tons of wigs. I just need to dig through the Halloween stuff in the basement. I’ll bring a few options.”

“This is crazy,” I said.

“Whatever. Just—start working on your makeup. I’ll be there in like thirty minutes.”

He suddenly went offline. My heart skipped a beat. I stared at myself in the reflection of my computer screen. Were we really going to do this? Was anyone in the world actually going to buy me as a woman?
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He didn’t even knock, he just let himself into my house. “Hey Pete! Where are you?” he called out.

“I’m here,” I said, calling him into my bedroom. He stepped in and then stopped suddenly at the sight of me. His eyes narrowed.

“What the hell?” he said.

“What?”

“Why aren’t you dressed up. I thought we were going to film this thing,” he said.

“What thing? We don’t have a set. We don’t have a script. I don’t know how to put on makeup. I don’t have makeup. And honestly, I would probably look completely idiotic in makeup.”

He rolled his eyes and sighed. “I can’t believe you’re only going to pay me twenty-five percent. We should do seventy-thirty. What do you think?”

“Lars,” I said, taking a deep breath. “I don’t think we should do this at all. This is embarrassing. Why don’t you get dressed up and learn to do the voice?”

“Because you’re small and feminine,” he said.

“What the hell did you just say?” I said, narrowing my eyes. I could feel my face turning red.

“What? It’s not a bad thing,” he said. “I mean—not now. Now your small figure is going to make us both rich. Now you need makeup. Surely there’s some makeup in your sister’s room.”

My heart skipped a beat and my skin tingled. “I don’t even know how to put on makeup,” I said.

“It’s easy,” he said.

“Have you ever done it?” I asked. I felt awkward about the whole thing; even talking about it made me horribly uncomfortable. There was no way I could stand in front of a camera and talk like a girl for five straight minutes.

“No, but I have three sisters,” he said. “I’ve seen them do it. It’s not rocket science. The eyeliner goes around the eyes. The lip gloss goes on the lips. The blush goes on the cheeks. Everything’s labeled. Nine-year-old girls can do their own makeup, Pete. Grow up.”

I sighed. Then he zipped off to my sister’s room. My skin turned cold. My sister was with her boyfriend on the other side of town, but there was still a chance she could show up at the house at any moment. She’d popped in a few times over the past couple of weeks, picking up the odd outfit.

“You can’t just go through my sister’s stuff, Lars!” I called out.

“Pete, you’re being a nag. Just relax and let’s make some money together.” He suddenly came back with a box of various makeup supplies. “See? Your sister has everything. This will be easy. Now start working on your makeup and I’ll get our set figured out. I’m thinking we’ll film down in your living room. It’s nice down there. I can move some lamps around and make a nice lighting setup. You know I watched the behind-the-scenes documentary on that Batman DVD you gave me. The guy said that the secret to production value is good lighting.”

“No kidding…” I said, looking at the box of makeup.

“Don’t take too long. We have videos to make!” he said, and then he darted down to my living room.

I stared at the box for a long while. I felt so stupid and so vulnerable. But how could I say no to the payout? I was already dreading returning to my restaurant job. Just that morning, I got an e-mail from my boss saying that they would be opening doors in exactly one month. So in one month, I would be back in that restaurant, cleaning the toilet every thirty minutes. I would be back on my hands and knees, scraping God-knows-what out from between the floor tiles.

So I started putting on the makeup. I started with the most straight-forward supplies. Mascara went on first. I brushed it gently on my eyelashes, making them thicker and darker. Then I picked up the eyeliner pen. I stared at it for a moment before leaning close to my mirror. I took a deep breath in and drew careful lines around my eyes. Lars was right: it was all more-or-less straight forward. Sure, there was an art to it and it was something I would get better at with practice—but I’d seen my sister do it and I’d seen girls wearing makeup before, so I basically knew what it was supposed to look like.

I brushed on some pink shadow on my eyelids. Then I put a bit of pink blush on my cheeks. I could see myself transforming quickly. It was weird and uncomfortable, but I kept the thought of that money in my mind. Every time I started to feel embarrassed, I remembered my restaurant job. If I could pass as a girl, then I could keep this YouTube gig going. If I could keep the YouTube gig going, I could live a life that I’d never even dreamed of before. I’d always assumed that I was doomed to work crappy jobs until I was on my deathbed. I always assumed that I would be poor and just scraping by, with no free time. But this was perfect. If I could simply talk to a camera for five minutes—and get good enough at it that I hardly had to do any editing—I could be looking at a four-hour work day. I could be looking at having more free time and more money than I knew what to do with. I could live wherever I wanted to live. I could do whatever I wanted to do—

“Are you almost done up there?” Lars called out.

I blinked a few times. My eyelashes felt heavy. My eyes looked bigger than ever before. “Give me a minute,” I called out. I took a deep breath. I could have done better. Maybe a little less eyeliner and a little more shadow. And I needed to figure out contouring, so I could make my nose look a bit smaller. But I did look kind of feminine. I actually looked kind of cute in a weird way.

But I wasn’t sure I was properly convincing. There were going to be comments: ‘Are you a guy?’ I could already see them in my mind. Maybe this wasn’t a good idea. What if someone recognized me? What if that same someone told my parents that I was putting on my sister’s makeup and posting myself online for thousands of people to see?

My heart was pounding fast now. I tried hard to calm myself down. I remembered that money. “I can do this,” I whispered. Then I grabbed the long blonde wig that Lars left on my bed—one of four wigs. The other three were brown and my natural hair was brown. I wanted to look as different as possible, so I went with the blonde. With the wig on my head, I actually looked like a girl—at least I looked more like a girl.

“What’s taking so long?” Lars said from the doorway. I turned to him. I felt my skin turn cold as his gaze found my body.

“You’re not even dressed?” he said.

“Dressed in what?” I said.

“Something from your sister’s closet. My God—I’m definitely taking at least a thirty percent cut for this.” He groaned as he stomped over to my sister’s bedroom. I was surprised by his motivation. I’d never seen him care about anything besides video games before—but now he was putting himself to work. He was determined to make this work, and I couldn’t blame him. The potential money was good.

He came back with a tiny white dress and a bra and some panties. “Put this on, and quickly shave your legs,” he said.

“Shave my legs?” I said.

“Yes,” he said. “You can’t have hairy legs, idiot.” He rolled his eyes and went off to get everything ready for me. He ran the tub and grabbed some shaving cream and then he set my sister’s razor on the edge of the tub. I squeezed myself into that tight dress, wearing that bra. It took a minute to adjust the bra before it looked somewhat realistic.

Lars went back down to the living room while I shaved my legs. I felt so stupid, stripping away my leg hair, leaving my legs smooth. I didn’t like what I was seeing. And with the summer coming up, how was I going to hide my legs? Would my hair grow back quickly? Or was I going to have to keep it shaved if this YouTube thing worked out?

“Can’t I just put on some socks?” I called out.

He poked his head into the bathroom. “I mean—sure—but you’ve already shaved one leg,” he said with a laugh. “You look hot, by the way. This is going to be great. I think you should straighten your hair though.”

I stared into his eyes. I didn’t appreciate him calling me ‘hot’, even though it was in both of our best interests for me to be ‘hot’. So I kept going. I shaved my legs and then I decided to quickly shave my armpits, just to make sure my whole body was properly convincing. The more convincing I made myself, the less likely it was that I would be recognized by some friend. If my brand really was going to keep growing, it was probably inevitable that someone I knew would find the videos.

I could feel sweat forming on the back of my neck. I knew that camera was down there. I knew Lars was expecting me to perform. I knew he would be disappointed if I didn’t come through—and I would be disappointed too. I didn’t want to go back to that restaurant job. “Ready yet, or what?” he called out.

“Coming,” I said.

I took one last look in the mirror. I looked… weird. I looked like a girl, but I wasn’t a girl. I didn’t recognize myself, but I was still me. It just didn’t seem right. I looked down at the slight bulge between. My legs. I reached down into my panties and stuffed my cock low, until the bulge was gone.

Then I went downstairs. “Good to go?” he said.

“Sure,” I said. “Just—if my bulge shows up, tell me so we can cut.” I fixed it again. I was going to need to come up with a better way to keep that bulge down.

He laughed. “Okay. So I thought you would stand there, hold up the DVD you want to talk about, and then just talk. I have the lighting just right.”

I stared at him for a long moment. “Well? Aren’t you going to stand in the spot?” he said.

“What movie am I even talking about? Do you have a script?”

“No. I thought you had a script,” he said.

I closed my eyes and sighed. It took me hours to write a script—but now I was all dolled up. “This is a disaster,” I said.

“It’s fine. We’re set up. Just… What was the last movie you saw?”

“I don’t know. The Red Survivor, I think,” I said.

“Okay. I’ll just hit record and you can talk about it. Just talk for like, fifteen minutes, and we’ll edit it down. I took an editing class last year for three credits.”

My heart fluttered.

“Well? Step onto your mark. Let’s do this.”

I hesitated, and then I stepped on the mark. Around me were lamps without lampshades. They were bright, making me squint for a moment. He pressed record on the camera without warning me. “What are you doing?” I said.

“Use your girl voice,” he hushed.

I cleared my throat. Even if we weren’t going to upload this part, I didn’t want to be recorded as a girl using my male voice. I didn’t need him having any proof of my identity, just in case he decided to use it against me one day.

“Talk about The Red Survivor,” he whispered.

“Okay, uh…” I looked into the camera lens. “So, uh, the last movie I saw was The Red Survivor,” I was speaking softly and with that girly pitch, but I suddenly felt extremely self-conscious about every little part of my body.

“Do it over again,” he whispered. “Take a breath. Relax. Just talk about the movie.”

I stood frozen for a moment before taking his advice, taking in a deep breath of air and then letting it out slowly. I closed my eyes for a moment. I thought about that money. I thought about that growing subscriber count. I thought about eating in that restaurant while some other poor fool scrubbed the toilets. All I had to do was relax. What did I have to lose? I bit down on the edge of my tongue and then I opened my eyes. I made a small smirk, feeling the gloss rubbing on my lips. “Hey everyone,” I said with a fluttering of my eyelashes. “Welcome back to my channel. Today, I want to talk about the new film, The Red Survivor.” And suddenly, I felt like I was in my element. I was harnessing some sort of confidence that I didn’t know I had.

Maybe it was the disguise. Maybe it was just the fact that I knew nobody was ever going to recognize me, so I really had nothing to lose. I spoke clearly and quickly. I must have gone on for twenty minutes, talking about the themes of the film and the characters, and even the lighting and the sound design. “This was a really cool flick, and I think you should all check it out—especially if you like a good action movie.” I stared right into the camera lens with that smile on my face. I felt strangely high, like I was filled with a powerful, positive energy. Something seemed to have clicked inside of me, just for that short period that I was in front of that camera. Then Lars yelled “Cut!” and suddenly, that vulnerability came rushing back. I took a deep breath and looked down at my dress, making sure I still looked okay, and that there was no bulge sticking out.”

“That was perfect,” he said. “You’re a natural.”

“It was okay?” I asked softly. Now, it was hard forcing my real voice to come out again.

“It was better than okay,” he said. “It was perfect. You were like a movie encyclopedia. I’d watch that.”

“But was I… convincing enough?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” he asked as he checked the camera to make sure the file recorded properly.

“I mean, did I look and sound like a girl?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said. “Totally. You’re hot. Guys will love it.”

I suddenly felt myself blushing. It was a weird compliment. It wasn’t even a compliment, but I still found myself tingling and embarrassed. I bit down on my lip and giggled, then I looked away. I felt so weird and unlike myself.

“Let’s get this thing chopped up so we can make some money. Remember, I’m in for thirty percent.”

“Fine,” I said. We went to my room. He plugged his SD card into my laptop and then he quickly started editing. He didn’t look like he knew what he was doing, so I slipped in and took his spot. “Let me do it.” I started making cuts, taking out the parts where I went off on unnecessary tangents.

We cut in some pictures of the movie poster, which we made sure we could use copyright-free. We even found a bit of editorial-use stock footage on a website. We had to pay a few bucks for it—but you have to spend money to make money.

We polished up some titles and we got it cut down to about eight minutes. We watched it over together one last time. And even though we’d been staring at it for six hours, it still felt strange to watch myself as a woman, talking like a woman and looking like a woman. I really did look like a woman. I really believed that I was going to fool everyone. “Ready to post it?” he asked.

“I guess so,” I said. And it wasn’t until we were uploading the video to YouTube that I realized I was still dressed up like a girl. We got so carried away editing that I forgot I was in a wig and a dress. “I should, uh, get changed while that’s uploading.”

He looked at me. He looked down my body, making me feel strangely uncomfortable. “Well wait,” he said. “While we have the lights set up, and the camera, and you’re all dressed up—why don’t we film tomorrow’s episode?”

“You want to make another video?” I said.

“Sure. Just put on a different outfit and let’s film another one. We could film, like, seven in a day and then edit them all in a day. Two days of work each week, and we’ll release a new video every day.”

I nodded my head slowly. The money signs flashed in my eyes, but I still felt horribly vulnerable.

“I’ll grab you a new outfit,” he said. He zipped off to my sister’s room, leaving me in my bedroom, watching as that video slowly uploaded to YouTube.


CHAPTER 5
[image: ]


Our first video went live while we were taping the next one. We spent an hour in the living room, coming up with talking points and recording the whole episode. I felt weird in the outfit: a short plaid skirt and a white blouse. It was something I’d never seen my sister wear—and it was something I didn’t like to think of her wearing because it was sexy.

But it fit me pretty well. Now, I was wearing long white stockings, which looked pretty cute as well. I thought that the outfit was a bit too cute and sexy, but Lars seemed to think that was better for the brand. “I looked at your analytics. It’s mostly men. This is what they want.” He even walked up to me and tugged my skirt up from the waist, making it even shorter. “Now let’s take that last part again. Try to put your feet closer together and keep your legs straight. It looks cuter that way.”

It was weird having him call me ‘sexy’ and ‘cute’ all night, but I knew he was right. I knew the fanbase would grow faster if I was more attractive.

“What is that noise?” he asked after we finished the last take of our second episode.

“What noise?” I said.

“That dinging. Or am I going crazy?” he said.

Then I focused and heard it. “It sounds like my phone.”

“It’s dinging like crazy,” he said. So we went up to my room and saw that I had almost one hundred notifications, all from YouTube. The first video was live and racking in the views, likes, and comments. My subscriber count was on the rise. “Holy shit,” Lars said, looking at the analytics on my computer screen. “You’ve almost got a thousand views already! How much money is that?”

“Like ten bucks,” I said. It wasn’t too impressive. My videos usually got about a thousand views in the first twelve hours.

“Nice!” he said, more excited than I was expecting. “That’s almost pizza!” He refreshed the page and that number went up by another fifty views. He looked back at me. “We’re going to be rich, beautiful.”

I felt myself blushing. I wanted to tell him to stop complimenting me, but I didn’t want to make him awkward and uncomfortable.

We filmed two more shows that night. It was 3:30 AM when Lars finally looked at me and said, “You look exhausted.”

“I am exhausted,” I said, hardly able to keep my eyes open. Now, I was wearing some baby doll costume, which Lars insisted would be a big hit, based off the positive (and somewhat creepy) comments on the first video we published together.

“Get some sleep,” he said. “I’ll keep editing for a bit. Then I’ll clean up.” He was energized—probably because he kept drinking cup after cup of coffee. I had no problem with him taking the reins. I needed to sleep, and he needed to earn his thirty percent if he was really going to be taking a cut.

So I went to my room. I looked in the mirror and thought about washing my face—but it seemed like so much work. I figured I could just do it in the morning, so I fell onto my bed and I closed my eyes. I fell asleep almost instantly. The first thing I did when I woke up was reach for my phone. I opened the YouTube app and checked my overnight stats. I was thrilled to see so many new subscribers—and more comments than I could read. There was money once again in my account—about seventy dollars, which I had to share with Lars. But I wasn’t so thrilled to see that Lars went ahead and uploaded all of the videos we filmed, even though I thought we agreed we were going to space them out over a week.

I groaned and sat up. Then I looked over and saw him in my bedroom. I nearly screamed as he took a sip from his coffee. Now, stubble was covering his cheeks, as if he’d been there for three days. “Good morning,” he said with a smile. “You’ve been asleep for almost twelve hours.”

“What time is it?” I said, rubbing my eyes.

“It’s 2:00 PM,” he said.

“How long have you been here?” I asked.

“I’ve been working all night,” he said.

I rubbed my eyes again. “D—Doing what?”

“I fixed up your Facebook and your Twitter. I got you on TikTok. That’s where all the kids are. It took me a few hours to make some content using the clips you shot. I thought that could be where we post all of your bad cuts—funny stuff, you know, for the fans.” He took another sip from his coffee. “I’ve also been replying to messages and fan mail, running some free ads on smaller blogs—just trying to improve your SEO.”

“Why do you know how to do this stuff?” I asked.

“I’m figuring it out as I go,” he said.

“Why? This is a lot of work for… what—like twenty bucks?”

“It’s twenty bucks now,” he said. “But it’s growing fast. Soon it will be a lot more, and soon it will be a lot less work.”

“Maybe,” I said. “But you’ve never applied yourself to anything before, so why this?”

He shrugged his shoulders. “I apply myself to lots of things. Just because you don’t see me do it, doesn’t mean I don’t do it.”

“Sure…” I said. I stood up and eyed his coffee. It was steaming.

“There’s a fresh pot downstairs,” he said, turning back to the computer screen. He had about twenty different tabs open and he was working on all of them. It was actually quite impressive. I had a feeling he was going to ask for a bigger cut soon. And maybe it was deserved. He was doing all the work—at least for now. We had the biggest growth overnight, and it was probably mostly his doing. Maybe we made a pretty good team. Maybe I wouldn’t care if he took fifty percent when we were making a million dollars per year—or more.

I smiled and poured some coffee. Then I turned around and let out a deep sigh of relief. I felt good. I felt invigorated. Then I looked in the mirror and nearly spat out my coffee when I saw myself. I’d forgotten that I’d gone to sleep in makeup and a ditsy outfit and a wig. Now, my heart was pounding ferociously. I thought for a quick moment that I’d been caught by my sister—because I actually looked a little bit like my sister.

I took a deep breath and forced myself to relax. Then I went back upstairs. Lars was still working away. “I think I’m going to take a shower,” I said.

“No,” he said, turning around suddenly. “We need content, so we need to film. Let’s do two episodes, then you can shower.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“We have to keep posting. That’s how the algorithm works. You need momentum. It won’t be forever. It’s just while we get the brand going. Let’s go down to the studio.” Now, he was calling my living room ‘the studio’. We went down together.

“What’s a good movie?” he said.

“I don’t know. I can’t think straight right now.”

“Okay, fine,” he said. “That’s fine. We’ll just start with a message to the fans. Just thank everyone for being subscribed, and tell them about all the content we’re going to be doing.”

“What content?” I said.

“Just speak. Make stuff up. It doesn’t matter. We just need a new release to get more channel views. We’re on the charts and we need to stay on the charts. We need to stay relevant. I’m pressing record. Now talk.”

I quickly fixed my hair with my fingers, and I pulled down my skirt a tiny bit, worried my panties bulge was showing between my legs. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I felt myself getting back into that feminine headspace: that aura of confidence that carried me through all of the videos we filmed the night before. Then I opened my eyes and started speaking. “Hey YouTube! Thanks for checking in on my channel! We have so much great content coming your way, but right now, I just want to thank everyone on helping me reach ten thousand subscribers. I’m so happy to have you all here!” I kept talking, feeling strangely in my element. I found it easy to be bubbly and feminine. It was easy to be cute and fun. I kind of liked talking to the camera, and I loved that I was being paid to do it.

We finished the little five-minute thank you video, and then Lars grabbed a tight dress from my sister’s bedroom for the next video. “Put this on,” he said.

I started changing. “What are we talking about now?” I asked.

“I don’t know. You haven’t done a video on League. Talk about that.”

“A video game?” I said. “But I only do movie reviews.” I looked into his eyes and paused.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Time to branch out. People don’t care about what you’re reviewing. They just care about you. It doesn’t even have to be a review. Just talk about your favorite characters, and how you like to play. We’ll record you playing a bit and we can cut it all together. I looked into it—you can legally use game footage. They won’t demonetize you for that.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah,” he said.

I had to get him to help me zip up the dress. It was tight, but it looked good. I did a little spin in front of the mirror before stepping in front of the camera. “Okay. Let’s do it,” I said.

“You look hot,” he said before hitting record. I felt myself blushing again, though I had no idea why. I cleared my throat, bit down on my tongue, and then I started talking. The words flowed out of me effortlessly. I talked about the game for twenty minutes, and then we went up to my room. I played a game while Lars recorded me. He kept telling me that I looked hot, trying to keep my confidence high, but I was starting to think he actually meant it and he wasn’t just messing around.

“Let’s do your closing segment on your bed,” he said. “Lay down in a sort of Venus pose, and thank everyone for tuning in.”

“Seriously?” I said.

“Yeah. It’d be hot,” he said. “Remember, your audience is mostly men.”

“Alright,” I said, taking a deep breath. So we filming my closing monologue on the bed. It felt a bit awkward, especially in that short, tight dress, but he was right: the audience was going to love it. I did my best to sound seductive and sexy, and I think it worked. Even Lars was red in the face.

“Okay, now I need to shower,” I said. “Help me out of this dress.”

He came up behind me and grabbed the zipper. He gave it a tug, but it wasn’t moving easily. “Breathe in,” he said. So I breathed in. He took a step closer to me to get better leverage. He pulled up, and then I felt his cock press up against my tush. It felt like he was hard. I froze.

“Lars?” I said.

“What?” he said.

“Do you have a boner?” I said.

He paused. Then he stepped back suddenly. “Sorry,” he said. “I was just—I was thinking about a girl.”

“Don’t lie to me,” I said, looking back at him. His face was dark red.

“What?” he said, laughing nervously. “You look hot in the wig and the dress. I told you yesterday, you have a chick’s body.”

“Just help me out of this dress,” I said, looking away from him quickly. I took a deep breath and shook my head. He pressed his erection against me again as he got my zipper down. But then he didn’t step away. Now, his hands were on my sides and I could feel the tickle of his warm breath on the back of my neck.

“Lars?” I said.

He didn’t answer. I felt his hands move gently up my body. “What are you doing?” I asked.

He gently pushed me forward, until I had to plant my hands down on my mattress. “Lars…” I said.

“Just relax,” he said. Then he pulled my dress down my legs, leaving me in just the bra and panties. His hands caressed my naked body. He let out a slight groan. Was he fondling me? Was he just kidding around or was this serious? “Lars, I don’t like this,” I said.

“Shh,” he said. “Just—Just be a woman for a minute.”

Then his fingers slipped underneath my panties and he gently tugged down.

“Lars,” I said. I kept telling him to stop, but I wasn’t stopping him. I wasn’t even trying to physically stop him from groping me. I was frozen, unable to move—and maybe it was because I liked it. I kind of liked that I was turning him on. It was a nice validation that the hard work was paying off. All of the work that I was putting into looking feminine was working. But maybe it was working too well.

But he had big, strong hands and a muscular body. I felt so small and weak in his presence. I could smell his musk and feel his damp, sweaty skin. I heard his zipper go down, and then I felt the bulge of his erection, now masked only by that thin layer of white cotton. I moaned and bit down on my bottom lip. Did I secretly want him to fuck me?

“Oh God,” I groaned. His hands pulled my butt cheeks apart, spreading my asshole open. I felt the tip of his thumb gliding over that hole. I took a slow breath. “We shouldn’t do this,” I whispered. “It’s wrong.”

“No one will know,” he said. Then I felt something warm and throbbing slide up between my butt cheeks. I gasped loudly. It was his cock. He was really going to fuck me. His hands slid up and down my torso. He pulled off my bra, leaving me completely naked. He grabbed my chest as if I had breasts and he squeezed. I moaned again. His fingers stimulated my nipples. “Oh God,” I groaned. I felt so vulnerable and so humiliated, but I wanted him so bad. I wanted him to dominate me and I wanted him to make me orgasm like a horny slut.

“Just fuck me then,” I said.

I heard him spit into his hand and then I looked back and watched as he spread that saliva up and down his throbbing erection.

“Oh God,” I said again, biting hard on my tongue. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I couldn’t believe what I was allowing to happen. What was wrong with me? Had I lost my mind? I took a deep breath of cool air into my lungs and tried desperately to muster up some sensibility, but none came. I felt his wet, warm tip press up between my butt cheeks. I heard him groan. I could smell that tinge of musk on his body, now twenty-four hours since he’d showered and slept.

He probably wasn’t thinking straight, operating on no sleep and unhealthy amounts of caffeine—but what was my excuse? I slept. I had no reason to be acting so unpredictably. Yet there I was, unclenching my butthole so that he could push his cock into me… And now, he was pushing his cock into me.

“Fuck,” I muttered. I felt his tip stretching my hole. I kept clenching hard, but it didn’t seem to stop him. He was holding me firmly with both of his hands: pinning me down as he crammed his cock down into my asshole. I groaned and rolled my head from side to side. Why was I taking it? Why did I want it so badly?

“You’re so fucking hot,” he muttered as his tip finally penetrated my rim, pushing into my body. I gasped, and then I felt my cheeks turning red. I felt my lips curling into a slight smile and I remembered why I was doing it. He softened me with those compliments. All of those little remarks—from him and from my YouTube followers—were chipping away at my masculine identity. Now, I had no idea what my identity was. If I was so successful as a woman, maybe I was supposed to be a woman. What had I ever accomplished as a man? When had I ever received a genuine compliment as a man? Did all women have it this easy, or was I just really good at being a woman?

He pushed deeper and I gasped louder. His fingertips sunk into the softness of my hips. I moaned and he groaned. I felt the veins on his shaft throbbing. I felt his thick tip swelling, as if it wasn’t done getting bigger from arousal. He pushed deeper and deeper, and I felt that long, hard snake pushing into my body.

It was gone: my anal virginity was gone. My virginity in general was gone. I’d never had sex with a woman before, and now I was having sex with a man. My innocence was no longer. And did this mean that I was gay? If my only sexual experience was with a man, what did that mean about me?

It made no sense in my swirling mind. I’d always been attracted to women. I’d exclusively been attracted to women. Every crush I’d ever had was on a girl—yet now I was melting as I felt his hard muscles pressing against my skin. His big, strong hands were making me quiver. I felt like I was about to have an orgasm and he hadn’t even touched my cock.

I could still feel myself stretching. I could still feel those veins throbbing—and I could feel every inch, from my rim all the way down into my gut. I could feel the way his cock curved slightly to the left (probably from him using his right hand to masturbate every day) and I could feel the ridge of his tip, pushing deeper still.

I clutched the bed sheets on my bed and I moaned loudly. Then the thrusting started. It wasn’t even a minute before my body went limp and the moans became completely uncontrollable. It wasn’t long before my legs were trembling as if I was having a seizure. And it wasn’t very long before my own cock was rock hard and pressed firmly against that mattress. Every time he pumped into me my cock rubbed against that mattress, bringing me closer to my own orgasm.

But those horrifying thoughts were still in my head. I was still terrified of what would happen once the act was done. Would I be able to look him in the eye? Was this going to be the end of our working relationship—and our friendship? Was he going to want to date after this, or was this just an impulse thing for him?

He pumped harder and faster. His cock pushed deeper and deeper until it couldn’t go any deeper. He had ten inches in me, and now his pelvis was slapping against my ass with every penetration. I could feel my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I managed to reach a hand back as he leaned over me. I put my fingers on his warm, sweaty muscles and I gently felt all of his hard ridges. I felt a drop of sweat fall onto my back from his forehead. Now he was thrusting slowly—but hard—really hard. Each pound made me gasp and inch forward across the bed.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned.

I thought I was about to come. I could feel a tingling in the tip of my cock, and a pulsing euphoria deep inside of my body. And maybe I would have come had he not suddenly pulled his big cock out from my body, leaving me with a gaping back door. He clutched his cock firmly and began to spray my back with his thick warm substance. My eyes widened and my lips parted. His cumshot was seemingly endless. It must have gone on for a full thirty seconds. My back was covered with his goo and beads of his sweat.

I tried to clench my asshole closed, but I was too stretched out. I had a feeling it would be a good hour before I was able to even walk properly.

The room was suddenly silent, and with that silence came a terrible awkwardness. I could hear him catching his breath, and I could feel the sensations returning to my extremities. The act was over but the consequences were just beginning.

“You should probably get cleaned up now,” he said in a quiet voice.

“Yeah. Okay,” I said. I slipped off of my bed and then I looked into his eyes for a brief moment. I had to look away quickly as a pulse of awkward terror rushed through me. I’d just had sex with my best friend—and my new business partner. Now, I was covered in his cum and I was still painted with my sister’s makeup. My head was filled with frightening thoughts and they were only seemingly become worse as I lingered in that room, so I quickly darted off to the bathroom and I closed the door firmly behind me.

Maybe the worst part of it all was that a small part of me was wishing he would come into that bathroom to fuck me again.


CHAPTER 6
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When I was done my shower, Lars was gone. He didn’t leave me a message or anything, so I assumed that the awkwardness got to him and he went home. I had no idea what was going to happen next with Lars, though I at least felt confident that he wasn’t about to go around town telling all of his friends about my secret feminine persona on YouTube. He now had too much to lose, so I was certain his mouth would remain shut.

And I didn’t technically need him anymore. If he wanted to be out of our deal, I could manage on my own. I just needed to get my hands on a camera. Unless Lars decided not to come back for his camera, which he left in my living room. And he left those wigs in my bedroom. I had everything I needed for now.

So while he was gone, I decided to film another show for the YouTube channel.

I had nothing else to do, after all. I couldn’t keep my mind straight enough to play a video game or to focus on a film. I didn’t have any chores that needed done, and the house had never been quieter. So I grabbed that box of makeup and I started dolling myself up.

This time, there was a strange serenity as I carefully painted my face with the various makeup supplies. I didn’t feel any pressure from anyone. I could work at my own pace, and I didn’t have to worry about anyone walking in on me. I wasn’t even worried about my sister, seeing as she’d just posted pictures of her and her boyfriend at a ski resort on Facebook. She was four-hundred miles away, on a road trip—so I truly did have that house all to myself.

I spent two hours in front of the mirror, carefully lining eyeliner around my eyes, brushing on just the right amount of pink eyeshadow, just the right amount of blush, and a perfect smearing of shiny lip gloss. I got that wig onto my head and then I spent a good forty minutes straightening it and making it look perfectly convincing. Then I was off to my sister’s closet. I pulled open the doors and stared at the endless options: years of acquisitions. There were so many cute dresses, pretty skirts, adorable rompers, leggings, short-shorts, overalls, sweaters, cardigans, accessories, shoes, heels, boots—anything I could ever want was in that closet.

My chest swelled and I could feel hearts floating above my head. I reached forward and ran my fingers through the soft fabrics: cottons, satins, laces. I pulled down a shimmering green dress and I swear a whimper escaped my lips. I’d never felt so drawn to anything before—and it was something that had always been in my house. This was an addiction that was growing fast and uncontrollably. Now, I didn’t want to go downstairs to shoot a video. I just wanted to spend the whole day in that bedroom, trying on clothes.

So that’s what I ended up doing. I tried on dress after dress and romper after romper. I ended up finding my sister’s old bra—the one that she used before her breasts developed (she was a late bloomer). It had silicone inserts that she made my mom buy for her. They were something like four hundred bucks, but she begged enough that my mom caved. They were the most realistic that they made at the time, and now they were on my chest, giving me real-looking breasts, making me wish that I had real breasts of my own.

I started thinking about the options: I could take hormones, or I could get some small implants: breasts that I could hide easily with a tight band. My parents and friends would never find out… unless I wanted them to. I didn’t want much—just A-cups, or maybe some cute B-cups.

I shook my head suddenly, expelling those thoughts from my mind. I was getting carried away. It was bad enough that I was playing dress up in my sister’s bedroom at the age of eighteen. I couldn’t let myself fantasize about making permanent body changes.

I kept trying on outfits, and I was quickly discovering little ways to make myself look more and more feminine. I found the tight corset that my sister wore to squeeze into her slutty prom dress. It gave me the perfect figure, even though I thought that my figure was already pretty good to begin with.

I put a cute floral trad-dress on and then I did a little spin. I walked over to the mirror and then I screamed. I grabbed at my heart when I saw the man standing behind me, in the doorway of my sister’s bedroom. I spun around quickly as he started laughing.

“What’s the matter with you?” he said, clutching his extra-large Tim Hortons coffee. He took a sip.

“Lars, what are you doing here?” I said, feeling my pounding heart with the palm of my hand.

“I’m clocking in for work,” he said. “Why are you so shocked?”

“You—You left,” I said.

“Yeah. I went to sleep for a couple of hours. I took a shower and ate some breakfast. Why? Where did you think I went?”

“I thought you went home.”

“I did go home,” he said with another sip of his coffee.

“But I thought you were going to stay there.”

“Why would I stay there? We have work to do? Our numbers are looking good. We have a lot of work to do if we’re going to continue growing.”

“I didn’t know that we were going to keep working today,” I said.

His eyes narrowed. Then his gaze moved down my body and back up to my face. “So why are you all dolled up then?” he said.

I suddenly felt myself turning red. It was a good question. He caught me indulging in my new little fetish. Was it a fetish? Or was it something more?

“Right,” I said. “Well, I was going to film a show on my own. I don’t think we both need to be here every time we film. That could get complicated.” I forced a smile, but I knew that my face was dark red and giving me away.

He laughed. “I want to be here—as a producer—to oversee the content that’s going into our channel. Did you see that we’ve passed one-hundred dollars?”

I paused for a moment. “Since yesterday?” I said.

He nodded his head. “And the growth isn’t slowing down. I told you, beautiful: we’re going to be rich.” He had a big toothy grin now. He winked at me. It seemed like he’d forgotten completely about our romp earlier. It was as if he erased the awkwardness and embarrassment from his mind. He was acting like nothing was different, and maybe that was for the best.

It was nice having his help. He didn’t seem to mind doing the tedious social media tasks, or the mindless work that went into editing each video. I liked doing a bit of editing too, but Lars could zone out of the world for hours as he sorted through take after take after take. It was impressive in a lot of ways.

That night, we filmed four new videos: a film review, two game discussions, and a general rant about life. Lars was right, it didn’t seem to matter what I talked about. People were watching my videos regardless of what I had to say. They just liked me, and maybe they liked what I had to say about the world. It was a fun ride, and our numbers were rising fast. By the end of that week, we climbed to making over two-hundred dollars per day. We were getting about eighty new subscribers each day, and now our channel was starting to appear in search results for all the different games and movies that I talked about in the videos.

I felt rich, even though I was only making a quarter of what my dad made. I had no idea what to do with all the money that was coming in. Even Lars, with his thirty percent, or sixty bucks per day, was acting like The Wolf of Wallstreet. He went out and bought himself a custom suit, which he started wearing every time we filmed. He liked looking professional behind the camera—and I have to admit that he looked kind of sexy in that suit.

We ended up fucking again. It took us both by surprise, but this time I was the one who made the move. He was editing at my desk. I spun his chair around and dropped down to my knees. I unzipped his fly and I clutched his cock in my fist. I slowly pumped until he was hard, then I started sucking. He leaned his head back and groaned. I bobbed my head on this thick ten-incher. I felt every throbbing vein over and over with my plump, glossy lips. I used my hand to massage his swelling ball sack. My plan was to suck him off, but he wanted more than that. He reached down and pulled me up as if I weighed nothing. He plopped me down on his lap and then he tore away my panties from under my skirt, making me gasp. Then he crammed his saliva-slicked erection into my asshole, making me scream.

And he surprised me when he grabbed my erection with his fist and began to slide his hand up and down, staring into my eyes. I was more than just a girl to him, and I wasn’t sure how that made me feel—or how I was supposed to feel. But in the moment, I liked it.

I bounced on his lap while he tugged on my cock. This time, I came first. I sprayed his chest with a powerful blast of cum, and he seemed to like it. He liked it enough that he came seconds later, deep inside of my ass. I gasped when I felt the gushing inside of me: my deep cavity filling with his hot substance.

When he was done, I stood up and let his cum drain out of me, falling onto his bare lap. I watched a big glob of his own cum ooze down his cock and dribble across his ball sack. We looked each other in the eye and then we went on with what we were doing, once again as if nothing had happened.

And the videos continued to do better and better.

It was a Monday morning when Lars finally decided to go home for a long break. “I’ll see you in a couple of days,” he said. His eyes were heavy. I got the house tidied up and took a long rest of my own, expecting to get back to work after a day or two of rest. We had eight videos filmed, edited, and ready to be released. I was still addicted to watching my YouTube analytics, but I was starting to get used to the excitement of the growing numbers.

I fell asleep and was out for almost twelve hours. Then I woke up to the sound of footsteps. I could hear people downstairs: multiple people. I could hear voices: a girl voice and a boy voice.

I sat up quickly, focusing hard on the distant voices. I recognized one: my sister. The other was less clear.

I stood up and nearly left my bedroom, and then I looked in the mirror and saw that I was wearing her lingerie. I’d been sleeping in it for a few days. The soft satin felt so good to sleep in—so much better than any cotton t-shirt that I owned.

I took the little slip off and changed into some proper male clothes. The jeans felt weird on my body, and so did the t-shirt. I could remember the last time I was properly dressed up as a male. I took a moment to make sure I could still do the male voice before heading downstairs.

My sister was in the kitchen with her boyfriend. “It’s not a big deal, babe. We’ll figure it out,” her boyfriend said.

“I just can’t believe you didn’t tell me. Why didn’t you fucking tell me?” she said.

Then they both noticed me standing on the stairs. “Hey Pete,” my sister said.

“What’s going on? I thought you guys were skiing,” I said. I started thinking about her bedroom. Was everything where it was supposed to be? Would she be able to tell that I’d been going through her things?

“Dumbass Ben here got fired two weeks ago and decided not to tell me,” my sister said.

“I thought I was going to find another job. It just never came up.”

“It never came up? Are you fucking serious?” My sister shook her head. “Well, he didn’t just get fired, but he also forgot to pay his rent for the past three months, so we got back from the ski trip and all our shit was in the hallway. We’ve been evicted. So we’re living here now, I guess.” She rolled her eyes.

“It’s fine. I’ll find a new job and get a new apartment,” he said.

“With what reference, Ben?”

I watched the couple as they bickered. “You’ll both be living here?” I said.

“That’s right,” my sister said, rolling her eyes again.

My heart fluttered in my chest. How was I going to film with them in the house? Where was I going to get makeup and clothes?

It got worse. Later that day, my mom called. She was being forced to take a month off from work. Apparently, she fell asleep twice during operations and she was lucky she wasn’t being fired. And this was all happening days before my dad was due to return home.

“Did you get a new camera?” Ben asked, eyeing the camera on the tripod in the living room.

“Oh, that?” I said. My heart started racing. “That’s Lars’s camera. He was filming some scene for some short film for school.” I forced a smile.

“Oh. Neat,” Ben said. I felt beads of sweat forming on my forehead. The couple went back to arguing, so I ran up to my sister’s bedroom, just to make sure it was clean and the way that she left it. It looked okay, but I was still horrified. How was I going to continue my YouTube scheme? Was I going to have to move out? I had a decent chunk of money from the past couple weeks, but I didn’t have enough to get an apartment and survive on my own—not quite yet.

I slipped into my bedroom and I closed the door. I sent Lars a text message. “My sister came home. She’s going to be living here now with her boyfriend.”

“Shit,” Lars replied. “Are you serious?”

“Dead serious,” I said.

It was a few minutes before he sent another message. “You have to tell her what you’ve been doing.”

“What? Why?” I said. “Let’s just film at your house. We can clean up your bedroom and make it into a decent set.”

“No,” he said. “My sisters are all home. My mom doesn’t work. She only leaves the house to go to church. She would kill me if she found out about the channel.”

“So let’s rent a place,” I said.

“And wear what? Put on what makeup? Now we’re looking at thousands of dollars in overhead. We’re looking at startup costs. We don’t have that kind of money. We don’t even have credit.”

He was right. My plan was complex and costly, but at least it was a plan—a better plan that telling my sister everything so that she would let me wear her clothes and her makeup. But that’s what Lars seemed to think was the best plan of action. “Just tell her. She’ll understand.”

“What about my parents? They’ll be home now too.”

“Tell them too,” he said. “At least your parents won’t kick you out for it.”

“You’re nuts,” I said.

I waited for him to send me a real plan, but he didn’t. It was later that night when he sent me a message saying, “I think it’s best for everyone if you just come out. You especially.”

I was angry with him. He was putting everything on me. He was making this my problem—and my problem alone. But he was going to be without a paycheque soon too. We had a week before we had no content to post, and then it would probably be another week before we went from making two-hundred bucks per day to zilch.

I thought he was bluffing, so I did nothing on that next day. I just sat around and watched movies while my sister and her boyfriend floated around the house, arguing. My mom came home and slept for close to twenty hours. Then she started floating around too, going in and out of rooms, cleaning. She kept coming into my room without knocking, and I didn’t want to tell her not to because I didn’t want her suspecting anything. So I just let her drift in and out a few times each day.

Then my dad came home the next day. He was off for a month, and his plan was to watch every sports game on TV, and to leave the house as little as humanly possible.

“Have you told them yet?” Lars asked in a message.

“I’m not telling them,” I said. “We need another plan.”

I started working on my own plan. I scouted some makeup supplies online, and a few cute outfits. But cute clothes weren’t cheap, and neither was makeup. I knew I could take the outfit to the outskirts of the city, get dolled up in a forest, and film in a pretty meadow. Then I could clean myself up in a creek or something. It would take exponentially longer to film each video, and then I would have to edit in the dead of the night, while everyone was sleeping and minding their own business. There was still a chance I would get caught.

And it sucked that I had to go sneaking around, as if I was committing some crime. It sucked that I would have to act like some sort of degenerate, as if I was producing some weird, gross pornography. I was just making innocent YouTube videos. Why did I have to act like a scared little church mouse?

What other choice did I have?

I needed to wait a week before I could buy the outfits and the makeup. I didn’t yet have enough money in my account, and I didn’t have a credit card. Then, it would take a week to ship, meaning I would have to make a video very fast to keep our daily video momentum going. It wasn’t the end of the world if we missed a couple of days… but was I really going to travel to the edge of town every day to film a video? Was I going to stay awake all night to edit each video? Where was I going to stash all of my outfits and my makeup, with my mom cruising in and out of my bedroom every day?

Maybe Lars was right. Maybe I did need to fess up.


CHAPTER 7
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Iwanted to use our money to buy the clothes and makeup, but Lars didn’t agree entirely. “I don’t mind you spending some of our money to make money. But I don’t think we need to spend all of our cash on clothes that we already have access to.”

“But we don’t have access,” I replied. “That’s not our stuff. It’s my sister’s stuff, and there’s no way I can get into her room to get it without her noticing it gone.”

“You can just ask her to borrow it,” he replied.

I shook my head. He wasn’t budging on his idea of me telling them about what I was up to.

But I could wait another week before my seventy-percent covered the cost of the clothes and the makeup. Sure, it would mean putting the channel on pause for a week, but at least it was a plan.

The day came a week later. We uploaded that last recorded video, and now we had nothing to put out. I spent my time the next day trying to market the channel, but the views were already starting to dip. That momentum was waning. And the next day was even worse. Views were down by 25%. I still hadn’t placed the clothing order, as I was waiting for YouTube to transfer the money to my PayPal account. I had stupidly assumed it would be an instant process, but because my account was new, they were now telling me it could take 10-12 business days. I couldn’t wait that long, but I had no other choice.

The next day, our views were down by another 25%. “You need to come clean so we can get another video up,” Lars said to me in a message.

“Why don’t you put on the wig and the makeup?” I said.

“Because you look good and I would look silly,” he said, not getting what I was saying to him.

I was getting frustrated with him. I was frustrated with the whole situation. I kept reading the comments: “No new video? What’s going on?” “Is this channel dead?” I couldn’t believe how quickly people were jumping ship. Some of them were worried about me. “Are you okay? Do you need anything?” asked one fan.

“Just working on the next video!” I replied awkwardly. But now I was starting to worry that the channel was dead.

But it wasn’t the channel I found myself mourning over. I wanted to feel the tight embrace of a dress so badly. I wanted to feel the soft flowy feeling of a cute skirt. I wanted to feel that mascara heaviness on my eyelashes. I wanted to look cute. I wanted to feel sexy. I wanted to be a woman.

I didn’t feel right as a man. I felt strangely insecure. I felt small and weak. I felt like I didn’t meet some sort of standard—and I felt like I didn’t want to meet that standard. All of the advice online said to hit the gym, but I didn’t want to hit the gym. I didn’t want to pack muscle onto my shoulders. I liked being petite and cute. I liked being slender and curvy. My sister kept telling me to get a haircut, but I wanted my hair to grow long, so I could cut some cute bangs, or maybe some long fringes.

It was a Friday night. My sister was all dolled up, but she wasn’t going out. Ben forgot to make the reservation and then he went to meet up with some friends so they could watch a hockey game. My sister was furious, but she looked good, with her hair tied up into a braided bun. I wanted to ask her how she did her hair like that, but I knew I couldn’t ask such a question.

I stared at her from across the room while she steamed. “I’m going to dump him. I’m so sick of him,” she muttered under her breath. “He’s such a lousy piece of work. I don’t know why I ever liked him.”

“I like your hair,” I said.

Then she looked at me slowly. Her eyes narrowed. “What?” she said.

“Your hair. I like it.”

She stared at me for a long moment. “Oh. Well… Thank you,” she said with a smile.

“Your makeup looks good too,” I said. My heart was pounding, but I didn’t know why.

“Thanks, bro,” she said. “That means a lot.” She kept staring at me. It was a moment before she looked away. “I was supposed to be at a fancy restaurant.”

“Sorry,” I said.

“It’s not your fault. I think he didn’t make the reservation on purpose. He knew he couldn’t afford it, so he pretended like he forgot.”

“Maybe,” I said. Then the room became silent. I cleared my throat. “I like your dress.”

She looked at me again. “What do you want?” she said with narrowed eyes.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You want money or something? Want me to buy alcohol for you and your friends?”

“No,” I said.

She stared at me for another long moment before looking away. I bit hard on my tongue. I was able to tell Lars about my YouTube scheme. Why couldn’t I tell my own sister? Sure, now there were more details, like the makeup and the wig and the outfits. This wasn’t just confessing to doing a voice—but it still shouldn’t have felt like such a big deal. I took a deep breath in. “While you were gone, I started a YouTube channel,” I said. I could already feel the weight lifting off of my shoulders.

She looked at me, and I told her about what I did. I told her about the person I hired on Fiverr, and then I told her about doing the voice myself. I watched as her eyes became wider and wider. She didn’t believe me until I did the voice. Then I confessed to wearing her clothes. “I needed to make new content, and I couldn’t use film footage, so I filmed myself.”

She laughed almost non-stop until I showed her one of the videos. Then she suddenly stopped. “Wait. That’s you!?” she said. “Are you kidding me? You’re like… hot.”

I felt myself blushing. “I was just doing it for the money,” I said. I showed her the earnings. And that weight continued to lift from my shoulders. But there was still one big confession I had to make.

“Look dude, if you want to borrow my clothes, feel free. Money is money. I wish I could make decent money without having to go to my dead-end job.”

“Thanks,” I said softly. I still have to tell my mother and my father, but I felt like it was going to be easy. So far, everyone understood and nobody had anything bad to say. Sure, there was some laughter, but I could handle a bit of laughter.

“There’s one other thing,” I said.

“What is it?” my sister asked.

Then my mother walked into the room. “What are you guys talking about?” she asked with an oblivious smile on her face.

I looked at my mom and then I looked at my sister. My stomach turned, but I had to say it. “I want to be a woman,” I said. The room fell silent. Eyes were wide and lips were parted.

“A—A what?” my mom said. My sister showed my mom the picture of me on the laptop screen.

“That’s Pete,” my sister said.

Now they were both staring at me. “It’s how I’m comfortable,” I said. I’d never been more terrified in my life. But somehow, I felt so free and so relaxed. I felt like I had nothing to lose and everything to gain.

“O—Okay,” my mom said. She looked shocked, but she didn’t look horrified. She didn’t look offended or upset. She just looked surprised. And I was probably just as surprised. It wasn’t something I knew about myself just a month earlier.

“So I need to film another video,” I said. “You really don’t mind if I grab something from your closet?” I said to my sister. My heart was still pounding with horror, but I was proud of myself.

“Go ahead,” she said. Then she looked at my mom as I hopped up to my feet. I went up to her room and then I nearly fell to my knees, overwhelmed by feelings of joy and excitement—and still a bit of terror. I was entering into an uncharted territory. I had no idea what to expect, but I was excited to find out what was waiting for me.

I sent Lars a message. “I did it. I told them,” I said.

“I’m proud of you,” he replied. “Want me to come over?”

“I’ll shoot this one myself. I’ll send it to you to watch before I upload it though.”

“Sounds good.”

I didn’t review a new movie or a new game—or an old movie or an old game. I didn’t review anything. Instead, I looked into the camera lens and I came clean to everyone. I wasn’t going to lie anymore. Now, everyone would know my truth.

THE END


PHOTOSHOOT
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PHOTOSHOOT


Nathan has wondered about his photography-student-wife’s sexuality for years, but when he finally finds a box of photos from his wife’s previous relationship, the debate is over: his wife once had a sexual relationship with another woman. The question now is, does she still think about being with women?

The answer to that question starts to become clear after his wife’s boudoir model drops out the day before a big assignment is due, and the lingerie just happens to perfectly fit Nathan.


CHAPTER 1
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My wife, Jennie, had no idea that I knew about her secret past. I couldn’t believe it stayed a secret for so long—it really shouldn’t have. The clues were everywhere, for years. I guess it was just too hard to believe that my wife was once in a lesbian relationship.

The first clue should have clicked in my brain a few weeks after we got married. We’d just gotten a new television for our bedroom, and she had the idea of watching porn while we had sex. I let her pick the porn, and she picked a lesbian video. “I thought it would turn you on,” she said, and she was right. It was a while before I started to realize she was putting on lesbian porn more often than not when we made love.

One time I jokingly pointed it out. She laughed and said, “I guess I just really like their outfits. And they do their hair so pretty.” I assumed it was a girl thing.

And then I found the photos online. I don’t know whether I can call them damning, but they were damn close. We were out for lunch and she’d let a name slip: Veronica. I’d never heard the name before. I asked who Veronica was, and she said, “Oh, just a friend from photography school.” I did some digging online that night, after Jennie went to sleep. I thought it was strange that we’d been together for eight years and she’d never mentioned any Veronica.

After a good amount of searching, I found a Veronica that went to the same photography school as Jennie. And Veronica’s profile picture was of her kissing another woman. Her sexual preference was set to ‘women’, and all of her pictures were set to public. I honestly thought I had the wrong woman, until I found a picture of her with my wife. It was a ten year old picture, and there were a few more to go with it. One of the photos was my young wife and this Veronica woman kissing. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of the photo.

I decided not to mention it. I convinced myself that it was nothing—that most women go through a ‘messing around’ phase. Girls kiss girls all the time, right?

Though I was starting to have doubts about my wife’s sexual preferences—but I wasn’t convinced. After a while, I forgot about the whole lesbian thing—until my wife enrolled into a new photography class that specialized in boudoir photography. My wife had always been into photography, but I never knew she had any interest in taking photos of almost-naked women. She was excited about the course, and when I asked her, “Why boudoir?” she told me that she just really liked the elegance of it.

I didn’t say anything—though I wanted to, and I almost did when she showed me a picture of the model she had coming over for a shoot. “Do you think she looks like a small or an extra small?” she asked me before making a run down to the lingerie store to buy the outfits for the shoot.

“I’d say a small,” I said.

I hadn’t seen my wife that excited since our wedding day. And I wouldn’t have been so nervous about it had the model not looked almost exactly like Veronica. If my wife was secretly a lesbian (or bisexual), then she definitely had a type.

“Do me a favour while I’m at the store,” Jennie said, “Go into the basement and look for my old tripod. My new one has been acting funny lately.” So I spent the better half of that afternoon in the basement, digging through our storage room for a tripod I’d never even seen before. I dug through box after box, getting deeper and deeper into that dark, cobweb-riddled room.

Finally, I found a box labelled ‘MISC. PHOTOGRAPHY 2008’. I opened up the box, and stuffed inside was the tripod. I pulled it out, and then I noticed a pile of photographs. I looked at them. Most of them were super artsy—probably old projects for classes. Then I found an unmarked envelope. Inside were photos of Veronica and my wife—sometimes together, sometimes alone, all taken on the same bed. The photos started in lingerie and ended up naked. This Veronica chick had a tight body, with small perky tits.

There was even a photo of my wife spreading her legs, showing off her pussy. In another photo, Veronica’s hand was reaching in, rubbing my wife’s clit. The raciest of the photos was of my wife on her back, looking up into the camera lens. She had a strap-on cock in her pussy, her hands on her tits. Her cheeks were red, the way they always got before she came.

So it was true—my wife did have a secret lesbian relationship with a woman named Veronica. And I wasn’t entirely sure what I was supposed to do with that knowledge. Do I say something? Should I be jealous? Should I be angry? It didn’t mean that she loved me any less, did it?

There were two more boxes labelled ‘MISC. PHOTOGRAPHY 2008’ shoved into the corner of that storage room. I opened them up to see what else I could find. And I found tons of photos of Veronica with my wife. Apparently their relationship was much more than a little fling. I even found a set of photos from a boudoir shoot, where Veronica was the model. More than the sex photos, that boudoir shoot made me the most nervous. Because it made me think that the boudoir shoot my wife was currently setting up for had something to do with those old times with her lesbian lover.

At the bottom of the final box I looked in, I found the strap-on from the photos, as well as a few other toys.

If that stage of her life really was over, then why keep the sex toys? Why keep all of the sexy photographs? We’d moved four times since we’d been together. I even remembered moving those very boxes from one storage room to the next. The evidence was literally right under my nose the whole time.
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Ithought about confronting my wife. I really thought that I was going to when I saw her car pull into the driveway. I paced around the kitchen, trying to think of the best way to tell her that I knew about her lesbian past. I even had the words ready on the tip of my tongue. But before I could push them out, I saw her pale face and her glossy eyes. She looked like she was out of breath, like there was something very, very wrong.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“My model just dropped out on me. This is a disaster. I’m having a panic attack.” She brushed by me and went straight for the computer. She started writing out a Facebook post, asking her friends if they knew any models who would be available last minute.

“Can’t you just do it another day? Maybe she’s free tomorrow,” I said.

“The project is due tomorrow, Nathan!” she snapped. She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to yell at you. It’s just—I was so excited to show the class what I could do. Now I’m going to have nothing to show.”

“And you can’t get an extension?” I asked.

“I can, but I’ll miss the presentation—and that’s the whole point.”

I watched as she pulled out her phone. She tried calling friends, but they were all busy. She looked like she was about to cry, and I hated seeing her like that. I’d backed off of my attempt at confronting her. It really wasn’t a big deal—so she had a lesbian relationship back when she was in college. What girl doesn’t mess around with other girls? My only concern was that she’d never told me. I wouldn’t have even cared if she had.

I’m sure I already knew her response: ‘Well it never came up,’ she would have said. Though I’m sure there were hundreds of times she could have mentioned it. I’d mentioned all of my past relationships dozens of times over the span of our relationship, and she’d mentioned all of her male relationships before. It was just the female one (or maybe there was more than one) that never ended up being mentioned.

An hour went by, and my wife only got more upset. She posted an ad, even offered to pay someone one-hundred bucks, but she was unsuccessful. The lights that were already set up in our bedroom would have to come down. The lingerie she’d bought especially for that shoot would have to be returned, or stored away for another boudoir shoot in the future. And all I could do was picture my wife sitting in that photography classroom as all of her classmates went up to present their projects. And when the teacher calls her name, she just forces a smile and says that she has nothing to show.

“No one, huh?” I said to her, as she shuffled over to the bedroom to take down the lights.

“Nope,” she said.

I rubbed her shoulders. “I wish I could help,” I said.

“Thanks, babe.”

I laughed. “Maybe I could put on the lingerie and a wig and you can just shoot me from behind,” I said. It was a joke. I definitely wasn’t expecting her to jump on the offer.

But she turned around and looked at me with her big, glowing eyes. “Really?” she said.

“Um,” I said, and I wasn’t sure what to say next. I didn’t really want to put on women’s underwear and be the star of a photo-shoot that would be shown to thirty complete strangers. I didn’t need my wife’s classmates staring at my hairy ass. “I was just kidding,” I said.

“No, This will actually work. You’re a genius. Oh my God, you’re a lifesaver, Nathan!” she said, suddenly perked right up with a big smile on her face. I couldn’t say no to that smile, but I sure wanted to. I couldn’t bare to break her heart, to see that long face again. Even though she’d kept a major secret from me for eight years (and counting), I still loved her to death.

“I don’t think that underwear you bought will hide my ding-dong, Jennie,” I said.

“There will be a bit of a bulge—I’ll Photoshop it out. Go shave your legs for me. I love you so much,” she zipped away to get her photo-shoot ready, and I was left standing in the bedroom, speechless, and about to be hairless.

“You promise not to show my face or tell anyone who I am, right?” I called out.

“Sure,” she yelled back, but I had a feeling she wasn’t really listening.

“Great…” I muttered, and I shuffled over to the bathroom, to shave my legs. It was definitely one of the stranger things I’d ever done in my life—running a razor down my skin, watching as my legs became smoother and smoother. The lingerie that Jennie had bought for the shoot didn’t cover much in the crotch area, so I had to shave around my cock and balls as well. It took a lot longer than I thought it would.

Jennie poked her head in while I was trying to shave my ass. “How’s it coming?” she asked.

“How does it look?” I asked, feeling strangely vulnerable in front of my wife of eight years.

She just laughed. “Give that to me,” she said. I gave her the razor and she told me to bend over. Another relationship first: my wife shaving my ass. In a funny way, it actually felt kind of nice. “Okay, now let me do your makeup,” she said.

“My makeup? What for? I thought you weren’t going to show my face.”

“Well we might see a sliver of your face—just the side. So we’re going to do your makeup, just to be safe,” she said. She had the biggest smile on her face. I felt like I was with my five-year-old niece, when I let her practice her Halloween makeup on my face. Except this was much more gentle and much more meticulous. “Keep your eyes closed,” she said when she started with the eyeliner. She drew slow, careful lines, insisting I keep my eyes closed. “Wow, you have such pretty eyes,” she said. When I tried to open them, she told me to close them. “No peeking,” she said. So I just sat there for the next thirty minutes with my eyes closed, nearly falling asleep a few times.

“Just wait right there,” she said. I kept my eyes closed as I sat there in silence. When she came back, she slipped something itchy over my head. I thought she was rubbing the cat on my head, and then I opened my eyes to see her fitting a wig onto my head. “Where did you get that?” I asked.

“Remember right after our wedding, when you convinced me to cut off all of my hair and it was the biggest mistake of my life?” she asked. I did remember. I was going through my Emma Watson phase (it was right when she cut off her hair and looked all sexy). I thought my wife would look good with her hair short, but I was wrong. For six months, she wore that shoulder-length dirty-blonde wig. Luckily, her hair grew back fairly quickly.

But it wasn’t the wig I was staring at. It was my face. I hardly recognized myself. I actually looked like a woman. I couldn’t believe what she’d managed to accomplish with that makeup. I brought my fingers up to my face out of instinct. She swatted them down. “You’ll smudge your makeup,” she said. So I kept my hands down. “Let’s get you into the lingerie, shall we?” she said.
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Ifelt completely foolish when I climbed up onto that bed, with the bright LED lights shining down on me through their soft-boxes. I felt especially silly with the gel inserts stuffed into the top of my lingerie, giving me the appearance of having a bust. They jiggled slightly whenever I moved, and I kept checking them to make sure they weren’t falling out. They never did, but they always felt like they were about to.

Jennie stood in the corner with her camera and a big, heavy lens. She had an iPad with her, with a list of different poses she wanted to try with me. She flicked through the poses and found one that she liked. “We’ll start with this. Get on all fours,” she said. I looked at the picture. The girl had her high-heels pressed up to her soft bum and her hands planted beneath her. She was looking over her shoulder with a sexy look on her face.

As soon as I was up on all fours, the lingerie rode up my butt crack. It wasn’t so comfortable, especially once Jennie was behind me with her camera. I froze up. I thought I would be able to bullshit my way through the photo-shoot, but it’s harder than you would think when there is a high-resolution camera pointed right at your practically-bare ass. “Just dip your back down a bit—perk your butt up,” she said.

I tried to do what she said.

“Now relax your shoulders and your neck. And point your toes. And do me favour, and ruffle your hair up a bit,” she said. I tried my best to follow her commands. The room became silent. Did I do it right? Or was my wife realizing how much of a mistake this was?

As I turned to look back at her, the shutter went off. She started snapping bursts of photos. I shot my head forward, away from the camera. I did not want my face to end up in her presentation—especially since we had a party that weekend at one of her classmates’ houses. I didn’t need everyone looking at me and realizing I was the lingerie-clad hussy in my wife’s photos.

“Cross your legs the other way,” she said, so I did. “Now roll onto your side. You’re tense. You need to relax.”

“I can’t,” I said. The photos must have looked so terrible. My body was unflattering. The lingerie felt too tight, my shoulders felt broader than ever, and I felt like a stiff robot moving through her poses. To make matters worse, I was starting to sweat. I had a feeling my makeup was running. I could feel my wig sliding. She kept walking up to me to fix my hair, every three photos or so. And if she wasn’t fixing my hair, she was pulling my lingerie out from my butt crack. I kept trying to cover my crotch—what if she couldn’t Photoshop out the bulge? And then she would demand I move my hands.

She didn’t have that same smile on her face. I felt like I was letting her down, but what could I do? I was doing everything she was asking of me. I was no model. I didn’t know how to pose for a camera. “Slide the straps over your shoulders and hold the lingerie up by cupping your breasts.” I did what she said. She snapped a few photos. “Yes! Just like that!” she said, sounding excited for the first time since we’d started. And then she came around, in front of me.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Taking photos,” she said. I tried to look away from her, but she was too quick.

“I said no face shots,” I said.

“If you don’t like them, I won’t use them,” she said.

“I don’t like them.” I couldn’t look at her without feeling the crushing presence of that big camera lens, staring into my soul. My God, I felt so vulnerable. It was a horrible feeling. Had I seriously agreed to let my wife show pictures of me in lingerie to her classmates? What the hell was I thinking?

“You haven’t seen them yet,” she said with a laugh, and then she snapped a few more. “Roll onto your back.”

I did what she said. She climbed up over me and pointed that camera down. She snapped a few shots. It was impossible to hide my face now without covering my face with my hands—and I knew she would never let me do that. I bit my bottom lip. “Okay, enough,” I said. “I can’t do this. I’m sorry—this was a mistake,” I said.

I had a bad feeling I knew what she was doing. She wasn’t getting sexy boudoir photos, she was getting some artsy weird photos—some sort of culture criticism project. A man in women’s clothing—maybe she thought that was somehow ‘profound’ or something.

I rolled over and hopped off of the bed. “No, don’t leave now,” she said.

“Just delete the photos. I don’t want this,” I said.

She chased me down the hall. “Wait!” she said. “Look at the photos—they’re great.” She held her camera out. I hesitated—I didn’t want to see the photos to see how ridiculous I looked, but I decided to entertain her anyway. And then I was rendered speechless. The photos really did look great, and I looked great in them. I was making faces I didn’t even realize I was making. I looked so sexy, so seductive, so empowered. And the whole time, I thought I was looking stupid and nervous and embarrassed.

“That’s me?” I asked.

“Yeah, don’t you look great?” she said.

“I guess so.” I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. I was just happy that I didn’t look like me—at least not enough that anyone would know.

“I’ll tell my classmates that your sister was my model. No one will know the difference. I promise.” I didn’t have a sister, but her classmates didn’t know that—and none of them would bother to look into it. So maybe it wasn’t so bad. Maybe I could sweat it out and let her get her photos—make her happy. Maybe I would even get laid after it was all said and done. So I went back to the bedroom with her and let her take all the photos she wanted—of my face and everything.

She became much more hands-on when it came to getting me into proper poses, putting her hands on my bum, on my thighs, on my back. She was gentle with her touch, and strangely sensual. She’d never really touched me like that before—not since our honeymoon, anyway. At one point, she was pointing out how great my leg looked. “Look at the way it curves,” she said, running her fingers down my leg. It felt nice. Near the end of the shoot, she got up nice and close, and she was touching me between every shot. ‘Adjusting’ my lingerie, moving my legs—sometimes moving them just to move them back into place. I was starting to think she just wanted to touch me. Maybe she was attracted to me.

We didn’t stop until her camera was full. “Almost fifteen-hundred photos. It’s going to take a while to pick out the best ones,” she said.

She put her camera down and then she jumped on the bed to give me a big kiss. “You’re a lifesaver, Nathan,” she said.

She ran her hands down my sides, and then she slipped one between my legs. “I owe you, big time.” She ran her fingers down my shaft, looking into my eyes while she did it. She looked down at me.

“Give me twenty minutes to shower and then we’ll fuck,” I said, staring into her eyes.

“I don’t have time for that,” she said. “I need to start touching up these shots. Just fuck me quickly right now.”

I took what I could get. I yanked down her shorts, along with her panties. As I tossed them aside, I noticed the damp spot on her panties. I ran my fingers between her legs. Her slit was wet. She was horny as hell. “Fuck me,” she said, reaching down and fishing my cock out from my lingerie.

I have to say, it was kind of weird fucking my wife in lingerie, while she was wearing one of my old t-shirts, her hair tied up messily behind her head. But sex is sex. I was hard within a minute, and I was pumping her wet pussy within the next. She started moaning faster than ever, biting her bottom lip, staring down at me with glowing eyes. I couldn’t even remember the last time I’d made her come, and now she was coming right out of the gate. And she came a second time, too, just another minute later.

And it wasn’t until I was coming deep in her dripping-wet snatch that I stopped to think that she was only coming because of the wig and the makeup and the lingerie. My heart skipped a beat. Did I just satisfy my wife’s secret lesbian fantasy?

She gave me the hottest kiss of our relationship, and then she stood up, letting my creampie ooze out from her tight pussy. “That was amazing,” she said. “But I have to get to work.” She made a quick stop at the bathroom before running over to her computer to offload the day’s photo-shoot. And I was left laying on that bed, staring up at the ceiling, wondering what it all meant. I looked over at the mirror, seeing myself on that bed, my legs still in fishnets, that wig still on my head, my eyes still big and shining with perfectly applied eyeliner.

Is this what my wife had wanted for years, or was I just being crazy?
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It was a few days later when Jennie was at work when I really started thinking about what she wanted. I did my best to dig back into my memories, to see if there were more clues that I’d been missing through our whole relationship—or if there was possibly a convincing clue that her whole lesbian phase was behind her, never to surface again.

It was terrifying to think that my wife could wake up one morning and decide that she didn’t want to be with me, just because I was a man. I tried to convince myself that I was just being over-reactive, but was I? Is it really that hard to believe that a former lesbian would go back to women after a few years?

I went onto her computer, to see if I could find anything else. I was afraid that I would look into her browser history and find some lesbian dating profile, or I would look into her e-mail and find whole secret conversations with secret lesbian lovers. I tried to give my wife the benefit of the doubt, but my mind insisted on wandering regardless.

I found nothing on her computer except for those images of me, all touched up, in a folder on her desktop. I looked through the photos for the first time since seeing them on the tiny camera monitor. I looked good—too good. I started to feel nauseous looking at those photos, realizing how feminine my body was. I knew that I was small for a man, but I didn’t realize I was feminine. I suppose the silver-lining was that my wife was apparently into that. For the past decade, I’d spent countless hours at the gym trying to bulk up. But my body never seemed to get any bigger. My doctor told me that I just had a very fast metabolism, and that it’s hard to put on muscle with a fast metabolism. I thought my wife would like a bulkier, hard body to hold onto during sex, but apparently she was quite happy with my small, soft frame.

I logged into my wife’s e-mail account. I felt a bit guilty, snooping around on her computer behind her back, but that curiosity was just growing stronger and stronger—I needed to satisfy it. I searched for the name ‘Veronica’ and found a string of results, all dating back to before we met—all but one…

It was from two years after Jennie and I started dating, a few months before we were married. It was Veronica who reached out to my wife, and my wife responded. They went back and forth a little bit, catching up. Veronica told my wife about the two years she’d spent living in Paris. Finally, Veronica told my wife that she was back in town and wanted to try to work things out. “Maybe we can pick up where we left off,” she said.

“I’m with someone else now. I’m sorry,” my wife said.

“Who is she? Does she at least treat you well?” Veronica asked.

“She’s a he, and I love him.” The message brought a smile to my face, but it was short-lived.

“A boy, huh?” Veronica wrote. “I bet no boy can give you this…” And attached to the message was a naked photo. And damn, she was good-looking, her tits all perky, her butt nice and round, her skin so soft… My wife didn’t respond right away. In fact, it took her three full days to respond, as if she had to think about it.

That message stream was from just a few months before we got married. Did my wife consider leaving me for a woman, just a few months before our wedding? My heart sank into my gut. I took a deep breath. Maybe she did, but she did choose me in the end, so what was I really so concerned about? I won in the end—isn’t that all that matters?

“It’s a sacrifice I’m willing to make,” my wife finally wrote back, and that was the last message my wife sent. I wasn’t sure whether to be proud of my wife for standing strong, or if I should be concerned that my wife had to make a sacrifice that big to stay with me. If my wife was living her life without something that she wanted, then I wasn’t exactly smiling. I liked to think that I gave my wife everything—the perfect life. But there was only so much I could give her. I couldn’t exactly give her a pair of tits to squeeze or a pussy to eat out.

There was one message from Veronica that went unanswered. “If you change your mind, here’s my phone number. We can meet up and your boy doesn’t even have to know.” I couldn’t help but wonder if my wife had ever dialled that number, if there was ever any meeting up behind my back. It was impossible to know. Even if I confronted my wife and told her that I knew about Veronica and the e-mails, how could I know if she told me the truth? If she was sneaking around behind my back, then there would be nothing stopping her from lying about it.

I liked to think that my wife had been loyal to me, and I really had no good reason to think otherwise. In fact, I couldn’t help but hate myself just a little bit for considering otherwise. But that didn’t stop the thought from buzzing around in my head. I looked at that phone number. Maybe I could ask this Veronica girl if there had been any meet-ups since her apparent trip to Paris. Maybe I could ask this Veronica girl about her relationship with my wife so that I could learn a little bit more about this sacrifice my wife made for me.

I picked up my phone, dialled the number, and then hesitated, my thumb hovering over the dial icon. Was I really going to do this? Did I really think that there could be any good outcome from this conversation? Did I really think that this Veronica girl—who wanted my wife to leave me so they could run off together—would be honest with me?
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Iimmediately started regretting making that call when I took my seat in that little café. It was the exact seat she told me to sit at when we spoke on the phone: “In the far back corner there’s a little table with two chairs. Be there at four.” She didn’t want to talk over the phone. She insisted that we meet and speak in person. I reluctantly agreed.

But now that I was sitting at that table, waiting for her to show up, I started to wonder what the hell I was thinking. This was an awful idea. If my wife found out about this meeting, she would have been devastated. Would she be angry with me? I don’t know—it was a secret she’d kept for the better half of a decade. But if she kept it a secret, then she obviously didn’t want me to know about it, and that probably meant she didn’t want me meeting up with her lesbian ex-lover. Yet there I was.

I recognized her instantly when she walked into the café. She looked older than the photos I’d seen, obviously, but she was still a fox. She had her hair dyed dark, with dark lines around her eyes, and she was wearing a black fur coat. She smiled when our eyes met. She had a seductive smile that made me think of Jessica Rabbit. I was surprised that she wasn’t wearing long satin gloves. She went to the counter to order herself a coffee. She would look over at me every few seconds, sometimes at my face, sometimes at my body. At times, it almost looked like she was trying not to laugh.

“I take it you’re Nathan,” she said to me when she finally came to the table, a steaming cup of coffee in her hand.

“That’s right. Nice to meet you.” I stood up and offered to shake her hand, but she didn’t take my hand. Instead, she sat down and blew on her coffee. She kept her gaze glued to my eyes, and that smirk never left her face. “So, uh, you and my wife used to, um, date,” I said.

“Did we date? I don’t remember any dates,” she said. Her smirk grew slightly, enough to notice.

I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure out what she meant. “Sorry?” I said.

“I loved your wife, and your wife loved me—at least I think she loved me. But we were never a couple. Just lovers.” The comment brought a lump up into my throat. “Our relationship was sexual. It almost became more than that a few times, but Jennie was always afraid of what her parents would think.”

Jennie’s parents both passed away a few years after our wedding, and I hadn’t stopped to consider them into the equation. Her father was a minister, and her mother was part of the choir. They practically lived at their church, and it was a fairly conservative church—one that wouldn’t have been too fond of Jennie’s lesbian relationship. And that begged the question: did Jennie settle for me to appease her family? Was she just using me so no one would know that she was a lesbian?

“I guess what I wanted to ask you was, have you spoken with my wife at all in the past eight years or so?” I said, brushing the thought away. My wife loved me—I was sure of that. I’d seen it in her eyes before, when we made love—not so much recently, but I’d definitely seen it. The real question that refused to leave my mind was, would Jennie have been happier with a woman? Would her eyes sparkle more often if I looked more like the vixen who now sat across from me?

Veronica laughed. “Don’t trust your wife, Nathan?” she asked.

“No, it’s not that.”

“Then what is it?”

I took a deep breath and tried to collect my thoughts. I wasn’t even sure what exactly I was asking, what I was trying to get to the bottom of. Maybe I was just trying to figure out if there was something with a bottom to get to. “I didn’t know about my wife’s… preferences until recently,” I said, and I don’t know why I said it. I don’t know why I felt that I needed to give this woman more of a reason to think that I was some beta pushover.

“And what are your wife’s preferences?” she asked with that big smirk.

I was starting to feel like I was in a therapy session. Veronica had a way of talking down to me, making me feel like I was a fool, like she knew more about my wife than I did, even though she only knew my wife for a few years during college. “I found the pictures—of you and her.”

“That’s cute,” she said. “She still has those, huh?”

“Lots of them,” I said. “And, well, I just had no idea.”

“Well that’s very sweet and all, but if you just wanted to meet up with me to see if your wife is having an affair, I’m afraid I can’t help you.”

“I don’t think she’s having an affair,” I said. And I knew that she wasn’t. I knew she would never do anything like that to me, even if she was secretly a lesbian.

“Then what’s this all about?” Veronica asked.

I took a breath. Apparently, I’d forgotten what I wanted to accomplish with this woman. Maybe I just wanted to see her for myself, see that she really existed. Or maybe I did, deep down, think that my wife could have been cheating on me. I hadn’t felt anxiety like that since I was a teenager, trying to talk to girls who were the same size or taller than me. It wasn’t an anxiety that I missed. “I just want my wife to be happy,” I said.

And I watched her grin grow from ear to ear.
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My meeting with Veronica really did end up turning into something along the lines of a therapy session. She had a way of making me talk—or I should say, guilting me into talking. Whenever I was coy about something, she would say, “I thought you wanted to help your wife, Nathan,” and then I would end up spilling my guts. Because the truth was, that’s all I really wanted: I just wanted my wife to be happy, and I wanted to be the one to make her happy.

We talked until it was late. I didn’t realize how late it was until I got a text message from Jennie asking where I was. She was home from work. I lied and told her I was stuck in a business meeting. I didn’t like lying, but I felt like I was making good progress, getting closer to understanding what I was missing—and I don’t just mean the fact that I wasn’t a woman. I knew that I wasn’t going to be able to satisfy that piece of the puzzle, but I was starting to think that I could help in that department.

I had an idea, though I wasn’t sure how to feel about it. But it came to me when I was on my way home from the café. The last thing Veronica said to me was, “If you really love your wife, you’ll find a way to give her what she wants.” I remembered reading a news article about a woman who was in a car accident. She had to spend a whole year in the hospital, stuck in a hospital bed, unable to pleasure her husband. According to the article, she ended up finding an escort who agreed to have sex with her husband, “with no kissing” the article said. That part stuck with me because I found it funny—to think that of all the things that go on during sex, kissing was the step too far.

But now that I was thinking about it, it kind of made sense. If my wife wanted to be with another woman, maybe I could set that up—as long as it wasn’t romanticized. It just needed to be a physical thing. If she wanted to suck some chick’s nipples, eat some chick out, fuck some chick with a strap-on—why should I stop her? In fact, the thought kind of turned me on. It wasn’t until I imagined my wife making out with another woman that I began to feel uncomfortable.

Once I had the idea in my head, my heart wouldn’t stop pounding.

I waited for my wife to go to bed before I took to the internet to further the idea that was brewing in my mind. I’d never looked into escorts before. I had no idea where to find them or what they cost, but I figured the internet was a good place to start. I made sure I was set to private browsing, so my wife wouldn’t think that I was trying to cheat on her with a prostitute.

I found a website with a long list of classified ads that could be sorted based on preferences. I sorted that list to only show female escorts who were open to fooling around with female clients. Then I sorted by price. I stuck to the high-end options, assuming they would be safer, more reliable, and clean. The last thing I wanted was to give my wife an infection.

I found one girl who looked a bit like Veronica, and a bit like me—except a few years younger. She had a cute smile, and nice, big, soft breasts. She had a five-star rating—not a single review below five-stars (I thought it was strange that they had ratings). I stared at her profile for a long time, hovering my cursor over the contact button. It couldn’t hurt to send the girl an e-mail, right? I figured, maybe she’s had similar inquiries before and can shed some of her experience on my situation…

I sent her an e-mail, my heart pounding with every character I typed. I explained my situation and my plan. The idea was to stage a photo-shoot. I would tell my wife that I found her a model so she could practice her boudoir photography. I would even rent a studio for the day, so she wouldn’t be stuck in our tiny bedroom, pressing her back awkwardly into my dresser to get the shots she needed.

The escort, who called herself Lovely Lucy, would pretend to just be a hired model, and she would try to seduce my wife. Somehow—and I hadn’t figured out how yet—I would make sure my wife knew that it was okay to indulge, to mess around a bit. The only way I could think to give her that freedom was by telling her I was aware of her lesbian past. But I figured that would have to come out sooner or later.

I got a reply from the escort quickly. She must have been at the computer when I sent it. “This sounds like so much fun,” she wrote. “You sound like a cute husband.” The comment brought warmth to my cheeks. My heart was still pounding with hesitation, but the thought of my wife being happier than ever before was more important than my insecurities.

“Are you available Saturday?” I asked.

“Count me in,” she replied. So the date was set. Now I just needed to tell my wife that I knew she liked women. Strangely enough, that was much, much more difficult than hiring a prostitute.
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Ialmost told Jennie the next night, two nights before the studio shoot I had all set up. The words were on the tip of my tongue—they really were. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t push them off. Instead, I just told her about the rented studio and the hired model—not mentioning she was actually an escort. Jennie’s face lit up and she threw her arms around me. “You’re so supportive—I love it,” she said, giving me a big smooch on the cheek.

I didn’t want to ruin the moment, so I figured I would sleep on it and try again the next day. Surely there was a correct order in which words could have been used so that she wouldn’t feel cornered, so that she would understand that I was trying to do something nice for her without making her feel uncomfortable. I spent the whole day thinking about it, and right before she came home from work, I realized there was no ‘right’ way to tell her—I just had to do it, I just had to get it over with before it was too late. And I was ready to do it, waiting in the kitchen, waiting to just tell her as soon as she walked in the door: ‘I know that you like women.’

But again, I didn’t do it. I saw her big smile and I chickened out. The next day was no different. Again, I was ready to tell her. She had the day off from class, and was in the spare room getting all of her gear ready for the big shoot. I went into that room to tell her the truth about her model, but as soon as she looked up at me, I became overwhelmed by a nervousness, and I just couldn’t do it.

Now I had a problem—a serious problem. I couldn’t cancel the escort without ruining Jennie’s day. And I couldn’t tell Jennie that her model was an escort without making things horribly awkward. But she was bound to find out eventually—unless I just let the escort do her thing. “You’re going to come with me tomorrow, right?” Jennie asked.

I thought about it. My plan was to stay back, but that plan was made back when I thought I would be able to tell Jennie that I knew about her lesbian fling. The escort was supposed to be a surprise—and now it was going to be the wrong kind of surprise: ‘Surprise! I know that you’ve been keeping a secret from me for almost a decade!’

And if I didn’t go, what if Jennie went ahead with it? What if she fucked the escort and then didn’t tell me about it? Was I just setting myself up for more anxiety and paranoia? “I’ll stay back,” I said with a big forced smile.

And then the day came, and it was the worst day ever. Jennie left for the shoot and sent me a text when she got there. “The model was here early. She’s so pretty. Can’t wait to show you the photos we take,” she said. And the minutes went by in super-slow-motion. Was my wife currently sleeping with an escort? And would I have to find out from the escort? Or worse, was my wife finding out that I knew about her secret—or was the escort doing a good job at our little roleplaying arrangement?

I sent Jennie a text after an hour. “How’s it all going?” I asked, but I received no response. Another painful hour went by. Still no reply. The day was pure torture. I started regretting the whole thing. I wished I’d never e-mailed Veronica. I wished I’d never found that box with those pictures. I liked being ignorant to the whole thing—I liked being oblivious. There’s a real comfort in obliviousness…

Finally, Jennie sent me a text message letting me know she was on her way home. “Great shoot. Can’t wait to show you the photos,” she said. My heart finally started beating again, but now I was more confused than ever. Did the escort chicken out, or did she try to seduce my wife? If so, did they do it?

“See you soon,” I wrote back.

I rushed over to my computer and e-mailed the escort. “How did the day go? Did you sleep with my wife?” I asked. I clicked refresh repeatedly, hoping for another quick reply. But the quick reply didn’t come. I shut the computer down quickly when I heard Jennie’s car pulling into the driveway. I perked up, started pacing. My heart was pounding. Was I now responsible for my wife cheating on me? Was it cheating? Of course it was—assuming they fucked. Unless Lovely Lucy told my wife about the arrangement before they went ahead with it. If my wife fucked the prostitute without knowing I set the whole thing up, then it was cheating. And it was all my fault.

Jennie walked in the door. She looked up at me and smile. She had a glossy look in her eyes, redness in her cheeks. “Hey,” she said with a smile. She was glowing, strangely high. It almost looked like her lipstick was smudged, but I couldn’t tell for sure.

“How did it go?” I asked nervously, my hands clasped behind my back, trembling slightly.

“It went well. Want to see the pictures?” she asked. She plopped the memory card out from her camera and walked it over to the computer. She booted it up. I suddenly had a panic attack, thinking I’d left my e-mail open to the conversation with the escort—or that the escort would reply while my wife was showing me the pictures, and the little notification would pop up in the corner. I took a deep breath and took the seat next to my wife.

She started showing me the pictures. “I don’t know where you found this model, but she was so… open,” my wife said, showing me picture after picture. The model became more and more nude as the photos went by. The last photo Jennie showed me was of the escort on all fours, completely nude, her breasts uncovered. The shot made my heart skip a beat. I could see that there were about one-hundred more shots. “Those are the good ones,” my wife said, closing the folder of photos quickly, without showing me that last batch. She plopped the memory card out from the computer without off-loading the photos like she usually would.

“Aren’t you going to dump the photos?” I asked.

“Maybe later. I’m kind of tired right now,” she said. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was waiting until I wasn’t around, so she could hide those final hundred shots. “I think I’m going to take a hot bath. Want to make me a tea?”

“Sure,” I said. I waited for her to slip into that tub before I ran over to her camera bag and fished out that memory card. I wasn’t quite sure how to use the thing, but it couldn’t be too hard. I pushed it into the slot that she used before and I pressed all sorts of buttons until the computer dinged. Then, I opened up that folder. I kept looking back, to make sure she hadn’t slipped out from the tub.

I scrolled through those photos until I reached those final hundred shots. And I could see why my wife was hiding them. They got racier and racier—even pornographic near the end. In one photo, the escort had her legs spread, and her pointer finger between her plump, wet pussy lips. In another, she was on all fours, back to the camera, her asshole slightly agape. I was trembling at the sight of the shots. I couldn’t believe my wife had really taken them.

And most startling of all, the photos were time-stamped. The final photo was taken almost two hours before Jennie came home that evening. So what happened during that final two hours? It only took thirty minutes for Jennie to wrap up all of her gear—even if she was moving slower than usual, that still couldn’t account for the lost time. So was it true? Did my wife sleep with a prostitute?

“How’s that tea coming?” my wife called out.

“One second!” I called back. I closed the folder, plopped out the memory card, and fetched my wife her tea.

My head was spinning and my heart was racing. This was supposed to make my wife happy. Instead, it was just driving me insane. I felt sick to my stomach, like I was now responsible for my own demise. There was no other possibility: my wife must have fucked that beautiful, young hooker. And she did it without mentioning a word to me. My wife cheated on me, and it was my own fault.

I was very, very confused later that night, when I got an e-mail back from the escort. “Your wife wouldn’t sleep with me. She loves you too much. But the photo-shoot was loads of fun!” I just stared at that e-mail, wondering what was happening.
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It was the next day when Jennie ran out to the store to buy a few things for dinner when I jumped onto the computer to see what she’d done with those racy photos. I found the folder with all of the decent shots. There were a few hand-bra shots in that folder, and one with a slight hint of nipple, but the other ninety shots were missing. I searched for hidden folders but could find none. I even went online to look up how to search for all recent files in all the folders—and I found those racy shots… in the trash bin, ready to be deleted forever.

So maybe my wife was telling the truth. Maybe they just weren’t good shots. Maybe she never asked the escort to make those poses, and she just took the shots to entertain her. Maybe my wife really did love me more than her desire to be with women.

But her desire to be with women was still obvious. It was obvious in the shots she kept of that escort—just in the way she framed her, in the way she captured the moments. There was an intended sexiness to it, a certain lust to every shot. And I couldn’t be disappointed or upset with that. It was just the way she was programmed. I was just happy that she resisted the temptation for me, even though, as far as she knew, she could have gotten away with it.

But the fact still remained: I needed to tell my wife that I knew. I couldn’t keep my knowledge a secret any longer. Soon, it would start dividing us. It had already turned me into a nosy snoop. It made me nervous every time she left the house, even when she was just out buying chicken stock for soup.

All of the same words came into my mouth, and I had them right there on the tip of my tongue. But I knew I wouldn’t be able to say them. I knew there really weren’t words to properly communicate such a touchy topic.

But I had a better idea. Actions speak louder than words, and my beautiful wife had already used her own actions to tell me. And I knew because she took that new tripod of hers to the escort photo-shoot. The tripod worked fine. She only sent me to the basement to find that old tripod because she wanted me to find those photos. The model who bailed on her last minute probably never existed in the first place. I had a feeling the plan all along was to get me to slip into that lingerie. Yes, my wife wanted to be with a woman, but she wanted that woman to be me.

So while she was out at the store, I hustled to get ready. I got into that wig, I did up my makeup (as best as I could—I was going to need a lot more practice in the future), and I got into some really cute lingerie and heels. I got the bedroom all pretty with candles, and then I waited for her to come home. I was as nervous as hell, my heart slamming into my ribcage, but I knew I was doing the right thing. I was going to make all of this right, I was going to make my wife feel at peace with her secret, and I would be at peace with mine.

When she walked in and saw me on that bed, staring into her eyes, more exposed and vulnerable than ever, I thought about cracking a joke—playing it all off as a prank. But I bit my tongue and went through with it. This is what she wants. She doesn’t want you mocking it. She put her bag of groceries down and she walked towards me. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“I thought we could do another photo-shoot,” I said in my best lady voice. “I think I can do better.”

She smiled as she stared at me. She bit the corner of her bottom lip. “Let me get my camera,” she said, and then she ran off to get her camera. She didn’t bother setting up lights, or getting her whole lens kit spread out on the dresser. It was a raw, natural shoot. I posed as best as I could for my wife, and I tried to be as sexy as possible. With every shot, she came closer and closer to me. I smiled when she started adjusting my body with her hands. “You look good,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. “How are the pictures?”

“Great.”

I took a deep breath. “Do you like me like this?” I asked.

She smiled with red cheeks. “Yeah,” she said.

“I can do this more often—like, not just for photos.”

“I’d like that,” she said coyly. She snapped a few more photos. “Roll over,” she said. I flipped onto my stomach. She reached down and ran her hand over my ass. “You’ve got the most photogenic butt I’ve ever worked with.” She giggled.

“So work away,” I said, giving it a little jiggle. She snapped a few shots. “You know, there’s a toy in one of those boxes downstairs. Why don’t you run and grab it?” I asked.

I looked over my shoulder at her, and she looked at me. Her eyes were glowing. “Really?” she said.

“Yeah,” I said.

She couldn’t fight the smile from her face. She ran down to the basement and returned in a flash. She knew exactly where that strap-on was. She quickly undressed, tossing her clothes onto the ground. And then she got the strap-on cinched tight. “Are you sure about this?” she asked, her cheeks now dark red.

“Positive,” I said. I will say that I was quite nervous about being pegged in the ass. I’d never been penetrated before—but I was happy it was with my wife, the woman I loved more than anything in the world. If she wanted to peg my ass, then she could go wild. If that made her happy, then I wasn’t going to dare stop her.

She climbed up on the bed, her camera still hanging on her chest. “Be sure to get some good pictures,” I said.

“I will,” she said. She pressed the tip of that strap-on up against my butthole. She circled it around for a moment before pressing it in. It took a second to penetrate, and another few seconds before my muscles relaxed so it could sink in deep. And God, did it feel good.

The dildo was ribbed just perfectly, so when she pulled out and pushed in, it massaged my anus just right. Not to mention, it was curved in just the perfect way to press against my prostate—my sweet spot. It wasn’t long before I was trembling all over, taking deep breaths in an attempt to control my body (a failed attempt). She reached down and grabbed handfuls of my ass. She squeezed. “You’ve got the cutest bum I’ve ever seen,” she said with a giggle.

“Show me,” I said. She snapped a photo of that rubber cock deep in my asshole. She showed me the shot. It was strangely arousing, seeing myself being dominated by my wife—I liked it. “Fuck me,” I said.

And she started thrusting, pulling that entire cock out before plunging it down hard. After just a few thrusts, I was a moaning mess. My cock was rock hard, and I had a feeling it was going to burst awfully soon. I looked over my shoulder and watched my beautiful wife, her tits bouncing as she leaned her head back and closed her eyes. She let out a long, elated sigh, as if she’d been waiting for this moment for eight years.

I hated that it took so long to finally realize who we were, but I was glad we finally made it. “I love you,” I managed to say between moans.

“I love you, too,” she said.

And then I felt a warmth pooling in my tight little panties. I was coming. “Oh God,” I moaned.

From that day forward, I was never afraid of saying anything to my wife, and she never held back on saying anything to me. When I wanted something, I let her know. When she wanted something, she let me know. And I have to say, I was surprised at just how much she had been holding back all those years. Let’s just say, from then on, my asshole got quite the workout, and so did my tongue. And my cock still got its share of fun too, from time to time—usually in a pair of crotchless panties.

THE END


I KNOW HER SECRET
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I KNOW HER SECRET


Cliff has a special job: colour correcting film footage for major movie studios. He gets access to hard drives filled with cut takes and scenes. In some of that spare footage, major celebrities have wardrobe malfunctions in front of the camera, and Cliff, being an opportunist, can’t help but sell those clips anonymously for thousands of dollars to magazines and websites.

One afternoon, while going through the footage of a major motion picture, Cliff finds a tiny wardrobe malfunction with big consequences: Vanessa Klein, a rising star, accidentally let her big package slip out from under her skirt. It all happened so fast that the cameraman probably didn’t even notice. And on that same hard drive Cliff finds Vanessa’s personal contact information. So rather than going to his usual contacts for his pay-out, this time he tries going right to the source.


CHAPTER 1
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It was 2013 and I was quite possibly the only guy on the planet with a photo of Jessica Perkins’s tits. And yes, I do mean the Jessica Perkins.

I’d had that photo for almost a year, sitting on my hard drive, begging to be released to the world. I didn’t even show it to my close friends—I couldn’t show it to my close friends or I would jeopardize my chance to make an easy hundred thousand dollars. And yes, that was the going rate for a picture of Jessica Perkins’s titties. She was arguably the most famous actress at the time, after she did that string of blockbuster movies.

Sometimes I wonder if I was the one who ended her career. After that photo got out in 2014, she stopped acting for a few years. When she finally came back, she was just doing indie stuff and people only remembered her as ‘that girl who was in the movie with the green guys’. While she was hiding from the media, her buzz died and that was it for Jessica Perkins. And I was no longer the only person on the planet with a photo of Jessica Perkins’s tits.

But I had plenty more photos in my collection, waiting to be released into the world for the right price. Were they my photos to sell? Technically not. But I had them, and people were offering lots of money, so how could I say no? How could I turn down tens of thousands of dollars for a quick e-mail when I only made about $45,000 per year? It was just business.

It was always a bit awkward when people asked how I afforded such a grand lifestyle with my measly job as a colour timer. It was easy to explain away to friends who didn’t work in the industry. “The pay is really good,” I would lie. But with my friends who did work in the industry—my friends who knew that even the best colour timers in the world don’t make more than about $70,000—explaining my wealth away wasn’t so easy. “A few years ago my rich uncle kneeled over. He left everything to me but never said why,” was my go-to lie when I needed a good one.

I didn’t have any uncles. Both my mom and my dad were only children. But no one had to know that. I couldn’t let people know that I was selling nip-slip photos to dirty websites and gossip rags. Was I really the bad guy? It’s not like I was the one publishing the pictures. And it’s not like I was the one taking the pictures—I wasn’t even technically stealing them—I was just the middleman.

Whenever our office got a new job, a production assistant would come by with the hard drive. Back in the day they used to come by with ten hard drives that needed to be chained together with USB splitters and other fancy gadgets for the time. But that was when the biggest hard drive you could get was 100 GB. By 2018, the production houses were using 50 TB drives that could hold absolutely every little piece of information from even the biggest films—and they could be plugged into even the most ditsy little laptop computer.

It was my job to set up the Davinci file. Davinci was the program we used to colour correct movies. I would name the file and the folders we would use, and then I would import the movie and the EDL list, and then I would go through and make sure all the clips were named and organized nicely so that the senior guys could come in and finish the whole film in just a couple of days. Sometimes, if it was a little indie on a small budget, they would let me colour correct some of the movie. Usually I was just stuck with the administrative monkey work—but they always left me in my own little room to do my work, alone with that hard drive, alone with all of the footage from the set.

It was back in 2013 when I learned how to open the RAW film footage, while I was bored working a night shift. It was actually quite simple: the program was free online, and I learned everything I needed to know from a fifteen minute YouTube tutorial video. That night I found myself going through take after take of the footage, fascinated by the filmmaking process. I wanted to be a filmmaker, so what I was seeing was invaluable—better than any behind the scenes featurette on a DVD disk.

And I found myself admiring Jessica Perkins, the super famous, beautiful young actress. Every guy in the world had a crush on her, and in this particular scene, she was wearing a tiny dress that showed off more cleavage than she’d ever showed in her career. I was watching the takes, hoping she would turn at just the right angle to expose her tits. And then, in take fifteen, she stumbled and the straps of her dress fell over her arms, and her tits were out. Her nipples were being covered by little pasties.

The director shouted “Wardrobe!” and then two little Asian women ran into the frame.

“Can I get a new pair of pasties? I can feel these ones slipping already. And can someone get me a coffee? Where are the PAs on this set? My agent was right—I should have never taken this damned job.” One of the Asian ladies ran off while the other worked behind Jessica, adjusting the straps of her dress. Jessica’s tits were still out.

“Hold the roll,” the director yelled. “Let’s hurry it up with wardrobe. We’re losing our light!”

Then, the most magical thing ever happened. Jessica, who maybe couldn’t hear the director and didn’t know the camera was still rolling, peeled the pasties off of her nipples. Then she cupped her breasts and gave them a little lift, letting them breathe for a moment before they were covered up again. The cameraman reacted quickly, turning the camera away to give Jessica some privacy.

But on a film shoot, nothing is deleted. I had about four and a half seconds of Jessica Perkins’s exposed breasts, in glorious 4K resolution, perfectly in focus, amazingly lit by one of the best cinematographers in the business. I took a series of screenshots and sent them to myself via e-mail. And I knew what I had was valuable. A week later, I saw an ad in the back of a gossip rag. “Have an exciting photo of a star? We want to buy it from you!” I e-mailed the rag asking how much they would pay for a photo of Jessica Perkins’s tits, and they replied, “If it’s a real photo, we would pay a lot.” I decided to wait a year before making my move. I needed that hard drive to get into the hands of many more people before I cashed in, so that there would be too many suspects to investigate.

It was a year later when I e-mailed again. They sent a person to my house, and I spent almost an hour interrogating her before letting her see what I had. I had to make sure she wasn’t going to reveal my name and ruin my career. And I had to make sure she was serious about paying me one hundred thousand dollars. When I showed her the screenshots, her eyes lit up. “It could be Photoshop,” she said.

“I’ve got the video file to prove it,” I said. And that night I was paid one hundred thousand dollars in cash.

The next night, I found myself at work, searching through the newest hard drive that was dropped off by Paramount Pictures. It was an action movie, and there was a scene in the movie where Lauren Fox was wearing the tiniest little skirt with nothing but a thong underneath. I went through take after take after take. And eventually I found what I was looking for. In scene 19, take 9, Lauren sat down to get a pebble out from her shoe, before action was called. Her legs were spread just enough, and her little thong was nudged just enough to the side. Her snatch was only on screen for two seconds, but that’s all I needed.

They shot the film in 6K resolution, so I was able to zoom right in and snap the clearest screenshot imaginable. That photo got me forty thousand dollars.

And then there was the little indie film that came in with a cast of no-names. I wasn’t going to bother searching for hours through the footage, knowing there wouldn’t be any valuable photos, even if I did find some tits or a pussy. But the actress in the film was so stunning, I couldn’t help myself. I ended up scouring for more hours than any other film before, and sure enough, I ended up finding a nice clear shot of her rack while she was adjusting her loose-fitted tank top in one of the film’s later scenes. I saved it for my own personal use, and then a year later, I saw that girl’s face on TV. She was the star of some big director’s new movie, and her name was blowing up. So I didn’t miss my opportunity. I e-mailed a few of my contacts, and they put in their bids. That titty picture was work seventy-five thousand dollars. I used that money for a down payment on a nice big mansion, not too far from where that very girl lived.

By 2018, I had over a million dollars in my bank account. I didn’t just limit by side business to pictures of tits and pussies. Whenever I chanced across a shot of a guy’s cock, I would save that as well, though cocks never got nearly as much money as tits or pussies.

One of my best finds was with a movie called John Cherokee. There was a sex scene in the film, with two famous actors. Now of course everyone knows that sex is fake in movies. They have special underpants that the actors wear, so that their genitals don’t touch each other. But they don’t usually do anything to cover the actress’s tits, so I went searching. And while I was watching take after take of simulated sex, I came across something big. In the third take, the blanket got tugged up when the actress went to fake her orgasm. When that blanket got tugged up, for just a brief second, I could see penetration. The actors had taken off their special garments and they were having real sex on camera. The exposed penetration was so quick, the director didn’t even notice. I don’t even think the camera guy noticed.

I zoomed in as much as I could and I recorded the slip. That little clip got me another seventy thousand dollars—and it was responsible for two divorces. I can’t say that I feel too bad though. Even if they were acting, they were cheating.

The penetration clip was big, but it was in 2018 when I found something even bigger.


CHAPTER 2
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It was a Monday like any other. I was at work, sipping coffee in the lobby with the other colourists, waiting for an expected delivery from 21st Century Fox. The production assistant was running late, but none of us minded.

Sammy was telling us about his weekend. “I haven’t drank like that since I was a teenager. Seriously—I had my first beer, and then I had a second, and then I just lost track of myself. I lost track of time for a while. My wife tells me that I had ten drinks. Ten—can you believe that?”

“You haven’t had ten drinks since you were a teenager?” asked Alex.

Sammy laughed and shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve never been much of a drinker. But damn, that was Friday night, and I’ve still got a hangover. I took four Tylenols this morning, but of course that did nothing.” He reached into the air to stretch out his arms. “But hey—guess who I saw down at the bar?”

“Who?” I asked.

“Here’s a name you haven’t heard in a while: Jessica Perkins.” My heart stuttered. It always stuttered when I heard that name, as if I still had some lingering guilt over what I did to that poor girl. Though she wasn’t a poor girl. She pulled her top down in front of a rolling camera—all I did was take a screenshot a few months later.

“Oh yeah—a name I haven’t heard in a while but a name I’ll never forget,” said Alex. “You know I had to ground my kid when that picture came out. I went into his room and saw that he’d made it his desktop background picture.”

“You grounded him for that? I’m pretty sure it was my laptop’s background picture for at least a month.” Sammy laughed. “You know, I heard they paid the guy who sold them that picture like a quarter million dollars or something.” I was tempted to correct him, but I kept my mouth shut. “Can you imagine getting a quarter million dollars for a photo? And that hard drive was here in the office. That could have been one of us.” Now I remained very silent, staring down into my coffee cup as if I wasn’t paying any attention at all.

“Maybe it was one of us,” said Alex. I kept my gaze down. “Maybe it was Cliff.” My heart stuttered and then fizzled down into my gut. I looked up and saw Alex staring at me with a serious look on his face. Did he know? Had he known all along?

He cracked a smile and then started to laugh. “I’m just kidding. Don’t look so serious,” he said. And then he turned back to Sammy. “I bet it was the camera guy. Camera guys are always perverts.”

“Amen to that,” I said. My heart was slowly lifting itself back out from my gut.

Finally that front door opened and the production assistant from 21st Century Fox came running in. He was a small guy, probably not a day older than nineteen, with pimples all over his face. “I’m so sorry,” he said, panting for air as if he’d run up forty flights of stairs instead of taking the elevator. “Traffic was terrible, and your elevator is being services.” So he did run up forty flights of stairs. That explained the sweat dribbling down the side of his face.

Sammy grabbed the hard drive for him. “Thanks,” he said before tossing it carelessly onto the counter. He sat back down and continued drinking his coffee. The poorly paid production assistant stared at Sammy with wide eyes, shocked that we weren’t getting started right away. Very few people realize how quickly a team of professional colourists can colour a film. It only takes a day or two with a few highly trained individuals. But productions allocate weeks for the process, assuming each little clip has to be meticulously tinkered with.

The production assistant backed out of the office and began his long trek back down the forty flights of stairs. And God bless his soul.

“What’s this movie called?” Alex asked.

Sammy read the label on the hard drive box. “Dearly Beloved,” he said. “My guess is a rom-com.”

“Or just a rom,” said Alex. “They always want the same thing for roms: overexposed, desaturated, blues in the shadows, pinks in the highlights.”

“Sounds about right,” Sammy said.

I pulled out my phone to search the title of the movie, to see who the stars were—to see if there was anyone worth spending hours scouring the large hard drive for a nip slip shot. And there was one actress, second-billed, who could have been very valuable if there was any sort of wardrobe malfunction on set: Vanessa Klein.

She was a rising star, only twenty-one years old. She hadn’t been in anything huge yet, but a film she’d done recently had gotten some Oscar buzz. Most importantly, she was gorgeous, with big shining eyes and a cute little ski-jump nose. Her hair was long and curly like a country music star, and she had the classic Hollywood smile—a smile that marked her for inevitable fame.

While the guys were talking, I searched to see if she’d ever done any nude scenes in movies. As soon as an actress does a nude scene, nude photos are suddenly worthless. People want to see new material—not something they can get in HD on Netflix or Amazon Prime. But Vanessa Klein had never been nude on camera, and she had no nip slips to speak of on any of the gossip websites. She was clean and tidy, still extremely valuable as far as I was concerned.

“I may as well get started on getting things organized,” I said, grabbing the hard drive and starting towards my colouring suite.

“Oh look at you, go-getter on a Monday morning,” said Sammy with a chuckle.

“I would be in a perky mood all the time too if my uncle gave me a million dollars,” Alex said, rolling his eyes.

I just smiled and slipped into the edit suite, ready to find my next big paycheque.

First, I did a bit of actual work, setting up the files and the folders and getting everything properly imported from Avid, the program in which the film had been cut. I went through and labelled the files as necessary, just in case one of the other guys came in and looked over my shoulder. I didn’t want anyone to come in and see that I’d gotten nothing done after an hour in the colouring suite.

Once I had a believable amount of work done, I scrubbed through the timeline, to see what kind of wardrobes Vanessa and the other actresses wore in the film. There was nothing particularly racy—a few shorter skirts and a cute red bodycon dress. There was a sex scene that couldn’t have been more PG-13, shot in slow motion, lit as a silhouette, about as cliché as you can imagine. And Vanessa was wearing a shirt in the scene, so there wasn’t even a nipple silhouette to work with.

But I was determined to find something.

I exited Davinci and found myself searching through the massive hard drive. Sometimes they gave us hard drives with everything on them—not just footage, but pre-production materials as well. And this drive was no different. I found a folder labelled ‘Pre-Production Costumes’. And in that folder there were multiple other folders, all named after the characters in the movie. I found Vanessa’s folder, labelled ‘Christine Costumes’. The folder was filled with pictures of Vanessa standing in some chick’s apartment, wearing various different outfits—the same outfits that appeared in the film.

One time I found a picture of a famous actress wearing a slightly see-through white tank top in a costumes folder. I sold that photo for five thousand dollars—not a ton of money, but enough for my bathroom renovation.

But none of Vanessa’s pre-production costume pictures were worth anything to me: no nipples or slits or even any side-boob. I had to keep looking.

Alex came into the suite to check on me. “How does the movie look? Should I bring my kids to see it, or is it a piece of crap?” I quickly closed the folders and reopened Davinci.

“It looks okay. About what you would expect,” I said.

He leaned over my shoulder and looked at the screen. I scrubbed him through the timeline.

“Ah, classic slow motion sex scene,” he said. “And they’ve got the rain machine on full-blast for the flashback scenes. Nothing too original, eh?”

“Nothing terribly original, no,” I said. My heart fluttered as I noticed I’d left a folder open. The tab was still showing at the bottom of my screen, with the label ‘Christine Costumes’. I wanted to quickly close it, but I knew if I scrolled my cursor over to it, Alex would definitely notice. So I remained still. “What’s that?” he said.

“What’s what?” I asked, my heart skipping a beat.”

“Down at the bottom.”

He pointed down and my heart started pounding hard into my ribcage. We weren’t supposed to go perusing through the hard drives. There were no set rules against it, but it was just common sense: our job was to colour the film and then be done with it. If Alex saw that I was snooping around, he might realize that I was the one leaking photos to the press.

“That button there. It’s like a circle around a play icon. Is that new?” he asked.

“Oh, yeah,” I said. “It’s to render out a clip. It’s new with the latest update.” My heart finally began to relax.

“Oh, that’s useful. Is there a hotkey for it, too?”

“Yeah. I think it’s shift, control, and R.”

“That’s great news. Good stuff. Alright, well, keep up the good work. Let me know if you need a coffee or anything.”

“Would you get me one if I said I needed one?” I asked.

He shook his head and laughed. “No,” he said. “But you’re still welcome to let me know.” He left the room, leaving me alone with that hard drive, and plenty of folders to continue searching through.


CHAPTER 3
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It was after lunch when I decided to get all of my real work done. I worked quickly and cut a few corners that no one would ever notice. At 4:00 PM, when Alex came in to ask if the hard drive was ready for him, I told him it wouldn’t be ready until the morning, even though it was perfectly ready in its current state.

“Okay, then I’m going to head home for the night. Don’t stay up too late. It’s just a crappy romance movie—no need to get too crazy with the labels.”

“Alright—have a good night,” I said. And once he was gone and the floor was empty save for me and that hard drive, I got started on the real search. I had to download the program that allowed me to view the RAW unedited footage. I had to download it freshly with every new hard drive, and then I had to delete it before letting anyone use the computer in the colouring suite. I couldn’t let my co-workers know that I was secretly watching clips that weren’t in the movie.

I made myself a nice, strong pot of coffee and I settled in, ready to spend the whole night. It took a long time to go through all of those clips, sometimes scrubbing through a single frame at a time, trying to see if there was a clear frame in between a leg cross. It was tedious work, but sometimes it paid off bigly. Sometimes a long night in that dark colouring suite was worth one hundred thousand dollars.

I focussed my energy on the scenes where Vanessa was wearing short skirts. Her tops were never too revealing, and I could see that the sound guys had her mic clipped to her shirt and not her bra. Sometimes when they clipped the microphones to the bra, they would have to adjust the bra from time to time, and sometimes those adjustments happened while the camera was rolling. But I wasn’t so lucky this time.

There was one scene that particularly caught my interest: a simple scene with Vanessa running up a flight of stairs, away from the bad guy. In the scene, she stumbled halfway up. There were twelve takes of the low-angle shot, taken from the bottom of the steps. I scrubbed through each and every take. And it was on the twelfth take where I caught a glimmer of flesh tone between her lovely smooth legs.

I paused the footage and used the arrow keys on my keyboard to move one frame at a time. I had the footage zoomed in as much as I could. With 6K resolution, you can zoom in almost 10x before you start seeing pixilation.

She was wearing red panties, and she had a great ass. As she went to do her mid-steps tumble, her skirt floated upwards, showing off her whole tush. The shot was probably worth five thousand dollars, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to risk my position for a measly five thousand dollars. I wasn’t hurting for cash.

So I kept scrubbing forward. That skirt continued to flutter up, and then her legs parted as she went to catch herself from falling. I was still staring at that perfect ass—her asshole only being covered by the tiniest strip of red lace. I just wanted to bury my face between those glorious cheeks. I wanted to press my tongue into that asshole and make her squirm.

And then I went ahead three more frames and noticed a bit of flesh that seemed out of place. Slipping out from the side of her red panties was what looked like a cock. But it couldn’t have been a cock. It must have been some strange artifacting between frames. Surely Vanessa Klein didn’t have a cock.

I went two frames ahead, and then I got a perfect, clear shot of Vanessa Klein bent over, legs spread, and her cock free from the grasp of her red lacy panties. Her cock hung out one side of that thin red strip and one of her balls hung out the other side. But was it a prosthetic? Could it have been fake? I’d heard of actresses wearing prosthetic cocks before, in order to get into a certain kind of character. But Vanessa wasn’t playing some masculine tomboy. She was supposed to be some hopeless romantic, nail-painting girly girl.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It simply couldn’t be true.

I remembered there was a beach scene in the film, and in the scene Vanessa was wearing a tight one-piece. I quickly pulled up the footage from that scene and started digging. And it only too thirty minutes before I found a shot of her adjusting her package in her one-piece, shifting her bulge down between her legs. And there were a few more shots where a bit of a bulge was clear when zoomed in nearly ten times. I’d never seen a woman with a bulge like that—so it must have been true: Vanessa Klein had a cock.

I stood up and stepped back from my computer. My heart was pounding. If this was true, then that clip of the cock-slip was probably worth more than any other clip I’d ever sold. But if it wasn’t true, I was potentially playing a dangerous game. If she was just wearing a prosthetic for some strange reason, I didn’t want to start spreading false rumours.

I went to the Internet and searched for scenes from other Vanessa Klein movies. I found a bathing suit scene from a movie she did when she was eighteen. I watched the scene carefully, zooming in as much as I could (which wasn’t much, as the scene was only in 1080p). But even without the magic of 6K footage, I could see a bit of a bulge—a bulge that shouldn’t exist on a woman. So then I searched ‘Is Vanessa Klein transgender?’ but my search turned up nothing—not even ramblings on any conspiracy websites. This was big news—the biggest news I’d ever had.

I saved the video clip of the cock-slip to a thumb drive and I slipped that drive into my pocket. Then I deleted the RAW footage program and I closed down all of the folders I had open in my long night’s search. I had what I needed. I just wasn’t sure what I was going to do with it yet.

I couldn’t just send it to some dirty website. This wasn’t just a nip slip or even an upskirt shot—this was a big deal. This leak would surely change Vanessa’s life. A good chunk of her fan base would turn on her—many people still weren’t down with the whole transgender thing. She would be hounded on the streets by paparazzi. There were probably directors who would choose not to work with her.

But her secret was bound to be revealed sooner or later, was it not? She couldn’t live in the limelight forever trying to hide a bulge like that. And if it was going to inevitably be revealed anyway, why shouldn’t I go ahead and make a hundred thousand dollars or so?

That night I e-mailed a few of my secret contacts. “If I told you that I had proof that a very famous actress is actually a man, how much would you pay for that proof?” I made sure not to mention any names—not even the smallest hint.

I heard back from one of my contacts that night, around 3:00 AM. “That depends on how famous this actress is,” they said.

“Top fifteen on IMDb,” I said.

“If the proof is good, and it’s fresh news, we could pay you one-fifty.” He was talking in thousands. My stomach fluttered. A part of me was hoping he would say something like, ‘We’re not buying that kind of stuff right now’. Then I could have deleted the file and lived happily ever after, without any lingering guilt. But how could I turn down one hundred and fifty thousand dollars?

Within twenty-four hours, I had a slew of new offers from my contacts. There was a black market bidding war going on. The price rose to a quarter million, and that price would only go up once I proved that I wasn’t bluffing.

That price went up that next afternoon. I was working on another film in one of the smaller colouring suites when Alex came in and said, “You should come see this. That chick from that romance movie is on TV.” My heart started pounding. I was worried that someone beat me to the big reveal and the quarter million dollar payout.

But her secret was still safe. Vanessa had just been nominated for an Academy Award for best actress. Her star rating on IMDb had shot up from fifteen to three. My heart was pounding viciously. I’d never been in a position like this before, about to make enough money to live for years. I was already daydreaming about what I could do with the cash: buy a vacation house, put it in savings so I would never have to worry about retirement in my life, buy a yacht, take five years off to travel the world… The possibilities were endless. And all I had to do was out a young transgender woman and ruin her career.


CHAPTER 4
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Iwas sleeping when my doorbell rang. I was slow to wake up. My doorbell almost never rang. I lived in a gated community and they didn’t let solicitors or even Girl Guides in to go door-to-door. The only people who were allowed in were people who lived in the neighbourhood, or people who were on a very elite approved list.

The doorbell rang again, so I dragged myself out of bed. I threw a housecoat over my naked body and shuffled down to the front door. I looked through the peephole and was surprised to see the editor of Star Magazine—one of the magazines I often sold to. I swung the door open and rushed him inside. I couldn’t let anyone see him there. I couldn’t let anyone see the editor of a major gossip magazine at the door of a colourist’s house—then it would be obvious where all of the town’s leaks were coming from.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“You didn’t answer my e-mail,” he said.

“What e-mail?”

“The one I sent this morning.”

“What time is it?” I rubbed the sleep out from my eyes.

He showed me his watch. It was only 6:45 AM. “What the hell, man? What’s the big deal? What’s this all about?”

“Everyone’s gossiping about your gossip. We’re all trying to figure out who this star is. You’ve got a good track record for telling the truth. And if you say this girl is on IMDb’s top fifteen, then that only leaves five girls—and none of them look like dudes to me. Show me this proof of yours and I’ll make you a good offer—better than you’ll get from the other guys. I promise.”

“Can’t we do this later?” I asked.

“Every paparazzi is out stalking the five girls in IMDb’s top fifteen, trying to get upskirt shots. One of Ben’s guys even snagged Lady Gaga’s coffee cup while she was at a café last night. He’s getting it DNA tested, to see if there’s male DNA on the rim of the cup. The news is going to break any day now, if it’s true, and you’re going to lose your big opportunity. So what’s it going to be? Are you going to show me what you’ve got?”

“It’s too soon,” I said. “If this gets out now, everyone will know that the leak came from me. The drive has only been in the hands of maybe five guys.”

“A quarter million, if it’s true. We’ll pay in cash. I’ve got the money back at the office now. Just show me the stuff.”

My gut churned. “I was already offered a quarter mil. You’ll have to do better than that if I’m going to risk my whole career.”

“Three hundred—all in cash, all today. We’ll lie and say that our source was someone on set.”

“You know no one will believe that. Her agent is going to go straight to where the hard drive is now—at my office.”

I watched as the short, chubby editor’s eyes glimmered, as if he was suddenly thinking about breaking into my office to steal the hard drive.

“Don’t get any funny ideas. It took me days to find this scoop,” I lied. “If I find out that drive is missing, I’m selling what I have to Ben tonight.”

“Don’t make me beg,” he said to me, clasping his hands tightly together. “Three-fifty. That’s as high as I can go. Besides, what are you even going to do with that much money? Tell everyone that another rich uncle bit the dust? No one’s going to buy that.”

I opened my mouth to reply but words were slow to come out. “H—How do you know about that?” I asked.

“It’s my job to know about stuff like that. We have investigators all over town, twenty-four-seven—all ex-cops. I’ve got them on this case too. Your face is white. Don’t worry, man, I’m not going to throw you under the bus. You’ve been good to me and you’ll always be good to me, even if you don’t sell me this scoop. Don’t get the wrong idea; I’m not trying to blackmail you. I just want you to know—the scoop is going to get out with or without you getting paid.”

“Just give me some time to think about it,” I said, my heart fluttering. He was right that the gossip was going to get out. It was only a matter of time before my contacts figured out which hard drives were at the office, and that would narrow down the list of girls to just Vanessa Klein. But it was just stupid gossip until they found the proof, and the only proof that I was aware of was that single take, where her skirt floats up and her panties get nudged to the side. So the first thing I did when I got into work that morning was delete that clip. I knew the drive we had was just a copy of the main drive that they kept back at the studio, but at least the studio’s drive was in a secure room with twenty-four-hour surveillance.

My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. Had I already ruined Vanessa’s life? Was it pointless to withhold the footage at this point? Or was I being paranoid? Maybe they wouldn’t even bother investigating her, assuming she couldn’t possibly be Hollywood’s secret transgender. I found myself looking at pictures of her. It was even hard for me to believe. She was gorgeous. Her face was perfect and her body was drool inducing. There were entire fan websites filled with men who did nothing but jerk off to pictures of her. I even had to pull up that cock-slip video to remind myself that I didn’t just have a strange dream. But the cock was real—6K video footage doesn’t lie.

I didn’t want to ruin her life, but I also didn’t want to lose the amazing payout that was being offered to me. I could probably run that number up to half a million before the end of the day, if I was so inclined.

I found myself looking through that hard drive again, trying to find more evidence, still unsure of my own evidence, which would have been good enough for the rest of the world. While I was digging through folders, I came upon a file labelled ‘Contact list’. I clicked into it and found the whole cast and crew, with e-mail addresses and phone numbers. And there was Vanessa’s personal e-mail and her personal phone number.

Maybe I could get the money from her and avoid having to go through the press. Then the world didn’t need to know her secret and I still got a pretty payout.
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It was a long night, making sure I was treading with careful anonymity. I created a fake e-mail account, and then I realized it could probably be traced back to me by a good team of computer scientists. So I dug an old computer out of storage, installed a series of firewalls and IP blockers and I even bought an expensive VPN, and then I created a new e-mail address. But even with this one I was nervous, knowing the e-mail address wasn’t just at risk of being traced, but it was also at risk of being hacked. So I spent some time trying to mislead any potential hackers, signing up for newsletters and whatnot in the city where my VPN was based.

It was three hours before I felt ready to send an e-mail to Vanessa Klein. I started by attaching a still image from the video clip: her cock hanging out from the side of her tight red panties. And then I wrote a simple message as my heart pounded into my ribcage like a tribal war drum. “Ms. Klein. You don’t know me and you’ve never seen me,” I wrote. “But I’ve come across some information about you that I feel you wouldn’t want getting to the press.” I read back what I’d written and my heart jumped. It already sounded like a ransom letter—and it technically was a ransom letter, but I really didn’t want to scare her. I just wanted to make this a simple transaction.

So I tried to spin the rest of the message in a more positive light. “The reason I’m e-mailing you is, there are some people who want to pay me a lot of money for this video clip—and don’t worry, they don’t know who you are—I would never tell them that. Unless you aren’t willing to pay me what they’re paying—not that I’m blackmailing you. I hope you don’t think that I’m blackmailing you. They’re only offering me about $350,000 for the clip, so all I’m really asking is that you match that. I mean—to you, that’s not really a lot of money. I think I read somewhere that you made almost ten times that on your last movie, and you do at least three movies a year. So it really isn’t a lot to you.” I found myself staring blankly at my screen, realizing I was in fact blackmailing her, no matter how polite I tried to sound.

But as I read my message back, I realized I wasn’t even sounding polite. I was just sounding flustered and idiotic. If I was going to get money from her, I needed to be firm and I needed to accept the fact that I was blackmailing her. So I ended my message by saying, “Either pay me $350,000 in cash, or I’ll be forced to give the clip to one of my contacts.”

I closed my eyes and pressed send, before my sensibilities could catch up with me. I knew that if I thought too much about it, I would never send a message. I could spend all night tinkering with the words, but in the end, all she was going to read was: ‘Pay me money or be revealed to the whole world.’

I didn’t go to sleep that night. I couldn’t pull myself away from my computer. I expected it to ding with a new message at any moment. Once 6:00 AM rolled around and my inbox was still empty, I started to worry that the e-mail I used wasn’t her actual e-mail, and I’d just messaged a photo of Vanessa Klein’s cock to some random person somewhere else in the world. Beads of cold sweat dribbled down the back of my neck. My hands were trembling. When my phone alarm went off, I jumped and nearly shrieked, worried someone had broken into my house to kill me so that clip would never see the light of day.

I had to get ready for work. I brought that old computer into the bathroom while I showered and shaved and brushed my teeth. I left the shower curtain open just enough that I could see my e-mail inbox, which was still unchanged. I nicked myself while shaving because my focus was on that computer screen and not the mirror. I went to work with mismatched socks because I wasn’t paying close enough attention while I was getting dressed.

The first thing Alex said to me was, “You look sick. I hope you’re not sick because I really don’t want to get sick.”

“I’m not sick,” I said, forcing a smile. “I just didn’t get a lot of sleep.”

“Why? Because you were sick? Don’t bring that shit into the office, man.” He kept his distance from me. And it was probably for the best. His fear of catching a cold would keep him out from the editing suite while I closely watched my inbox, waiting for that reply.

And it came around noon, dinging into my inbox. That ding reverberated in my heart and buzzed down my arms and legs. I pulled that laptop close to me and then I quickly opened the message. But before I read it, I swung my head around to make sure the door was closed and no one was suddenly behind me. I was alone, so I went ahead and read the message.

“I would like to meet in person to discuss this matter. Please tell me a public place that works best for you.” That was the entire message. My heart fluttered down into my stomach.

I pressed reply and quickly hammered out a message. “Unfortunately I can’t meet you in person, as it’s very important for my job that my identity remains a secret.” I pressed send and then I nervously awaited her reply—and that reply didn’t come for another six hours.

“I’d much rather meet in person. Why don’t you meet me at the Bluebird Café on 10th street? Be there at 8:30 PM tonight. There’s a table in the back left corner.”

My heart fluttered and I hammered out another quick message. “I really can’t meet in person,” I wrote. But I didn’t get a reply. It was already 7:45 and her chosen café was thirty minutes away. If I was going to make it, I needed to leave.

I didn’t plan on actually meeting her. I just wanted to go down and see if she was there, or if there was a posse of goons waiting to nab whoever sat down at the table in the back left corner.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


Isat down in the middle of the café, with a steaming hot mug of coffee. I had another laptop with me—not the one I sent those messages on, but one that I bought back when I thought I wanted to be a screenwriter. Once I was seated, I immediately pulled up an old unfinished screenplay file and I pretended to be working on it. I made sure I was sitting at an angle where I could see that back corner table.

When my clock read 8:30 PM, I sunk down into my seat. I was wearing a ball cap and a pair of cheap reading glasses that my father had left at my house years before. It wasn’t much of a disguise, but I didn’t really need a disguise at all—it’s not like Vanessa knew who she was coming to meet with.

When 8:40 PM rolled around and she wasn’t there, I assumed she’d gotten my last message, telling her I couldn’t meet in person. I slipped out my phone, opened up a private browser, and then I navigated over to my new e-mail address, to check for new messages. But there were none. Suddenly, I felt stupid for opening the e-mail browser up. Now the account could be linked to my phone by the right team of hackers—and Vanessa could certainly afford the right team of hackers.

A woman brushed by me while I was reading through her last message, making sure I was in the right café on the right street. I looked up and realized the woman was headed straight for that table in the back corner. Her curly hair bounced as she walked. She was wearing big sunglasses, but those didn’t help to hide her glowing skin—that glow that only the most famous celebrities seem to have. It was Vanessa Klein.

I quickly stuffed my phone back into my pocket and swung my gaze to my unfinished screenplay. My heart sprung into action and my gut turned. What if she saw my phone screen as she walked by? What if she had undercover men in that café who had been watching me this whole time? I took a deep breath. I could feel my face turning red as familiar beads of cold sweat formed on the back of my neck.

I peeked over my laptop screen at her. She was sitting patiently with a mug of steaming coffee in her hands. She had a slight grin on her face, as if she wasn’t at all worried about her truth being revealed. Her hands weren’t trembling and her shoulders were tensed up to her ears the way mine were. She was totally cool—unnaturally calm.

I looked around slowly at the rest of the café. It was a big space, and surprisingly busy for 8:30 PM on a weekday night. I figured if I sent her a message, she would never know it was from me. I still had her personal phone number written down, which I’d gotten from that same cast and crew contact sheet. So I used my anonymous e-mail account to send a text message to her phone. “I told you that I can’t meet in person,” I wrote. And then I did my best to watch her through my peripheral vision as she reached into her pocket to read the message on her phone.

I took a series of slow, controlled breaths. I figured there were people watching me and everyone else in that café, trying to narrow down the possible suspects. I’m sure I was on the list.

I took my phone out two minutes later and saw that there was a new e-mail, from Vanessa. “So you’re here. Why don’t you come and sit with me? I just want to talk. Don’t worry, I’m here alone.”

I casually wrote back, keeping my phone hidden under the table. I kept an eye on Vanessa, making sure she wasn’t looking my way—though it was hard to tell because of those big, dark sunglasses.

“I can’t reveal my identity,” I wrote back. “If you don’t want me to go to the press with the video I have, we need to agree on a spot where you can drop off the cash—$350,000.”

“I’m not going to give you any money until we meet in person,” she replied.

I took a deep breath. This wasn’t worth the frustration. She wasn’t taking this matter as seriously as I thought she would be, so maybe she just didn’t care that much if her secret got out. I decided to try one last time. “If you don’t care, then I’ll just sell the clip to one of my contacts,” I wrote.

“I do care. I’ll pay you. But first I want to meet you.”

I shook my head and sighed. “Not happening. Last chance—agree to drop the money off somewhere or I go to my contact in the morning.” I didn’t actually plan on going to any of my contacts for another few months, once the hard drive was long gone from our office, and into the hands of many, many more people. I could wait—I was in no rush. And with her Oscar buzz, the price tag would only get bigger.

“If you won’t meet me here in public, then meet me in private—10:00 PM tonight. Set the clip up to go live online tomorrow morning at 6:00 AM. That way you can be sure I don’t do anything to you.” She added her address at the end of the message. And it was an interesting plan: set up a safety just in case she has some hired goon try to kill me. She would be on her best behaviour knowing that I was the only one who could stop the clip from going live.

But with this plan, my identity was still at risk of being revealed.

Before I could send a message back, Vanessa was finished her coffee and on her way out the door. I tried sending another message. “I really don’t want to meet in person,” I wrote.

“Get over it,” she wrote back. And then I found myself back in my car, headed towards her address, as it was only twenty minutes away from 10:00 PM.
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Her house wasn’t too far away from mine—just a single gated community over. I pulled my car up to the gate and then I found myself staring at the little machine that would connect me with Vanessa, so I could get the gate open.

I didn’t have the clip set to publish in eight hours, but I didn’t plan on telling Vanessa that. I still wasn’t sure that I wasn’t being set up. I could have been driving into a trap. But a part of me was sure that Vanessa wouldn’t dare risk it. Her entire career could be ruined if the world learned that she was a transgender. She would lose a lot more than just $350,000. So maybe she wasn’t lying. Maybe she was alone, and maybe she just wanted to talk in person so that she could properly convince me not to go to the press with that clip. Because it would be easy enough for me to take her money and then go straight to the press to double up. Thinking about that possibility now, it was hard to resist entertaining the idea: $700,000 in a matter of days…

I hesitantly punched Vanessa’s address into the terminal at the gate. And then a robotic voice said, “Please wait while we connect you.” I stared at the speaker box and the little microphone above it. Then I looked up and noticed the camera pointed directly at my face. I was still wearing my ball cap and reading glasses, but that camera already had more than enough information for a team of investigators to figure out my identity.

That speaker box never crackled with Vanessa’s voice. Instead, there was a loud beep and then the gates opened up, allowing me into the very expensive neighbourhood where every second house belonged to a celebrity, and the others belonged to the mega rich who wanted to live close to celebrities.

I found myself driving down those quiet streets, between massive mansions, towards the home of the woman who would either ruin my whole career and reputation, or make me very, very rich.

Her driveway was long and impressive, with a glowing fountain at its centre. I drove past a Lamborghini and a Ferrari and then I found myself a spot by her front door. I made sure that I parked in a way that I could make a clean and easy escape if necessary. I was slow getting out of my car, tipping my hat down in front of my face, knowing there were cameras recording my every move. I stepped up her front steps and then I looked up and saw that she was standing in her doorway with a smile on her face. My heart skipped a beat and my legs trembled, but I did my best not to show any fear.

“I had a feeling it was you,” she said.

And then I felt the colour drain from my face. I opened my mouth to reply, but I was too afraid to speak, too afraid to reveal my voice as if my identity hadn’t already been compromised.

“Of all the people in that café, you looked the most suspicious,” she said. “Come on in and have a drink with me. Let’s talk about your little clip.” She went inside and left her front door open, letting the warm light from inside bleed out onto her impressive cobblestone driveway.

The inside of her house was just as impressive, and about what you would expect from an A-list Hollywood superstar. There were statues and vases and very large original paintings by famous artists, and rugs that were worth more than my car—which wasn’t a cheap car, by the way.

Vanessa was standing across the large room, at a bar that was fully stocked as if she was expecting a party of five hundred thirsty friends. The shelves of liquor went up far higher than she could reach, and I couldn’t see a ladder anywhere in sight so I could only assume the top few shelves were just there for decoration. “What do you drink?” she asked.

“Maybe just whiskey. And I’m not here to blackmail you, by the way. I’m not a blackmailer.”

“Then what are you here to do then?”

“Well, it’s really very complicated and quite a long story. But I don’t want to sell that clip to the press. I really don’t. But they’re offering me a lot of money. So I’m kind of stuck between a rock and a hard place, you know? They’re making this my problem, just because I was the one who found that clip. I really hope you don’t think I’m blackmailing you.” I kept my distance and I made sure to scan the room constantly, making sure goons weren’t about to jump me or shoot me.

“So they’re making you blackmail me? Is that what you’re saying?”

I was silent, trying to get control over my pounding heart. “I just need to make a living. And I can’t just do nothing with what I’ve got.”

“Got it. So you are blackmailing me,” she said as she walked a whiskey over to me. I took it and took a quick sip before considering the possibility that she’d put something in the drink: something to knock me out or even kill me.

“I guess if you want to call it that. But I’m not doing it because I hate you. I just figured you wouldn’t mind paying what the other people are offering. It’s probably nothing to you. I mean—look at this place. You could sell one of those cars out there and that would more than cover what I’m asking.”

“Don’t you want to know if it’s true?” she said, grinning.

I stuttered. “If what’s true? That you’re rich?”

“That I’ve got a cock.” She was staring into my eyes, still with that sly grin.

I cleared my throat. “I mean—I’ve seen the video clip. I know what I saw.”

“What if it’s fake? What if someone put it there? You know, it’s amazing what they can do with visual effects.”

I laughed. “To be honest, I’m not all that impressed with what they can do with visual effects.” I took a step back from her carefully. I didn’t feel comfortable within arm’s reach. “I stare at footage for a living—I know the difference between real and computer generated.”

“So you’re working on the movie?” she asked. “Are you the editor? You don’t look like an editor—maybe you work in the sound department. Or a colourist—if I had to guess, I would guess that you’re a colourist. Ah-ha! Look at your face. You aren’t good at hiding your emotions. No offense, but if I were you, I wouldn’t look into a career in acting.”

“I’m not a colourist,” I said. But my voice was far from convincing.

“I bet you could get in a lot of trouble if your boss found out you were doing this,” she said, walking around me with that drink in her hand. She was wearing tall white heels—probably also worth more than my car. Even the way the shoes clicked on the marble floors sounded expensive. “You’re really risking a lot for a few hundred grand. Are you into drugs? Have some gambling debts that need paid off?”

I shook my head. “I’m just an opportunist. That’s all. Now let’s figure this deal out. If you pay the price, I promise I’ll delete the clip and you’ll never hear about this again—not until someone else finds another clip—that much is out of my control.”

“I don’t have the money you want, so we’re going to have to figure out another deal.” She took a long sip from her drink.

I laughed and shook my head. “You don’t actually expect me to believe that, do you? Look at this place. Look at your cars. I’m not an idiot.”

“The cars are loaners. They’re owned by my publicist’s company. The house too, and everything you see here—including that drink in your hand. It’s all owned by my publicist’s company.”

I wasn’t buying it. “You were paid fifteen million dollars for your last movie. It’s public news. You aren’t fooling me.”

“After taxes I made nine million. And then I had to pay my publicist, my agent, and my manager—they each took ten percent, leaving me with just under six million.”

“Do you hear that?” I asked, looking around. “I think that’s the sound of the world’s tiniest violin. You do three movies a year.”

“I’ve only ever done three big studio movies. The rest of the movies I’ve done, I did for free. Some of them I even financed. I can show you my bank account. I have less than a million dollars in savings. That’s a fact.”

I watched her as she took another long sip from her drink. “Okay, well, what do you want me to say? In that case, I’ll just delete the clip and move on with my life. I’ll forget that I was ever offered $350,000. I’ll just go back to work, making ten grand a year more than people on welfare. That’s what you’re telling me?”

She took a step closer to me and looked into my eyes. It was hard to believe that she was actually a man. Staring into those eyes, I wasn’t sure I believed it at all. And that grin on her face only made it harder to accept.

“Look,” I said. “I’ve got to go because I’ve got work in the morning. And if I don’t show up for time, I lose my job, and then I can’t afford to live in my crappy studio apartment. So either you have the money for me, or I’m going to one of my contacts.”

“One of your contacts?” she asked, still with that grin. “You’ve got lots of contacts? You do this a lot?”

My heart fizzled down into my stomach and I felt my face turning red. “I mean—one of the people who contacted me about this whole thing. Don’t try to put words in my mouth. Do you have the money or not?” I looked back to make sure the door was within escaping distance.

“I don’t have the money,” she said. She started walking around me. “But I can get it—probably in a couple of months. I’m being considered for this upcoming Tarantino movie. If I get the role, then I’ll have your cash. But I won’t know for a while still.”

“Not good enough,” I said. It was probably true that it was just a matter of time before my contacts discovered for themselves that Vanessa had a cock dangling between her legs.

“Maybe I can tide you over until then—give you something worth more than money,” she said, stopping behind me. She put her drink down on a little side table and then she reached her hands around my body, placing them on my chest. I became tense and cold all over. Her hands were small and soft—not at all like they belonged to a man—and she smelled so nice, like money and cinnamon and flowers.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m making sure you don’t have any recording devices on you. I wouldn’t want to give you something you could actually blackmail me with.” I could hear that grin in her voice. She could probably feel my heart pounding—and she could probably hear it too. She moved her hands down, checking my whole torso for devices in a strangely sensual way. And then she ducked down and checked my legs. She pulled my phone out from my pocket and then she turned it on to make sure it wasn’t set to record—and then she placed it next to her drink on the little side table.

“I’m not recording any of this,” I said as she brought her hands back up. She cupped my butt cheeks, making me even more tense, and then she reached around and slipped her fingers under my ball sack. I perked up and took in a sharp breath of air, but for some reason I didn’t push her hands away—even though I knew they were male hands.

She didn’t move them away. Instead, she fondled my cock. “You’re big,” she said. “You could do porn with a cock like this.”

My face was burning hot. “I really need to go.”

“Just let me suck your cock,” she said, “and then I’ll get your money in a month. Deal?” It was hard not to push her away from me with a vicious shove, knowing that she was a man and that her cock was only an inch away from my ass, separated only by a couple thin layers of fabric. But it was hard to decline her offer with the sensual way she was rubbing my package. It felt good—too good.

My body shuddered but I remained unmoved. Her hand slipped down the front of my pants and onto my bare cock. She grabbed it gently and began to massage the length of my shaft. “I’ll take that as a deal,” she said. “Let’s shake on it.” She giggled before giving my cock a gentle shake.

“I—I really have to be going,” I said. I couldn’t wrap my head around what was happening. A transgender was stroking my bare cock. A man was stroking my bare cock. But also, Vanessa Klein, one of the most famous women on the planet, was stroking my bare cock. And goddamnit, it felt good.

She took a step closer to me, pressing her pelvis against my bum and her tits against my back. She got a better grip on my cock, which she managed to wrestle out from my pants. I was already hard, getting harder with record speed. I looked down and watched as she pulled back my foreskin and rubbed my bulbous tip. “I can’t believe how big you are,” she said, teasing my length with the tips of her fingers.

My lips parted to reply, but I had nothing to say. So I just stood there and remained silent. She continued to work my shaft, tightening her grip, pumping a little bit faster. I trembled all over as warm euphoria began to fill my body and tickle my bones. “Faster,” I said. She pumped me faster. “Faster,” I said again. And now she was beating me off with purpose and drive and determination.

Her lips hovered next to my ear. “You’re so hard,” she whispered. I drew a long, cool breath of air into my lungs. “I want you to come for me. I want you to come all over my brand new marble floor. And then I want you to make me lick it all up.”

“Okay,” I whimpered. I wasn’t too far away from coming. The tip of my cock was tingling and my legs were shaking. I took another deep breath in and then I closed my eyes. And that’s when I could feel a hard bulge growing against my bum—pushing through her dress and against the back of my jeans. She was either playing a joke on me or she was springing an erection. And I could see both of her hands—one was wrapped around my cock at the other was fondling my ball sack. So the bulge must have been an erection.

But it didn’t stop me. It didn’t take me out of the moment. I clenched hard but couldn’t stop the eruption of cum that ended up on her marble floor. She squeezed out the last drop from my rod and then she walked around me and got down on her hands and knees. I stared down at her, my heart pounding and body trembling. “Well?” she said without looking at me. So I sunk down to my knees and I grabbed the back of her head. I pushed her head down to the floor and made her lick up my cum. I rubbed her nose in it and then I even used my fingers to wipe a glob off of her cheek and into her mouth.

She stood up and I saw that huge erect bulge in her dress. She reached up her skirt and tucked it properly into her panties. The bulge was still there but hardly noticeable now. “I’ll see you in a month,” she said before licking her lips.

I didn’t know how to respond. I wasn’t even sure what had just happened—if it was real or just a wild dream. So I simply turned around and left, getting into my car without looking back.
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When I woke up the next morning, I couldn’t figure out if my strange romp with Vanessa Klein had been real or just some vivid dream. I wouldn’t have believed it if I couldn’t still smell Vanessa’s expensive perfume on the shirt that I’d worn to her house—the shirt that was now on the top of my laundry bin. So it was real: I really got a handjob from one of the biggest celebrities in Hollywood—a girl who was possibly going to win an Oscar and star in a Tarantino movie. And it was also true that I’d gotten a handjob from a transgender—a biological male.

I spent most of that morning staring in the mirror, trying to figure out why I didn’t stop her. I should have just left as soon as she said she wasn’t going to pay up. I should have just gone to one of my contacts like I usually did, and left the stars out of the equation. Now I had nothing to show for one of the biggest scoops I’d ever come across—nothing but a state of confusion.

I knew her secret, but now she knew my secret. She knew that I was a colourist and she knew that I was working on her movie. All she had to do was go to our company website and she would see my picture with my name, and she could tell my boss that I was out blackmailing celebrities. I would be without a job—and without a career—before lunchtime.

I was nervous walking into the office, worried the news had already reached my boss. I stepped through the door slowly, and then I paused as everyone turned to look at me. The room became silent and my heart jumped up into my throat. “What is it?” I asked. My voice was hoarse as if I’d spent the whole previous night screaming at the top of my lungs.

“What is what?” Alex asked, holding his steaming coffee in his hands.

A wave of relief washed over me as the men looked back at one another and continued talking. I acted as casual as possible as I sauntered over to the coffee maker to pour myself a coffee.

“So you were busy last night, huh?” said Sammy. I looked back and realized he was talking to me.

“Busy?” I said. And my heart found itself back in my throat, pounding ferociously.

“Did you blackmail her or something?”

Now my heart was in my stomach, fizzling away in my stomach acid. “W-What?” I said.

“We got a call from Vanessa Klein’s agent.” He stood up and walked towards me. My body became tense, ready to be grabbed by the collar and shouted at. But instead he walked by me and grabbed the coffee pot, to top himself off. “Apparently Vanessa wants to come by and watch you work. Apparently you ran into her last night and chatted her up pretty good.”

I remained frozen, still unsure of what was happening. “I did?” I said.

He laughed. “I don’t know, that’s what the agent said. And apparently you lied to her and said that you were the one colouring the movie. I don’t blame you though—I probably would have said the same thing in your position. And honestly, I don’t mind if you want to take a crack at colouring it. Just don’t fuck it up,” he said. “She’ll be here at noon.”

My legs were on the verge of collapsing in on themselves. I wasn’t sure if my racing heart could race any longer. Sooner or later it was going to come to a crashing halt. Alex walked over to me and gave me a firm pat on the back. “Good job,” he said. “We could use some celebrity exposure around here.” He went to the coffee pot and topped himself up.

I excused myself to use the bathroom, and once I was in the bathroom stall, I tried to throw up. I knew the nausea wasn’t going to go away unless I threw up—but I could only gag and cough. Vanessa was teasing me. She was coming by to make my life miserable. She probably wanted to be in the room when my boss found out that I’d been selling private clips to the media. She probably wanted to see my face when I was fired. Was what I’d been doing illegal? Would she bring the police with her? Would I spend time in prison?

I don’t know why I couldn’t throw up. I splashed some cold water on my face and then I took the elevator down to the first floor where there was a pharmacy. I bought some Pepto-Bismol and some extra-strength Advil. They didn’t have anything for anxiety unfortunately.

That morning, I was like a hero to all of my co-workers. They were so oblivious to what was really happening. And I wasn’t sure how to play along. I knew Vanessa was just setting me up, so I knew that the more I played along, the more embarrassing the inevitable humiliation would be. But what other choice did I have? If I didn’t play along, they would realize that something was up. I couldn’t let them think that something was up in the off chance that Vanessa wasn’t trying to set me up for an embarrassing failure.

I was in the colouring suite at noon when there was a knock at the door. I was expecting it to be Alex, telling me that Vanessa was waiting for me in the lobby. So I took a deep breath and I wiped the cold sweat off of my forehead. There was a second knock, which was strange. Usually Alex would just let himself in after a few seconds. “Come in,” I called out. And then I watched as Vanessa slipped into the colouring suite.

“Well look at you,” she said with that familiar grin. And then she looked up at the screen. “And look at me. So I called it—you really are the colourist and you’re working on my movie.”

I sprung to my feet. “Come sit down,” I said, wanting her as far away from the door as possible. The room was mostly soundproofed, but I had a feeling Alex and the other guys were probably listening at the door.

“This is where you work all day? There aren’t any windows. Doesn’t that make you crazy? I heard that people can go crazy if they don’t have windows.”

“It’s important that there’s no glare on the screen while we’re colouring, and that the room is completely neutral with eighteen-percent grey walls.”

“I guess there’s more to it than I thought,” she said, taking a seat. She was wearing a tiny dress that seemed even tinier once she was seated with her legs crossed. It was shocking to think that someone hiding a cock could get away with such a short dress. But damn, did that dress ever make her legs look good.

I cleared my throat. “It’s not a good idea for you to be here,” I said quietly.

“Why’s that?”

“Because there are people who know that I have that clip—people who run websites and magazines. They don’t know it’s you in the clip, but they’re out doing everything they can to figure that out.”

“Well it’s just stupid gossip until they get that clip, and you won’t let that happen, right?”

A shiver ran down my spine. “I can try, but I can’t make any promises.”

“Oh, sure you can. Don’t sell yourself so short.” I watched as she reached down and adjusted her tits in the tiny top of her dress. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so I could see her nipples poking out.

I cleared my throat again. “So are those from, like, hormones, or are they implants?” I asked with the quietest voice I could muster.

She smiled. “They’re implants. Want to feel them? I think they feel pretty real, but it’s hard to know for sure. No one ever tells me what they really think, but I feel like you’ll be honest with me.” She stood up and walked over and my heart skipped a beat. She bent down and I could see right down the top of her dress. I could see her perky nipples and the perfect curvature of her rack. I reached up slowly and noticed my hands were trembling. I cupped the breasts gently and was shocked by how real they felt. “Well?” she said.

“They feel real to me,” I said.

“They weren’t cheap.”

I took another deep breath. “Why are you doing this?” I said.

“Doing what?”

“Ruining my career. I told you that I didn’t have a choice. If you want to go after someone, go after the people who want to publish your clip. I’m just a middleman. If you get me fired, I’m screwed. I don’t have millions of dollars like you.”

“Whoa, calm down. What are you on about? I’m not here to ruin you. I’m here to watch you work. I’ve always wondered how movies get coloured. I think it’s so interesting.”

I wasn’t buying it. I knew she was setting me up, I just didn’t know how yet. Maybe she was trying to get me to admit to blackmailing her. Maybe she had a recording device on her. She had her hair tied up into a fancy bun—maybe there was a little camera in that bun. “Show me the recorder. Take it out,” I said.

She stared at me with a half-smile. “What recorder?” she asked. “I haven’t owned a recorder since the third grade.”

“Very funny. Show me how you’re recording me right now. You’re not going to get any admission out of me. I’m not blackmailing you. I want that on the record.”

She shook her head. “You think I’m wired? Go ahead and frisk me. Find the wire.”

My heart bounced, but I needed to call her bluff. She was up to something. First, I checked her little purse, which had nothing but a few credit cards and her phone. I checked her phone to make sure it wasn’t set to record—and it wasn’t. So if she was recording, she was recording with something attached to her body.

I carefully reached out and placed both of my hands on her sides. I knew what wireless microphones felt like—I was constantly trying to hide them with artificial shadows while colour correcting movies. I ran my hands down her smooth, curvy sides, and then I reached around her back. Usually the microphone is attached to a small transmitter box, which they often attached to girls’ bra straps. But Vanessa wasn’t wearing a bra, and there were no little boxes.

But I kept exploring. I reached down around her waist and then I went down to her shoes. I could find nothing. And then I realized she might be hiding something at her package, where she knew I wouldn’t check. She knew I wouldn’t want to touch her cock or balls—but I had to check. I couldn’t let her leave that suite with a recording that could end my career.

I looked into her eyes. “Go ahead,” she said. “Check between my legs. I don’t mind. Just don’t be mad when you like it.”

I felt my face becoming warm as I looked back down at her crotch, covered only by the thinnest satin skirt. I reached a hand up. I ran my fingertips over her smooth skin until I found the lacy bulge of her panties. I slipped my fingers awkwardly under that bulge, making sure to check all the crevices, and then I slipped my fingers around her shaft, in case a thin microphone had been taped to her cock. But there was nothing.

“I told you I was clean,” she said.

“I had to make sure,” I replied with my voice cracking.

“But I was recording last night,” she said with a smile.

I was silent for a moment as that comment sunk in. “You’re lying,” I said.

She reached out and grabbed her phone. She pressed a few buttons and then I heard my own voice: “I’m just an opportunist. That’s all. Now let’s figure this deal out. If you pay the price, I promise I’ll delete the clip and you’ll never hear about this again.” A coldness overtook my whole body.

“Now I can take this recording to your boss, or you can pay me $350,000. What’ll it be?” she slowly crossed her legs, revealing that red lacy package for a brief second.

“I don’t have that kind of money. You know that,” I said through clenched teeth. I felt sick. I wanted to go back in time and never look for that damned clip. I wish I never discovered her secret.

“But you must have that kind of money. I had one of my people look into you. Apparently you’ve got a pretty nice house in a pretty nice neighbourhood. Word on the street is that you had a super rich uncle kick the bucket, but my guy couldn’t find anything about any uncle of yours—so I’m assuming that money came from clips like the one you have of me. Am I right?”

I was backed into a corner, desperate for any excuse that would come to my mind—but no excuses came. I was stuck. I had to pay up. But I really didn’t want to. $350,000 was almost half of my bank account. I risked so much making that money. I couldn’t just give it to someone who didn’t need it—someone who already had millions and millions more on the way. “I don’t have it,” I lied.

“Well maybe we can make a bit of deal. Maybe you can do something else for me in the meantime. For starters, you got me pretty excited when you played with my cock a minute ago.”

It was a good thing that I was sitting because my legs were now trembling violently. “What are you asking for?”

“Maybe you could suck me for a bit—make me come. It’s the least you could do after what I did for you yesterday.”

“I’m not gay,” I said, louder than my voice should have gotten. I quickly looked back at the door to make sure there were no shadows lingering in the slit underneath.

“I’m not a man,” she said. “Those are your options: lose your job, pay the money, or suck me off.”

My heart was pounding. I looked down at her crotch and found myself wondering: how bad could it be? It was just another part of her body, no different than her arms or her legs. I’m sure it was clean and it probably smelled just as nice as the rest of her. It would be over in a matter of minutes, and then I could delete that clip and send her on her way—pretend like this whole thing never happened.

I shook my head and I got down on my knees, in front of the super-famous Vanessa Klein. “Let’s get this over with,” I said, reaching up for her skirt.


CHAPTER 9
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Igently pulled up her skirt and found myself staring at her lacy bulge. It was dark in that room, so I couldn’t make out too much detail—and maybe that was for the best. I found myself looked over at the door constantly, worried Alex or one of the other guys was about to bust in at any moment. Sadly, the doors weren’t equipped with locks. But I was fairly confident the guys would knock before coming in, with Vanessa there.

I slipped a single finger under that tight lacy strip of fabric and I pulled it aside, letting Vanessa’s cock and balls flop out. It took her shaft a few seconds to unfurl after having been stuffed into a tight lacy dungeon for the past few hours at least.

The cock wasn’t nearly as intimidating as I was expecting, even though it was big. It helped that she was all shaved and that she smelled like roses, even between her legs. I carefully slipped two fingers underneath her cock and lifted it up. It was surprisingly heavy, and remarkably smooth. I gently pulled back her foreskin and watched as her slick tip emerged. I knew she wanted me to suck her off, but I wasn’t sure how to start—and I still wasn’t sure I really wanted to do it. Maybe paying the money would have been better. Maybe getting fired wasn’t such a bad option.

“It’s not going to bite,” she said, looking down at me with red cheeks. I was surprised to see that her cheeks were red. Was she feeling vulnerable? She was always so confident, always with that smirk on her face, even when I was threatening to out her to the whole world. I didn’t realize she was capable of feeling vulnerable.

I took a deep breath and leaned forward. I lifted her limp cock up and slipped it into my mouth. There wasn’t any bad taste, like I was half-expecting. Though my heart wouldn’t stop pounding and my mind wouldn’t stop spinning. I knew that I was sucking a cock, which was something I never wanted to find myself doing.

I just kept reminding myself: ‘It’s either this or pay nearly half a million dollars.’ So I slipped that cock in further, letting it slide along my tongue. At least she was beautiful. At least she made an extremely convincing woman. At least her fingers felt feminine as they massaged my scalp.

Suddenly, I could feel throbbing. After a few bobs of the head, I could feel her cock becoming longer and thicker and harder. I could feel the emergence of veins, pressing firmly against the tight skin of her shaft. I could feel her tip swelling and becoming more round. She was getting an erection in my mouth. I suddenly had the urge to gag, but I held that urge back. If she was getting hard, then she was on her way towards ejaculating, and I was on my way towards being finished with this whole nightmare.

I could suddenly taste a bout of sweetness dribbling out onto my tongue. It was pre-cum, and it tasted surprisingly good. I sucked it down and swallowed it and I kept sucking. Now her cock was too big to fully fit into my mouth, so I used my hand to stroke what wouldn’t fit. She was hard now—as hard as a long chunk of wood. It was hard to bend her, so I just let the tip of her cock press against the roof of my mouth. I gagged every time her hard tip plunged down my throat, but I managed not to choke or throw up at all.

“You’re good at this,” she said. Her legs trembled momentarily, and then her knees pressed in against my arms. I kept stroking and sucking. I was getting closer—I was almost done, almost free from her blackmail. And sucking cock wasn’t nearly as bad as I thought it would be. It was actually kind of fun in a strange way. It was exciting to think that I was drawing a beautiful celebrity closer and closer to an orgasm. I was about to make her explode—me—the poorly paid colourist. So many men would probably kill to be in my position, on my knees, sucking off one of the most famous women on the planet.

“I’m going to come,” she said with a strained voice. “I want you to swallow all of it—don’t let any fall out. Don’t waste it. Oh God, it’s coming. Don’t stop—please don’t stop.” My heart started pounding. I didn’t know what to expect. I’d never tasted cum before. What if I couldn’t swallow it? What if I gagged and spat it all up? Would she still let me off the hook? Would she delete that audio recording on her phone?

She clutched my hair tight and pulled my face in firmly against her pelvis. And then she started to unload, shooting her hot goo against the back of my throat. She groaned and squirmed while I struggled to breathe. I coughed and choked and gagged, but she wouldn’t let up. Some of her cum dribbled out from my mouth and down my chin, but I managed to swallow the rest of it.

Then she pulled back and looked down at my face. “You missed some,” she said, reaching down and wiping the cum off of my chin and into my mouth. It was a little bit sour, but I liked the taste, so it wasn’t hard to swallow. “Good boy,” she said, bending over and planting a kiss on my forehead. “Now let’s get back to colouring. I just find it so fascinating.” She settled back into her seat and crossed her legs casually as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened.


CHAPTER 10
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Iwent home that night with no idea of what had happened. I knew that I’d gotten a handjob from Vanessa Klein, and I knew that I’d sucked her off. But I wasn’t sure where that left us. Was I still supposed to expect the $350,000 in return for the clip? Or was she still expecting $350,000 from me in exchange for the damning audio file? Or were we just even now? Was she going to delete that file and was I supposed to delete the clip?

I found myself pacing in my living room, looking around at all of the things that I wouldn’t own if it wasn’t for my sneaky little side business—all of the things I would lose if I was caught. The entire house would be the first to go, and then my car. I would have to move into a small apartment, which meant I would have to get rid of ninety percent of my things. I would have to cancel my cable subscription, and all of my individual sports subscriptions—you basically need to be a millionaire these days to be able to afford any of that. And then what would I be left with? Nothing.

A new hard drive came into the office the next morning. It was another big blockbuster, another film staring a budding actress. And I wasn’t behind my desk for ten minutes before I saw what kind of outfits they had her in: little bikinis, lingerie, and the tiniest dresses you can buy without going to specialty stores for strippers. I quickly navigated over to the other folders on the hard drive, and sure enough, they had all of the pre-production content there, including the wardrobe pictures. And in that folder I found pictures of that cute little actresses in the skimpiest lingerie—outfits that never made the cut, probably because they were too racy. Those photos were probably worth at least a few thousand dollars.

And after a bit more digging I found a whole folder of behind the scenes footage. I went through the footage for an hour and hardly skimmed the surface. I had so much material to work with—surely I would find something worth at least twenty or thirty grand.

But then I hesitated. Had I not learned my lesson? Had I not already been given a lucky second chance? Did I not deserve to be in prison? How much more of this could I get away with?

Then, strangely, I found myself searching an old name on Google: Jessica Perkins, my first victim. There weren’t any new news stories on her. The newest I could find was two months old, a story about how she was being admitted into a rehab facility. I suddenly felt sick. Did I do that to her? Of course I did. She was probably a more-or-less normal girl before the whole world saw nude pictures of her. And then she probably had to face her family after that. I couldn’t even imagine how disappointed her father was in her. It wasn’t so crazy to think that I was the one who drove her to drugs.

And then I searched for Lauren Fox, and the first article I found was about the pussy shot that I’d leaked. The article was literally about how her career went downhill after that day.

Who did I think I was? Why did I think I had the right to ruin the careers of these girls?

I pulled my personal computer out from my messenger bag. I opened up the folder where that clip of Vanessa Klein was hiding, and then I deleted it. I didn’t want to be responsible for ruining another life. It wasn’t Vanessa’s fault that I only made around fifty grand a year. It wasn’t her fault that my boss wasn’t paying me more. Hell, it wasn’t even my boss’ fault—that’s just what newbie colourists get paid.

I sent Vanessa a message, straight to her phone. “I deleted the clip. I deleted it off the hard drive too.” And even though I’d just lost out on the biggest payday of my entire life, I felt good about myself. I felt like for the first time in a very long time, I wasn’t a loser. I wasn’t some slimy little prick, making money by ruining peoples’ lives.

I finished the work I needed to finish with the newest hard drive and I passed it over to Alex. “It’s all yours now,” I said.

“That was quick,” he said.

“I’m trying out a new workflow. I think I’m going to be a lot quicker from now on.” And I was a lot quicker. I just did my job and I never looked into the hard drives that ended up on my desk—no further than I had to. And my bosses took notice. It wasn’t even three weeks later when I found myself with a big raise, and a promotion.

I was an official colourist with the company. I got to grade a feature all by myself for the first time ever. It was a small movie, but it was a big step in the right direction. And I started thinking of ways I could make even more money, building a colouring rig at my home so that I could take on private clients with small indie films and passion projects. Things were going well for me. I was making money—almost six-figures and climbing—with no guilt attached.

And then, one month after I deleted that clip, Vanessa Klein came into the office. She locked her gaze with mine as I was sipping my coffee and then a smirk came onto her face. “So it’s been a month,” she said.

Alex and Sammy were both in the room, staring at the super celebrity with glowing eyes. And I realized she was there to ruin my career with that audio clip—revenge for blackmailing her a month before. She said that she would do it unless I paid up, and I guess she meant it.

“Can I talk with you in private?” I asked. And I wasn’t sure that she would go into a private room with me to discuss the matter. I had a feeling she was there for the humiliation, and the humiliation would work best with all of my co-workers standing around me.

“Sure,” she said to my surprise. So we slipped into my colouring suite.

“Your name is on the door. That’s new,” she said, running her finger along my nameplate.

“As of last week,” I said.

“If only they knew what you are really up to in here,” she said with that trademark Hollywood grin.

“I’m done with that. I really did delete your clip, and lots of other clips—believe me. I probably had a million dollars worth of pictures and clips on my computer. They’re all gone.”

“Did I give you a good scare?” she asked.

“I didn’t delete it all because I was scared.”

“Well that’s nice to hear. I didn’t come here because I want your money, so you can take a breath and relax.” And it was relieving to hear, even though I didn’t fully believe her.

“So why are you here?” I asked.

“I just wanted to let you know that I got that role in that Tarantino movie. We start filming in two weeks, in Spain.”

“That sounds like fun,” I said. I watched her closely, still not convinced she wasn’t recording our conversation.

“It will be fun,” she said.

The room became silent. “Is that all you came to tell me?” I asked. “You can check my whole computer for that clip—I really did delete it.”

She shook her head and laughed. “I believe you,” she said. “I came because, well…” Her cheeks suddenly turned a shade of dark red. “I was about to have some fun at my house last night. I was all alone and I got this new dildo. I tried it out, and it just didn’t feel quite right. It was cold—and there’s nothing worse than something cold up there, if you know what I mean. It’s like having sex with a corpse. And then I went to try again this morning and I just couldn’t get into the mood. And then I remembered that you had a big, hot cock, and I thought: instead of masturbating alone like a loser, maybe I could swing by and you could clean me out with that big warm cock of yours.” She bit down on her bottom lip as her cheeks turned even redder.

Then she stood up straight, turned around, bent over, and pulled up her skirt, revealing the thin strip of black covering her puckering asshole. And I was hypnotized, drawn in like a moth towards light. How could I say no to such a beautiful woman? And that’s all I could see her as, even though I knew her truth. It didn’t matter. That cock was just another part of her body—no different to me than had there been a dripping pussy between her legs.

I reached down and fished that cock out from her panties, letting it hang down while I unzipped my fly. I gently felt her soft butt cheeks and then I squeezed them, making them red, digging in my nails. She didn’t flinch. She just wagged her bum like a horny little dog. My cock was getting hard fast—it wouldn’t be long before I was hard enough to stick it into her.

But I still had some time, so I sunk to my knees and spread her cheeks wide. I bent forward and pressed my lips to her hole and I started licking. Her asshole was perfect. I was able to press my tongue in deep and feel around her anal walls. She squirmed slightly and then let a little giggle slip. “How does it taste?” she asked with a shy voice.

“Great,” I said. I loved the feeling of her round butt cheeks hugging my face. I got my tongue in as deep as possible and I squirmed it around, getting her moist and ready. I was rock-hard now, but I wanted to taste her tight hole for a minute longer.

I reached around and grabbed her cock. It was pulsing and warm and it fit perfectly into my grip. I tugged it up and down, feeling it grow and harden. I pulled it back, between her legs, so her tip was just under her puckering hole—and then I licked both. She giggled again.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” I said. My face felt hot—my whole body felt hot. I’d never been so charged up in my life. I sprung to my feet and then I rubbed the tip of my dick up and down the crevice of her butt, mopping up some of my warm saliva. “Ready?” I asked.

“I’ve been ready all morning,” she said. So I pressed my tip against her hole, I pushed, and a moment later, I penetrated. I sunk in deeper and deeper and it wasn’t long before she was groaning and her legs were trebling. I’m not sure how she managed to stand upright in those tiny heels, but she did a good job. I could feel her anal walls throbbing against my cock, begging me to go deeper. So I kept plunging in further until my pelvis was firmly pressed against her soft tush. Then I started pumping her with my raging erection.

She moaned and I just hoped the room was soundproofed enough so Alex and Sammy wouldn’t hear. I slapped her ass with my pelvis and watched as it turned redder and redder. I reached around and got a good grip on her solid rod. I pumped it aggressively, desperate to make her cum. I had to get her off quickly because I knew I wasn’t going to last long in that tight, warm butthole.

“Oh God,” she moaned, gripping the edge of my colouring table firmly.

“You’re so tight,” I said through clenched teeth.

“You’re so big,” she said. I loved the way her puckering hole felt along my rod. I couldn’t get enough. I wanted more—I needed more. I reached down with my free hand and pressed two fingers into her asshole along with my cock. I wanted to stretch her out. I wanted to make her scream at the top of her lungs.

She covered her own mouth with her hand to muffle her scream, which was probably for the best. She squirmed and then I felt her cock pulsing. I looked over her shoulder and saw that she was coating my desk with her white goo. Finally, I didn’t have to hold on any longer. I released everything I had and filled her tight hole with my specimen, and then I stumbled back and fell into a chair, out of breath. Her asshole was still agape with my cumshot dribbling out. She looked back at me and giggled.

“You’re cute,” I said between breaths.

“You’re big.” And there was that big grin that I was growing to love more and more. “You know, my bed at home is pretty big. If you wanted to sleep in it with me, there’s more than enough room for both of us.”

My heart sprung up high in my chest. I said, “Sounds great,” before I even thought about the fact that she was a millionaire, or the fact that she wasn’t even a biological woman. None of that mattered to me. I just liked her—regardless of what she had between her legs and regardless of what she had in her bank account.

THE END
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PICTURE DAY


John, an amateur photographer, is desperate for work after being short on rent for the third month in a row. He decides to advertise his photography services on a local job board, and he’s surprised when he gets a call so quickly.

A school is in desperate need of a photographer for picture day. The pay is good, so John doesn’t hesitate. And the day goes smoothly enough, until one final student comes in at the end of the day. She’s stunningly beautiful and amazingly photogenic. And she’s got a special request for John: a private weekend photo shoot. John has his reservations but he accepts the gig. But his reservations only grow when he finds out the beautiful young woman isn’t listed as a student at the school.


CHAPTER 1
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It was picture day—the day of the week when I posted a new photo to Instagram. It was a Tuesday, to be more specific.

All of the greatest Instagram photographers only posted one photo every week, and I wanted to be one of the greats. Larry Fischer, Toby Ronson, Gayle Meeker—they were all killer and no filler: hundreds of posts without a single stinker. I wanted to be just like them. I wanted to be in a class of my own, with each photo getting a week’s worth of proper attention. I didn’t want to be another aspiring photographer posting twenty photos a day, getting my likes through sheer quantity. I had to be one of the greats if I was going to be a photographer at all.

That Tuesday, my new photo got six likes—six measly likes. I sat on my couch and stared at my phone in a state of disbelief, though I wasn’t surprised. It was actually an improvement over my last photo, which only received six likes after an entire week. At first I thought there was something wrong with my phone, and then I started to wonder if there was something wrong with my Instagram settings. I must have spent three hours searching through settings, trying to find some hidden adjustment so that the world could see my photos. I even made a second Instagram account, just so I could search for my own photos, to make sure they were actually visible to the public. And they were visible to the public—the problem wasn’t my phone or Instagram.

I’d been at it for four months. I almost had twenty photos posted, with hardly one hundred likes across all of them. I had eight followers, and a total of two comments: one thumbs-up emoji and one advertisement for discount sneakers. I squirmed looking at my pathetic numbers, and the thought that I’d spent thousands of dollars on my equipment—never mind the two years I spent at photography school.

I’d spent quite a bit of time in denial, trying to convince myself that I wasn’t the problem—it was my audience. Surely they just didn’t know what a good picture was. Surely they were just tasteless pigs, just looking for pictures of naked girls and cute puppies. And then I found myself back on the pages of Larry Fischer, Toby Ronson, Gayle Meeker, and my other heroes. Their photos were stunning, and their likes and comments reflected that. When I compared my profile to theirs, it became obvious that I was the problem. My photos really weren’t that good. Most of them were pretentious—stupid shots of buildings taken at strange angles. There was something clearly missing, but I couldn’t put my finger on what.

I was staring at my phone, trying to convince myself that my photos weren’t so bad, when there was a knock at my door. I put my phone down and answered the door. It was my landlord. “Rent,” he said, reaching his hand out.

I checked the date on my watch. It was the first of December—rent really was due. I’d lost track of the date. I’d been unemployed for three weeks. When you’re unemployed, you tend not to keep track of the time or the date, seeing as it’s mostly irrelevant… until rent is due. “I’ll go get it,” I said. I went to the cupboard where I kept the cash for my rent. My landlord had stopped taking cheques from me, because so many of them had bounced. I returned with the white envelope I had set aside. “Here you go.”

He counted it in front of me, which I thought was rude, but I didn’t say anything. “You’re short,” he said. “There’s only six-hundred here.”

I grabbed the cash from him and counted myself. I didn’t fully trust him. He had the eyes of a snake and he was always snooping around. But he was right—I was short one hundred dollars. So I fetched my wallet, thinking I had some cash in there. But there was only forty bucks in my wallet. “I’ll get the other sixty today—I just need to run to an ATM,” I said.

“No later than the end of the day,” he said before turning around and walking away. He didn’t say goodbye. He hadn’t said goodbye or hello to me since my first rent cheque had bounced, which was only two months after I’d moved in.

Before leaving for the ATM, I checked my phone, to see if a deluge of likes had suddenly appeared on my new photo. But there were now only five likes—someone had gone back and un-liked my photo. My gut turned but I didn’t get too worked up, seeing as it wasn’t the first time. I’d heard of bot accounts that go through and like photos and then un-like them an hour later—something to do with growing followers.

I wasn’t into all of those tricks. I didn’t even like to use hashtags—they seemed so gimmicky and cheap. I wanted my photos to stand on their own. I didn’t want to go and follow thousands of people I didn’t care about, and I didn’t want to go through Instagram liking photos that I didn’t actually like. My Instagram philosophy was simple: post a photo and let it take off on its own… Though apparently simple wasn’t working for me yet.

I hit up the ATM three blocks from my house. It was in a small convenience store and sometimes the storeowner would give me a free little bag of chips. I think he thought that I was homeless, but I never corrected him. I stuck my card into the ATM, punched in my code, and then I asked the machine for $40.00. I waited a moment, and then I saw the message: ‘insufficient funds. Please enter a different amount.’ My heart plunged into my stomach and burned in my stomach acid. I tried again, thinking there was some mistake—maybe I’d asked for $400.00 instead of $40.00. But I got the message again. So I asked for $20.00, and then I got the message once again.

Surely it was the machine, I thought. So I went for a longer walk down to my bank. I stood in like for the teller, and then I told her about the crazy ATM machine. She took one look at her computer screen and said, “I’m afraid the machine wasn’t wrong.” She couldn’t even look me in the eyes, as if I was too pathetic to look at. “I’m sorry,” she said.

“Where did my money go?”

She looked at the screen again. She looked hesitant. “Well…” she said. “You had one hundred and five dollars this time last month. It looks like you put forty dollars into your account three weeks ago. Then you bought something at a place called Zimmer Cameras for sixty-five dollars, leaving you at eighty dollars. You made a payment to your phone provider, for fifty dollars, leaving you around thirty dollars. Then you spent twenty-two dollars at a place called Tassels.” I felt my face turn red—Tassels was a well-known strip-club. I’d gone in with a friend for lunch—he insisted on the location.

Now there were people staring at me, silently judging me, waiting for me to get out of line so they could do their own banking. I took my bankcard and backed away from the counter. I don’t know why, but I thought I had more money. I didn’t realize how quickly I’d pissed away what I had left. It was only four months before when I had over ten thousand dollars in that account. Where did that money go? What did I have to show for it?

Camera gear. I had an obsession with camera gear. Back when I was employed, I would spend nearly every dollar I earned down at Zimmer Cameras. I would buy new lenses, new bodies, lights, backdrops, stands, reflectors, tripods, remotes, light boxes—whatever they had, I wanted it. And now I was broke.

So for the first time in almost a year, I found myself walking up to my parents’ house. I rang the doorbell. They had a giant front door that always made me feel small and powerless. The main answered the door. “How can I help you?” she asked.

“I’m Terry’s son. Is he home?” I asked.

“Terry!” the main shouted. “It’s your son!”

I knew my dad was going to send me down guilt lane. I knew he was going to scold me for my photography hobby, and then he would try to convince me to come and work for his paper company. And I wasn’t wrong—not even ten seconds into our conversation, he managed to cover all my expectations. “Let me guess—you’re out of money and you need a hand-out. We only see you when you need a handout. And let me guess—you spent all your money on some new camera that’s probably no different from the last one you bought, or the one before it, or the one that your mother and I bought you ten years ago. Are you working? Of course you’re not working—look at your face. You clearly haven’t shaved in weeks. Shave your face and come and work for my company. There’s a desk with your name on it.”

“I just need forty bucks to cover rent,” I said.

“I’ll give it to you, but I’m calling it an advance on your pay. I can have you start tomorrow. You know the address—be there at nine,” he said, reaching into his wallet and fishing out two crisp twenties.

“I’m not coming to work for you, dad. I’ll pay back the forty bucks.”

“With what money?” he said, putting his hands on his hips and leaning to one side like a one-legged owl.

“The money from my job,” I said. My gut turned and my chest fluttered. I knew my face was turning red—I just hoped he couldn’t tell that I was lying.

“What job?”

“I got a job as a, uh, photographer,” I said. “With a company. But I haven’t been paid yet—so I just need a few bucks to cover my rent.”

“Oh,” my dad said. He nodded his head slowly. “Well you should shave. That patchy fuzz all over your face looks unprofessional. You want to be taken seriously, right? Then shave. Here’s sixty bucks—don’t worry about paying it back. Just come over on Sunday for dinner—your mother’s cooking a roast.”

“Sure,” I said. I tried not to squirm as I thought about spending an evening with my parents—a whole evening of hearing how I was doing everything wrong.

At least I had the money for my rent, and the sun was still up.

On the way home from my parents’ house, I passed Zimmer Cameras. I stopped outside and looked in the window. There was a series of coloured lens filters in the window that I’d never seen before. I went inside and asked what they were. “They’re new polarizing filters. They’re intense. I saw a video of a guy using them to take a picture through a tinted limousine window.”

“Wow,” I said. “How much are they?”

“They’re twenty bucks each.” I bought one using the spare twenty my dad gave to me. I was halfway home when I realized I had no money for food. I thought about turning around and returning my new lens filter. But then I remembered there was a can of beans in the back of my pantry—I could make it last a couple of days.
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It was Thursday when I finally received a seventh like on my photo. It was officially my most popular photo, though that wasn’t saying much. Seven likes certainly weren’t about to pay my rent or pay my phone bill or carry out my Christmas shopping. I needed a job. I was already getting dirty looks from my landlord whenever I left my apartment. It was like he could tell that I was unemployed… I suppose he was seeing me at all hours of the day, meandering around the building in my pyjamas.

I went for a walk around the block, hoping to find a little shop with a hiring sign in the window. Nowhere was hiring, and then I had the idea of going down to Zimmer Cameras, to ask if they were hiring. The staff there knew me and they knew that I knew cameras. But they weren’t hiring. In fact, the guy behind the counter told me that they were going to be downsizing soon because business hadn’t been great lately. “But if you need work, you should check the job board,” he said.

I’d walked by the job board countless times before, but I’d never looked at it. I hated the idea of being a ‘photographer’, as strange as that sounds. I wanted to be one of the greats—and the greats didn’t take pictures of people’s dogs for Christmas cards. The greats didn’t photograph weddings on the side, and the greats didn’t occasionally shoot corporate headshots. Then again, the greats didn’t work for minimum wage at coffee shops either, but that was now looking like my only option.

The job board wasn’t much help. There was only one job posting, and all the phone numbers had already been ripped off by other starving photographers. I was about to leave the store when the guy behind the counter said, “You could put up a post advertising your services.” I looked back at the board. There were a few business cards tacked to the board, and someone had posted a picture of themselves with their phone number written underneath. The photo was lousy—not about to get them any work. But I had some nice photos that could catch the eye of someone looking for a freelance photographer.

I went home and grabbed one of my prints. Using a marker, I wrote my name and phone number on the print, along with a note: “Looking for any work. Flexible rate.” I went back to Zimmer Cameras and I stuck the print to the board. I stood there for a moment, admiring it, and then I left, and as soon as I was home I found myself staring at my phone once again, this time waiting for it to ring.

But it didn’t ring. I went to sleep, and when I woke up, I quickly checked my phone. But there were no missed calls. I felt defeated. I found myself on my computer, looking up job listings in my area. There wasn’t much: a few openings at the local McDonalds and a position as a janitor at a nearby office building. Strangely, the janitor position required a diploma.

The image of my old childhood bedroom came into my head. That bedroom was still at my parents’ house, still with my old bed and my old dressed and that old Halo poster on the wall. It was waiting for me. Nightly dinners with my parents were waiting for me. My five-year stint as an independent person was coming to an end. I had until the end of the month, and then I would surely be evicted for not paying my rent.

And then my phone rang. I picked it up before it could finish ringing a single time. “This is John, how can I be of service to you today?” I said, trying to force a big smile into my voice.

The phone was silent for a moment, and then I heard someone clearing their throat. “Hi, um, is this John Peters, the photographer?”

“That’s me,” I said. My heart was racing with warm optimism.

“This is Principal Anderson, from Churchill High School. I’m in a bit of a pinch at the moment. Today was picture day at school. But we had a bit of an incident. Our photographer sort of burnt down our gymnasium… He left his lights on when he took off for his lunch break, and one of them caught on fire. All of his gear got destroyed, and long story short, we basically need to start all over again. Photos are supposed to go out next week—do you think that’s something you could do?”

“You want me for picture day?” I asked. My heart fizzled. For some reason, I was hoping for an exciting job—taking pictures of wild animals out in the wilderness, or photographing mountains from a helicopter. I wasn’t exactly excited to take photos of high school students.”

“Yes, that’s correct. But we would need the photos taken tomorrow, and it would have to be in your own studio, seeing as half of our school is now closed while we repair the fire damage. We’ve already informed the parents that the students will have to travel off of the property, and most of them seem to be okay with that. You do have a studio, right?”

“Um,” I said. I didn’t have a studio, but I needed the work. I tried to think of a place I could borrow—a friend’s garage or an abandoned warehouse that no one would notice me using.

“We can pay three thousand, by the way—no more. We’re already over-budget for the year. I hope you understand.” My heart sprung up into my throat. Three thousand dollars? That was more money than I’d ever made in a month, never mind in a single day!

“I’ve got a studio, yeah,” I said. “That shouldn’t be a problem.”

“And of course, we would have you handle all of the orders and the prints—the usual protocol.”

“Yeah, that all sounds fine,” I said. I had no idea how the hell I was going to pull the gig off, but I couldn’t say no to three grand.

“Okay, great. Just e-mail me your address. We’ll have students arriving at your studio at 9:00 AM tomorrow. Don’t worry about scheduling—we’ll handle that. Just make sure you have everything set up by 9:00 AM, and make sure you send every student home with an order form, for prints. We’ll have the filled out order forms sent back to you by Monday. And then hopefully we can get the prints no later than Friday.” Principal Anderson laughed. “Oh my, this is such a relief. I was really worried that we weren’t going to find someone, but it sounds like the students are in good hands with you.”

“Just out of curiosity, how many students are we talking about here?”

“About seven-hundred,” he said. “But they will be quick. No more than a minute per student. Do you have a pen? I’ll give you my e-mail address. You’re really saving our asses here, Mr. Peters. You’re a real life saver.”

“It’s my pleasure. I’ve got a pen ready. Oh—can you pay cash, by any chance? Cash would be best for me?”

“We’ll pay you with a cheque,” Principal Anderson said.

“Of course. A cheque is fine. A cheque is great. Now what’s that e-mail address, so I can send you my studio details. Oh, and will there be a teacher present, or just the students?”

“Just the students—they will come one at a time. You may end up with a bit of a line out your door, but that’s okay, right?”

“No problem,” I said. I picked up a pen and noticed my hand was trembling. I was signing myself up for a job that I was not qualified for—but I needed the money.
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Iquickly called every photographer I knew and asked if they had a studio I could borrow for the day. But none of them had any leads, except for my friend, Lewis, but his suggestion was of no help. The rental rate for the studio he had in mind was eight hundred bucks per day, and I wasn’t about to lose almost a third of my payout to a studio rental… Plus they needed the money up front—I asked.

I considered giving Principal Anderson the address of an abandoned warehouse. I knew a few—I’d photographed inside of some especially grungy ones before. But if there was going to be a line of students out the door, it wouldn’t work—I would surely attract the attention of the police, and I would end up being charged with trespassing.

So I gave Principal Anderson my own address and buzzer number. Then I spent the rest of that night clearing out my living room. I dragged my couch and my television and my coffee table and all of my artwork into my bedroom. Then I set up my white backdrop and a few lights. I didn’t have one of those cheesy blue cloudy backdrops that school photographers tend to use, so the students would have to live with white.

I set the camera up next to my apartment buzzer, so that I could reach over and buzz students up while I took photos. I was already dreading saying, ‘Come on up to the seventh floor, the door is open,’ seven hundred times.

I did a few test shots using my camera’s timer and myself. The shots looked half decent—good enough for a small wallet photo that would end up on grandma’s refrigerator. I tweaked a few lights and then I turned everything off and got my batteries charging. It was going to be a long day—seven hundred students. Even if I could shoot a student every minute, I was still looking at a nearly twelve-hour day.

I didn’t get much sleep that night. I was strangely nervous, and strangely excited. It was my first photography gig, even though I’d always thought that I never wanted to work a photography gig. It was a lot of money and a lot of pressure.

I’d only been sleeping an hour when my alarm went off. The sun was already up and there was only an hour before hoards of students started showing up at my door. I fired all of my equipment up and I waited nervously, sipping coffee, praying none of the students went back to school and said, ‘That studio was just inside the creep’s apartment.’ My heart started pounding the more I thought about it. What if they thought I was some sort of paedophile, luring kids into my apartment to take their photos? What if one of my neighbours calls up my landlord? What if he shuts me down?

My buzzer rang and I jumped. It was only 8:40 AM—they were early. “Hello?” I said. My voice was strangely shaky.

“I’m here for picture day,” a young voice said.

“Okay, come on up,” I said. My voice was even shakier. The voice was very young—so young I couldn’t tell if it was a boy or a girl. And they were alone? A young child was coming up to my apartment alone? Where were this child’s parents? Why were they allowing this? Oh, probably because they thought their child was going to a proper studio with a proper photographer. My gut turned and my legs began to tremble.

The student couldn’t have been older than fourteen. He had scruffy hair and a pale face, and big beady eyes. He stood in my doorway and looked around. He hesitated before walking in. “Is this picture day?” he asked.

“Sure is,” I said, forcing a smile. My gut turned again. “Just take a seat on the stood and we’ll get started.” The young boy cautiously walked towards the stood (which I’d found the night before in the alleyway). He took a seat on it. I heard the old wooden legs creak, and I was worried it was about to snap. My body was tense. The boy looked at me with terrified eyes, as if he was being kidnapped. I walked over to the camera and I said, “Smile.” I snapped a shot.

The child didn’t smile, but I was too overwhelmed to notice. “Okay, you’re done. Good job. Have a nice day.” I rushed the young boy out. My stomach was filled with regret. I shouldn’t have taken this job. I was out of my element. I took artsy photos—pictures of landscapes, buildings, sometimes models, and sometimes boudoir—but never kids.

It was ten minutes of gruelling silence before the buzzer rang again. I told the child to come upstairs. Thankfully, this child came with a friend. I didn’t feel so creepy this time. I snapped their photos and sent them on their way. The buzzer rang again while they were on their way out, so I buzzed the next few kids up. And then I remembered I was supposed to be sending the kids home with forms—and I didn’t even have any forms. I quickly scrambled, grabbing a stack of recycled paper from my office nook. I quickly wrote a price sheet out: $10.00 per print, $15.00 for a sheet of wallet-sized photos, $10.00 for skin correction. I had no idea what photographers charged. Then I put the stack of recycled paper under the little sign, which I taped to the wall with masking tape.

As soon as the next couple of students walked into my apartment, I pointed to the sign. “Grab a piece of paper and write down the rates,” I said. “And tell your parents to write how many prints they want on the bottom of the page.” None of the students questioned my laziness. They just did as they were told, as if I was one of their teachers. I used a notebook to keep track of the students’ names and what order they came in, so I would know who was who when the orders started coming in. I still had no idea how I was going to handle the orders, but I could figure that out later. Now, I just needed to get through the photographing process.

Strangely, no one questioned my sketchy setup at all—until the afternoon rolled around and the twelfth graders started showing up for their senior-year photos.
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Ifelt like less of a creep once I was finished with the eleventh graders. More than half of the twelfth graders were eighteen, so they were technically adults. I was only seven years older than them, so it seemed less weird when one of the girls was wearing a top that showed off a bit too much cleavage (one of the tenth graders showed up with her tits almost billowing out of a small tube dress, which was extremely uncomfortable to photograph).

Almost all of the twelfth graders looked around my apartment and scoffed. “Is this for real?” I heard one student say. A few of them stuck around after I took their photos, hanging out in my kitchenette, leaning against my cupboards. Another student lit up a cigarette in the hallway. I was terrified my landlord would smell it and come shut my whole operation down. Luckily, my landlord didn’t come around that day.

“Are you a real photographer?” one of the female students asked.

“Yes—I just don’t have a studio available at the moment, and your school was in a bind,” I said.

“Is that a bed sheet?” she asked, pointing at my white backdrop.

“No, it’s a proper backdrop. It’s just white—they shoot models on white backdrops.”

“Do you shoot models?” she asked.

“Sometimes,” I said.

“Are you single?” she asked. The question made my stomach turn. I was fairly certain this particular student was not eighteen. It wouldn’t have been so uncomfortable had she not been the only one who asked me about my relationship status. A few girls came in and asked if I was single, and then they asked if I would consider dating a high-school student. One girl asked for my Instagram, and then she looked it up in front of me. She was disappointed to see that I didn’t have pictures of models. “Can I be your first?” she asked. “Can you shoot me like a model once you’re done with the school pictures?”

“I’m just focussing on this right now,” I said. The last thing I needed was for Principal Anderson to find out that I took a few girls aside for a private photo shoot. I didn’t even want him to know that his students were asking—I just wanted students to come in, get their picture taken, and then leave.

One of the male students got into my fridge, and I didn’t notice until I heard him cracking one of my few remaining beers. “Hey—put that down!” I shouted from my post behind the camera.

“Chill, bro,” he said. “You’re cool, right?”

Now my heart was pounding. I certainly wouldn’t get paid if Principal Anderson found out the students were drinking in my flat. I had to abandon my place behind the camera to snatch the beer out of his hand.

I was relieved when the buzzer finally stopped going off, and students finally stopped funnelling into my apartment. I took a deep breath and then I walked over to the corner of the room. I sat down on the floor with that beer in my hand—there was no sense in letting it go to waste.

I’d survived picture day. I had almost two thousand pictures of high school students on my camera, waiting to be processed—which would probably take me fifty hours, at least (certainly my entire weekend). But I’d done it. I was officially a professional photographer, which brought a smile to my face, even though it wasn’t the type of photographer I wanted to be. I took a long sip from my beer, and then my buzzer rang again. I looked at my watch. It was 5:20 PM—there should have been no more students.

I put the beer down on the counter and I answered the buzzer. “Who is it?” I asked.

“I’m here for picture day,” a female voice said. “Sorry I’m late.”

“Oh, okay—uh, come on up,” I said. I quickly turned my lights back on and I fired up my camera. I retrieved my notebook with the students’ names on it and I got ready behind the camera—ready to get this girl in and out as quickly as possible.

There was a knock at my door. I’d forgotten that I’d closed it. “Come on in!” I called out. My heart skipped a beat. I was strangely nervous all over again, as if I hadn’t already done this a few hundred times. The door opened. I looked back with a smile, and then my smile disappeared as soon as I saw my final subject for the day.

She was a short, stunning blonde with big eyes and full lips. Her hair extended down past her black belly shirt, and her legs were neatly clad with tight pleather plants. Her ass was stunning, though she didn’t have much of a chest. She pushed her hair back. “Where do you want me?” she asked. Her voice was gentle and soft. I almost had to strain to hear her speaking because she spoke so quietly.

“Just on the stool is fine,” I said. I was trying my best not to check her out, even though I desperately wanted to. She was gorgeous—she had the looks of a top-ten model, and I wouldn’t have been surprised to find out she was a model when she wasn’t in school. She took a seat on the stool, pointing her back straight. Her belly shirt rode up, almost to her sternum. She looked into my eyes and my heart fluttered. “We’ll just get a couple shots and then you can be on your way. Oh, I almost forgot. What’s your name?”

She smiled. “Kat,” she said with that delectably soft voice.

“Kat—What’s your last name, Kat?” I asked, with my notebook in my hand.

“Stevens,” she said with a grin.

“Your name is Kat Stevens? Isn’t that a musician?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess so,” she said. And she still had that smirk on her face, as if she was trying not to laugh. She looked cute with that smirk.

“Okay, Kat. Just so you know, if your name is wrong here, I won’t be able to deliver your photos when your parents place an order.”

“That’s okay,” she said, still with that smirk.

“And that makes this kind of… pointless,” I said, forcing a smile.

“I’ll place my own order. Don’t worry. Now how do you want me to sit?” She straightened her back again, curving her spine in the most beautiful way. She crossed her legs, leaving her heeled foot dangling at the edge of my frame. She had her toes painted a teal colour.

“Just like that is fine. We can, uh, do a few different shots, if you want.” I felt colour rushing into my cheeks. I bit my tongue in an attempt to gather my composure. She was pretty—stunning even—but as far as I knew, she wasn’t a legal adult, and I wasn’t interested in having anything to do with a minor.

I snapped a shot, and then she changed her pose naturally, like a trained model. “Okay, good,” I said. I snapped another shot, and she changed her pose again. We ended up taking twenty different shots, including a couple of standing shots.

I looked through the pictures. She was a natural—beautiful in every single photo. “Great shot,” I said. “But I, uh, can’t send these to you. They don’t really look like school photos—your parents would get the wrong idea. But if you place an order, I’ll use that first shot we got. That one should be fine.” I forced a big smile. I could still feel my cheeks burning warmer. Why was I so flustered? Why was I so obsessed with this young woman? I bit down on my tongue again.

“Oh, my parents won’t see them. Like I said, they would be for me. I would order them separately, if that’s okay. Just one of each. Could I get a deal if I order one of each? Maybe 50$ for all of them? I don’t have much money.”

“Um, okay, sure. I guess we can do that. As long as your parents know these aren’t school photos—they aren’t meant for your yearbook or anything like that,” I said.

She laughed. She had a cute laugh that made my head spin. “You’re cute,” she said. “Don’t worry. They’re just for me. Thanks, sweetie.” She took off without saying anything else. While she was going, I caved to my desires and I took a look at her perfect bum as she walked out of my apartment. And then I noticed the open beer sitting on the counter and my heart trembled. I hoped she didn’t see it—it wasn’t the most professional sight in photography history.

I unloaded the pictures to my computer that night. It took almost an hour just to get all of the photos from my SD card onto my hard drive. There were so many photos, and I would have to process all of them. And what was I going to do when everyone ordered prints? Where could I go to get potentially thousands of prints made, seeing as I hadn’t even been paid yet? My heart stammered. I kept telling myself that I would figure it out once the orders were placed. I’d figured my shooting set up in just twelve hours—if I could do that, I could do anything. I was sure I could find a small printer willing to print on a deferral.

Before shutting my system down for the night, I found myself looking at the picture of the girl who called herself Kat Stevens. I couldn’t believe how beautiful she was. I couldn’t believe how natural she was in front of the camera. And I couldn’t believe how enamoured I was with her.
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The orders came back to me by courier on Monday evening. They were all packed into a medium-sized moving box. I didn’t know what to expect until I opened the box, and then I felt sick as soon as I looked inside. The box was over-flowing with paper. The orders really were being put through with my lazy recycled paper system. Some of the pages were crumpled; some were covered in student doodling. Some had notes from the parents: ‘My son wore his white shirt to picture day. Had I known the backdrop was going to be white, I would have sent him in his blue shirt. Please change the colour of his shirt before sending me my twenty-six prints. Thank you.’

I had a daunting task ahead of me, but I was determined to see the job through. The box was also filled with cash and cheques—so how could I say no?

I dragged the box over to my computer and I got started right away, picking up the first order and referencing it to my little notebook. It took me a few minutes to sift through the pictures to find the correct student. Then it took me another few minutes to make the photo look nice and proper, and then it took me another few minutes to export and correctly label the photo so I could find it again once I went to order prints. Then I put the order page to the side, starting a new pile. I looked at the clock and realized I’d just spent nearly twenty minutes on a single student and I had hundreds to get through.

I stayed up late that night, until 4:00 AM, and my finished pile was hardly half an inch tall—and I still had about six inches of orders left. I went to sleep and woke up early the next morning. I made a pot of coffee and I got right to work. I sat at my computer for sixteen hours, but I was only half done, so I did the same the next day. And it was midway through the next day when I came across an order from ‘Kat Stevens’. She wanted one of ‘every good photo’. There was a fifty-dollar bill attached to the order, as promised.

So I opened up her pictures, which I had in a separate folder, because I didn’t want them lumped in with the school pictures, in case someone from the school came around asking for the whole folder. I went through the photos and picked out my five favourites. I’d already done some minor colour correcting with the photos, and Kat’s skin was perfect—so there was no need to do any tweaks in Photoshop. I saved the photos, and then I found myself staring again at Kat. And that’s when I realized she looked familiar. There was something about her face—something I’d seen before. It was suddenly bugging me.

I started processing more student photos, but that nagging image of Kat remained in my mind. Why was she so familiar all of a sudden? Why didn’t she seem familiar before? Or was I just exhausted from sitting at a computer for multiple days in a row?

I didn’t finish the photos until noon the next day—about thirty-two hours before the prints were due at the school. I grabbed all of the money from the box, swung around the bank to get the money into my account, and then I started going from print house to print house with my hard drive. “You want how many prints by tomorrow morning?” just about every print shop asked me.

“Roughly twenty-two hundred,” I said. “Each file is labelled with how many prints I need.”

Of course I was turned down more times than I could count. But I eventually found a small shop that was willing to take the job. The owner’s eyes lit up when he saw the order. “I’ll have to charge you rush order pricing,” he said.

“That’s fine.”

It was almost two thousand dollars for the prints, but there was almost four thousand in the box, so I still came out with a profit. I walked that box of prints into the school the next morning, ten minutes before the bell rang and classes started. With a big smile on my face, I placed the box down on the administrator’s desk. “Here are all of the prints from picture day,” I said. I couldn’t stop smiling. I was the school’s hero—and I was officially a professional photographer. I deserved that smile that was stuck on my face, and I deserved all of that money that was now in my bank account. I was already starting to think of where else I could post an ad, so I could get more work. Maybe I could go from school to school, advertising my picture day services. Maybe I could use some of my new money to invest in a proper backdrop—maybe the classic cloudy sky backdrop that schools seem to love.

But my picture day job wasn’t technically over yet. I still had a small bundle of photos left to deliver: the photos of Kat Stevens. I decided not to leave them with the rest, in case one of the teachers decided to look inside the manila envelopes. But I had no idea where to deliver them. I didn’t even know Kat’s real name.

So I slipped the one appropriate picture day photo of Kat out from my folder and I asked the school administrator, “Do you know who this student is?”

She stared at me with narrowed eyes, only looking at the photo very briefly. “Why?” she asked accusingly.

“She asked for her pictures to be delivered to her home, but she didn’t give me an address,” I said.

The administrator continued to stare me down. I wondered if she thought I was a predator or a paedophile. She slowly looked down at the photo. “I’m not allowed to give out the students’ addresses. But even if I was allowed, I wouldn’t be able to because I have no idea who that is. She does look familiar though. Why don’t you leave the photos here with the rest and we’ll see to getting them sorted.”

“Um, no, that’s okay,” I said. I found myself taking a step back. “I’ll, uh, hold onto them for now. But if you hear anything about a student missing some photos, be sure to let me know.”

I found myself rushing out of the school, as if I’d been caught—though I knew that I hadn’t been caught. And even if I had been caught, I had nothing to hide. It’s not like the photos were illegal. Kat wasn’t naked in the shots, though she did look as sexy as hell. I brought the photos home and I tried to think of a way to track Kat down, so I could deliver the photos to her home address.

I spent most of that day, trying to look Kat up on Facebook. Like a total weirdo, I found myself searching her classmates and finding students with profiles that weren’t hidden with privacy features. I went into their friend lists and searched through thousands of profiles, hoping to find Kat. I thought that if I could find her profile, then I could message her to let her know that her photos were ready. I could ask for an address. But I couldn’t find any profile that looked like her. I was scrolling through another student’s friend list when my buzzer rang, making me jump. It took a moment to bring myself up to my feet. “Hello?” I said into the two-way system.

“Hey, it’s me,” a feminine voice said. The speaker was tinny and crackly, but I knew I was speaking to Kat.

“Oh, uh, hey. I’ve got your pictures here. I’ll bring them down,” I said.

“Mind if I come up?” she said.

My heart bounced and bobbed. I knew the correct answer was ‘no’, but under the stress of the moment, I blurted out, “Sure, come on up,” and I pressed the button to unlock the front door.
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Ibuzzed through my apartment, cleaning up as much as I could in the tiny amount of time that I had. My counter was covered in dishes and my desk was covered in boxes of takeout. I hadn’t had time to clean over the past week, trying to get all of the prints ready for order. I opened all of my windows—I couldn’t smell anything off, but that didn’t mean that my apartment didn’t smell off. It couldn’t have possibly smelled very good, seeing as I’d been sitting in front of a computer screen for five consecutive days.

There was a knock at my door. I looked around, still dissatisfied with how my apartment looked. My living room was still barren, everything still stuffed into my bedroom. I hadn’t had a chance to get everything back to normal after I moved it all for picture day. “One sec,” I said. I wanted to light a candle and I wanted to spray some Febreeze, but I had no time. I knew I needed to answer the door—so I did.

And there stood Kat, in a cute floral sundress and glossy white heels. Her long blonde hair was down, some strands were straight and some were wavy. Her big eyes were shining and burning into my better sensibilities. “Hey,” I said with an awkward smile.

“Hi there,” she said with an adorable smile that made my heart hurt. I tried to mentally remind myself that she was possibly only seventeen. I cleared my throat and I corrected my posture.

“I, uh, have your pictures,” I said. “I’ll grab them.”

“Mind if I come in for a second?” she asked. But she didn’t wait for an answer. She simply let herself into my apartment. She looked around, still with that smile on her face. I hurried to the kitchen and grabbed that folder of photos. I passed it to her. “Here you are,” I said. I just wanted her gone as quickly as possible. I didn’t want her to stay long enough to smell the musk in my apartment that I couldn’t smell.

But instead of leaving, she started opening the envelope. She quickly pulled out the photos and then I watched as her face lit up. “Oh my God,” she said. “These photos are amazing.” She slowly flipped through all of them, her eyes glowing at the sight of each. “I look so… pretty.”

“Well you are very pretty, so it wasn’t hard,” I said, and then I immediately regretted saying it. She was just a kid—at least she was possibly a kid. There was a good chance that she was an adult, though. There was a good chance that I had nothing to worry about… But there was also a good chance that I was flirting with some serious danger. “I guess that’s that then,” I said. “You’d better be getting home.”

“Wait,” she said. “Did you have to Photoshop these pictures at all?”

“What do you mean? No—not at all.”

“So this is really how I look?” she asked. She seemed flabbergasted, as if she’d never seen a picture of herself before.

“That’s you—that’s the girl I’m looking at,” I said.

“Let’s do it,” she said. My heart started pounding and fluttering around in my chest, swirling down into my gut. My legs began to tremble and my knees nearly buckled.

“Excuse me?” I said, my voice suddenly cracking.

“I said let’s do it—let’s do another photo shoot.”

“I—uh—I don’t think that’s a great idea, Kat,” I said. “But I’m glad you like the photos. It’s always nice to see a satisfied customer.”

“I’ll pay you. I don’t have much—I get my allowance tomorrow. Fifty dollars and we’ll do another shoot. I know that’s probably not a lot to you, but it’s all I’ve got.”

“Kat—you’re just a kid, and I don’t think it would be appropriate,” I said.

“I’m eighteen,” she said. And I’d never found so much relief in two words before. I tried not to exhale a relieved breath of air in front of her.

“Well, I still don’t think it’s right. You’re still in high-school,” I said. My heart was still fluttering about inside of my gut. I bit down on the edge of my tongue and I tried my best to maintain my composure.

“I promise it would be fun,” she said. And then my heart skipped a beat. How could she promise such a thing? What was she insinuating?

“I’m sure it would be fun, it’s just… I don’t know.”

“Great. Tomorrow—I’ll be here in the morning with my makeup done. I’ll bring a few different outfits. I was thinking we could shoot downtown—there’s a really cool alleyway with lots of colourful graffiti. We can get some cool urban shots.” Her excitement was childish, making me wonder if she was telling the truth about her age. I was tempted to ask for ID, but I didn’t know how to do so comfortably. All I could do was smile and nod and hope that my legs didn’t give out while she was looking.

“Okay,” I heard myself say.

“Thanks, John!” She looked at her photos again while she slowly turned and headed towards my building elevator.

My heart was still stuttering, and I was still trying to think of a way out of the photo shoot—but it was fifty bucks, and fifty dollars goes a long way when you’re nearly broke. Even with my big payout from the school, I still wasn’t rich. I still had bills to pay and equipment to buy (if I was going to get more gigs).

So I went inside and I got my camera and LED light batteries charging. I prepped my camera bag with a few lenses that I figured would be best for the shoot, and then I found myself cleaning everything, worried Kat was going to show up again and see my dirty apartment.


CHAPTER 7
[image: ]


It was 7:30 AM and the sun wasn’t even up yet when my buzzer rang. I was awake, so I wasn’t taken off guard, though I was surprised that an eighteen year old was up so early. And she had her makeup and hair all done up, which meant she’d probably been awake at 5:00 AM on a Saturday morning. But she was excited, and it’s hard to sleep when you’re excited—I know because I was awake at 5:00 AM, making sure my batteries were properly charged and all of the correct equipment was packed into my camera bag.

As soon as I opened the door for Kat, she asked, “How do I look?” She did a little spin, making her dress lift up into the air. She looked phenomenal. She was wearing a little black dress with the tiniest little skirt. She had black stockings up her perfect legs, and a black choker necklace around her throat. “I have a few other outfits,” she said, motioning to the bag in her hand, “if you think this one is too Goth.”

“I think you look great,” I said. The outfit was a bit Gothic, but it was undeniably sexy. A part of me was excited to be seen out on the street with Kat, looking so sexy. Maybe people would think that we were an item—that I was dating a beautiful younger woman. But I was also terrified to be seen out with her, worried people would think that she was too young to be getting sexy photos taken. I still only had her word to go on.

We walked together to the alley she had in mind. I’d walked by it before and had always thought it would make a great spot for a photo shoot. I put my camera bag down against a wall and I started setting up my gear. Kat pulled a tube of red lipstick out from her bag and she went over to an old rusted car to apply it, using the cracked side view mirror as a makeup mirror. She bent over with her legs straight and she puckered her lips. She looked adorable. I snapped a couple quick shots—sometimes candid shots are the best.

Then we got right to it. I didn’t know what she was looking for, so I just said, “Change up your pose every few shots or so. You can hear the shutter, right?”

“Yup!” she said with a little, childish bounce. I held up my camera and she struck her first pose, putting one hand on her head and the other on her hip. I snapped a few shots and then she put both of her hands into her hair. She’d been practising. She knew exactly what she wanted. So I just focussed on getting the best compositions. I didn’t even have to tell her to tilt her head up—she naturally held her head up, as if she’d been watching posing tutorials online—and I’m sure that’s exactly what she’d been doing.

I snapped almost three hundred shots before she said, “Maybe I should change into another look.”

“Sure,” I said.

There was nowhere for her to change, so she just took her bag behind a tall green dumpster, and I turned and looked the other way. While I waited for her to change, I looked through my photos. I had so many great shots—it was going to be hard to choose just a few to send to her.

When I turned around again, Kat was ready to shoot, and now she was dressed in something a little more racy—maybe too racy to be wearing out in public. She was clad in a red lace halter-top and a black skirt, that didn’t even fully cover her tush. On her legs she had tall thigh-high leather heeled boots. She had a big smile on her face, and her cheeks were red. I found myself looking around, making sure no one was looking. It was still early on a Saturday morning—hopefully most people were still asleep.

“Is this okay?” she asked.

“It’s, uh, yeah—it’s a bit…” I didn’t know what I was trying to say. I could feel my cheeks becoming redder and redder. I bit my tongue and then gave up on saying anything at all. I held up my camera and I started snapping photos. She started posing—and she had a whole new set of poses ready, without hesitating. Maybe she’d done this before. Maybe this wasn’t her first modelling gig.

“That’s great,” I said. I could feel my pants tightening once she turned her back to me and she started posing over her shoulder. When she bent over slightly, I could almost see her entire tush. I could see her tight red panties and the slight bulge of her camel toe.

I switched my lens to change it up—switching to something wider. So I walked closer to her and started taking more shots. Now I could smell her perfume. At times I could feel the warmth radiating off of her body. She truly was a treat to photograph. I shot another three hundred photos of her in her sexy lingerie. “Do you have another outfit?” I asked. It was getting later into the morning, and soon people would be out on the streets, looking down the alley at my model, who looked a bit like a prostitute.

“I have one more, but…” Her cheeks became a shade of dark red.

“What is it?” I asked. My heart fluttered.

“It’s maybe too sexy for public. Do you still have that backdrop? Maybe we can shoot the last outfit at your place.”

My heart was pounding. Too sexy for public? How could her outfit get any sexier than what she was wearing now? My heart soared up into my throat, preventing me from speaking. So all I could do was smile and nod my head slowly, probably looking like a complete idiot. It was a minute later when I was able to say, “Okay, sounds good.” The sensible side of me was screaming in my ear, telling me to say ‘no’. If Kat’s school found out about this shoot, they would surely have something to say—I would never get another picture day gig—that’s for sure.

My heart was pounding out of control as we stepped out of the alleyway, onto the street. It must have looked like I’d just picked up a prostitute. I was terrified of walking into my building with her, with her short skirt only covering half of her perky ass. What if one of my neighbours saw me? What if my landlord saw me? My landlord already hated my guts—I didn’t need to give him another reason to want me out.

Thankfully the apartment lobby was clear, and the elevator was desolate. The building was still asleep, thanks to some miracle. I rushed Kat into my apartment and a wave of relief washed over me once the door was closed. “I just need a few minutes to set up the backdrop and a few lights. So take your time getting changed.”

“Okay,” she said with that cute smile.

I felt weird—terribly nervous and strangely excited. I had a beautiful young woman alone in my apartment, and I was about to take sexy photos of her—apparently sexier than the sexy photos I’d already taken.

I pulled out my backdrop and I got it all set up. Then I dragged out a few lights. Kat was in my bathroom the whole time, getting changed and getting her makeup touched up. Once I had the lights all set up, she was still in the bathroom. “I’m ready when you are,” I called out.

“Just a minute,” she said. So I waited a minute, and then I waited two minutes, and then I waited five minutes.

“Everything okay?” I asked.

There was a short silence, and then she said, “I’m just a little bit nervous,” she said.

“Don’t be nervous,” I said. “If you want, we can stop with what we’ve got—we have tons of great shots already.”

And then the bathroom door creaked open and she stepped out.
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Kat was wearing very little—almost nothing at all. She had a band of fabric around her chest, covering her small tits (which now almost looked non-existent), and she had a thong covering her pussy. Otherwise, she was all smooth skin. I stared at her for a moment and then I looked away, worried I would make her feel uncomfortable. I cleared my throat. “And you are eighteen, right?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

“Um, would it be possible to see some ID?”

She laughed. “I don’t have it here,” she said. Though I didn’t believe her. She was hiding her ID from me, and probably for a good reason—probably because she wasn’t actually a legal age. Though technically, as long as her nipples and her slit was covered, there was nothing illegal about taking some photos. In fact, there was nothing illegal about it, even if she was exposed, because she told me she was eighteen—at least that’s what I kept telling myself.

I had her stand in front of the white sheet, and then I started snapping photos. She went straight to posing, but her cheeks were still red and her body was stiff. She was a confident young woman, but even she had a line. “So, uh, what are you planning on doing with these pictures?” I asked.

“They’re just for me—so I can remember how I looked when I’m older.”

“Right,” I said. I snapped a few more shots. I kept my distance, keeping a long lens on my camera so I wouldn’t have to get too close. I could still smell her sweet perfume from my distance, and I could still feel her comforting warmth.

“I really am eighteen,” she said. “I can’t show you my ID though.”

“Why not?” I asked. My heart just wouldn’t calm down.

“Because it’s embarrassing.”

“Why?”

“I don’t want to say why,” she said, her cheeks turning redder. Her red cheeks worked for the photos. She looked even cuter when she was shy. I found myself looking through the photos while she had a sip of water, and I could feel my pants tightening. I was worried she would see the bulge of my erection, even though my undies were tight and my jeans were firm.

“We’re getting some great photos—we probably have more than enough,” I said.

“I want to get a few more,” she said. “Does your camera have a timer?”

“It does. Why?”

“Maybe you can be in the shots,” she said.

“Me?” I asked. I felt that familiar trembling in my legs. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Please,” she said.

So I went and grabbed my tripod and then I set my camera to snap a photo every five seconds. My head was spinning too fast for me to figure out what was happening—I had no idea why she wanted me in front of the camera, and I had no idea why I was going along with it. Yet there I was, standing stiff in front of the camera, right next to her. She turned me to face her and she looked into my eyes. She smiled, so I smiled. Then she sunk down slowly to her knees and began to fiddle with my belt.

“W—What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m paying you—fifty dollars isn’t enough for all this work.”

“I can’t let you do this,” I said.

“Sure you can.” She pulled down my jeans with a tug, revealing the bulge of my erection in my undies. Her eyes lit up and she let a little giggle slip.

“W—Why do you want me to shoot this? You don’t actually think I’m going to send you these photos, do you?”

“The photos are for you—part of your payment,” she said, looking up at me with a big smile.

I was too paralyzed to stop her from moving forward. She shimmied down my boxers, so I covered my cock with my hands. Then she pulled my hands away from my crotch and stared with glowing eyes at my throbbing erection. “It’s so big,” she said, curling her fingers around it. She gently pulled back and stared at my bulbous tip. Her fingers felt nice, and her grip was perfectly firm. I didn’t stop her. Now I couldn’t stop her. My body was surging with dopamine. I was excited, nervous, and a bit nauseous.

“That feels nice,” I said softly.

“It feels really nice,” she said, letting a little breath out. She watched my cock as she stroked it, and then she leaned forward, parting her lips and allowing my cock into her mouth. I heard my camera snap a shot. It had been snapping shots every five seconds, but I only noticed for the first time in that moment. I was still as stiff as a board, still trembling, trying not to fall to the ground in a nervous puddle of my own excitement. She sucked the tip of my cock while she stroked the length of my shaft. Her mouth was warm and wet. And I just found myself praying that she truly was eighteen.

She bobbed her head slowly at first, and every move was elegant. She twisted her hand while she stroked, making sure to cover every inch of my throbbing member. With her free hand she played with my ball sack, and she even teased my butthole with the tips of her fingers. I was worried she was going to penetrate my butt, but she was only teasing, only keeping me on edge—and I truly was on edge.

She looked up at me with her eyes. She looked so harmless and so gentle. Even with a cock in her mouth, she looked like an angel—like a precious creature that couldn’t possibly have a single dirty thought in her head. But looks can be deceiving. “I want you to hold me against a wall and fuck my face.”

My heart skipped a beat. I didn’t deny her request. I turned the camera towards the nearest wall and then I brought Kat over to the point of focus. She stayed on her knees and rested the back of her head against the wall. Then I slipped my cock back into her mouth—and now I was in charge of commanding the flow of the act. I spread my legs with and I began to thrust, gently at first. I went a tiny bit deeper with each thrust, making sure I wasn’t gagging her. I hesitated briefly when I felt the back of her throat with the tip of my cock. But she didn’t gag, so I kept going. I pushed my cock right down that throat, and she only gagged a little, but she told me to keep going, so I did.

I had to plant my hands against the wall for stability while I fucked her face. She gargled and gagged but she had a smile on her face. Saliva ran down her cheeks and dripped onto her smooth torso. But she held her ground and continued to grin with excitement.

And then I felt the warm tingling. I was approaching my orgasm. I closed my eyes and bit down on my tongue. “I think I’m about to come. No, I’m definitely about to come,” I said. A groaned and squirmed and clenched. I thrust harder.

And then I pulled out and grabbed my cock firmly, milliseconds before it erupted. I coated her face with my white load. She closed her eyes a second before a blast coated her eyelid. She held her mouth open, but I only got a few shots through her lips. The rest streamed down her face and dripped down onto her body. But she was still smiling. She wiped her eyelid and opened her eyes. “That was fun,” she said.

I could still hear my camera snapping photos. The whole act was caught on camera, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that—though I was excited to see the pictures. “I’ll have all your photos done in a few days,” I said.

“Take your time. I’ll be back on Wednesday,” she said. “And if the photos are good, maybe we can shoot again next Saturday.” She winked and my heart skipped a beat. I forced a smile and nodded my head, and then I watched as she slipped into my bathroom to get changed back into her little black dress—the only outfit she had that was appropriate enough to wear out on the streets.
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It was that night, while I was looking at the photos, that I was struck by that sense of familiarity again, as if I knew Kat from somewhere. I found myself staring into her eyes as I looked at her photographs. I knew those eyes—but how did I know those eyes?

Then I found myself looking at the blowjob photos. There were lots—a couple hundred shots, one taken every five seconds. But it was one of the shots against the wall that caught my attention. Kat had one of her legs up and the pussy bulge between her legs was especially apparent. I zoomed in on the photo and stared at that bulge. It didn’t look quite right—it was too cylindrical to be a pussy.

Was it a cock? I felt a cold dread filling my gut. No—it couldn’t be. Kat was a woman, right? She looked and sounded like a woman… but maybe she wasn’t. I’d never seen a woman with a bulge like that before.

And that’s when I found myself looking through the picture day pictures, one student at a time. I looked into the eyes of all the twelfth graders, and after ten minutes of searching, I found her eyes—but they were on the eyes on a young man with his hair tied up into a bun on the back of his head. I pulled the picture up and compared it to the clear pictures I had of Kat’s face (if which I had many). And it wasn’t just the eyes—it was her lips and her nose and even her ears. Kat was the young man.

Now my heart was sizzling in my stomach acid. I wanted to throw up. I’d gotten a blowjob from a man? How was it possible?

Even as a man, he had a feminine look to him. He had big eyes and a small nose and soft features. But who was he? I referenced my little notebook and managed to find his name: Karl Stanley. I’d face-fucked a young man named Karl Stanley.

Now I really felt sick. I even found myself on my knees in my bathroom, thinking I was going to lose my stomach contents. I gagged a bit, but I didn’t throw up. I wasn’t happy. I felt betrayed. No wonder she didn’t want me to see her ID—because she didn’t want me to see the capital M next to the word ‘gender’.

I closed my computer down and I threw myself into my bed. I stuffed my face into my pillow and I tried to convince myself that what I’d done wasn’t so bad—so I’d gotten a blowjob from a male—so what? At least he looked and sounded like a female? At least his body was waxed smooth and his hair was long and soft. At least he didn’t have big muscles and rugged features, like some football player or a bodybuilder. At least Karl was feminine.

I didn’t get much done the next day. I wanted to make ads to post around on various job-posting boards, but I wasn’t able to focus. The image of Kat kept returning to my mind, and the image of Karl was never too slow to follow. I was already thinking of how I was going to dodge Kat when she showed up on Wednesday. Perhaps I could get away with pretending to not be home. I could fail to answer my buzzer when it rang, and I could hide my face for the next few weeks every time I left my apartment. I was even trying to think of ways to return her fifty dollars.

But I knew the best solution was to simply finish her photos and deliver them to her, and then refuse to do another photo shoot. So I figured I would pick the ten best photos from the lot, process them quickly, and be done with them. She never said she wanted prints, so I could just toss them onto a cheap thumb drive and there would be no more Kat Stevens or Karl Stanley in my life.

So that’s what I set out to do. My plan was to be quick, but my plan quickly fell apart as soon as I started looking at her photos. I started with the photos in the alley, which I had over five hundred of. I went through each, deleting the ones that weren’t in focus, and deleting the ones where she was blinking or yawning. But even with those deleted, I still had hundreds. So I started making my favourites, and then I went through my favourites and marked my absolute favourites. And I found myself staring at Kat in the photos, unable to convince myself that she wasn’t beautiful.

She truly was beautiful—even though I knew she was really a man. Her eyes were stunning in every photo, and her body was sexy. The shots of her backside when she was wearing the black skirt made my cock hard in my jeans, and then shots of her in the thong made pre-cum ooze out the tip of my dick. I couldn’t force myself to be repulsed to her—the damage was already done. I found myself closing my eyes and remembering the amazing blowjob she gave me. I remembered her face dripping with cum. And then I remembered that I had photos, so I pulled them up. I had one fantastically clear shot of her face coated with my warm load. She had the cutest smile in the photo, and her tongue was out, licking up the cum around her lips.

My heart was pounding as I shut the blinds of my apartment. And it was pounding the whole time I stroked my cock while staring at the photos. It wasn’t long before I came. I didn’t have a cloth or any tissues ready, so I just aimed my cock at my abdomen and I coated myself. I cleaned up quickly and got back to work, finishing the set of photos for Kat. Instead of ten, I ended up with sixty-five.
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Ihad no idea what time she was arriving on Wednesday, so I found myself lingering in my apartment, pacing back and forth, waiting for that buzzer to sound. She didn’t have my phone number or e-mail address, so she had no way of letting me know when she was planning to show up—so all I could do was wait. I knew she had school, so I figured she would swing by sometime after that—and throw in enough time to get dolled up, even though that wasn’t necessary now that I knew her true identity—though she still didn’t know that.

It was around 4:00 PM when my buzzer finally went off. I’d already been up for nearly twelve hours, and my eyes were already starting to feel heavy from my restless day. I cautiously approached the two-way communication system and I pressed the button. “Hello?” I said.

“Hey, it’s me. Let me up,” she said. And a shiver ran through my body. I’d spent the whole day mentally preparing for this meeting—hell, I’d spent the past three days mentally preparing for this meeting. But I wasn’t anywhere near being mentally prepared. I held my finger over the button to unlock the front door, but I was too afraid to press it. I had to close my eyes and just lunge my finger forward—and even that took all of my willpower.

I started pacing again. I still hadn’t decided if I was going to confront her, or if I was just going to ignore her—get her out of my apartment as quickly as possible so that I could start the process of forgetting about her and the amazing blowjob she gave me. But I knew that sending her away wouldn’t necessarily make her stop coming around, unless I explicitly told her to stop coming around. The girl had a will of her own, and it was a strong one.

But I couldn’t just not say anything—I couldn’t just accept that she was actually a boy under those clothes and that makeup. I couldn’t just allow myself to photograph her again and again. I had to have some morals—I needed to draw a line somewhere.

She knocked at my door, making my heart skip a beat. And then a moment later, my door opened and she skipped into my apartment. My heart skipped another beat and my legs trembled. Was she really so comfortable with me that she had no qualms letting herself into my apartment? It was as if she had declared herself as my girlfriend—but even every girlfriend I’d ever had would wait for some form of approval before letting themselves in.

“Hey there,” she said with excitement in her voice. “How’d the photos turn out?”

It took me a moment to break free from my rigidity. I managed to force a smile. “Good,” I said. I watched her as she let herself into my kitchen, to pour herself a glass of water. I realized I was looking at her for the first time as a man—at least I was trying to. I looked closely at her throat. She was wearing a choker necklace, making it hard to spot an Adam’s apple. But her shoulders didn’t appear to be too broad, and she had hips to die for—and men don’t generally have wide hips. Her ass was perky and round, but I suppose that didn’t mean anything. Any slender man with a gym membership can have an ass like that.

But then there was her chest—her almost non-existent chest. And her feet did appear to be slightly bigger than they should have been for her size… Or maybe that was just me trying to see something that wasn’t there. Maybe I had her all wrong—maybe she wasn’t actually Karl Stanley. Maybe Karl was her cousin, hence the similarities. Or maybe the similarities were all just in my head.

I walked over to her and handed her the thumb drive filled with her pictures. “Here you go. It was a pleasure doing business with you,” I said.

She shook her head and laughed. “You aren’t going to show me the photos?” she asked.

“You can look at them whenever,” I said.

“I want to see them now. You’ve got a computer, right?”

I slowly nodded and forced another smile. Even standing a few feet away from her, I still couldn’t see the boy behind the makeup. I could still only see Kat and her stunning eyes and cute nose and soft features. And it didn’t help that I could now smell her intoxicating perfume. “Um, okay, sure. Follow me.” I brought her over to my office and I booted up my computer. I sat down in my office chain, and then she leaned over behind me, resting her chest right near my head on the back of my seat.

“I can’t wait,” she said, leaning her head in close. I could feel the heat radiating off of her body.

“I hope you like them,” I said. My heart was pounding. I was worried my computer would turn on and all of those blowjob photos would be on the screen—I’d looked at them earlier in the day, but I was fairly sure that I’d closed them all before closing my computer. Thankfully, they weren’t on the screen, but I had to navigate around them to bring up the selection of photos I’d picked for Kat. She leaned over my chair with glowing eyes.

“That’s me?” she said with a glimmer of a smile.

“That’s you,” I said as I flicked through the photos. Every single one excited her. And I have to admit, it was nice seeing someone so excited about my work. She was hardly blinking and her lips were parted with awe. I had an impressed client on my hand, but there was still a gigantic elephant in the room—there was still a biological male leaning over my body.

“And that’s it,” I said, closing everything down.

“Wait—what about those other shots?” she said.

“Other shots?” I asked.

“You know the ones,” she said with a slight grin.

My heart surged around in my chest. “Oh—those aren’t for you,” I said, forcing a smile. I still wasn’t 100% certain if I was being sucked by a male or a female in those photos.

“I get it—keeping the good ones for yourself. Well I can’t wait to shoot again on Saturday,” she said.

“Oh, Saturday,” I said. I tried to think of a quick excuse. Why hadn’t I thought of an excuse before? I had all day to think of an excuse! “I’m, uh, busy on Saturday. So that won’t work for me.”

“Okay, then Sunday,” she said.

“Weekends don’t quite work for me.” I looked back at her and saw the disappointment seeping into her face as she realized that she was being rejected.

“Evenings?” she asked without much hope in her voice.

But I couldn’t do it—I couldn’t see her broken like that. Even if she was a male, I couldn’t stand to see her so disappointed. “Actually, my thing doesn’t start until the afternoon on Saturday, if you wanted to come by in the morning.” And then I watched as life returned to her face. She stood up straight and smiled and her eyes glistened.

“Saturday morning is perfect for me,” she said.

“Anything in particular you want to add to your portfolio?” I asked.

And then I watched as her cheeks turned a shade of red. “Well, I was thinking that maybe we could do a bit of boudoir.”

I felt my own cheeks turning a shade of red. “Um, okay, sure,” I said. I’d done boudoir shoots a couple of times before, but never with a beautiful woman—and never with a woman who was very likely actually a man. I managed to force one last smile, which was enough to see her to my apartment door. “I’ll see you on Saturday, Kat,” I said.

“See you, Johnny Boy!” She skipped down the hall towards the elevator, leaving me with a pounding heart and a churning stomach.


CHAPTER 11
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My crisis only worsened as Saturday approached. I found myself looking at those photos again, and looking at Karl’s Facebook profile. I was sure that it was her—I could see her in every single one of his photos. But I didn’t want it to be true. I wanted to think that I’d received a blowjob from a biological woman—and I wanted to think that I had a massive crush on a biological woman. But the photos weren’t lying to me: Karl was Kat. Karl even had a few photos where his hair wasn’t lied up in a bun—and those photos were truly damning.

It was Friday evening when I got a call from someone who found one of my ads around town. They ran a professional photographer hiring website, and they wanted to invite me to create a profile. It was a nice distraction from my pestering thoughts of Kat, so I spent most of that evening creating my profile (once I was finished setting my bedroom up as a boudoir photography space). But the distraction was short lived—as soon as the website asked me to upload ten of my best photos, I could only think of my photos of Kat.

I ended up using three different photos of Kat for my portfolio. I felt nervous as I went to press submit—scared some client would see the photos and know that she was actually a man (and see what I apparently couldn’t see). But the fact of the matter was: they were some of the best photos I’d ever taken in my life. Kat was a joy to shoot. I felt so free with the camera when she was with me.

I hardly slept at all on Friday night. I managed to squeeze a couple of hours in before Kat buzzed my apartment. I unlocked the front door and then I went to the kitchen to make a pot of coffee. I was going to need lots of coffee to get through a whole morning with Kat—the ten minutes she spent in my apartment a few days before were hard enough.

She showed up wearing a sweater and a pair of sweatpants, which surprised me. She was always wearing tiny, tight outfits—but not today. She had a bag with her, which I assumed was her boudoir outfit—probably too racy to be worn out on the streets. “How’s it going?” I asked.

It took her a moment to smile, but her smile didn’t seem genuine. Her face was strangely pale and her eyes were heavy, as if she hadn’t slept much. “Good,” she said without any enthusiasm at all.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

And it took a moment for her to shake her head. “Nothing’s wrong,” she said, forcing an awkward smile. But something was obviously wrong.

“If you’re too tired, we can do this shoot another day,” I said.

“No, I want to do the shoot. Though would it be possible if I paid you another day? I don’t really have the money I told you I would have,” she said.

“Um, yeah, sure,” I said. I’d spent the past few days trying to convince myself to see through her makeup, to finally see her for the man that she was, so I could cast her away from my thoughts and move on with my life. I wanted to hate her—I wanted to be repulsed by her. But now, as she stood in front of me looking broken and sad, I only wanted to help her. I wanted to hold her and protect her from whatever had hurt her. And I couldn’t bring myself to care that there was a man under that makeup and that sweater and those sweatpants.

I brought her to the bedroom and showed her the set up. I already had lights and reflectors set up, and my camera was assembled and ready on the dresser. “We can get started whenever you’re ready.”

She smiled and then she went towards the bathroom without saying anything. I took a seat on the edge of my bed and waited. My heart was aching. I felt miserable and helpless, knowing there was something wrong, but I couldn’t do anything about it. “How’s it going in there?” I called out.

“Almost done,” she said. She usually didn’t take this long. She usually got changed with speed and excitement. But now she was moving slowly and without enthusiasm. She emerged from the bathroom slowly, with an arm across her chest to hide her flat chest—as if she suddenly cared. She was wearing a nude one-piece romper. It was semi-transparent in many spots, but not the one spot that mattered: between her legs. I could see the bulge, but the bulge wasn’t enough to make a decision. It could have just been a big pussy. She looked beautiful, even with her sulking demeanour.

I told her to get up on the bed. I was surprised when she didn’t immediately strike a pose. She got up onto her knees and asked, “What would you like me to do?”

“Just be yourself,” I said.

But she didn’t move. She just stared at me, as if that wasn’t enough direction.

“Why don’t we try putting both hands behind your head—and push your chest out.” She followed the command, but her pose was still lacking interest. She looked stiff and she didn’t have that cute smile. Her eyes were lost. Something was terribly wrong, and I just couldn’t take it any longer. “What’s wrong?” I asked again.

“Nothing,” she said.

“Bullshit,” I said. “Something’s wrong, and I’m not going to take a single photo until you tell me.” I put my camera down. My heart was pounding. I felt so angry, but it took me a moment to figure out whom I was angry at: a complete stranger—someone who possibly didn’t even exist. I was angry with the person who had hurt my sweet Kat, but as far as I knew, there was no person.

“I don’t know what to say,” she said.

“Look—I know that your real name isn’t Kat. I know who you are,” I said.

I watched her face become increasingly pale. Her eyes filled with fear. “You’re wrong,” she said.

“No I’m not—Your name is Karl Stanley. You came in to get your picture two hours before you came in as Kat. And I don’t care—I just want to know what’s wrong. What happened to you?”

Kat suddenly looked small and scared. She recoiled slightly and looked away, unable to look me in the eyes. “I got kicked out,” she said finally, after a long silence.

“Kicked out of what? Of school?”

“I got kicked out of the house. My dad found the pictures you took. I had them under my mattress. I should have known he would look under there.”

My gut turned. So I was right—Kat really was Karl. I really had gotten a blowjob from a man. But why did I not care? Why was I suddenly not able to bring myself to feel disgusted or betrayed? Why did I still feel so bad for her, even though I knew she wasn’t really a girl? And why did I still think of her as a girl, even though I knew better? I just wanted to help her.


CHAPTER 12
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Itook a deep breath and looked into her eyes. I bit down on the edge of my tongue, and then I said, “You can stay here.”

She stared at me with wide eyes, in a complete state of disbelief. She was silent for a moment. “I couldn’t do that to you,” she said, looking back down at her bed.

“Do what to me? The bed’s comfortable, and so is the pull-out in the living room.”

“I lied to you,” she said.

“So what? I don’t blame you. The world is filled with people like your dad—people who just don’t get it. And to be honest, I’m not sure I really get it, but I’ve seen you enough to know that you aren’t just some guy in disguise. You aren’t just playing a character for fun. You seem so free and lively when you’re dolled up. I don’t know you as Karl—I only met Karl briefly the other day, and I don’t even remember that meeting—but I remember meeting Kat. I remember how much fun you had shooting out in the alley. I remember how excited you were to see pictures of yourself.”

Finally, she looked up at me. Her eyes were wet and glowing. “What are you saying?” she asked.

“I don’t know what I’m saying, to be honest. When I found out that you were actually a guy, I was put off—I’m not going to lie. But when you’re here, as Kat—as yourself—it seems preposterous to me to think of you as anything but a woman. You’re a woman. So you’ve got something different between your legs—so what? That’s no one’s business but your own, and the people you choose to be with intimately. People like your dad exist—maybe they will come around eventually, or maybe they won’t. All you can do is be yourself and live your life the way you want to live it, and I guess just hope for the best.”

She smiled, and I couldn’t believe that the words had actually come out from my mouth. Where did they come from? Did I just project my own thoughts out into the real world? It took me a moment to gather my composure and relax my pounding heart. “Just do your thing, and I think most people will come around.”

Her smile was big now—the smile I was familiar with. She raised her hands up and slipped them behind her head. She stood up straight on her knees and said, “Well aren’t you going to snap some photos?”

I lifted up my camera, my heart pounding with excitement. I felt like a heavy weight had been lifted from my shoulders. I felt free and relaxed and strangely happy, even though I knew that I was snapping photos of a boy in drag. It didn’t seem to matter. I had Kat—I didn’t have Karl or any other guy. I just had Kat, and Kat was beautiful—she was my dream girl.

We snapped photos for the next few hours, changing outfits every couple hundred shots. She had a whole bag full of lingerie. And each outfit was a bit more scandalous than the one before it. It was the pair of red panties with the hole in the crotch that finally made me put down my camera. The hole was pushed back and lined up perfectly with her tight asshole. I got up onto the bed and I pushed her down onto her back. I lifted up her legs and spread them out to her sides. And then I looked down and could see the bulge of her package. She was erect, being tediously held in by that thin strip of red lace. I reached down and pulled that strip aside, enough for her erection to spring out and slap against her abdomen. She was surprisingly big—considering she was able to keep herself concealed for so long. I slipped my fingers around her girth and I gently stroked her length.

She was smiling with crimson cheeks. She bit her bottom lip and moaned slightly as I pulled her foreskin back to expose her bulbous tip. She liked the feeling of my fingers exploring her shaft. I quickly undressed myself, revealing my own throbbing erection. As soon as she saw it, she had to suck it. We traded places as I let my head sink into my pillow as her tongue explored my shaft. Somehow I managed to get harder inside of her mouth. She sucked with a smile on her face.

“That feels good,” I moaned.

She puckered her lips around my tip and circled the tip of her tongue around the hole on the tip of my cock. It felt amazing. I was worried for a moment that I would cum prematurely. I could feel a warm tingling growing in my cock. But I wanted to save my climax for her pretty butthole. So I pulled back and I rolled over. I pushed her down onto my bed, on her stomach, and then I mounted her. I pressed my cock into her asshole. She was tight but I slid in easily—she probably had lots of dildo practise before me. I sunk in deep and I started pumping her tush without restraint.

She moaned and groaned and clutched the bed sheets tightly. I could feel her clenching but I didn’t stop. I was filled with sexual energy that needed to be released. I wanted to ravage her tiny butthole. I wanted to make her squeal—and she squealed.

I gripped her hips tightly and then I remembered that long beautiful cock between her legs. So I reached around and slipped my hand between her and my bed. I found that cock and I slipped my fingers around it. I started jerking her off while I slammed my pelvis into her ass. And she liked it. She clenched harder and groaned louder, and it wasn’t even a minute before I could feel the warm wetness of her cum pooling around my hand. She was climaxing.

Her butt clenched and relaxed over and over as she screamed out loud, and that was enough to bring me to my own orgasm. I filled her supple tush with cum. And then I fell down next to her and I tried to catch my breath. I looked over into her eyes and saw that she was still smiling. A tear rolled down her cheek.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“I’ve never been better,” she said, and that smile grew larger, and I knew she wasn’t lying to me.

THE END
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FILMING THEM


Amanda is a videographer, struggling to find work during the pandemic. Teddy and Mavis are a married couple, struggling to find a spark in the bedroom. So when Teddy suggests trying out a little video session in the bedroom with his wife, it’s hard for Amanda to say no—especially when Teddy offers four thousand dollars to film for a single evening.

Amanda has never filmed two people getting it on before. It’s outside of her comfort zone, but she needs the money. She just needs to stay focussed for one hour while the couple gets it on. Though it’s hard to stay focussed when Teddy gets his wife undressed and exposes the footlong shaft between her legs.
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His message was short and lacking details. “Just come out here and we’ll discuss the details once you get here.” I tried phoning him, but he didn’t pick up. Instead, he texted me his address.

“I really would like to go over the details before I make the drive,” I said.

“1:00 PM. Be here,” he said.

“But we should really talk about your budget and what exactly you’re looking for,” I replied. He didn’t message back.

I had no idea what I was getting myself into. Normally, I would have just turned down the job. But now I needed everything I could get. There weren’t many jobs for videographers—not since the whole pandemic started. Companies weren’t filming ads. Couples weren’t getting married. Even artists weren’t trying to promote their weird installation art.

My bank account went from impressive to concerning very fast. I was trying to make some extra cash filming YouTube videos. I got a few bucks for every thousand views that I got, but apparently people weren’t even watching YouTube videos during the pandemic… I’m not sure what people were doing with their time.

So I needed to find some money. I had to take what I could get. That’s why I put my services on that classifieds website. I felt ashamed posting my resume on the same page that people were using to advertise their prostitution services—but I needed the work. My post ended up sandwiched between a questionable private massage service and a local guy who cleaned septic tanks. And I was just about to delete the posting that I made—it had been up for five days and I hadn’t gotten a single bite—when message appeared on my phone. “I need a video guy. I live out in the country. You free today?”

I packed up all of my gear into my car and I plugged his address into my GPS. It was far away: about eighty minutes of driving—probably close to half a tank of gas round trip. So I was praying that I would be paid more than the fifty bucks I was going to end up dropping in gas.

I had no idea what I was on my way to shoot. I had no idea how long he needed me. I had no idea if the guy even had money to pay me. Usually, I had some time to prepare between gigs. Usually I got my clients to sign contracts and transfer half the amount as a deposit beforehand. Now, I was just running on hope. I had no idea what this man wanted, so I was packing all of my gear: lights, sliders, tripods, monitors, gimbals, my drone—everything. It took forty minutes to haul everything down into my car.

I sighed and shook my head as I fired up my engine. I needed gas to make the drive, so I pulled into a gas station and spent a good chunk of what was left in my bank account on gas. Then I started out into the country.

It was a long drive—longer than expected. It didn’t help that I got lost on the backroads. When I finally found the proper range road, my heart started pounding. I was no longer in reception. I had no idea what I was getting into. What if this guy wanted me to film him murdering some children or something? What if he wanted me to film myself being murdered?

I drove by a farm that looked familiar. I was pretty sure that it was the same farm where that deranged cereal killer buried all of those bodies.

I could feel beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck. I could feel them trickling down my back, making the hairs on my body stand upright. I bit down on my tongue and took a deep breath in. “It’s going to be fine,” I said to myself. I tried to imagine more positive scenarios. Maybe the guy just wanted me to film his dog playing in his yard. Maybe he was willing to pay a lot of money for whatever it was he needed. Maybe he was a nice guy. Maybe he would refer me to dozens of new clients.

Or maybe he was a serial rapist and I was his next victim.

I took a deep breath in.

It didn’t help that I was a female. It didn’t help that I was small and dainty. It didn’t help that I was pretty—at least according to the men who hit on me from time to time. I didn’t want to give some freak the wrong idea by showing up on his property alone. Maybe I should have put on some jeans, even though it was a very hot day. Maybe wearing short shorts was a bad idea.

I wiped the sweat from my forehead as I saw his address appearing in the distance. “Here we go,” I said to myself.

He lived on a forested acreage. The trees were old and massive. There were no neighbours for miles. The temperature dropped suddenly as I drove into the shade of his private forest. It was the perfect place to murder someone and get away with it. Maybe I should have told some friends where I was going.

I looked down at my dashboard. I’d already used nearly a quarter tank of gas. “Shit,” I muttered. I prayed the pay from this gig would cover the loss.

His driveway was long and winding. Finally, after a minute of slowly driving, I arrived at a large log home. Three large dogs swarmed my car and started barking. One jumped up and pressed his face against my window. He growled and spread his saliva from one end of my window to the other. His long claws scraped my glass.

My heart rate increased. I suddenly had the urge to flee. I put my car into reverse, and then I saw the big dog in my rearview. I didn’t want to kill the dog, but I did want to get the hell out of there. My hands were suddenly trembling. Then I heard someone yelling. “Hey! Down from there!”

A bearded man was walking out from the woods. He was holding a large axe. I could feel my face turning white as my body filled with regret. I should have never accepted that job.

Now the man with the axe was coming up to my window. I tried to force a smile, but I could feel that my body was completely tense.

“You the video person?” he asked with a brooding look.

I nodded my head slowly as I wondered if his axe would be able to smash through my window and chop my head off in the same swing.

“Perfect timing,” he said. “How long you need to set up?”

I just stared at him, not sure how to reply. “What?” I said.

“Open your window!” he said.

I rolled it down two inches. Then he walked up and pressed his lips through the opening. “I said, how long do you need to set up?”

“Set up for what?” I asked, leaning away from him. He had awful breath.

“For the shot,” he said.

“What shot?”

“Oh right,” he said, leaning back. He let out a big laugh, sounding a bit like Santa Claus. Then he leaned back in. “I forgot we didn’t talk about the shot. I need you to shoot me jumping on my bike, while I slam a beer. It’s going to be hilarious. My friends are going to die.”

“Sorry, what?” I said.

“Okay, here’s the set up: I’m going to get on my dirt bike. I’ve got a whole case of Bud, so we can do a few takes. I’ve set up a jump down at the end of my property. I’m going to hit the jump while smashing a Bud, and you’re going to get it all on film. That’s your thing, right?”

“My thing?” I said, suddenly filled with more regret than ever before.

“You film stuff, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Cool. So it should only take like fifteen minutes for you to set up and get the shot, right? What do you think—like twenty bucks?”

“Twenty bucks?” I said. “I mean—I spent about fifty on gas getting here.”

His smile went away and that brooding look came back. I felt my body tense up with fear again. I looked to the side and saw his snarling German Shepherd. I tried to swallow the lump in my throat. “Maybe thirty dollars?” I said, trying not to cry.

“Twenty-five and it’s a deal,” he said.

So I filmed his stupid thing for twenty-five dollars. It actually took two hours because he had a hard time synchronising his beer drinking with his motorbike jumping. And with each take, he was a bit drunker, making him less coordinated. Finally, after the twelfth take, he did it good enough that he was happy. He paid me in change, which I didn’t bother to count, and then I started my long journey home. I cried on the way, knowing I just wasted money on the dumbed gig of my lifetime.

I probably should have deleted that classifieds posting when I got home, to make sure I didn’t end up getting roped into another gigantic waste of time. But I was so emotional that I went straight to my shower and cried. Then I made a $0.90 pack of ramen noodles, ate half a bowl, and went to sleep.
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Ihad no new job offers in the morning. People weren’t even asking to rent my gear. A year earlier, I was emailed every day by people in the industry wanting to rent my gear. I usually let reputable people use my gear for a lower price than the gear houses were offering. Since the pandemic started, I only had a single guy asking to rent my drone. I made the mistake of letting him rent it without signing a contract first. He crashed it into a tree and it cost me two hundred dollars to repair it—eighty dollars more than he rented it for.

So I spent the day making a video for YouTube. It seemed like a better use of time than sulking.

The video was simple and stupid: filming my cat as she tried to catch a dancing toy. I tried to light my cat using my LED lights, to make it seem more cinematic. It wasn’t an Oscar winning video, but at least it was something. At least it would be a few dollars in the bank thanks to ad revenue.

While I was uploading the video to YouTube that night, an email appeared in my inbox. “Videography inquiry,” was the subject.

I clicked it quickly. My heart fluttered with hope. A year earlier, I got similar messages two or three times per day. Sometimes it would take me days just to get around to reading the inquiries. But now, I was desperate. I needed anything I could get.

“Hello good sir or madame,” was how the email started. “My name is Daniel and I am looking for a videographer who is comfortable with filming a project of a sexual nature.” My stomach turned. I nearly stopped reading the email right there—and I would have stopped, had there been any other job offers on the table. Now, I was willing to read ahead, just to satisfy my curiosity. “My wife and I have been advised by our therapist to try new things in the bedroom. This is a bit embarrassing for me to write, but I have no experience using film equipment. My wife and I tried to use our phones, but filming the act on our phones just doesn’t have the same excitement as having an actual camera person in the room.” I bit down on my tongue. Something about the message made me feel ill. I imagined an eighty year old man typing the message slowly on his computer while his eighty-five-year-old wife sat naked on the bed, covered in liver spots and drooping skin.

Was I really so desperate for work that I was bothering to finish reading the message? It wasn’t the first time someone asked me to film their home pornography. I got a similar proposition about once per month, and I always deleted them immediately. Now, I found myself thinking about filming that motorbike jump. I remembered that horrible feeling, counting nickels and dimes once I got home, thinking about applying for a job at Burger King.

I was just about to close down the email, and then I read the next line. “I know that this is probably an awkward proposition for you—as it is for me—but we would be willing to pay a good price for your services. I’m not sure what you generally charge by the hour, and I’m sure that you would charge more for this particular job, and that is fine. I have made a lot of money in my career and don’t mind paying for a higher quality product. Please just let me know what would charge for this kind of work. We are hoping to film tomorrow night.”

My stomach groaned again. I imagined myself in the room with some old couple while they fucked. I imagined myself getting my camera close to some old man’s swinging ball sack. I imagined myself getting splashed by some chick’s fluid ejection. I imagined all of the smells of a strange couple having sex. There was no way I could do the job, even though I was desperate. I wasn’t a pornographer and I had no intention of becoming one…

Though this wasn’t technically pornography. According to the potential client, it was ‘therapy’. A licensed doctor made the suggestion. So maybe it would just be like helping with a medical thing… At least that was one way to justify it.

Maybe they had a large bedroom and I could just put long lenses on my camera. I could stay far back and maybe I could shoot it like an artsy thing. I had lots of photographer friends who shot boudoir. Boudoir is artsy. I’ve seen lots of artsy nudes. Maybe sex can be artsy too.

No—I didn’t want to film the old people having sex. I was desperate, but I wasn’t that desperate. But I also didn’t want to be rude. So I thought for a long time about how to reply. “That’s not generally something I do,” I said. “But thank you for considering me, and good luck finding someone!”

He replied quickly. “We would be willing to pay a good sum for your services,” he said.

And once again, my mind started racing with different justifications. It would be quick. They couldn’t possibly fuck for more than an hour. I didn’t need to bring in much: my camera, a single lens, and a few lights. I could set up a microphone above the bed, to capture all the audio. But then I would also have to edit it—which meant a few more hours staring at their old, naked, pasty bodies. My stomach groaned, begging me to turn the offer down.

“Honestly,” I replied. “I wouldn’t do something like this for less than two thousand dollars.” It was nearly ten times my usual rate, and I was positive that he was going to turn the offer down. He could certainly find someone more desperate than me to film his sex video for much less—probably in the range of three to five hundred bucks.

“That’s fine and totally reasonable. If we start at 5:00 PM tomorrow, does that work for you?” I stared for a long moment at his reply. My heart plunged down into the pit of my stomach.

I still didn’t want to do the job. “That two thousand is just for shooting the film,” I replied. “Editing and processing is another two thousand.” Now I was positive I was going to be turned down.

But then he replied. “That sounds reasonable,” he said. “So does 5:00 PM work?”

And I was just about to tell him that I was already booked up for the next few weeks—then I imagined having four thousand dollars in my bank account. Four grand would go a long way. It was enough to feed me and pay my rent for a couple of months. It was enough to upgrade some of my old gear. It was enough to pull me through the rest of that damned pandemic.

I looked down at my fingers and saw that they were trembling. I took a deep breath and bit down on the edge of my tongue. I closed my eyes. I felt so ashamed for even considering the offer, but how could I turn down so much money? I’d accepted less than half of what I was being offered to film two-week-long events. I did a whole eight day medical conference for just eight hundred dollars, a few months before. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. It’s not like I had to put it on my resume. It’s not like I was being asked to touch the naked people while they fucked. I didn’t even have to look at them—I just had to keep my eye on my camera screen and make sure the framing was okay.

“Okay,” I replied. “I can do 5:00 PM.”

Before I went to bed, he sent me the address and an e-transfer for the full amount: four thousand dollars. My legs went numb as I watched the money appear on my online banking statement.

Of course I didn’t get much sleep. The terrible sights and sounds and smells of that future job were already haunting me. I was already cringing at the thought of coming into contact with some fluid or another. Oh God—what if cum got on me? What if the man made eye contact with me while his old lady wife was giving him a blowjob?

In the morning, I drank an entire pot of coffee. My hands were shaking and my heart was racing. I found myself in an internal struggle, trying to figure out a way to turn the job down and keep the money. Of course I knew that I only really had two options: film the sex and keep the money, or stay home and return the money.

And by lunchtime, I was leaning more towards returning the money. I even logged into my bank account to send the money back—and that’s when I noticed that my bills had gone through. I had already spent two hundred dollars of what the man had sent me. “Shit,” I said. I didn’t even have the money to send back to him—not the full amount, anyway. And I couldn’t just send him most of it and promise to send the rest later, because I had no idea how long it would be before I had expendable cash.

I was locked into the job. And now, the minutes were quickly ticking by. The horrible hour was approaching.

I loaded the necessary gear into my car. I made sure my camera was already set up and my lights were already loaded with fresh batteries. I didn’t want to spend any more time in that house than I needed to.

Usually, I showed up early for jobs. This time, I planned to be right on time—maybe even a few minutes late. There weren’t going to be any second or third takes. I didn’t care if my shots were shaky, slightly out of focus, or just downright bad. They never said anything about getting pretty shots—they just wanted to see themselves fucking, so that’s all they were going to get.

I pulled up to the house at 5:05 PM. I stayed in my car for a few minutes, staring at the large home. It was two stories, with probably four thousand square feet of living space. There was a nice black BMW parked in the driveway. They couple was clearly wealthy. Maybe I should have asked for more money.

The front door suddenly opened and a man stepped out. He wasn’t old, like I was expecting. He was actually young—younger than me. He couldn’t have been older than twenty-five. He was clean-shaven and well-dressed. He waved at me with a smile. I stared at him for a moment, wondering if I had the wrong house. Then I waved back.

He motioned for me to come into his house. So I turned off my car, grabbed my gear, and hauled it all up his steps. I made sure to only pack a single load of gear. I didn’t want to be making two or three or four trips—especially once I was finished. As soon as they were done fucking, I was getting the hell out of there.

The smell of Febreze hit me as I walked through the door, into their sparkling lobby. “Welcome,” the man said with a big smile. “Can I help you with your gear? Do you need a glass of water? We also have Coca Cola, coffee, tea, sparking water—anything you want.”

I was tempted to ask for a shot of whiskey. “I’m fine, thank you,” I said with a smile. I kept my mask on, even though he wasn’t wearing one, and the house was clearly super clean. I didn’t need him seeing any more of my face than he had to see. I planned to keep that mask on the whole time.

“Thank you so much for coming. I know that it’s short notice, and you must be very busy,” he said, clutching his hands at his pelvis. He was clearly nervous, unable to stand still.

“It’s fine. Are you the guy? I mean—the guy who’s going to be… you know?”

He laughed and looked down at his feet. “Yes, it will be my wife and I.”

“I thought you would be older,” I said.

“Why’s that?” he said, looking up with wide eyes.

I shrugged my shoulders. “No reason,” I said. I didn’t want to tell him that it’s usually old people who want to do weird shit, like film themselves having sex in front of a stranger.

“Well we will get started soon,” he said. He cleared his throat. “My wife is just, uh, getting herself ready. This is really for her more than it, uh, is for me.”

“Okay,” I said. “Where can I set up?”

“In the bedroom, but that’s where she’s getting ready—so we’ll just give her a few minutes. You don’t mind waiting, do you? I hope I’m not wasting your time. It’s just that… This means a lot to her. It’s something she’s wanted to do for a while—apparently. I mean—I didn’t know until we went over it with our therapist. We’ve only been married for three months. We were dating for almost a year. In fact, I think it’s almost the anniversary of our meeting. Isn’t that funny?”

“You’ve only been together a year?” I asked.

I looked around and couldn’t spot a picture of his wife anywhere.

“Well, we were friends for many years before—just friends.”

“But I thought you said you just met a year ago,” I said, narrowing my eyes. He was nervous and clearly his nerves were making him babble nonsense. He probably didn’t even realise he was talking nonsense.

“Yes, well, it’s complicated. She sort of… reinvented herself. But it’s been tough for her.” He cleared his throat. “We haven’t, uh, consummated our marriage yet.”

I tried not to groan. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing—and I didn’t understand what I was hearing. None of it made any sense. He was talking nonsense. How could he have been married for three months and they’d never had sex? Why would he hire a videographer to film him having sex with his wife for the first time?

I just stared at him. I was starting to think that I signed myself up for something a bit more weird than two normal people having sex.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. He stared at the screen and his face turned red. “Okay,” he said, taking a deep breath. “She’s ready for us.”

“I’ll need ten minutes to set everything up before we start shooting.”

“That’s fine,” he said. He took another deep breath. “Take all the time you need.”

He led me to the stairs. It was a tall staircase. I grunted as I hauled all of my gear up to the top. He offered to help, but I didn’t want him touching my things. He hadn’t had sex yet, but I already saw him as ‘tainted’, as if he was already covered in sweat and cum and female ejaculate. I was counting down the seconds until this night was over in my head.

We went down a long hallway to a large room. He opened the door and waved me inside. In that moment, I realised that I hadn’t told anyone where I was. If I went missing, nobody would be able to find me. Maybe he was a crazy stalker. Maybe he had been following me for years. Maybe he thought that I was his wife, and he thought he was going to have sex with me for the first time.

I paused. “Are you okay?” he asked.

I nodded my head slowly. I cleared my throat. “I’m totally fine,” I said.

I went into the room. Thankfully, it was large. I could set my lights up in the corners and I could stay near the wall, far from the bed. I could shoot everything on my 50mm-105mm lens. That would be fine for wides and closeups, without having to change glass.

I looked around. There was no woman there. My heart started pounding harder. “I’ll just set up and then you guys can go at it.” I took a deep breath. “I’ll just, uh, shoot and move around. Try to ignore me. If I need you to stop, I’ll tell you to stop, but I’m hoping we can just get everything we need in a single go.”

“That sounds fine,” he said.

I looked around again. “Where’s your wife?” I said.

“She’ll be out soon,” he said.

“Okay,” I said. I opened my light bag and extended my light stands. I got everything set up quickly, not caring too much about how it looked. I just needed enough light to be able to properly expose my camera. It didn’t need to look cinematic or dramatic—it just needed to be lit. I got my camera onto my small gimbal, which I planned on using for the entire shoot. I made sure my settings were all correct, and then I looked at the man, who was still standing by the door, watching me with wide, scared-looking eyes. “I’m ready,” I said, still sensing that something was off.

“Okay,” he said. He turned around and leaned out the door. “Mavis!” he shouted. “We’re ready for you!”

He stepped into the room. “She’s a bit shy,” he said to me. “But like I said, it was her idea. This is what she wants.”

“It’s all good. Just pretend like I’m not here.”

He stared into my eyes. “Actually,” he said. “We want you to make yourself known. It would be great if you could really be close to the action, where my wife can see you. See… it’s complicated, but my wife has a hard time getting aroused. It’s not so simple for me to get her aroused—so that’s where you come in.” My heart was once again plunging down into my gut.

“What?” I said.

“It’s her fetish—to be filmed. If she can’t see or sense you, then it might turn her off. It’s important that she stays aroused. Please—you don’t have to get too close, but please stay where she can see you, if possible.”

I was silent for a long moment. “O—Okay,” I said.

I heard her coming. I had no idea what she looked like, but I was expecting something crazy: maybe she was obese or maybe she was forty years older than him. Maybe she had a weird disability that would be hard to ignore. The man seemed afraid of her, so naturally I was afraid of her too.

He was trembling and white in the face. He closed his eyes and took a series of deep breaths, as if a violent bull was about to enter the room. What was this girl’s deal? Why was she so terrifying?

She stepped in. The man stared at her with a big, nervous smile. She looked at me with a small, shy smile. She was completely normal looking—quite beautiful even. She had long blonde hair, pretty pink lips, high cheek bones, and a thin but curvy body. She was wearing white lingerie—like something a girl would wear on her wedding night. The lace was slightly see-thru, so I could see her big nipples and the contour of her large breasts.

“Hi there,” she said softly.

“Hi,” I said. “I’m Amanda. I’m going to be filming you today.”

“I’m Teddy, by the way,” the man said. His wife looked at him, and he retracted, as if she was about to hit him. But she seemed totally harmless. She was petite and gentle and soft-spoken. Why was he so afraid of her? Why was he so nervous?

“Did Teddy tell you everything?” she asked.

“Yeah, I think so,” he said suddenly. “I went over everything with you, Amanda, didn’t I? I think so. She says we can just get started and she’ll film everything, so should we just get started? Or do you maybe want to do this another day? We can wait until another day—we don’t have to do this right now.”

“We can do it now,” Mavis said, looking at her husband. “You just need to relax.” She giggled and leaned forward to kiss him on the lips.

He didn’t relax. He remained stiff, breathing heavily, constantly looking over at me. “Are you rolling?” he asked me.

“I can start,” I said.

“Start. We’ll see if it works,” he said.

I pressed record. “Um, it works,” she said. “We’re rolling.” It seemed like a strange thing to say: ‘We’ll see if it works.’

He looked at his wife. “Is it working for you?” he asked.

She smiled. “Give it a minute,” she said. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I guess we should get you undressed.”

“Already?” he said.

She nodded her head. Then she reached down and grabbed the base of his shirt. She pulled it up slowly, revealing his bare torso. He wasn’t very muscular. He was actually quite skinny—with no ab or pec definition at all. I guess he didn’t land a hottie with his body.

She dropped to her knees and grabbed his belt buckle. My heart skipped a beat. I was starting to feel ill, knowing I was about to see two people having sex. I’d never been anywhere near other people having sex before—and it was definitely not something I wanted to film. It didn’t help that they both kept side-eyeing me.

“Try not to look at me,” I said. My voice was low and shaken. I took a step back and bumped into the wall, but it still didn’t seem like far enough away as she slipped his pants down to his ankles.

Now he was just in boxers. His skin was pale, and his legs were smooth and hairless. His wife ran her hands down his legs. “You shaved,” she said.

She smiled nervously. “Just in case,” he said.

“I don’t think we’ll need it,” she said.

“Really?” he said. His eyes became wide.

I had no idea what was going on. I’d seen a few porn movies before, and the porn stars didn’t talk like this.

“Oh God,” he said, closing his eyes and tilting his head back. Everything about the little rendezvous was weird and uncomfortable. But it was underway, and every passing second was one second closer to it being finished. I dropped down to one knee to get a new angle. I zoomed in slightly, framing out his face, getting closer to his boxers for when she pulled them down.

She had her fingers on his waistband. She was pulling down slowly, revealing his shaved pelvis. Slowly, his pale cock emerged. It was small and flaccid—only about two inches long. Maybe he was a grower. I looked up from my camera monitor and saw that his eyes were still closed. Now, his face was dark red.

Why did he shave his legs for this? It certainly wasn’t helping his lack of manliness.

I felt awkward as I zoomed in on his cock. I tried not to cringe as she wrapped her fingers around it and pulled back his foreskin. She leaned in and licked his lip, and I nearly groaned.

I wasn’t a prude, but I didn’t want to be in the room while other people fucked. There was something off-putting about other people being naked together—and soon, there was going to be penetration and sweat and other fluids being transferred. It was hard not to gag. Maybe I should have taken a Xanax before leaving the house.

She opened her mouth and put his flaccid penis on her tongue. She closed her lips firmly around his shaft and began to bob her head back and forth. He moaned. I moved quietly down the wall to get a new angle. I had no idea how I was going to edit this movie together. Maybe I could just give them an unedited cut and tell them that I did some colour work to it.

I moved around so I could see her face as she bobbed on the cock. She had a pretty face. It was hard to believe that she ended up with a skinny, short, pale man who shaved his legs. But I suppose he was quite wealthy. They lived in a very nice house in a very nice neighbourhood. He said that he made a bunch of money with some sort of business venture. Maybe she was just a gold digger. Or maybe she saw through his appearance… Maybe he was just a really nice guy.

She leaned her head back for a breath of air. Now, her husband was erect. His cock was long and pointing forward, bobbing as a drop of saliva fell from his tip to the floor. I tried to get a good shot of the glistening cock.

I was starting to feel less like gagging. My stomach was churning a bit less. I was starting to focus more on getting good shots so that I could edit the movie together properly—and that focus helped to distract me from the fact that I was filming pornography. I didn’t pay fifteen thousand dollars for film school so that I could film pornography. But I did pay that money so I could learn to shoot nice shots, so that’s what I was doing now.

I moved in closer, inching forward on my knees, staying low. The low angle helped to make his cock look bigger. I panned up for a shot of his face as she went to suck him again, and then I panned down and got a good shot of her plump lips sliding along his shaft. She opened her eyes and looked at me for a moment, making my heart leap. I felt like I was being so invasive, even though I was only doing exactly what they asked me to do.

I watched on my monitor as her face turned red. Was I too close? Was I making her uncomfortable? She let out a soft moan. “Oh God, it’s really working,” she said.

“Really?” he said.

I still had no idea what they were talking about, but I was about to find out.

I inched closer again, to get a nice closeup of her tongue as it slid along his erect, throbbing cock. Up close, with my camera zoomed in, I could see every detail on his veiny throbber, and every little drop of saliva that formed down his cock. I panned slowly and smoothly to her face: her glistening lips, thick eyelashes, and glowing eyes. She looked right into the camera lens for a moment, and then she smiled nervously before turning back to that cock for one last suck.

She leaned back. “I think I’m ready,” she said.

“Really?” he said with big eyes. I went to him to get his reaction.

She nodded her head.

“Can I see?” he said.

She stood up. Then she reached into her lingerie, as if she was going to pull the lacy garment out from her pussy. But instead, she flipped out a big, erect cock. Teddy gasped and pressed his hand against his lips. I froze with my camera right on the action: perfectly framing that enormous, real penis.

“You—You’re hard,” he said.

She nodded her head. “I’m really hard.”

“So it’s really working?” he said.

She nodded her head with a smile. Then the room became silent.

“W—What’s happening?” I asked, even though I knew I was supposed to stay quiet.

They both looked at me. “Didn’t he tell you?” she said.

“Sorry—I don’t think I mentioned it,” he said, biting his bottom lip.

“What?” I said.

“My wife is transgender,” he said. “But she hasn’t been able to get an erection with me. We’ve been in therapy for months. This—This is the first time.”

I was shocked into silence. It was hard to believe that she was trans—she was so pretty, prettier than any trans girl I’d ever seen. Or maybe I’d seen many pretty trans girls without realising that they were trans.

“It’s embarrassing,” she said. “But being with men is new to me. Just over a year ago, I was just starting to transition, and I was still with women.”

“We just needed to find what turns her on,” Teddy said. Then he looked down at her big erection. “I think this was it.” He cleared his throat. “We should probably keep going before we lose it.”

She nodded her head. “I think that’s a good idea,” she said. “Do you want to suck it?”

“O—Okay,” he said.

I was still too shocked to move. I wasn’t just filming a pornography—I was filming a very strange pornography. Now, I was filming a man as he sucked his wife’s cock. He was on his knees, with both hands clutching her giant cock. He was bobbing his face on her tip, slurping it like he’d been waiting his whole life for a chance to taste it. My stomach churned again. I inched further back.

He tried to deep-throat her, but she was too big. He was gagging before he had half of her cock in his mouth. She reached down and grabbed his head with both of her hands. She held him firmly and began to thrust in and out of his mouth. He moaned and saliva fell out from his mouth. “That feels good,” she said.

He leaned back and caught his breath. “I’m so happy,” he said with glowing eyes as he looked up at her.

I suppose it was nice to think that I was helping them and making them happy. But still, everything about the scenario was strange and awkward.

I moved around to get a new angle. I stood up and framed up her top half as she pumped into his face. She looked over at me again for a split second before turning red. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “Oh God,” she said. “I’m so horny right now.”

“You’re so hard,” he said, muffled by her cock.

She reached down and scooped one of her tits out from her lingerie, letting it hang out for the camera to see. Then she gently pinched her nipple and began to tease it by rolling it side to side. She moaned.

Then her husband stood up. I stepped back and zoomed out, to get the whole picture. He stepped in. I thought he was going to kiss her, but instead, he pressed his erection against her erection. She was nearly twice as big as him. He squeezed their cocks together with both hands and pumped up and down. She giggled as he turned a shade of dark red all over. I still couldn’t believe what I was witnessing.

“Are we going to do it?” she asked softly.

“I think I’m ready,” he said.

She smiled. “Okay. Bend over.”

He paused, and then he spun around. He leaned over and pressed his hands down on the bed. Mavis grabbed his butt cheeks and spread them wide with both hands, exposing his puckering asshole. It looked tight. I bit my tongue and zoomed in for a closeup, just a moment before she pressed her thick cock between his cheeks. She was as thick as a can of soda, and as long as her own forearm. It was hard to believe her cock was real—and it was no wonder that she had a hard time getting it up—it probably needed four pints of blood just to be hard!

He closed his eyes and groaned. She rubbed her tip against his hole. I moved around for a new angle. I wasn’t excited to watch her fuck him with that beast of a cock. I had a hard time believing he could survive such a brutal cock—but he was about to try.

She began to push. He groaned. “Just relax,” she said. “Like you’ve been practising.”

He took a big deep breath in and then he let it out loudly. Suddenly, her tip pushed into him. He gasped. “Stay relaxed,” she said, gently rubbing his bum. She pushed in further: another two inches, making him groan and squirm. I couldn’t believe the size of that cock. I couldn’t look away from it. I couldn’t believe how big it was! Her veins alone were as thick as my fingers.

“Oh God, it’s so big,” he said.

“You’re doing fine,” she said, pushing another two inches into him. He clutched the bed sheets and moaned. She pushed more into him.

“I can feel it in my stomach,” he said—and she wasn’t even halfway inside of him yet.

“Relax, Teddy,” she said, gently caressing him again. She grabbed his hips and pushed another two inches into him. I sunk low for a new angle. From below, I could see his anus stretching. I could see it turning red. I could see him trying to clench, to stop her from going further in, but she just kept pushing: another inch, another two inches, another three inches.

“That’s enough,” he said. “That’s all I can take.”

“We’ll stop there for now,” she said with a small smile. Then she gently began to thrust in and out of him. He moaned loudly. His body trembled. Her cock was a shade of red from being squeezed so tightly by his anus—but she was still rock-hard.

“How does it feel?” she asked. I crept up next to their bed to get a good shot of her face. Her one tit was still out, and it was bouncing slightly every time she thrusted into his body. I sunk down low to get a shot of his dark red face. He was biting hard on his tongue and trying not to scream.

“It feels good,” he said. “Oh God, I can feel it so deep inside of me!”

She started pumping him faster, making him moan louder. I moved around and got different angles of the fucking, since it was somewhat repetitive. She slapped him on the ass a few times, leaving dark red hand prints. After a few minutes, she was plunging deeper into his body, almost getting her whole monster-sized-cock inside of him

“You’re going to make me come,” he said. “Oh God, I’m going to come.”

“Wait,” she said. She pulled out, leaving him with a gaping asshole. Then she helped to flip him over onto his back. She pulled him down so that his ass was right on the edge of the bed. Now, his erect penis (which looked tiny compared to hers) was on his stomach. It was throbbing and twitching, as if it really was about to burst.

“I want to see,” she said. “And we should get the camera to see.”

She pressed her tip back up against his gaping asshole. She pushed into him, making him groan again. He winced his head to the side. Then I sunk to my knees to get a good shot of his penis tip. I made sure that I wasn’t in its sights. I didn’t want to get cum on me or on my equipment. I fully zoomed my camera and stayed at my safe distance as she began to pump into him.

“Oh my God, is that your cock?” he said, looking down at his stomach. Every time she thrusted into him, a lump would appear on his stomach.

“Yeah,” she said, reaching down to rub the tip of her penis through his abdomen. It didn’t seem right. How was he not in intense pain? How was she not shredding the inside of his body?

He watched that lump as it came and went, as she pumped his asshole. “Fuck, I’m about to come,” he said.

I inched a bit closer, to make sure I got the cumshot properly. He reached at his sides and grabbed two handfuls of bedsheets. Then he groaned loudly and came. Cum spewed all over his chest and abdomen, and even a bit on the underside of his chin. “Fuck!” he screamed. Every time she pumped, cum flew out from his cock. And he apparently had a lot of cum built up inside of him.

I was strangely mesmerised watching him unload all over himself while his wife thrusted into him. But what came next mesmerised me more than anything.

She pulled out and grabbed her shaft firmly with one hand. She squeezed and let out a soft whimper, then massive blasts of cum began to coat Teddy’s body. I gasped from behind the camera. I’d never seen cum blasts so big—not with the few men I’d been with, and not in the few porn movies I’d seen. I covered my mouth so I wouldn’t ruin the audio recording.

She was coating him completely with buckets of cum. She squeezed her cock harder. That cum continued to blast. It seemed like an entire minute went by before she was finished, and his whole body was slicked with thick white goo. Even his cock was covered and dripping with her substance.

She took a moment to catch her breath. He took a moment to catch his. I snapped out of my daze and managed to get a few reaction shots, ending my recording. Then I cleared my throat and stood up, taking a step back from the couple.

“I—I think I got everything I need to make a video,” I said.

They both looked at me, making my heart tremble. “Are you sure?” they asked.

I nodded my head. “Yep,” I said. I took another step towards the door. Then I realised my audio and lighting equipment was still in the room. I didn’t want to stay for a minute longer, but I couldn’t leave without my stuff. So I put my camera down and tried not to look at the cum-slicked Teddy as I walked to the corner to take down one of my lights.

“Thank you for helping us,” Teddy said, sitting himself up.

“No worries,” I said, still refusing to look over at him.

“It means a lot to us,” he said. “That was the first time—that was the first time we’ve had sex.”

“That’s great,” I said. My hands were trembling now. I wanted to be out of that house. I didn’t feel comfortable. I was starting to feel the shame brewing inside of me. I shouldn’t have accepted that job. It wasn’t worth the money. Now, I was going to have a lifetime of uncomfortable memories: images in my head of a trans woman coming all over her scrawny husband. Those images were already flashing in my mind—and I hadn’t even started editing the footage yet.

“I’ll just take down my lights and then I’ll be out of your hair.”

“You’re welcome to stay,” Mavis said. She pushed her breasts back into her lingerie. Then she grabbed her large cock and stuffed it back between her legs. There was still a big bulge, but it was strangely invisible, tucked in that white lace one-piece. “Have a drink and relax a little bit.”

“No thank you,” I said quickly. I didn’t want to get roped into whatever weird shit they had in mind. I just wanted to get out of there.

I took down my second light. I didn’t bother putting the lights and stands into their cases. Instead, I just picked everything up awkwardly and said, “I’ll be on my way.” I carried it in a big pile down the stairs, heading quickly for the door. I nearly dropped my lights, and then I nearly dropped my camera. Finally, once I was at my car (I opened my trunk using my foot), I threw everything in and drove off. I could feel them watching me from the window. I needed to get away from that place.

At least I was a few thousand dollars richer.


CHAPTER 3
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Idecided to edit the whole video that night, just so I could get it over with. I stayed up until 4:00 AM, making all the cuts and correcting all the colour. It came together easily, and the final edit was fourteen minutes. I only ended up cutting out about seven minutes of footage: mostly thrusting and cock sucking.

I sent the video off and then I wiped my SD cards. I didn’t make a copy of the original footage on my hard drive, like I did for everything else I shot (I even had safety copies of the dirt bike beer stunt). I didn’t want that footage on my computer. I did keep the final edit, just in case there was a problem with the transfer—but I planned on deleting it as soon as Teddy replied to let me know the edit was okay.

I was finished with the job. But I wasn’t free from the memories. They came back to me that night, in a dream. I was right back in that room, with my camera, filming Teddy on his knees while he sucked that enormous cock.

In my dream, Mavis looked over at me with her cute, red cheeked smile. “Do you want to suck me?” she asked.

“No thank you,” I said.

Then Teddy stood up. He stared at me for a long moment before walking up to me. “What are you doing?” I asked. He stepped behind me and put his hands on my arms. He walked me towards the bed, and for some reason I didn’t fight back. Mavis and Teddy worked together to pick me up and place me down on the bed. Then Teddy grabbed my shorts and pulled them down my legs, along with my white panties. “Seriously. What are you doing?” I said, reaching my hand between my legs to cover my pussy.

“Keep your hands on your camera rig,” Mavis said. She grabbed my hand and put it back on my gimbal handle. “Keep filming. This will make a good POV scene.”

“What?” I said. And for some reason, I kept filming. I was now on a wide lens: 12mm, so I could see my whole body.

I was aiming the camera down my stomach, at the little patch of hair above my pussy. Mavis sunk down between my legs and pressed her face up to my crotch. I took a sharp breath in. “Relax,” she said, using the same tone that she used with her husband. “I’m just going to eat out your cunt.” She started licking. Her tongue was wet and warm, making my legs tremble. I kept filming, now letting the odd moan slip out from my lips.

She dug her tongue deeper. I turned my head to the side, and there was Teddy’s long, narrow cock: erect and in my face. “Open your mouth,” he said. For some reason I complied. He pushed his cock into my mouth and I found myself sucking while his wife licked out the inside of my cunt.

“Your pussy is sweet,” Mavis said with a grin in her voice. “I like it.” She kept eating me out, making me tremble more and more.

“Think she can handle it?” Teddy asked.

“We’ll find out,” Mavis said.

I pulled my face away from his throbbing cock. “Handle what?” I asked.

Now, Mavis was standing up with her monster cock in her clenched fist. She gently stroked it, pulling back her foreskin. She tilted it down and pressed her thick tip against my tight pussy. “No,” I said. “Don’t! It’s too big! It’s going to hurt too much. Please, don’t!”

She started pushing in. I felt the painful stretching, and then I suddenly woke up.

I sat up quickly and let out a sharp little cry. I looked around and realised I was at home, alone. Beads of hot sweat were on my forehead and chest and the back of my neck. I had to slip out of bed and pace around my cool bedroom for a moment, just to calm my nerves.

Now, even though I was awake, I couldn’t stop thinking about Mavis’s giant dick sliding in and out of her husband’s tight asshole. I could stop thinking about her thick veins, throbbing and pumping blood through her heavy shaft.

“I need water,” I said. So I went to the kitchen to get myself a cool glass of water. I ended up splashing some cold water on my face: a much needed cool down—but it didn’t get those images out from my mind.

I had to assure myself that the weird memory would eventually fade away. Maybe it would take a while, but eventually, it would seem like a long-distant dream that may or may not have every happened.

And the memory really did start to fade after a few days. Once a week had gone by, I was sleeping normally again. My memory of that strange evening in that house would only come back to me when I peered at my bank account and saw that I was wealthier than I’d been in a very long time. But I was starting to feel better about what I’d done. I was starting to feel like I could turn it into a funny story one day, that I could tell to my close friends. Or maybe it was better kept a secret…

I went out to a bar with some friends. It was my first time out in a very long time—partially because of the pandemic, and partially because I was too broke to buy drinks. Now, I had a healthy little sum in my account. I’d hardly chipped away at it since getting the big payout, and I’d gotten a few smaller gigs to keep it stable: an engagement video shoot, a short promo video for a petting zoo’s Instagram page, and an older man’s intro video for a dating website. None of the little jobs took more than a few hours, but they were all good for a couple hundred bucks each.

I was in a better place. Restrictions with the pandemic were starting to lift and businesses were going back to normal. So I treated myself to a martini with my friends.

“Your hair has gotten so long!” Mandy said to me. “Man, it’s been so long since I’ve seen you. I feel like you’ve been hiding out for years.”

“I saw you two months ago, Mandy,” I said with a smile. We clinked our glasses and then two more friends showed up. We all squished into a booth and ordered some appetisers. It felt so good to be out. It felt so good to not have to worry about money—at least not as much. I could order some food and a couple of drinks without going into full panic mode.

But I ended up ordering more than a couple of drinks. I ended up getting a bit carried away, enjoying my new freedom just a bit too much. “How many drinks is that for you, Amanda?” Mandy asked.

I swayed slightly, feeling the alcohol running through me. “I don’t know. Three—I think,” I said. “Why? It’s not a big deal. I’m fine.” I smiled. But it was more than three. I could certainly remember at least four, and I had another one on the way. But I was having fun. Was I not allowed to have fun for one night?

My next drink came. I tried sipping it slowly, being very aware that I was going to end up passed out in a dirty bar bathroom. My friends began to migrate around the bar. Mandy ended up in the arms of some college football player who showed up with some friends. Carol ended up doing shots with some bachelorette party. Nancy had to go home because her babysitter wasn’t feeling well. And I ended up outside, getting some fresh air.

“Cigarette?” a man said to me. I looked over at him and he was looking down at my body: his gaze practically glued to my breasts. I was wearing a low-cut top, but that didn’t mean that I wanted to be ogled half to death.

“No, thank you,” I said. I moved away from him, just to get away from his glare. I wanted to go back inside for another drink, but I knew that I needed to sober up. I wasn’t hammered yet, and I didn’t want to end up being hammered. I just wanted to ride out my buzz.

The man was still staring at me, now looking at my ass, making me regret the tight leather skirt I was wearing. So I kept walking. I decided to do a lap around the block, just to get my blood flowing, and to get fresh air on my skin. I turned the corner and then I saw a crowd of women standing outside of another bar.

I looked up at the sign. ‘Kitty Kat Lounge’. It was a well-known lesbian bar.

I stopped and stared at the girls. Some of the girls in that lineup were surprisingly attractive. I stood and wobbled a bit as I watched them giggle. One of them was a smoker and the rest were just hanging out. One girl was wearing a skirt that was so short, I could see the bulge of her pussy in her panties from across the street. I was pretty sure it wasn’t a real skirt, but a little piece of a lingerie set she had at home.

One of the girls looked over at me. She smiled and waved. I felt myself blushing. I waved back. Then she motioned for me to cross the road. I looked around for a moment and then I decided to go say hello.

I wasn’t a lesbian. Like most girls, I appreciated a beautiful girl with good fashion sense. I’d never thought about having sex with a woman before, though I had been in a threesome before: me, an ex-boyfriend, and a girl we were mutual friends with. It was an awkward romp—not at all the fun I was expecting. My then-boyfriend spent most of the engagement fondling the other girl, and then once he was inside of her, he didn’t go back to me. But he did keep reaching over to pat me on the back, as if to say, ‘You’re being a good sport,’ or, ‘Don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten that you’re here.’ But that romp was made more awkward when the other girl reached out, while she had my boyfriend’s cock in her pussy, and she pushed two fingers into my pussy. I gasped, and then I let it go on for about twenty seconds before I had to pull her out. It just felt so wrong, like I was breaking some sort of rule. After I pulled her fingers out of me, she reached into her mouth to lick up the dampness from my cunt. After that moment, I backed away and let my boyfriend finish up. He came a minute later, then we broke up two weeks later.

Now, four lesbians were staring into my eyes with big smiles on their drunken faces. “What’s your name?” one girl asked.

“Amanda,” I said.

“Just out for a walk, Amanda?” said another girl.

I nodded my head. “My group split up.”

“Want to come and hang out with us?” the girls asked. One of the girls looked down at my body the same way the smoking mad did outside the busy straight bar. But for some reason, I didn’t get uncomfortable with the feminine glance. It somehow seemed harmless in comparison—and I took it as a compliment.

“Sure. That sounds like fun,” I said.

The girls were nice. They accepted me quickly. One girl dragged me onto the dance floor after we did a shot. We laughed and tripped over each other. Then karaoke started. One of the girls made me sing a romantic ballad with her. We both giggled until we were booed off the stage by the other lesbians. Then, later in the night, one of the girls walked up to me and tried to kiss me as I stood in line for the bathroom. I had to politely dodge the kiss, getting it on the cheek. “I’m sorry,” I said, “but I’m not a lesbian.”

“Don’t you want to give it a try?” she asked, putting her hands on my hips.

I smiled. “No, thank you,” I said. “But you’re very beautiful. I love your makeup.”

She smiled, looking a bit upset. “Thanks,” she said.

She stared into my eyes with a sad smile for a minute before turning away.

“Wait,” I said. She stopped and looked back at me.

“What is it?” she said.

Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe it was a strange urge that had been dwelling inside of me for a long time. “Do you have a strap-on?” I asked.

She laughed and looked around with red cheeks. “Like—do I have one here?” she said.

“At home,” I said. I could feel my face turning red. I could feel my muscles tensing up. I took a deep breath in and smiled.

She nodded her head. “Why?” she said.

“Is it… you know—realistic?” I asked.

“Do you mean is it like a real cock?” she said with another nervous laugh.

“Yeah,” I said.

She shrugged her shoulders. “If you put on a condom on it, you can’t really tell the difference. I mean—a real cock is warmer.” She bit her bottom lip and laughed again. “This sounds silly, but I was with one girl a month ago who put her strap-on in the microwave for fifteen seconds before putting it in me. It was frighteningly realistic—and I’m bisexual.”

“Okay,” I said.

“Okay what?”

I bit hard on my tongue. I felt my legs beginning to wobble. “Okay. Let’s go try it,” I said.

She was still for a moment and then her eyes lit up. Suddenly, I was in a cab, sitting next to her. She put her hand on my thigh as the cab driver sped towards her house. My heart was pounding. A moment later, he fingers were crawling up my skirt. “I’m not a lesbian,” I whispered.

“Then what are you?” she asked.

I just stared into her eyes, feeling terrified and excited at the same time. Her fingers slid up more, now touching my pussy over my panties. She gently rubbed. I could feel her fake fingernails. I squirmed. Was I already regretting this drunken decision?

Then we were in her apartment. She grabbed me and pulled me to the wall. She pushed herself against me and started kissing me. I hesitated, and then I kissed back. I decided to go along with the experiment. I’d come this far, after all.

I pushed my hips against hers. I could feel her abdomen and her thighs and her pelvis. I lifted my knee up slightly, nestling it between her legs. It was a tactic that usually turned guys on: a thigh rubbing their crotch. And it worked with her too: she began to grind her pussy on my thigh—but it didn’t feel right. My heart was still pounding. Luckily, I was still drunk enough that I wasn’t having a regret-induced panic attack.

“Put on the strap-on,” I said.

“Already?” she said.

“Just put it on under your skirt,” I said.

She laughed and then she shrugged her shoulders. “Sure. If that’s what you want. Just hang on a minute.” She left for her bedroom, leaving me alone by the front door. My sobriety came back to me suddenly, for a brief moment: long enough for me to turn to the door and reach for the handle. I paused. “What are you doing?” I whispered to myself? I took a deep breath, and then I heard her coming back.

I turned around. Now, she was standing with a giant bulge in her skirt. It was stiff and standing straight out, pushing her skirt up like a pop-up tent. She giggled and swayed from side to side. “Like this better?” she said. Her cheeks were still dark red from the booze in her system.

I nodded my head. She approached and we kissed again. Now, somehow, it felt more natural. I could feel her shaft rubbing against my body as I pushed myself up against her. I reached both of my hands up her tight top and pressed my palms firmly against her breasts. I squeezed her tits through her bra before pushed the bra up and over her big boobs. Then I grabbed her nipples and fondled them.

Why was I so fine with touching a woman’s breasts, but I needed to have a hard cock against my body to justify it? Why did I not mind sucking on the plump, glossy lips of a woman, as long as I could feel that shaft occasionally teasing my pussy between my legs?

She stuck two of her fingers into my mouth. I instantly began to suck. She giggled, and then she pulled her fingers out. Then she reached down, pushed those same fingers underneath my panties, and pushed them into my hole. I gasped. She wiggled them around while giggling. “You’re tight,” she said. “Maybe too tight for the strap-on.”

“Just call it a cock,” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “Deep in the closet?” she asked.

I stared into her eyes, terrified by what she was suggesting. I liked men. I hadn’t been with many, but I enjoyed all of the straight sex that I’d had. I loved nothing more than to be bent over and plugged for a few minutes—not to sound too unladylike.

But now, the thought of being bent over by a woman had my heart pounding and my head spinning. I felt something warm and wet moving down my leg. I leaned away from her and looked down to see a line of fluid oozing from from my pussy. I was wet—wetter than I’d ever been outside of the shower or the rain.

I let a moan slip.

“Relax, honey,” she said. Then she sunk to her knees and slipped her head under my skirt. I felt her fingers pulling my panties aside, and then I felt the warm wetness of her tongue pressing against my slit. I gasped and became stiff. Suddenly, I wasn’t feeling so turned on. “Stop,” I said as her tongue flicked back and forth. It felt just like that threesome, when our friend stuck her fingers into me: awkward and unnatural.

The girl now looked up at me with narrowed eyes. Her lips were wet from my cunt. “What’s wrong?” she asked.

“I just don’t want that,” I said.

“What do you want?”

“You go up and I’ll go down,” I said.

She stared at me for a moment before shrugging. She was too drunk to care, and I was probably too sober to still be in her house. She stood up and I sunk down to my knees. She used her fingers to expose her pussy under that strap-on, but I wasn’t interested in her pussy. I grabbed the shaft of the cock and pulled it down to my lips. I closed my eyes and began sucking it. I sucked for a long two minutes, feeling the plastic tip and the artificial veins. It wasn’t the same as the real thing, but it felt more comfortable.

“Not much fun for me,” she said. “I can’t exactly feel your mouth.”

I looked up at her and saw that she was staring at me with an unimpressed look. “Sorry,” I said. Then I looked at her perky breasts. I stood up, cupped one with both hands, and began to suck on her nipples. “That’s more like it,” she said with a soft moan. She reached a hand down between her own legs and began to rub herself. She moaned again.

And once again, it somehow felt more natural—but her breasts were just as taboo as her pussy. They were both parts of the female body, so why was I okay with one and not the other? What was wrong with my brain?

I squeezed her boob hard and sucked that nipple ferociously. I was feeling wetter and wetter between my legs. I pushed myself forward again to feel that hard shaft. “Fuck me,” I said.

She grabbed me and spun me around. She pushed the tip of her strap-on cock between my legs and began to push in. I closed my eyes and bit hard on my tongue. “Wait!” I said.

She paused. “What now?” she said. I could practically hear her rolling her eyes.

I turned around and pushed my back against the wall. “I want to see you while you fuck me,” I said. I could feel that my face was dark, dark red. I was so embarrassed but so charged up at the same time.

She grinned. She stepped forward and bent her knees slightly to get that cock lined up with my pussy. She reached down with her hand and gave me a rub on the clit before pressing that dull tip against my cunt.

“Wait,” I said again.

“What?”

“Put it in the microwave. Like you said your friend did.”

She shook her head and laughed. “Fine. You’re weird.” She walked away. I heard the beeping of her microwave. I heard the hum. Then I heard the finishing chime. There was a moment of silence—save for the beating of my heart—and then she came back. She pinned me again against the wall and she pushed that tip against my pussy. It was warm now, making me squirm. I felt a bit of fluid gush out of me and she hadn’t even pushed in yet.

I looked down at her breasts. “Do it,” I said. She pushed into me. I screamed out. It was a thick dildo, and it had probably been in the microwave for a few seconds too long. It wasn’t burning me, but it was unusually warm. I clenched my pussy around it and then I reached out and grabbed her by the sides. I caressed her soft, feminine body, feeling her curves before reaching down to touch her ass. She pushed in deeper, making me squeal again.

“You’re cute,” she said.

“Thanks. You’re cute too,” I said. We kissed. Then she began to fuck me. I tried not to look down, to see that the cock was fake. I didn’t want to spoil the euphoric illusion. Instead, I kept my eyes on her pretty face and on her curvy body. I couldn’t stop squeezing her breasts. I couldn’t stop kissing her lips and sucking her neck. I loved it when she pushed her fingers into my mouth so I could suck on her manicured fingernails. “Don’t stop,” I whined. she fucked me hard and fast against that wall. Then she hugged me firmly, pressing her breasts against mine. “Please don’t stop!” I said.

She plunged faster.

“Oh God!” I screamed. “Come in me. I want your cum inside of me. Please!”

She let a small laugh slip. “This thing doesn’t come,” she said, reminding me that she was just a normal woman and not a trans bombshell like Mavis. I felt my heart flutter. I bit down on my tongue.

After that moment, my high was gone. The euphoria began to fade. She kept plunging me, but my orgasm had passed. She noticed a minute later that I was out of the moment, so she pulled out of me. “My turn?” she said.

It was awkward putting the strap-on around my hips. I didn’t want to use it. I felt weird when she bent over and spread her legs for me, exposing her dangling labia and her big, round clit. I tried not to look at it. I wasn’t disgusted by it, but it just wasn’t a turn on. It only pushed me out of the mood.

“Do it,” she said. I awkwardly pushed the dildo into her, and then I humped her for the next five minutes, trying my best to pretend like I liked it. I was quickly learning that I wasn’t a lesbian, and I definitely wasn’t a top. It was a fun little experiment, but overall, it just left me feeling more confused than anything.

And that confusion got worse a week later when a man took me home after I went out with some friends.

He threw me onto his bed as if I weighed less than a toddler. Then he pounced on me, naked and erect. We kissed, but somehow the kissing felt wrong. He took my hands and pressed them against his chest, which he clearly worked on frequently. He was two-hundred and thirty pounds of muscle: a guy I would have normally swooned over. But now I was just feeling awkward, until I closed my eyes and put his cock in my mouth. He kept his crotch shaved smooth, so it was easy to imagine a woman in his place. He was big and veiny and throbbing hard. I tried to ignore his manly groans while I sucked.

Then he wanted to fuck me missionary style, but I insisted on doggy-style. There were mirrors everywhere in his room, so I had to keep my eyes closed. I also insisted on having some loud music playing, so I could drown out his grunting. It was the only way to imagine Mavis behind me.

The best part was when he pulled out and came on me, streaking my back with thick, warm cum. I moaned and then I ended up saying, “Your cum feels so good, Mavis.” He was silent after that. It wasn’t until I was getting dressed that he asked, “Who’s Mavis?”

I felt so embarrassed and stupid. “I—I don’t know,” I said. “Did I say Mavis? Isn’t that your name?”

He stared at me as if I was an idiot, and then I left. The humiliation was intense, but the confusion was worse than anything.

I wanted to be with a transgender. I wanted to be with that hung transgender that I filmed on that fateful evening.


CHAPTER 4
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My new feelings were driving me insane. Two long weeks went by and I made sure not to get into bed with anyone: male or female. I even kept my hands away from my pussy: no masturbating, no fantasising. I needed to give my brain a detox.

I wanted to have kids one day. I wanted to be married one day. Now, I was inching into my late-twenties and I didn’t have time to mess around with strange fetishes. I was convinced that that’s all I was facing: a strange fetish—and a temporary one.

I was positive that I was just combining my appreciation for pretty women with my natural female desire to enjoy a good cock. I needed to let my brain reset. I needed to let my feelings settle down and normalise.

And for a few days, it seemed to be working. I found myself thinking less and less about sex. I was focussing more and more on work. The work was still a bit slow, but I still had that big sum from that evening earlier in the month.

Then I got an email. It was from Teddy. When I saw it in my inbox, I wished that I knew another person named Teddy. I tried to scan my brain for another Teddy in my life. Surely this was someone else—or maybe just a spam bot using the name Teddy.

I opened the message, and it was him. “Amanda, I hope you’re doing well. We’re still so thankful about the video you created for us.” I took a deep breath. I could feel my face turning hot. I wiped the back of my neck and bit down on my tongue. Maybe he was just following up and saying thanks. People did that all the time—it wasn’t weird to do. “I hope you’re doing well. I could tell that you were pretty nervous when you were at our house, and I hope that you don’t regret working with us. Your really did help us out.”

I began to relax, thinking it was just a thank you message. Then came the new request. “But now, we’re struggling again. For a few weeks, we were able to put on the movie and that got my wife aroused. But now, it’s begun to lose its excitement. My wife is struggling again, and I think having you back might be a good temporary solution while we look into the bigger problem. I’m happy to pay your rate of four thousand for the video, if you’re available.”

I felt sick. I could feel my stomach churning.

I looked down at my fingers and saw that they were trembling. My head was hot. I got up to check the thermostat, making sure it hadn’t been bumped to the highest setting. Apparently it was actually a bit cold in my place—strange, as there was now sweat on my back and down my arms. I went back to my computer. “I can make tomorrow work,” I replied. I instantly regretted pressing send on the message. I had to stand up and for a walk, just to give my mind something to focus on: one foot in front of the other, don’t walk into the wall, keep your eyes open, don’t think about Mavis’s big cock…

“See you tomorrow. 6PM,” he replied quickly.

I wanted to cry. I could already feel the shame, even though I hadn’t signed myself up for anything that I hadn’t already done before. It’s not like I was going to spend the rest of my life wondering why I filmed the act twice—the damage was already done the first time. Plus, it was more money: a lot more money. Another four grand in the bank account for an evening of work. I could take that four grand and use it towards a new car, more camera equipment, new clothes, months of rent, groceries, bills, and so on.

But I knew that I didn’t agree to the job for the money. I knew that I replied to that email because I wanted to see Teddy’s beautiful wife with my own eyes, one more time. For days, I’d found myself regretting deleting that footage. I kept nothing from that first shoot: not even a still of Mavis’s perfect, veiny shaft. I wanted to see it again. I wanted to be in that room again—and that made me terrified.

I didn’t sleep more than two hours. I didn’t fall asleep until 5AM, and then the moment the morning sunshine was creeping into my bedroom, I was awake. I spent the whole day charging my batteries, checking and testing my equipment, and staring at the clock. I took my car and topped it up with gas, even though I still had seven eighths of a tank. I even checked the air in my tires, just because it was something to do.

I paced around my apartment and tried my best to calm my nerves. Then, it was suddenly time to leave. The longest wait of my life was suddenly over, and I suddenly didn’t feel at all prepared. I felt like I was forgetting something. I quickly scanned my house, trying to figure out what I was missing. I had everything packed in the car—at least I thought I did. But I didn’t have time to take it all out to go over it, even though I’d gone over it a million times.

I was panicking and overreacting. I took a deep breath and slapped myself on the face. “Just do the job,” I said to myself. I didn’t need anything but my camera. Sure, I could bring a spare camera body, extra lenses, lights, extra data cards, tripods, gimbals—and all of that stuff was in my car—but I really just needed my camera, a lens, and a single data card.

I started towards the house. It had been almost a month since I’d been there last, but I remembered the way by memory, without having to punch the address into my phone. It seemed like a tediously slow drive, until I was suddenly at their door. My heart was somewhere in my stomach. My legs were shaking. My head was still hot, with beads of sweat creeping down from my hair. I wiped my head and tried to gather my wits. Why was I so nervous? I knew what I was doing. It wasn’t anything new for me—just a bit uncomfortable.

I saw the front door open. I saw Teddy step out. He was dressed in a long-sleeved dress shirt and slacks. He waved at me. I forced a smile and waved back.

I took a deep breath and got out from my car. He came down to the car to greet me. “So nice of you to come back,” he said. He nodded his head and almost did a bow.

“It’s all good,” I said. “I’ll just need a minute or two to set up.” I grabbed a few of my things.

“Let me help you with that,” he said nervously, taking my gear out from my hands. I didn’t love the idea of him touching my stuff, but if him helping sped up the process, then I was fine with it. I never let clients help me with anything. I never let anyone paying me money do my job. But this was a special case. This was a job that just needed to be done with and forgotten.

But first, I desperately wanted to see Mavis.

We hauled all of my gear up into the house. He helped me carry it to the bedroom. The house was quiet. “Is Mavis getting ready?” I asked.

He nodded his head quickly. “She is. She should be ready any minute. But take your time. We don’t have anything else tonight.”

“Okay,” I said. I quickly started setting up the lights. My head was pinging with strange thoughts. Teddy left the room, giving me some space, which was nice. But when I went to set up a light in the corner of the room, I noticed the pair of panties in the used clothes bin next to the nightstand. I looked around before grabbing them and smelling them. They smelled just like her perfume—and her cock. I felt a tingle between my legs, then I threw the panties back as my heart fluttered. What was wrong with me? Why was I smelling dirty panties? Had I lost my mind? Was I turning into one of those weird female perverts?

I got my three lights up, and then I got my camera set up on my gimbal, with my 18-55mm zoom lens. It seemed like a versatile option. This time, I figured I didn’t need to stick to the wall. I could get a bit closer to the action—and a bit closer to Mavis.

God, I couldn’t wait to see her. I already wanted to smell those panties again.

I slapped myself on the face. “Get a grip, Amanda,” I whispered to myself. I took a deep breath and shook out my arms, trying to keep my blood flowing normally through my body. Then I heard Teddy walk in behind me.

“Okay, she’s coming,” he said nervously. “Are you all ready in here?”

“Yeah,” I said softly. I couldn’t wait to see her come through that door. I couldn’t wait to see how she’d done her makeup, her hair—and to see what she was wearing. I couldn’t wait to see that long cock become massive and hard. I couldn’t wait to see thick cum spew out of it.

“Are you okay?” Teddy asked.

I snapped out of my fantasising daze. “Huh? Yeah. I’m fine,” I said. “I’m all ready to go. Once she comes in, I guess you can get right to it. I’ll start rolling.”

He nodded his head, then he turned to the door. I could hear the clicking of high heels on the floor. I perked up. I could smell her perfume approaching. My legs wobbled. I lifted up the camera and my heart fluttered. I couldn’t wait. I wanted to see her.

She stepped in, looking more beautiful than ever. He long hair was bouncing on her shoulders with each step. Her lips looked plumper and softer than ever. Her breasts seemed bigger and perkier than ever. Her legs were so smooth and long. Her red lingerie made me tingle between the legs. It was slightly sheer—just enough that I could see her snake curled down and pressed between her legs. A whimper escaped my lips. She looked at me and smiled, melting my heart slightly. Why was I so obsessed with her?

I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. Luckily, I was able to look down at my monitor, instead looking like I was focussing on my job instead of her perfect body.

“Thanks for coming back,” she said with her soft, harmless voice.

I looked up with a smile. “My pleasure. Just do your thing and I’ll be filming around, just like last time.”

She looked into my eyes and smiled, melting my heart just a little bit more. I took another deep breath.

“Should we get started?” Teddy asked.

Mavis nodded her head. Teddy cleared his throat. He stepped up to his wife and they kissed. I felt a bit jealous. I wanted to be kissing her—but she was his wife. I had no business kissing her. I moved in to get a closer shot of the kiss. I spent a moment filming their hands as they moved all over each other. Teddy was careful with his hands, not touching her on her breasts or her bum, as if he was afraid he was going to get in trouble. Mavis didn’t hold back as much. She happily squeezed his ass and grabbed his cock, fondling it and massaging it. Maybe Mavis had a hard time getting aroused because Teddy didn’t know how to please a woman…

I kept filming, getting as many fresh angles as possible during the embrace. I wanted to have lots to work with in post production. I sunk to my knees for a good low angle. From that low angle, I could see her cock in her tight lingerie. It was still soft: still curled and waiting to become aroused. Why wasn’t he grabbing it and massaging it?

She took his hand and pulled it down. It looked like he was resisting, and then he hesitantly allowed her to put his hand on her cock. She used her hand to make his hand rub. But still, she wasn’t getting aroused.

So she undressed him. She got him naked and she pumped his hard cock while letting one of her cute giggles slip. I couldn’t understand how he wasn’t coming instantly. If I was a man in his place, I would have been done already. Maybe he was too scared. Maybe it was the camera, or maybe he was just afraid of his own wife.

“Is it working?” he asked.

“Not yet,” she said. “Just try to relax.”

He looked down at her crotch. “Why isn’t it working?”

“Teddy, it’s fine, just relax. Give it a minute,” she said.

His face was turning red. She dropped down to her knees and put his cock in her mouth. She gracefully bobbed her head back and forth, but Teddy didn’t look like he was enjoying himself. He looked tense and awkward and nervous. He kept looking over at me. How was he not coming? His arousal seemed minimal. His body language suggested he wasn’t attracted to his own wife.

I had no idea what was happening—but I was just there to film.

She looked up at him with a smile. “Do you like that?” she asked as she playfully tickled the tip of his cock with the tip of her tongue. She was going to make me come—so how was he holding off?

“It’s nice,” he said. “Is it working for you?”

She let a small sigh slip. “Don’t worry about me, Teddy. Just try to relax and enjoy yourself.”

Now, Teddy’s cock seemed to be getting less hard. He was going flaccid, as if he was turned off. Maybe Mavis wasn’t the problem—maybe there was something wrong with Teddy. I was in no place to judge. He was paying me, so I just kept on filming.

“Just try to come closer,” Teddy said to me. “So she can see you.”

“Okay,” I whispered. I walked closer.

Mavis rolled her eyes. “Teddy, it’s not that,” she said. “I just need you to relax. You’re so tense.”

“Because it’s not working. You aren’t getting hard,” he said, sounding frustrated, as if they’d had this same spat a million times.

Now, Mavis face was turning dark red.

“I just want you to be hard,” he whispered to her. “I want you in me.” He was whispering quietly, as if he didn’t want me hearing him. I pretended like I heard nothing.

“Try sucking me,” she said. She reached down and dug out her snake. She dropped it down and it dangled beautifully. I wanted to jump forward to suck it. I think a whimper even escaped my lips.

He sunk to his knees and he took a deep breath. He grabbed her flaccid cock and pushed it into his mouth. He sucked, bobbing his head back and forth. I got close for a closeup. Even flaccid, he couldn’t fit all of her in his mouth.

After a minute, he tried stroking her with a clenched fist, but she just wasn’t getting very hard for him. She was a bit erect—not enough for penetration—just enough to remind me how enormous she was, with her cock beginning to lift up into the air. “It’s just not working,” Teddy said, sounding frustrated. “Are you looking at the camera? Isn’t it working for you?”

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. “I just need you to relax, Teddy,” she said.

“I just can’t,” he said. “This isn’t working. We’ve had sex three times since getting married. I just want…”

“What do you want?” she said.

His face turned dark red. “Nothing,” he said. “It’s fine.”

I kept filming, not sure if they wanted me to cut. I was being paid to film, so that’s what I was going to do. I took the time to get a few shots of her big cock, just as an excuse to stare at it on my monitor.

“What is it?” she said.

“Nothing,” he said again.

There was an awkward silence in the room. “Do you want to try the other thing?” she asked.

“While she’s filming?” Teddy said.

“Why not? It worked once before, remember?”

“I know—it’s just… It’s a bit embarrassing.”

“You guys can do whatever,” I said softly. “I’m just here to film. Pretend like I’m not here at all.”

Teddy took a deep breath. “I’ll need twenty minutes,” he said.

“Go ahead.”

He paused for a moment before turning and leaving the room. Now, I was alone with Mavis. I stared at her and she smiled at me. Her cock was still out, making me nervous and aroused at the same time.

“I’m sorry about that,” she said.

“Don’t be sorry. I don’t mind waiting,” I said. But the thought of standing for twenty minutes seemed tedious. I was already on edge. Twenty minutes was basically a lifetime.

She stared at me for a long moment, looking down at my equipment and then back at me.

I cleared my throat, feeling that hot rush coming back. “Here’s a fun idea,” I said.

Her eyes lit up and she smiled. “What’s that?” she said.

“What if we film a little solo scene while we wait. It can be like a little gift for your husband—for him to use when you’re gone, or if he’s out of town for business.”

She bit her bottom lip. “A solo scene?” she said. “You mean—masturbating?” Her face was dark red.

“A little strip tease and then… yeah—like solo stuff.” I’d never felt more red and hot in my life. She was grinning, also red, staring into my eyes as she stood with her cock out. I pressed my lips thin, and then I noticed her long shaft twitching. Was she getting hard? Did my suggestion arouse her? Did we need to call Teddy back before the window closed?

“Okay,” she said with a nervous giggle. “Where do you want me?”

I cleared my throat. “You can start there. Just, like, wink and smile at the camera. Do a little strip tease. Be seductive. Then move to the bed and go from there.”

She looked down into my lens. I pressed record. She looked so beautiful on my monitor. She looked beautiful in person too—maybe even more than on camera. She nervously ran her hands down her body. She did a little wink before turning around to show off her backside. She had an amazing ass. She grabbed it with both hands, lifted it up, and then dropped it, making it bounce and jiggle, making my pussy a little bit more wet.

She turned around again. This time, she cupped her breasts. She swayed from side to side and then she let a little giggle slip. “Do I look ridiculous?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “You look beautiful.”

She paused and stared into my eyes. I instantly felt a lump forming in my throat. I quickly looked back at the camera monitor. She paused for a moment longer and then she started her little dance again, moving gracefully for the camera as she gently fondled herself. It was a moment later when she slipped the straps of her lingerie over her shoulders. She tugged her top down, exposing her breasts. Then she pinched her nipples and rolled them, still looking down the lens. As I stared at the monitor, it looked like she was staring at me—into my eyes—seducing me and not her husband.

I moved in a bit closer to get a tighter shot. “Now slide your hand down slowly—I will follow it. Down to your crotch.”

I zoomed in on her hand and then I followed it as it slithered down her perfect body, back onto her lingerie and down between her legs. Now, her cock was half erect, standing straight out. Her fingers slipped around her shaft and she pulled down, squishing her foreskin over her tip. Then she pulled back, pulling back her foreskin and exposing her whole cock. I got a bit closer, getting all of that sexy detail on that veiny shaft.

“Just stroke it a bit,” I whispered, directing her as she followed my commands. She pulled and massaged her penis, making it harder and harder. Her tip was becoming red. She was squeezing tight. She moaned a little bit. I got down low and close, aiming up to get her erection and her face in the same low-angle shot. She looked down at the lens. Then she giggled and stepped forward, touching her erect tip to the lens in a playful way. I giggled too. I could almost smell her amazing shaft. I wanted to suck it. I wanted to reach out and grab it—and now I was close enough. But I resisted.

She turned around to show me her ass. She grabbed both of her cheeks with both of her hands and she spread herself wide, exposing her puckering asshole. She used one of her own fingers and pushed inside of herself, making my head spin a little bit faster. I took a deep breath.

When she turned back around, her cock was fully erect and throbbing intensely. “I’m so horny right now,” she whimpered.

“Keep going,” I said. “This is hot.”

She looked into my eyes again. I looked into hers. There was a strange moment as the hairs on my arms stood up. Then I quickly looked back down at my camera.

“I’ll get on the bed now,” she said. She climbed up onto the bed. She inched back, towards the headboard, and then she stretched out her legs. She grabbed her cock in her fist and then she smiled at the camera lens again. I took a minute to get various angles of her starting to stroke herself. She pulled up and down slowly, massaging her footlong monster cock. “Use both hands,” I whispered. So she grabbed her shaft with her other hand and she pumped up and down like she was churning butter in an Amish village.

She stared right into my camera lens. She smirked and then she let out an adorable whimper.

“Just tilt it up more for the camera,” I said, getting closer for a good close shot.

“Like this?” she said, pushing her cock up.

“A little more, just this way. Cheat it for the camera,” I said.

“I’m sorry—I’m not sure what you mean,” she said with red cheeks.

I paused for a moment, trying to think of how to direct her. “Do you mind if I just show you?” I said.

“Sure,” she said.

So I got closer. I took a hand off of my camera rig and reached out. I grabbed her erection to move it to where it looked best on camera. She let out an elated moan as my fingers curled around her. Her body tensed up and I felt her cock twitch. Did she like me touching her?

Her cock was warm and unbelievably hard. I could feel it pulsing. I looked into her eyes and she looked into mine again. “L—Like this,” I said.

“Can you show me how you want me to stroke it,” she said, staring into my eyes.

“O—Okay,” I said. I curled my fingers around it and slowly pumped up and down. “Just like this.” Now I didn’t want to let go.

“Okay, sure,” she said, still staring into my eyes. And I kept staring into her eyes. I kept pumping her shaft, feeling my face getting hotter and hotter. I didn’t want to let go. I didn’t want to stop pumping her. She moaned. She ran her fingers through her hair.

“That feels good,” she whispered.

I nodded my head. “Good,” I said. I kept pumping her, filming wide with my free hand.

“You’re really pretty,” she said. My heart skipped a beat.

“I think you’re pretty,” I said.

“Pump me harder,” she said. So I squeezed tighter and pumped faster. She moaned again. I looked down at her cock and saw that it was turning a darker shade of red. Her fingers were now gripping the bed sheets. She was tense all over, biting her bottom lip as she squirmed.

Then I put down my camera and I leaned forward. I pushed my lips around her shaft and I sucked her. She let out a loud moan. “Oh God,” she said. I sucked hard, and it wasn’t even five seconds before I could taste the dribble of her pre-cum. It was sweet. “Don’t stop,” she said. I grabbed her big ball sack with my hand and I massaged it as I bobbed my head.

I sucked her for a beautiful minute, and then I remembered that she was married and her husband was in the house. So I leaned up, wiped my lips, and cleared my throat. I looked down at my camera and grabbed it quickly. “Sorry about that. Let’s—uh—Let’s keep filming.”

She looked into my eyes. “I want to fuck you in the pussy,” she whispered.

I nodded my head. “We shouldn’t do that,” I said.

“I want to—so badly,” she said, biting her bottom lip.

“Just keep stroking yourself—for the video,” I said, holding firm. I didn’t want to be chased out of the house. I didn’t want to break up a marriage.

It was a good thing that I didn’t cave, because now I could hear footsteps coming towards the room. I took a few steps back from the bed. Mavis looked to the door. Then I turned the camera to the doorway, just as Teddy stepped into the room, looking completely unrecognisable. He was dressed up as a girl, in fishnet stockings, a blonde wig, and tight lingerie. He actually looked pretty cute. He made a better girl than he did a boy. His face was red. He looked at me for a brief second before looking away. Then he looked at Mavis. “You—You’re hard,” he said in a strangely feminine voice. He reached down to pull up one of his stockings, even though it never appeared to be falling down.

“We filmed a little solo scene,” she said.

“You did?” he said.

She nodded her head. He cleared his throat. “I’m ready for you now,” she said. “Come onto the bed.”

He got onto the bed. She grabbed him and rolled him onto his back. Then she took her cock and pressed it down on his chest as she hovered next to him. She rubbed it down his body, making him groan. He closed his eyes, though I had no idea why. With that beauty in front of him, how could he not stare at her?

Then she moved around, nestling herself between his legs. She lifted his knees up and then she almost put her massive cock into his asshole. Teddy really did look cute in those fishnets. His legs were remarkably feminine and his figure was so cute and petite. He was even turning me on a little bit now, with his bulge growing between his legs.

“Wait,” he said, still not looking at her.

“What is it?” she said.

“Let me roll over,” he said. “I want to be on my stomach.”

“Why?” she said.

“I just do,” he said.

She paused for a moment, sighed, and then allowed him to flip over, so he couldn’t see her at all. I felt bad for Mavis. Her and Teddy weren’t a good pair—at least not in bed. I had no idea how they were outside of the bedroom, but they certainly weren’t sexually compatible. Mavis didn’t have any issues with becoming aroused—Teddy had issues getting her aroused. They didn’t need me in the room. They needed to find new partners. They needed to be with people who actually matched with them sexually.

Mavis started pushing her cock into Teddy’s bum. Flipped over, Teddy was convincingly female: 100%. Even his butt was great: round and soft and smooth, just like hers. She slapped him on the ass, making him moan. Now he was aroused. Now that he couldn’t see her, he was into it. She started to push herself into his asshole.

I moved in close to get a close shot. I watched the monitor as that cock pushed deep into Teddy’s bum. Teddy moaned loudly. Then Mavis started pumping. Her cock was impressively hard. Teddy endured the pumping impressively as well.

After a moment, I looked up and caught Mavis looking at me while she fucked her husband. She was staring at my body, as if it was me that was keeping her aroused: not her husband, not the camera—but me. She looked up into my eyes. We shared another strange moment. Then she looked away as her cheeks turned red.

“Just like that,” Teddy said. “Don’t stop.”

So Mavis kept going: plunging her husband’s asshole: in and out and in and out, over and over.

I caved to an urge. I reached out and put my hand on Mavis’s bum. She looked down at my hand and then she looked into my eyes. She smiled and bit her lip. So I went further, slipping my hand towards her crack. I pushed a finger into her tight asshole. She moaned and bit her lip harder.

Teddy’s face was buried into a pillow. He was moaning, muffled by that pillow, completely oblivious to the fact that his wife was sharing a moment with someone else.

I pushed my finger deeper, feeling the inside of her body. She was warm. I pushed a second finger in, making her tremble. Then I pushed those same fingers into her mouth, making her taste her own asshole. She sucked my fingers quietly, still thrusting in and out of her man.

I felt her breasts and then I gently pulled on her hair.

Then I pulled myself back, knowing I was playing a dumb and dangerous game. So maybe I was obsessed with her: it wasn’t worth ruining her marriage. It wasn’t worth being chased out of the house… was it?

I spent the next five minutes filming her body. And she spent most of that time staring at me, looking into my eyes, and massaging her breasts while wishing she was pumping me.

Then, something happened. “Oh God,” Teddy said. “That’s the spot. Right there. Don’t stop, Rich. Don’t stop.”

But Mavis stopped. “Rich?” she said.

I felt a cool tension enter the room. I didn’t know who Rich was, but I had a feeling this wasn’t good. I took another step back. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to cut.

“Did you just say Rich?” Mavis said.

“It was just a slip of the tongue,” he said.

“Teddy…” she said.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I just—I want to be with Rich.”

Mavis’s face turned white and she went silent. I took another step back. Now this was bad. Now I was pretty sure it was my cue to leave. I turned off the camera and considered abandoning my lighting equipment just to escape the awkwardness. But those lights were worth a thousand bucks, so I couldn’t really just leave them. “I think I’ve got enough,” I said softly. “I’ll just grab my things and go.”

Nobody replied to me, so I took it as a confirmation. I went to the first light stand to break it down and pack it up.

“Rich is gone, Teddy,” Mavis said.

“I know. But he might come back.”

“What are you talking about?”

“He might come back. I think he should come back.”

I had no idea who they were talking about. Maybe Teddy had some gay fling with a guy. Maybe he cheated on her. I had no idea.

“No,” Mavis said. “How long have you been thinking about this?”

“Since… I don’t know. Right after you started transitioning,” he said. “I liked it when you were Rich. Then, once you started changing… I like men, okay? I thought that you transitioning would be perfect. You get to be a woman, and I still get to be with a biological man, and my family thinks that I’m with a woman. But… But it’s just not the same. When I’m with you, even with your cock—it’s like you’re actually a woman.”

“I am a woman, Teddy,” she said. “And you knew that I wanted to be a woman back when we were just friends. You didn’t even make a move on me until a week before my surgery.”

“I was confused!” he said. “I thought it would be perfect. I was attracted to you then, and I thought it wouldn’t change.”

“That wasn’t me. That was just an identity that I’d been trapped with.”

I managed to collapse the first light. Now, I was moving onto the next. Then I had one more before I could start lugging stuff to my car.

“Don’t act like you’re so shocked,” Teddy said. “You want to be with a woman—just admit it. I’ve seen the way you look at girls. And you always want me to dress up. I don’t like dressing up—I just do it because it’s the only way you’ll put it inside of me.”

Now Mavis’s face was red again, but this time with humiliation and not arousal. “I thought you liked being a girl with me. You said you did,” she said.

“I lied.”

I finished collapsing the second light. Now there was just the one final light.

“So what are you saying, Teddy?” Mavis said.

“I’m saying, undo the transition. Be Rich again. We’ll be happy—like we were back then.”

“You were happy back then,” she said. “Not me. You knew what I wanted. Now I’m happy. I thought you were happy too, but now you’re telling me that you’ve been lying to me.”

I finished collapsing that final light. Now I just needed to make two trips to get my stuff to my car.

“So if I don’t go back, then what?” Mavis said.

“I don’t know,” said Teddy. “Maybe I can just… I don’t know… Get a boyfriend. You can get a girlfriend, and we can stay married.”

“Why would we stay married?”

“My parents,” Teddy said. “They would be ashamed of me if I got a divorce. They’re very against it—you know that.”

Mavis laughed, wiping a tear from her eyes. “No,” she said. “Too bad. I’m not staying married to you because you’re afraid of your parents.”

I took that first load to my car, leaving the room. The feeling of the cool air was amazing. I was so happy to be done with that job and with that awkward tension. I couldn’t wait to get home and start the process of forgetting all about my days as a sex videographer. I knew I would never forget Mavis. I knew that she’d changed me. She made me realise what I wanted in life. I had no idea where or how I would find it—but just from being around her for that short period of time, I felt so certain. I felt enlightened. And somehow, it didn’t seem weird or shameful. I wanted to be with a trans girl. I was attracted to trans girls. Why should I feel embarrassed about that?

I went back for my next round of gear. Now, Teddy was in the bathroom, angry. I heard a smashing: the sound of something breaking a mirror. Mavis was in the bedroom, standing by the door, looking afraid and vulnerable—and still cuter than ever. I grabbed the rest of my gear, but I knew that I couldn’t just leave her there. If Teddy was being violent, I couldn’t stand the thought of her getting hurt.

She looked at me and I looked into her eyes. “You can stay with me if you need a place to stay,” I said.

She kept staring into my eyes. “Really?” she said.

I nodded my head. “As long as you don’t mind sleeping on the couch… or sharing a bed.”

She smiled. It was a bitter sweet smile. Sure, she had just broken up suddenly with her husband. It was probably a horrifying moment for her. She was still in shock, finding out her husband never loved her as a woman. But I could also see some hope in those eyes. I could see a glimmer of excitement. Maybe she now knew what she wanted in life. Maybe she didn’t know back when she married Teddy. And maybe Teddy didn’t know either. Sometimes it takes a long time for people to figure out what they want in life. Sometimes people have to go through hardships to figure it out.

“That sounds great,” she said to me. “You really don’t mind?”

“Not at all. It could be fun,” I said.

She smiled. “Let’s get out of here.”

I heard another loud smash. I felt bad for Teddy; he was also going through a lot—but it was something he needed to go through if he was going to grow and become a better man. He needed to be honest with himself, and he took a big step that evening.

Mavis hopped into my passenger seat. She was still in her lingerie. She looked over at me with a smile. “It will take some time,” she said to me.

“Of course,” I said. “Take all the time you need.” And already, that glimmer of hope in her eyes was shining brighter than ever.

THE END
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PRETTY MODEL


Michael is a big-time photographer. Jenn is a new model, looking to build her portfolio. Michael doesn’t mind shooting new models for free, as long as they’re pretty and as long as they seem like the type to put out at the end of the shoot.

The shoot with Jenn goes great. The photos are amazing and Jenn is beautiful. But things become complicated at the end of the shoot when Jenn has a little wardrobe malfunction, and Michael sees that she’s been hiding a big, hard secret between her legs.


CHAPTER 1
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TFP means ‘Time For Print’. It’s a term used in the photography and modelling world, and it means a model gives the photographer her time in exchange for copies of the photographers prints—in other words, both parties work for free, usually for the sake of gaining experience. I was already an experienced, working photographer, so I only did TFP shoots with pretty models.

Sometimes I would feel guilty as I sorted through my e-mail inbox, seeing all the messages from models asking if I would consider shooting TFP. “I don’t have any money, but I really want to get my portfolio together so I can get an agent,” they would say. I would check out their pictures and usually I would pass. A girl had to be stunning if I was going to spend a whole day preparing, a whole day shooting, and another whole day editing. It was a lot of work to pad my already thick portfolio.

It’s also how I determined my rates for models. Even if they were willing to pay, I would want more money from the less attractive girls. I knew they were going to be slapping my name on every Instagram post, so I needed to make sure only quality girls were making the cut. So in a way, a big part of my job was rating women—just don’t tell the feminists.

Another big part of whether or not I was willing to do TFP shoots was whether or not I thought a model would be willing to do more than just shoot. What can I say? I was a single man and I didn’t have a lot of time for dating. I had to get action somewhere.

I would navigate over to their Instagram or Tumblr pages and I would look through their photos. Usually the ones who weren’t afraid to post nudes were the ones who wouldn’t be afraid to put out. You could usually tell by the expressions on their faces whether or not they would be willing to spread their legs for a little bit more attention to detail. Licking the lips in shots almost always meant they would be up for anything.

When girls said, “Is it okay if my boyfriend comes along? He’s not very comfortable with the idea of me being alone with another guy for a few hours in a hotel room,” I always declined or cancelled completely—and not even just because I knew it would mean I would get none. There’s nothing worse than having a guy looming over your shoulder while you’re trying to work. And the boyfriends always tried to get their two cents in: maybe she should stand up straighter, maybe she should cover her cleavage with her arm, maybe she should put on something less revealing… I wasn’t interested in that. I needed a clear headspace if I was going to do good work—and I had to be horny.

Model photographers won’t tell you that secret: the key to getting sexy photos is to be horny. When I had a shoot planned with a hot model, I would always abstain from sex and masturbation for at least three full days—more than enough to make me squirm as soon as the girls got into their little lingerie outfits. There’s a special kind of energy that a man gets when he’s horny, and that energy can be harnessed into great work. And that was another reason I only picked high quality girls for my TFP shoots. If I was going to not only spend days preparing, shooting, and editing, but also abstaining from masturbation, then the girls better be pretty. Sorry if that isn’t very politically correct of me.

It was a late February afternoon when I found a very pretty model named Jenn in my e-mail inbox. Of the fifteen girls who messaged me overnight, Jenn was undoubtedly the prettiest. “I don’t have much money, so would a TFP shoot be at all possible?” she asked in her message. It was a sentence I’d read many, many times. And so far, just judging by the single photo attached to her e-mail, it was a yes. But I wanted to do more digging first.

I copied her e-mail address and pasted it into the search bar on Facebook. Her amateur modelling page came up. I looked through the few photos that were up. She was very pretty: dark hair, stunning eyes, and a thin, curvy figure. I loved curvy girls, but I almost never got to shoot them. Models were always bone-thin, and fucking a bone-thin girl isn’t terribly fun. I always get taken out of the moment when I thrust forward and can feel both of a girl’s hip bones, or when I run my hands up and down her sides and can feel the gaps between her ribs.

I found a few more pictures by digging a bit deeper. I was able to find her personal Facebook page (not just her modelling page) and I was able to find her Twitter. She had a few bikini photos, but none of them were too revealing. She didn’t seem like the type to put out, but that wasn’t a deal breaker for me. I knew I would have enough fun shooting and editing her pictures.

So I messaged her back and asked if she was available on the upcoming Saturday. She replied quickly, within the hour. “I can make it work!” she wrote, so I replied with some more information: location, wardrobe, and so on. For TFP shoots, I always told the models to bring their own outfits and do their own makeup. I couldn’t be bothered to arrange a makeup artist or a wardrobe girl. Plus, I wanted to keep the shoot intimate, just in case there was a chance we would end up fucking.

I would spend money on the hotel room though, and the liquor. Hotel rooms always make the best sets for boudoir-style shoots, and liquor is usually necessary to get a model to make the sexier poses—and it was usually necessary if I was going to have any chance of getting some action.

That shoot was still three days away. I still had one other girl to shoot before Jenn. Her name was Larissa, and she was pretty cute (cute enough that I was willing to shoot her for free, but not quite as cute as Jenn). The only reason I booked Larissa was because she had ten different pictures on her modelling profile page where she was licking her lips. There was even one shot where she was bending over and her panties were being stretched to the point of being see-through. If she were willing to post a picture of her wearing see-through panties, she would almost certainly be willing to get a photographer’s cock in her tight hole.

I had a motel room booked just down the street from my house. I purposely booked a cheap motel because the theme of the shoot was ‘trailer trash’ (I’ve always had a thing for white trash girls—what can I say?). I brought two cases of cheap beer with me: one unopened, the other full of empties, to be used as set decoration. I asked Larissa to bring lots of lingerie, most of it to be used as set decoration. When she showed up, I asked to see her outfits and then I started spreading it all around the room. I hung a pair of panties on the lamp and a bra on the ceiling fan. I ruffled up the bed, sprinkled a few empty beer cans about the room, and voila: a perfect set for the photo-shoot.

Most girls would hesitate when I offered them a drink to loosen up, but not Larissa—Larissa got right into the booze. She pounded back a beer within a minute and then she opened another one. And she still wasn’t even in her first outfit yet. I couldn’t fight the smirk from my face, especially after I noticed her checking me out in the mirror. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was there for the photo shoot, or if she was there hoping for a nice fucking.

She started out in a lacy bodysuit, which was mostly sheer. Her nipples were out in the open for me and my camera to see, and she didn’t seem to care. “What are these photos for, by the way?” I asked. “Your modelling portfolio?”

“Well,” she said. “They were going to be for my boyfriend, but we just broke up last night. So I guess they’re just for me.” She said, already slurring her words slightly, as if she’d had a few drinks before showing up. And my grin only grew bigger. There was suddenly no pressure to get good pictures. She might end up posting a few of the shots on her Instagram page, but she wasn’t going to be using them for modelling, so other models and agents wouldn’t be seeing them.

So we got shooting. She was not a professional model, but she was giving it her best anyway. At least she wasn’t shy—there’s nothing worse than a shy amateur. Without having to be directed, Larissa grabbed her tits, threw her arms over her head, spun around, bent over—she even grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them, and when I zoomed in, I could see the stretchy flesh around her tight asshole, which was hardly being covered by the thin lace of that bodysuit.

When I asked Larissa to change into a different outfit, she didn’t even bother to slip into the bathroom. She just went into the corner and turned her back to me before getting nude. Her next outfit was a bikini, which I thought was strange with the setting, but I didn’t say anything. It was tiny and it held up her big tits nicely for the camera. I snapped a bunch of photos while Larissa posed—some of her poses were better than others—some were downright strange, as if she wasn’t entirely sure what to do with her arms.

We hadn’t even been shooting for an hour when Larissa said, “Can I ask you to take a kind of racy picture for me?” As if the pictures we’d been taking weren’t racy enough. “I want a picture that looks like I’m here about to have sex with someone. I want to send it to my boyfriend—I mean—my ex-boyfriend.” She laughed. “He’ll be so pissed.”

I cleared my throat, feeling my cheeks turning red. “What kind of picture?” I said.

“Well, I’ll be naked. Are you okay with that?” she asked.

I nodded my head, feeling my cheeks getting redder. Larissa was setting a new slutty standard. She reached around and pulled off her top, and then she quickly slipped out from her bottoms. Her face didn’t even turn a single shade redder, as if she wasn’t even a little bit shy. “Maybe I can be touching myself—like this,” she said, and then she reached between her legs and pressed two of her fingers against her plump pussy.

“That’s fine,” I said, my voice cracking a little bit. I’d fucked a dozen models before—Larissa was about to be number thirteen—so I had no reason to be shy. But there was something about Larissa’s shamelessness that made my heart stutter. I took a few photos. She bit the corner of her bottom lip and looked right into the lens, as if she was looking right into my eyes. She rubbed her fingers in a circle.

“Maybe get one of me from behind—like this,” she said, flipping herself over and springing up onto her hands and knees. She let her hair hand down onto the cheap hotel bed sheets. Now, I had a clear shot of her asshole, which was slightly agape as if she’d been plunging a toy in and out of it before showing up for our photo shoot. I snapped a few more shots.

And then I took a deep breath. “If you really want to make him jealous,” I said. “Maybe I could be in a few shots.” Larissa looked back at me and her eyes lit up.

“You wouldn’t mind?” she said.

I shook my head. “As long as we keep my face out of the shots,” I said.

She stared into my eyes with a grin. “Would you be okay if maybe I was holding your cock for a few shots?”

I nodded my head. Now my face must have been dark purple. I quickly reached down and pulled away my belt. I tugged my pants down to my ankles, and then I switched to my widest lens: a 14mm. I walked up to the bed and then I climbed up. I planted my knees down and then I got my camera ready to shoot. “Okay, go ahead,” I said. My heart was pounding. She crawled up and kept her gaze connected with my camera’s lens. She had a cute smirk on her face.

She gently unbuttoned the single button of my boxers and then she reached her fingers through the slit. I felt her warm hand wrap around my cock. “You’re big,” she said. “Even better.” She pulled my cock out from that hole, and then I snapped a few photos. She could probably hear my heart pounding. Luckily the camera wasn’t recording audio.

She started to stroke my dick, getting it harder and harder. She never looked away from that camera lens, as if she was looking right into her ex-boyfriend’s eyes, saying ‘fuck you’. I didn’t mind being used as revenge. She was good at stroking cock, and I wasn’t about to turn down a nice stroke. She leaned forward and ran the tip of her tongue up the underside of my shaft. My cock twitched and then a drop of pre-cum oozed out the bulbous tip. She licked it up. I got a few more pictures.

“My ex always wanted to do anal and I never let him,” she said casually. “I also never let him fuck me without a condom. I know this is asking a lot, but would you be willing to stick it in my ass for me? Without a condom. Just for a few pictures. I promise I’m clean.” My heart stuttered and coughed and pounded up into my throat. I nodded my head quickly.

“If that’s what you want,” I said. My voice managed to crack multiple times.

She smiled and then spun around quickly. She reached back and spread her ass cheeks wide, exposing that slightly agape hole. I took a deep breath and pressed my tip against it. It started to pucker, as if she was inviting me inside. I took a pre-penetration photo. Then I pushed my tip inside. She was tight—incredibly tight. I couldn’t believe she wasn’t screaming out loud as I stretched her tight hole. I took another shot, and then I sunk in a bit deeper. I could see the veins in my shaft bulging and pulsing. Her asshole continued to pucker. And then I noticed a streak of fluid dribbling down her inner thigh, emanating from her pussy. She was wet and horny. She didn’t just want pictures. She wanted me to fuck her.

“This camera does video too,” I said awkwardly.

“Really? Perfect. Maybe you could get a minute of fucking then—I promise I won’t show it to anyone but him,” she said.

“Okay,” I said. I took another deep breath. I could feel beads of sweat forming on my forehead. I switched my camera to video mode and then I started to thrust in and out. She was so tight and I hadn’t gotten off in days. I was worried that I wouldn’t last long, that I would end up coming in her asshole—though maybe that’s what she wanted. Maybe she wanted a shot of her asshole spitting up a glob of white cum. My body shuddered with warm elation.

“How does that look?” she asked as she pressed her bum back hard with each penetration. Her big ass squished against my pelvis beautifully.

“It looks good,” I said. My cock looked huge on camera, which made me feel pretty good. The wide lens helped.

Larissa moaned. “That feels good—right there,” she said. So I kept fucking her at that same angle, thrusting down harder and harder with each entry. The rim around her tight hole was red and probably a bit sore, but she didn’t seem to care. “Slap my ass,” she said. So I took one hand off of the camera and used it to slap her ass. “Harder—make my ass dark red.” So I slapped her ass harder. “Harder!” she yelled. So I kept slapping her ass. And it got very red. More fluid was running down her inner thigh, making the cheap motel bed sheets wet and messy.

“I think I’m going to come,” I said.

“On my face,” she said quickly. “I want it on my face, and I want pictures. I never let my ex come on my face. You don’t mind, do you?”

“No, but you need to turn around now,” I said, clenching my teeth hard. I pulled out. A cute little toot escaped her asshole as she quickly spun around. She tilted her head back and opened her mouth. I did my best to keep the camera straight with one hand while I aimed my cock with the other. And then I watched through my little screen as I drenched Larissa’s face with three days worth of stored up cum.

“You can e-mail all these pictures and videos to me, right?” she said, while my cock was still unloading its final few blasts.

“I’ll send you the good stuff,” I said as a warm buzzing shocked through my whole body. I squeezed out the last drop of cum right onto the tip of her nose, and then I slipped my cock back into my boxer shorts. “Hopefully I got what you were looking for.”

“I can’t wait to see them,” she said as she stood up and started getting dressed, as if she didn’t even notice the cum that was now drying on her face. I watched her curiously for a few minutes before beginning to pack up my own things. I was already hoping that my weekend model, Jenn, would be just as horny and slutty.


CHAPTER 2
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Larissa’s photos didn’t turn out great, but she seemed to like them. The lighting in that motel room was pretty lousy and I must have been off my game because most of the pictures were slightly out of focus, and my compositions were crumby. But it didn’t matter. Larissa just wanted the photos to make her ex-boyfriend jealous, and I’m sure they did the trick. And now, I had a video on my computer of me fucking a pretty model in the asshole. I was sure that video would come in handy on many lonely nights.

It was the day before my shoot with Jenn and I still had lots to get ready. I had the hotel room booked downtown, in a fancy suite with a beautiful view of the downtown core. I had a couple bottles of wine and a bottle of champagne ready—more than enough to make sure my model was nice and loose. But I didn’t have a plan—and a photographer always needs a plan. I’d made that mistake before, going into a shoot, just planning to ‘wing it’. It never works out. After five poses, I end up out of ideas with a disappointed model staring at me, waiting for direction.

I decided that my theme with Jenn would be ‘classic elegant’. I didn’t want to do anything too creative—just a simple, elegant shoot with pretty lingerie and an expensive hotel suite backdrop. I spent a few hours creating a ‘look book’ of poses I would get from Jenn, including many photos of facial expressions I would try to coax out of her.

The lighting in expensive hotel rooms was usually pretty good naturally, but I figured it would be a good idea to pack a few extra lights, just to be safe. Plus, lights always make a shoot seem more professional, even if they aren’t doing much.

I made sure all of my data cards were cleared and my batteries were charged. I got my lenses all packed up with the rest of my gear, and then I went to sleep, excited to spend the next evening with one of the prettier models that had ever reached out to me—I’d even forgotten that I wasn’t being paid for the shoot.

I was always nervous on the day of a shoot, even with amateur models who weren’t paying with anything but their time. I always wanted to impress people, even when I was volunteering. I had a pretty decent following online, lots of people who expected high quality pictures from me. I had to deliver, and a lot of the time I felt like I was just getting lucky, and soon my luck would run out. It always seemed like my best photos were the ones that I didn’t mean to take—the ones that I snapped between poses. My best ever photo, in my opinion, was one that I snapped completely by mistake, while my camera was hanging by its strap, while I was getting into a new position.

What if that luck just ended one day? What if I went into a shoot with a model expecting great shots, and I could get nothing but ho-hum garbage?

4:00 PM came quickly. I spent most of that day pacing around my apartment, double checking my gear to make sure I had everything packed properly, and then it was suddenly time to go, and I was suddenly worried that I had all the wrong gear packed, and that all of the reference photos in my look book were trash. Maybe the poses were stupid and uninspired. Maybe Jenn would cringe when I asked her to hold her arms above her head, the way the reference model held her arms… Or maybe I was just being paranoid, like usual.

I got everything into my car, including a small bag of clothes (as I planned on staying the night in the hotel, since I paid a good deal of money for the room). I tried to calm myself down the whole way to the shoot. I got there early, as I always did. I got all of my lights set up in the room, aimed at the bed where I planned to get most of my shots. I got my camera all set up, with my lenses on standby on a nearby dresser. Then I started pacing the room.

About 30% of the time, models didn’t show up for TFP shoots. So 30% of the time, I just ended up getting drunk by myself in a fancy hotel room. Sometimes I would go down to the hotel bar and try to pick up a chick around midnight. All girls are aspiring models deep down inside. All girls want to have their pictures taken—even the forty-year-old cougars on business trips. But I didn’t want to resort to that. I’d gotten myself excited for Jenn, so I was holding out for Jenn.

6:00 PM rolled around—our meet up time. But she wasn’t there. I tried not to panic. Models were almost always late—sometimes even a whole hour late. Models are notoriously terrible at keeping a schedule. So I took a few deep breaths and I turned on the TV, so I could get my mind away from my anxiety. And then came the knock at the door.

I sprung to my feet and I grabbed my camera. I went to the door and I quickly pulled it open. And there was Jenn, standing with a cute smile on her face. She was wearing a big, fluffy coat and she had her hair tied up in a tight bun on the top of her head. “James?” she asked.

“That’s me,” I said, stepping aside.

She walked into the hotel room slowly and apprehensively. She looked around and slowly nodded her head. “Nice room,” she said.

“I think it’ll make a good set,” I said. “So go ahead and get into your first outfit and we can get started. I’ve got lots of shots I want to get, and I want to make sure you get what you want as well.”

“Okay,” she said. And her cheeks were suddenly a shade of pink. I wasn’t thrilled about her nervousness, but she was pretty enough that I didn’t get too worked up over it. That’s what the booze was for—to get her loosened up.

“Do you prefer red or white wine?” I asked.

She was slow to respond. “White,” she said. “But maybe just a little bit. I want to keep a clear hear.”

I forced a smile. A clear head was exactly what I didn’t want her to keep. I needed her to cut loose. I needed her to allow herself to be embarrassed in front of the camera. I wanted her to do things she wouldn’t even do in front of her own boyfriend—and hopefully she didn’t have a boyfriend.

I watched her as she walked into the room and took a good look around. She slowly unbuttoned her fluffy jacket and then she gently hung it up on the chair by the desk. She was already wearing her first outfit: a black satin dress with a poofy lace skirt that came to life as soon as that fluffy jacket was off of her body. The dress had a sheer top above her breasts and down her arms, and she was wearing a black chocker. She sunk down to her purse and pulled out a pair of black lacy cat ears. I bit my lip and fought back the urge to smile. Girls who wore cat ears almost always put out. Same with girls who wore chokers.

She slipped out from her little sneakers and then she pulled a little pair of black heels out from her wardrobe bag. “What do you think of these?” she asked. Her face was dark red now.

“I think those are perfect,” I said. Now I was trying to force away my smile. Jenn was beautiful—almost overwhelmingly beautiful. I loved the way her hair flowed down her shoulders and teased her tits. I loved how thin her waist was, and how wide her hips were, like she was a walking hourglass. She turned profile to me as she checked her makeup in the mirror, showing off her perky tush, which I already wanted to bury my face in. Maybe Jenn would let me film as I fucked her, the way Larissa did. Maybe she had an ex-boyfriend to torment too.

“How do I look?” she asked with her hands clasped nervously at her waist. And her sexy coy demeanour suddenly inspired me. I could work with her shyness. I could get a whole collection of shots of her beautiful red cheeks, with her shoulders up by her ears. She was constantly reaching down and pulling her skirt down, as if it was riding up, as if she didn’t want me to see the flesh of her tush. It was inevitable that I would, once I started getting low-angle shots (and I planned to get plenty).

“You look fantastic,” I said. “Shall we get started?”

She nodded her head and bit her lip. So I raised my camera and snapped my first shot: a simple shot of her standing and looking more vulnerable than any model before her. I liked her vulnerability. I took a few more shots, changing up my angle slightly. She smiled, which was even more proof that she was inexperienced. Models rarely smile. Magazines and advertisers rarely want pictures of beautiful women smiling—but Jenn got a pass, because her smile was adorable, showing off her dimples and her high cheekbones.

“Turn your back to me,” I said. She turned slowly, tugging down her skirt again, worried I would see that perfect bum of hers. I sunk down to the ground and got a few low angle shots—and in all of them, I could see the fleshy cusp of her ass, and the slight bulge in her black lacy panties. “Look over your shoulder, right at the lens,” I said. And that’s when I saw that her face was dark red.

I tried to remember if any of the shots her small modelling portfolio looked professionally done, or if they were all simply camera phone shots. I remembered the main photo she included in her e-mail, a shot that seemed to be too high resolution for a camera phone—but it was possible she set a camera up on a tripod in her bedroom and snapped the shot herself. And with all of her other shots—maybe those were taken alone with a tripod as well. Maybe I was the first photographer to shoot her, aside from the photographers her grade school principals hired on photo day.

“Let’s move over to the bed,” I said. She took a few steps towards the bed, but she didn’t get on. She just stood by it, again with her hands clasped at her waist.

“What do you want me to do?” she asked.

“Maybe start on your stomach, feet up in the air—keep them crossed and your toes pointed.” She got into position quite naturally, though now she was afraid to look down the lens. I had to remind her constantly, but she kept looking away like a shy girl looking at her first grade school crush. She also kept reached down to give her skirt a tug, apparently still worried that I would snap an unflattering upskirt shot. “Good, now roll onto your side,” I said. So she rolled onto her side. “Every time you hear the snap of my camera, feel free to strike a different pose—make a different facial expression—just keep giving me different looks.” This was a skill that all professional models could do without hesitation, and lots of amateur ones as well. But Jenn was slow, unsure of what to do. She remained frozen in place until I gave her precise direction. So I decided to take a break. “I need to offload this card. In the meantime, why don’t you have another drink?” I poured her a glass before she could reply—and I made sure the glass was full.

She took a slow sip, staring down into the glass. I took the card out from my camera and brought it over to my computer. I didn’t actually need to offload it—I could shoot constantly for hours without filling up half of a card—and I had about ten cards there with me. But I needed to give her a reason to drink. I knew human behaviour well enough to know that a nervous person with a drink in their hand and nothing else to do was going to drink. I’d been to enough house parties to know that was a fact.

And by the time I was finished offloading the seventy or so photos from my card, she was half done that big glass of wine. I could see that her pupils were starting to dilate and her shoulders weren’t quite so close to her ears now. I watched her over the top of my computer screen as she closed her eyes and took in a deep breath of air. “Ready to go again?” I asked.

She smiled and nodded and climbed back up on the bed. I switched to a longer lens, so I could be further away from her. I once heard that director, Akira Kurosawa, would use super long lenses so that his actors would feel more comfortable, and less like they were being watched and filmed. It seemed to work with models too, and it seemed to work with Jenn. I had my back against the wall and she started to pose again. But even though she was a lot looser, she was still constantly tugging at that skirt, pulling it down so that I wouldn’t see her panties. I was almost tempted to tell her not to worry about it. I’d seen many bums before, and she definitely had nothing to be ashamed of. But I kept my mouth shut and continued to shoot.

She was getting into it, starting to strike poses without direction. I shot her from many angles. I particularly liked the shots of her up on all fours, and the shots of her pulling the white sheets up to her chest. I liked what I was getting so much that I decided to pull the same trick again. “I need to off-load again,” I said. And then I didn’t even bother asking if she wanted more wine. I just topped up her glass and took an extra long time getting the photos onto my computer. It was actually a good opportunity to look through my shots, to see what was working on a bigger screen.

I flicked through photos while she nervously sipped away at her wine. I found one shot where she was transitioning from one pose to another. Her skirt was flipped up into the air and I could see that pussy bulge between her legs. But I could see something else: a hint of flesh next to that black strip of panties. Was it her labia? It looked too big to be a labia, and it had a distinct shape to it: long and phallic, as if she had a cock.

I paused, my mouth parting suddenly. I zoomed in on the shot. I was shooting super high-resolution RAW images, at a high shutter speed. So there was plenty of detail to zoom in on. And hell, it really looked like I was staring at a cock slipping slightly out from a pair of tiny panties. But that couldn’t have been true. She couldn’t have been a trap—could she?

I looked closer at the picture. Maybe my mind was just playing tricks on me. She was moving in the picture—it was possible the shaft was just a consequence of the motion blur. I looked at a few other shots, including my first few shots, where I could see her panties. I could see that slight bulge, but there was no proof that I was looking at a cock.

I looked up at Jenn and smiled. “Almost ready to go again?” she asked with her glass of wine in hand.

“In a minute,” I said. I took a quick look at her chest. The top of her outfit was sheer, but I couldn’t see any cleavage. Maybe she just had small tits. Maybe the dress was cut just too high to properly see cleavage. I couldn’t jump to conclusions just because of one strange picture in a lot of hundreds. “You know what—why don’t we switch outfits. You brought a few different options, right?” I asked.

She nodded her head and then grabbed her bag. She pulled out another dress with a frilly skirt. “How’s this?” she asked.

I shook my head. “Maybe something more fitted,” I said. “Like a bodysuit, or maybe a two-piece.”

Her eyes were suddenly glossy. She stared at me for a moment and then she turned her attention back to her bag. She reached in and pulled out a lacy two-piece. The price tag was still attached to the top. “What about this?”

It wasn’t the most revealing two-piece I’d ever seen. The bottoms extended down the leg an inch, and they were high waisted, and the top was more like a bralette than a bra. But I had a feeling there was nothing more revealing in the bag. “That’ll do,” I said. She took the little outfit to the bathroom to get changed, giving me more time to stare at those pictures, trying to find more evidence.

I wanted to believe she was a woman. I wanted to un-see that strange picture of that shaft teetering out from her panties. It must have been wrong. I didn’t even want to look at it again. I’d already convinced myself that I’d just seen some strange motion blur. She was beautiful—no trap has ever been as beautiful as her. She was convincing—and her voice was convincing. No biological male can make a voice like that.

A tingle ran through my body. But what if that picture was correct and my eyes weren’t tricking me? What if she was a trap, all dolled up, and truly convincing? What if she had a little sissy cock hidden in her panties? A smile crossed my face.

I’d always had a bit of a trap fantasy. Back in college, a friend of mine dated a trap. We all made fun of him until we met her. She was super nice, and fairly convincing. She would always look at me with this heart piercing half-grin, as if she wanted to desperately suck my cock. For months I fantasized about her every time I jerked off in the shower. She ended up dumping him and running off to Greece with some tourist she met at work, so I never got the chance to have a go at her.

But now, I might have been standing before an even cuter trap—and a trap that was very possibly single. Maybe she really just wanted these pictures for her dating profile. I often got girls asking me to shoot them for their escort profiles online. I usually declined the shoots, but I’m sure I’d done many for girls who just didn’t tell me that’s what they were using the photos for. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if Larissa actually wanted photos of me coming on her face for her prostitution profile.

Jenn came out from the bathroom looking beautiful, as expected. My gaze went quickly down to her crotch. There was a slight bulge there, but nothing telling. The bralette top was almost completely flat to her chest. She either had A-cups or a boy’s chest—and there was no way of knowing without asking outright.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Me? I’m fine,” I said.

“Your face is white,” she said.

I forced a smile. “Oh—I’m just a bit hungry I think,” I said, lying.

“We can order some food if you want,” she said. “I can pay for it, seeing as you paid for all of this.”

“That’s okay,” I said. “Unless you’re hungry.”

“I could eat,” she said. Then she went over to the hotel restaurant menu that was propped up on the desk. “Why don’t we just order this platter for two that they have. It’s only twenty-five bucks.” She went to the phone without waiting for my confirmation. She picked it up and dialled the restaurant. Then she looked back at me with a smile. “What room are we?” she asked.

“1108,” I said.

She turned back towards the wall and I looked down at her ass. She had a perky ass that belonged on magazine covers. I’d never seen a trap with an ass like that, but that didn’t mean one thing or the other. She ordered the food and then she turned around with a big, cute smile on her face. “They said it should be up in ten minutes. Is your card done offloading?”

She was definitely loosening up, letting go of that anxiety and exchanging it for some spunk. I got my camera set up and we kept shooting, moving over to the window for a few poses, and then over to the big sofa chair in the corner for a few more poses. I got down on my knees whenever possible, hoping to get a good shot between her legs. I snapped a few while she was crossing one leg over the other, though I didn’t stop to zoom in on my shots and inspect for a cock. I would have to do that later.

The food came. We ate while we shot. I got some cute pictures of Jenn dangling cured meat into her mouth, and then I got some shots of her drinking more wine. She was on her fourth glass already and she hardly seemed buzzed. I’d never seen a woman drink so much without getting sloppy—except for my friend’s trap ex-girlfriend. So maybe it was true. Maybe Jenn was hiding a bit of extra meat between her plump thighs.

I was getting buzzed myself, stumbling slightly whenever I went for those hard-to-get shots. We did one set of shots while I was standing over her, pointing the camera down. She gently cupped her small breasts and bit her bottom lip, looking cuter than ever. The sight made my nerves tingle. I was worried I was about to get an erection while standing over her, so I climbed down to change up my angle.

We ended up ordering another tray of food, and then we ordered up some more wine, because we ran out. We chatted lots between poses and outfits. Jenn was funny—she was always quick to make a joke, and her laugh was downright adorable. I switched back to my wide lens so that I could get up close. She was wearing a nice perfume—it was a little bit oaky, and a little bit floral.

“I think your boyfriend will really love these pictures,” I said.

She laughed. “My boyfriend? What boyfriend?”

“Didn’t you say these were for your boyfriend?”

She giggled again. “No. They’re for my modelling portfolio.”

“Oh, that’s right. The girl I shot the other day—those were for her boyfriend.” I was lying, of course. It was just my way of finding out if she was single, and it sounded like she was indeed single. Maybe I would make a move. She was certainly tipsy enough now that she would probably go for it. She was loose and having fun, and she was occasionally looking into my eyes with that look that girls make when they’re feeling a little bit frisky. My heart rate was starting to increase.

“For this next pose, I want you on your side, with your hand comfortably on your hip, and your other hand holding up your head—yes, just like that. Maybe open your legs up just a bit.” She giggled and then opened her legs up as asked, and that’s when a bit of her ball sack slipped loose. I could see it with my own eyes. I didn’t need to zoom in or enhance any footage—it was right there, and she didn’t even notice it.

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat but it wouldn’t go down. My head was suddenly spinning and my heart was pounding. I held the camera up to my face and I stared at that loose testicle. There was no mistaking it—it was not any bit of labia. I cleared my throat.

“Okay—I got it,” I said. “I think that’s it.” I forced a smile. I could feel the colour draining from my face. I wasn’t sure if I was excited or terrified. A part of me wanted to make a move on her and another part of me wanted to rush her out of that hotel suite, so that I could be alone to process what I’d just seen.

“This was fun,” she said, putting her coat on over her lingerie, the way a prostitute in a rush would. “Maybe we can do it again sometime.”

“Yeah, totally,” I said. I was tempted to wipe the cold sweat off of my forehead. I said nothing else as I watched her go to the door. She turned and said goodbye, and all I was able to do was wave. Once she was gone, I sat down quickly on the edge of the bed, worried my legs would give out if I kept standing upright.


CHAPTER 3
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Itook well over a thousand photos during our session. Now I had to pick just a dozen to process and send back to her. There were so many to choose from, but the best photo of the lot was unfortunately the last photo we took that night, of Jenn on her side with her ball sack hanging out the side of her little panties. I thought about editing the ball sack out, but I ultimately decided it would be too much work. So I picked twelve photos that didn’t have any wardrobe malfunctions.

It took me a whole day to properly process those shots. I found myself in a constantly state of disbelief, staring at Jenn’s face from shot to shot. She was so beautiful, but how was it possible? Her cheekbones were so prominent and her lips were so plump… Did she have a surgery done? If she’d undergone surgery, why hadn’t she had her tits done, or her cock? Maybe she wasn’t a fulltime female. Maybe she got home after our shoot and washed everything off and then went out to the clubs to hit on girls. Maybe Jenn was just a cross dresser, and not even a proper tranny.

It looked like she was taking hormones—she must have been, to have a face like she had, and soft, radiant skin like she had. But there was no proof that she was taking anything. Surely if she was taking hormones, she would have more than just tiny A-cups, no? I had one photo of her on her hands and knees in her first outfit, and in that photo I could see down her top. I couldn’t quite see nipples, but I could see that there was no bust. But strangely, she didn’t even try padding her chest with anything. She just embraced her bust-free chest. And somehow she still looked curvy.

It wasn’t long into the editing process before I had a big erection. No man can stare for hours at pictures of a beautiful girl in lingerie without getting a boner. But strangely, I kept finding myself returning to those few pictures where her panties failed to hold everything in. I kept finding myself staring at her ball sack, and staring at her shaft in that one photo where I first realized Jenn wasn’t exactly as she seemed.

It wasn’t until late that night that I sent the photos off to Jenn. It was always a nervous few hours, waiting to find out if the model approves. It wasn’t until the next morning when Jenn replied with, “I love them so much! Thank you!”

“If you ever want to shoot again, just let me know,” I said. And she replied with a smiling emoji and nothing else.

And then I waited for those pictures to pop up on the local modelling platforms. I found myself constantly refreshing all of the local model/photographer Facebook pages, and looking through all of the new photos on the Model Hire website, with the location set to my town. But those photos didn’t pop up. For days I kept checking back, but the photos never popped up. So I navigated over to Jenn’s Facebook page, which I could still find by searching her e-mail address. She hadn’t posted them there either. Maybe she didn’t actually like the pictures. Maybe she was just being nice when she said ‘I love them so much!’ Maybe she hated them.

I pulled the photos open and looked at them all closely. They were good photos—great, even. They were some of the best photos I’d ever taken, though maybe I only thought that because I thought Jenn was more attractive than any of the models I’d ever photographed.

It was a week later and my anxiety was still high, even after completing three more paid shoots. I didn’t bother to see if Larissa had posted her photos anywhere, and I didn’t bother to check to see if any of the other models had poster their pictures anywhere—so why did I care so much about Jenn? It’s not like she was a famous or even budding new model. It’s not like I needed the exposure.

I didn’t actually care if she posted the photos or now—I only cared that she liked them. I wanted her to like them because I wanted her to reach back out to me for another shoot. I wanted another shot at her, so I could get more pictures in more outfits, and so I could possibly make a move. It was all I could think about: kissing those lips, feeling her smooth skin, and rubbing my cock against hers. It was a long-time fantasy that I finally had a chance to entertain, and I blew it. I could have made my move at the end of that night, after our second bottle of wine. There were plenty of moments when her eyes were shining and she was ripe and stunning. But I froze up. I saw that glimmer of testicle hanging out the side of her panties, and I chickened out.

Because maybe I liked that my trap fantasy was just a fantasy. Maybe I didn’t want to ruin it by making it into a reality and finding out that fucking a trap isn’t any more fun than fucking a proper woman. Maybe it’s even less fun. Maybe it’s just messy and dry and uncomfortable for both parties. Or maybe it’s the best thing ever, and I missed my chance…

It was ten days after the shoot when I decided to search Google for all of the pictures I sent her, to see if they’d been posted anywhere. I couldn’t find any results, so I ended up using a special website that does a much more thorough search than Google, and even that search didn’t turn up any results. I kept telling myself that there was probably a good reason—maybe Jenn had just gone and had the photos printed. Maybe she was going to modelling agencies the old school way, with a binder full of printed shots. Maybe she wasn’t much of a tech girl—her Facebook page only had five pictures on it, after all.

I accepted this theory—at least I tried to. I moved Jenn’s pictures onto my hard drive where I stored all of my old photos and then I deleted them off of my computer, so I wouldn’t be tormented by them every time I opened up Photoshop.

I also accepted the fact that I’d missed my chance to sleep with a beautiful trap. It was probably for the best—at least that’s what I kept telling myself. I went into my e-mail and I scanned through all of the models begging to shoot TFP. I found a cute girl with perky cheekbones and big, heavy tits. Her name was Kyla and she was looking to start a portfolio. She was a senior in high school, unemployed and broke, and she mentioned twice in her e-mail that she was eighteen. “I really want to be a model but I have no idea where to start,” she said. Normally I would have passed her by. She was cute but her inexperience was seeping through her iPhone selfies that she included in her e-mail inquiry. I knew she would be tough to work with—tough to pose and she wasn’t legally old enough to drink. But the other options in my e-mail inbox weren’t exciting by any means, so I messaged her back.

“Hi Kyla, I’d love to do a shoot with you. Are you free tomorrow afternoon?”

She replied quickly, with lots of emojis, which made me question whether she really was eighteen or if she just felt she needed to say that for me to photograph her. “Tomorrow is perfect,” she said. So I started planning the shoot—the perfect escape from my Jenn-related anxiety.

I decided not to spend too much money on Kyla, seeing as she wasn’t spending any money on me and the photos likely wouldn’t even end up in my portfolio. So I scheduled the shoot in a park at the edge of town. It had nice trees and it was hardly ever used by people—especially in March, while the snow was still frozen to the ground.

I didn’t even bring along any lights or special equipment—just my camera and my smaller lens bag, with my 35mm, 50mm, and 85mm. It was more than enough for a shoot with a high-school girl who had probably never even seen a real camera before.

She was at the park early, before I even got there—which was the first sign that she wasn’t a professional model. Professional models are always at least five minutes late, and never early. So I had to awkwardly scout out the woods for nice spots while she stood there watching me. Then she watched me as I set up my camera and pulled out my look book. I didn’t like it when models saw my look book—I liked to make them think that all of my ideas were in my head, and not pulled from various sources on the Internet. But she was so shy, I’m not sure she even really noticed.

She stood stiff the whole time, not saying anything. I had a bottle of vodka in my bag and a pair of shot glasses, but I knew I could get in trouble for breaking them out. She wasn’t legal drinking age, but she needed to relax if we were going to get anything useful from the shoot. “Why don’t we start with some basic poses? I’ll put the 35mm on for some full-frame shots,” I said, and then she stared back at me with a blank expression.

So I forced a smile and said, “Let’s start with your hands on your hips, standing upright.” She didn’t know the lingo—new models usually didn’t know the lingo. But it didn’t matter if she knew the lingo or if she posed well or if the photos ended up online or not. I wasn’t there to get nice photos. I was there to get my mind away from Jenn and her big, hidden package.

Kyla put her hands on her hips and stood upright, and she looked very nervous. I snapped a couple of photos. She flinched every time the shutter went off. I paused and thought about offering her some vodka. I could tell by looking at her that she was definitely the type of girl to sneak out and go to parties. It wouldn’t have been her first shot of vodka, though I wasn’t sure I wanted to end up getting in trouble when her parents smelled vodka on her breath when she got home.

“Try to relax,” I said. “Just move around and pose however you want. Every time you hear the snap, just change it up.” I snapped a few shots, but she didn’t move. Her eyes were wide and her skin was pale. I’ll never understand why girls think they want to be models but they can’t even breathe in front of a camera…

“Okay, good,” I said, lying. The photos weren’t good. I looked back at my bag where that vodka was. I bit my tongue and then I caved. “Here—this might help you loosen up a bit.” I pulled out the bottle and then her eyes lit up. She zipped up to my side without hesitation, which I wasn’t expecting. I thought she would be at least a little bit apprehensive, drinking hard liquor out in the woods with a complete stranger. But apparently I was wrong. I poured her a shot and she pounded it back before I could pour one for myself. She held out her glass, so I poured her another one. Then she took a long, deep breath. Some colour started to return to her face. “One more for good luck?” I asked. And she thrust that little glass back towards me without a second of hesitation.

I gave the liquor a few minutes to work its way through her system. And then I got my camera out, took a few steps back, and started snapping away. With each passing minute, she was becoming more and more comfortable, letting her shoulders down, spinning and posing without me having to say anything. She asked if she could have another shot. I poured her one and then I went to check my look book, to see if there were specific poses I wanted to get. When I looked up, I saw that she was pouring herself a drink. She stumbled slightly and then she giggled. So I went and grabbed the bottle. “That’s probably enough. We don’t want you too relaxed,” I said with a smile.

She tapped me on the nose and said, “You’re cute.”

I switched to a tighter lens and got some nice portraits. She was staring right down the lens now without any hesitation, as if she was trying to seduce the camera. She bit her bottom lip, and then she even licked her lips. I kept snapped the camera and she kept changing up her pose. I paused briefly when she reached up and grabbed both of her tits and squeezed them. Then she giggled and said, “Is that too much?”

I shook my head. “There’s no such thing as too much,” I said. She took her tits and started bouncing them up and down. She was giggling and snorting. She stumbled slightly but caught herself. She was too drunk for the shoot now. None of the poses looked even a little bit professional anymore. She was just goofing around and having a laugh.

So I figured I would take advantage of the situation. “Do you mind if I put you into a pose? I have one in mind, but it’s too hard to explain.”

“Go for it,” she said. So I walked up to her and I gently spun her around. I put my hands on her side and bent her over slightly. Then I turned her shoulders before bringing my hands down to her hips.

“We’ll just turn your hips slightly,” I said. I was standing close to her, my pelvis nearly pressed against her ass. She decided it would be funny to press her bum back and grind it against my crotch. She giggled and snorted.

“What’s this pose? The doggy style pose?” she asked before snorting again.

“It’s a popular pin-up pose,” I said. I stepped back and snapped a few shots. She wiggled her bum in the air and then she started twerking. She giggled and snorted some more, and then she even flipped up her skirt and flashed me. I was slightly disappointed to see no bulge in her panties. She was just a normal girl with normal girl parts.

“How’s about this. I’ll lie on the ground and you straddle me. It’ll be good for some low-angle shots.” I smiled and got down onto my back. She didn’t hesitate, sitting down on my lap with that big, crooked grin on her face. She grinded her butt against my crotch and then let another little snort slip. I had to admit, her snorts were kind of cute. She didn’t need any direction. She put her hands behind her head and then she tilted her head back and closed her eyes. She got right into character, pretending to have an orgasm—and it actually made for a set of pretty good pictures.

Then she threw herself forward and planted her hands on my chest. She looked right into the camera lens with that teenaged seductive look. “Are you getting good shots?” she asked.

I nodded my head. “I think you’ll like them.”

“Do I look sexy?” she asked.

“I think you look sexy.” I felt my cheeks turning a shade of red.

She rubbed her bum against my crotch. “It doesn’t feel like you think I look sexy.” She had a big grin.

I let a nervous laugh slip. She sat back upright and then she reached down for my belt. She started undoing it. “I want these pictures to look sexy, so I need some way of knowing.” She yanked my belt away with a swift tug and then she tossed it aside. She didn’t hesitate before going for my fly. She unzipped it and reached in for my cock. She pulled it out and then giggled and snorted again. “See? If I was really being sexy, this would be much harder.” She lifted it up with one finger and then she let it fall down, limp on my pants.

I laughed nervously again.

“Keep snapping photos,” she said.

So I rose up my camera and continued to snap shots. She grabbed her tits again and squeezed them. Then she grabbed her top and pulled it down, over her rack, exposing the red lace of her bra. Her tits were huge. She unclasped her bra in the front and then pulled the cups aside, letting her amazing jugs fall loose. Her nipples were perky. She grabbed them between her thumbs and pointer fingers and gently rolled them, making them harder and perkier. Then she looked down at my cock. “Still not doing it, huh?” she said. I kept snapping photos. I could feel my cock throbbing and getting harder, but apparently it wasn’t enough for her.

She stood up with her heeled feet planted on either side of my chest. She hiked up her skirt and then she pulled her panties aside, exposing her plump and moist cunt. A small part of me was disappointed when a small cock didn’t flop out. She slipped two fingers between her plump lips and she started to rub. She giggled and let another little snort slip. “What about this?” she said. She rubbed fast, squirming slightly as she began to moan. I kept snapping pictures. She looked down at my cock again. “Better?”

I nodded my head. I changed my point of focus from her face to her dripping pussy.

She sat back down, rubbing her moist cunt on my abdomen, leaving a wet streak as she got herself repositioned over my erection. She used her right hand to stand my cock upright, and then she pushed it easily into her warm, wet hole. She started bouncing. “Am I naughty?” she asked.

I took a deep breath. It felt good, but it could feel better. I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her up, until my cock flopped out from her wet hole. Then I pulled her back down, closer towards me, so her asshole was lined up with my dick. She giggled nervously. “What are you doing?”

“You’ll like it,” I said, lining my throbbing tip up with her tight back door.

Her face was suddenly red. “I’ve never taken it up there before,” she said.

“You’ll like it,” I said again. And then I pulled her down by the hips, thrusting up with my hips. It took a second to penetrate. She gasped as soon as my tip was inside of her. I let a long, deep sigh out. Her eyes were closed tight and she was biting her lip hard. Her asshole was being stretched for the first time ever—it probably hurt a little bit, but I knew she would get used to it. I sunk my cock a little bit deeper. I loved the feeling of her tight anal walls throbbing against my cock. I let my head rest back and I closed my eyes and I imagined Jenn was sitting on my cock, with her ball sack and cock resting on my pelvis. I imagined my dick was sinking deeper and deeper into her tight trap hole. I let a sigh of my own slip through my lips.

“It hurts,” Kyla said as she continued to take more and more of my hard dick.

“Just give it a minute,” I said, hoping she would quiet up. Her voice was ruining my fantasy. I couldn’t picture Jenn as long as Kyla was talking.

Kyla squirmed and sunk deeper. She let a pained moan slip and then she planted the palms of her hands against my chest. Suddenly she was the one pulling her ass up and dropping it down, doing all of the work, stroking my shaft with her tight asshole. It felt nice. I closed my eyes and brought that image of Jenn back into my head. I imagined her cock getting harder and harder, lifting up off of my pelvis, dancing from side to side with every penetration. I imagined a bout of pre-cum oozing out from her erect cock.

And then Kyla started to moan. “Oh God, it’s so tight,” she said, taking me away from my fantasy. Her pussy was dripping warm juice onto my pelvis. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend like it was pre-cum—but there was just too much for it to be pre-cum, so I imagined Jenn was coming: a seemingly endless amount of warm cum, emptying out onto my pelvis. With my eyes still closed, I reached down and wiped that warm moisture up my abdomen, to my chest. Her asshole clenched my cock hard and she groaned again.

“Fucking take it,” I said, reaching for her hips and pulling her down hard.

“Oh God,” she cried again, once again erasing that image of Jenn from my mind. I strained to bring that image back, but now Kyla was becoming too vocal. “I love the feeling of your fucking cock throbbing in my asshole. Oh God, it feels good. Fuck my little asshole. Fuck my slutty little butt!” It was sexy, but not as sexy as Jenn. I couldn’t stop thinking about how I wasted my chance to fuck a beautiful trap. I couldn’t stop thinking about how badly I wished Jenn were there with me and not this eighteen year old slut who was skipping her last period class for this pointless photo shoot.

“I’m coming!” she yelled, and then a bout of warm fluid splashed down my lower half. She was a squirter in a big way. She squirmed and groaned and clenched two handfuls of my chest. And it was enough to make me come, deep in her asshole. She yelped and then giggled and snorted as she felt my hot load filling her up deep. Once I was empty, she stood up and reached around back to catch my creampie with her hand. “Oh my God, there’s so much!” she said as it pooled into the palm of her hand, out from her gaping asshole.

I forced a smile as a cold tingle ran down my spine. My trap fantasy was more overwhelming than ever before. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I couldn’t stop hating myself for not making a move on Jenn. I needed to see her again. I needed to get her alone one more time, so that I wouldn’t end up with a lifetime of regret.


CHAPTER 4
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Istarted by searching the Internet again for those pictures, to see if she ever ended up using them. My search once again turned up no results. All of my anxiety from the week before came back to me. She probably hated the photos and she probably didn’t want to hear from me again. But I knew if I didn’t try, I would regret not trying forever.

So I wrote up an e-mail. “Hey Jenn, it’s Michael. Hope things are going well for you, and I hope you liked the pictures. I was wondering if you wanted to do another shoot. I’ve got a few ideas in my head and thought you might be interested. Okay, let me know!” I sent the message before I even read it over. And then I read it over and cringed at how stupid and desperate I sounded.

I couldn’t pry myself away from my computer. I kept refreshing my inbox, hoping her response would come quickly. It was 2019—everyone got their e-mail to their phone, and everyone had their phone on them at all times. So why wasn’t she replying right away? Surely she’d read the message, right? I paced around my apartment, feeling stupider and stupider, and then finally I heard the ding of my e-mail inbox. I rushed over to my computer.

“Hi Michael,” said Jenn. “The shoot was fun. Like I said, I really love the photos. But I’m out of town at the moment and not sure when I’ll be back. Cheers!” My heart sank into my stomach. It was an obvious rejection. Who leaves town without knowing when they’ll be back? And why wouldn’t she add something like, ‘I’ll let you know when I’m back so we can shoot again,’ unless she just didn’t want to see me again.

Did I make her uncomfortable during our shoot? Or did she really just hate my photos?

I went to my bed and planted my face into my pillow. I wanted to shout. I should have made a move. I shouldn’t have ended our session so abruptly. I should have spent more time processing each photo. Maybe she was expecting more than just twelve shots—maybe I should have sent her twenty-four, or even a hundred. Or maybe I just needed to accept the fact that she wasn’t interested in me.

It was later that night, after lots of anxious theorizing, when I decided to casually search through the Internet to see if there really was such a thing as a tranny escort website. Sure enough, there was, and it was shockingly easy to find. As I entered the page, I was overwhelmed by pictures of surprisingly pretty girls, though none of them were terribly convincing. They all tried to hide their big Adam’s apples with choker necklaces. But nothing could hide their broad shoulders.

Some of the girls were more convincing than others. And some were horribly unconvincing, though I assume there is a market for that. I was just curious to see if I could find a girl to satisfy my trap fantasy, which had only been getting worse and worse since my photo shoot with Jenn. I searched through pages and pages of girls. I couldn’t believe how many there were in my town: hundreds. Had I seen any of these girls out on the streets before? Had I flirted with them before? Had any of them ever asked to do a TFP shoot?

It was on the eighth page of results when I froze. On my screen was a picture that I took, of Jenn on the hotel bed. The image was cropped, which explained why it didn’t show up when I searched it on Google. Or maybe the tranny escort website blocked Google’s image search.

As I clicked on her profile, I noticed my hand was shaking. So my craziest theory was true: Jenn actually just needed the pictures for her escort website. She was selling herself online, and her rates weren’t even that bad. For two hundred bucks, I could have her and her slippery cock for an hour. I stared at that screen for fifteen minutes, flicking through those pictures that I took, and a few others that she took with her own camera phone. In one shot, she was naked and holding her hand in front of her cock, with her other arm over her tits. Her skin looked smooth and buttery. I suddenly remembered the smell of that amazing perfume she was wearing. I suddenly remembered that warm glimmer in her eyes when she smiled for the camera.

How could she have been a prostitute? She was too gentle and sweet and innocent. Even once she’d had a few drinks, she was still timid—almost too timid for being a model, never mind sleeping with strangers.

I stared at her profile for a long time as my mind spun around in circles. My heart was racing, and it took a few minutes before I realized why: I was considering buying her. I could afford her, no problem, and I knew she was in my area. I kept telling myself that I couldn’t do it—I couldn’t sleep with a prostitute, but my heart just continued to pound because I just couldn’t convince myself.

It was easy to come up with reasons why I should do it: she was affordable, I knew she was convincing and beautiful, I’d always wanted to sleep with a pretty trap… But there was another reason: I nearly tried to sleep with her when I had her in the hotel room. And what difference did it make if I had slept with her in that hotel room versus sleeping with her over an arranged date? At the end of the day, I was still sleeping with a transgender prostitute.

My mind was spinning so quickly and everything became a blur, as if I was nearly blackout drunk, unsure of how I got from one place to another. The next thing I remember, I was typing out an e-mail from a newly created e-mail address, with a fake name of course. I would have stopped myself had I been in the right state of mind, but the next thing I remember is checking my outgoing mail to see that the e-mail was there, sent, waiting to be read by the trap hooker I desperately wanted to sleep with.

And then I was in my bed, staring up at the ceiling, waiting for my computer to ding, worried that I wouldn’t hear it over the sound of my heart pounding against my ribcage. I’d just messaged a transgender prostitute, asking if she was available. Was I insane? At some point in the past few days I’d lost my mind, though I couldn’t pinpoint when exactly.

I’m not sure when I finally fell asleep. I wasn’t asleep for long before a crack of sunlight crept into the room to wake me up. And even though I’d hardly had any sleep, I sprung from my bed and bolted over to my computer. I saw the bold letters of an unread message, and it was from Jenn, who went by ‘Trisha’ when she was turning tricks.

“I’d love to meet up with you. Are you free tonight? I’ve got my whole night free,” she wrote. And I wrote back quickly, with many typos as my hands trembled across the keyboard.

“Tonight works. I can swing by around 8 PM.”

This time she replied quickly, as if she was at her computer when the e-mail reached her inbox. “8 PM works. I’m at the Berggren Hotel on 4th, room 301. See you there.”

I stood up and realized my legs were trembling even more intensely than my hands. A cold sweat bathed the back of my neck. I had a date with a trap prostitute. I had a date with one of the most beautiful girls I’d ever seen—definitely the most beautiful trap I’d ever seen. But was I really going to go through with it? Could I really sleep with a girl who slept with men for a living? Could I really sleep with a chick who was technically not a chick at all? What if I suddenly panicked once the pants were off? What if she became offended that I used a fake name and that I tracked her down? Could she sleep with me knowing I knew her true identity?


CHAPTER 5
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Icouldn’t believe I was actually standing at that door, after a long day of pacing around my apartment with the worst anxiety I’d ever felt in my life. So many times I managed to convince myself that it was a bad idea—there was even a moment of relief when I finally sat down on my couch, convinced that I wasn’t going to show up at that hotel. I’m not sure when that relief fluttered away and I ended up back on my feet, pacing up and down the hallway. I couldn’t not do it. I knew that I was never going to feel satisfied until I gave it a try. I knew that Jenn would always be on that website, available for me whenever I was ready, so it made no sense to delay the inevitable.

I raised up my fist to knock on the door. The skin on my hand was white, and the skin on my face was probably just as white. I don’t know how I mustered up the courage to knock on that door—though maybe it wasn’t courage at all. Maybe it was just absurd stupidity. I still didn’t know how I managed to convince myself to show up for that date. I don’t know how I managed to get dressed in my best clothes, make the trip down to the ATM, and then travel across town to my date with a well-hung prostitute.

I could hear her heels tapping as she approached the door. I could still turn around and run. I wanted to run but now my legs were frozen, my joints stiff. I tried to take a deep breath of air into my lungs but my lungs were also stiff. So all I could do was stand there with a terrified look on my face as she slowly pulled that door open.

And then somehow I managed to force a smile. “Hi,” I said, showing too much teeth.

I watched as her expression dropped and her eyes became wide. “M—Michael?” she said.

I slowly nodded my head. I hadn’t come up with a good excuse as to why I tracked her down and used a fake name. I knew it would look weird and maybe even creepy. I probably should have used some of my free time that day to come up with some sort of excuse—but what could I have said? What sequence of words could have made her feel relaxed, and not like a crazed photographer was stalking her?

She stepped aside and said, “Come on in,” with a timid voice. I entered the room slowly and looked around. I’d shot in that hotel before, so I was familiar with the layout of the rooms. In fact, I was pretty sure I’d shot in that very hotel room before, with another model—who sucked my cock on the very bed I was now looking at.

“Do you want something from the mini bar or anything?” she asked me as she awkwardly skirted by me. She was clearly uncomfortable, and I should have seen it coming. Why did I want this? Why did I want to sleep with a girl who would obviously be uncomfortable with the idea of sleeping with me? Was I actually insane? Was I actually a perverted stalker?

“I’m okay,” I said, taking off my coat and gently placing it on the back of the desk chair. “I’ve shot in this room before.” I don’t know why I said it—maybe just because it was the only sentence my mind could muster.

“It’s a nice room,” she said with a forced smile.

And then I found myself staring at her, into her eyes, trying to think of something else to say. I was still trying to come up with that excuse, but at this point it was obvious that I didn’t have an excuse. “So you’re a working girl,” I said, and then I regretted saying it. It didn’t matter what I said—I would have regretted saying anything. I was regretting everything already. I hated that I was still standing in that room.

“I guess so,” she said, looking down at her heeled feet. And that’s when I realized she was wearing the same outfit we shot in: the poofy lace dress with the sheer chest and arms, the black choker, and the lacy cat ears. She was even wearing the same costume jewellery, and that same intoxicating perfume. I got a good whiff of it as she skirted by me again on her way to the mini bar. She pulled out a small bottle of whiskey and took a big swig, straight from the bottle. I didn’t blame her—I could have used a swig of it—though I wished she would have taken a swig of something a bit more feminine than whiskey. I didn’t need the reminder that I was in a room with a biologically male prostitute. “Should we just get right to it then?” she asked.

And I wasn’t sure how to respond. I still wasn’t sure I even wanted to fuck her. I mean—I did want to fuck her, but not under the circumstances. I certainly didn’t want to sleep with a girl who didn’t want to sleep with me. But at this point, what other choice did I have? I’d come this far. I’d made her keep her entire night clear. She probably needed the money… Maybe I could just give her the money and leave, and then pretend like this night never happened. It wasn’t a ton of money—nothing I would miss too seriously.

But if I left, then that lingering curiosity would never go away. I had to go through with it. I had to sleep with Jenn—or Trisha, or whatever her name was.

I walked over to the bed. I took a deep breath as I pulled my shirt over my head, leaving my chest exposed. Jenn walked up behind me and reached around my body. She pressed the palms of her hands against my chest and began to rub. “What are you doing?” I asked, suddenly tense.

“Massage is part of the package,” she said. So I let her go on. I didn’t want to throw a wrench into her routine. I looked down and watched as her hands moved in sensual circles, slowly up and down my torso. It felt kind of nice until I started to stare closer at those hands and think about the fact they really belonged to a man. I closed my eyes and tried to picture her face. But the only image that came to my mind was her cock.

But that’s exactly why I was there, was it not? If she were just a regular biological woman, I wouldn’t have been in that hotel room. I wouldn’t endure this much anxiety for some boring male-female sex. Or maybe I would still have gone through with it—maybe I was there for Jenn and not for what Jenn had between her legs.

Her massaging hands managed to get my belt undone without me noticing. She was skilled with her hands, well worth the money. Her fingertips were starting to tease their way down the front of my pants, underneath the elastic waistband of my boxer shorts. I closed my eyes again. I could feel those fingers worming down across my pubic bone, towards my shaft. “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked before opening my eyes.

She paused. “Do you not?” she asked. The tension in the room was terrible. I could already tell that this was going to be something I regretted. I was literally paying money to have a regret that would probably stick with me for the rest of my life. “It’s your money,” she added.

“I want to,” I said, and I felt like I had more to say, but the words didn’t come. So she resumed her routine, pressing her hands down further. I felt her fingertips slipping onto the shaft of my cock. My heart stuttered and I took a sharp breath in.

She took a step closer, pressing her body against mine. “Oh, I forgot,” she said, suddenly stepping away from me, taking her warm body and hands with her. I looked back at her and watched as she tapped something on her phone. I suddenly had a terrible thought in my head: what if Jenn was a cop? What if this was all a big sting operation? What if she was now alerting her squad, telling them to move in? I felt dizzy and faint.

And then some soft music came on. She’d used her phone to turn on a Bluetooth speaker. She placed the phone down and walked back over to me, putting her hands right back to where they were: one on my chest, one pressed down the front of my boxers. And now she was swaying to the music, rubbing her body against mine. I could feel the tickle of her black lace, and I could feel the slight bulge of her chest—or maybe I just imagined that bulge. Maybe I just wanted there to be a bulge, so I wouldn’t feel like I was fooling around with a man. She wasn’t a man—she was a beautiful woman. She just happened to have a cock.

The image of that cock was suddenly back in my head—and I could feel the bulge between her legs rubbing against my bum, through her skirt. That bulge was real. I knew I wasn’t imagining it.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


She had her fingers wrapped around my cock now. She was massaging expertly. It felt good, but everything about it still felt wrong. I didn’t care that she was a trap—but I hated that she was being paid. Would she fool around with me if I didn’t give her money? Probably not. I was just a sleazy John, just another pervert she had to put up with so that she could make a living. She was probably hoping I would come quickly so that she could get on with her night—get in the shower and forget I ever existed. Hell, she probably wished I would drop dead so she wouldn’t have to go through with the paid romp.

At least that’s what I thought, and then I felt something move: her cock. It suddenly felt harder, and I was pretty sure I could feel it throbbing, even through her panties and skirt and my pants and boxer shorts. She was getting hard—faster than me. Was she more aroused than me? Or had she taken a pill before I arrived? Maybe she had to take pills in order to get it up with perverts like me—or maybe she was really attracted to me…

I looked back at her, over my shoulder. Her cheeks were red. Her eyes were heavy and lethargic. She was gently biting her bottom lip. I was no body language expert, but it certainly looked like she was aroused. Or maybe she was just a very good actor. Surely acting is a skill that every successful prostitute needs to have, right?

But surely no actor can get a stiffy without actually feeling aroused—how could that be fake? Unless she took a pill—but the timing was just too perfect. It couldn’t have been an erection from a pill.

Suddenly, my cock was rock hard, throbbing in her tight grip. She wasn’t just massaging anymore. Now she was tugging and stroking. Her fingernails were gently digging into the skin of my chest. And she was rock hard against my bum. I carefully reached back and pulled up the skirt of her dress, so there was less between her and me. I wiggled down my pants and boxers, so her warm rob was bare against my skin. I liked the way it felt. I liked the way it made my heart race. And I was pretty sure I could feel her heart racing against my back as she continued to sway to the music.

“You’re my first,” she said without prompt.

“What?” I said.

“You’re my first client.” She continued to sway, still tugging my cock up and down.

“How is that possible?” I asked. I didn’t believe her. Surely she was just lying to me. She probably told all of her first time clients the same thing, to make them feel more comfortable and excited.

“No one’s messaged me. You were the first.”

“That’s hard to believe. You were by far the most convincing girl on that site.” I realized how creepy that sounded once I said it. Now she probably thought that I was a frequent user of prostitute websites—not that it made any difference.

“Maybe that’s the problem,” she said with her cute little laugh. “Maybe no one actually believed that I’m trans.”

She tightened her grip on my cock and I felt her cock twitch. She let a little moan slip out from her lips. I became tense, suddenly overwhelmed by the same euphoria that had hit her. “You’re big,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. I nearly said ‘I get that a lot’, but I managed to stop myself.

But I couldn’t stop my next urge: to reach around and feel her erection. I still hadn’t looked at it. I still wasn’t entirely convinced that it was real. But once my fingers were around that warm, throbbing shaft, all of that uncertainty vanished. The cock in my hand was real, and it was really hard. I looked back and down. She was all shaved, so her cock looked big, even though it wasn’t even as big as mine. Her tip was a shade of pink and there was a wet glimmer dribbling out from the tip.

“Do you want to suck it?” she asked with a timid voice.

I didn’t answer. I was too afraid to answer. I just spun around and slowly dropped down to my knees. I’d never sucked a cock before. I’d never even touched one that wasn’t my own. But I wanted to do it. I had to do it. I grabbed it, aimed it down, and I opened my lips. First, I stuck out my tongue for a little taste. I ran the tip of my tongue across the tip of her cock, tasting that little wet dribble. It was salty, but not off-putting. She moaned slightly.

I watched it throb for a moment, and then I leaned forward, allowing it into my mouth. I closed my eyes as it slid down the length of my tongue, towards the back of my throat. I closed my lips firmly around her girth and I began to suck, bobbing my head slowly. It wasn’t gross like I was half-expecting. It was actually strangely satisfying, the way it sat perfectly on the flat of my tongue. I liked the feeling of her veins pulsating against my tongue and the insides of my cheeks. I especially loved the feeling of her fingers nestling into my hair as she began to gently thrust herself back and forth, using my head like a glorified sex toy.

I stopped bobbing and let her take over. She had her eyes closed and her head tilted back. Her lips were parted and moaning. I couldn’t believe how hard she was. Her foreskin was stretched far back—as far as it could possibly go. I used one of my hands to cradle her ball sack. I gently pulled on it, stretching it downwards. I loved the way her testicles swelled and contracted warmly in the palm of my hand.

She started thrusting harder and harder, gripping my hair tighter. Her tip was pushing into the back of my throat, but I managed not to gag—though drool was beginning to dribble out the corner of my lips, down my cheeks. My own cock was pressed firmly against my abdomen, throbbing intensely. I’d never been more aroused in my life. I loved sucking her cock. I loved massaging her ball sack. She didn’t even stop me when I reached around and began to push a finger into her butthole.

She pulled out suddenly. She was breathing heavily and quickly. A strand of saliva connected her tip to my lips. “Everything okay?” I asked with a pounding heart.

“I nearly came in your mouth,” she said.

“I wouldn’t mind,” I said.

“I don’t want to be done yet,” she said with dark red cheeks.

“Fuck me in the ass,” I said. And then I felt the colour drain from my face. Did I just say that? Did those words just escape my lips?

“Are you sure?” she asked.

I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. I was shocked into silence. Some sort of foreign presence had entered my body and was now in control. Instead of replying, I climbed up onto the bed and I laid myself flat on my stomach. It was only a few seconds later when she climbed up on top of me, her lacy skirt teasing across my skin as she got herself positioned. I felt her warm cock slap down between my butt cheeks. Her knees were planted firmly at my hips and her bum was pressed down on my thighs.

“Have you ever done this before?” she asked.

“No,” I managed to say.

“It might hurt a bit then,” she said.

I didn’t reply. I was ready for it. I was ready to feel her warm throbbing pushing down inside of my body. I couldn’t wait to feel her cock stretching out my asshole. I wanted to feel her sticky cum filling up my tight hole. I needed it.

She lined her tip up with my hole. She was gentle at first, carefully mashing herself down until her tip penetrated slightly. Then she paused, waiting for my body to relax. I was biting down on my tongue, trying my best to stay relaxed and unclenched.

She sunk in deeper, at least an inch. I clenched again but then I managed to relax after she stopped for a second. “Don’t stop,” I said suddenly. “I don’t want you to stop. Just fuck me. Use me like a sex doll.” My heart was pounding harder than ever before. My cock was so hard—it was drooling all over those hotel bed sheets.

She didn’t reply. She just started pushing in. And she was right—it hurt, but I managed not to scream. I just bit down on my tongue and kept my face pressed firmly into the pillow. I squirmed a bit and then I began to groan and moan. But she kept pushing until her pelvis was pressed against my ass. “You’re so tight,” she said. But I couldn’t reply.

She started to thrust in and out, slowly at first. The pain was intense. I felt like my asshole was being stretched as wide as a coke can, but I knew it wasn’t that bad. Her cock was big, but it wasn’t that big. “Fuck,” I finally groaned, but she didn’t stop. Good—I didn’t want her stop.

Her hands gripped my waist tightly. She clenched her knees tight against my hips, holding me from squirming. She came down hard with loud slaps. The pain was finally starting to go away, being replaced by a swirling euphoria—the euphoria I knew I would feel. I could feel every inch of her throbbing dick inside of my body. I could feel her bulbous tip exploring my back door, pushing against my prostate, making my legs tremble. There was a nice tingle in the tip of my cock.

“Oh God, it feels so good,” I moaned. There were tears in my eyes, pooling on the pillow.

I gripped two handfuls of bed sheets. I pulled them hard, still squirming and groaning. She was coming down hard now—and fast, fucking me like I was her dirty whore. God, it felt so good. I didn’t want it to end. I wanted her to last forever—but I could already feel her cock bloating up. I could hear her straining to hold back her cumshot. I knew she wasn’t far—I knew she wouldn’t last long. But I didn’t realize I wouldn’t last long, even though I wasn’t even touching myself.

I could feel a warm pooling between my legs. It took a moment for me to realize I was feeling cum—my own cum. She was making me have an orgasm. She was pressing against the perfect spot in my asshole. I screamed out and began to tremble, and that warm puddle continued to grow. And then I felt another warmth, deep inside of my ass. She was coming, filling me up deep. A big smile crossed my face and I felt more satisfaction than I’d ever felt in my life.

But it was short lived. Once my cock was finally empty, a new thought came into my head: she was a prostitute. After this night, she was going to go and find new guys to fuck, new guys to fuck her. She wasn’t mine. She would probably feel the same euphoria with other guys—and that made me sad. I wanted her to be mine. I wanted to be hers.

“Don’t do it,” I said as she stepped back and grabbed a tissue to wipe her cock.

She looked at me with wide eyes. “Do what?” she asked.

“This—don’t be a prostitute—or an escort, or whatever you call it. Don’t do it.”

A slight smile crossed her face. “I have to.”

“Why?”

“Because I need the money,” she said.

“Get a different job.”

“Easy for you to say,” she said. “You’ve got a skill that you can turn into work. I don’t have that. The only special thing I’ve got is this cock.”

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

“That’s not a skill,” she said.

“Are you kidding me? Do you know how much money photographers like me pay to shoot beautiful models? I know models who charge a thousand dollars an hour—and they get more work than they can handle.”

I watched as a glimmer grew in her eyes. But it disappeared quickly. “But I’m no model. You saw me the other day.”

“You were one of the best models I’ve ever worked with. You just need a portfolio and a bit of experience.”

And that glimmer returned again: maybe she didn’t have to sell herself for money—at least not sexually.

My heart was pounding. I sprung to my feet and then I felt her warm cum dribbling out of my gaping asshole. “We can do a bunch of shoots and get a portfolio going. I’ll make some calls to photographer friends, so you can get some more experience. I even know some runway guys who need new faces. It’s easy—all you have to do is walk up and down a runway. There’s a certain way you have to walk, but you can figure that out with YouTube or whatever, I’m sure of it. And hell, you can stay with me until you’re established,” I said. “And, I don’t know, maybe you can stick around. Just don’t go back to this—don’t let strangers have their way with you. There are creeps out there, and some of them will hurt you. Be a model—you’ll be a great model.”

She stared into my eyes with a conflicted smile, like she wasn’t sure if I was pulling her leg or not. “Really?” she said.

“Those pictures I took of you were some of the best pictures I’ve ever taken. You’ll blow up fast. You have to believe me.”

“No—I mean, I can really stay with you?”

“I’d love it if you stayed with me,” I said. “I’ve only got the one bed though, so I hope you don’t mind sleeping with me.”

Her smile grew. She tried to hide it with her hand, as if she was embarrassed by how happy she was. “Okay, I guess I can give it a shot.”

I bit down hard on my tongue in an attempt to hide my own smile. I couldn’t wait to get started. There were so many shoots I wanted to do with her, and there was so much I wanted to do with her in the bedroom. I now had my very own pretty model, and maybe a sexy trap girlfriend on top of it.

THE END
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